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Chapter 1 – Yo, the Pizza Here!

Pizza is a lot like love. It’s simple if you let it be. 
Dough. Sauce. Cheese. Basil. Maybe a touch of olive oil. A brick oven, roaring orange and yellow flames, and in just a minute, you’ve got six slices of heaven. The crisp exterior hiding a delightful chew, the sweet and savory flavors melding together, creating a symphony for your taste buds on a cold night in the city. 
It might not be the life for everyone, but I love making pizza. And I think pizza loves me. My boss, on the other hand…
“Neric!” Came his hoarse cry from his office. “Quit jerkin’ off in the sauce and take the orders!”
“Sure thing, Boss!”
Slicing the last few pies, I dashed to the front to take the orders. Even as Friday night churned into Saturday morning, Ottavio’s on Eighth was bustling with customers. The yuppies from the colleges had begun pouring out of nightclubs and into the shop for a pit stop and probably a bathroom romp while they were at it. I could smell the cocktails splashed on Dannie’s face and down his gullet as he walked up to the counter. Dannie, like everyone else, had no-showed for the evening.
“Ayyyyee,” he called out, ruffling my hair over the counter. “The Pizza Man, Jakey boy! We got some hungry honeys, so go heavy on the sauce.”
He made a show of ordering around Ottavio’s only employee this night to his posse of peeps and prostitutes. They all laughed and began yammering away orders at random. Using a shorthand of shapes and symbols, I managed to keep up with the waves of hungry, inebriated customers. The heat of the fires, crowds of people, and Mr. Pitoni’s refusal to turn the heater below 75 had my skin bubbling like cheese on the slices I was slinging.
“What’s taking so long?”
“Sorry sir!” I called out, ringing the bell for the latest dozen orders. “Marco and David both called off and Jose’s a no-show.”
“Again with the fuckin’ excuses! Those boys are makin’ the real cash for the operation, and you’re the doughboy, so get to doughin’ you gangly fuck!”
Get to doughin’? I wondered if the coke he’d snorted had finally dug a hole from his nose straight into his brain. It was true; all his sons and their friends “worked” here to give legitimacy to their money laundering. Ottavio Pitoni was a made man with the local mafia. Dubbed by some “The Walrus” for his shape, face, and temper, he blew through blow like a plow truck plowing snow.
“God, his weird speaking patterns are starting to infect me,” I laughed, saucing up a dozen Margarita Pizzas. “Another day in paradise….”
The Friday night rush was nothing new, and I’d learned all the shortcuts and time savers to make this one-man band into an orchestra. By 2 A.M., the last of the clubbers had slipped into the ether. Our last customer was a bombshell celeb-type, wearing a green dress that glittered like diamonds, flanked by some bodyguards. She had some weird devil horns on that must’ve come from the clubs.
“Rare to get their type this late….” I muttered to myself.
Pitoni’s crew muscled their oversized frames into the booths and chairs once the place was completely cleared out. I popped in a pair of earbuds and got all their usual orders in while I cleaned up the back. I also made myself a double pepperoni as a ‘thank you’ for all my hard work tonight.
“Big, meaty, and ready!” I called out, carrying a five-pound mammoth of pepperoni, bacon, and sausage,
“Italian sausage, of course.”
A few jowls flapped in my direction as they all gave me the stink eye. I wasn’t in the family, so anything I heard was a potential loose end. Pitoni hated loose ends. I made it a point to have the music play so loudly in my earbuds everyone else could hear. 
Too bad I learned how to read lips. 
“So when are the Devils on Third coming?” Big Luigi asked, Pitoni.
I wiped down the prep station in front of the window to catch snippets of their conversation. After a few years, I’d become a professional eavesdropper. Pitoni’s back was to me, but the way everyone else reacted, he wasn’t happy.
“...big deal coming up. Think we’ve got the firepower?”
Another associate spoke up next to him. “We’ve got enough shit to level everything between here and 1300 Avenue, those Diablo’s or whatever ain’t nothing but a flaming bag of shit that needs stomped out.”
Pitoni banged his fist on the table and started shouting just loud enough to be a garbled mess behind my earbuds. Tapping the music down, I decided to listen in.
“—And flaming bags of shit don’t take a quarter of our earnings all in a single fucking night! So when the Demon Bitch gets here, you all wait for my signal and turn her and anybody else she brings into fucking Swiss cheese!”
“Shit!” I yelled out.
All eyes were on me suddenly, with a few pistols no doubt pointed as well.
Thinking up something, I dunked my hand in sauce, grabbing one of the rocker blades.
“Boss, where’s the stitches?” I asked, squirting “blood” from my hand.
“NOT NOW YOU FUCKING IDIOT!”
Taking my chance, I ran into the closet, panicking.
“Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!” I cursed. “Oh fuck, there gonna kill everyone. I gotta call the police, I gotta get out of here!”
Pacing back and forth, I realized the others were in danger. Even if they were in some devil gang or whatever.
“I gotta warn those people! I gotta do something!” 
Rifling through the shelves, I looked for something to cause a distraction. All that was left were cleaning supplies and a few spare pizza cutters. Not exactly prime material for fighting off crazy bastards with AKs and Uzis.
“Bleach… Mop handles…” I muttered to myself. “Dr. Cleaner, Ammonia…” 
As I looked for something, a new set of voices could be heard from the dining room. They sounded feminine.
“You’re early,” Pitoni grumbled. “We were still… getting ready.”
The voices went quiet, and as I began to panic, a stupid, horrible, incredibly dangerous idea crept up in my head.
“Nothing like a little mustard gas, I guess?” I asked myself, grabbing the bleach and ammonia.
“Alright, I’m certifiably crazy.” I sighed, leaning against the door. “Maybe I don’t have to do thi—Woah!”
The door swung open, and I fell face first onto the freshly mopped floor.
“Hey, Natrissa!” Came a soft, sweet voice. “I think I found him!”
Peeling my face off the tile, I looked up at the strangest sight. A small, green woman with horns and big ol’ bat wings and a red corset. Her eyes were bright blue, like sapphires shining in the sun. Smiling down, a pair of fangs popped out of the sides of her mouth.
“Smells like the right one!” She called out. “He’s got that special aura you were talking about.”
Auras? Fangs? Green-skinned devil ladies? 
“I didn’t mix acid in the sauce again did I?” 
A hand extended down to my face, and I helped myself up. Dusting myself off, I realized the green demon lady was very, very short. Barely coming up to my chest.
“Nice to meet ya!” She smiled brightly. “I’m Nimue, but everyone calls me Nim. You’re really cute! Oh, and you’re our prisoner now.”
“Jacob Garret Neric,” I answered, shaking her hand. “Nice to meet yo—waitwhatwasthatlastpart?”
Before I could finish processing what she said, her grip tightened. 
“Come on, you.”
With surprising strength, she cinched her claws, shooting off toward the dining area. My head snapped back, buffeted by her wings slinging air in my face. Before I could get my eyelids peeled off the back of my face, I was surrounded by gigantic, red demons where all the guys had been in the dining area.
“You guys, hungry?” I asked, my voice cracking up against the roof of my mouth.
“Well, well, well…” Came a deep, seductive voice. “Looks like we’ve got the golden goose.”
Sitting where Pitoni had been moments before was an extremely tall woman lazily nibbling on a slice of pizza. Before I could ask what had happened to everyone, I was stricken by her beauty. If you looked up the word “seductive” in the dictionary, and it included a redheaded demon with bat wings, skin as pale as the moon, a huge rack, and blood-red eyes… well, that’d be a particular dictionary. But also, that’s what she looked like.
“Wow,” I muttered like an idiot. 
Chuckling, she wiped her mouth before gesturing to one of the muscly demons.
“Well, I’m glad that you enjoy the view Mr. Neric,” She laughed. “Please have a seat. I’d like to discuss your future.”
“My future?” I asked, eyeing the hulking brutes.
“Yes. Unfortunately, Ottavio’s on Eighth will… no longer be operating. At least while I’m
considering what to do with it.”
Wait, what?
“Wait, what?” I asked incredulously. “This ain’t your place. It’s Pitoni’s.”
All demons laughed except Nim. She sat next to the red-headed demon looking… nervous? Afraid?
“Well, I own Pitoni, Jason,” The busty demon explained sardonically. 
“Jacob,” I corrected her. “It’s Jacob Neric.”
Her eyes flashed, and momentarily, I could swear her nails pierced my neck. In a blink, the sensation had disappeared. The dangerous sensation, however, remained. 
“Right, Jacob. Well, you see I’m the reason Pitoni rose to the position he’s in. The immortal soul of the common man. All for an empire of dirt.”
