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EMPEROR DUKAS


If only I could’ve had a day to rest. Instead, I climbed out of the hot pool and grabbed my towel. Leric had ruined my relaxation time by mentioning the emperor. Perhaps as ruler of this island, I couldn’t relax and enjoy my time as much as before. Too many responsibilities weighed me down.

“Has he responded in some specific way?” I asked Leric as I rubbed the towel across my body.

The curseborn male nodded. “He’s declared war.”

“Good.” I punched my palm. “Saves me from having to declare war on him.”

“No, it’s not good. The emperor commands an army of sorcerers. He’s going to order them to reclaim the island.”

And it wouldn’t just be the island. Our little onsen town would be in danger, too. I glanced around at the beautiful, rustic buildings that Miranda had constructed around the steaming hot spring. We’d fought so hard to make this a sanctuary for curseborn.

“We’ll crush them,” I said with confidence. “No one will ever threaten my home.”

Leric sighed, the fear apparent in his eyes. “You don’t know much about this world, do you? After the Shadowsoul descended, dungeons appeared across the mainland. The emperor had his adventurers loot them dry. Remember the Water Ring that Saran once wore, with which he could draw from Tara’s mana? Well the emperor has thousands of similar rings, except these rings can multiply a soulbond’s power, too.”

It seemed that thanks to these rings, the emperor’s army of sorcerers could utilize a similar power-multiplication effect to mine. “Multiply by how much, exactly?”

“I’ve heard up to three times.”

“Well my multiplier is five. They’ll never be as powerful as me.”

Leric grunted. “Did you not hear me? There are thousands of them. They don’t each need to be as powerful as you to win. All they have to do is overwhelm you with their numbers.”

I snickered. “You’re forgetting something. The curseborn.”

“What about them?”

“Stop being such a dullard, Leric. The sorcerers are drawing their power from curseborn, and I’m freeing all the curseborn of this world from bondage. They’ll come over to our side.”

Leric shook his head. “They won’t so easily believe in you.”

“You still don’t get it, do you? I’m not asking them to believe in me.” I patted Leric on the shoulder. “I’m asking them to believe in themselves.”

I returned to the throne room in Port City to manage the island’s affairs. In truth, the most important thing I could do right now was select someone to manage them for me. Someone whose hands were clean; someone whom I could trust.

I met with the prince’s old council. It was the strangest meeting format I’d ever been part of. I sat on my throne while the council faced me and stayed standing. Apparently, this was the custom, and I thought it wise to follow it.

The council was numbered twelve and composed mostly of old men and women who’d survived the Cataclysm and spun something of value from the chaos after. They each introduced themselves, but I forgot most of their names almost immediately. I had the same problem trying to remember my students’ names, which is why I always wrote them down. Anyway, I was a king now, not a teacher, so wasn’t going to sweat the small stuff.

“Keep ruling the island as you’ve done,” I instructed. “However, beginning today, there will be several important changes. For one, all curseborn on the island will have the same rights as everyone else. That means they can enter the city and other settlements as they please.”

An old man with a wizardly beard cleared his throat. “The common folk won’t like that. It could lead to chaos.”

“I realize. So I’ll be putting fast travel points in every single settlement. If any curseborn is harmed anywhere on this island, I’ll personally deliver justice. Send heralds to all the settlements to make this plain.”

Wizard beard nodded. “As you wish, my king.”

“All debts and salaries must be paid on time. The nobles of this city may no longer neglect their dues.” I’d already made this clear to Alfonso, but I wanted the council to hear it. “I will personally intervene in cases where someone is being taken advantage of. Is that clear?”

The council members wouldn’t even look me in the eye. They were terrified of me, weren’t they? I’d slain their prince, after all.

Good. Perhaps they needed to feel some fear. I’d need to be feared and loved, both, to accomplish what I’d set out to do.

“The emperor has declared war,” I said. “Prepare for the defense of the island.” I gave them all a stern look. “If any of you are caught colluding with the emperor, the punishment is death. Is that clear?”

They all nodded or said, “Yes, my king.”

“Good. I’ll be appointing someone to act as chief minister. In the future, such meetings will be conducted between you and whoever I decide to appoint. Only certain matters will be brought to my attention, as I’ll be too busy fighting the emperor.”

With that business concluded, it was time to see what Prince Rohan had left for me.

Nothing, apparently. The treasure room was empty.

“He had his cronies secretly move all his treasures and curseborn wives to the mainland,” Leric said.

I let out a disappointed sigh. “Of course he did. Did we at least get some goldcores?”

“A few thousand goldcores that were stashed around the palace. A few thousand soulcores, as well.”

I smiled at that. It meant a lot of level ups. “I’ll personally take all the soulcores as my… let’s just call it a conquest fee. As for the goldcores, add them to the treasury. The settlements on this island look like shit, especially in contrast to this city. Spreading out the wealth would help us gain legitimacy and make the island prosper.”

“Conquest fee… I suppose you did earn it.”

I laughed. “You better believe I earned it, Leric. Besides, it’s for the defense of the island. We need to invest in its greatest weapon. Me.”

“Don’t let your triumph go to your head. You know who else won a great triumph, once? The prince.”

He was right. Hubris had been the prince’s downfall, and it could be mine if I wasn’t careful. Although, I intended to become so powerful that even the Outer Gods and Deep Ones wouldn’t dare oppose me.

And if I achieved that, how could I possibly stay humble?

“Say, Leric…” I stroked the stubble on my chin. “How do you really feel about all of this?”

He shrugged. “What does that matter?”

“It matters to me. Will you run to the emperor’s side if he gives you a good enough offer?”

Leric looked me in the eye. “I don’t like your arrogance, Remy. It gets on my fucking nerves. But I want to be free. I want Johana to be free. I’ll fight for that, so long as you keep fighting for it.”

“That’s all I’m asking, you dumb fuck. I don’t want people to bow down and worship me. I want them to fight for a better life.”

Leric chuckled. “Oh, I think you do want them to worship you. I see the way you enjoy how your harem treats you. They each would lick the ground you step on. And you love that. But what makes it even better for you, is that you didn’t ask them to revere you. No, it came naturally. That’s what you want. You want to be worshiped, you just don’t want to ask for it.”

“My harem worships me because I give them everything they need. Safety, pleasure, fun, adventure — there’s nothing they lack, now.”

Leric let out a snicker. “Whatever you say, King Remy.”

I returned to the onsen. If I was going to appoint a chief minister, why not let it be one of my wives?

Though none of them had experience ruling, they were ultimately the only ones I could trust. But who to choose for such an important job?

It had to be someone with a wider view of the world. Someone who had experience dealing with people.

I realized quickly that it had to be Ayla. She’d been to the mainland and was used to dealing with nobles, having done all sorts of jobs for them. She was also pretty level-headed and strong-willed. She was my queen, after all.

I invited her to my private hot pool. Now this was the best venue to conduct meetings. Ayla could deal with the council while sitting upon my throne in my stead, and could fill me in while I relaxed in the hot pool.

“Ayla, I’ve realized I don’t like dealing with all those stodgy ministers. Nor do I have much patience for people like Alfonso. I want you to act as my chief minister.”

Her emerald eyes bulged in shock. “Me? Are you for real?”

I took her hand. “I think you’ll do an amazing job. I believe in you, and so I want you to believe in yourself.”

“But I’ve never managed anything like this before.”

“It’ll be a learning curve, for sure. But you can do it. You’re my queen. My focus is going to be on so many other things, and so I need you to sit on that throne.”

Ayla nodded. “Of course, Remy. Anything you ask. I just… I’m terrified of disappointing you.”

I stroked her luscious green hair. “You can’t be worse than the prince, right?”

She laughed. “I suppose not.”

“You’re gonna do great.” I kissed her forehead and hugged her. Her huge breasts felt so soft against my chest. “And if it ever gets too difficult, let me know. I’m not abandoning you to that chair. I’ll always have your back.”


2






LIKE A TRUCK


It was time to level up a few stats. I visited the Soulful Doll.

“Open up,” I said. “Open up wide!”

“I’m not one of your wives,” it replied with its usual steely expression.

“I didn’t mean it like that. Just… let me see my stats.”

Soul Level: 17

Strength: 6

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 4 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 2

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 600 (7000)

This would be one of my most momentous power ups to date. With that many soulcores, I could add 8 stat points. I had to choose them carefully, because I probably wouldn’t get such a huge trove of soulcores for a while.

Since I had so many points, I was tempted to increase some of my lower stats. Mind, luck, and intelligence were still at 1. Aside from Small Meteor, I pretty much never cast spells now. I didn’t expect to have much time for farming going forward, so leaving luck at 1 seemed fine.

But leaving mind at 1 sounded risky, especially since the emperor commanded an army of sorcerers. I had some gear that helped me tank magic attacks, but that might not be enough going forward.

I decided that putting 2 points in mind and 1 in vigor would balance my defensive stats. Endurance was fine at 2, for now. That left strength, intelligence, and agility as the targets for 5 stat points.

I could divide them between the three. But my agility was already high. So high, I didn’t have an issue evading enemy attacks or getting my own to hit. I was so much faster than anyone, especially with the Agility Ring equipped.

Earlier, I’d decided I wanted to be a dodge tank and damage dealer, which was a hybrid build, though it did play to my strengths. I liked hitting things with hammers, swords, whips, and spears rather than standing back and blasting enemies with spells.

Fuck it, all 5 points were going into strength.

Soul Level: 25

Strength: 11

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 4 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 1000 (800)

I was going to hit like a fucking truck, now. Bosses in the Underground Forest would probably fall in a few swings of whichever weapon I chose. I could rapidly make progress and collect the treasures on each floor, which if useful, would only augment my power further.

I was so excited to test my “hit hard and fast” build that I grabbed the only girl who wasn’t out farming, which happened to be Maria, and fast traveled to the 4th floor of the Underground Forest.

My petite, white-haired wife took out something from her soul storage. It resembled a cookie.

“I made these for you,” she said. “They boost strength by 25% for an hour.”

I took a bite. It tasted like cookie dough and cinnamon.

“I love it,” I said. “It’s super sweet, just like you.”

Maria’s cheeks turned red. “Oh? Am I really that sweet?”

“You’re easily the sweetest girl I’ve ever met.”

“Is that so?” Maria stomped her foot. “Maybe I should be less sweet.”

Uh oh. Had that line backfired, somehow? “I love how sweet you are. I mean it.”

“But you love Sherry and Ayla more, because they’re strong.”

“You’re strong too. In your own, sweet way.”

She looked away from me. “It’s okay, Remy. It’s fine if you have a type. And it’s fine if I’m not it.”

“I love you just as much as I love them.” I planted a kiss on her white head of hair. “It’s like your cooking. Do you always cook food with the same flavor? It’s more fun when you mix things up, right? That’s why I love all of you equally. You each bring your own unique spice into my life.”

I picked her up and spun her around lovingly. It was so easy to do with my high strength. Maria seemed to weigh nothing.

She giggled. “Okay, that’s enough. Put me down, Remy.”

I settled her back onto her feet. “High strength has all sorts of perks.” I hoped to pick her up later, in the bedroom.

We stepped on the platform at the edge of the shrine. As usual, it took us lower into the Underground Forest. I had high hopes for the 5th floor, though didn’t want to travel too far with just Maria.

“So what’re your plans for the island?” she asked while we waited on the platform.

“We’re going to make it the best place to live in all of Lumaria.”

She lovingly put her arms around my bicep. “I heard how you proclaimed that all curseborn will have the same rights as anyone else. Thank you, Remy.”

“Of course. That’s why I did all of this. I couldn’t stand living in a place where you and literally everyone I love is being treated like shit.”

“You really do what you say… it’s incredible.”

“I’m not stopping there. We’ll bring the same to the rest of the world.”

“But the world is really, really big. I saw a map of it in a book, once. This island is just a tiny little dot on the map.”

If I was going to conquer the world, then my power needed to increase exponentially.

“Don’t worry. We’ll take it one step at a time. And you’ll be by my side the whole way.”

She nuzzled her head into my chest. “I’ll never leave your side.”

The platform came to a stop. We walked out of the door at the far end.

Snow. Snow everywhere. A blizzard howled in my ears. I was already chattering my teeth.

I couldn’t make out much, but there were snow-covered trees all around us. We were in some kind of frozen forest.

Maria hugged me. “I can barely feel my hands!”

So much for testing my strength. I’d become used to brutally cold winters on Earth, but this was something else. This was the kind of cold even polar bears flee from.

I pulled a torch out of my soul storage. But it hardly did enough to warm me up.

The lighting allowed me to locate the fast travel point. We trudged through the snow toward it, keeping our bodies close to stay warm. As soon as we got in range of the fast travel point, we teleported to the onsen.

We both ran for the hot pool and jumped in without taking off our clothes.

Soon enough, the steamy water warmed us up.

“How are we going to progress through that?” Maria asked.

“We’ll need to craft some warm clothes. I’ll ask Ruby. Oh, and we probably need to bring Sherry along to create fires.”

I wondered what kind of enemies we’d find there. Not only would we have to survive the cold, but we’d have to survive the monsters that lived in the cold. I hoped the treasure would be worth it.

Esme came to the edge of the pool. She was covered in sweat from farming so much.

“You should all take a day off,” I said. “I mean, we did just conquer the island.”

Esme shook her head. “Only more reason not to take a day off. You need to get more powerful to face the emperor’s sorcerers.”

“But it won’t do us any good to burn out.” I snapped my fingers. “Maybe we should celebrate.”

“Celebrate?” Esme crossed her arms. “What do you mean?”

“Don’t you have holidays?”

“There’s only one holiday on this island, and it’s to commemorate the prince’s ascension. Now that he’s no longer the ruler, I suppose that holiday goes in the trash bin.”

“Then we need a new holiday,” I said. “The day I came to power fits.”

“How about the day you came to this world, instead? I think that’s more significant.”

“In any case, let’s have a festival to commemorate the great change we’ve brought. We’ll announce it across the island.”

“I’ll cook a ton of stuff!” Maria said. “I can’t wait!”

“Go tell Ayla to make preparations.” I got out of the pool and grabbed a towel. “We’ll throw a party the people will never forget.”

“I like the sound of that!” Esme gave me a thumbs up.

I ventured around the 1st floor of the Underground Forest, killing gargoyles, evil hounds, and oozes, changing my weapons as I pleased. Anything to test my increased strength. But it wasn’t much of a test. Every monster died in a single hit, no matter which weapon I used.

It was satisfying, but also completely lacking any challenge. In a weird way, I hoped the 5th floor of the Underground Forest would challenge my build. That way, I’d know what my weaknesses were, and could account for them with future upgrades.

But it was the emperor’s sorcerers that I truly had to worry about. So while the girls prepared for the festival, I decided I was going to do something bold. I’d accumulated several fast travel points over the past few days, and there was one place that sorely needed one.

A place across the sea that I’d heard much about. A place simply called “the mainland.” It seemed so mysterious to me, since I’d been stuck on this island for so long.

It was time to make it less mysterious. It was time to go there.
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MAINLAND


I visited Alfonso in his pyramid-shaped villa. He wasn’t expecting me, and so made a big fuss about all the nice food he would’ve prepared had I given him advanced notice.

But I was in no mood for pleasantry.

“I need to borrow a flying mount,” I told him while seated on a couch in one of his many opulent rooms. “And I do mean borrow. I will give it back.” At least, I intended to.

He wagged his finger at me. “You’re going to the mainland, aren’t you?”

“That’s right. Just a little trip. I don’t plan to linger.”

Alfonso reached up onto a shelf. He tossed a wooden orb at me.

“That one will get you there,” he said. “In fact, why don’t you keep it?”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to owe you.”

“Consider it a gift.”

“I know that a gift, for people like you, is merely an advanced payment for future favors.”

Alfonso chuckled, his belly shaking. He caressed his mustache. “You’re not wrong. But it doesn’t have to be quite so transactional. Till now, you’ve only seen one side of me. The ruthless, conniving⁠—”

“And corrupt side,” I added.

“Yes, that too. But I can also be generous. And I can be a team player.”

But was he really on my team? Only time would tell.

“Thanks for the mount. I’ll be returning it to you.” Eventually.

I explained my mission to the girls. It was simple: fly to the mainland, land somewhere, and put down a fast travel point. Nothing more.

To that end, I decided to bring along Maria and Esme. Ayla would be busy learning how to manage the council. I wanted to keep Tara and Sherry rested for the eventual deep dive into the Underground Forest’s 5th floor. They could also help organize the festival in the meantime.

I wanted Maria to experience more of the world. She’d been trapped in that tower her whole life, so I felt that she’d appreciate traveling to new places more than the others.

Unlike Ayla, Esme had never been to the mainland, so she might appreciate the experience, too.

The three of us went to the port of Port City. Wooden ships were moored at the dock, and folks selling all sorts of wares shouted at the people passing by to come to their stalls, which were spread out over the many streets.

I took out the orb Alfonso had given me and set it on the ground.

Mist seeped out of it. It coalesced into the form of a carpet.

“It’s… an actual flying carpet,” I said in disbelief.

“Do you have flying carpets on Earth?” Maria asked.

I shook my head. “Well, we’ve imagined the idea, but no one has figured out how to make a carpet fly.”

“It’s not very big.” Maria’s cheeks reddened. “Guess I’ll have to sit on your lap.”

“Fine with me, so long as you don’t mind my sword.”

Esme cleared her throat. “I assume I’m driving?”

“Of course you are.” I put my arm around her. “You’re the designated driver of the harem.”

Esme fidgeted nervously. “Umm… just fly east and we get to the mainland, right? How hard can it be?”

I glanced at the gray sky. The weather seemed pretty good. In fact, the weather always seemed pretty good. It hadn’t rained once since I got here.

Esme sat at the front of the carpet. I sat behind her.

Maria plopped onto my lap. I put my arms around her. Her behind was so warm that my sword grew a few inches.

“You’re so comfy, Remy,” she said. “Don’t let me fall, okay?”

Some sort of magical force was adhering me to the carpet, so that didn’t seem possible.

“Do you even know how to steer this thing?” I asked Esme.

“I assume I just point my finger in the direction I want to go, like with the other mounts.”

“But what about changing elevation and speed?”

“Umm…” Esme grasped her lovely blue locks. “I’ll figure it out, I guess.”

I gulped. “Well, let’s be off, then.”

Esme did something with her hand. The flying carpet lifted off the ground.

Maria clapped. “This is gonna be so fun!”

I held on tightly to her petite body as we ascended into the sky. Soon enough, the city below looked like a toy set. The entire island stretched beneath us, surrounded by a sapphire sea.

“It’s all so gorgeous!” Maria exclaimed. “Who knew we were living among such beauty the entire time?”

The three crescents and the stars in the sky loomed larger, now. The clarity of it all was mesmerizing.

We moved forward over the sea. I spotted a few wooden boats in the water.

“I hope there are no monsters up here,” Maria said.

I stroked her hair. “If so, we’ll have to shoot them down with ice arrows.”

Esme glanced back at us. “Do your stomachs feel all weird?”

I did feel nauseous, though not as much as I’d expected.

“A bit.” Maria reached into her soul storage. She handed us both cookies. “Maybe this’ll help.”

Esme nibbled on hers. “You picked up cooking really fast.”

“I do what I can.” Maria giggled. “You know, I’m super jealous of you, Esme. You were Remy’s first, after all.”

I put my cookie in my soul storage while Maria wasn’t looking. I suspected eating something would probably make me more queasy.

“I was in the right place at the right time,” Esme said. “I’m jealous that you’re so small that you fit in his lap as if you belong there.”

Maria pressed her warm behind harder against my sword. I wished it could break out of its scabbard. Didn’t they call it joining the mile high club, or something?

“You’re both precious to me,” I said. “Esme drives, you cook, and I just enjoy life.”

“I mean, you are the king,” Esme said. “So all is as it should be.”

“Who’s gonna join King Remy’s harem next?” Maria swiveled her body to face me. It was a lot less comfortable, but I suppose she wanted to look into my eyes.

“Whoever it is, it won’t diminish the time I spend with both of you.”

Lightning flashed and thunder roared, almost making me jump off the carpet. The bolt struck the ocean. Wind howled against us, and the carpet itself began to shake.

“Oh no.” Esme slowed our momentum. “We’re flying into a storm. What should I do, Remy?”

What did pilots usually do when there was a storm? “Maybe try to fly around it?”

But the storm was coming toward us. Dark clouds loomed, and they moved toward us at surprising speed.

Lightning coursed within them.

“I think we should turn back,” I said. “Esme, get us home. We’ll try this again another time.”

Maria clung to me. I could feel the nervous jitters coursing through her body. “Are we going to die? At least I’ll get to die in a fun way.”

“Drowning isn’t going to be fun!” Esme exclaimed.

She turned us around and sped back toward the island. But the dark clouds seemed to be chasing us.

“The fuck is happening?” I said.

The cloud surged forward. It was right behind us. Like a massive beast, it swallowed us into its folds.

Suddenly, it got dark and wet.

“Remy!” Maria called.

“I’ve got you. Don’t worry.” I hugged her tighter. “Esme, you all right? Can you steer us out of this?”

“I’ll try my be⁠—”

A burst of wind sent us hurtling downward, toward the water. We all screamed. And then we hit the waves with a massive splash.

I awoke on a beach. Esme and Tara were lying by my side. I shook them awake. The three of us were totally wet, sand clinging to our clothes.

“Where the fuck are we?” I said.

A seagull squawked and fluttered about in the sky. I had a few fast travel points accumulated, so decided to make one wherever this was.

As soon as I willed it into existence, the floating blue orb materialized in front of me.

“Ugh, did we lose the carpet?” Esme darted her head in every direction, then began walking down the beach in search of our missing mount.

“Shit, guess I’m in debt to Alfonso.”

“That was super scary.” Maria clung to my arm. “Let’s go home.”

I called out to Esme. That’s when I saw someone else, approaching her.

A woman. She had short blond hair and was about Maria’s height. Athletic build, as well. Her skin was creamy, and she was wearing a tiny pair of shorts and a yellow bra. It left very little to the imagination.

I hurried to catch up with Esme, just in case this woman was dangerous.

The woman smirked and crossed her arms. “Was easy enough getting you out of the sky.”

Wait… did she really mean what I thought she meant? “Did you summon those clouds?” I asked.

“You’re a curseborn,” Esme said. “You’re… I remember you… Filia?”

“It’s been a long time, Esme,” Filia said. “Wish we could’ve met under better circumstances. But I’m afraid you’re all my prisoners.”

I laughed at the mere thought. She was obviously a powerful lightning curseborn, but we weren’t so easily pushed over. “And by whose authority are you taking us prisoner?”

“Emperor Dukas, obviously.” The woman glared at me. “You’re coming with me whether you like it or not.”

“Why, Filia?” Esme asked as if pleading. “Why would you serve the emperor?”

The woman had a deliciously flat midriff, just like Esme. Too bad she was our enemy. “Because he’s going to pay me a fortune.”
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FILIA


I approached Filia with the intention to intimidate her. I got in her personal space. I was like a lion protecting his cubs. I didn’t care how uncomfortable it made her.

I gazed down at her, our eyes barely a handspan apart.

“No servant of the emperor is taking the king or his wives captive,” I said. “You’ve delayed my plans. You also owe me a flying carpet. Don’t think I won’t seek repayment.”

I gestured for Maria and Esme to use the fast travel point and return to the onsen.

“I won’t leave without you,” Maria said.

For their safety, I had to insist. “I’ll be right behind you, but you need to go, now.”

“Remy can handle her,” Esme said to Maria. “Trust me.”

Esme took Maria by the hand. She had to tug a few times to get her moving. They both walked to the fast travel point and disappeared.

Now it was just Filia and me. I continued glaring at her.

“You going to pay me, or what?” I said. “I’ll take goldcores or soulcores.”

Filia gestured with her chin at the fast travel point. “What’s that thing?”

“My secret weapon.”

“Tell me, Remy, who exactly do you think you are?” She snickered. “Conquering the island and declaring yourself king — you’re an arrogant little prick, aren’t you?”

“I am what I am. Now, are you going to pay me, or will I have to punish you?”

She grinned. Perhaps she liked being punished.

I back dashed out of caution as Filia reached into her soul storage. She pulled out an orange bridging orb. A door materialized as soon as she tossed it on the floor.

A stone-built city appeared through the threshold, surrounded by an orange barrier. Towering above the city was a magnificent castle, with red spires and majestic columns. Like the palace in Port City, this castle had its own shield wall.

Filia must’ve put the other end of the door on a hill overlooking the city to have such a great view of it. I had a good guess why it was outside and not inside the city: being a curseborn, she probably wasn’t allowed in.

“Is that where he lives?” I asked.

“That’s Heimdal, capital of the Three Crescent Empire. And it is indeed where Emperor Dukas lives.”

“Do you really expect me to just go along with this?” I shook my head. “What were you thinking when you sent that cloud our way? That’d I’d just submit to some bounty hunter?”

Filia had a filthy grin on her face. “Maybe I just wanted to see what you were made of.”

An idea struck my mind like lightning. Perhaps I ought to go to Heimdal with her. Stepping through that door would allow me to plant a fast travel point at the heart of the empire. Good thing I had one more I could create.

“All right, then.” I pointed to the door. “Let’s go.”

Filia giggled. It sounded kind of evil. “Now you’re the one who’s planning something. I see it in your eyes.”

“You’re right. I am planning something. You opened the door, so you’ll have only yourself to blame for what I’m about to do.”

I approached the door and took a deep breath. Then I dashed through.

Filia followed.

The door disappeared behind us. We were on a hill overlooking the massive city. But we weren’t alone.

Two men and a woman, each holding weapons, surrounded us.

“This him?” the man, who was bald and bulky, asked.

“It is,” Filia answered. “Meet King Remy, everyone.”

I didn’t waste time. I set a fast travel point in front of where I stood. A more cautious person would’ve used it immediately to return home, but I wanted to know more about the bounty hunters who hoped to capture me.

“The fuck is that?” the other man, who was missing a bunch of teeth, asked upon sighting the blue orb I’d just created.

“He calls it his ‘secret weapon’,” Filia answered. “I assume it’s some sort of method of travel.”

The four of them seemed hesitant to attack me.

“So how much is the bounty on my head?” I asked.

“Ten thousand goldcores,” the other woman answered. She was old with wrinkles down her neck, and yet she held a crossbow in my direction. “I know it can’t be this easy to collect it.”

I laughed. “Obviously not. There’s about a zero percent chance that you collect those goldcores.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s zero percent,” Filia said. “More like 1 or 2 percent. Pretty decent odds considering the reward.”

“Well what are you waiting for?” I asked. “You flung me out of the sky. You even got me through the door. All that’s left is for you to restrain me and bring me to Dukas.”

They glanced at each other, obviously bewildered by my carefree attitude.

“If we take him to Dukas, what if he kills him like he did Rohan?” the bald man asked.

I pointed at him. “A good assumption. You’re smarter than you look.”

The old woman sighed. “Maybe we’re the ones falling into his trap.”

I pointed at her. “Wise. So wise.”

“He’s playing mind games!” Filia grunted in annoyance. “I say he’s bluffing.”

The man with missing teeth shook his head. “But if he’s not, if he’s really so powerful that he doesn’t fear us, nor Dukas, then we’re all fucked.” He lowered his sword. “I don’t want to die today.” He turned and ran down the hill.

“Get back here!” Filia shouted. “Fucking coward!”

The others lowered their weapons, too.

“Yeah, I’m not doing this,” the bald man said. “Ten thousand goldcores… I should’ve known it was too good to be true.”

“Wait!” Suddenly, Filia’s fists turned into balls of lightning. She flung one of those balls at me. My high agility made it remarkably easy to dodge. The lightning blast impacted the ground, sending bolts in every direction.

One of them hit me, and I turned invisible. I used the time that afforded me to get behind Filia. Then I drew my red sword and put it to her neck.

Filia’s remaining allies fled, leaving just the two of us on the hill overlooking Heimdal.

“Were I a cruel man, you’d be bleeding from your neck right now.” I held the lightblade a mere inch from her smooth skin. She smelled like sun-tan lotion. “But I’m not a cruel man. Far from it. And since you and Esme seem to be familiar with each other, I wouldn’t want to make her sad by hurting you. I don’t want to hurt any curseborn, in fact.”

“So it’s true… you are trying to free the curseborn.”

“I’m sure they’ve been saying a lot of things about me. I’m sure there are a lot of truths and falsehoods, all mixed up. Tell me, what else have you heard?”

“That you killed all the nobles on the island.”

“A falsehood.”

“I’m disappointed. I wish you had.”

“I’m not a bloodthirsty tyrant.”

“But they deserve it. They have so much, and they never share.”

I retracted my red blade. Filia turned to face me.

“I’m going to make them share,” I said. “But I’m not going to kill them. Not unless they really deserve it. And by the way, you still owe me a flying carpet.”

Filia reached into her soul storage. She handed me the brown orb. “Here. You can have it back.”

“Thank you, Filia.” I gave her my most disarming smile. “You know, I admire your powers. The storm you summoned, and those blasts of lightning you flung out of your hands. It’s some of the coolest shit I’ve seen yet.”

She bit her lip. “I’m not going to join your harem.”

Damn. First time I’d been shot down since coming to this world.

This would be a challenge, then. Just the thought of having to chase a hot blond was thrilling.

I liked Filia’s standoffish nature. I liked her brashness, as idiotic as it was. And I liked everything I saw and imagined when I looked at her.

“Why don’t you come visit my new capital?” I asked. “I’ll personally be your tour guide.”

“You’re building a new city?” She put her hands on her hips.

I nodded. “It’s going to be so much better than Port City. I haven’t decided what to call it, yet. I’m thinking… ‘Dungeon Springs.’” I scratched my head. “Is that too lame?”

“Is it… in a dungeon?”

“Yeah.” I chuckled. “We’ve got an onsen, too. Well, it’s more accurate to say that the entire town is an onsen, at least for now. Do you like onsens?”

“I’ve never been to one.”

I gestured to the fast travel point. “Then come and try it out. We’ve even got a great cook.”

“Why, after everything I did, would you just invite me over?”

Wasn’t it obvious? I wanted lightning powers. And I wanted to get her out of those tiny shorts.

And for once, it seemed like I really needed to win a soulbond. It was different. And fun. It electrified me.

“I like making friends,” I said. “And I’m curious to know how you and Esme are acquainted. She is the first of my wives, and I love her with every shred of my being.”

Filia glanced around reluctantly. “Uhh… I don’t know… it’s getting kind of late…”

“It’s completely up to you. Anyway, I need to get back. Can’t be too far away from your soulbonds for too long, right? The pain will set in, eventually.”

“Right. Of course. Umm…” Filia hemmed and hawed. “Maybe I could check your place out. But then I have to come right back here.”

I’d gotten her in the hen house. Who knew if she’d ever want to leave after seeing what we were building?

I grinned with delight. “Awesome. Let’s go.”
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WINGMAN


We materialized in the middle of the onsen. Miranda had hired some folks from Port City to help her construct new buildings, so the place was more crowded than usual.

“Dungeon Springs, eh?” Filia crossed her arms. “Can’t say I’m not impressed.”

“This is nothing,” I said. “We’re actually only just getting started.”

Esme and Maria ran up to us. They both threw their arms around me.

“I was so worried,” Maria said.

Esme kissed me on the cheek. “I kept telling her you would be fine.”

“I had a bit too much chocolate this morning.” Maria giggled. “It’s made me antsy.”

Filia cleared her throat. She must’ve been feeling like a fourth wheel. “So… do you all live together in the same house?”

“We have separate houses,” Esme answered. “But each night, Remy invites one of us over.”

“Oh…” Filia bit her fingernail. “And how many of you are there?”

“You’re rather nosy for someone who tried to kill us.” Maria stomped her foot.

“I didn’t try to kill you… I mean, there’s a reason you all washed up on that beach and didn’t drown.”

Filia had obviously been testing us. If I’d shown her weakness instead of strength, we’d all be her prisoners by now.

I patted Maria on the head. “Filia’s had a change of heart. She knows she won’t get anywhere by opposing us.” I kissed Maria’s white head of hair. “Let’s show her the benefits of befriending us, instead.”

Maria nodded. “I get it. I’ll go find Tara. We’ll cook something nice.”

Maria walked off to find her sister.

I snapped my fingers. “You know, Filia, you ought to stay for the festival.”

Filia’s amber eyes brightened. “Festival?”

“We’re preparing for it now,” Esme said. “It’s to celebrate Remy’s coronation. It’s going to be magnificent.”

“I’m curious. Just how do you two know each other?” I asked.

“I used to buy stuff from her,” Esme said. “I recall you having much better wares than the folks in the settlements.”

Filia grinned. That’s when I noticed she was missing a tooth in her back set. It was actually kind of adorable.

“You’re from the island?” I asked.

Filia shook her head. “I’m from the mainland. I used to smuggle stuff from there to the island, all while avoiding the authorities in Port City. Made a pretty good living doing that. Until I got caught.”

Esme covered her mouth in shock. “So that’s why you stopped coming.”

We moved the conversation over to my house. Maria and Tara began cooking something in the stove just outside my window.

Filia got comfortable on the sofa Miranda had made. Esme sat next to her, between us.

“Prison sucked,” Filia said with a shudder. “I’d honestly rather not talk about it. But hey, at least I wasn’t executed.”

My only glimpse of prison here was what Johana had endured before we rescued her. They’d even deprived her of water. But the crime they’d accused Johana of was far worse than smuggling.

“I recall that you used to have much longer hair,” Esme said. “I was actually kind of jealous. Not that your current haircut isn’t also stunning.”

Short hair suited a girl like Filia, I felt.

“I’ve been thinking about growing it back since I got out.” Filia ran a hand through her own hair. “But I’m kind of used to it being this length, now.”

“You look fantastic, Filia,” I said, my gaze falling on her exposed midriff.

Esme noticed me staring at her. She gave me a sly grin and pinched me on the arm.

“Don’t you worry,” Esme whispered in my ear. “I’ll be your wingman.”

That was incredibly reassuring. Esme and I were often on the same wavelength. She knew what I wanted without me having to tell her.

Maria and Tara walked in with appetizers. The food resembled vegetable spring rolls, but filled with the flora and fauna of this dungeon.

I tasted Baleful Frogs in my first bite. I’d come to enjoy the taste.

“Haven’t had anything this tasty in forever,” Filia said. “Where’d you girls learn to cook?”

Tara blushed. “We always loved cooking, though we were never really allowed to. I would sneak into the kitchen for lessons.”

“And I’d read books full of recipes.” Maria smiled. “I basically have them memorized, now.”

From how she nodded, Filia seemed really impressed. “You two could easily get a job in the imperial kitchens.” She took another bite of her spring roll. “Amazing.”

“Imperial kitchens?” I said. “But they wouldn’t allow Tara and Maria into the city, right?”

“Actually, new laws were passed, recently,” Filia replied. “Curseborn who have employment are allowed inside the city. Things are, slowly, getting better for curseborn on the mainland.”

I didn’t want things to get better slowly. But I couldn’t deny that any progress was good.

I wanted to know more about my enemy. “If Emperor Dukas is so reasonable, why is he sending an army of sorcerers against me? Why put a bounty on my head?”

“Well, you did murder his nephew.” Filia let out a dark chuckle. “Not that most people mind. Even on the mainland, we knew Rohan and his stooges were scumbags.”

“And is Emperor Dukas not a scumbag?” I asked.