One of the bigger demons snarled at me, and I realized he looked like an even redder and uglier version of Ottavio Pitoni. 
“He bet me he’d be the boss in less than five years. If not, I got the soul of him, and every last shmuck in his gang. And, well…”
Gesturing at the other demons, I slowly recognized each of their faces. Their faces looked like they’d had their brains turned down to 10%. 
“And that brings us to you, Jacob.”
My face snapped from a demon picking his nose back to the seductive demon, and I shook my head violently. 
“I’m not part of his crew! I just made the pizzas.”
“But you knew what was going on,” She countered. “The drugs. The money laundering. The murders.”
I banged my hands on the table. “Okay, two of of three, yes. But not murder!”
Nim looked away and muttered something.
“What was that? Sister?” The other demon said that with the disdain only a bitchy older sibling could muster.
Nim bit her lip before speaking.
“He was gonna try to save us, Natrissa.” She said quietly. “He was gonna do something crazy, just to save the two of us.”
“Really?” She asked, a single eyebrow raised. “What was he gonna do, make mustard gas?”
A terrifyingly rancid garlic smell wafted into my nose. My throat immediately began to seize as deadly vapors wafted into the room. The bleach and ammonia I’d held when the door opened had spilled together. 
“Yeah, exactly like mustard gas,” Nim giggled as I choked on my own heroism.
Nim and Natrissa whispered something to each other, laughing. At least before Nim snapped her fingers.
I was too busy wheezing/dying on the floor to notice the mustard gas had disappeared entirely. Natrissa walked over with her hands on her hips.
“Ha! Well, I’ll give it to you, Jacob. You’ve got nuts,” With a poke of her finger on my chest, the fluid that flooded my lugs disappeared. I popped back up, sucking in the stale, musty pizzeria air. “I’ve decided to keep you.”
“Thanks, I guess,” I wheezed, happy to not reenact my great-grandpa in WWI. “What now?”
“You work for me now.”
“And if I refuse?”
Natrissa winked, picking me up with one hand, “I kill you and smear your entrails all over this place.” She said with a shrug.
“… You’re the boss.” I could only muster, trying to wiggle free.
“Good! Now that that’s sorted; you’ll be working on a special assignment with my subordinate, and little sister Nim. Hey Nim!”
She called back to her sibling, who inspected the pizza I’d made for the crew.
“What is this stuff?” She asked, holding the slice backwards.
With her free hand, Natrissa facepalmed. “It’s pizza, you piggly little half-breed!”
“Woah, easy,” I said, trying to free myself from her grip. “You can’t talk to your sister like that.”
Natrissa ignored my attempts and looked on in disgust as Nim took a bite. 
“Half-sister. Our father mated with a goblin and made that.” 
I smiled as Nim’s eyes lit up like fireworks from the pizza. 
“She’s cute,” I said, shrugging. 
“Oh, Devil!” Nim squealed before demolishing several slices. “Trissy you have got to try this!”
“You do not call me that in front of the whelps!” Natrissa shouted, letting go as her face turned as red as her hair. “You’ve got a job to do so quit eating all the fucking food and get moving!”
Before Natrissa finished speaking, the entire pizza was gone. How Nim fit it in her svelte frame boggled the mind. More than the whole… demon thing. Or goblin thing. Or… 
“Did that mustard gas fry my brain?” I asked, looking away.
“That’s it, I’m done with this!” ‘Trissy’ shouted.
With a thunderclap and a roar, I saw the ground shrink. I was floating in the air!
“Just go to fucking Theza and do your fucking job, Nim!”
“Hey, hey, hey!” I shouted, flailing my arms. “I’ve got tickets to a baseball game!”
Without a word, Natrissa snapped her fingers, and everything was dark. The smell of cheap cleaner and musty carpet had been replaced by something… also musty. The buzzing overhead lights now the buzzing of… flies? Regaining my sense of touch, the annoying, scratchy prickles of hay surrounded me.
“Where the hell?” I grumbled. 
Pushing up, I saw a couple horses milling about next to a post. Shaking the bits of hay from my head, I took in my surroundings. And surrounding me was… a whole lot of nothing. Everywhere I looked were rolling hills and snow-capped mountains off to the horizon, save for the setting sun.
“Where you headed?” Came a rich, jovial voice.
Turning around, I saw a tall, portly man with forest green skin under a set of overalls. 
“Rare to see a traveler without a horse,” He smiled, patting one of his beasts. “I could sell ya one for a couple silvers, Got lodging too, if ya need.”
Silvers? The hell did that mean?
Before I could ask, Nim suddenly appeared. She was floating behind the green man. Her eyes looked different, though. Instead of the sapphire blue, they were… blood red like her sister’s. 
She was staring at me with an intense expression and a smile that was… not quite right. Bordering on creepy. Well, not bordering actually. She was still very cute.
“We’ll take the house,” She said, dropping to the ground as her wings disappeared. 
The man turned to her and looked puzzled.
“Woah! Didn’t see you lil’ miss. Uh, the house is mine, but you can stay in the barn for a couple coppers if you need privacy.”
Without a glance at the man, she held out her hand, cupped around a collection of gold coins. 
“How about you stay in the barn for the night?”
The man did a quick count, his eyes widening with each finger tap. Unable to contain his excitement, he quickly snatched the gold from her fingers before running off to a shabby barn. 
“Have fun, you two!” He called back, his horses following right behind him.
“Have fun?” I asked, confused.
Right as the sun finished setting, I felt a tickle on my neck. Soon, tiny, slender fingers were draped around my shoulders.
“Lots of fun,” Nim giggled, pressing her ample chest into my back.
“Ah.” I grinned to myself, feeling the wind as she flew us toward the farmer’s now-empty house.




Chapter 2 – Gettin’ a Pizza Dat Ass

“You know, when I went to work today,” I said, helping Nim remove her corset. “I did not expect to learn about demons, and other worlds, and stuff.”
Untying the back of her corset, I did my best to walk the fine line between careful and quick. Nim, on the other hand, took a different approach.
RIIIIIIIIIP!
Grabbing my chest with both hands, she ripped my shirt in twain.
“Hey, that’s my favorite shirt!” 
Before I could continue my protestations, Nim pulled off the rest of her corset, revealing a huge set of emerald breasts.
“Wait a minute,“ I said, watching their perfect bounce. “How'd you do that?”
She gave me a cheeky grin and giggled. “Whatever could you possibly mean?”
She punctuated this question by guiding my hands to them. She let off a soft moan as I felt her up. “Oh, that's good,” She whimpered.
“How did your corset make them look so tiny?”
Tiny was a relative term. In the corset, Nim was still busty, but it was as if they had shrunk in size by almost half. Now free of their containment, they were positively gigantic.
“I'm a succubus dummy,” She giggled fingering herself. “Magic corset for some magical concealments, now sit down!”
Nim pushed me onto the side of the bed and removed my trousers with a wave of her hand,
revealing my erection.
“Ooh. Oh boy. Oh boy. Oh boy!” She said excitedly. “Oh, this looks tasty.”
“Please don't eat it,” I said, half jokingly. Nim gave me a small pout before sticking out her tongue.
“Don't worry, I just want this type of a taste,”
wrapping my cock between her tits, my cock disappeared.
“Oh, fuck…”
Pressing them together. She squeezed me, rubbing my cock up and down.
“That's it,” She said, pinching her nipples while I fucked her tits. Up and down, she moved. Whimpering and cooing.
“Oh, that's so good.”
“E-Enjoying yourself?” I struggled.
“Yes,” she cried out. “It's so good. My whole body’s on fire after eating that pizza, and now every touch feels so intense.”
I've never experienced something like this, I thought to myself.
“Are you that sensitive normally?” I struggled as she bounced her tits up and down.
“Yes!” She cried out. “Especially under the effects of th-this pizza,” She moaned. My toes curled as
Nim began to suck the tip of my cock.
“Oh, yeah, Jackey. Fuck my tits! Y-you’re gonna make me cum.” She whimpered, licking the tip repeatedly
“You are!?”
“Y-yes. W-Whatever that pizza did, fuck, it made me so, so… so sensitive!” A glint sparked in her eyes as I felt my balls tighten, unable to hold back any longer.
“Come on, Jakey! Give me a nice, fat load.”
Oh fuck…
I groaned, feeling Nim’s tongue wrap and coil around me. I could almost hear her voice in my head begging me.
“Do it do it do it!” Came a spectral version of Nim’s voice in my head
Actually…I could hear it clear as day!
“Cum Jakey!” She continued begging, “You can do it! Cum, cum, cum do it, do it!”
“Fuck!” I growled
My balls tightened, and I let out a spurt. Just as soon as I did, Nim shoved herself down, deep-throating my cock straight to the balls. As I came down her throat, she grabbed me and held herself down, staring me in the eyes as she did.