“Never met him, unless you count when I was a baby.” She shrugged. “But here’s what they say about Dukas. After the Shadowsoul descended, there was a lot of chaos, obviously. Monsters everywhere. Dukas had royal blood, but only barely. He was something like 400th in line to the throne. But he inspired people to band together to fight off the monsters. He figured out how to erect the shield walls. And so the people demanded he become emperor.”

Damn. He almost sounded like a hero.

But heroes can live long enough to become villains.

“You think he and I could have a sit down?” I said.

“You’re asking me like I’m his messenger or something.” Filia laughed, then bit into her spring roll.

“I guess I could ask Alfonso.” I sighed in disgust. “But I know he’s not going to tell it to me straight. If I involve him, he’ll try to gain some advantage out of it.”

Filia finished her spring roll. She stretched her arms and let out a satisfied ah. “So what do you all do around here for fun?”

“I’m glad you asked.” Esme giggled. “We like to swim.”

“Funny you say that,” Filia said, “because I’ve always wanted to visit an onsen. The entrance fees were always too high, though.”

I got up and slid open the door that led to my private hot pool. The water looked as beautiful as ever. “Go ahead and get in.”

“My last swimsuit got eaten by a shark,” Filia said, “so I don’t have anything to wear.”

Esme laughed. “You’re not supposed to wear anything, silly.”

Filia’s face pinkened. “Really?”

“Wait… how the hell did a shark eat your swimsuit?” I asked.

“It bit it right off of me, I swear.” Filia smirked.

I couldn’t tell if she was joking. “In any case, you can wear whatever makes you comfortable.”

“You can just borrow my bathing suit.” Esme reached into her soul storage and grabbed a pink two-piece. “Here!”

“But then what’ll you wear?” Filia asked.

“Nothing.” Esme stood and began tossing off all her clothes.

I knew what she was doing. She was trying to make Filia more comfortable with the idea of being naked in front of me by leading by example. But I worried whether she was being too forward.

I could trust Esme. She’d helped me gain Ayla as a soulbond, after all.

A naked Esme walked over to the hot pool. She dipped her toe. “Temperature is perfect!”

Filia didn’t seem at all bothered by Esme’s nakedness. She’d probably seen enough naked women while in prison.

“Where can I change?”

I pointed to my bedroom. While Filia was changing, Esme and I got in the hot pool.

“You’re the best wingman ever,” I said.

Esme bit her lip seductively. “I’m so excited to watch the two of you together. Just the thought is giving me… what do you always call it?”

“Blue balls?”

“Yes, blue balls.”

“You don’t have balls, though.”

“Blue ovaries, then.”

I chuckled. “Let’s be careful not to overdo it. She might see through our plan.”

Esme planted a kiss on my cheek. “Oh Remy, she already knows. I’m a woman, so I know how to pace things. She already wants to go where we’re taking her, she just wants us to take her there in a slow, yet fun way.”

“Like I said — best wingman ever.”

Filia returned. My sword lengthened at the sight of her hard body. Like Esme, she had very little fat, but enough where it counted. And like Tara, I could easily pick her up and spin her around if I wanted.

“Come and join us,” I said.

Filia dipped her toe in the hot pool. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in water this hot.”

“Your body will get used to it,” I said. “Just slowly slide inside.”

“Okay.” Filia let out an excited giggle. “How fun. I’m so glad I came!”
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DUNGEON SPRINGS


Filia sat at the edge, then slowly slipped into the pool. Her skin pinkened from the heat. Our shoulders touched, and I looked into her eyes. She had such penetrating amber pupils.

“I feel like I’m being cooked,” she said with a giggle.

“You’ll get used to it.” Esme got closer to her. Their shoulders touched, too.

Knowing Esme, she probably wanted to do things to Filia. But she would want me to command her to do those things. If our strategy to woo Filia succeeded, I’d have to come up with some truly depraved ideas.

Knowing myself, that wouldn’t be difficult.

“Maybe I’m not made for this.” Filia winced. “It really does feel like I’m boiling.”

Esme put her hand on Filia’s nape. Filia blushed, but let her do it.

“Because I’m an ice elemental, I have a cooling touch,” Esme said. “Feel better?”

“That does feel so much better,” Filia replied. “Quite a power you have.”

“Just wait till you get in the cold pool,” I said. I smiled as Esme began massaging her neck.

“You’re good with your hands.” Filia giggled nervously.

I took her nervousness as a sign we might be overdoing it. I met Esme’s eyes and hoped she would get the message.

Esme slid her hand down to Filia’s shoulder, then retracted it. “That’s just a sample.”

Maria and Tara came with cocktails. They placed the drinks at the side of the pool.

“You two should join us,” I said.

“We have to cook dinner,” Tara replied. “I think Miranda needed us for something, too.”

I sipped my drink. There was alcohol in there, all right. It was easily the most alcoholic drink I’d had since coming to this world. Had Esme asked them to make it so strong? Was she trying to get Filia drunk?

Filia put the straw in her mouth and sipped. “They’re just as good at making drinks as food. You’re a lucky man, Remy.”

“You know, I am a lucky man.” I smiled. “But I’m not just lucky because they’re good at what they do. I’m lucky because they love doing it. Everyone here loves their roles because they chose their roles for themselves.”

Filia stared at me as if I were speaking a foreign language. “I’ve always just done whatever I needed to do to survive.”

“Well, that’s the difference with me. You see, the world Emperor Dukas created put curseborn at the bottom by design. If you have less rights and fewer ways to survive, it makes you more desperate. And when you’re desperate, you’re easier to control.”

Filia nodded. “Look, I know what you mean. Believe me, I do. But is a war really so much better? Humanity is struggling to survive as it is. The population is a tenth of what it was before the Shadowsoul came. How will more bloodshed help?”

She wasn’t wrong. In fact, her words stunned me to silence.

“You’re an intelligent woman, Filia,” I said. “Maybe there’s a way to avoid war. Maybe I ought to meet with Dukas.”

I had a fast travel point near his capital city. I could certainly go there and try to meet him. Talk him down from invading the island. And talk him into giving equal rights to curseborn.

“You know what it’s time for?” Esme said. “Cold pool!”

We all grabbed our drinks and went to the cold pool, which was in another room.

Filia dipped her toe in. “This is way worse than going in hot water!”

Esme and I were used to the cold pool, so we jumped in. Cold water splashed on Filia.

I splashed some more cold water on her.

She made that shocked face they all made whenever I did that.

“Now you have to get in!” I said. “It’s the only way to relieve the cold!”

“Here I go!” Filia jumped inside. Splash!

We all laughed and sipped our drinks.

Esme had this evil look in her eye. I did something I rarely ever did: I checked her tether. I could feel her thoughts through it, though she obviously couldn’t feel mine.

Esme was planning to invite Filia for a dungeon run. Not only that, she was planning for it to be a dangerous dungeon run. She was thinking about realistic ways that our survival could be threatened, so as to force Filia to soulbond with me in order to survive.

I looked at Esme and shook my head. It was all too much. I didn’t want another soulbond formed because of a life-or-death struggle. I wanted us to charm her out of her shorts. I wanted her to never want to leave Dungeon Springs.

It seemed that name had stuck in my mind. Was I really going to call this town “Dungeon Springs”?

It just sounded so… mundane.

Filia had finished her drink. She looked a bit loopy.

“I’m having a crazy good time.” She giggled. “But is this really all you people do?”

“We go into the dungeon,” Esme said with an evil grin.

I made a motion for her to stop, but she ignored it.

“Dungeon?” Filia said.

“Yeah, there is an infinite dungeon beneath us,” Esme replied. “It’s called the Eternal Dungeon - Underground Forest. There are some amazing treasures down there.”

“I’d love to check it out… when I’m not drunk.” Filia laughed.

Esme sipped her drink. “Drunk so fast?”

“Yup. I mean look at me. I’m small. What do you expect?”

Maybe we could go into the dungeon, just for fun. An enjoyable adventure could help make Filia want to stay with us. After all, my adventuring parties always involved my wives. Plus, she would have access to some amazing gear.

“So this festival…” Filia gave me a sultry look. Drunk girls had given me that look before, back in college, so I knew it well enough. “Have anything special planned to show the people how great you are, King Remy?”

“There’s no need for anything too fancy. I’m not trying to impress anyone.” I grinned. “Except for you, of course.”

“Oh? And why would you want to impress me?”

“You know why.”

“You want a lightning wife?”

“I just like when my guests feel special. Cared for. Maybe even loved.”

Esme started massaging her again. “Remy has so much love. It’s why none of us mind sharing him.”

“What can I say?” I leaned back. “It’s a gift.”

Filia wouldn’t stop smiling at me. That was when I knew I’d won her over. Sure, she was drunk, but she wouldn’t forget this day.

“I’m a little ashamed to ask this,” she said, “but can I take a nap?”

“Of course you can take a nap,” Esme replied. “You can sleep in Remy’s room.”

“Would that be all right, Remy?” Filia asked.

“My bed is your bed.”

That made Filia blush. “When I wake up, I’ll have more energy. My mana will be full, too. Then we can go into the dungeon. I really want to see more of this place.”

Esme helped Filia get settled in my room. Meanwhile, I dried off and relaxed on my sofa. Tara and Maria massaged my hands and shoulders, even though I told them they’d done enough for me.

Esme returned. “She’s all relaxed.” She rubbed her hands in excitement. “We did good, didn’t we?”

“She’s a lovely girl,” I said. “She put on a tough facade for a while, but in the end, she’s just like the rest of you. She just wants to be loved and to belong. She wants a place where she can be free and have fun. And that place is right here in Dungeon Springs.”

Maria made a face like she wanted to vomit. “Who the hell named this town Dungeon Springs?”

Oh shit. I’d finished my drink so was slightly tipsy, which was probably why I’d let that name slip.

“I agree,” Esme said. “It’s such a stupid name.”

“I kind of like it.” Tara giggled. “Dun-geon Springs! Dun-geon Springs!”

“Sister, stop!” Maria really looked like she was about to retch. “My ears can’t bear the sound of it!”

Esme crossed her arms. “Really, Remy? What were you thinking?”

“Dun-geon Springs!” I repeated along with Tara. “Dun-geon Springs!”

“Say it one more time and I’ll ask Sherry to burn this house down.” Maria glared at me.

I noticed Filia peeking at us from the open door of my bedroom. She was smiling. I smiled back at her.

“It’s a good name!” Tara said. “Seriously, it’s almost too perfect.”

“No. It’s too obvious.” Maria shook her head. “Trust me, I’ve read plenty of books about all the different countries and cities. A level of abstraction is always good when coming up with a name, and Dungeon Springs has absolutely no abstraction. It’s just dumb.”

“It’s simple.” Tara continued fighting my battles for me. “It’s memorable. It’s catchy. Dun-geon Springs! Dun-geon Springs!”
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SOAKING WET


After Filia awoke from her nap, I took her to the 3rd floor of the Underground Forest, or “lizardmen on the moon” as I liked to call the place. Maria and Esme tagged along.

I enjoyed watching Filia fling balls of lightning from her hands at the lizardmen. She couldn’t take them down in a single hit like I could, but she could at least win her one-on-one fights.

“Your special ability is some sort of storm, right?” I asked.

“Yup,” Filia replied. “It’s an area-of-effect storm spell.”

We went to the central square of the lizardmen city, where there was a big statue of the lizardman king. Maria and Esme kited a bunch of lizardmen toward the statue. Then Filia unleashed her spell.

A dark cloud appeared in the sky. It flung lightning bolts at the lizardmen, killing them instantly upon hit. The cloud lasted about twenty seconds before it dissipated. But in that time, it killed over a dozen enemies.

“Imagine if that ability were five times as powerful,” Esme whispered to me. “You have to get her to soulbond.”

It was the perfect farming skill. And we needed soulcores and goldcores as much as ever. I was not only trying to build a city, I had to support an entire kingdom. And that was on top of powering myself up.

“I’m going to be blunt,” I said to Filia. “You have the most powerful ability I’ve seen yet.”

“It really does come in handy.” She bit her lip. “I have a question…”

“I’m an open book.”

“Is it true that you can multiply the strength of your wives’ abilities by five?”

“It’s absolutely true. And that’s only the baseline. I have my own stats that I can increase, which augments my power further. And whenever my soulbonds level up, their powers increase, too. It’s like a virtuous cycle of constant power ups.”

Filia put her hand on her heart. “That’s really something.”

A giant tetradactyl was watching from its perch upon a tower. It spread its wings, then swooped toward Maria, who was busy picking up the soulcores the dead lizardmen had left us.

I conjured my ice bow and loosed an arrow at the tetradactyl.

One hit was all it took. The beast exploded into shadows.

“Her pussy must be soaking wet after that,” Esme whispered in my ear. “I think it’s time for you to make a move.”

I was actually nervous at the idea of making a move, and I was no longer used to that feeling. I mean, I was literally a king, so why should I be nervous? And yet, winning Filia’s affection seemed like a challenge.

“You want to go to the library?” I asked Filia. That wasn’t the move I’d intended to make, but it could lead to the outcome I wanted.

“A library in a dungeon… sure, why not?”

“Maria and I will farm a bit while you two enjoy the library,” Esme said.

Shit, I was going to be without my wingman.

But it was the right play. If Filia was going to soulbond with me, she needed to feel like she could be vulnerable. And that’s hard to do with too many people around.

Maria came to my side and whispered, “I put some chocolate pastries in your soul storage. Offer her one.”

Damn. This really was a team effort. But only I could seal the deal.

I decided to make a move while Filia and I were walking toward the library. A very small move.

I took her hand and held it. She didn’t resist, and instead clasped mine tightly. Though a small gesture, it felt electric. Both our hands were sweaty from the adventuring we’d done on this floor, but it still felt exciting and warm to hold hands with her.

At the library, I showed her some of the books the lizardmen had written before the Shadowsoul destroyed their world.

“Do you think this is going to happen to us?” she asked. “To Lumaria?”

I shook my head. “Now that I’m here — no chance.”

“Do you really believe you can fight an evil that has destroyed entire worlds?”

“I have no ceiling, Filia. I can get as strong as I need to. More stats, better gear, and most important of all, more soulbonds.”

Filia nodded. “But why do you care about us Lumarians? You’re not even from here.”

“Do you need to be from a place to care about it? Don’t we all deserve to be cared for? To be cherished? To be loved?”

She looked into my eyes as if I were some sort of hero. I took it as the right moment to kiss her. A soft, simple kiss without any tongue.

Filia definitely enjoyed it. She looked like she wanted more, so I leaned in and kissed her again.

Soon enough, we were making out, our tongues hungry for each other. It was the first time I’d ever made out in a library. Or on a moon, for that matter.

We weren’t soulbonded yet, so I wasn’t going to go past second base. I stuck my hand in her shirt while we made out. I felt up to her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, not that she needed to. Her breasts were small and soft, and I loved how they felt in my hand. I adored her nipple, which was neither too hard nor too soft.

Filia moaned with delight as I massaged her nipple. I made certain she could feel my bulge pressing against her crotch, too.

She stared down at my bulge. She obviously wanted to touch it. But I couldn’t let her do that if we weren’t soulbonded.

“You’re strong-willed, and a lot of fun to be around,” I said. “I like you. My wives like you. That’s how I know you have a good soul. If you weren’t genuine, they’d smell the facade.” I took her hand again. Kissed it. “Soulbond with me, Filia.”

“You’re everything any woman could ever want,” she replied. “But the truth is, I’d be too afraid of losing you.”

“Losing me?”

“I’d be worried to death for you, all the time.”

“Of course. But is that a reason not to love? Besides, you — and all your strength — will be with me, by my side.”

“You’re right.” Filia kissed me softly. “I will soulbond with you, Remy.”

A blazing yellow tether shot out of her nape and into my chest. I felt her lust, longing, and fears. She wanted me inside of her, and she wanted to love me. But she also feared being apart from me. She was more vulnerable than she let on.

SOULBOND OF LIGHTNING LEVEL 1 UNLOCKED

NAME: Filia

CLASS: Lightning Summoner

Strength: 1

Intelligence: 6

Agility: 2

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 2

Luck: 5

WEAPON UNLOCKED: LIGHTNING ORBS

NEW LIGHTNING ABILITY UNLOCKED

Her intelligence stat was extremely high. It complemented my low intelligence and high strength build. Also, she was classed as a summoner. Both Ayla and Tara could summon entities, but weren’t classed that way.

Did that mean Filia’s higher level abilities were all summoning spells? Could I summon more Deep Ones to do my bidding?

Those were questions for later. Now we were free to do whatever we wanted with each other. I’d never fucked in a library before, nor on a moon.

But I also had to consider her feelings. I had no idea if she was a virgin or not. A place like this might be uncomfortable for her.

“Let’s go back to my house,” I said.

“I can’t believe I’m married to King Remy.” She laughed. “This is surreal.”

I caressed her soft cheek. “I might be a king, but I’m also just a man. True, being married to me means you’re never going to want for anything ever again. It means you’re going to live a life of luxury and adventure. But ever since I met you, you managed to reduced me to what I was before all that — just a man, trying to win the heart of a woman he desired.”

“I know. I didn’t soulbond with you because you were a king.”

“I know that, too. I had to show you the real me. And I’m glad you liked what you saw.”

We kissed again. Then Filia began laughing.

“You had help, though. Don’t think I didn’t notice Esme’s role in all of this.”

“To be honest, she’s probably as eager for you as I am.”

Filia’s cheeks pinkened. “Is that so? She is very beautiful. And in prison, I…”

“Go on…”

“Let’s just say I was rather well-liked by the other women, there. I mean, none of us really had a choice. Wasn’t like there were men in there with us.”

“That’s fine with me, Filia. My harem is a fun and uninhibited place. When we’re all in a room together, you don’t need to hold back your desires. The other girls — Esme especially — won’t be holding back.”

From how she bit her lip, that seemed to excite her.

I took Filia by the hand. We returned to the fast travel point where Esme and Maria were waiting.
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LIGHTNING


I took Filia to my bedroom and shut the door. Esme and Maria waited outside on the sofa. They would be able to hear everything. It was a decent compromise for Esme, who would no doubt shove her fingers in her panties at the sound of our moans.

Filia and I stood near my window and made out. The light of the strange stars casted a rather romantic glow. I grabbed her ass while we kissed and enjoyed the feel of her small, yet supple ass cheeks.

I pulled her shirt off and licked her nipples. She was so light, and my strength was so high, that I easily lifted her up so her nipples were at my head height. She kissed my forehead lovingly as I sucked her nipples as if they were giving me life.

“Feels so good,” she said in between moans.

I settled her on my bed and pulled her shorts and panties off. She looked glorious in her full nakedness. Her body was completely hairless, and she had a few birthmarks on her legs and arms and stomach. She looked so small compared to me; I felt like a predator about to pounce on his prey.

“Fuck me, Remy,” she said. “I want you to fuck me in every way possible. Don’t go easy on me, even a little.”

That got my blood flowing. The thought of manhandling her awoke a primal urge in me.

I got on top of her. I held her arms down. I kissed her like a savage, letting my tongue go wherever it wanted in her mouth. I rubbed my cock across her crotch. It looked comically large for her tight body.

I slid my cock against her thigh, then down to her clit. She moaned with delight.

I inserted the tip between her pussy folds. They were so wet, it slid inside nicely.

Her next moan sounded painful. “Don’t stop. I want all of it inside. Please.”

I pushed. She was so wet, my cock slipped in without much resistance. I could see the outline of my cock in her crotch.

I began to thrust brutally. Each time, Filia would cry out in pleasure and pain. “Don’t stop,” she insisted. “Harder.”

The primal part of me wanted to go harder. Wanted to savage her. But I worried for her, too. I didn’t want to hurt her, even a little bit.

She must’ve sensed my worries. “Don’t think you’re hurting me. I’m stronger than I look. I can take it.” She grabbed my hand and pressed. “Harder, Remy. Make me feel alive.”

For that, I’d need a better position. I picked her up off the bed and held her against the wall. I stuck my cock inside her and thrust while holding her in place. As she moaned and cried, I kissed her as deeply as I could.

I wanted to try her in my favorite position: doggy style. I settled her back on the bed on all fours, with her ass up. I caressed her ass with my cock, which was wet with her juices. Then I slipped it inside her eager pussy.

I loved the sight of her tight ass as I fucked her from behind. I clung onto her hips and enjoyed the sound of her ass cheeks slapping against my thighs. As I thrust faster, she moaned louder.

I spared a thought for Esme. She probably wanted to peek. But I’d told her that Filia and I needed privacy for our first time. It needed to be about the two of us, and so far, it truly was everything I’d hoped for.

I was close to coming. I wanted to fill Filia completely, but I wanted to look into her eyes as I did. I wanted to see the realization in her face when she felt my cum drench her. The realization that she was mine, and mine alone, and that I could do whatever I wanted with her.

I spun her around back into the missionary position. I thrust harder and faster than I had, so far.

“More,” Filia cried out. “Don’t ever stop. I’m about to come.”

I gave her an absolute pounding. My cum exploded out of my cock. I sprayed gallons directly into her pussy. It flowed out of her and drenched the sheets. But I was not done emptying my balls. It just wouldn’t stop, like a fire hose.

The look in her eyes… it was love. Complete surrender. Bliss. I was almost jealous of what she must’ve been feeling in that moment. She’d given herself completely over to me. She’d surrendered her control to a man far stronger than her. To do that, she must’ve trusted me so much.

I couldn’t help but kiss her with all the love in me. Our tongues met ravenously as I continued to cum inside of her. My cock felt so warm as the wetness of her orgasm engulfed it.

“Thank you, Remy,” Filia said as she hugged me. “That was the most amazing moment of my life.”

I wasn’t done with her, though. She didn’t want me to stop, right?

Obviously, we needed a break. But our night was just getting started.

We cuddled in bed. The feel of her warm ass resting on my limp cock as we spooned was divine. That was when something shocking happened.

Our tether appeared. Lightning coursed through it, like when a wire sparks. I could feel her sense of satisfaction, her completeness.

SOULBOND OF LIGHTNING LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

NAME: Filia
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Strength: 1
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Mind: 2
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I was stunned into silence. I’d just unlocked our soulbond mere hours ago, and we’d already leveled it up. That was the fastest soulbond level up I’d ever experienced.

Not only that, her intelligence stat literally doubled, with no change to her other stats. Talk about a glass cannon.

I spun her around so she was facing me. I planted a kiss on her forehead and stroked her beautiful, short blond hair.

“I’m a bit embarrassed,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because of what I feel… for you…”

I took her hand and clasped it. “You don’t ever have to be embarrassed for your feelings.”

“But our soulbond leveled up so fast. Too fast. Because I… I’m feeling so many things. It’s overwhelming.”

“I’m feeling a lot of things, too.”

“I’m imagining our entire life together. I’m imagining so many adventures.”

I squeezed her hand. “It’s all going to be better than you can imagine.”

“After everything I’ve been through, it just feels too good to be true. Like I don’t deserve this.”

“Like I said before, you deserve to be cherished and loved.”

I kissed her deeply. I let my tongue express all my adoration. Meanwhile, my cock hardened. I let it rub against her thigh.

I reached down and felt her wet folds. She was ready for round two. So I took my cock and slipped it inside.

We’d had wild sex earlier. Now I wanted to have loving sex.

I picked her up and put her on top of me. I held her close and gripped her hips. I thrust slowly while we French kissed. I knew there was no reason to ever stop kissing. Our tongues said more this way than they ever could with words.

I gave her slow, but deep thrusts. I felt her hard nipples against my chest. We were both so sweaty, but she smelled good, like sun tan lotion.

I spun her around so I could be on top. I gave her adorable breasts some love. I took her nipples into my mouth. I licked and sucked them as if they were my favorite thing in the whole world.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

I held her hand as I increased my speed. She moaned with utter ecstasy. My cock throbbed with the need to fill her again.

“Please come in my mouth this time,” she said.

I couldn’t say no to that. Before I was about to release, I pulled out and settled the tip of my cock on her lips. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. I let my seed pour onto her eager tongue. She slurped it as if it were ice cream.

“Mmm,” she said. “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of this.”

She lovingly licked all the cum off my tip. Using my cock, which was slowly going limp, I gently pushed the cum dangling on her chin into her mouth. She eagerly slurped it up.

“Thank you, Remy,” she said.

“No, thank you.”

Filia giggled. “That was honestly the most fun I’ve ever had.”

“We can do that every night if you want.”

“But you have so many wives, who I’m sure all want to do the same thing.”

“So? I can do it with all of you every night.”

“Are you really capable of that?”

I laughed. “Where there’s a will, there’s a fucking way.”
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BALE WOLF


The next day, I took Sherry, Tara, and Filia to get outfitted for the freezing 5th floor of the Underground Forest.

It would be a good test of Ruby’s crafting skills. She was learning fast. A day ago, Ruby had completed making leather armor for Ayla. It was a long overdue power up for Ayla, but my green-haired wife wasn’t coming on this mission.

“We need four pairs of cold-resistant clothing,” I said to Ruby as she stood behind the counter of her new shop.

And what a shop it was. Miranda had built it for her, and it was in the middle of the new residential area of this currently *ahem* unnamed city. Ruby had already filled it with her crafting experiments, and so all manner of gear was hanging on the clothes racks around the shop.

“It’s nice to meet you, Filia,” Ruby said. “I’m honored to have another sister wife.”

I shook my head immediately. “Can we just ban that phrase, please?”

“Why?” Ruby giggled. “We are sister wives, aren’t we?”

“Tara and Maria are sister wives,” I said, “since they are actually sisters. But the rest of you are just Remy’s wives.”

“Sis-ter wife!” Tara began chanting. “Sis-ter wife!”

My head fell into my palm. “About the clothes. What ingredients do you need for them?”

“I’ve got everything I need except for bale wolf skin,” Ruby replied. “But I’m not sure it’s even possible to find on the island.”

I’d never seen any wolves on the island, let alone Bale Wolves, so probably not.

Filia tapped my shoulder. “There are Bale Wolves in a dungeon a few miles from Heimdal.”

“You up for touring us around the mainland, Filia?” I asked.

Sherry had been browsing Ruby’s wares. She brought a very revealing outfit on a hanger to the counter. It was basically a red thong and a see-through skirt with an equally skimpy top.

“You like it, handsome?” Sherry asked.

“Obviously, but are you going to wear that in the dungeon?”

Sherry showed me the tag. Increases fire mana by 35%.

“Wow,” I said. “You do run out of mana pretty fast. That actually does sound ridiculously useful. ”

“I made it from the crafting ingredients you’d all collected.” Ruby smiled. “But I do need funds to run the shop, so…”

“Don’t say anymore,” I said. “We’re going to pay you for your labor. That’s not in question.”

Sherry kissed my cheek. “Thanks for buying it for me, handsome.”

“Don’t thank me,” I said. “I’m going to love the view, after all. It’s going to make running dungeons with you even more fun.”

Ruby wasn’t charging a lot, so I passed her the appropriate amount of soulcores. After, we ate some chocolates that Maria had made. It increased our endurance by several points, which would allow us to farm longer.

Then we used the fast travel point to teleport to the mainland.

Tara gaped in awe at the sight of Heimdal. The stone city looked imposing behind its shield barrier.

“I think your town on Earth was more beautiful,” Sherry said with a laugh.

I couldn’t have disagreed more. But to Sherry, my small town must’ve seemed pretty unique.

“Don’t remind me of that place,” I said. “Sometimes I feel like my former life was all just a tiresome dream.”

Sherry hugged me. “I’ll never forget old, original Remy, whose car I exploded with a meteor.”

“You did what?” Filia said. “Damn, that must’ve hurt.”

I recalled the feeling of my flesh burning. “It most certainly did. Thankfully, it was over pretty quick.”

“I wish I could’ve seen original Remy.” Tara pouted. “Now I’ll never get to see him. Not fair.”

“It’s okay, original Remy died for a good cause,” I said. “Anyway, let’s get going.”

I summoned my rollercoaster car mount. The four of us took our seats. I sat at the front with Filia. Since Esme wasn’t here, I decided to drive.

I’d considered using the flying carpet, but maybe it was better not to attract attention from onlookers below. Besides, I wanted to get a better look at the land, close up, instead of just flying over it.

“It’s a cursed forest, actually,” Filia said. “Some folks even claim that a Shadowsoul tether resides there.”

That was somewhat worrying. I wasn’t mentally prepared to fight a Shadowsoul tether, although I wouldn’t say I was entirely unprepared, either. Still, we were going there with the intention to farm, not have an epic boss battle.

But sometimes epic boss battles find you.

“Let’s try to avoid fighting a Shadowsoul tether today,” I said. “But just in case there is one, I’ll put a fast travel point in the dungeon so we can return to deal with it.”

We arrived at the forest. The trees were thickly clustered. Owls watched us from their perches. Moss-covered logs littered the path we were to take.

Several monsters attacked us as we approached the caves where the Bale Wolves dwelt. Some resembled Fur Ants, others Baby Snatchers, but with different colors on their bodies. They were basically stronger reskins, and they dropped a decent amount of soulcores.

I enjoyed flinging balls of lightning at them. The balls worked both as a long range attack and a melee weapon. I could grip them and punch things, and it would do the same damage as when I threw them. They also had a chance of applying paralysis to the enemy. The chance of applying the status effect would increase if I put points into luck, but I wasn’t planning to, for now.

We sighted the first Bale Wolf at the cave mouth. They had black fur, and their eyes were totally white, with bones sticking out of their skins. They were obviously dead wolves that had been reanimated by the Shadowsoul, and so not a natural fauna of this world.

“The drop rate is low,” Filia said. “And so is their respawn rate. There are a few more caves up ahead we can farm, though.”

“Ruby said we need one per piece of gear, so four should be enough,” I said. “How bad could it be?”

I tossed a ball of lightning at a Bale Wolf. It hit the creature and paralyzed it. That allowed Sherry to impale it with her spear.

I was so distracted by the sight of her thong, I almost missed the second Bale Wolf charging at us. One hit with the lightning ball paralyzed it, and then I finished it off with a lash of my water whip.

Interestingly enough, the lightning balls didn’t scale with strength; they scaled with intelligence. It was the first time I’d seen a weapon scale that way, and it made me regret totally ignoring intelligence as a stat.

After a few minutes of fighting the Bale Wolves streaming out of the cave, we’d killed almost a dozen of them. No bale wolf skins yet. Either the drop rate was under 10%, or we were just ridiculously unlucky.

Considering my luck stat, the latter wouldn’t be a surprise.

Something from the sky swooped down at me. I didn’t expect it, so didn’t have time to dodge. It stung me in the neck.

I went invisible as Tara healed me immediately. Then I gazed in awe at the creature: a wasp the size of an eagle.

I flung a lightning orb at it. But the thing disappeared and reappeared in a totally different place.

“It can shadow step?” I said.

Sherry tried hitting it with Small Meteor, but again, it disappeared and reappeared somewhere else. “It’s doing the same thing Adam did.”

“Monsters on the mainland are full of surprises.” Filia conjured Storm Cloud. It zapped the wasp immediately, which paralyzed it. That allowed Sherry to finish it off with Small Meteor.

“A bit of a waste for one monster,” I said to Filia.

“So what? I didn’t like how it stung you.” She smiled lovingly at me.

I gave her a light peck on the cheek. “Let’s go find some more Bale Wolves.”

We walked a few minutes to a different cave. We fought another dozen or so wolves. This time, we got a single bale wolf skin.

Seeing it drop made us all jump for joy. We gave each other high fives. It was Tara who’d whipped the wolf that dropped it, so I gave her a kiss. I recalled that she had a pretty high luck stat of 4. Filia also had a high luck stat of 5. Sherry and myself, meanwhile, were sitting at 1.

“How about this,” I said. “Filia and Tara, you two deal the killing blows since you both have much higher luck stats than Sherry and me.”

“Makes sense.” Filia nodded.

At the next cave, I tried to fling a single lightning ball at each Bale Wolf. Sherry also did her best to merely damage and not kill anything. Filia would then toss her lightning balls while Tara whipped the wolves.

We got two more bale wolf skins. Only one more needed!

The last drop was stubborn. Even with this method, we had to clear two more caves to get it to drop — and according to Filia, that was the last cave. Luck is a fickle thing, even if you have a high luck stat. But we managed to accomplish the task without too much hardship, so I couldn’t complain.

With all four bale wolf skins in tow, I made a fast travel point so we could go home.
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EXPLORATION


“Wouldn’t it be fun to camp here?” Tara said as we prepared to fast travel back to the onsen. “I love forests!”

There were a few too many monsters around this forest to make camping even remotely a good idea.

“I mean, we could camp in a soul cabin,” I said.

“Bo-ring!” Tara crossed her arms and puffed her cheeks. “Do you not love the outdoors?”

“You know what, handsome, she’s not wrong,” Sherry said. “Soul cabins, fast travel — it takes the thrill out of things, don’t you think?”

Sure, some people did find camping thrilling. Even on Earth, the small chance you could be visited by a bear while you slept was part of the allure. Having more tools to keep you safe, to keep you permanently connected with your home base, did take the mystery and intensity out of adventuring somewhat.

“I kind of have to agree,” Filia said. “It’s fun to get lost, sometimes.”

“We could keep exploring the forest,” I replied. “If everyone has the mana for it, that is.”

“The endurance chocolate is still doing it’s thing.” Tara smiled, obviously proud of having made the snacks. “I’m good to keep exploring.”

“What about you, Sherry?” I asked.

Sherry twirled around, showing me her sexy figure and gorgeous behind, which was hardly covered by her tiny thong. “This has made managing my mana so much easier.”

I didn’t have another fast travel point, so it wouldn’t be a good idea to go too far from here. That said, always doing the safest thing was indeed boring. What happened to the Remy who charged in and fought a boss on his first day in this world?

I suppose having to take care of so many women made it difficult to retain that bold, adventurous spirit. But they’d made it quite clear they wanted me to take a few risks.

“Let’s look for treasure, then,” I said. “And let’s not forget that this is a so-called cursed forest. A Shadowsoul tether could be lurking somewhere.”

Tara giggled. “Now it’s getting exciting!”

We walked away from the caves and into the thick of the forest. We fought all sorts of creatures, including another Vile Wasp. The soulcore haul was pretty good, and we even got a few goldcores, too.

“Steam Haven,” Sherry said. “That’s what we should call it.”

“I dunno…” Filia replied. “I kind of like Whispering Waters.”

“No-no-no.” Tara stomped her foot. “We already decided on Dungeon Springs!”

“We most certainly did not,” Sherry said.

I suppose I’d have to take a vote with all the girls present.

We arrived at a clearing in the forest. A large group of Yellow Skeletons surrounded a dilapidated mansion.

“Oh no,” I said. “Those things like to use their own ribs as arrows.”

“Not these ones.” Filia conjured her lightning orbs. “I recall another adventurer telling me about them. They’re lightning skeletons. They have an area-of-effect lightning attack. Be careful.”

She tossed an orb at one of them, but it didn’t seem to do anything at all.

Tara put on her spectacles. “Immune to lightning and paralysis. Weak to wind.”

Too bad Ayla wasn’t here. You could tell my luck stat was 1 by how rarely I brought the element my enemies were weak to.

It didn’t matter, though. I was strong and fast. Exploiting elemental weaknesses was for weaker men.

I charged in with my flame spear in one hand and red sword in the other. About a dozen Yellow Skeletons turned my way. They all ran at me.

I impaled one with my flame spear, and it exploded into shadows. But the next one was covered in a blazing yellow light that grew brighter and brighter.

It exploded, flinging its bones in all directions. One of them hit me. Lightning burst from the bone and zapped me, immobilizing all my muscles.

Tara cast Water Heal, but I was still paralyzed.

“I got you,” Filia said as Sherry and Tara focused on fighting the Yellow Skeletons.