“Holy shit…”
“Ooh, that's good….” I heard Nim squeal in my head as her whole body shivered and shook. She twitched, going cross-eyed and babbling in my mind. After a moment, she began slowly unsheathing my cock from her throat.
“That was…
wow,” I said, trying to catch my breath. I’m pretty sure my back popped I came so hard.
“We're not done yet, though,” She giggled as her index finger began glowing bright pink. With a tap at the base of my shaft, I felt energy spring through my whole body. My erection roared back to life, along with a zap of energy to my body.
“Ready or not,”
she said, biting her lip and slowly crawling to my lap. She wiggled her butt, lining up my dick with her dark green lips. She was wet, and her pussy throbbed, aching for my cock.
“Oh fuck,”
she hissed.
I rubbed my hands along her thigh, gently pushing her down onto it. We both sucked in the air sharply.
“Oh, that's really good,” she moaned.
“Yeah,” I agreed.
Sitting in my lap, she pressed herself against me. Her massive tits bounced as she began to flap her wings up and down, floating her up and down.
“Come on,”
she moaned. “Join me.”
I began to thrust up and down, matching her rhythm in quick succession. She felt amazing, and Nim’s pussy gripped and stroked my cock in ways that I didn't even know were possible. There was sex, and then there was… whatever this experience was. Succubi were no joke!
“You like that?” She whispered into my ear, picking up the pace.
“Succubi have perfect control over their muscles… perfect for extracting every last drop of pleasure.”
“You're not kidding about that,”
I groaned, trying my best not to cum at every single second.
“And that pizza you've got?” she giggled, bouncing more vigorously, her tits floating up and down like magic. “It makes it even more powerful,” She panted. “Oh fuck, Jake I'm cumming.”
Suddenly her spasming pussy gripped my cock even tighter, but she kept bouncing up and down. Her pussy squeezed and clenched on me like a vice. Nim’s voice became more scattered and primal.
“I'm cumming, Jakey! Spank me! Spank me right now, please!
I need it!”
I reached back and SMACK!
“Oh, fuck yes! Again!”
Smack! I held on tight to her ass after that one.
“Like that?” I grunted, sucking one of her nipples.
“Oh, that's a good boy,” She babbled.
“Oh, you fuck me so good, Jakey. Yes, yes, yes!” She continued bouncing up and down on me, her hungry, greedy pussy gobbling up every inch of me. I stood up and hooked each of her legs with my arms, spreading her out, and started thrusting into her like mad.
“It's so sensitive, Jake! It's so sensitive!” She squealed, wrapping her arms tight around me and digging her nails into me.
“Keep going, keep going!
Faster and faster, I fucked her. And tighter and tighter, she squeezed.
“Fucking hell, Nim,” I could barely muster. “I’m about to….”
“Do it,” She panted, giggling madly. “Oh, do it. Do it. Cum inside me right now like a good human! Do it. Do it. Do it!”
“Fuck!” I grunted. With a final thrust up as Nim slammed her ass down, I felt everything inside of me drain as I poured deep into Nim.
“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuck…”
she moaned/whimpered.
Her whole body shook and shivered as she arced her back, and her shoulders went out, pressing her tits into my face. I stepped back, sitting back on the bed as Nim wiggled herself, squeezing more out.
“Oh fuck, that's amazing….”
I grabbed Nim, hugging her tightly as the last drops spurted deep inside her. It felt like my brain had just been pulled out of my head and dipped in acid. It was… It felt…
I don't even know how to explain it, honestly, but I came
my fucking brains out.
We both tipped over onto the bed with a gentle thud.
“That was…” I panted
“Yep,” Nim mumbled. “You were…”.
“Yep.”
“Holy.”
“Oh yeah…”
We both looked at each other for a second, panting. Our faces flushed and our hair wild.
“Oh, Devil. You look so cute,” Nim laughed.
I gave her a playful nudge. “Hey! You do too.”
We both laughed for a moment as I felt my whole body wash over in exhaustion and pleasure.
“Who'd thought this is how my day was going to go?” I muttered to myself.
“Probably a little different than you expected?”
“No kidding…”
After a moment, Nim snuggled up next to me as we lay in bed.
“Thanks for the meal, by the way,”
she giggled. “The energy you just transferred to me was delicious,
and it was super healthy. You are quite the catch, Mr. Neric.”
“Energy?”
“Sexual energy. It’s the emotional transference of companionship succubi feed on.”
“Well, thank you,” I said a little proudly before my mind wondered. “Tomorrow's definitely going to be interesting.”
“Yeah… It will be,” Nim admitted. “But first…” I felt a silky hand run down my waist at my crotch with a familiar pink glow under the sheets,
“Round three.”
Oh, Good Heavenly Lord, I'm in trouble…




Chapter 3 – The Slums of the Rings

The following day, I was rudely awakened by the incessant crowing of a rooster perched on the bedroom window. 
Clutching my arm, Nim grumbled without opening her eyes. “Mmnn, I’m gonna fireball the rooster.”
Pointing her finger at the crooning cock, Nim’s black fingernail began to glow orange and red. The rooster picked up on her subtle threat and flew off with its
tail feathers between its legs.
I “borrowed” a tunic and brown pants from the farmer’s dresser.
“He did say to help myself….” I sighed, feeling the baggy clothes drape over me before grabbing a belt.
After getting dressed, we headed downstairs, only to be met by the orc who owned the place.
“I take it you both had a fun evening?” He smirked, sipping on coffee dark enough to blot out the sun. 
I rubbed the back of my head, grinning like a dummy, while Nim cocked her head.
“Are you asking if the sex was good?” She asked innocently. “It was very good! Jacob is quite the adept lover. He had this thing with his tongue where he—”
“Great time indeed!” I shouted, quickly interjecting myself. “We’ll just be going through. Which way into town?
The farmer wagged his finger, laughing. “Oh don’t you be too bashful now sonny. Gods ‘emselves mighta heard yer ruckus.”
Nim patted herself and me on the back while I felt my cheeks burn red in embarrassment. The farmer chuckled, pulling out a second cup.
“Anywho, city’s a few hours to the north. Get you into Theza through the Silver Gardens. Keep mind of your gold while you’re there.”
“Silver Gardens sound nice,” I noted, accepting a cup of coffee. 
Sipping the coffee, I was shocked at how bitter it was. I drank my joe pretty dark as well, but this had my face contorted. In fact, it was similar to the look the farmer had.
“Bah, just beggers, thieves, and riffraff in the slums. Like I said, keep a hand on your coin, and another on your sword.”
“Why?” I asked, trying to stealthily look for something to add to the coffee. Sugar. Honey. Butter, even. 
He just shook his head and handed me a jar filled with orange-brown powder.
“No. It’s a slum of the worst kind. People stacked on each other, crawling and shoving each down just to get to the higher rings. Rings bein’ the levels of the city. Bottom’s for the criminals, poor, and the rabble. Middle Ring for your tradesmen and whatnot. But the Upper Ring…”
The farmer looked off to the rising sun wistfully.
“They say the roads’re made with marble and the water’s like Bubbler Wine.”
“Rich and powerful only?” I asked, imagining all the fancy clothes the wealthy people in this world wore. “Lots of powdered wigs?”
Nim and the farmer looked at me strangely.
“Not sure about no wigs, but yep. Takes more than a pocket of copper to get into the Ur.”
“Upper Ring.” Nim explained, emphasizing the first letter of each word.
The combination of nutmeg and cinnamon took the coffee from dreadful to tolerable, leaving enough space to absorb the farmer’s words.
“Appreciate the exposition, Mr… uh….”
“Bertak Rivercrosser,” He nodded. “Pleased to make the acquaintance, Jacob.”
Reading my mind, he nodded to Nim, who’d taken a spoon to the bowl of spices. She smiled, sticking out her tongue. An idea flashed across Nim’s face as we got ready to leave.
“Oh, Mr. Rivercrosser! We’d like to leave you with this as a thank you.” She pulled a slice of the pizza I’d made last night from thin air. It looked like it’d been in the refrigerator overnight, with all the delicious allure of cold pizza.
“Eh?” He looked over the meat lover’s slice skeptically. “Ain’t seen a thing like that before. Like a sandwich or a foldover that didn’ fold over.”
“It’s from Jacob’s homeland,” She urged, pushing the slice up closer to his nose. “It’s really good!”
Before I could warn him, he gingerly took a bit.   Bertak’s eyes grew wide as he chewed and smiled, eagerly chewing before devouring the pizza in mere moments.
“Hogs tied to a whore that’s good! I’d pay a fine silver for a bite of that.” He went to shake my hand, and a terrified thought ran across my mind. 
Wait, what if last night wasn’t just a one-off? I mean, they look pretty handsome and all, but I don’t swing that way! I don't want to leave the guy high and—
“Feel like I’ll finally fix the barn today!” He shouted, wringing my hand. “Got enough gumption to swing a bear round my ankles  and plow the fields before dark! You love birds get a move on, I need to take there’s a getting’ to be got! Then I’m headin’ o’er to see aLady named Stella!!”
Dashing out of the house, we watched Mr. Rivercrosser work with enough energy to make a battery mascot blush. Nim giggled as we got onto a dirt road that led north.
“So that’s what Trissy was all on about,” Nim floated along lazily as she spoke. “That pizza you make is magic.”
We walked past a friendly-looking group of traders fixing a broken wheel and waved. They were mainly shorter than Nim and a shade darker green with pointed sets of teeth.
“Well, I do make a mean pie.”
“No,” She said excitedly. “It’s like actually magic. Whatever you do when you make the pizza does something that makes people….”
“Horny?” I asked, terrified at the notion. 
“Horny for life, more like it.” Nim posited. “Whenever someone eats your pizza, it’s like all their inhibitions just… fly out the window. One bite had Trissy ready to collect every soul owed, the farmer looked like a new man, and well….”
She winked, bumping into me with her hip. I laughed, bumping her back. Knowing I didn’t create a wonder drug for sex made me feel better. Sure, the idea of pizza equals horny sounded great in theory, but it had the same icky feeling as a love potion. 
The hours drifted along as we chatted, mostly about my new employer, my job here, and just… kind of everything.
“So even after five years in Central City, you’ve never had a cheese donut?” I asked, aghast at the idea. “How’s that even possible?”
Nim laughed, teasing me about my hometown cuisine.
“I made it a point not to while I worked for Trissy. Cheese and glazed dough didn’t sound appealing.”
“But the sourdough and cream cheese with everything seasoning.”
Nim rolled her eyes, “That’s a fried bagel and you know it. You’re just afraid you’ll anger your ancestors.”
Lack of taste in the local culinary arts aside, Nim was incredibly easy to talk to. Her sister had a threatening aura to her that screamed, ‘I am the boss; you live for I allow it.’ But Nim’s was warm and tantalizing, like bread fresh out of the oven from a local baker. I’m a simple man who loves his carbs, alright?
“Natrissa said it was imperative we bring a slice of your pizza to the Queen for some reason,” Nim explained. “Something about saving the crumbling city of Theza.”
Before I could register the idea of pizza saving a city, we’d walked into the shadow of a mountain. Wait, no, it was a city. A mountain-shaped city… City mountain.
“What in the world?”
Looking up, the city blocked out the sun and skies above. Like a middle finger to all construction or sanity, the city rose higher and higher into the sky in layers. Each taller and narrower than the last. The faint sounds of the hustle and also bustle rang out from inside its walls.
“Theza,” Nim announced, a slight tremble in her voice. “Carved from a mountain into the peak of civilization. Or something like that.”
“Right…” 
Walking up the road, we were stopped by a unit of soldiers, all wearing leather armor and helmets adorned with bright yellow plumes.
“Business in traveling?” A short, portly man with a thick black beard asked. I guessed he was dwarven.
“We uh…” I looked at Nim, who shrugged. “Wait what?”
“Why’re you here?” Croaked a soldier even shorter than the dwarf. He looked similar to the goblins we’d passed earlier. Save for the three giant scars running in parallel across his face. He pointed a halberd toward us, demanding we put our hands up.
“Either get with the reasons, or get with getting out,” The goblin soldier snarled. 
The gears in my brain cranked with all the ferocity of an old mule lounging in the shade.
“We… are here…” I looked to Nim desperately “To bring….”
“Pizza!” Nim shouted, extending her hand as a pepperoni pizza poofed into existence. “A savory delicacy from a land afar for the Queen.”
I recognized the pepperoni pattern as the personal pizza I’d made along with the mob’s order last night.
“Hey that’s mi—”
Before I could finish protesting, the largest guard, an orc from the looks of it, growled at us.
“Queen’s in the Ur. And you ain’t part of no Ur,” Nim’s cheerful demeanor slipped for a half-second. 
“But what if the pizza’s really good?”
The orc was about to say something before the other guards butted in.
“Looks interestin’.”
“C’mon Pordun, just try it.”
“You skipped lunch again Captain.”
Grumbling, he followed the other guards and grabbed a slice. After a few curious nibbles, they quickly devolved into fanatics, gobbling up every crumb and discussing it in depth.
“A marvel of flavors….”
“I’d have it hot or cold!”
“The meat’s a bit spicy for me.”
“The sauce! I could be buried in it when I die!”
With the guards distracted, we jumped in with the group of goblin traders we’d passed earlier. They waved for us to hop into the caravan unseen.
“Did you have to give away my lunch?” I asked Nim, who’d jumped into my lap. “I thought The Queen was supposed to get some of the pizza?”
“It got us in the city!” She pouted, “Besides, you’ll make more.”
“I will?”
“Damn right you will!” She teased.
We jumped out of the wagon once we were good and far from the gate. Jumping out into the road, we were greeted with pandemonium from all sides. Pillars of buildings shoddily stacked atop one another with booths, buggies, and tables lining every inch of available real estate.
The clashing sounds of horses, creaking wheels, and people shouting over each other brought me right back home.
“Yep,” I laughed. “This is a city alright!”
Nim’s ears flopped down, and her face had gone pale. Her eyes darted in every direction, trying to follow a million conversations at once.
“Hey,” I whispered, helping usher her to an empty spot away from everything. “You ok?”
Nim shook her head, looking at the ground, “I don’t like crowds.”
I held her shoulder, trying to calm her down. Nim was shaking like a leaf as one of the goblins we’d rode in with noticed us and ran across to us. Standing just over two feet, he was aqua colored with ears as big as his body.
“She doesn’t look so good,” He noted in a high-pitched nasally voice. “You guys wanna follow us?”
Grabbing the hem of my shirt, he ran back towards a family of extra small goblins all the same blue-green tint as him. He spoke a different language with the speed of a machine gun, making wild gestures with his tiny hands as he went along.
The other goblins looked on in awe as the tiny fellow jumped from a box onto the ground, reenacting an epic battle of some sort. Right as I was about to ask what he was doing, he stopped and pointed to each of the goblins in order. 
“Wha—?”
One by one, they stuck their thumbs out, mostly up, save for a few pointing down. The ones that stuck their thumbs down stared at me suspiciously.
Satisfied, the goblin turned around and looked at me triumphantly.
“Okay, you can join.”
“Join what?” I asked, completely lost. 
“Our unit!” He exclaimed, overjoyed. “Gotta have a unit in a town like this! We’re almost all goblins, but they said you and your girlfriend could join.”
An elderly goblin hobbled over on a cane and patted Nim on the head. Nim sniffed, eyes still firmly locked on the ground. The old lady tutted before reaching into her purple cloak. She pulled out a tiny red ball that shined in the sunlight. 
“Peppermint?” She wheezed. “Good for digestion.”
Nim nodded gratefully before accepting the candy. Granny Goblin whispered something to Nim that made her smile before turning a brilliant shade of red. 
“Do I want to know?” I asked, leaning down at my new companion.
“Probably not in mixed company,” he said, gesturing to follow him and the others. “But the gist of it is, you guys can have a place to stay if you make us that bread thing you gave the guards.”
Bread disk?
“Sounds fair…” I said slowly. “And how’d you convince them to let us join?”
The goblin laughed as we turned a series of corners between buildings. The massive crowds slowly thinned out, and the sounds of the rat race faded.
“Lying,” He giggled.
“Lying?”
“Well, it’s only a lie if you didn’t actually kill a Borledon Demon with your bare hands before whisking away his daughter to a newer safer life.”
“I…” I thought for a moment. Contemplating how he could’ve possibly convinced them of that. “You know what, you’re closer than you give yourself credit.”
He stopped dead in his tracks, staring at me with sparkling eyes. “Really?”
“Really.”
He badgered me with questions so intensely I failed to
notice the sounds of the city had completely gone away. The dirty and crowded streets were replaced with quiet conversation. And towering buildings shambling up the sky with modest brick and wood. Barely daring to graze the wind. 
It was like a small town had been secretly squirreled away in the middle of the city.
“Welcome to Gobl-End,” he said, bowing humorously. “I’m your tour guide Wizzbee.”
“Jacob Neric,” I said, patting his shoulder. 
Wizzbee trundled along, introducing us to damn near every single member of the community. It was mostly made of Goblins, Orcs, Shadow Elves, and Humans. The odd Ogre, Light Elf, or Demon Kin as well. Most viewed us suspiciously, but Wizzbee’s seal of approval turned distrust into a mild annoyance.