Filia doused me with a paralysis-curing potion.

“We had to chance upon self-immolating lightning skeletons,” I said. “Of all the fucking things in the world.”

It took us a few minutes of hard fighting at range to take them all out. Sherry did most of the work with her Small Meteors. Tara cast Augmenting Rain, which allowed us to fight with boosted stats.

We were all huffing once the skeletons were dead. Well, everyone except Filia, who’d obviously had to stay out of the fight. She led us into the dilapidated mansion.

A treasure chest covered in a shimmering golden mist lay in the center of the ruins. Filia kicked it open.

She picked up a scroll.

“What’s that?” I asked.

Filia unrolled it. “The one who writes their name on this scroll shall be granted the ability to summon the Deep God Nyarlathotep.”

I scratched my head. I could’ve sworn I’d hear that name before. “Who the hell is Nyarlathotep?”

“We better ask Maria,” Tara said. “I always noticed her reading books about gods and stuff.”

I put the scroll in my soul storage, for now. Filia was literally summoner class, so it made sense for her to write her name on the scroll. That said, I wanted to know the nature of this god before we took any action.

I sat in the grass near the treasure chest. “I think those chocolates have worn off.”

Tara sat in my lap. My sword lengthened at the feel of her soft, warm behind.

“Mine have too,” she said.

“I want to sit in Remy’s lap.” Filia crossed her arms.

“Too bad. I got here first.” Tara giggled.

Sherry sat directly behind me. She hugged me and rested her chin on my shoulder.

“I could fall asleep, just like this,” she said.

“I think it’s time to use a soul cabin.” I reached into my soul storage for one.

“Wait,” Filia said. “Let’s use mine. I have a special one.”

“Is it like a soul villa?” I asked. “Sherry and I shared one before.”

Filia grinned with mischief. “You’ll see.”

She pulled an orb out of her soul storage and tossed it on the ground. The mist that seeped out surrounded us.

We were now on an island. A tide whispered onto the beach, and seagulls chirped overhead.

“Welcome to my soul island,” Filia said with a wide smile that exposed her missing tooth.

I was already sandy. I gently lifted Tara off my lap and stood.

“Uhh, what the hell is a ‘soul island’?” I asked.

“It’s like a soul cabin, but a whole island,” Filia replied. “Oh, and it has unlimited uses. So we can keep coming back here.”

“This is really something.” Sherry took a handful of sand in her hand. “How did you manage to get an item like this?”

“I didn’t steal it, if that’s what you’re asking,” Filia said. “I’ll tell you later about how I got it.” Filia took my hand. “This is my soulbonding gift to you, Remy. This island is all yours.”

I kissed her on the forehead. “That’s really awesome of you, Filia. But I wouldn’t want to deprive you of such a special item.”

“You’re not depriving me of it. We’re soulbonded. What is mine, is yours.”

This basically meant we had a permanent home in soul space. A place we could always return to in order to rest.

“Does it not have a time limit?” Tara asked.

“There’s no limit,” Filia replied. “If you want to leave, just do this.” Filia drew a rectangle in the air with her finger.

A door materialized.

“So we can go in and out at will.” I rubbed my chin. I was suddenly filled with ideas for how useful this could be. “What if each of us had a way to enter this soul space, whenever we wanted? We’d never be far apart.”

“Good thinking,” Filia said. “We’ll need to find a way to copy the orb, then.”

Sherry was already looking in every direction. She seemed eager to explore this place.

“Do you have a house here?” she asked.

Filia shook her head. “No. I never got around to building one.”

Tara giggled. “Good. We can actually camp!”

“Guess I’ll… chop some firewood,” I said.

“Nothing quite like the sight of a strong, handsome man cutting down trees.” Sherry rubbed her hands in excitement. “I’ll prepare tents and bedding.”

“And I’m gonna cook!” Tara exclaimed.

“I’ll catch a few fish, then,” Filia said. “I noticed them coming in with the tide last time I was here. Wonder what they taste like.”

Everyone had their own, fun roles in this little camping expedition of ours. We found a nice spot a few meters into the tree line that had even terrain. Then we each got to work.

I didn’t have an ax to chop trees with, so I used my red sword. It cut through the palm trees easily enough. I made small logs for a fire, then used my flame spear to light them.
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BIG AND TASTY


“You know, with our onsen town becoming so crowded, it’s nice to have a little island to escape to.” I took a bite of the delicious fish that Tara had cooked.

Filia had caught the fish, and she’d also helped Tara prepare the ingredients. Meanwhile, Sherry had gathered palm leaves and made a nice, soft spot on the ground for all of us.

“Let’s keep this island a secret,” Tara said. “Only Remy and his wives should ever know about it.”

“But I was thinking about bringing Miranda here to build us a cottage,” I said.

Tara shook her head. “No! We’ll all build it together. And we’ll do it with our bare hands.”

Filia rubbed Tara’s shoulder in approval. The two seemed to get along well.

Sherry used her spear to make a hole in her coconut. Then she sucked the juice out of it. “This is ridiculously good.”

She’d found enough coconuts for each of us.

“My father liked to build stuff,” I said. “He taught me a few things about carpentry. I suppose we could make a nice little cabin.”

“My father liked to build stuff, too,” Sherry replied. “I used to pass by the settlement where he lived, sometimes, and would see him working on all sorts of things.”

“I never knew my father,” Tara said. “He lived in Port City, I think.”

Sometimes I forgot that they all had fathers and mothers. And that they’d all been abandoned by them.

It was completely different for me. My parents, for all their flaws, had done everything they could to help me succeed. They loved me, and it had always been obvious.

“What about you, Filia?” Sherry asked.

Filia glanced away. “I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Yeah,” Sherry said. “I get that.”

I suppose, in a way, I had to fill the holes abandonment had left in them. That’s not to say that I was some sort of father figure to them — that was obviously the wrong way to think about it. But I had to show them that they’d never deserved to be abandoned in the first place, and that they’d never be abandoned ever again.

That they’d always be loved and cherished, from now on.

I snapped my fingers. “Smores. We’re missing smores!”

Filia made a face like she smelled something funny. “What are ‘smores’?”

“It’s a… uh… delicacy where I’m from,” I replied. “They’re crazy good.”

I could taste them in my mouth. If only I had the ingredients to make some.

“You have more chocolates, don’t you, Tara?” I asked.

“Those chocolates are for our dungeon runs. They’re not just for fun.”

“Can’t you spare a few?” I asked.

Tara shook her head. “Not unless you help me hunt the chocolate oozes that drop the cocoa.”

“Chocolate oozes?” I said. “Where the hell do those spawn?”

“In the 1st floor of the Underground Forest,” Tara replied.

How the hell had I missed them?

I was suddenly horrified by the idea of making smores from the drops of chocolate oozes.

“We’ll make smores another time.” I stretched my arms, then lay back. Somehow, my head rested on Sherry’s thighs. She’d gotten behind me when I wasn’t looking.

Not that I minded. She had the softest thighs, after all.

“We still haven’t discovered what my new ability is,” Filia said. “Not knowing is killing me.”

It wasn’t just her. I’d unlocked a new ability with Ayla recently, too. I hadn’t even had the chance to adventure with her, especially since I’d given her the assignment of dealing with Port City’s nobles in my stead.

“We always find out eventually,” I said. “Usually in the thick of battle, when we need that ability the most.”

Tara stood. “You know, I’ve never swam in the ocean before.” She giggled. “Who wants to join me?”

“I will!” Filia stood. The two of them ran toward the water, tossing their clothes in the sand. They entered the water naked.

“They’re both so cute,” Sherry said. “Filia’s like another sister for her.”

“Yeah, they do seem to get along.”

Sherry began massaging my forehead. It made me sleepy.

Soon enough, I was asleep.

I slept peacefully.

Until I was risen from sleep by the feeling of my dick being sucked.

I opened my eyes to the sight of Sherry’s bare breasts right above me. I was still in her lap, but somehow she was naked, now.

Filia had my dick in her mouth. Tara was licking my balls.

“Am I… dreaming?” I said.

“No.” Sherry giggled. “We watched you sleep for a while. You looked so adorable. We couldn’t help ourselves.”

Sherry stuck a breast in my mouth. I eagerly sucked her nipple as Filia sucked my cock. Tara took one of my balls in her mouth, too.

Filia bathed my cock in her saliva, then let it slide in and out, across her soft lips. Was this going to be my first time having sex on a beach? No scratch that, having a foursome on a beach?

I gave all my love to Sherry’s tits, sneaking glances at Filia and Tara as they serviced me on the other end.

“Kiss each other,” I ordered.

Filia and Tara gave each other a shy glance. Tara was the first to open her mouth and stick some of her tongue out. Filia closed in and kissed Tara’s upper lip. Their lips and tongues began expressing themselves in wild ways. Filia became the more aggressive one, voraciously targeting Tara’s chin and ear, as well.

While they made out with each other, I made out with Sherry. Sherry’s kisses were soft and full of love and care. She gave me so much tongue, and it tasted so good.

I determined that I would fuck each of them, tonight.

“Everyone get on your knees,” I ordered. “Asses up.”

They giggled, then got into my favorite position. Filia was in the middle, and she continued to trade kisses with Tara. Then she faced Sherry and kissed her, as well.

I stuck my cock in Sherry’s pussy first. Gripping her hips and thrusting was such a delight. As she moaned, Filia kissed her, comforting her with her tongue.

I pulled out, my cock dripping with Sherry’s juices. I slid my cock across Sherry’s thick ass cheeks to Filia’s smaller, yet beautifully shaped ass. It took some force to push my cock into her pussy, and she moaned the while.

Once I was in, I thrust rhythmically, careful not to overwhelm her utterly tight pussy. Filia let Sherry comfort her with her tongue. Sherry gave Filia some of those caring kisses she’d given me earlier. Then Filia turned her head toward Tara, and the two made out as I fucked Filia.

Filia came really fast. My cock was drenched in the juices of two sexy women. Now it was Tara’s turn.

I pulled out of Filia and slid my cock across her ass cheeks to Tara’s eager cheeks. Tara shook with excitement. I let my tip rest on the lips of her pussy for a moment so I could watch her and Filia make out. The sight of their dripping tongues made me so horny.

I pushed into Tara. She moaned. I gripped her slight hips and began fucking her.

“Cum inside of her, Remy,” Filia said. “Fill her.”

“Not yet,” I said. “I’m only just getting started.”

After a few minutes, I pulled out of Tara and returned to Sherry. This time, I ordered Sherry to lie on her back with her head in Filia’s lap. I fucked her missionary style while Tara sucked on her luscious breasts.

“They’re so big,” Tara said. “And tasty!”

After a minute, Tara and Filia swapped positions so Filia could get a taste of Sherry’s amazing breasts. I also quickened my thrusts. Before long, Sherry’s pussy gushed like a broken dam.

Now I had to make Tara and myself come. I had Tara climb on top of me as I rested my head on Sherry’s lap. As Tara bounced on my cock, Filia kissed her deeply.

After a few minutes in this position, I gripped Tara’s hips and began sliding her pussy on my cock. Because I was so strong, I could move her up and down at speed. She moaned with tortuous delight, and Filia made sure to comfort her by fingering her nipple while she French kissed her.

Tara released a flood onto my crotch. At the same time, I filled her pussy with my seed. It drenched her insides and dripped down back onto me.

Filia stuck her finger in my cum and licked it. “Mmm.” She put her cum-drenched finger in Tara’s mouth.

Tara sucked her friend’s finger until it was clean of cum. The she stuck her own fingers in my cum and had Filia suck her fingers dry.

Sherry began massaging my head again. “Now go back to sleep, handsome.”

My muscles ached from fighting and fucking. It wasn’t long until I fell into the deepest sleep of my entire life.
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COLD HELL


The next day, Ruby promptly crafted us four pieces of cold-resistant armor. Tara was tired, so we swapped her out for Ayla. Since we weren’t planning on fighting any bosses, we could do without a healer. Along with Sherry and Filia, we fast-traveled to the 5th floor of the Underground Forest.

The blizzard was so thick, it was impossible to see more than five feet in front of our faces. It was also dark and dreary, with a thick cloud cover. Sherry and I used flame spears to light the way. I wanted to make decent progress, but I also didn’t want to sprint toward the end of the floor. The festival was coming up, and I didn’t want the girls to be too tired to enjoy it.

The first monster we encountered was an ice golem. It flung its own blocky limbs at us, and they froze their target on impact. Ayla was a bit too eager to smash it to pieces with her hammer, and she took a hit to the chest. Thanks to the leather-and-bone armor she wore beneath her cold-resistant coat, she didn’t suffer too much damage. She was also able to resist the freeze effect with the help of her Status Resist Ring. But when she got hit a second time, she froze on impact.

Sherry poured a freeze-curing potion on her, as well as a healing potion. I focused on hitting the golem with my flame spear while Filia flung balls of lightning at it. After a few minutes of dodging its smashes and piercing its body with my spear, it exploded into shadows.

Thirty soulcores and a goldcore fell onto the ground. I wondered if every enemy here dropped a goldcore. That would make this an amazing stage to farm, although not perfect because of the extreme cold.

Ayla chittered her teeth while Sherry warmed her with the heat from her flame spear.

“You took those hits well,” I said to Ayla, hoping to show her how much we appreciated her position in the vanguard.

“The curse of being a tank.” Ayla grinned. “By now, I suppose I’m used to it.”

“You’ll never catch me in the vanguard.” Filia gave Ayla a pat on the back.

The next monster we encountered was a massive, undead snow lion. Its roar had an immobilizing effect, even on me. But because of my high agility, the immobilization didn’t last very long. It lunged at Ayla, and she smashed it with her hammer. Meanwhile, Filia flung lightning balls at it, and Sherry hit it with Small Meteors.

The undead lion was clever, though. It must’ve sensed that it was being baited by Ayla. It turned, roared to immobilize everyone, and sprinted toward Filia.

“No!” Ayla screamed.

Our tether appeared. An emerald light burst forth from it. A massive, shimmering translucent shield appeared between Filia and the lion. The lion jumped in the air, its canines dripping with saliva. But instead of crashing into Filia, it crashed into the shimmering shield.

Then it fell onto the snowy ground, stunned. That allowed the rest of us to pile on our attacks. Soon enough, the lion exploded into shadows, leaving us plenty of soulcores and a goldcore.

“So that’s my new ability,” Ayla said, looking as satisfied as ever.

“A damn impressive one,” Filia replied. “You saved my bacon, there. I suppose I’ll have to thank you, later.”

I wondered how Filia intended to thank Ayla.

“That’s as good as any ability we have.” I kissed Ayla on the cheek. It wasn’t as pleasant as I hoped — my lips and her cheek were so cold, it was the driest kiss ever. “It’ll come in handy in a pinch, for sure.”

“It took a third of my mana, though.” Ayla sighed. “I’ll have to be a bit more careful to conserve it for the rest of this run.”

“Not to worry, we can leave at any time,” I said. “I’ll put a fast travel point down whenever we’re running low on mana.”

I had exactly one fast travel point that I could make. It wasn’t efficient to use them in the Underground Forest, since there were fast travel points at the beginning and end of each floor, but might as well make one in the middle since this floor was so tedious.

We fought a half-dozen ice skeletons, next. They used their own bones as melee weapons, and as expected, getting hit by one of the bones caused a freeze effect.

By the end of that battle, we were all panting.

“Is this whole floor just a gauntlet of enemies?” Sherry said.

“Seems like it,” Filia replied. “We’ve gone in a straight line and done nothing but fight.”

The other floors had varied terrain, as well as areas to explore. This floor really did seem different.

Squawk-Squawk.

A massive bird fluttered its wings above us. It was difficult to see its features; all I could tell were that its wings were blue.

It tossed a stone down at Ayla. She was too slow to dodge. Instead, she used her Shimmering Shield, and the stone broke harmlessly against it.

Sherry and I tried to hit it with Small Meteors, but it was difficult to see.

“Let’s go into Flame Form,” I told her.

“But that will use up all my mana,” Sherry replied.

“Might as well. We’re going to call it quits after this, anyway.”

Sherry and I ignited. We flew into the air, through the blizzard, and crashed into the bird.

The thing shrieked, then dropped onto the ground, its wings on fire.

I noticed then that it had the head of a wolf. It was some sort of manticore.

Filia hit it with a few lightning orbs. Sherry and I rammed it again in our flaming forms.

The manticore exploded into shadows as our flaming forms ended.

“Been a while since I fought one of these,” I said, recalling the first enemy I’d battled after my reincarnation. “I wish Esme were here. We fought one together, way back on my first day in this world.”

“Wish I could’ve seen that Remy.” Filia took my arm. Her touch was warm. “You must’ve been so confused.”

“I remember that Remy.” Ayla chuckled. “I could already tell back then he was king material.”

I put down a fast travel point. “My balls are about to freeze. Let’s go get in the hot pool.”

Everyone giggled.

We teleported back to the onsen. We all went to my house, then stripped and got in the hot pool.

“Nothing like the hot pool to relax the bones after a run,” Sherry said.

“I don’t know how I ever lived without this.” Filia’s face was all red, probably from going from cold to hot so quickly.

“Looks like you’re starting to like the hot pool,” I said. “Good.”

The four of us chatted and relaxed for an hour. Then we got dressed and went back into onsen town.

I assembled all the girls in the center of town.

“Look, before we begin the festival, let’s at least make a final decision about what we’re going to name this place,” I said. “It’s going to be weird not having a name when all the guests arrive.”

“I vote Dungeon Springs!” Tara shouted out with glee.

“Steam Haven,” Ayla said. “It has a much better ring to it.”

Filia crossed her arms. “Nah. How about… Whispering Waters.”

Everyone began arguing about which of the three names was best.

“Okay, we have three candidates,” I said. “Now let’s vote. A simple majority wins.”

I handed out slips of paper to everyone. They each scribbled down the name they preferred.

Then they brought their votes to me, and I tallied them.

“I have a winner,” I announced. “Henceforth, this town shall be called Whispering Waters!”

Everyone cheered.

“I still like Dungeon Springs,” Tara said, “but Whispering Waters does have a lovely ring to it. It’s… peaceful.”

It definitely did sound peaceful. Whispering Waters… now that sounded like a town you’d want to vacation in.

“With that decided, let’s all focus on preparing for the festival,” I said. “Guests will be coming from Port City and the other settlements. I want to show them our hospitality and good will.”

“Tara and I are going to cook so much yummy stuff!” Maria smiled, showing her adorable dimples.

“I’ll be in charge of decorations!” Esme said.

“Who wants to arrange the entertainment?” I asked.

“I can do that,” Sherry replied.

Ruby cleared her throat. “I’ll help everyone with crafting whatever they need.”

Filia stuck her fingers in the pockets of her tiny shorts. “Umm… what should I do?”

Even though Filia was new here, she would probably feel better if she had a role. It would help increase her sense of belonging.

I put my arm around her. “You can arrange the coronation ceremony. But don’t make it too fancy and long. Just keep it simple.”

“All right…” Filia kissed me on the cheek. “Sounds fun!”
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FESTIVAL


Whispering Waters looked incredible draped in flowers, which the girls had picked from around the island. Massive plates of chicken, boar, lizard, and goat adorned the finely-draped tables spread around the plaza. I sat on a divan in the middle of the plaza, with chairs to the right and left for my wives. But the chairs were all empty; each of my wives was busy with her respective duty.

Guests from around the island began to materialize near the fast travel point. I’d temporarily given permission for all residents of the island to use it. I did not discriminate between noble and commoner, either. Everyone would be allowed to come, eat, enjoy the entertainment, and marvel at the city Miranda had built for us in the middle of a dungeon.

As was the custom on this island, the guests would come before my throne, first. They would bend their necks to honor me, and we would exchange greetings. Then they would go and do whatever they liked. We’d opened a large area of the hot spring for their use, as well. Sherry had arranged for theater performances reenacting our battle against Prince Rohan, as well as performances by poets who were spread around the town.

Soon enough, the crowd grew thick, and the whole place was alive with revelry. Though it was all meant to honor me, I unfortunately had the most boring role of all: sitting.

The coronation involved the council of nobles who helped rule the island. They each passed around a crown between them, which I’d decided would be my Time Crown, since the official crown had been spirited away to Heimdal, along with the treasury. To conclude the ceremony, the oldest council member placed the crown upon my head and declared me king.

After that, I could finally get off the chair and go around the town. The first person I spotted was Ted, a chicken wing in his hand.

“King Remy!” he said with excitement. “Look at you!”

I was wearing fine brocade, which at first I thought looked odd on me. But now, I appreciated how soft the silk felt, and how the green thread shimmered in the glow of the underground stars.

“I ought to thank you again for that mount,” I said. “It lived up to expectation, and then some.”

“And I ought to thank you for becoming king,” Ted replied. “For the first time in years since Rohan exiled me, I was able to walk the streets of Port City.”

“You moving back?”

Ted shook his head. “I’ve become rather fond of my little estate in the countryside, so no, I won’t be moving back. But being able to visit my grandsons and granddaughters again is a blessing all on its own.”

It was nice to hear that I’d done some good for him, especially since he’d given me that rollercoaster mount for free.

I poured myself a glass of wine, then went to mingle some more. I spotted Miranda by herself, standing next to Ruby’s shop.

“King Remy.” She gave me a curtsy. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“You did a fine job with this place,” I said. “It’s crazy to think that when we first stepped out of that ridiculously long elevator, all we saw around us was an ooze-filled swamp. You’ve turned lead into gold, I must say. I love our little onsen town.”

“It doesn’t have to stay ‘little’. I can make it even bigger, if you want.”

“That might ruin the ambiance. I prefer it like this — peaceful. I assume most of the government will be run from Port City, in any case. But I’ll be staying here.”

“A good decision, King Remy.” She raised her glass of wine. “To Whispering Waters. May it, and this kingdom, prosper ever more.”

I raised my glass. “And may you prosper, too, Miranda.”

I walked around some more, greeting people whom I did not recognize. Alfonso was talking boisterously among a group of nobles. As soon as he saw me, he left them and hurried his burly form over to me.

“King Remy.” He bowed his head. “I heard you had a little incident while flying on my carpet.”

“Don’t worry, Alfonso. I’ve still got your flying carpet.”

“Oh, I’m not worried about that. Not in the least. I’m far more worried about you, Your Highness. About your health.”

I’m sure he was. “As you can see, I’m perfectly fine.”

“Good.” He came close to my ear. “The emperor has surely sent his spies, here. Be wary.”

“I know, Alfonso. I expect he’ll want a full report of what’s going on here.”

“And, dare I say, let’s hope he’s only sent spies.”

I took a sip of my wine. “As opposed to, what? Assassins?”

Alfonso shuddered. “I don’t even want to imagine such a thing. But yes, we must be vigilant.”

I doubted an assassin could fell me. Besides, I was wearing my Time Crown on my head. If I needed to stop time to deal with an assassin, it would be as easy as activating the crown’s ability.

I spoke to a few of the other nobles. Nothing too profound was said.

Leric and Johana were watching the theater reenactment of our fight with Rohan. The actor who played me looked nothing like I did, nor did the actors playing Leric and Johana. But Rohan’s actor looked uncannily similar to the real Rohan. Disturbingly so.

“I fought much better than that,” Leric said as the actor playing him dueled with another actor, who was playing one of Rohan’s soldiers.

“You both did,” I said. “We wouldn’t have been able to win, without you.”

Leric sighed. “There’s an even bloodier battle looming. The emperor knows my name, and Johana’s, too. He’ll consider what I did as treason, and he’ll come for us.”

“We’ll fight him together,” I replied.

Leric rolled his eyes. “You know, sometimes I miss the old Remy who hated my existence.”

I laughed. “It was more fun hating you, I admit.”

Johana pinched her husband’s ear.

“Oww!” Leric yelled. “What was that for?”

“We’re all on the same side, now.” She stomped her foot. “Don’t make Remy think that we’d ever betray his trust.”

“That’s not what I was saying,” Leric said. “It’s a man thing, Johana. We enjoy a good rival. Someone we can look forward to fighting.”

Was Leric ever my rival? Not to me. If anyone was my rival, it was Adam. But perhaps Leric had considered me a rival before we’d made peace.

“Stupid men,” Johana said. “There’s nothing virtuous about fighting. We should do it only when necessary.”

“It’s not about virtue,” Leric replied. “Fighting is part of our being. It’s baked into our bread. You wouldn’t understand.”

He wasn’t wrong. What man didn’t love the thrill of a good battle?

I left the feuding couple and found Esme. Just seeing her face made my heart flutter, like the first day I saw her after reincarnating here. She smiled and ran over to me.

She gave me a soft kiss on the lips. “So, King Remy, how are you enjoying your coronation?”

“You all went beyond my expectations,” I said. “I must be the luckiest king alive.”

Esme was wearing a silky blue outfit that resembled a kimono.

“You like it?” She did an adorable twirl. “Ruby made it for me. She’s learned so much, so fast. And it’s all because you gave her a chance.” Esme kissed me again. “That’s why you’re going to be such a great king. With those beautiful eyes of yours, you see what we’re all capable of becoming, not merely what we are.”

That was some praise. It made me hot in the face.

“I really like the flowers you picked.” I gestured to the wreaths of tulips and roses draped across the nearest house. “You made this whole place light up.”

Esme blushed. “Thank you. I actually have something a little embarrassing to tell you.”

“Oh?”

“When I was decorating the city, I sort of imagined that I was decorating it for our wedding. That’s why I went with a flower theme.”

We’d never had a wedding. None of my wives had gotten one. And given how much women back on Earth enjoyed weddings, I almost felt bad about that.

If I deserved a coronation, then they all deserved weddings just as glorious. But with the tense situation between us and the emperor on the mainland, this wasn’t the time to hold more festivals.

I took Esme’s hand. “We’ll have a wedding, Esme. Once the conflict with the emperor is resolved.”

“For real?”

“Of course we will. And it’ll be everything you could ever imagine.”

Some sort of ruckus was brewing amid the crowd on the far end of town. Esme and I took notice and began walking quickly in that direction.

The crowd was facing the shield wall. They were looking at a group of men and women standing outside of the shield wall, near a copse of trees. Esme and I hurried over to face them.

A middle-aged man draped in regalia stood at the head of the group. He wore shiny golden pauldrons, too.

I faced him. “Whoever you people are, I don’t think you’re on the guest list.”

He spread his arms wide. “Oh, I’m not a guest. You’re the guest here, Remy. This is my territory, after all.”

Only then did I notice Adam, standing amid the group, his bald head looking rather shiny.

“You must be Emperor Dukas,” I said to the man in regalia. “Welcome to Whispering Waters.”
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UNINVITED GUESTS


“What can I do for you, emperor?” I asked.

“You can turn off your barrier, get on your knees, and pledge your allegiance to me.”

Who knew what he would do if I turned off the barrier? And if Prince Rohan had one of those barrier-busting rings, then wouldn’t the emperor have one, too? Why ask me to turn off the barrier when he could just break through it on his own?

He was testing me, wasn’t he? He wanted to see, first hand, what kind of metal I was made of. I had no problem showing him.

“Ours is an independent kingdom,” I said. “No one on this island owes you or your family their allegiance. Not anymore.”

The emperor had white hair, like the twins. He also had a white beard and mustache. It all looked rather regal on his hard face, with its square jaw and wrinkled forehead.

“You’re a usurper, Remy.” The emperor gestured to the group standing behind him, who numbered around twenty. “Each of the men and women at my back are accomplished sorcerers. Each is soulbonded or connected by ring to a curseborn. Each has unlocked their stats, and even leveled up their curseborn partners. What I’m trying to say is, you may have had an easy time against my nephew, but you won’t against me.”

I shrugged. “Who says I want an easy time? Who says I don’t enjoy a good challenge?”

“People will die. People you care about.”

“No, they won’t. You won’t ever reach us, emperor. Meanwhile, I can be anywhere and everywhere. I can appear where you’ll least expect me, at a time of my choosing. Why, I may have a fast travel point in your castle. I may even have one near your bedroom.” I was bluffing about that last part, obviously. I’d never been in the emperor’s castle, but the emperor didn’t know that.

He grimaced. “Yes, I know about your fast travel ability.”

“And it doesn’t concern you?”

“It concerns me. You’re a reckless fool. What kind of gods would give a reckless fool so much power?”

“The ones we have, emperor. The ones we have.”

He let out a sharp chuckle. “True enough. I ought to not expect any goodness from our gods. After all, it was the gods who cursed our planet. It was the gods who sent the wretched Shadowsoul to destroy civilization.” He patted his own chest. “I was there, twenty years ago. I watched monsters swallow half the world. And then I fought back.”

“I’m fighting, too.”

Sherry came to my side. She took my arm. It was nice to feel her warmth.

“The people are afraid,” she whispered in my ear.

“Tell them I have everything under control,” I whispered back. “Tell them I will not permit any harm to come to them.”

Sherry kissed me on the cheek. Then she returned to tell the people what I’d told her.

“If you’re trying to ruin my party,” I said, “you’re going to be disappointed. The people will not cower, not with me as their king.”

“I expected this response.” The emperor straightened his collar. “I’m going to give you some time to think. Peace or war? What will it be, Remy?”

He raised an open hand. It was obviously some sort of signal. A second later, he and all those with him vanished, as if they’d just teleported elsewhere.

I didn’t want the coming of the emperor to dampen everyone’s spirits. So I gathered all the attendees in front of my throne and addressed them.

“The emperor barks, but he cannot bite,” I said. “I am stronger than him. We are stronger than him.”

Everyone gazed at me in hope, though I could tell they were afraid. No one wanted war, that much was obvious.

“As you all know, I have the power of fast travel. But what many of you don’t know, is that I also have the power to stop time.”

I used the Time Crown’s ability. In the five seconds of stopped time, I used my Leaping Shoes to jump up to the highest point in the city, which was a clock tower that Miranda had built.

“Over here!” I called to the crowd once time resumed.

They all stared at me in awe. A collective gasp swept through them.

I jumped down, back to my throne.

“Time and distance bow to me,” I said. “And so will the emperor. If he dares lift a finger against any of you, I will come for him with more force than he can imagine.”

“Is there no hope for peace?” someone in the crowd said.

I chewed on that question for a moment. “There is always hope for peace. But the emperor didn’t come here today to make peace. He came to make us submit. If the emperor wants peace, then it will be as equals. He must recognize me as king of this island, and also allow all curseborn in his realm the same rights as everyone else.”

The crowd did not seem as enthusiastic as me. Of course, I’d only just become their king. They’d been told all their lives that curseborn were evil. It would take some time to get my own people on my side.

And that made the emperor rather dangerous. He could pull the rug out from under me.

Perhaps dialog was the better option. But where to start?

Could I just show up at his front door to talk things out?

After the festival was over, Filia came to my house. She seemed eager to discuss something.

We sat on my couch. I also lit a fire in my fireplace, as it had become somewhat chilly.

“You should try to talk to Dukas,” Filia said. “Try to come to some arrangement.”

“What if he doesn’t want to talk?”

“He does. That’s why he came here, today.”

“He wanted me to get on my knees and kiss his hand. I’m not willing to do that. I’m not willing to allow you and the others to be at his mercy.”

“I know,” Filia said. “I have an idea…”

“I’m all ears.”

She shifted to face me. “You should marry his daughter.”

Of course, in the olden days on Earth, that was how alliances were made. That was how peace was kept between kingdoms. “I’m willing to do so… on my terms.”

“You should present the idea to him. And… would you mind if I went with you?”

“You’re always welcome to go with me. Besides, you know the mainland better than anyone here.”

I kissed Filia on the forehead, then headed to bed.

I spent the next day farming with the girls on the moon floor. If we couldn’t negotiate a peaceful resolution with Emperor Dukas, then I needed to be as powerful as possible. Simply put, I needed to increase my stats. After farming, I went to the soulful doll and did exactly that.

Soul Level: 25 -> 29

Strength: 11 -> 13

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 4 + 3 -> 6 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 1400 (82)

I was going to keep focusing on strength and agility. Hit hard and fast would be my specialty. With Filia on our team, we had an extremely high intelligence summoner, so despite how useful that stat was, I wasn’t going to invest in it. And between the girls, we had enough luck to go around.

I’d have to find other ways to patch up my vigor and mind. With all the tools I possessed for resting and fast traveling, endurance seemed like a niche consideration.

After farming, Ayla and I discussed matters of importance regarding the island’s governance. Most of the settlements had a serious shortage of supplies. I decided I would assign half the goldcores that I’d collected, and would collect, to alleviate that shortage. Even a few goldcores could go a long way toward improving the standard of living in the settlements.

As for Port City, there were several roads and buildings that needed to be repaired. I told Ayla to find funding for that from among the nobles. From now on, they would all be responsible for keeping the city in good shape.

Ayla and I enjoyed some intimate time after the meeting. We were both impressed with each other: I at how capably she was handling things, and her at how well I was taking to my role as king. We expressed our fondness in the most carnal of ways.

But even three rounds with Ayla didn’t sate me. I began to wonder something: was increasing my strength also causing me to have an increased libido? Or could it be the higher agility stat that was doing it? Or maybe both combined?

I visited each of my wives and pleasured them. As a husband, it was my duty, after all. And it was a duty I thoroughly enjoyed.

The next day, I selected Filia, Maria, and Esme. The four of us fast traveled to the mainland to, hopefully, meet with Emperor Dukas.
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HEIMDAL


Filia, Esme, Maria, and I teleported to the hill overlooking Heimdal. We set up an escape door, just in case the emperor tried something underhanded. After that, it was an easy walk to the orange barrier that protected the city.

There was a long line to enter the barrier. All manner of people were waiting in this line, wearing all sorts of strange clothes. Perhaps they’d come from the other countries of this world.

Heimdal itself looked impressive behind the barrier. Its stone towers and buildings loomed large. The three crescent moons adorned the purple banners draped from many of the buildings.

There was a second, much smaller line. The people standing in it were wearing brocade. We headed for that one.

Soon enough, a city guardsman approached us.

“Papers, please,” he said.

“This is King Remy,” Filia said, “and we are his wives. We’re here to see Emperor Dukas.”

The guard looked at us in obvious shock. He went to speak to another guard. Then a third guard came, and a fourth.

Finally, we were let inside the city, but not without an escort of guards.

The guards took us away from the busy main streets of the city and onto a bridge that connected directly to the central castle. The whole way was lined by yet more guards.

When we arrived at the orange barrier that protected the castle, we were made to wait for ten minutes. By the time they allowed us in, the number of guards escorting us had increased to thirty, and there were others among them, as well: robed sorcerers.

“Is this a meeting, or an ambush?” Esme whispered to me.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered back. “We’re prepared for anything.”

Maria took my arm. She was trembling. I rubbed her shoulder to reassure her.

Mosaics depicting great battles of sorcerers against monsters covered the walls within the castle.

“What are those from?” I asked Filia.

“That was when Dukas led the people against the hordes of the Shadowsoul,” Filia said. “It all happened shortly after the Cataclysm.”

They took us to a room with a table full of refreshments, then left us alone. I wondered if I ought to put a fast travel point in the room. No, it wasn’t the right place. Too contained. I needed to find a better spot.

We enjoyed some orange grapes and a pastry that reminded me of cheesecake. Then a courtier took us to meet the emperor.

He was sitting at the far end of a ridiculously long table. Between us and him were about a dozen sorcerers, standing beside the table.

“Welcome to my home, Remy,” he said. Even though he was far away, his voice projected toward us, probably by magic.

We sat at the other end of the long table.

“Since you came to mine, I thought I ought to come to yours,” I said. “You have a lovely home.”