Nim’s social anxiety quietly subsided, and she came out of her shell by the end of the tour. She had a particular fondness for talking at length with the elderly.
“There’s a few empty buildings you and Nim can pick from and get started,” Wizzbee said, gesturing to a cluster of buildings. “Get your crafts going, get a job with one of the local shops or guilds if that’s your thing.” 
A few kids from the area followed us around as Nim and I picked out a building across from where Wizzbee and his family were staying. They ogled us, whispering and laughing about some kind of inside joke.
“I like this one!” Nim said, “It’s cozy.”
The inside was filled with grime and broken stones from other buildings. Any coziness that could have been found was swiftly dispatched by a spider the size of a beagle crawling out of the rubble.
“Fuck that!” I shouted, jumping back.
“Jacob!” Nim admonished me, pointing her finger at the spider.
“No swearing in front of the children!” She punctuated her statement with a fireball that exploded on top of the spider.
FWOOSH!
One blinding flash of light and a moment on the sun later, the spider, along with any dust in the room, was gone.
“Ooohhhh!” The kids all clapped their hands, applauding Nim.
Unable to argue with the sexy goblin-demon girl who could shoot fireballs out of her fingertips. I just gave her a thumbs-up.
“Sure thing, Nimmy.”




Chapter 4 – A Flight of Dragon

You’d be shocked how much cleaning can get done when you set off an explosive ball of fire. Gets rid of dust, dirt, and debris. Unfortunately…
“It smells like burnt hair and bad seafood,” I gagged. “Why does it smell like seafood?”
Wizzbee wrinkled his nose before whistling for assistance. One of the old goblin ladies Nim befriended hobbled through the crowd that’d gathered after the fireball. Unfazed by the smell, she pulled out a smooth grey oval from her pocket.
“Soappers,” She smiled, handing me one. “Nay leave the house without it.”
Several of the older onlookers pulled out their own ‘Soappers’ and handed them to the youngsters, who all groaned.
“Awww! Do we have to?”
The old lady pressed the object in my hand, which felt like a slightly oily soft rock. Rubbing the stone emitted a piney smell and mild lather.
The kids, teenagers, and a few adults my age scrubbed the surfaces with the stones. Joining in, my hands chafed a bit from the oily rubbing but vastly improved the smell and scraped the grime off the surfaces as well.
Once Nim moved all the rocks out of the way with her magic, the building had enough space for four roughly equal-sized rooms. Except, of course, for the giant hole in the front wall.
“We’ll need to get that fixed before the winter sets in,” I said, measuring the area. “But we can probably fit ten tables in for a dining area.”
“Dining area?” Nim asked, pilling the stones all together in the corner. 
“Well, if we’re going to be making pizza for The Queen, we might as well make it for everyone else.” The kids murmured excitedly while I walked around, making a mental map of the area. “I’ll be able to fit three ovens big enough for four pizzas, which take two and a half minutes to cook. So that’s an average throughput of about two hundred seventy five pizzas if we account for burn, waste, and just… kitchen nonsense happening.”
I looked over and did a headcount of everyone here, plus the crowd.
“Okay, so we’ve got about a hundred people, two slices per… that’s fourty pizzas to be safe and in case we get a little hungry.” I turned and looked to the crowd. “Um, thank you all for helping with this! I’d like to make you all some pizza as a thank you, but we’ll need ingredients. Can anyone help?”
A dark elf with large muscular arms raised his hand and made his way to the front.
“I run the market here. Whatcha need?”
One obscenely large order of flour, oil, tomatoes, and cheese later, and we were halfway home. By the time he and his children returned with the sacks of ingredients, I’d nearly finished making the stone ovens with Nim’s help.
“How long’s it gonna take?” one of the kids pouted.
“Yeah, we’re starving over here!”
Nim nervously tapped my shoulder as I got to work with the dough.
“What do we do?” Nim asked, her ears flopping down again in terror. 
I looked at the crowd and shrugged my shoulders, “Just get the fires nice and hot and I’ll get the pizza ready in twenty minutes.”
The nice thing about pizza is you can do a lot of things all at once. While the dough is rising, you can get the sauce stewing, slice up the cheese, get the next couple of batches rolling…
“But we’ve got nothing done!” Nim protested, fluttering around, messing with everything. “We’ve gotta get them fed! Get to The Queen, report back to Trissy!”
Doing my best to work around her, I stuck several balls of dough the size of basketballs into a barrel I’d cleaned while the sauce was reducing in a massive cauldron. I wasn’t sure where to get oregano, basil, and some other seasonings, but it’d still be fine. Bland, but fine.
The log of cheese I’d been given wasn’t mozzarella either, but it was close enough. A pang of guilt and panic hit me as I realized this would probably be the worst pizza I’d made in years, just in ingredient quality alone. 
“Jakeyyyy…” Nim pestered over my shoulder. 
Putting the knife down, I took a deep breath, clasping her shoulders.
“Nim, I’ve got this.” Looking out to the crowd, all sitting around on stones and talking to each other. There were a few unruly and annoyed folk, but that was inevitable. “You do your job, I’ll do my job.”
“But what’s my job supposed to even be?” She pleaded.
I stopped and looked around, realizing she had nothing to do and her nervous energy was recycling itself repeatedly.
“Well, why not get everyone seated and ready for their food?” I suggested, looking at the disorganized chaos. “They seem to really like you.”
Her eyes lit up, and she nodded before bolting off to the crowd.
“Hey guys! It’s almost ready, so let’s all get ourselves organized and ready.”
The men were quicker on the uptake than the women, but the first pizzas were headed to the ovens blasting away by the time everyone was seated.
“Nim!” I called out, getting the next pizzas ready. “Can you pull the pizzas out every 90 seconds?”
Nearly bowling me over, she reached into the ovens. 
“Wait! I meant with mag—” Before I could warn her brick ovens operated in excess of 800 degrees, she was holding the pizzas without so much as a singe. “Right, part demon….” I tossed the pizzas in and got to cutting the cooked ones as soon as they hit the table. Slice by slice, bit by bit, we were getting the orders filled. Thinking for a moment, I made orders of cheesy bread with extra seasoning.
“Order up!” I called out, placing the pizza slices on a burlap lining. “Two slices each. Let the grandma’s eat first! Kids get the cheesy bread!”
Several of the kids groaned, but they were drowned out by the cheers of the crowd. The smell coming from the hot kitchen was that classic bready, cheesy, and tomato symphony from heaven.
“Jake!” Nim called out, holding a burnt pizza. “It burned! What do we do, what do we do, what do we do!?”
I shrugged and sliced the pizza on the table, putting up the slices.
“Extra crispy slices up!”
I winked at her and got back to prepping, cooking, and cutting the pizzas.
“Just make sure we don’t make too many more crispy pizzas,” I joked.
Sweat stuck to my clothes as the heat bore down on my back with only a sliver of cross breeze to alleviate. I, however, was too busy triumphantly listening to the people reacting to my pizza. 
“In all my years!”
“Look at the cheese stretch!”
“I could really go for some ground sausage and peppers on it.”
“The sauce is the best part.”
“Owww! I burnt the roof of my mouth!”
Everyone was happily munching and chatting with Nim as I slaved away in the kitchen. With nobody looking, I snuck a few slices away for Nim and I.
Thankfully, my predictions for forty pizzas worth of ingredients held true, as I looked at the last bits of dough, sauce, and cheese.
“Alright, y’all!” I called out to the hopeful crowd. “Last bit’s for us, but thank you all for coming and helping out!” The crowd groaned at the news. “We’re gonna close up shop and reopen in a few days, alright?”
Most of the crowd cheered us on, thanking us for the meal before leaving through the hole in the wall and dispersing back through the neighborhood.
Nim collapsed onto the table next to the last pizza I was making. She looked exhausted.
“I feel like I’m gonna die!” She complained.
“It wasn’t so bad,” I countered. “Lunch rushes like that are nothing compared to Sundays after church.” I shuddered at a particularly nasty memory where every denomination decided to descend on our den of dough and dairy at once. “We’ll need to see about air conditioning getting invented, though, I’m dyin’.” 
Nim picked up a slice and sighed. “I kept burning the pizza….” 
Taking extra care to perfectly portion The Queen’s meal, I shook my head.
“Listen, until they know what really good pizza tastes like, that’s gonna be the best thing they ever tasted.”
Nim puffed her cheeks as I got The Queen’s pizza ready to go. 
“So what’ll happen when they try good pizza, huh?”
“Then you’ll have made them an even better meal than they’ve ever had.” I laughed. Next was wrapping the pizza in some… some… “Uh…Nim? How do we… take the pizza?”
Cardboard was not a thing around here, and without the tiny plastic bit that looked like a table to keep the box from crushing the pizza, what was the point?
Nim cocked her head to the side, thinking for a moment. 
“Aha!”
SNAP!
With a snap of her fingers, a glowing, red, rectangle lifted up from under the pizza. 
“With magic, of course!” Nim giggled. “Nice and toasty.”
The hard light rectangle turned into a translucent box tightly fitting around the pizza, and the little pizza-saver table in the middle. The heat off the box was reminiscent of the heating lamps over the pizzas at a buffet join off 13th and Walter Ave.
Heading back out to the city, we noticed the streets were much… quieter. Almost everyone was gone! Well, except for the kids. But all the adults and elderly had left.
“What’s going on?” I asked, turning back towards the pandemonium we’d first entered through.
“Ahhh!” Came a voice behind a wall. “Deeper!”
The wall to our left began to thud as muffled voices slowly faded as we walked.
Nim giggled, elbowing my shoulder. 
“Looks like the pizza works just fine.”
Rolling my eyes, I turned back to the main drag from before. The hustle and bustle of the afternoon had given way to the bustle and hustle of early evening. Swarms of people running, hocking, and selling in every direction. 
“Let’s get out of here,” I murmured, pulling Nim closer as I got an idea. “Hey, can you fly us up?”
Nim’s face brightened up instantly. 
“Yes! I thought you’d never ask.” 
Her feet gently floated off the ground without a flap of her wings, and she touched my nose. A warm sensation trickled from her touch, radiating outward across my whole body.
“You’re not gonna light me on fire with this, right?” I asked mostly jokingly. 
“I burn four pizzas!”
“It was sev—woah!” 
My feet swung out from under me, and I was suddenly floating upside down. Catching my wallet, I whirled my hands around, trying to get balanced. Thankfully, Nim took pity on me, magically correcting my posture.
“Take my hand, Jake, it’ll be easier.” She offered.
“Can I at least hold the pizza?” 
Nim stuck out her tongue and grinned. “No.”
So there I was. Floating in the air, being drug along by a part-goblin-part-succubus, looking like a total schmuck. However, I was too busy ogling the city from above to properly appreciate my schmuckiness.
The buildings all ran against each other at odd angles, ducking in and out of one another. The roads all cluttered and clogged by the traffic. 
Looking back to Gobl-End, it was… completely invisible. Or at least, you couldn’t see it from above, thanks to the buildings surrounding it. We weren’t the only ones flying above the city, as a few winged individuals and wizardly types weaved in and out, up and down.
“Hope you brought your hand warmers!” Nim shouted, “Time to go up in altitude!”
Looking the other way, I saw the city climb higher and higher, capped off with a gigantic bright white castle daring to soar above the clouds.
“I didn’t pack anything!” I protested, feeling the cold sting of the wind on my face. “You just teleported me here!”
Nim picked up her speed, racing faster and faster through the air. If you ever wondered what flying was like, it feels a lot like falling. But with intention.
The closer we got to the castle, the more flying people and creatures we saw. A couple young mages zipped by dangerously close.
“What the hell is wrong with those—watch out!” I screamed as a giant blue dragon crested toward us. 
“Oh relax!” Nim laughed, “It’s not gonna shoot us.”
And in that exact moment, the dragon opened its maw, as giant sparks of electricity flew from its mouth. A weighty, guttural noise rumbled as the smell of ozone filled the air.
“Okay, is that not what it’s about to do?” I screamed, trying not to soil my only pair of pants. “Because that’s what it looks like!”
A bolt of lightning shot out like a cannon, and Nim and I began to instantly fall.
“Evasive maneuver time!”
According to Nim, evasive maneuvers mean falling out of the sky with no style. None. Not the slightest hint of style, fashion, or swagger. Just dropping like a rock.
“Don’t worry! It’s all according to plan!” Nim shouted, holding the pizza under her arm.
“HOW IS ANY OF THIS PART OF A PLAN!?” I screamed as we hurtled towards the castle.
“Like this!”
Pointing her finger at the castle, Nim laughed as a familiar orange ball began to grow into a fireball. The heat of the flames mixed with the stinging wind as I struggled to open my eyes.
FWOOOOSH!
The explosive heat ballooned behind me as she shot off her attack. At the last second, I managed to watch as the fire careened into an invisible barrier.
The dragon roared behind us, but Nim’s fireball dug into the ethereal barrier, sinking in deeper. Melting through, the fireball dissipated over a balcony.
“Hey! No fair!” 
That didn’t sound like Nim. Before I could try to find the source of the voice, Nim picked up speed, and we followed the fireball’s path through the balcony window, and right onto the ground with a resounding “thud.”
I tumbled over, landing in a scorpion pose, thankful the ground was covered in a soft, thick purple rug. Picking myself off the ground, I looked back in horror, awaiting the draconic monstrosity chasing us.
I was surprised, however, to see the skies completely clear of clawed creatures of any kind. Jumping to my feet, I did a double take.
“Where’d she go?”
I could only see Nim floating up in the air above me, giggling.
“Where’s the dragon!?” I asked frantically.
“Look,” She giggled, pointing to the balcony. A tall, blue woman with horns floated down, with large scaly wings retreating to her body before disappearing.
“Who’s that, Nim?” 
Nim giggled as the woman sauntered over, jingling as she walked with several golden and silver necklaces bobbing up and down. She was over six and a half feet tall with horns that curled back against her head, pointing up at their purple tips nestled tight against her thick silver locks. She wore a white and lavender cloak adorned with intricate flowery patterns, showing off her midriff.
“I’d like to introduce you to Princess Brizaela Napolinia,” Nim laughed, bowing to the woman. “Better known to you as the big scary dragon.”
The supposed princess smirked at me cockily, with a familiar air of superiority to her. Nim floated over and whispered into my ear.
“Technically only a few people know about that and discussing it could result in beheading.”
Clearly hearing that, the Princess grinned, exposing a large fang at her incisor. I rubbed my neck, imagining the heavy ax chopping ol’ Jake in twain for such a mistake.
“Good to know…”
“You still haven’t bowed to her royal highness, Jake,” Brizaela said with an annoyed look on her face. “Where are your manners?”
Coulda asked you the same thing… I thought to myself, giving a quick jerking bow.
Satisfied, she nodded to me and then to Nim.
“How do you know my name?” I asked suspiciously. 
“Overheard you two talking while flying in, isn’t it obvious?”
“Dragons hear that well, through all that noise?” I asked incredulously, looking her up and down.
Brizaela leaned down with her hands on her hips, smiling condescendingly. “Oh it’s far beyond that, Jacob. My senses are far beyond what lesser mortals can comprehend, such as yourself.”
I didn’t quite catch her conceited connotations at first, because I was too busy catching an eyeful of the Princess. Her mere presence commanded attention on an almost magical level. There were stories of dragons transforming into the most beautiful humans imaginable, and Brizaela clearly went by that logic. She had sharp, cutting features, like marble, and bright golden eyes beset by black sclera, making them glow even brighter.
“Jake?”
And her body was something else entirely. She was ocean blue with muscles rippling, tightly coiled,
and proudly on display for the world to see, including abs that she’d made a point to show off.
“Jake!”
“Huh?” 
Snapping out of whatever trance she’d put me under, I blinked several times. “Do what now?”
Brizalea laughed and took a step closer. 
“I said that mortals like you don’t stand a chance to a dragon like me….”
Standing over a half foot taller than me, her chest was right at my eye level. She wasn’t quite as busty as Nim, but Brizaela was very happy to show herself off.
“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself….” She said haughtily. 
Caught red-handed, I just shrugged and looked away like an idiot. Before I could continue making a fool of myself, Nim grabbed me by the hand as Princess Brizaela took us on an impromptu tour of the castle. 




Chapter 5 – All That Glitters

The castle was unlike anything I’d ever seen before. And there’d been a lot of that going on lately…
The castle was a complete maze of white and lavender marble, each room, hall, and corner was adorned with giant pillars and banisters, denoting epic tales of heroes and conquests or the lineage of Elvish leadership that protected the kingdom Theza for centuries. 
“Oh, and over there you’ll see my great-grandfather, Albeq’dr, defeating a hoard of ogre invaders that threatened to enslave the kingdom,” Princess Brizaela said, bored. 
She was much more interested in showing off her wealth as she fidgeted and jingled the various golden rings and bejeweled necklaces she wore. 
“What do you think of Theza’s highest ring, Jacob?” She asked, impressed with herself.