“Heimdal is indeed lovely,” the emperor said. “But it wasn’t always this way. After the Shadowsoul descended, wyverns and behemoths from the depths of hell murdered most of the population. There wasn’t a stone left standing. Ever since then, I’ve resolved to do one thing above all else — protect my home.”

He obviously saw me as a threat. He must’ve believed I was like those monsters he’d fought. That I’d come to take his home from him.

But I only intended to give my wives a home. And with the island as my dominion, I’d done that.

“I say we make a pact,” I said, getting to the point. “You don’t hurt my home, and I don’t hurt yours.”

“The island is my home, too,” he said. “It might be a room that I never go to and almost forgot existed, but it’s still in my house.”

I shook my head. “You can’t neglect the people of the island and expect them to honor your claim to rule.”

“Fair enough,” replied the emperor. “But you did murder my nephew in the process of claiming a throne that simply is not yours.”

I could see his side of things. I’d literally come out of nowhere and taken one of the rooms of his house. I’d proclaimed it mine, and to any great king, such a thing was an affront.

“I took it by right of conquest,” I said.

“What is earned by conquest can be lost by conquest,” Dukas replied.

I wished we were closer so I could look into his eyes. Till now, we hadn’t truly been able to talk to each other without something in the way.

But to earn his trust, I had to give him some of mine. I had to show him I wasn’t trying to harm him.

I stood up. That caused the sorcerers standing between us to face my way.

“Dukas,” I said. “I’d like to speak with you face to face. No barriers or distance between us.”

“Is that why you came here?” he said. “To get close to me? But fool is the man who lets a cobra come near.”

“I am no snake. To prove it, I will send away the source of my powers. I will send away my wives.”

I threw down the bridging orb. The door materialized.

“You can’t!” Esme objected.

“Don’t do this, Remy,” Filia said.

“He’ll hurt you!” exclaimed Maria.

I pointed to the door. “Go. I’ll be fine.”

Esme shook her head. “You can’t trust these people.”

“She’s right,” Filia said. “The moment you let your guard down…”

“I’ll be fine,” I repeated. “I promise.”

The three women reluctantly approached the escape door, then went through it.

I was now alone with an army of sorcerers and the emperor who commanded them.

I took off my rings and put them in my soul storage. I showed everyone that I was entirely unarmed.

Dukas stood and pushed in his chair. It took him half a minute to walk across the room to reach me.

Finally, we were standing face to face. He held out his hand.

I shook it.

We took a walk in his garden. It was filled with all sorts of fragrant flowers and colorful birds. It would have been romantic, were he a sexy young woman and not an old man.

“Here’s the truth of it, Remy. I’ve ruled for almost twenty years, now. I’m getting old, and others are sensing that. They’re seeing weakness in my gray hair. If I don’t punish the murderer of my nephew, then the power-hungry nobles beneath me will take it as an opening to act against my rule.”

That was a fair argument. I couldn’t deny the need to project strength.

“What if…” I recalled Filia’s marriage idea. I needed to begin laying out the necessary framing to propose it. “What if I pledged obedience to you, in name?”

“You seemed rather unwilling to do that last we met.”

“Right… because it’s not the kind of obedience you’re thinking of.”

“Oh? What kind of obedience are you implying?”

“The obedience of a son to a father.”

Dukas grinned. “You sly bastard. You want to marry my daughter.” He wagged his finger at me. “You want my throne, but you want to get it by fucking, not fighting.”

I couldn’t argue with that logic. “Here’s the thing, emperor. I’m well on my way to becoming the strongest man in Lumaria. It would be awkward if the strongest man in Lumaria was merely the ruler of some backwater island, wouldn’t it?”

“Indeed. Strength creates a lust for power. I can understand how you feel, believe me.”

Strength creates all kinds of lusts, that was for sure.

Things seemed to be going well. Dukas was not entirely disinclined to the idea of me marrying into his family. That would create peace, and also relieve him of the headache of having to punish me and retake the island by force.

“Let me think on it,” Dukas said. “Oh, and if I do agree, I will be choosing which of my daughters you’re going to marry. Is that clear?”

I could only hope he would chose the prettiest one. “Perfectly clear.”

“And since you have several other wives, let me remind you that you have no right to neglect my daughter’s needs.”

What a strange way to phrase it.

“I’m all about fulfilling needs, emperor. I spend half my nights fulfilling needs, let me assure you.”

“Keep your strength stat up, Remy.” Dukas patted me on the shoulder. “It helps with that.”

So it was the strength stat, after all. Good to know.
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MYSTERY


After the meeting, I left the city and returned to the fast travel point. An unwelcome sight was waiting for me, there.

Adam, wearing jogger pants and no shirt.

“What have you done with Olana?” He held a red lightblade in his hand. It was just like my own.

I’d put my rings on while I was leaving the city. I conjured my own lightblade and held it forward in a defensive stance.

“I’ve done nothing to her,” I replied.

“Where is she?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t seen her.”

That was the truth. Olana, his holy curseborn wife, wasn’t anywhere to be found.

Leric had mentioned that Rohan’s cronies had escaped to the mainland with his curseborn wives. I’d assumed they’d taken Olana with them.

“Liar!” Adam rushed toward me. I deflected his downward swipe with my blade, then back dashed away from him to get some distance.

“Stop it, Adam,” I said. “There’s no point in us fighting.”

“You have my wife!”

“I swear to God that I don’t have her.”

“Then where is she?”

I shrugged. “I assumed she’d gone along with Rohan’s wives.”

“Gone where?”

I sighed in annoyance. “Here, of course. Weren’t Rohan’s curseborn wives brought to Heimdal?”

“No… we all assumed they were still on the island, with you.”

Strange. It seemed we had a missing people case on our hands.

Those curseborn were citizens of the island. If they were missing, then it was my responsibility to find them.

“Olana…” Tears streamed from Adam’s eyes. “Oh Olana… what will I do without you?”

“You pathetic piece of shit.” I snickered. “Don’t think I forgot how you stabbed her, all just to demonstrate your power over her. You’re probably the last person on this planet she wants to see. How dare you pine for her, now?”

I carefully walked by Adam’s sulking form toward the fast travel point.

“You fucking wanker,” Adam said. “I don’t give a fuck about her. All I want are my holy powers back.”

What an asshole. If I did find Olana, I certainly wasn’t going to let Adam reclaim her.

Once I was near enough to the fast travel point, I teleported back to Whispering Waters.

Ayla was the first person I met. We spoke inside the temple, away from the others, since I didn’t want to cause a stir.

“Where did Olana and Rohan’s wives go?” I asked her.

“I thought they were taken to the mainland.”

I shook my head. “Well, think about it. It would make sense if some of them went there, yes. But all of them? Without even a single escapee? No, that implies something else.”

“Something else?”

“Someone kidnapped them.”

Ayla covered her mouth in shock. “Who? Do you think it was Dukas?”

“No. If Dukas had done it, Adam would’ve known.”

“What should we do?”

“We need to investigate. Let’s keep it between the two of us, for now.”

Ayla nodded. “Okay. Where do we start?”

“We start by poking around the palace.”

The two of us teleported to Port City. Things looked like they’d mostly gone back to normal. The city streets were bustling, and so was the port.

Rohan’s curseborn lived in the east wing of the palace. The building was formed from limestone that gleamed beneath the crescent moons. It was three stories tall and filled with bedrooms, as well as a dining hall and several entertainment lounges.

But it was entirely empty of people. The rooms, however, were still filled with the belongings of Rohan’s curseborn. It didn’t look like much, if anything, had been taken. Wherever these women had gone, they’d left their belongings behind.

There was also a bath. It was massive, and contained both cold and hot pools. What we discovered there shocked us.

A black orb hovered in the air in the center of the bath. It was pulsating with black light. In shape, it resembled a fast travel point. But its color and behavior gave me chills.

“Don’t touch it!” Ayla said. “Who knows where it will teleport you to?”

“We need to follow them. It’s obvious now that they were all kidnapped, somehow. They need our help.”

I’d need to assemble a proper party for this expedition. But how could I without knowing what I was facing in there?

“Listen.” I took Ayla’s hand. “I can make a fast travel point. Let’s go in and find out what we’re up against.”

“But it could literally be anything!”

“That’s why I need to know what kind of party to bring.” I kissed Ayla. “Don’t worry, my love. You’re safe with me.”

Ayla nodded. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

We both reached out our hands and touched the throbbing black orb.

We materialized in the void of space. All around us were stars, though I could not recognize the constellations. Instead of floating, we stood upon a glass-like structure. This structure extended upward, toward a city made of glass. But the buildings and towers of the city were enormous: it must’ve been a place where giants dwelt, not humans.

ETERNAL DUNGEON: VAULTED CEILING UNLOCKED

“What the hell?” I exclaimed.

“We’re not in Lumaria anymore, are we?” Ayla said, her voice jittery.

It was cold. I rubbed my arms, wishing Sherry were with us. It wasn’t quite as cold as the snow floor of the Underground Forest, so we probably didn’t need our cold-resistant clothing. But bringing Sherry along didn’t sound like a bad idea.

“Should we explore?” I said.

Ayla pouted. “I’m afraid of this place. It doesn’t feel right. Doesn’t feel right at all.”

A city in the void… if I were to guess, it must be related to the Outer Gods, somehow, maybe in the same way that the Underground Forest was related to the Deep Ones.

I took Ayla’s hand. “All right, let’s go back.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just… I sense a great evil, here.”

I gazed up at the city of glass. Who, or what, had kidnapped Rohan’s curseborn and brought them here, of all places?

I could ponder that in the safety of Whispering Waters. I created a fast travel point so we could easily come back here. Then we teleported to our base.

I gathered the girls in my house and explained what we’d discovered.

“It could be the home of the Outer Gods,” Maria said. “And if that’s the case… the monsters we’ll find there will be insanely powerful.”

“But who would take so many curseborn to such a place?” Esme asked.

“My guess… it’s someone who worships the Shadowsoul,” Maria said. “Someone who wants to sacrifice those women to it.”

I scratched my head. It was beginning to sound like some weird cult was behind this. “Who on this world worships the Shadowsoul?”

“There are cults in the icy northern areas of the mainland who do,” Maria answered. “They believe the Shadowsoul came to save humanity.”

Ruby cleared her throat. “I had a customer from the north, once. Strange fellow.”

The girls began to discuss among themselves while I poured through my thoughts. Esme massaged me, which helped me think. Sherry came to sit in my lap, which didn’t help me think.

In the end, though, we couldn’t solve this by talking and thinking. We had to explore that dungeon.

“Ruby,” I said. “Begin crafting the best armor you have in your recipe books.” I looked to Ayla. “Ayla, get me soulcores. A lot of soulcores. Trade the goldcores in the treasury for them, if you must.” I caressed Maria’s cheek. “And you, cook us up some really useful food.”

Sherry pressed her warm behind against my crotch. “What about me, handsome?”

“You, Esme, and Tara have a very important mission. Go and clear more floors of the Underground Forest so we can amass useful treasure.”

“Sounds good to me!” Tara said. “If Ruby crafts us better gear, we should be able to do it on our own.”

Filia was sitting in silence across from me.

“Filia, tomorrow we’ll go talk to Dukas, again. He’s famed for having fought the Shadowsoul’s minions. He might know something about that place.”

Filia nodded. “Sure. I’ll help in any way I can.”

I spent the rest of the day relaxing in the hot pool. The girls were busy, so it was quite a lonely time. I still couldn’t process the fact that someone had literally kidnapped all those women and brought them to a city floating in the void. It just sounded so ridiculous. And whoever had done it, he must be very dangerous.

Maybe even more dangerous than me.

My thoughts were making me antsy, so I invited Filia to stay with me for the night. Let’s just say she took my mind off of things. In fact, with her in my bed, there was simply no way of thinking about anything else.

We had a lot of fun, and then we slept deeply. The next day, I had a quick meeting with Ayla about Port City’s finances and need for goldcores. With that done, Filia and I teleported to Heimdal for another meeting with Emperor Dukas.
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THICK


Dukas met us in his lovely garden. This time, I noticed the invisible ninjas sitting in the trees above. So when he’d brought me into the garden last time, it wasn’t because he trusted me. He’d ruled for a long time, and had probably gotten more paranoid that someone would unseat him with each passing year.

I told him of the mysterious events.

He stroked his beard in contemplation and listened.

“Worship of the Outer Gods is a punishable offense in my empire,” he said after I’d finished. “But from time to time, groups that worship the Shadowsoul do crop up. Your story reminds me of something that happened a few months ago. One of these groups kidnapped some curseborn living in a nearby city. They brought them to the site of an ancient temple with intent to sacrifice them. Thankfully, my forces arrived just in time to stop the bloodshed.”

“What happened to this group of cultists?” I asked.

“We killed or captured most of them. Those we captured, we executed. But a few did escape.”

“Could someone from this same group have kidnapped the curseborn on the island?” Filia asked.

“It’s possible,” Dukas said. “The Outer Gods may have granted them the magic to do so.”

So we were up against cultists blessed by the gods they adored. It sounded like the worst sort of trouble.

“Those women are citizens of my realm,” I said. “I cannot allow harm to come to them. Whoever kidnapped them is my enemy.”

“I understand.” Dukas gave me a rare smile. “You’re taking to your kingly role with some eagerness, aren’t you? But you can’t save every man and woman in your realm from injustice. It’s simply impossible.”

“I have to try, though.”

“Yes, you do. But sometimes things go wrong, and it’s out of your control. Take it from a man who has ruled for a long time — there will be battles that you lose, but you must not let those losses destroy you.”

How nice to receive wisdom from an emperor.

“I get that,” I said.

Filia cleared her throat. “Emperor Dukas, is there any intelligence you can provide on the cultists?”

“I’ll give you what I have,” he replied. “But I’m afraid intelligence is all I can provide. You and I cannot be seen as allies. Not yet, at least.”

That was understandable. Perhaps his intelligence would prove useful. But it seemed my only course was to put a party together and explore the Vaulted Ceiling. I yearned to know more about what I might find, there.

Dukas and I shook hands.

After the meeting, Filia and I returned to Whispering Waters. Together with the girls, we reviewed the intelligence Dukas had given us.

“Apparently, if you sacrifice curseborn to the Shadowsoul in a certain way, it causes more Shadowsoul tethers to spawn,” Filia said while holding the scrolls Dukas had given her. “This, of course, strengthens the Shadowsoul’s hold over Lumaria. The goal of this cult, who are called the Disciples of Omega, is for the Shadowsoul to devour our world.”

Esme raised her hand. “But if the Shadowsoul devours Lumaria, won’t they die, too?”

“They don’t believe they will die,” Maria said. “They believe they will become one with the Shadowsoul.”

We couldn’t waste time. Citizens of my kingdom were in danger of being sacrificed to an evil god.

“How is progress going on your assignments?” I asked everyone.

“I’m crafting accessories and armor that will increase everyone’s stats,” Ruby said.

“I’ve already secured quite a lot of soulcores for you.” Ayla transferred them to me. I didn’t bother looking to see how many. I could do that later.

“I’m cooking up what I can,” Maria said.

“We’re going to head to the 5th floor, now.” Esme tapped on Sherry and Tara’s shoulders. Then she pulled out some cold-resistant clothing from her soul storage. “Wish us luck.”

I was slightly nervous at the thought of them tackling a floor of the Underground Forest without me. But they had good gear, now, and with our soulbonds leveled up, increased stats, as well. Not to mention all the abilities they had at their disposal.

“Good luck,” I said to them. “Bring me back a souvenir.”

“We’ll bring you the boss’s head!” Tara giggled.

Their enthusiasm made me smile. But it also worried me.

“Listen,” I said, “if the boss gives you trouble, retreat. I can always help you kill the boss. I just don’t have time to fight trash mobs.”

“We’ll let you know, handsome,” Sherry said.

I went to the Soulful Doll to increase my stats with the massive amount of soulcores Ayla had given me.

Soul Level: 29 -> 36

Strength: 13 -> 20

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 6 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 2100 (886)

I didn’t even hesitate. After what Emperor Dukas had told me about the strength stat’s hidden effect on one’s libido, it was all I cared to increase.

That’s not to say I was thinking with my member. Strength was also my most useful stat. I didn’t need to be that much faster; I needed to hit so hard, bosses would go down in a few swings of my chosen weapon.

A few hours later, the away team returned from the 5th floor of the Underground Forest. They looked a little worse for wear.

“A giant ice snake!” Tara said. “We couldn’t kill it, Remy.”

“It was weak to fire,” Sherry said, “but my attacks weren’t strong enough.”

Esme was panting. “I tried going into Ice Golem form, but it was no use.”

“I’ll take care of it,” I said.

I took Filia, Ayla, and Maria. The four of us teleported to the ice floor. The ice snake lived in a crater on a mountain peak. It sort of resembled the sand worm, but it could fly in the air, too.

It had this massive AOE icicle attack. But thanks to Ayla’s Shimmering Shield, it failed to hit us. Filia stunned it with her Storm Cloud, while Maria used Augmenting Rain.

I stopped time with the Time Crown, leaped in the air, and managed to hit the serpent fifteen times in five seconds.

The ice snake exploded into soulcores and goldcores.

BOSS VANQUISHED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 5 CLEARED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 6 UNLOCKED

I wasn’t even going to count them. I just wanted the treasure. Filia kicked open the gleaming golden treasure chest.

It was another piece of paper.

My blond wife picked it up and read the contents aloud. “Grants the one who writes their name here the Shadow Step ability.”

Adam had that ability. It was incredibly useful.

“It should be yours, Remy,” Maria said.

“I agree,” Ayla added.

Filia handed the paper to me.

I didn’t waste time. I pulled a pen out of my soul storage and scrawled my name.

Immediately, I felt the ability fuse into my body. I dashed forward and activated it on instinct.

The world blurred around me. Suddenly, I was thirty feet from where I’d just been.

I could feel the cooldown of the move, too. It was thirty seconds.

The girls clapped.

“All right, let’s get the fuck out of here,” I said, tired of the cold.

We got in the hot pool right after returning to Whispering Waters. But none of us were feeling relaxed. I told the girls to get a good night’s rest, because tomorrow we would all go to the Vaulted Ceiling. Every single one of us, except for Ruby. I couldn’t leave any of them behind since it was such an important area to explore. I needed all their abilities. Even more than that, I needed all their ideas.

It had been a busy few days, and as I lay on my pillow, my mind spun with all sorts of thoughts. Thoughts I’d been too distracted to face before. I’d become a lot more powerful, but my responsibilities had increased, as well. I loved not one woman, but seven. Seven wives. It was unreal.

And the best part was, they loved me just as much. I could feel their love flowing into me from their tethers, just as I felt their mana.

It was the best thing a man could ever have, and I wanted to keep it. I didn’t want anything to ever take it from me. No matter what, I would protect what I’d gained in this world.

As I drifted to sleep, I thought about the Deep Ones and the Outer Gods. Lumaria was some kind of battle ground between them. But as powerful as these gods were, they hid. Hid from us and each other.

We’d slain two Shadowsoul tethers, but had that helped free Lumaria from the Shadowsoul’s infestation?

And most important of all, when would I be powerful enough to confront it?

Was that time at hand? Did the Vaulted Ceiling have something to do with it?

What lurked in that strange city floating amid the stars? Who, or what, called that place home?

All this time, I’d believed my enemies to be the corrupt men who vied for power: Saran, Leric, Adam, Rohan, Dukas.

But was my true enemy waiting for me in the Vaulted Ceiling?

And if so, how powerful did I need to be to triumph?
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VAULTED CEILING


Filia visited me early in the morning. She had with her the summoning scroll we’d found in the forest on the mainland.

The one who writes their name on this scroll shall be granted the ability to summon the Deep God Nyarlathotep.

“Maybe you should write your name,” she said. “Then you could be a summoner like me.”

Did I really want to be a summoner, though?

“We don’t even know what this god will do if we summon him. He might decide to eat the entire planet or something.”

Filia handed the scroll to me. “You know what I think?”

“Tell me.”

“I think it’s not enough for you to merely be a king. I think you should become a god.”

I sighed. “Being a god sounds incredibly tedious.”

“How so?”

“Too much responsibility. I miss the carefree days.”

Filia laughed. “You know, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. You’ve already freed the curseborn on the island. And if the emperor agrees to your proposal, we’ll be free in the empire, too. I’d say you’ve done enough good, and deserve to simply be happy. A happy god.”

Such hopeful words. But until we’d destroyed the Shadowsoul, there would always be the looming threat of annihilation.

I couldn’t just drop everything and be happy. Not yet, at least. Not when curseborn citizens of my realm had been kidnapped by some deranged cult.

“Tell everyone to get ready,” I said. “In three hours, we leave for the Vaulted Ceiling.”

I made sure I had all my rings equipped. Ruby crafted clothes that improved my defensive stats, but I actually preferred to keep my invisibility clothing on. Even after all this time, I hadn’t found a better reaction ability than going invisible.

I wore the Time Crown on my head. Esme would be wearing the Leaping Shoes. Ayla would be wearing several defensive accessories, as well as the Red Fez to draw enemy attacks.

Ruby crafted some intelligence boosting accessories for Filia, and she wore those. I also received the boosting effect through our tether, so my magic attacks would hit harder, now.

Sherry wore her Mana Thong, which I loved more than anything. Tara had her Healing Choker on, and Maria her Hider’s Garter, which made her less likely to be targeted. Thankfully, that effect didn’t extend through the tether — it seemed all effects that manipulated agro wouldn’t extend to me unless I wore the gear myself.

Ruby also passed around various smaller pieces of gear that added a few stats here and there: leather gloves, darksteel pauldrons, bone earrings, and other things she’d crafted. Even though the girls were wearing these items, the stats passed to me through the tether. All of it combined gave me a huge boost to literally every stat.

Maria passed around Endurance Chocolates, as well as cups of Dusk Melon Juice that made it far less likely for anyone to be afflicted with negative status effects. We sat around a table outside my house and enjoyed these delights while discussing tactics for approaching combat situations, now that we all had so many abilities to wield.

That was the key to everything: using our abilities and mana as wisely as possible. It would make all the difference in regard to how much progress we could make.

Esme led us in performing some basic stretches. It sounded mundane, but the last thing you want during a long dungeon run is a cramp. With all the preparation done, we crowded around the fast travel point. I teleported us to the Vaulted Ceiling.

We materialized on a flat glass floor. We walked up a staircase that led into the city itself.

A glass fountain the size of a lake adorned the entrance to the city. The statue of a twisted, centipede-shaped god towered in the middle of the fountain. The water itself shimmered like diamonds.

“This place is unreal,” Filia said. “Like, what the hell even is this beastie?”

“I really hope we don’t encounter the creature that inspired this statue,” Sherry said.

We continued past the statue and onto a massive street lined by glass towers. I felt like an ant crawling on the sidewalk of a metropolis. In this place, we were all like ants.

A howl sounded from behind us. We turned to see a flying creature that resembled a wyvern. It was translucent, like the glass around us; we could see the bones beneath its skin.

“Get ready!” I said.

We got into our standard formation, with Ayla and me at the front. Esme and Sherry stayed in the middle, while Tara, Maria, and Filia held the back line.

“It’s weak to fire,” Tara said with her spectacles on. “And missile damage.”

Esme and I hit it with ice arrows while Sherry conjured her Small Meteors. It swooped down toward Ayla, then released a ball of fire from its mouth. Ayla tanked a single hit while I conjured my flame spear and stabbed it in its ugly face.

A massive shadow bled off of it. The wyvern flew back in the air, but I grabbed on to its neck and continued to stab it with my spear. It howled and shrieked, but I refused to let go.

Finally, it exploded into shadows. I fell back onto the glass street as goldcores rained around me.

At least fifty goldcores were scattered across the street — an insane haul for killing a single monster.

We all worked together to collect them, then continued onward.

In the distance down the street loomed a massive staircase that led into an enormous palace. But the street was not straight, and wound its way up and down and through myriad strange structures. We had no choice but to follow the street and hope it would take us to where we needed to go.

Another Void Wyvern attacked. It opened by shooting balls of fire at everyone. Ayla used Shimmering Shield to block the fire balls, while the rest of us piled on our attacks. While jumping in the air to attack the wyvern, it managed to smack me with its wing. The force sent me flying into the ground. Thankfully, Tara and Maria healed me as I made impact. I was back on my feet in less than a second.

I impaled the wyvern with my flame spear, and it exploded.

We gathered all the goldcores and continued onward.

Soon, we found ourselves inside a tunnel of glass. Within the walls of the tunnel were the stars themselves, swimming like they did in the bands of the Milky Way. It was a stunning sight to behold.

We came across a gleaming golden treasure chest. Filia kicked it open. It contained another hundred goldcores.

“We have two hundred goldcores, now,” Esme said. “Imagine what we can do with that.”

“Improve the lives of so many on the island.” Ayla smiled. “And get Remy more soulcores, too.”

Now wasn’t the time to consider what we were going to do with all that wealth. We had to go as deep as we could into the Vaulted Ceiling. We had to make the most out of this day.

A screech from the depths of hell sounded down the tunnel. We held our battle formation and crept closer to whatever was making such a horrible noise.

It looked like a giant ooze with dozens of tentacles sticking out of its gelatinous body. It smelled ungodly, too.

“Gross,” Tara said. “Remy, please don’t let that thing touch me.”

“That’s a right only I have,” I said.

“Not true.” Filia giggled. “I recall touching her quite a bit.”

Maria gazed at Filia in shock. “Really? So that was you I felt through the tether.”

“Focus!” I said as the monster crept closer. “This thing looks strong.”

“It’s weak to piercing and holy,” Tara said. “It’s totally resistant to ice.”

The flame spear sounded like my best bet, once again. But I didn’t want to get too close to it. Better to kite it around with ranged attacks, since it didn’t seem too fast. Those tentacles, though, could latch onto any one of us if we got too close.

While Sherry hit it with Small Meteors, Filia and I flung lightning balls at it. But the shadows were quite small. All my ranged attacks, except for the ice arrows, scaled off of intelligence, which I’d kept at 1. If I couldn’t find a way to close the distance, this was going to be a tedious fight.

I inched closer. But as soon as I got within range of its tentacles, one of them surged toward me. It was insanely fast — even considering my high agility. I had to use Shadow Step to dodge it.

I backstepped. We all did. This was some sort of mini-boss, it seemed. A mighty monster to test everything we’d done to make ourselves stronger.

And like always, I intended to destroy it.
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DAGON


A mouth opened within the Giant Ooze’s body. It spat out a green, jelly-like substance. Ayla used Shimmering Shield to protect us from it. When the green jelly landed on the ground, it burned and sizzled, then exploded.

“It’s got a crazy powerful AOE attack,” Maria said. “Everyone, please be careful.”

We hit it with all the ranged attacks that we could, but the shadows that bled off its form were too small. Still, this slower strategy was better than a quicker strategy that endangered us.

After about ten minutes of simply using ranged attacks, the creature roared with intense anger.

“Second form is coming,” I said. “Everyone, stay back!”

The entire Giant Ooze exploded. From its gelatinous carcass emerged a kraken with the wings of a bat.

It flapped its wings, sending shockwaves at us through the air. These shockwaves had a slowing effect. It was as if the air had turned into molasses.

It spread its wings, then swooped toward us.

I was hoping Ayla would use Shimmering Shield, but her mana must’ve been too low. The wings of the flying kraken hit Ayla and Sherry. The two curvy women cried out in pain, but their gear must’ve saved them from taking too much damage.

Maria and Tara healed them up.

“Use Augmenting Rain,” I told them.

“Sure thing,” Maria said.

Her life-giving rain doused us. It was the most wonderful, tingly feeling. My veins burned with such vitality.

Tentacles shot out of the kraken’s back. They snapped toward Maria and Tara. With her mana regenerated, Ayla used Shimmering Shield, blocking the attack.

The rest of us continued to use our ranged abilities. But it was barely tickling the creature. The shadows were hardly perceptible.

The flying kraken’s eyes lit up. The ground itself began to shake. Pillars of fire erupted between us. One almost burned Esme.

This fight was not going well. I couldn’t just stand back here and do piddling damage. I had to engage with my melee weapons.

I went into Ice Golem form. Esme didn’t need the mana, in any case, since this beast was immune to ice. I surged toward the flying kraken. It hit me with its tentacles, but they simply rebounded off my hardened skin.

Once I was near enough, I leaped in the air and hit it with my wind hammer. I bashed it as many times as I could. The shadows were big and thick.

Then it roared. The roar was so powerful, it sent me flying back, slowing my limbs. I cursed because I’d been in the perfect position to use my Time Crown. I’d just waited a second too long.

The kraken spread its wings, then readied itself for another swoop attack.

Suddenly, the tether between Filia and me appeared. It glowed the color of the morning sun.

A portal opened in the air, the edges of it spinning and shimmering. From within the portal emerged a giant creature that walked on two legs, yet was covered in scales. Its face resembled that of a frog.

“Dagon,” Filia said, as if calling to the creature. “Destroy that monster!”

Dagon lunged forward and grabbed the flying kraken. He clutched two of its tentacles, then ripped them off. The flying kraken cried out in agony as shadows erupted from its wounds. The kraken tried to wrap its remaining tentacles around Dagon, but it did not seem to phase the Deep One that Filia had summoned.

Dagon opened its fanged mouth and bit the kraken in the face. That caused the kraken’s entire face to turn into shadow, and tentacles to burst out of its neck stump. Dagon’s eyes turned red. Lasers shot out of them, burning the kraken.

The evil tentacle creature exploded with a torrent of shadows.

Dagon roared in satisfaction. It turned and gazed upon us.

“Go home, Dagon!” Filia called. “Your work is done.”

The giant Deep One marched back into its portal and vanished.

Filia dropped onto her knees. I ran to her.

“You all right?” I asked.

“Out of mana,” she said, her breathing shallow.

I made a fast travel point. “You and Esme should go home.”

“What about the rest of you?” Filia asked.

“We’ll be coming, shortly. I just want to see what’s beyond here.”

Filia nodded. She and Esme used the fast travel point to return to Whispering Waters.

“That was some fight,” I said to the girls. They all looked quite shaken. Everyone was sweating despite the cold. “I’m proud of how all of you fought.”

We continued onward down the tunnel. It fed into some sort of tower. We could see the higher floors from the inside, though could not see how to climb up. I tried using the flying carpet, but whatever enchantment helped it to fly did not work, here.

The first floor of the tower had several chambers. We explored them while dispatching a few trash mobs.

While we were exploring a room full of strange, glowing crystals, Tara tugged on my shirt.

“Remy! I saw someone!” she said.

“Where?”

She pointed to a giant crystal. I noticed a shadow behind it in the shape of a person.

I conjured my flame spear and approached. A woman stepped out from behind the crystal.

She was a gorgeous, buxom blond whom I recognized.

“Olana,” I said. “I’m so glad we found you.”

She seemed to be somewhat afraid, the way she bit her lip and trembled.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“We’re here to rescue you and the other curseborn.”

“Really?”

“I’m the king now, Olana.” I put my hand on my heart. “I can’t let my citizens be hurt. Tell me, what happened to all of you?”

“I’m the only one who managed to escape.” Tears shimmered in her eyes. “They’re looking for me, I’m sure.”

I made a fast travel point in the space between us. “Let’s go back to Whispering Waters. We’ll talk there.”

“Whispering…what?”

“It’s where we live,” I said. “It’s safe, Olana. You can trust me. I promise no harm will come to you.”

That sounded like something someone untrustworthy would say, but I tried to be as sincere as I could.

“Olana.” Tara stepped forward. “Remy is a good man, believe me. He helped Maria and me so much. He can help you, too.”

Olana nodded. “All right. I suppose I have no choice, in any case.”

We all fast traveled back to Whispering Waters.

Olana could barely walk. She must’ve been on the run for who-knows how long. We let her sleep in Tara and Maria’s house.

The girls were all tired, too. We each decided to get some rest. It had been a long and grueling dungeon dive.

Ruby wasn’t tired, though. She came over to my house to give me a massage. During the massage, I fell asleep. I dreamed about that strange dungeon floating in the stars, and the gods who had fought each other there.

When I woke up, Ruby was asleep next to me. I was feeling restless and couldn’t go back to sleep, so I decided to take a walk. I left the shield barrier and walked through the swampy area of the 1st floor of the Underground Forest. I revisited the old village I’d explored with Maria and Tara. The few monsters I sighted didn’t bother me.

I sat on the roof of an old, decrepit stone house. I stared up at the underground stars.

If only I could go back to the Vaulted Ceiling and find those curseborn who’d been taken. But at the very least, we’d managed to help Olana. She was safe, now, and no harm would ever come to her. I wouldn’t allow Adam to take her back, ever.

I returned to town. I went to Tara and Maria’s house and looked through their window. The two girls were asleep on their living room floor. The door to their bedroom was open, and Olana was sitting up in their bed.

She noticed me. Damn, I must’ve seemed like some sort of creeper. Still, I waved to her.

She came outside.

“Did you get a good rest?” I asked.

Olana nodded. She had such creamy skin, and her blond hair was gorgeous and long. “The bed was comfortable.”

She didn’t seem very talkative. But Tara had seemed that way when I first met her. Now, you couldn’t pay Tara to shut up. Perhaps Olana would grow more comfortable around us, with time.

“You’re welcome to stay here, Olana,” I said. “Only people I permit can ever set foot in this town. No one will harm you, here.”

“Thank you. It just… it sounds too good to be true.”

“Things have changed. Like I said, I’m the king. On the island, curseborn are no longer treated like shit.”

“I see.”

I didn’t want to ask her about the Vaulted Ceiling and the cult, yet. I wanted her to trust me, first. But perhaps I didn’t have the luxury of waiting around to ask the important questions.

“Come to my house,” I said. “We’ll talk more there.”


20






OMEGA


I gave Olana a cup of purple tea. We sat across from each other in my living room.

“How did you escape?” I asked.

She sipped her tea and reflected in silence for a moment. “It was Adam. He found us. He managed to free me.”

That was shocking. Had Adam entered the Vaulted Ceiling before us?

“Adam freed you?”

“Yes. But I didn’t want to go with him, so I ran. I ran from him and the cultists, both. It was a miracle that you found me.”

“Did they chase you?”

Olana shook her head. “Adam and the cultists began fighting each other. I took that opportunity to run.”

If the cultists were as powerful as I feared, Adam might be dead.

“You’re safe now, Olana. You understand?”

Olana sipped her tea and nodded. I could still see the doubt in her eyes. The fear.

“Tell me about the cultists.”

“They are called the Disciples of Omega. They worship the Outer Gods.”

“Who are they, exactly? Do you know their names?”

“I never saw their faces. They each wear a mask. It’s what gives them their powers.”

I’d never heard of such a thing before. A mask giving you powers?

“What kind of powers?” I asked.

“Powers from the Outer Gods. These aren’t like elemental powers or anything. Their power is dark, and terrifying.”

The teacup shook in her hand.

I got up and sat next to Olana. I put my hand on her shoulder to steady her. I looked deeply into her eyes.

“I will protect you, Olana. And I will not let any harm come to you.”

“Why would you protect me?”

“Because I’m the king. I protect everyone in my realm. And more than that, I have a heart. A heart that can’t bear to see you suffer anymore.”

She blushed, then set her half-full tea cup down on the table. “I’m sorry to have been such trouble.”

“You shouldn’t apologize for that.”

“Is there any way I can repay you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t need to be paid for doing my kingly duty.”

“You’re not like any king I’ve ever heard of. Most kings do not think of others so much.”

“The only reason to gain power is to help others who need it the most. And right now, those curseborn in the Vaulted Ceiling need me.”