Frankly speaking, this place was enough to put the word opulence to shame. In fact, it felt like this castle created a whole new word to describe utter wealth and magnanimity. Each room was filled with wonders of both magical and material kinds. Everyone who walked by would bow straight down at the sight of the Princess.
I felt like a stain on the beauty of this castle. A smudge trundled along, waiting to be extinguished for daring to besmirch the castle’s perfection.
“It’s nice,” I nodded. “Very nice. Are we going to meet the Queen, I take it?”
Brizaela’s grin changed to a small scowl.
“Yes… we’re off to see mother. Nim’s clearly brough a present for her,” She eyed the rectangular red light Nim carried the pizza in with mild interest.
“Yep!” Nim said brightly. “We’ve brought the gift of pizza!”
“Pizza?” Brizaela asked skeptically.
“Pizza,” I nodded.
“The fuck is ‘pizza’ supposed to be?”
I was about to give the exact definition when Nim thankfully cut me off. “Pizza, is the thing that is going to change the kingdom for the better! It’s the answer to your and your mother’s prayers.”
The Princess stopped on a dime and stared at Nim.
“It’s going to change the kingdom?”
“You bet!”
“It’s going to fix the Lower Rings?”
“As intended!”
“It’s going to be the single thing my family’s been looking for for hundreds of years, as we watched our kingdom shrink to but a single city?”
Nim’s brimming confidence faltered slightly before she shook her head, regaining her assured grin.
“Damn straight!”
“Well… if it gets my mother’s soul back from your sister, why not?”
“Wait,” I said, my eyes widening in horror at Nim and the Princess. “You mean the Queen’s the one who—”
Before I could finish my sentence, a large blue hand covered my mouth.
“Quiet you,” she growled, baring her teeth and showing off those large, deadly fangs. “Nobody knows about this deal, and nobody’s going to. Understand pipsqueak?”
Rather than nails, claws prickled the sides of my face. She could’ve ripped my jaw off with the same difficulty as wet tissue paper. I simply nodded and kept quiet.
Note to self: Don’t get murdered by a sexy dragon lady because you said something stupid.
After what felt like another hour of just walking around aimlessly, we finally came to our destination: A large hall with banisters and giant stained-glass windows trickling in multicolored light. At the far end of the hall was a large singular throne made of the same white marble with spiderwebs of lavender and purple. 
Sitting on the throne, an Elvish woman spoke to a hunched-over male elf in brown robes. 
“That’s the Queen?” I whispered to Nim.
“Yeah,” She whispered back.
“Indeed it is…” came a sultry, smokey voice from the far end. “It is I, the Queen. Come.” The woman waved her hand for us to come closer.
Walking up, we saw the throne floating several feet in the air, forcing me to crane my neck up to look at her directly. The man she’d been talking to scowled at us behind a pair of pince-nez. His neatly knitted eyebrows scrunched together as he studied us intensely.
“What business do you have interrupting?” He demanded.
“We have an appointment?” Nim said hopefully.
“And she’s my mother. Ass.” Brizaela added, perhaps a bit more helpfully.
“Oh?” Asked the Queen, eyeing me with interest. Or perhaps, a feigned interest. 
“Yes, your majesty.” I got down and bowed on one knee like I’d seen others do for the Princess. However, I felt a smack on the back of my head as Brizaela hissed at me.
“The other knee jackass! Otherwise you’re fucking proposing!”
“Oops!” I fumbled, trying to get in the right bow. “Uh, um… P-Please pardon the intrusion ma’am. I’m… new to the region.” 
I was desperately trying to regain some positive momentum, while everyone watched me flounder hopelessly. I gestured for Nim to open the box.
“This is a gift from my people, and something that I believe would be of great…great uh… importance!” I said, finding the words. 
“My my…” The Queen leaned over from her throne. The magic box Nim’d put the pizza in worked to perfect effect. It steamed fresh and hot, like fresh from the oven. “Do you know what this is, Noidious?”
The man named Noidiouis looked at it and wrinkled his nose in disgust.
“It appears to be a rancid concoction of flour, fruits, and cheeses. Burnt to a crisp no less….” He said distastefully. “A passable gift for a commoner of the lowest rings. But not royalty! Especially not for the likes of Queen Itania!”
What the fuck are you talking about you wrinkly little fucker!?
I looked at the pizza incredulously. What was this idiot talking about? It looked perfect! A complete ten outta ten! Burnt? It had that exact amount of char on the bottom, and the box was perfectly heated, so the cheese was still melty and aromatic.
“But, perhaps the Queen would like to try our delicacy? That we have so painstakingly perfected here in the Lower Rings?”
“Lower Rings!?” Noidious bellowed. “How dare you!? You dare bring such filth here! You should be lashed for such—”
The Queen raised a well-manicured hand, silencing him, “Enough Noidious. I believe our guest means no harm. He hopes to show the bounty of our kingdom. What is your name, young man?”
“Jacob,” I said with a bow. “Jacob G. Neric, madam. Um! I mean uh, Your Highness, this pizza is genuinely the most delicious thing ever created, in my honest opinion.” I stiffened up, standing tall. “I take great pride in my work, though I'm not a prideful man. However, this is the exception.”
Itania smiled pleasantly at me but did not grab a slice.
“Noidious, would you mind returning later so we may finish our hour meeting?”
The man nodded curtly and walked away without passing so much as a single glance at the rest of us. Once he was well out of earshot, the Queen descended from her throne and lept at Brizaela, giving her a big hug.
“Oh, my sweet, wonderful daughter!” She cooed, holding her head to her chest. “I hope you had fun out on your flight.”
Queen Itania brushed the long silvery hair of Brizaela and smiled warmly. “Nobody gave you too much trouble?”
Brizaela
laughed and puffed her large chest out.
“No one's ever going to give a dragon trouble.”
Now that she was up close and personal, I got a really good look at Queen Itania. She might not have had the draconic/magic charisma thing that literally stole my attention, but she might as well have. She was an extremely curvaceous elven woman wrapped in silk robes tightly hugging her figure along with a layer of loose lavender garments hiding everything else underneath.
However, with the last of the royal putzes gone, she had discarded her robe. Her features were definitely Elvish in that extremely beautiful and maybe-a-little-bit-alien way with long pointed ears and soft silver eyes that matched her platinum blonde hair…that looked softer than clouds on the summer’s day…and the smell of wildflowers… and large full lips that looked sweeter than the—
Nim elbowed me in the side.
“Dude, you're drooling.”
“What?” I said snapping back to reality.
“You're literally drooling right now,” Nim hissed urgently.
“Oh,” I said wiping my face. Everyone was staring at me and I tried to quickly make up a lie.
“I'm so sorry. It's just I haven't eaten all day… and the…the pizza. It looked really good and tasty and yeah.” Itania looked mildly amused while Brizalea was certain I’d popped a screw loose.
“I'm going to stop talking now. Nim, do you wanna take over at any point?” I asked desperately. “Like seriously, I thought you were the one that was supposed to be doing all this kind of stuff. Help me out here.” Nim let out a fit of giggles with Itania while Brizaela just rolled her eyes.
Composing herself, Nim bowed. “Basically, Your Majesty. We think that we found the solution with one of our other clients,” Nim said, floating around while holding the pizza. “Jacob here is from a different world and his boss owed my sister something similar to you.”
“Oh?”
The Queen asked, eyeing me with perhaps more genuine interest.
“Yeah,” she explained. “He's from another world and he's made this food, the pizza he mentioned earlier, that's just… it's amazing!”
“And it's going to help my failing kingdom?” Itania asked. “My kingdom that once spanned the continent, but is now
a single city?”
“Yes,” Nim said, flapping her wings proudly.
“It's going to help with the decreasing population that we have no way of fixing. That we haven't been able to fix for generations of some of our lesser lived peoples?”
“Yes,” Nim nodded her head excitedly.
“It's going to help bridge this divide that exists between the different rings?” The Queen's voice was gentle but held an authority like an iron vice on your heart.
“Absolutely,” Nim said confidently.
“And this Jacob, who was a lackie to somebody else who sold their soul, is going to be the one to save my kingdom?”
Before Nim could answer for me, I nodded my head. “You got it your highness. I would like to save my soul and maybe my old employer's soul. But I would absolutely be honored to help you and your kingdom.”
The Queen grinned
in a manner quite similar to Brizaela's.
“Well, that's wonderful to hear…” standing closer to me, she smiled, eyeing me up and down. “My my, what a handsome young man,”
she said before turning to her daughter. “Dragons were once thought to be extinct. My daughter is one of the few that are known to still be alive. She's young, powerful…arrogant. Just like my late husband who adopted her.”
Rather than look offended, Brizaela put on a proud look.
“I think she needs direction. I think she needs a purpose. What she needs is a job besides lounging about this deteriorating castle.”