Olana looked at me with such pleading eyes. “Please tell me how I can help. Whatever I must do, I will do it.”

“Adam might come after you again. I think the safest place for you is here.”

“No. I don’t want to hide while others do all the fighting. Please, let me go with you.”

I couldn’t deny her that. She had a noble spirit, that much was obvious. She cared about helping the other curseborn, despite the danger to her from both Adam and the Disciples of Omega.

“I’m glad we got to talk,” I said. “Go back and get some more rest. We’ll talk more later.”

In the morning, I visited each of the girls to see who had any stamina left. Ayla was spent, and so was Maria. Esme tried to convince me that she had enough energy, but I could tell she was worn out.

Sherry could barely get out of bed. Only Filia and Tara seemed to have energy, though not a whole lot judging from how sluggishly they walked.

We wouldn’t be returning to the Vaulted Ceiling today, since everyone needed rest.

I’d have to make two teams and switch between them. Taking all the girls at one time wasn’t viable because then they would all tire out at once.

I decided that Tara, Filia, and Sherry would be Team A. I’d have to work hard to dodge-tank because Filia and Tara preferred to be at the back of the formation, while Sherry preferred the middle. This team was highly powerful with magical attacks, which was great.

Esme, Ayla, Maria, and Olana would be Team B. This team lacked offensive power compared to Team A, so I’d have to focus on katana and hammer attacks with my high strength. Because Ayla was on this team, it would be safer for Olana, since Ayla could shield her. This was certainly the more conservative, safe team. Progress with it might be slower, but also far less risky.

Because I had so many wives now, I decided that I would date them in pairs. This whole time, I’d been noticing who got along best with who. That’s not say all the girls didn’t get along — they most certainly did. But sometimes, you just vibe with a person more.

The pairs would be as follows:

Esme and Ayla.

Tara, Maria, and Filia — technically a trio, but since Tara and Maria shared a soulbond, it counted as two soulbonds overall.

Sherry and Ruby.

Doing things this way would help me level up two soulbonds at once.

I decided to spend time with Tara, Maria, and Filia that night. We visited our secret island. While Tara and Maria cooked, I chopped logs, and Filia foraged. We began building the foundation of our cabin. It was fun.

Oh, and we had incredible fun on the beach right after.

So much fun, that my soulbond with Tara and Maria leveled up.

SOULBOND OF WATER LEVEL 4 UNLOCKED

NAME: Tara and Maria

CLASS: Water Shaman

Strength: 1

Intelligence: 8 -> 11

Agility: 5 -> 7

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 1

Mind: 3

Luck: 4 -> 5

WATER ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW WATER ABILITY UNLOCKED

After we’d had enough fun, the four of us lay on the sand together and watched the stars.

“What do you think our new ability is?” Maria asked.

“Something awesome, I’m sure,” I replied.

Tara stretched and yawned. “We should invite Olana here.”

“I thought outsiders weren’t allowed,” I said.

Filia giggled. “Maybe Olana shouldn’t be an outsider.”

I knew what she was getting at.

“I don’t think we should suggest such a thing to her,” I said. “I just rescued her from an abusive husband and a deranged cult, after all.”

But the idea of holy elemental powers did intrigue me. Those claws that Adam had manifested seemed cool and powerful. What other abilities did she have, I wondered? Was she more offensive, defensive, or support focused? Did her abilities scale with strength or intelligence?

She seemed like a kind and determined soul. It would be enough to have her as an ally, for now.

“I still don’t get why anyone would want to serve the Shadowsoul,” Tara said. “It’s so freaking dumb!”

“Not everyone thinks the way we do,” Maria said. “Some people lose hope entirely. And for those without hope, the darkness must be comforting.”

The Shadowsoul’s darkness wasn’t just darkness; it was the eldritch reality of the Outer Gods. It was something else that we didn’t want to see this world turned into.

“Hey,” Tara said, “I can feel our new ability.”

The tether connecting me to the twins glowed.

“Wow!” Filia exclaimed. “What could it be?”

A tingly white and green energy suffused me for a moment. All of a sudden, I felt energetic. As if I’d just woken up after a full night of sleep.

“What did that do?” I asked.

“It seems to have reset your endurance to max,” Maria said. “And also healed you of all status effects.”

That sounded pretty damn awesome. “You should cast it on everyone,” I said. “We all need a shot of endurance.”

Tara shook her head. “I think it’s only temporary. The endurance effect lasts about five minutes.”

So it lasted about the length of a battle. Still, pretty useful for the ending portion of a dungeon dive, when everyone is tiring out. It was sort of like their Augmenting Rain, though that replenished mana and also increased stats for a few seconds. This Status Cure ability had a much longer effect on endurance.

The four of us slept in the sand while staring at the stars, wrapped in each other’s arms.

The next morning, we went back into Whispering Waters to prepare for a Vaulted Ceiling run. First, we stopped by Ruby’s shop. The girls were able to upgrade some of their defensive stats by putting on a new set of clothes that Ruby had crafted.

“How was the island?” Ruby asked.

I gave her a kiss on the cheek. “It was great. We had a really restful time.”

“Remy made the foundation of the cabin,” Filia said. “It’s coming along nicely.”

Ruby giggled. “I really want to see it. I haven’t even been over there, yet.”

I’d have to take Ruby and Sherry over there on our next date night.

I briefly went to see Olana. I let her know that we would be exploring the Vaulted Ceiling in the hope of finding the other curseborn. She wanted to come, but I told her to wait until tomorrow, when I’d bring Team B.

Together with Tara, Filia, and Sherry, I teleported to the Vaulted Ceiling.
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PROGRESS


We took our planned formation with me in the front, Sherry in the middle, and Tara and Filia in the back. The first thing we had to do was find a staircase that led higher into the tower. There were several rooms on the first floor. Last time, we’d found Olana in one of them. What else would we find in this strange place?

Turned out, not much. The rooms were empty, aside from these strange crystal formations that jutted out of the walls and ground.

No staircase leading up, which meant nowhere to go.

“What if it’s hidden?” Filia said.

“Could be,” Sherry replied.

Tara snapped her fingers. “I know! Remy, remember when you rescued me and took me to the Underground Forest for the first time?”

I nodded. “Of course. One of my fondest memories.”

“You asked the Soulful Doll for a scenic spot where we could get to know each other,” Tara said, “and she told you about that illusory wall!”

Could it be that the staircase was hidden behind an illusory wall?

“I see what you’re getting at,” I said. “Okay, let’s all go… hit some walls.”

We spread out and attacked every wall in sight. The feeling of smacking a wall with my spear and having it recoil wasn’t very fun, so I switched to whipping the walls with the water whip.

That was a lot more satisfying.

Ten minutes later, Tara yelled, “Found it!”

We all followed her into one of the rooms. A winding staircase had now replaced the far wall.

“I whipped it good,” Tara said, “and low and behold, our way forward appeared!”

I gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Good job.”

We proceeded up the stairs.

As if guarding the second floor, a strange winged creature stood at the top of the stairs. Within its wings were eyeballs. It stood on two legs, yet was covered in black feathers.

“It’s some kind of evil angel,” I said.

Tara put on her spectacles. “It’s weak to fire.”

I gave Sherry’s shoulder a squeeze. “That’s your cue, my love.”

Sherry giggled. Then she unleashed a Small Meteor at the Fallen Angel.

The angel screamed in anger. It pointed at us with its clawed finger. A tornado of darkness flew out of it, toward us.

It hit Sherry, sending her onto her back.

“I can’t see,” Sherry cried out.

Shit. Had she been blinded?

Tara cast Water Heal and Status Cure on Sherry.

“That’s better.” Sherry got back on her feet and began flinging more Small Meteors at the Fallen Angel.

Meanwhile, I closed the gap and impaled its torso with my flame spear. Filia flung lightning balls at it from a safe distance.

But the Fallen Angel was pretty fast. It lunged forward, and I barely managed to evade its claws thanks to my Shadow Step technique.

With another hit of my flame spear, it exploded into shadows, leaving us plenty of soulcores and goldcores. It also dropped Black Feathers, which I assumed was a crafting ingredient. It was one we hadn’t seen before, so Ruby would be pleased.

We continued onto the second floor. Once again, there was a big central area with a bunch of smaller rooms. We stuck together and explored them one by one.

A treasure chest with a glowing silver light sat at the far end of one of the rooms. Sherry kicked it open. It contained a bunch of potions – nothing too useful, since Tara had all the cures we needed.

Again, we didn’t find any stairs.

I sighed. “Having to hit every wall is so tedious.”

“Maybe there’s a hint or something,” Filia said. “Like a puzzle.”

“Or maybe the wall looks slightly different,” Sherry added.

I shrugged. “Who the hell knows? Better to just brute force it, since there are four of us.”

Tara was the only one who seemed to enjoy the idea of hitting every wall. She skipped around the room, giggling as she whipped each wall.

“I suppose we could just let her do it,” I said to Sherry with a grin.

“That would be mean, handsome,” Sherry replied.

“But she likes it so much.”

We all continued hitting the walls. This time, I was the one who found it. There really was nothing different about the wall I’d whipped, nor did I notice any sort of puzzle. It really was just about randomly hitting walls until you found the right one.

At the top of the stairs to the third floor, two Fallen Angels waited. Sherry and I decided to go into Flame Form. With our flaming bodies, we crashed into the first angel. The move was so devastating, the angel exploded within seconds. Then we did the same to the second angel, and it exploded, too.

That move expended about 75% of Sherry’s mana. It would’ve expended all her mana, but her Mana Thong made the difference.

“I’ll cast Augmenting Rain when you’re near zero,” Tara said to her.

Sherry gave Tara a head pat. “You’re so helpful, cutie.”

On the third floor, we repeated the process of hitting walls. It was Tara who found the wall, again. At the top of the stairs to the fourth floor waited three Fallen Angels.

“Oh God, they increase in number every single time,” I said.

Filia rubbed her hands together. “Let me handle them.”

She summoned Dagon. The Deep One emerged from his portal, his expression filled with fury. He ripped the angels apart with his webbed hands, then returned to his home in the depths.

With Filia’s mana depleted, Tara cast Augmenting Rain. It refilled everyone’s mana.

The fourth floor, thankfully, was different. In fact, all we could see ahead of us was a massive chasm and a single glass square floating above it.

I’d seen this type of puzzle before in a videogame. It was some sort of illusory floor. We had to find the pathway, or fall.

We stood on the first glass platform. Now we had to figure out the direction of the next platform.

“Anyone have an item they can throw?” I asked.

Filia rummaged through her soul storage and pulled out a faded pair of shoes. “These ought to work.”

She tossed one shoe to the right and the other to the left. But no platform appeared. Instead, they fell into the chasm below.

“Got anymore shoes?” I asked.

Filia rummaged through her soul storage, again. This time, she took out a beat-up looking hat.

She tossed it like a frisbee at our front. It landed on the invisible platform, causing the platform to materialize before our eyes.

We all clapped and cheered. Then we proceeded forward to that platform.

“Uh, got anymore old stuff?” I asked Filia.

She crossed her arms and glared at me. “How about the rest of you contribute?”

“I know what to do.” I pulled out three soulcores from my soul storage and tossed them in each direction. A platform appeared to our left.

“You know, three soulcores used to be the difference between going to bed hungry or full,” Sherry said. “It’s not right to waste money like that, handsome.”

True enough.

“We can use these.” Sherry pulled out a bunch of bones from her soul storage. “They’re from all those skeletons we murdered on the 2nd floor of the Underground Forest.”

Oh yeah. The lava floor.

“Hey, crafting ingredients are useful,” Tara said. “Ruby will be livid if we just throw them away like that.”

“We have to use something,” Filia added. “And I’m not about to toss my entire wardrobe into a chasm, old or not.”

“Look, let’s just use the bones,” I said. “We killed so many of those damned skeletons. We’re beyond needing bone armor, in any case.”

It took about fifteen minutes, but we eventually crossed the entire chasm by throwing bones to light up the proper platforms. A staircase waited for us at the other end, leading up, of course.

As expected, four Fallen Angels guarded the entrance to the fifth floor.

“How fucking predictable.” I let out an annoyed sigh.

By now, we were getting tired.

“Should I just summon Dagon again?” Filia asked.

“Why not?” I answered. “I think we’ve made enough progress, in any case.”

Filia called on the Deep One. But Dagon was only able to rip apart three of the angels before heading back home. Sherry and I went into Flame Form to destroy the fourth.

And that was that. We put down a fast travel point and returned to Whispering Waters.

The first thing I did was head to the Soulful Doll to level up.

Soul Level: 36 -> 41

Strength: 20 -> 23

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 6 + 3 -> 7 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 1 -> 2

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 2600 (1717)

Yeah, I put a point into luck. I mean, it was a cheap way to literally double my luck, right? Although I doubted it scaled that way. Still, as soon as I put that one point in, I had the itch to buy a lottery ticket, something I’d never felt or done before. Not that there were lottery tickets in this world, as far as I knew.
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ALLIANCE


Ayla came to me in the morning.

“A messenger from Heimdal arrived,” she said. “Apparently, the emperor wishes to speak with you.”

I stirred my morning coffee. “Why can’t he just come here?”

“You know why. He’s the emperor. He wants you to come to him.”

“I guess I better put my pride aside and go.”

I was intending to marry his daughter, so I had to respect his authority as a son would a father, at the very least.

“That’s good of you, Remy,” Ayla said. “Pride poisons so many people’s minds.”

“True enough.”

“Can I come, this time? I’ve been to the mainland before, obviously, but never inside Heimdal itself.”

“Of course. You’re running Port City, so it would be good for you to see how things are done in Heimdal.”

I took Filia along, too. The three of us fast traveled to Heimdal.

We visited the emperor in his garden, once again.

“Good of you to come so promptly, Remy,” Dukas said. “I have an answer to your proposal.”

“And what would that answer be?” I asked.

“The answer is ‘yes.’ I’ve also chosen a suitable daughter for you.”

I gulped and tried my best to hide my nervousness. “Good. I’m glad.”

“I know you’re worried about whether she’s beautiful or not.” Dukas chuckled. “Of course, I find her very beautiful. She is my daughter, after all.”

That could mean many things. But even if the girl wasn’t beautiful, I had a duty to marry and treasure her.

“I’m sure she is as you say,” I said.

“Samantha,” Dukas called. “You can come out, now.”

The girl that approached was about Esme’s height. Skinny. She had long, straight black hair and wore a pair of gold spectacles. From how she fidgeted with her hands, I could tell she was nervous. Her purple dress struggled to hide some nice curves.

“Pleased to meet you, Remy,” she said, barely able to look me in the eyes. “Uh, I’m, um, my name is Sa-Samantha.”

“He’s not going to eat you, Samantha,” Dukas said. “Stand up straight and look him in the eyes.”

She had been slouching, and now straightened her back. But she still struggled to look me in the eyes.

“It’s nice to meet you, Samantha. You look lovely.”

She actually did look quite lovely. She was cute, in a nerdy sort of way.

“T-Thank you,” Samantha replied. “You’re very handsome.”

Dukas sighed and rolled his eyes. “Remy, you ought to know something about Samantha. She’s a curseborn.”

That surprised me. If she was a curseborn, then why was she allowed to say here, in the palace?

I didn’t ask because I didn’t want to upset her. But I could assume that, just like on Earth, the laws for the rich and powerful were different than the laws for the poor and powerless.

“I can tell you’re surprised,” Dukas said. “Samantha has never left this palace. Her punishment for being a curseborn was not exile, but rather imprisonment within this golden cage.”

How strange to call it a punishment when they’d done nothing to deserve it, aside from being born on a certain day.

“I see,” I said. “Well, that’s going to change if she’s with me.”

“Good.” Dukas put his hand on my shoulder and gave me a penetrating look. “You have mixed feelings about this, don’t you?”

I shook my head. “Not at all. Your daughter is beautiful, just as you said. And I’m already married to several curseborn, so that doesn’t bother me, either.”

In a way, Samantha was like Maria. But Samantha had at least gotten to live her life in luxury. She wasn’t allowed to leave the palace, but the palace was massive, unlike that room they’d kept Maria trapped in.

Samantha and I took a stroll around the garden while Dukas, Ayla, and Filia waited elsewhere. It was somewhat awkward. The two of us had little in common, and the circumstances thrusting us together had nothing to do with love or lust. It was a political marriage. But that didn’t mean it would only be that. Love, and lust, could both bloom with time and familiarity.

“I heard you’re from Earth,” Samantha said. “What was it like over there?”

I was talking to a woman who’d never left her home. I didn’t want to complain about my past life to someone who’d been trapped her whole life.

“Earth was a mix of good and bad,” I replied. “There weren’t too many monsters roaming around, like here. It was a big place, full of beauty and wonder. But humans… humans messed a lot of things up.”

“I see. I wish I could visit it, one day. I’ve heard you can do so with an item called the World Mirror.”

“I know of this item, though the truth of it remains a mystery to me.”

“They say the World Mirror was as large as the sky, but that one day it shattered. You can only find fragments of it, now.”

How mysterious. “Who created it?”

“I believe it was created by the Deep Ones,” Samantha said. “But even in all the books I read, I did not find too much about its origins.”

So Samantha really was a lot like Maria. The two of them might get along well. Perhaps they’d even read some of the same books.

“I haven’t had any time to read books since I got here,” I said. “All I’ve done is fight monsters and explore dungeons. Not that I’m complaining.”

“I should like to try that.” Samantha giggled. It was a lovely sound.

“I’d delight in taking you on a dungeon run. Tell me, Samantha, what’s your weapon?”

She fidgeted with her hands again. “Oh, uh, umm, it’s a, well⁠—”

“Look, I’m an easy going guy. I’m not here to judge you. Why don’t you just show me?”

“Umm, okay.”

Samantha held out her hands. A scythe made of black and purple light materialized in them.

“A void scythe,” I said in disbelief. “It doesn’t get much cooler than that.”

Samantha giggled. “You like it?”

“I love it. I can’t wait to swing that thing around. Hey, what’s your ability?”

“Oh, Father doesn’t like when I use it here. He gets really, really upset.”

I didn’t want to upset Dukas, obviously. “Okay, you can show me later. I am really looking forward to seeing it.”

We chatted some more. She asked me a lot of questions about the dungeons I’d explored. She also wanted to know about the island and how the curseborn survived, there.

“I’m so excited to come see Whispering Waters,” Samantha said. “It’s incredible that you built a town within a dungeon.”

“I know, right?”

“And I’m excited to meet all of my sister wives.”

Oh God. That word again. I suppose I just had to accept it.

“It doesn’t bother you to share?” I asked.

Samantha shook her head. “Of course not. You are a king, after all. My father has many wives. It’s just something all kings do, right?”

“Right. And in my harem, we really are one big, fun family. I think you’ll fit in really well.”

“You mean no one fights in your harem?”

I pointed to a family of birds that were settled in their nest on one of the cedars. “We all get along just like they do. It’s surprising, I know.”

“That’s such a relief. I was worried there would be all sorts of jealousy. Like the way some of my stepmothers are jealous of my mother.”

That sounded awful. What was the point of having a harem if the women just schemed and fought against each other? I mean, sure, getting to be with different women would still be a lot of fun. But there would be no sense of camaraderie. No team. No family.

“It’s not like that at all in my harem,” I said. “The women all love me, and I love them. But they also love each other, too. Everyone cares for everyone.”

“That’s truly amazing. I’m so excited!”

We talked some more, then said our goodbyes. I returned to speak with Dukas.

“We’ll have to prepare a very public wedding ceremony,” the emperor said. “The world needs to see you pay your obeisance to me.”

“And I will. As any good son would to a father.”

Dukas chuckled. “Good. It’s nice that there isn’t going to be a war.”

“I was kind of looking forward to it.” I gave him a grin to show it was a joke.

“Oh, I’m sure you could’ve fought us to a standstill. But it would have been very bloody.”

The last thing I wanted was to subject my people to bloodshed. If peace required me to pledge obedience to Emperor Dukas, then I would. But that didn’t mean I was going to obey him. It just needed to appear that way for the sake of his political standing.

We shook hands. I returned to Whispering Waters along with Ayla and Filia.
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HEAVENLY MASSAGE


To my surprise, Ruby was standing in my room when I returned home, a bottle of oil in her hands.

“I crafted this,” she said, “from a really slippery gel dropped by the oozes. It’s perfect for massages.”

Those God-forsaken oozes sure were the source of a lot of useful ingredients.

“Can’t wait to see how it feels on my skin,” I said, feigning a smile. The idea of the oozes’ gelatinous material covering my skin didn’t excite me, but you never know how a thing feels until you try it.

I stripped and lay down on my bed. Ruby rubbed the oil across my back and began the massage.

“How is it?” she asked.

“Amazing, as always.”

She focused on my shoulders first, her pressure soft and even. I always fell asleep whenever she massaged me, and this time was no different.

When I woke up, someone else was in the room with us.

“How was your nap, handsome?” Sherry asked.

Ruby was now massaging my thighs while Sherry sat next to me on the bed.

“Really good.” I yawned.

“You’ve been working yourself too hard,” Sherry said. “You deserve to relax a bit.”

It was hard to relax fully when we hadn’t yet found the curseborn. But it did no one any good for us to be high strung, or to push ourselves too hard. Only so much progress could be made on any given day. The girls needed rest to recharge their mana and bodies, after all.

“You’re right about that,” I said as Ruby massaged my feet.

“Forget about all your worries outside of this room,” Sherry said. “You’re the king, and you deserve to be treated as such.”

I did my best to put the worries out of my mind. The way Ruby massaged my feet certainly helped. We’d all been doing a lot of walking in the Vaulted Ceiling, and it had taken its toll on my feet, which were now calloused. They ached all the time, too, not that I ever let it bother me.

Whatever magic she did with her fingers, it made all the aches disappear.

“Turn over,” Ruby said.

I flipped onto my back. Only then did I notice how erect I was, probably from having just woken up, in addition to being in the presence of two beautiful women.

“You know, I have a special technique for my favorite part of your body.” Ruby ran her fingers across my thighs in a tingly and pleasurable way. “It’ll make you feel like you’re in heaven.”

Sherry got behind me, then lifted my head so it rested on her luscious thighs. She began massaging my forehead. “I’d like to see this special technique of yours, Ruby,” she said with a giggle. “I’m sure Remy is going to love it.”

“Oh, he will,” Ruby said. “So what do you say, Remy? Would you like me to try?”

“Why do you even have to ask? Of course I want you to try.”

Ruby giggled. “It’s always proper to ask before I touch the most sensitive part of your body.”

Ruby slowly slid her fingers up to my balls. She traced her fingers around my crotch, only lightly brushing my erect cock. She moaned, as if she were enjoying it just as much as I was.

She opened her bottle of ooze oil and dripped some of it onto my tip. Then she slid her fingers across my tip and spread the oil down my shaft.

“Your cock is so hard,” Ruby said. “I plan to keep it that way until you’re on the verge of exploding.”

Sherry took off her shirt. Her gorgeous breasts popped out. They were a delight for my eyes as Ruby caressed my cock with her hands.

With her soft touches and strokes, Ruby would bring me to the point of coming, but then she would slide her hands onto my thighs and it would stop me from coming. She did it again, and again, making me yearn to explode. And yet, I so enjoyed the teasing. The pleasure was unreal.

I fondled Sherry’s breasts as Ruby continued to massage my cock and balls. This went on for almost thirty minutes. It was nirvana, being brought to the edge so many times.

“Do you want to come now, Remy?” Ruby finally asked. “I think it’s time that I allowed you your release.”

“I want to come inside of you,” I answered. “You deserve a reward for massaging me so perfectly.”

“Oh? That’s very generous and kind of you, my king.”

Ruby removed her panties. She climbed on top. She slowly slid her pussy down onto my oily cock, then began bouncing up and down with a soothing, rhythmic motion. Meanwhile, I sucked on Sherry’s soft nipples.

I was in heaven ten times over. I didn’t have to do anything but suck and lick a perfect pair of breasts while Ruby slid her tight pussy up and down my cock. It was a sensory experience like no other.

Ruby leaned forward. She kissed me, then kissed Sherry. Then she sucked on Sherry’s nipples, too.

Sherry moaned as we both sucked and licked her amazing pair of breasts.

“Mmm,” Ruby said. “They’re so nice and soft. I wish I could lick them all day.”

Ruby increased the pace of her bouncing. I could feel her pussy begin to gush as she brought herself close to completion.

“Come for me, Remy,” she said. “Fill me, please.”

“Of course. I’m coming!” I yelled.

I exploded inside of her. Reams of cum drenched her insides. Ruby let out an ecstatic moan as she came.

Our tether appeared. It blazed with all sorts of colors.

SOULBOND OF ??? LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

SOULBOND HAS TRANSFORMED

SOULBOND OF ??? -> SOULBOND OF CRAFTING

NEW CRAFTING RECIPES LEARNED

What the hell was that? Did our soulbond just become a crafting soulbond? How was that even possible?

Ruby had this almost spiritual look written across her face. “I just… I just learned a whole bunch of crafting recipes, somehow.”

“Somehow?” I replied.

“Yeah, they just popped into my head.”

“Well… isn’t that useful.” Sherry giggled. “It seems you can learn more from fucking Remy than you can from reading any old book.”

That sounded like an incredible soulbond effect. Who knew soulbonds could even do that? I suppose I still had a lot to learn about this world and the way things worked.

“Wait a second… I even learned how to make elite-grade gear,” Ruby said. “The recipes are all there, in my mind. I can see them as clearly as I can your faces.”

Sherry gave Ruby a kiss on the lips. “I’m so happy for you. Now you know how it feels when our soulbonds with Remy level up.”

“Thank you,” Ruby replied. “I’m sorry, but… would it be all right if I left? I really want to try some of these recipes out.”

“Of course,” I said. “Sherry can keep me company for the rest of the night. You go and do your thing. I can’t wait to see how the elite gear turns out. Make something good for me.” I gave her a kiss on the cheek.

Ruby left to try out her recipes. Sherry and I began making out like crazed lovers. She sat in my lap so I could cup her amazing, thick ass cheeks.

We were disturbed by a knock on the door.

“Come in!” I yelled.

Esme stormed into the room.

“It’s been a while,” she said, “since you let me watch.”

It had been a while. I couldn’t forget our original agreement. Or rather, the privilege she held as my first wife: the right to watch.

“Go sit on the other side of the bed,” I ordered.

Esme played with herself as I fucked Sherry doggy style. I would peek at Esme as I thrust, curious about how she was pleasuring herself. She had her panties around her ankles and her fingers on her clit.

Before I was about to come, I pulled out. I spread my seed all over Sherry’s tits. I absolutely drenched them.

“Clean her up,” I ordered Esme, just like old times.

She eagerly and excitedly did as ordered, not leaving a single drop of my seed on Sherry’s chest.

For the next round, I let Sherry ride me. And ride me she did, as if I were a bull at a rodeo.

I came inside of her. Our soulbond appeared and cast the room in a dizzying red glow.

SOULBOND OF FIRE LEVEL 3 UNLOCKED

NAME: Sherry

CLASS: Flame Mage -> Flame Dancer

Strength: 3 -> 6

Intelligence: 6 -> 9

Agility: 2 -> 4

Endurance: 4

Vigor: 1

Mind: 5

Luck: 1

FIRE ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW FIRE ABILITY UNLOCKED

Holy shit. A dancer class! Could that mean what I imagined it did? Did Sherry now have the ability to make someone act again? How would that even work? Unless she could make someone act again without any cost to mana.

That sounded insanely powerful. But I didn’t want to bring it up in the moment, since I wanted to give Esme a treat.

I had Esme clean us both in the bath. And then I let Sherry finger her to completion while I fucked her face. It was, by any standard, an incredibly fun night for everyone involved.
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GLORY OF THE OUTER GODS


The next day, Olana, Ayla, Maria, and Esme geared up and met me at the fast travel point. We teleported to the Vaulted Ceiling.

Meanwhile, the other team went into the Underground Forest to farm.

Tackling two big dungeons at once was proving to be a challenge. By the end of today, both teams would be tired. We’d need to take another rest day, tomorrow.

But we needed loot from the Underground Forest to progress in the Vaulted Ceiling. We needed to be as efficient as possible.

Even though my stats and soulbonds had advanced considerably, so had the strength of the monsters. The Vaulted Ceiling, after all, was the home of the Outer Gods. It was going to test me more than anything else ever had.

We climbed another floor of the tower and fought a group of Fallen Angels. Olana’s skill was a Holy Heal, which worked similarly to Maria’s Water Heal, except it also provided a temporary buff to both strength and intelligence. She would cast it on me every few minutes. She stayed in the back of the formation with Maria, hesitant to use her holy claws against the angels.

I couldn’t blame her. Those angels hit hard.

At the next tower floor, an opening led outside of the tower and onto a wide road. Glass buildings flanked the road, their tips touching the stars. The road was crowded with other sorts of monsters: strange translucent oozes, glass skeletons, and see-through goblins. We took it slow, letting Ayla draw agro and use her Shimmering Shield as often as possible. Esme and I would use our ice katanas or arrows to take the enemies out.

We continued down the road fighting monsters. The stars in the sky seemed to get stranger the deeper we went into the Vaulted Ceiling. No longer did they twinkle with a single color, but rather several. And they seemed to be smeared across the sky instead of in a single place.

“Remy!” Olana called.

She pointed down the road. A masked figure stood in the distance, a dark aura surrounding his body.

“It’s one of them!” she said. “The cultists!”

The Disciples of Omega. Finally, we’d found one.

“Stay back,” I told the girls. “Let me handle this.”

“I won’t let you face him alone,” Esme said.

“Just stay behind me,” I replied.

I approached the masked man. He was wearing a purple hood, and I could not see any of his features. The mask itself was formed from dark energy.

“Where are the curseborn you kidnapped?” I asked.

“Who do you think you are?” the masked man said. “A hero, come to save them?”

“I am the king, and they are my citizens,” I replied. “You and your cult have committed grave crimes, for which you’ll be punished.”

The masked man laughed — such a dark and discordant sound. “We are one with the Shadowsoul. Soon, your pathetic little island will be devoured.”

“No. I won’t let you or the Shadowsoul hurt anyone. Now answer me — where are the curseborn women you kidnapped?”

“We are preparing the ritual,” the man said. “We must honor the Outer Gods. When the New Year dawns, they shall be sacrificed, and the world as you know it will end.”

So the sacrifice was planned for the New Year, which was a few weeks from now. That meant we still had time to find them, though not as much as I would’ve liked.

“Take me to them,” I said. “Now. If you do so, I’ll forgive your crimes.”

The man laughed. “I don’t seek your forgiveness. What are you — a mere man — compared to the glory of Azathoth and Shub-Niggurath?”

I’d heard those names before, though couldn’t quite place when or where.

“A man can become a god, too,” I said. “Though with your attitude, I doubt you’ll live long enough to see my rise.”

“Such arrogance!” The black aura surrounding the masked man glowed, as if he were about to cast magic. “You are poisoned by hubris. Perhaps it is because you have not yet seen. You will witness the power of the Outer Gods, and you too will bow before them.”

The dark mist churned and twisted around the masked man. It glowed with a blinding black light, then streamed into the man’s body.

His limbs snapped and twisted. Tentacles shot out of every part of his body.

Soon, the man turned into a mass of tentacles and eyes, all on a bulbous body. It resembled an ooze, but far worse, and I already hated the base form of oozes.

“It’s weak to holy,” Maria said.

Too bad Olana and I weren’t soulbonded. I would’ve loved to use her holy claws.

“Let’s kill this fucker,” I said. “Maria. Cthulhu time!”

“Roger that!” Maria closed her eyes and channeled her power.

A portal to the beach of the Deep Ones opened. Cthulhu stepped through. He hovered toward the Tentacle Ooze and began ripping out tentacles off the ugly thing’s form. But the Tentacle Ooze was resilient. He even dodged some of Cthulhu’s smashing attacks.

Soon enough, Cthulhu returned to his home, leaving us to do the rest.

“Esme. Ice Golem Form!” I called.

We both turned into Ice Golems. With the invulnerability the form provided, we closed the distance to the tentacle monster and bashed it as many times as we could.

But it still didn’t go down. And now, both Esme and Maria were out of mana.

I took out my red sword. I began dancing around the monster’s tentacle attacks using Shadow Step. I even used my Time Crown to freeze time and cut several tentacles off its body.

All the while, shadows had been erupting out of it. It seemed to have a huge health pool, unfortunately.

“Ayla,” I called. “Cast Divine Wind!”

The wind god emerged from its portal. It resembled a hurricane, but in the shape of a god. The wind god pulled the tentacle monster into its storm, causing shadows to bleed off it.

But even that did not take it down. And now, with the other girls out of mana, only Olana and I remained to fight it.

“I’m sorry,” Olana said. “I don’t have the agility to get near without taking critical damage.”

I regretted expending all our special abilities instead of trying to whittle this thing down more slowly. But in the heat of battle, you have to make decisions. You have to take risks. Sometimes they pay off, sometimes they don’t.

Maria, Esme, and Ayla stayed at the back. I continued to attack the Tentacle Ooze with my red sword. Olana would hit me with a Holy Heal whenever I took damage.

Then the Tentacle Ooze glowed with a furious green light. It absorbed shadows out of the air, and grew. It grew to three times its size, and the eyes in its disgusting body turned red.

“Fuck,” I said. Of course this bastard was going to have a second form.

One of the red eyes fixed its gaze on Olana. A laser shot out of it. Olana had no hope of dodging the attack. It hit her, and she screamed and fell.

“Olana,” I said, “are you all right?”

“I’ll… be okay…” She was breathing fast.

“I’m sorry. I promised I wouldn’t let anyone hurt you, and yet…”

“You did your best.” She smiled. “No one has ever treated me as well as you have.”

The Tentacle Ooze roared. Its red eyes were fixated on us. It was about to unleash its laser attack. I had to do something, or we were finished.

I took Olana’s hand. “I’ll protect you for the rest of your life. Will you soulbond with me, Olana?”

“Of course I will, Remy.”

Her holy tether shot out of her core and into mine, shining with pure white light.

SOULBOND OF HOLY LEVEL 1 UNLOCKED

NAME: Olana

CLASS: Holy Maiden

Strength: 3

Intelligence: 5

Agility: 3

Endurance: 3

Vigor: 1

Mind: 3

Luck: 2

WEAPON UNLOCKED: HOLY CLAWS

NEW HOLY ABILITY UNLOCKED

Immediately, I bore my claws, leaped in the air, and descended upon the Tentacle Ooze.

It was so incredibly weak to holy attacks that I simply ripped it to shreds. Using the claws was so fun, especially combined with my high agility. I was like a lion slashing at its prey.

The Tentacle Ooze had no chance to hit me with its laser eyes. I simply dodged them with Shadow Step, then stuck my claws into its ugly form.

With another flurry of claw swipes, the Tentacle Ooze burst into shadows.

SHADOWSOUL TETHER SLAIN

Holy shit, it was a Shadowsoul tether the entire time. Unbelievable.

There was no use in lingering. We picked up the massive amount of soulcores and goldcores it dropped. I made a fast travel point, and we all teleported back to Whispering Waters.

Everyone was unbelievably exhausted, Olana especially. I let her rest in my bed while I took a dip in the cold pool along with Esme, Ayla, and Maria.

“You did the right thing,” Esme said. “Now you can protect Olana, forever.”

I sighed. “Just don’t say the s-word.”

“You mean ‘sister-wife?’” Maria said with a giggle. “We have a new one. Yay!”

Ayla and Esme laughed, while I put my face in my palm.
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NIGHT WALK


Olana woke up around midnight, shortly before I was about to take my late night walk.

“Care to join me?” I asked her.

“For?” She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes.

“I like to stroll around the 1st floor of the Underground Forest. It’s peaceful. Funnily enough, the monsters keep away, probably because of my high soul level.”

“Of course. I’d love to walk with you.”

I left the room so she could change her clothes. Though we were soulbonded, we weren’t yet familiar. That would have to happen naturally. I hoped this walk would help move things along.

I needed to get to know her better. She wasn’t just a hot, curvaceous blond. She was a person with a heart. A heart that had been wounded by Adam and whoever else had mistreated her.

She came outside wearing a pink button-down shirt and skirt. It suited her rosy complexion. Her wavy blond locks ended below her neck, where her shapely breasts began. I could see her nipples poking through her shirt.

I didn’t let her catch me staring, though.

I held out my hand. She stared at it, then realized she was meant to take it. From the shaky way she placed her hand in mine, I could tell she was nervous. Her hand was clammy, too.

I smiled at her. “Did you sleep well?”

“I did. Your bed is very comfortable.”

“I’m glad.”

We walked together to the edge of the barrier. She seemed hesitant to leave it.

“What is it you’re worried about?” I asked.

“N-Nothing. Sorry. I just…”

“You can tell me, Olana. I won’t judge you.”

“What if… what if Adam is out there?”

I looked into the distance. All I saw were swamps, a few oozes, and a bunch of ugly gargoyles in the trees.

“You were very brave to come to the Vaulted Ceiling,” I said. “I know now how hard it must’ve been for you. If leaving the barrier makes you uncomfortable, then we don’t have to.”

“I… I want to… I know I’ll be safe as long as I’m with you, Remy.”

That warmed my heart. She believed in me. That was why she’d felt safe enough to come to the Vaulted Ceiling, despite the many dangers lurking there.

We left the barrier together. We walked to the abandoned village, with its stone hovels and broken towers. The stars above twinkled in their strange way.

“Did you grow up on the island?” I asked.

Olana shook her head. “No. I’m from up north in the mainland.”

Interesting. So she wasn’t even from this part of the world.

“How’d you end up here?”

“I was captured by slavers. They sold me to a rich man in the empire, who used my healing skills to make money. He’d charge a few goldcores for people to come and be healed by me. Adam was one of those people. He was so impressed with my skills that he bought me and soulbonded with me.”

Her story made a thorny realization pop into my head. “And you’re still soulbonded to Adam, even as you’re soulbonded to me.”

Olana nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. I thought… I thought he was saving me. That’s why I was so eager to go with him. But he turned out to be the cruelest man I’d ever met.”

No wonder Olana had been hesitant to trust me. I needed to show her that I’d never be anything like Adam.

“We need to find a way to sever your soulbond with him.”

“But how? Soulbonds can’t be severed.”

“They have a saying in my world — ‘where there’s a will, there’s a way.’”

“I like that. There is one problem, though…”

“What is it?”

“Both Adam and I will start feeling intense pain if we’re kept apart for much longer. And yet, the idea of being near him is revolting to me.”

Oh shit. I’d almost forgotten about that side effect of soulbonds. You can’t remain too far from your soulbonds for too long, or the tether starts to flow painful feelings into you.

“We’ll figure it out, together,” I said. “I promise.”

I didn’t want our night walk to be all about Adam or the sad things that had happened in her past.

“What’s your favorite food?” I asked. “We can have Maria and Tara make it for you. I think they’d love that.”

“I don’t know.” Olana chuckled. “Chocolate is nice, I guess.”

So she didn’t have strong opinions about food. Perhaps eating for her was more about survival than enjoyment. That had been the case with most of the girls before I met them. Soon enough, I was certain Olana would learn to enjoy everything.

“What’s yours?” she asked.

“Pizza.” I didn’t even hesitate.

“Pizza? What’s that?”

“Something I haven’t had in a long while. It’s got bread, and tomato sauce, and cheese, and any topping you like.”

“Sounds nice.”

“It’s really nice. I’ll have to ask Tara and Maria if they can make some. With their skills, I’m sure they’ll ace it on the first try. Oh, but we’ll have to build a brick oven for them, otherwise it won’t come out quite right.”

“I can’t wait to try some pizza.” Olana giggled. “I wish I could cook so I could be the one to make it for you.”

“I’m sure Tara and Maria would love to teach you.”

“Really? You don’t think they’d be annoyed?”

“Annoyed? No way. They’re a patient pair. And they’re really kind, too. Like I said, everyone treats each other with love and respect in my harem. You have nothing to worry about.”

We went into one of the houses, climbed the stairs, and sat on the roof. It was nice to look down at the rest of the village from here, and also see across into the distant tree lines. It was neither too hot nor too cold, with a calm breeze blowing through the night air.

“Do you come here a lot?” Olana asked.

“Recently, yes. It’s a nice, peaceful escape. It’s funny, because Whispering Waters used to be that for me. But now it’s become a big town, and I feel I need to get out and be among nature.”

“Being around so many people all the time makes me uneasy, too.”

“Sometimes it’s just nice to hear the wind and look at the stars, as cliche as that may sound.”

“Very true. Up north, we believed we were one with nature and the world. Going outside and being among nature was almost a holy thing.”

“Now that’s something I can believe in.” I chuckled.

I recalled that it was the north where the cults worshiping the Shadowsoul had originated. I wondered if Olana knew anything about that. Although, the north was probably a huge place, and I was largely ignorant of what it was like. Better not to assume anything based on my limited knowledge.

I took out some of the chocolates Maria had made from my soul storage.

“Try these.” I dropped some in Olana’s delicate hands. “I bet you’re gonna love them.”

Olana nibbled on a piece. “It’s delicious, and so sweet.”

“Maria made that.”

“You’re lucky to have such a good cook as a wife.” Olana smiled. I so loved seeing her smile.

“I am a very lucky man,” I replied. “In so many ways. I’m lucky to have you as a wife as well, Olana.”

“You think so? What do I bring to your cause, though? I can’t cook like Tara and Maria. And they can already heal.”

“You bring your companionship. That’s all that I want.”

“But you already have so many companions.”

“So? Each of them are special to me. Each is irreplaceable. As are you.”

She blushed. I took her hand and kissed it in a gentlemanly way.

“You’re quite the charmer, aren’t you?” she said.

“I just speak my heart. Nothing more, nothing less.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and kissed her on the lips. Tasting her for the first time sent a feeling of electricity through me. No matter how many times I’d gone through this experience, that first kiss was always something special.

Soon enough, we went from light kissing to making out. I pulled her closer until she was basically sitting in my lap. She no doubt felt my sword lengthening.

“I like you so much, Remy. I can’t contain myself.”

“I like you too, Olana. You don’t have to contain yourself. We can do whatever we want. We’re soulbonded, after all.”

We made out some more. I unbuttoned her shirt so I could slide my hands across her waist and up her sides toward her chest. I felt her breasts, which were so soft in the hand. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I brushed my palm against her nipples. They were soft, too, though utterly erect. Olana moaned as I played with her nipples.

I unbutton her skirt as we made out like high school lovers. She helped me pull off my shirt. Soon enough, we were naked. I so loved the sight of her curves.
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HOLY F


I pulled a pillow and blanket out of my soul storage. I spread the blanket across the stone of the roof so Olana would have something to lie on.

“I want to taste it.” Her blue eyes looked so eager.

She knelt and rested her knees on the pillow, while I stood. I gripped my erect cock and placed the tip on her lips.

She rubbed her lips across my tip, then began to lick. She took my tip in her mouth, caressing it with her tongue. A wave of pleasure hit me, and my knees jerked slightly.

I held her hand as she stared into my eyes and pleasured me with her mouth. I so loved gazing into her sapphire eyes.

She took my cock deeper into her mouth, almost to the point of gagging. It felt like such a warm and wet home. I encouraged her by lightly squeezing her hand and moaning with pleasure.

She pulled my cock out of her mouth, her saliva dripping down her lips and my tip.

“Why do you taste so good, Remy?”

I answered by putting my cock back where it belonged. She eagerly swirled her tongue around my tip. She pooled a lot of saliva in her mouth to bathe my cock in wetness.

She took it slow, sucking on my tip and lathering it with her tongue. Her technique was on point. She was a natural.

But she was also somewhat timid. I didn’t want her to be timid. I clutched her beautiful, rosy cheeks and fucked her mouth. Slowly, at first, so she wouldn’t gag. But as I got into it, I increased my speed. From the way she looked at me, so full of lust, it was obvious she loved what I was doing.

I pulled out after a few minutes to give her mouth some rest.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “I want you to fuck me in any hole you like, for as long as it pleases you.”

“Oh I will.”

I stuck my cock back in her mouth. I fucked her face for another five minutes. Then we changed positions. She lay down on the pillow, and I knelt over her and fucked her face that way. It was a much more comfortable position.

After a few minutes, I was close to coming. “I’m going to fill your mouth with cum.”

Olana nodded. I released my seed into her mouth. I could almost feel it hitting the back of her throat. There was so much of it, I was worried she would choke.

“That’s my wedding gift to you,” I said. “Make sure you swallow it all.”

Olana nodded. I pulled out and watched as she swallowed all my cum in one big gulp.

“Good,” I said. “You’ve made me very happy. Now it’s my turn to make you happy.”

My cock was erect immediately. High strength sure has its advantages.

She lay down with her head on the pillow. I teased the lips of her pussy with my tip. This made her moan, and she begged me to go inside with her eyes.

I waited for her pussy to get nice and wet, then slid my cock inside. Olana was so tight. As I pushed inside, I felt some resistance, but because she was so wet, I was able to overcome it with little force.

“It feels so good,” she said. “I’ve never felt anything this good before.”

I thrust slowly. I leaned forward so I could kiss Olana and show her how much I longed for her. She met my tongue with such passion. Such love. Soon, we were both caught up in an indescribable ecstasy.

She wrapped her arms around me, and I let myself get lost in the task of pleasuring her. I let my tongue go wherever it wanted: across her nipples, neck, ears, and lips. She responded to each of my actions by moaning and holding onto me harder.

We changed positions. I turned her around and lifted her ass up. Such a gorgeous sight. I fucked her doggy style while holding onto those hard hips. I increased the speed and force of my thrusts, all while enjoying the slap of her soft ass cheeks against my thighs.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

That made me increase my speed even more. By the time her pussy began to gush with fluids, she was practically screaming with pleasure.

We rested in each other’s arms for about fifteen minutes. Not much was said as we stared at the stars, utterly satisfied with life.

Then Olana climbed on top of me, and we began the next round. She rode me in a rhythm of her choosing while I simply relaxed and enjoyed the feel of her tight pussy around my cock. I wouldn’t take my eyes off her huge, bouncing tits.

She faced the other way, and I got to watch her ass cheeks as she rode me in the reverse cow girl position. It was a total delight for my senses.

After that, she faced me again, and I pulled her in close. While keeping her on top, I fucked her by thrusting upward. I increased my pace and ferocity, and also stuck my tongue in her mouth. We made out as I thrust deeper and harder than I had before.

Finally, I was close to coming.

“I’m going to fill you,” I said.

“Oh yes. Please, fill me with your seed, Remy.”

I released a load of cum inside of her. When I pulled out, there was so much that it flowed onto the blanket.

“I’m all warm inside, now,” Olana said. “Thank you, Remy. That was the best thing I’ve ever felt in my entire life.”

Our tether appeared. It glowed with the holiest white light. I felt her adoration and complete sense of safety. Her affection for me combined with my affection for her. It was like enjoying the warmth of the sun on your skin after a long, cold winter.

SOULBOND OF HOLY LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

NAME: Olana

CLASS: Holy Maiden

Strength: 3 -> 5

Intelligence: 5 -> 7

Agility: 3

Endurance: 3

Vigor: 1 -> 2

Mind: 3 -> 4

Luck: 2

HOLY ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW HOLY ABILITY UNLOCKED

We lay in each other’s arms, again. This time, we were both spent. She drifted to sleep, while I continued to gaze at the stars and wonder what lurked in the dark spaces between them. Were the Outer Gods watching me?

Well if they were, I hoped they enjoyed the show.

As usual, I wondered what Olana’s new ability was. It seemed her stats were more balanced in terms of physical and magical potency, which I liked. She was a bit of a jack-of-all-trades, which was good to have. Her presence could fill in any number of weaknesses on my teams.

I suspected her new ability was a strength-based, offensive ability. That would be really nice to have, since I benefited from using strength-based attacks the most.

Olana woke up after about ten minutes. We returned to Whispering Waters to relax in the hot pool for a spell. After that, we both went to bed.

For some reason, I couldn’t sleep. Instead of lying down, I decided it was time for another stat increase. I went to the Soulful Doll.

“How is progress in the Vaulted Ceiling?” it asked.

“Pretty good, for now. It’s a tough dungeon, that’s for sure.”

“Of course it is. You’ll have to use all you’ve learned to survive it. And you’ll have to get even stronger.”

“On that note, open wide and enjoy these soulcores.”

Soul Level: 41 -> 45

Strength: 23 -> 26

Intelligence: 1 -> 2

Agility: 7 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 2

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 3000 (299)

I took the unusual step of putting a point into intelligence. Immediately, my mind began to stir, and all sorts of ideas about how I could optimize my build, and even manage the kingdom better, popped into my head.

Of course, intelligence made you more intelligent. Only now was I intelligent enough to realize that, it seemed.

I laughed. I’d been ignoring a really useful stat. Perhaps the most useful stat.

Not that it had cost me anything. I was in as good a place as I could possibly be, and my higher intelligence affirmed that.

That was enough powering up for one night. I returned to my bed, where Olana was already enjoying a deep sleep. I tucked her into my blanket and watched her for a few minutes. Such a beautiful woman. She deserved to be loved and treasured. She was going to make a fine, and fun, addition to my harem.

I did some breathing exercises to help me sleep. With the increased intelligence, it seemed more difficult to shut off my mind. It just had so many ideas spinning around in it, now, as if they were being generated from some hyper-intelligent awareness buried deeper within.
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LIKE OLD TIMES


I spent the next day with Esme and Ayla. We decided to tackle the 6th floor of the Underground Forest together. A little bit of work before play.

We teleported to the end of the last floor we’d cleared, then took the elevator down. After about five minutes, it stopped descending. We were now in a cave, so we walked until we found light.

As soon as we stepped out of the cave, it hit us: a sandstorm. The sand even got in my eyes.

Yup, this floor was a desert. It was covered in dunes as far as the eye could see, which wasn’t very far, given that we were immersed in a sandstorm.

A miniature sandworm popped out of the ground in front of us. Its maw looked ready to suck us up. Esme lunged forward and sliced it in half with her ice katana.

“Impressive moves,” I said. “You’ve gotten strong.”

We fought plenty more of those as we walked onward. There were also these black-feathered giant birds that resembled phoenixes. Esme and I took them out with our ice arrows while Ayla used Shimmering Shield to protect us from their swooping attacks.

We had to take a break to drink water. The dehydration really set in fast in this place. The air was utterly dry, after all.

We kept at it, but the dungeon seemed to have no end in sight. Like the prior floor, it was a gauntlet of battles.

After a while, we decided trekking through a desert wasn’t a fun way to spend what was supposed to be a date. We made a fast travel point and returned to Whispering Waters.

“I have a fun idea,” Esme said, her clothes and hair covered in sand. “Let’s return to Rakshana Springs. You know, the original hot spring.”

“Why?” Ayla asked. “We have our own hot spring here, at home.”

“But wouldn’t it be fun to return there?” Esme replied. “Just for a change of scenery. And for nostalgia purposes, of course.”

Esme had a point. Even if we had all the comforts in our home town, a change of scenery was often refreshing. And it would be interesting to return to the hot spring, now that I was king of the island. They’d probably insist that I stay for free, though I obviously wasn’t going to. As king, I had to set a good example and pay for every service rendered to me.

“I’m game,” I said. “We’ll stay in their very best room. What say you, Ayla?”

“Well, of course.” She smiled. “Hopefully we’ll have just as much fun as our prior visit.”

We showered to get the sand off our bodies and put on some fresh clothes. Afterward, we fast traveled to the overworld, then used the roller coaster car to drive to Rakshana Springs. I hadn’t put a fast travel point there, yet, but with so many of them accumulating, I might as well once we got there.

The entire staff greeted us. They even bowed. And as I expected, they offered to let us stay for free in their finest room, though I insisted on paying them. Eventually, after much insistence, they relented and accepted payment.

We were led to our villa: a gorgeous two-story wooden structure that floated over the water itself. It even had its own private, outdoor shower area and bathroom. The interior was covered in pillows and divans, and a massive bed that I could only describe as emperor-sized took up literally an entire room.

“This is gonna be so much fun!” Esme said. “We should visit the restaurant.”

“Agreed,” I said. “After that desert trek, I’m famished.”

We were given the finest table at the restaurant, which was inside of a cave. The stalactites above us shimmered with whatever gemstones were lodged within them.

“Let’s just order the entire menu,” Ayla said. “We can give away the leftovers.”

We ordered everything on the menu. The food was as strange as it was last time, though I had gotten used to it, somewhat. Still, I preferred Tara and Maria’s cooking. It was far more homely.

I enjoyed something that resembled a seaweed salad, while Ayla and Esme tried to sample everything, from the cactus-looking appetizer to the blue cheese dessert.

“Things really have changed,” Esme said. “Remember how we had to farm all those floating jellyfish to even afford a single night here?”

I laughed. “Good times.”

“I’ll never forget the day we met,” Ayla said. “And our little Leaper Lizard farming group.”

“I still love those shoes,” Esme said. “In fact, I’m wearing them right now.”

It was one of the few early pieces of gear that continued to come in handy, along with my Invisibility Clothes.

“Has it been stressful managing affairs in Port City, Ayla?” I asked.

“The nobles can be an annoying bunch,” she replied between sips of her lentil soup. “But I’m learning how to deal with them.”

“I don’t envy you.” Esme chewed a carrot. “I’m glad Remy didn’t choose me for that job. Dealing with rich folks is definitely not my area of expertise, nor does it sound very fun at all.”

Ayla sighed. “I wouldn’t call it fun, ever. But if it frees up Remy for more important things, then I’ll happily fill the role.”

I caressed her cheek. “Never forget. You have a unique title among all my wives. Queen.”

Just hearing that word made Esme giggle. “How wonderful that a servant like me gets to dine with the king and queen.”

“It’s only because you’ve been a good servant,” Ayla said with an evil grin. “And you better continue being good, or else your queen will punish you.”

“I’ll be good.” Esme was practically licking her carrot. “I’ll make my king and queen so happy.”

It sounded like they were ready to begin the fun. But we still had a ridiculous amount of food left to try. The staff continued to bring dishes out on silver trays, and we’d try a few bites of each.

Was this what it was like to be rich, back on Earth, too? I’d heard of rich people buying out entire hotels for a few nights. Buying out Michelin-star restaurants, even. It always sounded so ridiculous and unattainable to me.

But I suppose I’d now attained it. And yet, in my memory, our first visit to this place felt just as fun as our current one. This time, we were in a better room and had more food than we could ever consume, but these extravagances didn’t make the experience that much more enjoyable.

I suppose the true wealth was in the bonds I’d forged with my harem. The fact that Esme and Ayla were both with me was what really mattered. Without them, it didn’t matter how nice my room was or how much food I could order — it wouldn’t be any fun. It wouldn’t be satisfying.

And yet, there were people back on Earth who were willing to kill others — even people they loved — for money. It just seemed so ridiculous. Now that I had everything, I knew exactly what I could and couldn’t do without. My bonds were indispensable, but soulcores and goldcores and even the status of king was only worth it to keep my women safe and happy. The luxuries were just that — luxuries. They didn’t add all that much to the enjoyment.

“Remy is in deep thought!” Ayla said. “Just look at him. So cute.”

“What you thinking about?” Esme asked.

I smiled with a serene sense of satisfaction. “I’m just happy. Happy you two are with me. We’ve been through a lot together, haven’t we?”

“We’re only getting started.” Ayla took my hand. “There’s still a whole world to explore, and more worlds beyond this one, right?”

“We’ll do it together.” Esme rested her foot on mine under the table. “Master Remy.”

“Hey, I’m a king now,” I said.

“Master-King Remy.” Esme scratched her cheek. “It doesn’t quite roll off the tongue, does it?”

Ayla and I laughed.

The three of us ate and laughed and chatted. Finally, we decided our bellies were full. We took a pleasant stroll around Rakshana Springs, pointing out the things it had that our onsen didn’t, as well as the things we had at our onsen that they didn’t have here. We didn’t have any waterfalls, for example, but we did have a lot more natural shade from the trees that grew in the Underground Forest.

Then we returned to our villa. There were so many pillows spread around the rooms and the emperor-sized bed, that we ended up having a pillow fight. It was something I hadn’t enjoyed since I was a child.

However, because I had such high strength, I had to be really careful. Even a light whack from me could knock one of them out. So I basically just let them pummel me with the massive pillows.

Soon enough, we were tired from throwing pillows around the room. We lay together in the emperor bed. The mood was set perfectly for what was to come next.
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MASTER-KING REMY


I made out with Ayla. While I was doing that, Esme pulled up Ayla’s shirt and unhooked her bra. She sucked on Ayla’s huge breasts.

“Servant,” Ayla said. “Did I give you permission to do that?”

Esme stopped sucking, saliva dripping from her lips. “No, my queen. I’m sorry if I⁠—”

“Shut that slutty mouth of yours,” Ayla said. “You presumed too much, and for that, you must be punished.” Esme knelt on the bed. She would not look Ayla or me in the eyes, and would just gaze down at the sheets.

“I will accept whatever punishment you deem appropriate, my queen. It is what I deserve.”

Ayla shook her head. “No, you deserve far worse. But I am a merciful queen. I will punish you only to correct your bad behavior.”

“Yes, I need to be corrected, my queen.”

So far, I’d been content to just watch. It was like enjoying a live porno.

“What say you, my king?” Ayla said. “How shall we correct our servant?”

“She transgressed with her mouth,” I said. “Therefor, it is her mouth that must be punished.” I held out my hand in front of Ayla. “Give me your panties.”

Ayla slipped off her panties for me. I rolled them up in my hand, then stuffed them in Esme’s mouth.

Esme’s moans were muffled.

“Keep your queen’s underwear in your mouth,” I said, “for as long as it pleases us.”

Esme nodded. Her own panties were starting to get wet.

Ayla and I began making out again. Our tongues were so hungry for each other. Esme simply watched while fidgeting with her hands.

“We should tie up her hands, too,” Ayla said. “She doesn’t seem to know what to do with them.”

To my surprise, Ayla took out a leather rope from her soul storage. Where had she gotten that?

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s tie her up to the bedposts.”

“That’s a lovely idea, my king.” Ayla’s smile was full of mischief.

Because the bed was so wide, we could only tie Esme’s left hand to the bedpost. We allowed her to keep her other hand free.

Ayla pulled her panties out of Esme’s mouth.

“How did you like the taste of me, servant?” Ayla asked.

“I loved it, my queen. You taste so good. If only I could taste you directly.”

Ayla shook her head. “You have not yet earned that privilege. Be a good servant and mayhap you will.”

“I’ll be good, I swear,” Esme said. “I’ll be the best, most obedient servant you’ll ever have.”

I stood on the bed and dangled my balls above Esme’s head. “Your king has something for you to taste.”

Esme began licking my balls. She put them in her mouth. I made out with Ayla while Esme serviced me.

“Very good, servant,” I said. “Now for this next part, I need you to really open wide. Can you do that?”

Esme nodded, her chin covered in saliva. “Of course, Master King Re⁠—”

I stuck my dick in her mouth. I began to fuck her face. I showed her no mercy, since that was what she enjoyed. Esme’s mouth was so warm and wet. I so loved the feel of it.

Finally, I made her gag. I pulled out so Esme could breathe.

“Thank you, my king.” She panted. “You have given me far more than I deserve.”

Ayla cupped Esme’s face in her hands. “Repeat after me, ‘all my holes are for my king and queen’s enjoyment.’”

Esme nodded. “All my holes are for my king and queen’s enjoyment.”

“Say it again. Louder, this time!”

“All my holes are for my king and queen’s enjoyment!”

“Good.” Ayla straddled her pussy over Esme’s face. “Don’t you dare lick it.”

“I won’t, my queen.” It was obvious that Esme really wanted to. She inhaled deeply, enjoying the scent of Ayla’s pussy.

“Did I say you could smell your queen’s pussy, servant?” Ayla tugged Esme’s hair.

Esme winced. “I’m sorry, my queen, but I could not resist. It just smells so good.”

“We keep correcting you, and you keep acting so disobedient.” Ayla cupped Esme’s face again while standing over her. She smothered Esme’s face with her pussy. “Is this what you want, servant?”

Esme’s moans were muffled.

“Lick it good, then,” Ayla said. “I want to feel your tongue deep inside me.”

Esme clutched Ayla’s ass cheek with her one free hand, then pulled herself closer to Ayla’s pussy. She eagerly stuck her tongue inside.

Ayla moaned with delight. Whatever Esme’s technique for licking pussy, it must’ve been incredibly good. I was tempted to check Ayla’s tether just to see how it felt.

I couldn’t resist. I clutched my tether with Ayla. Her feelings and emotions poured into me. It was like getting a blow job times ten. I couldn’t handle the waves of pleasure washing over her, so I released my grip on the tether and let it be.

“I’m going to come,” Ayla said. “You’ve been such a good servant.”

“Please come all over my face.” Esme ate Ayla out with even more vigor.

Ayla did exactly as requested. And even as Ayla’s juices drenched her face, Esme did not stop eating her pussy.

It made me want to come, too.

“It’s time to please your king.” I flipped Esme onto her stomach. With her ass only slightly raised, I began fucking her. Esme moaned in rapturous delight. I lay on top of her and stuck my fingers in her mouth as I thrust mercilessly, muffling her moans somewhat.

She sucked on my fingers as I fucked her as savagely as I wanted.

Meanwhile, Ayla sat back and watched. “Shameful slut, you better make sure King Remy is pleased.”

“I will.” Esme could hardly say the words with how much she was screaming and moaning with my fingers in her mouth.

Ayla lay next to me so we could make out. While I was ramming Esme, the green tether that connected Ayla to me appeared. It blazed the color of emerald starlight.

SOULBOND OF WIND LEVEL 4 UNLOCKED

NAME: Ayla

CLASS: Wind Paladin

Strength: 7 -> 9

Intelligence: 6

Agility: 2

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 7 -> 10

Mind: 5 -> 9

Luck: 3

WIND ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW WIND ABILITY UNLOCKED

Incredible. Another useful level up. So glad these date nights were so productive.

“Master, I’m going to come,” Esme said.

“Did I give you permission to come?” I replied, quickening my pace.

“I can’t help it.” Esme was practically crying. “I can’t stop it.”

I was about to come, too. Esme and I came at the same time. I filled her as her fluids flowed onto the sheets.

At that moment, our blue tether appeared. It glimmered and shimmered, lighting up the room with its sapphire light.

SOULBOND OF ICE LEVEL 4 UNLOCKED

NAME: Esme

CLASS: Ice Ninja

Strength: 5 -> 9

Intelligence: 5

Agility: 9 -> 13

Endurance: 4 -> 6

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 4 -> 5

ICE ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW ICE ABILITY UNLOCKED

Holy shit. Another level up and ability. This had gone just about as well as I could’ve hoped.

The three of us showered, then relaxed in the hot pool. We switched to the cold pool after about ten minutes, then went between the two pools every few minutes. We chatted and enjoyed each other’s company.

“I hope it’s another ranged ability,” Esme said while she floated on her back in the cold pool. “I like the arrows, but they’re getting boring. And the enemies in the Vaulted Ceiling are so fast, I have trouble dodging them even with my high agility. I’d prefer to stay back and shoot them.”

“I hope mine is another defensive skill,” Ayla said. “Shimmering Shield has by far been my most useful ability. Sure, Wind Blast and Divine Wind are great, but I prefer my specialization as a tank. It just feels right to me.”

I supported both hopes. Personally, I didn’t need more skills from them for my own use. What I needed from them was deeper specialization in their respective roles. That would help us overcome the great challenges ahead.

We slept like logs. In the morning, we checked out and returned to Whispering Waters. I began preparations for a Vaulted Ceiling run with Team A, which consisted of Tara, Sherry, and Filia. Tara made sure we ate some stat-boosting snacks, while Sherry visited Ruby to check if she’d made any progress crafting elite gear.

“She’s close,” Sherry said upon meeting the rest of us at the fast travel point. “Give her a few more days, and I’m sure she’ll have something for us.”

“I say we’re good with the gear we have,” Filia said. “At least for now.”

I punched my palm. “All right, everyone ready? We still have a lot of progress to make.”

“Ready!” everyone said at the same time. We teleported to the Vaulted Ceiling.
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BONDCUTTER


We progressed and got closer to the massive castle that seemed to hover over the Vaulted Ceiling, as if it were perched within the stars themselves. We fought battles against Fallen Angels, tentacle monsters, and even stranger creatures. Once the girls had run out of mana, I put down a fast travel point and we returned to Whispering Waters.

But my dungeon running wasn’t over. I took Team B into the desert floor of the Underground Forest. We progressed there as well. In fact, we got all the way to the boss, but decided to leave fighting it for next time, since mana was running low. The boss was another sandworm. We took note of its weaknesses and teleported to Whispering Waters.

I was about to retire for the night when a knock sounded on my door.

I opened it to the sight of Leric and Johana. Their faces betrayed the fear they were feeling.

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s best we talk inside,” Leric replied.

I invited them in. I even served them purple tea. We sat in my living room. I had a few logs going in my fireplace, since the nights had become rather cold, lately.

“It’s about Adam,” Leric said after taking a big sip. “I saw him outside the barrier, earlier today.”

“What did he want?” I asked.

Leric’s tea cup rattled in his hand. “He was wearing a mask.”

“A mask?”

“A cultist’s mask.”

Uh oh. Had Adam joined the cultists? Why would he do that, though?

“If he was wearing a mask, how can you be certain it was him?” I asked.

“I recognized his rings,” Leric answered. “It was him. I know it.”

“Did he say anything?”

Leric shook his head. “When I approached, he teleported away.”

“Shit,” I said. “He’s after Olana, isn’t he?”

Johana put her tea cup on the table. “Maybe he’s trying to get closer to her, so that the tether doesn’t become painful.”

“Or he wants to take her back.” I punched my palm. “That’s something I’ll never allow.” I sat forward in my chair. “Do either of you know of any way to break a soulbond?”

“I do,” Johana answered. “There exists an item that can sever a soulbond.”

“And where can I find this item?”

“It’s a blade said to have been forged by the Deep Ones themselves.” Johana took out a map from her soul storage. She tapped on a mountainous area in the mainland, on the northern edge of the empire. “It’s said to be buried somewhere in these mountains. It’s said that a minor god guards the blade, too.”

That sounded interesting. I wouldn’t mind a little bit of overworld exploration.

“I’ll assemble a team,” I said. “We leave tomorrow.” I stood up to go to bed.

Leric stood, as well. “Wait. If you’re assembling a team, let us be part of it.”

“Why?”

“We want to help, too,” he answered. “You just might need us.”

I wasn’t one to refuse help. Leric and Johana had proved their worth before.

“All right. Now if you don’t mind, I’ve had a long day. I’m looking forward to some restful dreams.”

I didn’t have any dreams. Or at least, ones that I could remember. But my sleep was restful, which was precisely what I needed.

The next morning, I visited Olana. She was barely able to stand, and insisted on remaining wrapped up in her blankets.

“It hurts,” she said. “My tether with Adam has begun to flow pain into me. It’s only going to get worse with time.”

We had to sever that tether, or it would be like torture for Olana.

“We know of an item that can sever tethers,” I said. “We’re going to go find it. I’ll have Maria give you a tonic for the pain. She’ll stay by your side while we’re out.”

“Be careful,” Olana said. She was sweating, and her skin looked pale. “And thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me for that. It’s my duty as your husband to care for you.”

“Even so… thank you, Remy.”

I chose Esme, Ayla, and Tara for this mission. Together with Leric and Johana, we teleported to the mainland. Once there, we all got on the flying carpet, though there was a lot of sitting on laps for everyone to fit. Esme piloted, and Johana used her map to help Esme stay on course.

“Have you been to this part of the mainland?” I asked Ayla.

She nodded. “I’ve been to those mountains, yes. They are home to a lot of elite monsters with valuable drops. I hunted several for various clients.”

“Did you ever hear about a blade that can sever soulbonds?”

Ayla shook her head. “No, but I did hear legends about those mountains having some connection to the Deep Ones. It wouldn’t surprise me if they’ve got a powerful treasure hidden there, somewhere.”

It took a few hours of flying to arrive at the mountains. We landed somewhere amid them, close to where the Bondcutting Blade was supposed to be located, according to Johana.

“Why make it so difficult to sever a soulbond in the first place?” I asked the group as we stepped off the carpet and onto the frosty ground of the mountain range. “What if two people really don’t like each other?”

“Well, what’s the point of a soulbond if it’s temporary?” Esme answered my question with her own question. “I mean, it’s called a soulbond for a reason.”

“Yeah, but look at Olana and Adam. When she soulbonded with him, she didn’t realize he was such a cruel asshole.”

“She should’ve taken longer to get to know him, then,” Esme said.

I sighed. “This is coming from the woman who soulbonded with me within two minutes of meeting me. And it was probably closer to one minute.”

Esme grimaced. “Well, did I make a mistake?”

I kissed her on the cheek. “Certainly not, but didn’t you ever entertain the idea that it might be a mistake?”

“No,” Esme replied. “And please recall, we were being hunted by a manticore. It was a life or death decision, and I simply chose life.”

“That it was. That it was.”

The air up here was chilly, so we all put on some cold-resistant clothing. It was also windless, which helped make the cold more bearable. We were at a high elevation, and I found it slightly difficult to breathe. I hoped this trek wouldn’t take too long.

Johana held her map out and studied the area around us. She pointed to a cave mouth.

“In there,” she said.

I used my red sword to give us light as we entered the cave. We followed a winding pathway through the caverns, descending deeper and deeper. Strangely, there were no monsters to fight. The place was entirely silent, and I found the silence a bit eerie. You could even hear water dripping.

“I hate caves,” Tara said.

“I thought you liked unsafe wilderness treks,” I replied. “Weren’t you the one who was so eager to go camping, last time?”

“Yeah, just not in caves. This place is creepy as hell.”

A green firefly appeared. It clung to the cave wall, giving us a somber light. As we walked on, more of them appeared, lighting our way.

“It’s just like our first dungeon,” I said to Esme. “Remember?”

Esme nodded. “Yeah. I do remember the fireflies giving us light. Although I’ve heard it’s a common feature of certain dungeons.”

“But if this is a dungeon, then where are the monsters?” Ayla asked.

Leric turned to look at us. “You want monsters?” He pointed toward the distant darkness. “Looks like you’ve found them.”

A goblin came charging at us. It held a club in its grimy hands. I dashed forward and sliced it clean in half with a single strike of my red sword.

The cackling of goblins filled the air. More of them appeared, charging us with their clubs. We all got to work taking them out. Johana and Leric used their void spears and abilities, which proved rather effective. It reminded me of Samantha, who also possessed void powers. Perhaps I ought to pay her and Emperor Dukas a visit, after this.

Once the goblins were all dead, we continued making progress through the cave. We entered a big, open area. Gargoyles with glowing green eyes hung upside down from the ceiling. They spread their wings and flew toward us, fangs forward.

Ayla cast Shimmering Shield. Esme and I shot ice arrows at them while Leric and Johana threw their void spears. Tara made sure our health was always topped up, as usual.

We took a short break after that fight. Tara gave us some endurance-boosting snacks from her soul storage. While the girls chatted, I decided to have a private conversation with Leric.

“About Adam,” I said, “did he ever express anything to you about the Shadowsoul?”

Leric shrugged. “He never seemed the type to begin worshiping it, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Then why would he have joined the Disciples of Omega?”

Leric chuckled. “For such an accomplished man, you have a rather limited ability to think and reason.”

Well, I had been neglecting my intelligence stat. But it was double what it was before, so perhaps I ought to reflect on my own question.

Adam loved power. If the Disciples of Omega and the mask offered him more power, then I could see him being tempted to join the dark side, so to speak.

“He’s a power-hungry bastard,” I said. “That about sums it up, doesn’t it?”

Leric nodded. “You got it. He’ll do what he must to become more powerful, even bow before the Shadowsoul.”

The question was: how much more powerful did that make him? More powerful than me, even?
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ABDICATE


We fought plenty more monsters on our journey through the cave. Finally, we came upon something man made: a door. It was covered in strange, glowing runes.

“The Bondcutting Blade must be in here,” Johana said. She tried pushing the door open, but it wouldn’t budge.

“Step aside.” I cracked my knuckles. Time to put my high strength to use.

I pushed against the door. It seemed to push back against me just as hard.

Leric laughed. “So much for your high strength build.”

“It’s a magical door, okay?” I said as I grunted in frustration. “Clearly we have to figure out how to open it.” Which didn’t require strength, but rather intelligence. I was now intelligent enough to realize that.

“Well…” Johana scratched her head. “Can anyone read these runes?”

Esme, Ayla, and Maria all shrugged and shook their heads.

I stared at the door. My mind began to connect the runes, as if they were pieces of a puzzle.

I touched one of the runes. Like an icon on a touch screen, it followed my finger as I moved it around the door.

“Holy-moly,” Tara said. “It moves!”

I began connecting the runes together, as if I were playing a puzzle game on a tablet. Once they were all connected, the door glowed with a fierce, green light. The light was so bright, it was almost blinding. I closed my eyes. When I opened them, the door was gone.

Everyone jumped for joy.

Intelligence really was a useful stat. Perhaps I ought to pump it up some more.

The room we entered was nothing like the cave we’d been in this entire time. It glowed from the light of blue crystals jutting out of the walls and ceiling. The ground was paved with limestone, which was so polished, it reflected the light of the glowing crystals.

Something glimmered at the far end of the room: upon an altar sat a blade. It resembled a crusader style sword, but with an ovular cross guard instead of a T-shaped one.

“The Bondcutting Blade!” Johana said.

“And we didn’t even have to fight a boss to get it,” I remarked happily. “Such an important item, guarded by trash mobs.”

“You calling me a trash mob?” The voice came from behind us. “That’s a low blow.”

We all spun around to face the strange man who was standing at the threshold of the room. He was wearing a turban and was covered by a flowing, green robe.

I conjured my red sword and wielded it in his direction. “Who the hell are you?”

The man chuckled. “Relax. I’m not going to fight you, King Remy.”

“You know who I am?”

“Indeed I do. I have many eyes. Eyes that watch this world and others.”

“Are you… are you a Deep One?”

The man laughed and shook his head. “Oh no, I am not one among the gods. But I once aspired to be. I come from a small village, you see. A beautiful, stone-built haven amid a lush forest. We were all very devout. And it led us to our doom.”

With my higher intelligence, I somehow knew what he was talking about. I put away my red sword. “You’re from the 1st floor of the Underground Forest.”

“Indeed, the very place you now call home.” The man smiled. He had red eyebrows.

A collective gasp sounded from our group.

“How did you get stuck here?” Esme asked.

“I was one of the high priests,” he replied. “This is my punishment for leading my people astray. The gods I so adored tasked me to live in this cave and watch over this blade, for an eternity. A curse for being a good, worshipful servant, I suppose. Luckily, my eyes in the outside world do provide some entertainment. And no one has entertained me quite like you, King Remy. Should you defeat the Shadowsoul, perhaps my curse will be lifted, too.” He pointed to the Bondcutting Blade. “So take it, and do with it what you will.”

I nodded. “What’s your name, friend?”

“Alas, it has been so long since it was uttered, that even I have forgotten it.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Perhaps you’ll remember it, once I end the curse of the Shadowsoul.”

I made a fast travel point while Johana took the Bondcutting Blade. We returned to Whispering Waters.

We took the blade to Olana. When I held it in my hands, I could see the tethers connecting everyone. The tether connecting her to Adam was thin and purplish, like a sick vein. It throbbed with the pain it was pumping into Olana. By now, she was writhing in her sheets, her face covered in sweat.

I didn’t waste any time. I cut her bond to Adam as if I were cutting a string.

The bond dissolved and vanished.

Olana breathed out in relief. “The pain is gone. Thank you, Remy.”

I kissed her on her sweaty forehead. “You’re free of that asshole, now. Rest, my dear.”

She nodded and closed her eyes.

I took a bath in the hot pool, then decided to make an overdue visit to Emperor Dukas and Samantha.

When I arrived at the palace in Heimdal, Dukas was having lunch. He invited me to join him.

“Regarding the wedding,” he said, “we need to set a date. How does just before the New Year sound?”

If I could clear the Vaulted Ceiling and marry Samantha just before the year’s end, I’d have achieved my two most important missions, all within the year.

“That sounds splendid,” I said. “How is Samantha doing?”

“Sam is just fine,” he replied. “She keeps asking about you. About when you’re going to visit. I keep reminding her that you’re a king, and that you’re busy. But it wouldn’t hurt for you to go and see her. She’ll feel like she matters, that way.”

“She does matter. Very much.”

Dukas chewed a piece of his steak, then wiped the sauce off his lips with a kerchief. “I know this is a political arrangement for the sake of peace, but I… I always wanted to see Sam happy. It wasn’t by choice that I imprisoned her, here. It was by necessity. I hope you understand that.”

I snickered, even though I knew it was rude to do so. “You call yourself emperor, and yet you bend to such an unjust necessity. You could have been a leader, instead. You could have made your people realize that curseborn deserve to live freely. You could have striven toward that end, for the sake of your daughter’s happiness. And yet you just…” I stopped myself from insulting him further.

Dukas waved for his attendants to leave the room. He pushed his plate away. “When you’re a ruler, whether it’s of a tiny island or an entire empire, you must pick your battles. And you must also realize that every single decision you make means more enemies. Sometimes it’s wiser to choose the decision that makes the least enemies, even if it means hurting someone you love very much.”

I understood what he meant, but I did not agree with it. “There are some battles worth fighting, Emperor Dukas. Since I came to this world, I’ve fought ceaselessly so that my curseborn wives can live freely. This battle is more important to me than the entire world, and I will not stop fighting it.” I stood up. “That’s why I must make my intentions crystal clear to you. I will walk away from this marriage if you do not declare that all curseborn are free within your realm.”

“If you walk away from this marriage, there will be war between us.”

“A war I’m willing to fight. The question is, are you?”

Dukas sat in silence for a moment. Then he let out a big sigh. “I am too old to fight you. Too old, too tired, and too scarred from the battles I’ve already fought.” Dukas stood and walked over to me. He looked me in the eyes. “Once you marry Samantha, I will declare you as my heir. Then I will abdicate the throne. After your ascension, as Emperor of the Twin Crescent Empire, you can declare whatever you like, as long as you’re prepared to fight for it.”

He held out his hand for me to shake. As much as I disagreed with how he’d ruled his empire, I had no choice but to respect him.

The weight of his decision hit me like a truck: ruling a tiny island was difficult enough, but an entire empire? How was I going to manage that?

Dukas was right. I had to pick my battles, and this was a battle I’d already picked. If I became emperor and declared that all curseborn should be free, it could begin the end of the subjugation of curseborn throughout Lumaria.

I took his hand and shook it.


31






CASTLE OF GLASS


I chatted with Samantha for a short while. She was overjoyed to see me, and she even showed me her collection of rare dolls. After that, I returned to Whispering Waters, where I told the girls to prepare for tomorrow, which would be a day of dungeon diving.

Team B would accompany me into the Vaulted Ceiling, while Team A would do their best to clear the desert floor of the Underground Forest.

After waking up, I enjoyed a light breakfast with Maria. Then I visited the Soulful Doll to push my stats up higher.

Soul Level: 45 -> 47

Strength: 25

Intelligence: 2 -> 4

Agility: 7 + 3

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 3

Mind: 3

Luck: 2

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 3200 (12)

“I think I met one of your friends, earlier,” I said to the Soulful Doll.

It glared at me with its usual horror-movie smile. “Is that so?”

“He said he was a high priest. He couldn’t remember his own name, though.”

“I’m afraid my memories of that time have atrophied.” The Soulful Doll blinked in a creepy way. “I don’t remember ever having had any friends, or even a family.”

That sounded so sad. Perhaps it was the curse of immortality. Your life outlives your memories.

“But…” The doll closed her eyes. “I do have these… emotions. Vague feelings of a time long, long ago.”

“Are they positive emotions?”

The doll did not answer. It simply kept its eyes closed, as if basking in those feelings.

I decided to let it be. Feeling much smarter from the power up, I visited Ruby.

“I’ve done it,” she said while standing behind the counter of her shop. “I’ve crafted elite gear for everyone.”

She displayed the elite gear on hangers. They looked like something only nobles would wear. I touched the sleeve of one of the shirts; it was softer than silk. They were all patterned, too, like the brocade I’d only seen worn by the richest people in this world.

I gave Ruby a kiss. “I knew you could do it.”

“Thank you for believing in me, Remy. From the very beginning.”

“What matters is that you believed in yourself, Ruby.”

“You helped me do that.” She smiled.

“So what does this elite gear actually do, aside from look really stylish?”

“When you wear both the pants and shirt, it doubles your highest three stats.”

I laughed. “You’re not pulling my leg, are you?”

Ruby shook her head. “I’m totally serious. Isn’t that such an awesome upgrade?”

I called the girls over. They took the clothes off the hangers and decked themselves out in elite gear. Sherry was even able to wear her Mana Thong beneath her elite dress. As for me, I replaced my Invisibility Clothes with the new elite set. They’d served me well, those clothes, but I’d finally found something better.

“You look like a princess!” Tara said to Filia.

“Oh stop it,” Filia replied. “We all look so regal, don’t we?”

Esme was helping Olana zip her shirt up from the back. The size of the buxom blonde’s chest wasn’t making it easy.

“How do you like yours?” I asked Ayla.

“Imagine if my former clients saw me wearing something like this,” she said with a grin. “They’d be shocked, wouldn’t they?”

“I don’t think so.” I gave her shoulder a light squeeze. “The intelligent ones would’ve seen it in you.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means you were a queen from the start. It just needed to manifest itself. At least, that’s what I believe.”

Ayla blushed. Meanwhile, Maria had put her shirt on backwards. Sherry was helping her get it on right.

Once the girls were ready, we assembled into our two teams. I made one change: I sent Ayla over to Team A. They probably needed a tank more than we did, and it would make the teams more even.

Ayla, Sherry, Filia, and Tara teleported to the desert floor of the Underground Forest, while Maria, Olana, Esme, and I teleported to the Vaulted Ceiling.

Immediately, we noticed that the whole place looked different. Darker. There were no stars in the sky. Instead, a purple, swirling vortex engulfed every stretch of the heavens. This strange maelstrom cast the entire Vaulted Ceiling in a somber hue.

“Shit,” I said. “What could it mean?”

“Maybe the ritual is beginning,” Maria replied.

“But I thought we had until New Year,” said Esme.

“Let’s hurry.” I cracked my knuckles.

We walked through a series of streets lined with massive glass structures. Then we found the staircase that led into the enormous glass castle. It took us ten minutes to ascend the stairs. To our surprise, there were no monsters lying in wait.

Finally, we reached the glass gate. It was too tall to jump over with our Leaping Shoes, and mounts didn’t work in the Vaulted Ceiling.

“Esme, how about you and I go into Ice Golem form?” I said. “That way, we can get on top.”

“But that will extinguish all my mana,” Esme replied.

“Maria can just replenish it,” I said.

Esme nodded. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

I put down an orange bridging door, and we transformed into Ice Golems. Our limbs were now encased in ice. We flew upward and reached the top of the gate.

The ice around our limbs melted away as the Ice Golem form ended. We looked down at the courtyard below. It was filled with people. About half of them were women: the kidnapped curseborn, most likely. The other half were masked cultists.

The women knelt with their hands behind their backs. The cultists stood over them with their hands raised.

“We need to get down before we make the other side of the bridging door,” I said.

Esme nodded. “But we’re a long way up. How exactly will we get down without taking an insane amount of fall damage?”

“I have an idea.” I tossed the bridging orb into the courtyard far below us. It smashed to pieces once it hit the ground. Orange fog erupted from the debris, and the other side of the door appeared below.

“That helps the rest of our party,” Esme said. “But we’re still stuck here.”

“Or are we?” I made a fast travel point next to us.

Esme sighed. “Let me guess. We fast travel to the other fast travel point, then walk allll the way back here?”

I nodded. “Yup.” Even with my intelligence stat at 4, it was the best plan I could come up with.

We fast traveled back to the fast travel point from where we’d started today. We had to walk through the streets again and climb the massive set of stairs. But we rejoined the rest of the team soon enough.

“Next time, maybe think a few steps ahead.” Esme huffed from tiredness.

“We missed you,” Maria said. “Want me to cast Augmenting Rain?”

“Do it,” I replied.

The rain doused us and refilled Esme’s mana. Sadly, we wouldn’t be able to use Augmenting Rain again for today.

“Listen, the cultists are in the castle’s courtyard,” I said. “And so are the kidnapped curseborn. Be ready for absolutely anything.”

Everyone nodded. We ate some stat-boosting pastries that Maria had baked, then walked through the door.

We appeared in the courtyard. The area was quite large, so the cultists and the kidnapped curseborn didn’t notice us.

It was time to confront them. It was time to free the curseborn and bring them home.

The cultists finally noticed our presence as we were walking toward them. Each of them wore a robe and a mask. But their hands were exposed, along with their rings. That was how Leric had recognized Adam, after all.

“I am King Remy,” I said to them. “You have kidnapped citizens of my realm. I demand that you release them, without delay.”

One of the cultists stepped forward. He wore a black robe and a black, wooden mask.

“We don’t recognize your authority,” he said. “The only authority we follow is that of our lord, the Shadowsoul.”

“Then we’re going to have a problem.” I conjured my red sword. “You really want to die in this awful place?”

“This is a holy land, so why not?” black mask said. “Better to die here than in that wasteland you call a home.”

“Have it your way, then.” I raised my red lightblade for all to see. “I probably have higher stats than all of you combined, so get ready to get wrecked.”

Black mask chuckled. “Higher stats, yes. But the Outer Gods are with us. They have blessed our holy cause. Do you have the might to fight them, King Remy?”

Another man stepped forward. His mask and robe were brightly colored in red, white, and blue.

Olana recoiled as he approached.

“It’s Adam,” she whispered in my ear.

“You fucking wanker,” Adam said. “It was you who severed my bond, wasn’t it?”

“You did that yourself,” I replied, “by being an abusive piece of shit.”

“How fucking dare you?” Adam shook his head. “Doesn’t matter anymore, I suppose. I’m married to the Shadowsoul, now.”

I wanted to throw up. “Are you really guzzling the Kool Aid, Adam? Or are you just lusting after power?”

“The Shadowsoul is power,” Adam said. “You think soulbonds and stats and gear are what matter? I used to think that, too. Then I tasted the Shadowsoul’s blessing. It’s worth more than everything you have put together.”

I snickered. “Is that so? Well, let’s have a test of it, then. Us against all of you. I’ll wager everything I’ve got that we’ll win. I’ve slain plenty of Shadowsoul tethers, so I’m not afraid of anything you’ve got in your arsenal.”

“Famous fucking last words,” Adam said. “I’ll chisel them onto your tombstone.” He laughed the evilest laugh I’d ever heard, and I’d played a lot of JRPGs in my life.

Black mist surrounded all the cultists. That mist began to glow and spread, until the mists around each cultist joined together.

“What the fuck?” I back dashed to get some distance between them and myself.

Adam continued his maniacal laughter. “Ah. That feels so good. Enter me, Shadowsoul. I await your blessing and bounty.”

Was the Shadowsoul engulfing them all? Were they all about to turn into Shadowsoul tethers?

The curseborn women screamed as the mist darkened the air itself. And then the mist solidified into tentacles, the ends of each tentacle attaching onto the cultists.

“Something fucking awful is coming,” I said. “Get ready, everyone!”
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SHADOW OOZE


The tethers pulled the cultists into a mass of bodies. That mass of bodies turned into a black goop from which even more tentacles sprouted.

“Of all things, it’s another giant fucking ooze,” I said. “I am beyond fucking sick of them.”

“Maybe it drops chocolate?” Maria replied.

The cultists had become one with what they worshiped. Whoever this ooze god was, I didn’t like the fact that it existed in the same dimension as me.

I flung a lightning orb at it. The orb hit the ooze, and a small shadow bled off it.

“It’s weak to holy,” Maria said, her spectacles now on.

I conjured my holy claws. “Fuck. That means I have to get near it.”

“Wait,” Olana said. “Remy, I can feel my new ability.”

Our tether appeared. It flowed mana into me. All of a sudden, my claws lengthened, each now the size of a sword. Then they shot off my hands and homed in on the ooze.

As if they had a life of their own, the claws slashed at the ooze, doing incredible damage to it, judging by the size of the shadows. After about twenty seconds, the claws vanished.

“Pretty damn cool,” I said. The fact that Olana had weapon skills and healing in her kit really showed her potential as a jack-of-all-trades.

The Shadow Ooze roared with fury. Tentacles with hands at the ends shot out of its body. One of the hands came toward Esme. It was so fast, she couldn’t dodge it, even with her high agility.

It captured her.

“Fuck!” Esme screamed. The hand squeezed her.

She turned into an Ice Golem and burst free, causing the hand to explode into shadows.

Esme returned to my side. “My mana is spent.”

“Go back to the fast travel point. Your work is done here, my love.”

She shook her head. “I can still be useful. I can still use items to help the party.”

“All right. But stay in the back.”

More hands shot out of the Shadow Ooze. As they surged toward us, I shadow stepped to get close and swipe at them with my holy claws. I ripped most of the tentacled hands to shreds, but one managed to swat me and send me flying backward.

Both Maria and Olana healed me immediately.

“Let Maria focus on healing,” I said to Olana. “I’m going to need your mana for attacking.” I used Flying Claws. Once again, my claws grew to ten times their size, then shot off my hands.

They ripped so many shadows off the Shadow Ooze that it roared once again.

Meanwhile, the curseborn women I was trying to save had run to the edges of courtyard. To my shock, some of them were launching ranged attacks at the Shadow Ooze. I noticed lightning arrows, fireballs, and ice meteors. So many cool abilities, all helping to take down this fucking monstrosity.

Two hands burst out of the giant ooze’s body. One went for Maria and the other surged toward Olana.

The two girls weren’t fast enough. The dark hands ensnared them both.

I used my Time Crown to freeze time. In the five seconds it gave me, I only managed to cut Maria free, since she was nearest to me.

“Help!” Olana screamed. She clawed at the hand, but her attacks didn’t do enough damage.

The hand pulled her toward the ooze’s disgusting body. I ran and leaped as fast as I could in chase.

My tether with Esme appeared. It pulsed with a soothing blue light and flowed ice mana into me.

Wait, Esme was out of mana, so how was this even happening?

A portal opened in the sky above the Shadow Ooze. Through the portal, I could see a frozen planet. Orbiting that planet was a giant spear, formed from the bluest ice. The ice spear surged away from the planet, through the portal, and into our world. It smashed into the Shadow Ooze, impaling it with the force of a nuclear bomb.

The Shadow Ooze exploded. The bodies of the cultists that had formed it flew across the courtyard, limbs tangled together. It was a disgusting and gruesome scene.

Olana landed on her feet. Maria healed her. I watched as Esme fell to the ground and fainted.

“My love,” I said as soon as I came to her side. “Are you all right?”

She was barely able to open her eyes. “Feeling… so… weak…”

She’d just summoned a giant spear from another planet, so I wasn’t surprised.

“Maria, Olana,” I called. “Help Esme home while I check on the curseborn.”

The girls nodded. They helped get Esme back on her feet. I made a fast travel point – my last one on cooldown – and the three of them teleported away.

I approached the curseborn women. There were too many to count. Over a hundred, at least. And yes, they were all incredibly beautiful. So many different hair and eye colors, body shapes, skin tones, and varieties of clothing. These women must’ve been hand selected by Prince Rohan from across Lumaria. Even after so many days in captivity, they were all so utterly gorgeous.

“I am King Remy,” I said. “You’re safe now.” I gestured to the fast travel point. “I’ve given you all permission to use that to teleport to my sanctuary. My wives will help you all get healed and rested.”

A tall, shapely brunette approached me. “You’re the man who beheaded Rohan.”

“Yes. That was me. I did what I had to do.”

They didn’t seem too pleased about it.

“You put us all in danger,” the brunette said. “At least with Rohan protecting us, we were safe. Fed. Clothed. We had a roof over our heads.”

“And you’ll still have all those things,” I replied. “You have absolutely nothing to fear, or lose, now that I’m in charge.”

A short redhead came forward. “He did just rescue us. Maybe we can trust him.”

A curvy white-haired woman approached me. Her outfit was entirely see-through. “He saved our lives. I say we give him a chance, at least.”

“He’s a murderer,” the brunette replied. “And a rabble-rouser. I heard he’s trying to start a war with Emperor Dukas!”

“That’s not true,” I said. “Emperor Dukas and I have entered into an alliance. I am to marry his daughter, Samantha, who is also a curseborn like you all.”

The brunette’s eyes widened. She had such lovely, long eyelashes. “Are you telling the truth?”

“Let’s discuss this somewhere safer.” I gestured once more to the fast travel point. “It took me days to get through this dungeon and find you all. If I was as callous as some of you claim, why would I risk my life and the lives of my wives like that?”

That seemed to convince them. They began walking toward the floating blue orb.

Suddenly, the sky flashed. A beam of light struck the courtyard near my fast travel point. It was utterly blinding, and I had to shield my eyes.

When I opened them, the fast travel point was gone. Also, a barrier stretched around the courtyard, trapping us all.

You cannot depart, said a voice from the heavens. We have been summoned by our disciples, and though they are no more, we are eternal. We shall sup on you, and grow more powerful thereby.

We all looked to the heavens. A creature emerged from a vortex in space. It had so many heads and eyes and tentacles, all on a bulbous, misshapen body. It had mouths all over its form, too, each with ridged teeth. The way those mouths salivated showed its hunger.

We are the one you have feared, it said. We are the manifestation of all your terrors.

I knew, instinctively, what I was looking at. “Shadowsoul.”

You have slain some of the tethers that bound us, but now we shall devour you all, and grow more powerful thereby.

It was such a disgusting mass of ugly. Worse than an ooze, for sure. In fact, you could even call it the god of all oozes.

“I’m going to kill you, you fuck.” I raised a fist in the air. Then I realized: all my wives were in Whispering Waters. I had no power with which to fight it. Aside from my red lightblade, which couldn’t be relied upon to fell a god, I was defenseless.

The curseborn women around me screamed as the Shadowsoul descended toward us. We all backed away as far as we could as it hovered above the plaza.

I couldn’t make another fast travel point since I had no more on cooldown. I could, however, make a soul cabin, but no way would the hundred or so curseborn women all be able to fit.

The soul island! I could take us all to Filia’s island!

I grabbed the orb that formed the entrance to the island from my soul storage, then tossed it on the ground.

“Everyone, into the door!” I shouted as the orange mist solidified into a glowing entrance.
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ISLAND RESPITE


The Shadowsoul was still manifesting itself when the final curseborn woman ran through the door that led to Filia’s island. I followed her through, then shut the door behind me.

I appeared on the familiar beach that I’d come to adore. Except now there were over a hundred women crowding it. Some of them seemed enamored with the place. Others looked fearful and remained huddled together.

“What is this place?” the shapely brunette asked.

“It’s a pocket universe,” I said. “Sort of like a soul cabin, but much larger.”

“What’s the timer?”

“There is none, as far as I know. But we can’t remain in here forever, obviously. There isn’t really a food source, unless you want to eat coconuts forever.”

One of my plans was to find a way to replicate the orb so that the other girls could access this space whenever they wanted. But I hadn’t managed to do it yet, which meant we couldn’t get help from anyone outside. Eventually, we would have to leave and face the Shadowsoul, without help.

“I’m sure you girls need rest.” I gestured to the line of palm trees. “There are no houses or furniture, here, but I was building a log cabin. It’s not finished, though.”

“I’m sure we can manage,” the brunette said.

A petite blue-haired woman tapped on my shoulder. I almost mistook her for Esme.

“Umm, King Remy,” she said, “how did you get your own island in soul space?”

“It was a gift from one of my wives.”

“I heard only royalty have access to places like this.”

I shrugged. I’d have to ask Filia how she got it, later.

“Don’t worry about that,” I said. “Are there any healers among you, by the way?”

Blue hair nodded. “I have an ice heal.”

I wondered what that felt like. “What’s your name?”

“Sonya.”

“Listen, Sonya, can you go around and check if everyone is doing okay? If you have enough mana, can you heal anyone who needs it?”

Sonya nodded. “Yes, King Remy. I’m happy to do as you command.”

She almost seemed as servile as Esme.

“Good. And if there are any other healers around, please ask them to help you.”

I waved my hands to get everyone’s attention. “Listen. Before we decide to do anything, I want everyone to get rested, healed, and fed. If you have any food and water in your soul storages, then please share what you have.”

A pink-haired woman with massive tits approached me. What element was she, I wondered?

“What’s your plan?” she asked. “We can’t stay here forever, right? And the Shadowsoul itself is waiting for us, out there.”

“I know that,” I replied. “I fully intend to deal with the Shadowsoul, but the wellbeing of everyone here comes first. This island may not have much, but it’s safe. And we have each other and the resources within our soul storages. I want everyone at full mana when we decide to leave this place, so focus on rejuvenating yourselves.”

The pink-haired woman stared at me. “Is it true that you can channel five times the offensive power of your soulbonded wives?”

I nodded.

“Then I think it’s obvious what we must do to win.” She cracked her knuckles, as if she was ready to begin the fighting. “Soulbond with us. All of us. Use our powers to take down the Shadowsoul.”

I chuckled. If I did that, I’d have a virtually limitless supply of mana and abilities at my fingertips. But I couldn’t just add a hundred wives to my harem.

Or could I?

“I’m completely serious,” pink hair said. “Our powers alone won’t be enough to take down the evil god that destroyed our world. But combined with yours, they just might be enough.”

“What even is your element?”

“My element?” the pink-haired woman blushed. “It’s charm.”

What in tarnation? How was charm even an element?

She pointed to her face. “Umm, my eyes are up here.”

I hadn’t even realized I was staring at her huge tits.

I cleared my throat. “How does charm even work? What’s your weapon? Your ability?”

“Aren’t you going to ask me my name, first?”

I shrugged. “There are a hundred of you. I can’t learn all your names right now. I’m going by hair color and breast size. You’re pink-huge.”

Pink-huge laughed. “Well, at least you’re honest. My name is Abigail. Try to remember it.”

My last ex-girlfriend’s name was Abigail. She had huge tits, too. She was kind of an asshole, though, and was constantly being rude to cashiers and waiters who made the slightest mistake. This rudeness eventually extended to me, which is why I broke up with her.

“Whatever, Abigail. So what’s your weapon and ability?”

“Soulbond with me and I’ll show you.”

How bad could soulbonding with a big-titty, pink-haired girl be, even if she did share a name with my ex-girlfriend?

“Fuck it. Abigail, will you soulbond with me?”

“Yes, I shall.”

A pink tether shot from the middle of her breasts and into my core. Holy shit, Abigail was horny as fuck. I could feel her voracious appetites pouring into me through the tether. She loved dick. A lot. She wanted to pull down my pants and suck me off, here and now, on this beach in front of everyone.

“Do it,” I said. “I give you permission.”

“Do what?”

“You know what.” I grinned.

She was about to kneel when I held out my hand to stop her. “First show me your weapon and ability.”

Abigail grunted in frustration. “All right.”

She kissed the air, and a heart flew out of her mouth. The heart, which was not shaped like an actual heart but like the emoji, hit a lovely brown-haired girl in the back of her head.

The brown-haired girl turned toward us, approached Abigail, and bowed before her. “Mistress Abigail, I will serve you to the best of my ability.”

My jaw dropped. “You just charmed her.”

“Well, what did you expect?” Abigail gave me a sly grin. “It’s my element, after all.”

“Don’t you dare use that on me.”

“It doesn’t work on people or monsters with higher stats than me.”

So she could only charm lower level monsters and people. At least I was safe.

“What about your weapon?” I asked.

She conjured a heart-shaped ninja star in her hands and flung it at a palm tree. “Satisfied? Can I suck your dick, now?”

“Useful,” I said. “And yes, you may.”

I let Abigail pull down my pants. She put my cock in her warm and wet mouth. No fondling my balls or kissing my shaft or any of that. Just straight to dick in mouth. She sucked and slurped my cock with hunger, as if she’d been waiting forever for this day.

I could still feel her tether. Her hunger for cock was like my own hunger for a nice pair of tits. I dismissed the tether so I wouldn’t feel my own dick on my tongue.

Some of the women were staring. Others were looking away and pretending like King Remy wasn’t getting his dick sucked on the beach where we were hiding from the Shadowsoul.

Abigail stopped sucking my dick and looked up at me, saliva dripping from her soft lips. “Come in my mouth, please.”

“I’m not sure I can come right now. It’s just too weird with all these women staring at me. I feel like I’m in high school, all over again.”

“I demand you come in my mouth!”

Wow, she was a pushy one. “I can’t. Not with the Shadowsoul waiting for us. There’s just too much tension in my body.”

“I will make you come!” She began sucking my dick again. Her technique was so good. She was like a vacuum, sucking the cum upward from deep in my balls.

The blue-haired girl from earlier approached. I recalled that her name was Sonya.

“Umm, King Remy — maybe I could help you come?”

I could tell from her tight-fitting clothes that her body was petite, yet shapely.

“You’ll have to soulbond with me first,” I said.

“O-Okay. King Remy, will you soulbond with me.”

“Fuck.” I moaned as Abigail swirled her tongue around my tip. “I might as well.”

Sonya’s tether shot into me. Oh boy, she was just as horny as Abigail.

Sonya pulled off all her clothes, then began making out with me.

“Some of the women are feeling awkward about all this,” another curseborn said. It was the tall, curvy brunette whose name I didn’t even know.

I broke from making out with Sonya to give her my attention. “So let’s make it less awkward. Will you soulbond with me, whatever-your-name-is?”

“Oh, uh, umm.” Her face turned red. “Yes, I suppose I will.”

Her tether shot into me.

“Take off your fucking clothes,” I ordered.

She joined our make out session while Abigail sucked my cock.

“I want your seed!” Abigail demanded.

“I’m trying.” I replied.

I made out with Sonya, then with the brunette. Then I watched as they made out with each other. The sight of that brought me to the brink.

I decided I wasn’t even going to warn Abigail. She’d just have to take my load.

It surged out of my cock as she was tonguing my tip. She took my cock deeper into her mouth as my cum continued to flow.

Abigail swallowed it all, then licked the cum dripping off her lips.

“I want cum,” a girl with green hair said.

By now, all the women had crowded around us in a circle. They watched eagerly. It was time to do what I had to do to defeat the Shadowsoul.

“Will you all soulbond with me?” I asked.

A collective “yes” resounded from the crowd.

An uncountable number of tethers launched forward and pierced my chest. The feeling was overwhelming, to say the least. So many emotions. So many hopes. And so much horniness. Too much horniness. I was so horny from all their horniness, that the feeling of the breeze on my cock caused it to erupt with cum.

Abigail eagerly slurped up that load as it spilled out of my tip.

“Thank you for the seconds,” she said as she licked her lips.

“You should’ve saved that for me,” Sonya said. “I’m your second wife, aren’t I?”

“Well, technically you’re my ninth wife,” I answered.

All the curseborn women looked just as eager as she did. Thankfully, I had plenty of strength with which to service them all.

“I’d better lie down,” I said. “Sonya, since you were my second wife here on this beach, you can ride me first.”

“What about me?” the brunette asked.

“You’re all going to have to get in line,” I replied. “Like, literally, make a line or something.”

The women formed a line on the beach while Sonya climbed on top of my erect cock. She was so warm and tight, like Esme the first time I fucked her.

“All right,” I said as I caressed her thighs. “Let’s do this.”
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FINAL BATTLE


By the time we left the island and returned to the Vaulted Ceiling, the Shadowsoul had covered the entire sky with its disgusting, translucent body and wriggly tentacles. It had also filled the courtyard with its minions: all manner of hideous oozes, bone-tossing skeletons, imps, gargoyles – you fucking name it, it was there.

But I wasn’t alone. I had over a hundred curseborn women behind my back: my own personal army.

“Get fucked, Shadowsoul,” I said.

It is you who shall be destroyed. Lumaria shall enter the abyss within us. And then we will travel to Earth and consume it, too.

“Earth?” I chuckled. “You think I give a fuck about Earth? I’m a Lumarian, now. This is my home. And you don’t belong anywhere near it!”

We began by attacking the minions that flooded the courtyard. Meteors of every element crashed down upon them, causing soulcores, goldcores, and crafting ingredients to scatter everywhere.

When Abigail would charm an enemy monster, a heart would appear above its head. I avoided attacking those, as it was wonderful to see monsters turn on their own evil brethren.

Seeing so many elements at once, with so many different kinds of abilities, was truly a sight to behold. I witnessed lasers being emitted out of eyes – apparently, laser was also an element. I saw a woman pound the ground with her fist and cause the whole place to shake. I beheld strange portals that summoned minor gods who could eviscerate dozens of enemies at a time; the blood god was rather terrifying with its hood and sickle, and I was somewhat disturbed to learn that blood was an element.

It took about ten minutes to clear out all the mobs. The girls picked up the soulcores and goldcores, as there were too many littering the ground, which made it difficult to maneuver.

Thou art mighty indeed, the Shadowsoul said. But we are stronger.

The Shadowsoul descended. Soon, it’s bulbous, misshapen form extended across the entire length and breadth of the courtyard. It was like a cloud of ugly death, hovering above our heads.

We wasted no time and began attacking it. The shadows that bled off its body were small, but the fact that we could damage one of the greatest Outer Gods encouraged us.

Why resist? the Shadowsoul asked. Annihilation is inevitable. All small life forms are meant to become part of a greater one.

“We’re not interested in becoming part of you,” I replied. “So fuck off.”

I channeled all the abilities I could, without even processing what they were. I shot lightning out of my fingertips. I dual-wielded throwing axes, one conjured from void and the other from holy. I tossed shields formed from fire, and even impaled the Shadowsoul with spears of ice.

No matter how much mana I used, there was always more to draw from. And with my high agility, I attacked it rapidly, with so many varied weapons and abilities. The only thing potentially limiting me was my endurance, which I’d never really cared to pump up.

Earlier, I’d fucked over a hundred women on the island. After that, we’d all enjoyed a nice, deep sleep on the beach. I was well rested, and nothing was going to stop me from felling a god today.

The mouths on the Shadowsoul’s bulbous body opened. It shot balls of darkness out of each mouth. These balls rained across the courtyard, hitting many of the curseborn women, though some of them managed to evade the attack, and others even used their shielding abilities to defend themselves and others.

Elemental heals hit everyone who was damaged by the Shadowsoul’s attack.

Thou art persistent, it said. But so are we.

It lashed us with its porous tentacles. The tentacles would shoot out of the Shadowsoul’s body and stretch like rubber bands. Whoever they touched would be paralyzed or frozen or covered in oil, but we had enough status-effect healing abilities to keep everyone in the fight.

“I’ve got mana potions for those who need them!” said a short, brown-haired girl whose element was earth. She passed the potions around to the girls who shouted back at her.

I wondered how she even had mana potions to begin with. It seemed to be the rarest item in Lumaria. I’d never even seen one, let alone used one, and this girl was passing them out like candy.

“Look!” Abigail ran over to me. She pointed at one of the Shadowsoul’s tentacles, which had a heart shape hovering below it. The tentacle was lashing its own body. “I charmed one of its tentacles!”

I gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Well done. Go, uh, charm some more.”

Another girl ran up to me. She had curly white hair. I recalled that her element was nihility, which was the same element as my fast travel ability.

“I’m augmenting all your attacks,” she said. “It’s going to use up all my mana, but since Valeria has mana potions, I can just take one right after.”

“Okay,” I replied. “Thanks.”

“Do you even remember my name?”

No, but I remembered how loud her moans were.

“Just augment me,” I said. “You can torture me about forgetting your name after we kill this bastard.”

The augmentation filled my muscles and veins. It even flooded my brain. I felt faster, stronger, sharper. I hit the Shadowsoul with all the ranged weapons and abilities at my disposal: laser eyes, fire arrows, holy lances, void meteors, and more. Each attack would bleed a massive shadow off of the Shadowsoul’s body.

Enough, it said. It is time we took this seriously.

“It’s second form is coming!” I shouted. “It’s about to get a long stronger. Get ready!”

To my shock, the Shadowsoul’s body began to melt. The ooze within its bulbous form dripped down into the courtyard, and even the tentacles turned into a soupy goop. This disgusting liquid flooded the whole area. It smelled like rotten eggs and death.

“This is the lamest second form ever,” I said.

Or is it? the Shadowsoul’s voice boomed from the sky. Behold!

A drop of the liquid hit the white-haired girl who’d just augmented me. Her whole body turned white, like her hair.

Petrification. She’d turned to stone.

“Shit,” I said.

It seemed the soup turned everyone whom it touched to stone. The girls were trying to get away from it, but because it was a liquid, it spread throughout the courtyard at speed.

I used my strength to cling onto the wall just as some of the soup came toward my feet. But the liquid wasn’t just spreading wider; its height level rose at speed, too.

“Fuck,” I said as I climbed up the wall. “This is so lame. Being turned to stone by a broth.”

My curseborn wives had no answer. I watched as the soup petrified them. Some of the girls were able to cure petrification, but they weren’t able to cure everyone, and soon the rate of those being petrified overtook the rate of those being cured.

At that moment, my fast travel point cooldown ended. I climbed on top of the wall and made a new fast travel point.

Seconds later, Esme, Ayla, Maria, Tara, Sherry, Olana, and Filia teleported to my position. They must’ve been checking the fast travel point constantly, waiting for a new destination to appear that could bring them here.

“We’ve got this,” Esme said. “Uhh, where is the monster?”

I pointed at the soup.

“What is that?” Ayla asked.

“It’s the Shadowsoul,” I replied.

Tara gaped in awe. “That’s the Shadowsoul? It looks like the lentil soup we made the other day.”

I sighed. “It’s more powerful than it looks. We’ll all turn to stone if we don’t defeat it.”

Filia came over to me. “We asked the Soulful Doll how we could get back to you. She didn’t have an answer, but she did tell us something else. Somehow, by focusing on her feelings, she remembered something important — the name of the god she used to worship. A god that can defeat the Shadowsoul. His name is Nyarlathotep. Summon him, Remy.”

Oh yeah. Nyarlathotep was the god written on that piece of paper, which I hadn’t even signed yet.

I pulled out the summoning scroll and a pen from my soul storage. I hurriedly scrawled my name onto it. “Nyarlathotep, I call upon you!”

A portal opened in the heavens. A shadowy creature with a tentacle for a head descended from it. Its mouth was in its torso, and it was covered in jagged teeth.

Ah, a meal for me, it said. I do love a good soup.

A massive tongue shot out of its mouth. It began slurping up the Shadowsoul’s soupy body.

We will not be consumed by the likes of you! the Shadowsoul shouted.

The soup hardened. This made it more difficult for Nyarlathotep to consume, despite his teeth crunching down on the hardened bits. After thirty seconds, Nyarlathotep was forced to return to his portal. The cooldown to summon him again was thirty days.

Thirty fucking days.

We will spread across worlds and consume them all, the Shadowsoul said. No matter which ancient gods you summon to stop us, we will prevail.

The Shadowsoul melted once again into a soup. Its liquid was thinning, which only caused it to rise. Soon enough, it would reach us at the top of the wall.

“I know what to do.” Sherry grinned. “Maria, augment us!”

“Roger!” Maria cast Augmenting Rain. It was so soothing and tingly.

Sherry sported such a mischievous smile. She did a little dance in her skimpy, silk outfit. The way her curvy body moved mesmerized me.

Suddenly, the portal opened again. Nyarlathotep descended out of it.

Sherry’s dance skill could replicate summons, too!

This time Nyarlathotep seemed much more determined. Three tongues shot out of its mouth.

Not you again! the Shadowsoul protested.

This time, I will finish my meal, Nyarlathotep said before emitting the most boisterous laugh I’d ever heard.

The three tongues slurped up the Shadowsoul at speed, until there wasn’t a drop of soup left.

Now you are one with us, Nyarlathotep said. As you were at the beginning of time, when chaos reigned.

The ancient god retreated back into its portal, taking the Shadowsoul with him.

We cheered.

I sat and watched as the healers who’d survived the petrification, likely with the help of the tanks who’d shielded them, went around and cured everyone of the status effect.

Esme sat next to me. “You’ve done it, my love. You’ve defeated the Shadowsoul.”

“We did it together,” I replied.

Tara, Maria, Sherry, Ayla, Olana, and Filia all sat with us. We watched the curseborn women below as they continued to heal and cure each other.

“I have something to tell all of you,” I said. “See those women down there?”

Esme glared at me. “Yes, we see them.”

I chuckled. “Let’s just say Miranda is going to be real busy making houses for all your new sister wives.”

The seven of them shared a collective gasp.
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ROYAL WEDDING


With the Shadowsoul destroyed, monsters vanished from the surface of Lumaria. Thankfully, there were still plenty in the Underground Forest for us to farm. With the surface now monster-free, people could spread throughout the land without the need of shield crystals.

People were safe from monsters, but they weren’t necessarily safe from each other’s greed. I worked with Emperor Dukas to form a fair system for land allocation, so that the nobles couldn’t gobble up all the monster-free land. With so much land available to cultivate, small, family-owned farms were the best solution, and I made certain to impress this upon him and his ministers.

No serfdom. No corporate farming system. Everyone should have land to farm, if they wanted it. While I couldn’t control the other countries of Lumaria, I could at least make this vision a reality on the island and in the empire.

I also sent heralds across the world to proclaim that it was the curseborn who had felled the Shadowsoul. Soon enough, people would replace their hatred for curseborn with admiration. Maybe even love.

Speaking of love, the time had come for my wedding to Samantha. We decided to hold it in Whispering Waters. Like with the festival, I assigned each of my wives a task in order to make it the greatest wedding Lumaria had ever seen. It helped that I had over a hundred wives to order around, too.

Dukas and Samantha were certainly surprised to learn I’d amassed so many more wives in the span of a few days. But it wasn’t a sore point; as the future emperor, it was my right to take as many wives as I wanted.

Not that I wanted or even needed anymore wives. I decided Samantha would be my final wife. I couldn’t even remember all their names, let alone give them each the time, attention, and bedroom fun that they deserved.

Famous last words, I thought to myself as I waved at all the wedding guests while sitting on my throne.

“What are you thinking about, husband?” Samantha asked. “Wow, it sure sounds good to say that word!”

She looked stunning in her gleaming tiara and diamond-threaded dress, which Ruby had crafted for her.

“I’m thinking about how beautiful you are.”

“Are you sure? It looked like you were in deep thought for a moment there.”

Maybe I ought to begin our relationship on a more honest footing. “Just wondering about the world, and what’s going to happen now that there’s so much land for everyone.”

“You can think about all that stuff later. You just felled a god, married a princess, and became the emperor. You ought to take a few months off.”

“A few months isn’t going to be possible, sadly. But I can take a few days off, I suppose.”

Samantha leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “You better spend them all with me.”

It seemed Samantha had hidden her demanding side from me during our brief meetings prior to this marriage. She was a princess, so I ought to not be surprised by her expectations of me. But I couldn’t give her special treatment over my other wives just because of her high-born status.

They were each equal, in my eyes. Well, Esme had a special place in my heart since she was my first.

Speaking of Esme, I noticed her watching me from her seat at the front of the crowd. She smiled, and I smiled back. She’d done a terrific job finding the perfect wedding flowers to adorn Whispering Waters. She’d chosen desert roses from the desert floor of the Underground Forest. The roses brought so much color to the place.

Filia waved at me, and I waved back. She was sitting next to Abigail, whom I’d learned was a bit of a troublemaker. She used her charm ability in evil ways; she even tried to charm Miranda into building her a mansion, but unfortunately for her, Miranda’s stats were higher.

Ayla climbed the dais and curtsied.

“I suppose I’m not your queen, anymore,” she said rather somberly.

“You’ll always be my queen,” I replied. “This changes nothing.”

“I heard you’re managing Port City,” Samantha said to her. “Remy is so lucky to have someone like you. I mean, I’ve lived in a palace all my life, and read a lot of books while there, but I have to admit — I suck at dealing with people.”

Ayla smiled at her. “I’m sure you’ll get better at it. You’ll be dealing with all of us, now, after all.”

Samantha let out a nervous chuckle. “True. I just hope everyone is nice.”

Sherry approached from behind. “Oh we’re all really nice, except when Remy doesn’t fuck us. It’s hard to be nice when you’re horny.”

“W-Watch the language!” I said, suddenly embarrassed in front of my new wife.

Samantha laughed heartily. “You better keep fucking them, Remy.”

“Well of course,” I replied. “I’m gonna have to pump up my strength stat all the way to 100. But even then, I’m not sure there’s enough time in the day to fuck over a hundred women.”

I can’t believe I was framing this as a problem, but it sort of was. Probably the best problem to have, though.

Tara and Maria climbed the dais with trays full of cakes.

“You didn’t make those from oozes, did you?” I asked.

Maria nodded. “Of course we did. I had to get ginger from the ginger ooze on the 3rd floor.”

I shook my head in disgust. “Can’t you just grow ginger like a normal person?”

“Grow ginger?” Maria raised her eyebrows. “Are you insane? Ginger doesn’t grow on trees.”

Tara stuffed a piece of ginger cake in my mouth. It was delicious, obviously, but that didn’t stop me from wanting to retch.

I managed to hold it in.

“I read that they keep oozes as pets on the western continent,” Samantha said.

“I wouldn’t mind a pet ooze,” replied Tara. “What do they even eat?”

“Rats, I think,” Samantha said.

I’d had enough ooze talk for the day. “Excuse me.” I stood up. “I think it’s time I made the rounds.”

I approached Emperor Dukas, first. He was chatting with Alfonso and Miranda near the half-finished fountain that Miranda had constructed.

“Remy,” Miranda said. “Have you decided what pose you want for your statue?”

Oh no, not this topic again. Sherry had given me a good idea, though. “Umm, me tossing a flame spear, I guess.”

Dukas slapped me on the back so hard the ginger cake almost shot up my esophagus. “My son-in-law needs to become far more decisive if he’s going to make a good emperor.”

“Oh, I can be decisive… Father.” Dukas certainly liked when I called him that. “It’s just that in all the time I’ve been alive, I never imagined someone would build a statue of me, and so hadn’t given it much thought until Miranda asked me about it out of the blue.”

“Well obviously if you’re to be the emperor, then you must have a statue,” she said. “It’s common sense, isn’t it?”

Alfonso laughed. “Remy did not win his throne using common sense, that much is obvious. It seemed he defied common sense at every turn. Building his capital city in a dungeon, marrying over a hundred curseborn women — are these things any sensible man would do?” He gave me a playful grin.

“You’re not wrong, Alfonso,” I replied.

“Common sense does not make a man into an emperor,” Dukas said. “That much I can certainly tell you.”

I noticed Filia watching me, again. I went over to where she was sitting. She stood and gave me a polite bow.

“What’s going on with you?” I asked.

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you. It’s about my past.”

“Yeah, I figured you’d been hiding something. Not every day I marry a woman with her own island inside its own pocket universe.”

“I’m just going to say it. I’m… also a princess. My father was the former emperor.”

That wasn’t what I was expecting to hear. I thought she was going to tell me about how she used to steal stuff from rich people, or something.

“If that’s true, why doesn’t Dukas recognize you?” I asked.

“Because the last time he saw me was when I was a child. Remy, please don’t tell him or anyone else. This is a secret between you and me, okay?”

I had so many questions. “What happened to your father?”

“He died fighting monsters. Dukas took over right after, and I was sent to live in the mountains, since I was a curseborn. The island is the only thing I own that used to belong to my father, so please take care of it, Remy.”

“It’s not mine, Filia. It’s yours.”

Filia shook her head. “No. I gave it to you, and it means more to me that way. You’re the emperor now, and also my husband, so it’s with its rightful owner. That’s what I believe.”

I gave her a kiss and hug. “I won’t tell anyone, Filia. Thank you for confiding in me.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much, Remy. For everything.”
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HEXBLADE


Olana was chatting with Johana and Leric by the hot spring. After hugging Filia, I walked over to them.

“It’s true,” Johana said. “One time Leric messed up the spear throw and he applied curse to himself!”

Leric grunted in annoyance. “We all make mistakes. Besides, I had a curse-curing potion in my soul storage.”

Olana greeted me with a warm smile. “King Remy, you have my congratulations.”

“Thank you. And please, don’t let me interrupt. So you cursed yourself, Leric?”

“No!” Leric made a fist. “I mean, yes. But I did it on purpose. I wanted to know what it felt liked to be cursed.”

I had never actually witnessed the curse status effect firsthand.

“Well, what did it feel like?” I asked.

“It wasn’t too bad,” Leric answered. “All it really does is lower your luck.”

Johana crossed her arms and shook her head. “You tripped and fell into a puddle of mud, face first. Lower luck is no joke.”

Leric made a growling sound. “Whatever. It was a learning experience.”

Olana laughed. “I’m immune to curse, actually. A perk of being a holy elemental.

Someone smacked my ass. I spun around to see Abigail, an energy-weapon shaped like a heart in her hand.

“Remy!” she said. “Are you going to just ignore me the whole night?”

“Ignore you?” I shrugged. “I haven’t been ignoring you.”

“If you like, I can charm your new princess wife,” she said in a hushed tone. “I can order her to do some absolutely vile things to you.”

“That won’t be necessarily, Abigail. And remember, I’ve forbidden you from charming other humans.”

How did Prince Rohan handle this woman? Perhaps I ought to be more assertive.

“Oh, and Abigail,” I whispered in her ear, “if you disobey me, there will be severe consequences.”

“What kind of consequences?” she said as if I’d piqued her interest.

“The kind that will end with you screaming my name.”

She blushed, then tried to hide her smile. “Oh no. I’ll be good, I promise.”

Abigail obviously enjoyed being threatened with rough sex. “I don’t know if I believe you, Abigail. Perhaps I should demonstrate my method of correction, so you truly understand how serious I am.”

“Oh?” She was shivering from excitement. “And what method of correction would that be?”

“Report to my bedroom tomorrow morning and I’ll show you.” Perhaps I could invite Esme, as well.

“Tomorrow? Why not tonight?”

“Tonight is for Samantha.”

“Can I watch? Please?”

“Behave for the rest of the night, and I’ll consider it.”

Abigail nodded rapidly. “I’ll be on my best behavior. I promise-promise-promise!”

I spoke with Ted afterward. He said he would craft me a new mount as a wedding gift. Maybe I could have him craft one in the shape of my old car, which Sherry had destroyed with a meteor. While I was driving it.

Once I was done making the rounds, Samantha and I retreated to my house for the bedding part of the wedding.

“We haven’t actually soulbonded yet,” she said.

That was true. We’d done all sorts of rituals and ceremonies, but none of them involved the act of soulbonding.

“Will you soulbond with me, Samantha?”

“Yes, Remy. I will.”

A tether of fiery purple darkness shot out of Samantha’s core and into mine. I could feel the ants crawling across her skin — that’s how nervous she was. Butterflies filled her stomach. But beneath it all, there was a carnal hunger that all the girls I’d soulbonded with had felt. It was a hunger I’d have to sate, now and for the rest of her life.

SOULBOND OF DARK LEVEL 1 UNLOCKED

NAME: Samantha

CLASS: Dark Hexblade

Strength: 6

Intelligence: 6

Agility: 1

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

WEAPON UNLOCKED: DARK SCYTHE

NEW DARK ABILITY UNLOCKED

That was certainly an interesting stat spread. A glass cannon, for sure. Slow and hard hitting. She could stay in the back and cast spells, or come forward and use her scythe to attack, though Ayla would need to shield her, first.

While there were no more monsters on the surface, the Underground Forest and other dungeons across the land remained, and they were still filled with challenging enemies. The treasures we could find in these places were still useful, so these considerations mattered.

“Oh yeah, I was supposed to show you my skill,” Samantha said.

“Uh, you sure it’s a good idea to do it here, in my living room?”

“I have control over it now, so don’t worry.”

“Okay…”

A portal opened in the floor. Creepy, colorless hands reached out of the portal and tried to grab what was above them. Unfortunately, the closest thing was my sofa. A hand grabbed my sofa and dragged it into the portal, where it vanished.

“Oh shit,” Samantha said. “Sorry…”

I sighed. “I’ll ask Miranda to make me another one. I do like the ability, though.”

“It has a chance to insta-kill. I think it’s like ten percent, with my current luck.”

She’d certainly insta-killed my sofa. We’d have to find a way to increase her luck with gear.

A knock sounded on the door. I looked through the window to see Esme, Tara, and Maria, each carrying trays of food and drink.

I let them in, and they set the trays down on the table.

“Where did your sofa go?” Esme asked.

“To hell, I think,” I replied.

Esme looked as confused as I’d ever seen her. “To hell? Really?”

“Really.”

Tara and Maria were whispering in Samantha’s ear and giggling. Whatever they were saying, it made Samantha flush.

“Hey, what are you telling her?” I asked.

“Nothing!” the twins answered at the same time.

Another knock on the door sounded. I looked through the window to see Sherry, Ayla, and Ruby.

“Come in!” I shouted.

The three girls walked inside. They shed their clothes until they were standing around in their underwear, which made Samantha even redder.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to take a dip in your hot pool,” Sherry replied. She looked at Samantha. “You’re such a cutie. Want to join us?”

“Umm…” Samantha gave me a shy look. “Only if Remy allows it…”

Sherry licked her lips. “I’ll make the pool extra hot for you.”

“Not too hot, please,” Samantha replied innocently. “My skin gets dry.”

Ruby was patiently waiting her turn to address Samantha. “So did you like the dress?”

“Of course!” Samantha spun around in her shimmering outfit. “It’s better than anything any tailor in Heimdal could’ve made.”

“Oh stop it.” Now Ruby was blushing. “That’s too much praise.”

“It’s true!” Samantha insisted.

Ayla came to my side. “I don’t want to ruin your big day, but I received a petition from the nobles living in Port City. Some of them are claiming large plots of monster-free land on the island and saying that it belonged to their ancestors before the Cataclysm. What should I do?”

“Tell them King Remy doesn’t give a fuck,” I said. “The land will be distributed based on a fair and transparent process, not their claims.”

“Umm, should I really tell them that?” Ayla scratched her nose.

“Yes, just in a more diplomatic way. We’re the ones who defeated the Shadowsoul, not them. Why should they get all the rewards? The land belongs to me, as the king and slayer of the Shadowsoul, and I’ve decided to distribute it in a fair way.”

Ayla came close to my ear. “I like your new title — Shadowsoul Slayer. Makes me all wet just hearing it.”

“Good,” I replied as I stared at her cleavage. “I want you to be absolutely dripping.”

Sherry, Ayla, and Ruby went to the hot pool. Tara and Maria decided to join them, too.

A minute later, Filia and Olana walked inside, dragging pink-haired Abigail along with them. It seemed they’d restrained her and brought her here.

“What’s all this?” I asked.

“She tried to charm me!” Filia made a fist. “Didn’t you forbid her from doing that?”

“She also tried to charm me,” Olana said. “She’s out of control, Remy.”

Oh no, she’d done it on purpose to get my attention, hadn’t she? She’d obviously liked how I’d threatened to punish her with a good time, and wanted to force me to fulfill my threat — today instead of tomorrow.

I shut the door so no one else could enter. I closed the curtains, too, since I didn’t want anyone looking inside my house.

Everyone here was familiar with how I did things, except for Samantha, of course. Since today was her special day, perhaps I could involve her in this correction.

“Empress Samantha,” I said. “This pink-haired wife of mine disobeyed my direct orders. I believe a correction is needed. What say you?”

Samantha grinned, and it was full of evil, like those hands she’d summoned from the depths of Hades earlier. “I agree, Emperor Remy. A correction is needed.”

“What shall we do first?” I asked.

Samantha bit her lip. “First, we should remove all her clothes.”

Ah, how wonderful to learn that Samantha was so like-minded and full of perversion.

“Do as the empress commands,” I ordered.

Olana pulled off Abigail’s shirt while Filia undid her skirt. Soon, Abigail was standing in front of us with nothing but a pink bra and panties on.
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THE ROMANS


“Now tell me why you did it,” Samantha said.

Abigail shivered. “I can’t help it. I want to charm everyone. I want you all to be my slaves. I want you all to do whatever I ask. So I can make you do some truly vile things.”

“Vile things?” Samantha said. “Like what?”

“I want to command you to lick my pussy,” Abigail answered. “And my asshole. And every part of me where I would feel pleasure.”

“Is that so?” Samantha shook her head in disdain while Esme, Filia, and Olana looked on. “That’s very wrong. As the empress, I can’t abide such behavior. Your punishment will be fair. You need to feel what you make others feel. For the rest of the night, you must do whatever we tell you, no matter what it is.” Samantha clasped Abigail’s cheeks and tilted her head up so their eyes would meet. “Is that understood?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, empress.”

“Yes, empress. I accept my punishment.”

Esme whispered in my ear, “Can I be punished, too?”

“Did you do something bad?” I whispered back.

“No, I’ve been very good, actually.”

She’d spent several days collecting flowers and draping them all over Whispering Waters, so she really had been very good. I could tell from how flush she was that this whole scenario was making her horny, and incredibly envious of Abigail.

“You better learn how to be naughtier,” I whispered. “Seems you have competition.”

Esme pouted. “I’m too good-natured to be naughty.”

Samantha’s stern gazed landed on Esme. “What are you two whispering about, over there?”

“This is your chance to displease her,” I whispered to Esme. “Don’t ruin it.”

“Umm…” Esme twiddled her fingers, her face twitching. “I’m sorry for interrupting, empress.”

I sighed. Esme was just incapable of being truly bad, as much as she wanted to be. I’d have to help her out.

“Hey Esme, wasn’t that you I saw chilling the water while some of our guests were enjoying the hot spring?” I said. “You made them very uncomfortable.”

“Me?” Esme pointed to herself, her cheeks getting even redder.

I winked at her so she’d get it.

“Oh. Oh. Yes, that was me. I thought no one was looking.”

Samantha glared at Esme. “That’s really, really bad, Esme. Those were our esteemed guests. It seems you take pleasure in making mischief. As you are Remy’s first wife, I intended to show you the utmost respect. But perhaps he hasn’t been strict enough with you. It seems you need correction, too.” Samantha pointed at the spot next to Abigail. “Take off your clothes and kneel.”

“Y-Yes, empress.” Esme almost tripped while pulling off her clothes, she was so excited. She knelt next to Abigail, her body covered in goosebumps. “What’s to be my punishment, empress?”

“You both will be punished in the same manner,” Samantha replied. “You both need to learn how to behave, after all.”

Esme did her best to hide her joyous smile. “Of course. I accept whatever punishment you deem necessary.”

This was like the opening minutes of a depraved porn video you stumble upon while horny at 2 AM. I usually fast forwarded the intro segments, which were all story and set up. I kind of wanted to do that, right now, because my dick was rubbing up against my pants as it grew larger. The friction was intolerable.

Well, I was the emperor. I could move things along as I pleased.

“I’ll begin the punishment.” I dropped my pants and unleashed my cock for all to see. It was the first time Samantha had seen it.

She looked upon it with awe and hunger. “Emperor. We have not consummated our marriage yet.”

“You’re right.” I rubbed my cock. “We can do so right after I’ve corrected these two.”

Samantha’s shoulders tightened. “If that’s what you wish, emperor.”

Perhaps Samantha had wanted to consummate our marriage in private. But with so many of my wives in the house, that simply wasn’t going to happen.

I braced Esme’s cheeks and stuck my cock in her mouth. I fucked her face while everyone watched. We made eye contact the whole time. I could tell how much she loved it from the twinkle in her eyes.

Her mouth was so slippery and warm — the perfect home for my throbbing cock.

I pushed it in as deep as she could take it, then pulled it out suddenly. While it was still dripping with Esme’s saliva, I stuck it in Abigail’s mouth.

She seemed surprised. I face fucked her slowly. I let her ease into it, out of mercy. She made eye contact with me, which showed how much she enjoyed it. Taking it slow with her felt really good. She tried her best to keep her tongue on my tip, lathering it as I thrust.

I pulled out and slapped her cheek with my dripping cock. Her chin and lips were covered in saliva.

Meanwhile, moans were coming from the hot pool. I peeked my head through the sliding door. The girls were lying on the floor next to the pool. Tara and Maria were licking Sherry’s pussy, while Ayla was licking Ruby’s. At the same time, Sherry and Ruby were making out.

“What’s going on over there?” Samantha asked.

“They’re having their own fun, it looks like,” I replied.

Samantha peeked. She let out a gasp.

“You allow this kind of thing to happen in your harem, Remy?”

“Of course.” I nodded. “It’s all being done for my pleasure, Samantha. They’re moaning so loud because they want us to join in. Little do they know we’re having our own fun.”

Filia and Olana had begun making out, too, in the same room where Samantha and I were punishing Abigail and Esme. I had not seen the two blonds be affectionate with each other, until now. It put a smile on my face.

This was turning into an orgy even the Romans would be proud of.

Samantha downed a glass of wine. This was her first time being sexual in front of others, so she must’ve been overwhelmed by what she was witnessing. Ironic, since she’d seemed so naturally assertive when it came to punishing Abigail and Esme, even ordering them to remove their clothes. Perhaps she’d corrected her servants at the palace in a similar way.

Regardless, I’d have to guide her through this experience and ensure it was maximally pleasurable for her.

To begin, I took her into my arms and gave her a light kiss. Soon enough, our kissing grew heavier, until we were making out. Her tongue was wet and eager.

Abigail cleared her throat, as if to draw our attention. I broke from kissing Samantha.

I pointed at both her and Esme. “Kiss each other, for God’s sake. This is a fucking orgy, now.”

Abigail and Esme glanced at each other with shyness. They kissed lightly. I watched for a moment, then returned my attention to Samantha.

I pulled off all of Samantha’s clothes. She had such a wonderful, tight body, though her breasts were huge for her frame. Her ass and hips were also delightfully curved, despite how skinny she was. She had fat in all the perfect places.

Since my sofa was in hell, I helped Samantha lie down on the carpet. I sucked her luscious tits, tonguing her nipples the while. They had a satisfying, soft texture. I kissed every part of her breasts as she moaned.

I reached down and caressed her panties. They were soaked. I bet they’d started getting wet the moment Filia and Olana dragged Abigail in here. Samantha was like a strict librarian who got off on imposing her will on others.

I pulled her panties off and tossed them at Esme, who was licking Abigail’s tits. Then I caressed the outer folds of Samantha’s pussy with my cock. Her folds were already so slippery; my tip simply glided across her shaved pussy.

I climbed on top of her and gave her a passionate kiss as I inserted my cock into her moist hole.

Samantha let out a soft moan. I kissed her neck as I pushed my cock deeper, which made her moan and writhe.

“Feels so good.” She looked into my eyes. “Thank you, Emperor Remy.”

Her eyes filled with tears as I thrust slowly. I’d had a girlfriend before who cried during sex. Sex could be overwhelming, for some. While Samantha tried to project strength, it was obvious she was vulnerable at her core. I had to show her she could always trust me.

“Harder,” Samantha whispered in my ear. “Fuck me, my emperor.”

I obliged. I quickened my pace, still careful not to be too rough. Samantha had been a virgin, after all, until a few seconds ago. No matter how deeply she wanted to feel me inside of her, I had to be careful.

We switched positions to doggy style. The sight of her luscious ass on full view was a true delight. I gripped her hips and pulled her pussy over my cock. She let out a loud moan.

“Yes, my emperor,” Samantha said, her body trembling. “Don’t stop.”

I got into a rhythm. I looked back to see Abigail teaching Esme how to scissor.

“We always did this while living in the palace in Port City,” Abigail said. “Life was so boring being trapped in that stupid building. There was literally nothing else for us girls to do.”

“I’ll try,” Esme said. “But I’d still much rather have a big cock inside me.”

Abigail glared at me. “Remy’s big cock is busy at the moment.”

I turned away from them and refocused on plowing Samantha. After a few minutes of transcendent pleasure, Samantha’s moans turned shrill.

“I’m coming!” she shouted.

I wanted to come at the same time. As juices gushed from her pussy, my seed inched forward. I let it shoot out of my tip and fill her insides. I released so much cum that it overflowed onto the carpet.

“Next time, I want to taste it,” Samantha said, her forehead glistening with sweat.

Esme crawled over to us. “I want to taste it now,” she said. “Can I lick you clean, empress?”

Samantha hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes, Esme, you may.”

Esme licked my cum from Samantha’s inner thighs.

“It tickles.” Samantha giggled. “You can consider cleaning me part of your correction for today.”

I went to check on the hot pool. Filia and Olana had joined Maria, Tara, Sherry, Ayla, and Ruby. They were all tangled up on the floor, licking pussy and locking tongues. I especially enjoyed the sight of Sherry sitting on Olana’s face while Maria fingered her and made out with Ayla at the same time. Filia and Tara were fingering each other and kissing in the corner.

I wanted to get in on this action. My cock pointed at them, erect and ready.

They all looked up at me as I strutted in. Since Sherry’s mouth wasn’t busy, I walked up and stuck my cock inside of it. She eagerly licked and sucked while riding Olana’s face. I clutched Sherry’s hair and pulled my cock deeper into her mouth. Her soft lips glided down my shaft.

Maria stopped fingering Olana, got up, and came over to me. I grabbed her tight ass as she stuck her tongue in my mouth. Then I sucked on her eager breasts.

Tara and Filia came over to me, as well. I made out with each of them while Sherry sucked me off, moaning the while. Olana was still buried beneath her pussy, so the moans must’ve been caused by whatever Olana’s tongue was doing inside Sherry’s hole. I almost wanted to check on our tether in order to feel it, but I was already fully stimulated by the girls surrounding me.

Abigail, Esme, and Samantha walked inside. There was one of me and so many of them. One cock and so many holes. I needed them to pleasure each other, to take the pressure off my cock.

Abigail knelt. “Empress,” she said to Samantha, “would you please continue correcting me?”

“Of course,” Samantha replied. She looked at Sherry sitting on Olana’s face, and it was like a light bulb turned on in her eyes. “Lie down, Abigail.”

Abigail lay down on the floor. Samantha settled her ass and pussy on her face. Abigail’s tongue was buried deep within Samantha’s pussy within seconds. The empress moaned.

Esme approached Ayla. The two childhood friends made out like old times.

I focused on making out with Tara, Filia, and Maria, trading my tongue between the three girls, while Sherry sucked my cock.

The stimulation lit up every nerve in my body. I couldn’t help it and came in Sherry’s mouth. I ordered her to give my seed to Olana, as a reward for licking her pussy in such a satisfying way. Olana looked rather surprised when Sherry opened her mouth and my cum dripped off her tongue. But once Olana realized what it was, she accepted every drop with her own mouth open and her tongue out and eager.

“Line up,” I said to Filia and the twins.

The petite blond bent down and stuck her ass in the air. Maria and Tara did the same, at either side of her. The three of them were about the same size, so their asses lined up perfectly. Three petite women with three tight asses for me to behold and fuck. It was almost too much pleasure being served up on a platter, even for an emperor.

I began fucking Filia, since she was in the middle. Sherry and Olana had gone to clean their mouths, so I summoned Ayla and Esme over. We made out for a while as I fucked Filia, whose moans were a delight.

“Get their pussies all nice and wet for me,” I said.

“Yes, emperor,” Ayla and Esme said at almost the same time.

Ayla licked Maria’s pussy while Esme licked Tara’s. They’d all become decent at pussy licking, by now, judging by the sounds squirming out of Tara and Maria’s mouths.

The pink pussies of the twins were now glistening with Ayla and Esme’s saliva. I pulled out of Filia and entered Maria. It was still alarming how tight Maria was, as if her pussy had never tasted cock. I could hardly move inside of her, but that was balanced by the utterly pleasurable feeling of her pussy squeezing my cock.

Filia made out with Maria while I fucked Maria doggy style. Ayla, meanwhile, buried her face in Filia’s pussy.

I pulled out and entered Tara. She was slightly less tight than her sister, but the squeeze on my cock was almost as strong.

I looked over at Abigail. Not only was Samantha straddling her face, but now Sherry had her fingers deep inside of her, and they were moving with gusto. Good. They could both punish the pink-haired mischief maker together.

Olana came over to me. I gave her a passionate kiss. We French kissed while I thrust my cock deeper into Tara’s tight hole. The buxom blond offered her tits for me to suck, which I eagerly devoured.

The night went on like this. I fucked each wife in at least one hole, and most of them in two. They learned how to pleasure each other, as well. And Abigail was punished so thoroughly, it had likely reinforced all her bad behaviors.

I woke up the next morning amid a sweaty pile of women. Some of my other wives, whose names I hadn’t yet memorized, had somehow managed to join us, even though I’d locked the door. One of them had a lock picking skill, it seemed.

It was almost impossible to walk around without stepping on a naked body, but with the help of my Time Crown, I managed to slip outside the house, alone. I walked through the barrier and toward the ruined village, while the oozes and gargoyles watched me from afar.

The air was crisp and the stars were eternally shining. A slight breeze whispered across the branches. The stone hovels of the village looked as quaint as ever. I took my usual place on the roof of one of the broken houses, and just watched the world.

It didn’t matter that I was a king or an emperor. It didn’t even matter how high my level was, or how many skills and items I had.

I pulled on all my tethers at the same time. Over a hundred strings drifted from my core, into the air, and toward Whispering Waters. They each glowed, and all together it was more colorful than the brightest rainbow.

“I love you all,” I said. “And I’m going to take care of you all, forever. We’ll live here, together and happy, until the heat death of the universe. And even that, we’ll find a way to overcome, together.”

A tear came to my eye.

“Together.” I repeated.

THE END

-
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