“Deteriorating?” I said, looking at the opulence surrounding us. “This has to be the most magnificent place I've ever seen in my life. I think that nothing like this ever existed in the history of my home world.”
The Queen gave a small sigh and patted me on the head. With the snap of her fingers. The room around me dissolved and pillars began to crumble, the banisters’ bright color faded, the windows cracked and splintered. And when I looked back at the throne, it was gone.
“If the people knew how bad the castle was, they would fear for the city itself worse than they already do,”
the Queen said, sadly. “We hope that they can see this house, this castle, this home as an ideal of what everyone should have. We've slowly sold away our assets and treasures bit by bit, hoping that it could spur investment into this city that was once a thriving kingdom.”
The Queen's eyes met mine. They were intensely captivating.
“There is a conference later this year with the lesser nobles, investors, and regents of other kingdoms. It is believed that the… affairs of the Lower Ring will be a heavy topic of discussion.”
“And you’d like us to make the Lower Ring’s affairs sound… better?”
Queen Itania nodded her head. “If it is true that my kingdom's final hope lies with you, Jacob, I hope that I can entrust you with my daughter as well.”
“Of course,” I said, without even thinking.
“Mom!” Brizaela shouted. “This weirdo isn’t going to help! What’s wrong with you!?”
“Try a slice before you say that,” Nim said, elbowing Brizaela discretely.
“Ugh, whatever,” Brizaela muttered before, grabbing two slices and eating them like a sandwich.
Her eyes looked at me with indifference as she chewed for a moment before looking back at the pizza. She looked back at me and chewed slowly as if she were analyzing every bit. She swallowed and stood still for a moment, staring at the pizza. In a blur, Brizaela began devouring the two slices voraciously.
“More!” She growled, snatching more slices.
In the blink of an eye, the entire pizza was gone.
“It’s good,” she admitted wiping a bit of sauce off the side of her lip. Trying to regain her air of indifference, Princess Brizaela looked away for a moment. Before her ears perked up and she took a deep breath. Whipping around, she stared at me.
“You!” she said, pointing her finger at me. “You're coming with me.” She then turned to Nim. “And I'm absolutely going to help in this thing because this is stuff is good. But I want to get paid in pizza.”
I tried to talk some sense into the bratty blue Brizaela, now licking her lip while towering over me. “Well, I think we should probably talk about payment structures after we get you trained up—”
Brizaela grabbed me with a single arm and began flying through the halls.
“Make sure not to turn into a dragon again, honey,” Queen Itania laughed as we flew through the halls at mach holy shit.




Chapter 6 – Clapping Dragon Cheeks

Steam poured from Brizaela's nose while she carried me under an arm, kicking down the door to her room and looking around as she threw me onto the four-poster bed. I saw the adornments of fancy tapestries and mirrors. Toys and weapons, the exact combination of somebody who had lived with their parents but was hoping to move out soon. I remembered what it was like graduating from college, landing with a thud. I looked up from the bed and saw a pair of bright red eyes glowing, staring at me with a sharp-fanged smile.
“I can already tell where this is going,” I said, checking to see if my clothes and lungs were still where they were supposed to be. Brizaela didn't say anything and slammed the door behind her. She jumped over, climbing on top of me, with her clothes falling off as if by magic. Her blue skin and tight muscles moved in the shadows, showing off every curve.
“And how's that?” She whispered huskily.
“I'm going to guess," I said, watching her put her arms to each side of me. Her massive tits and extremely toned body above me heaved as I spoke.
“You and I….”
“Yes.”
“Are going to….”
“Go on…” “
“Have sex.”
When I finished my hypothesis, her bright red eyes went back to normal, and instead, her cheeks went bright red.
“Oh wow, you actually said it.” She bolted straight upwards and covered her face with her hands. “Oh, it's so embarrassing to think that's such a cute, petite royal princess like me is going to be taken advantage of by such a handsome and burly human peasant.”
Wait, say, what now?
“Come again?”
“Oh, and you're going to make me cum again,” She said, wiggling excitedly, trying to look away with a bashful expression.
“Are you okay?”
Brizaela looked at me and pouted.
“A girl's allowed to feel, however she does, especially a princess! You got that buster?”
She punctuated that by pressing her finger to my chest, which shoved me back onto the bed.
“Hey, now! Don't you think you can just push me around.”
“I can do whatever I want,” She sneered
“Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah!”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah!”
Steam began to pour from her nose again, thinking quickly. I made a very dangerous, stupid, and not-well-thought-out decision, but that's what happens when you think quickly.
“What are you—”
Shoving myself forward. I kissed Brizaela, wrapping one hand around her waist and the other around her head. My brain caught up to the rest of my stupid, very dumb, not-thinking-things-at-all, horny body. I broke off the kiss. She looked at me dazedly, her lips still in that kissing position.
“Do it again,” she whimpered. I was hesitant and almost stopped. “Please,” she whispered, swallowing audibly. I moved back in and kissed her with one hand at her waist and the other holding her head, my hand running through her silky hair.
“Oh, wow,” she murmured breathlessly. My hand traced down her abdominals, which, to put it lightly, was like running your hands over marble perfectly chiseled by the great Michelangelo or something like that.
“Lower,” she whispered, kissing me again. I pressed my lips down, and she fell back on the bed as my hand approached her waist.
“Lower please, please, please.”
Nodding, I put my hand between her legs, and she let out a long sigh, “Ohhhhhhh… please more, human!”
I took my other hand and drove a wedge between her legs as I started to kiss down her neck, chest, and stomach revealing a set of sopping wet blue lips. Brizaela moaned as I began to finger her slowly, circling with each finger at her entrance. I punctuated this by licking and suckling on her clit.
“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. “Do that again.”
I teased and toyed with her, circling my tongue as she got wetter and wetter. Her whole body writhing in my hands, tentatively. I inserted one finger into her and began to massage her from the inside. Undulating, she was like putty in my hands, eager for every bit of it.
“Oh, fuck. Human. That's so good. That's so good, human.”
Stopping myself, I popped back up. “My name is Jacob,” I said irritably. “Say my name, or I’ll stop.”
That’s a bald-faced lie, I thought as I continued on.
“Oh, Jacob, you're so amazing,” She whimpered pitifully.
That's better.
I thought to myself, spreading my index finger and middle finger inside her. I felt a special spot on the top of her pussy as I began to curl my fingers back and forth.
“Ah!” She screamed. “Ohhhh, fuck yes, yes!. Just like that! Keep going, keep going keep going. Just like that.”
Keeping the same rhythm. I continued my three-pronged assault as she squeezed my fingers.
“Oh, f-f-fuck. I'm-I'm cumming I’m cumming!”
Her abs squeezed together before her legs snapped shut, and she gave out a whimper. She looked at me with unsteady eyes. Completely lost in the throes of pleasure.
“Oh Goddess, Jacob. Mount me. Mount me. Take me like a big burly man. Like a big burly human fighting a… like a…
“I get it,” I laughed, positioning my cock in her hungry pussy.
“Oh, yes. Oh, give it to me,” Brizaela said eagerly, pushing against my cock.
After inserting just the head, the rest of me slipped into her with ease. She was incredibly tight, and I could feel her vibrating against my cock.
“Ohhhhh… fuck yes.”
Instantly, she snapped her legs around my waist, trapping me.
“That's it,” She giggled. “Fuck me, nice and hard.”
Pulling my hips back, I thrust gently at first. Easing myself in and out of her.
“I'm a dragon, dummy,” She bemoaned, her large clawed hands digging into my back. “Now, fuck me like a warrior.”
Sensing some type of fantasy in her mind. I played the part.
“Oh, I'll fuck you like a warrior alright,” I said, giving a powerful thrust, making her arch her back.
“Yes! Just like that.”
“With a nice….”
SLAP
“...Fat…”
SLAP.
“Longsword.”
SLAP.
“Oh, fuck yes, Jacob!” She shivered underneath me as I thrust into her tight wetness. She felt amazing while I pushed over and over, stimulating her clit with my thumb, watching her large, powerful body shake and shiver at my touch.
“Oh, I am no match for you,” she said breathlessly. “No match whatsoever.”
“You're damn right,” I growled, feeling something inside me take over.
Her legs were still wrapped around me, never letting me fully pull out.
“You're damn right,” I said again, angling myself with a push. I managed to loosen her leg wrap around me, pushing her knees into her armpits in a mating press.
“Oh, fuck. It's even deeper….” She whispered to herself, squeezing her pussy. “Oh Goddess. That's amazing.”
“Is it that good?” I thrust deeper into her again, slamming myself down. Her voice went higher and higher before disappearing altogether. We could only stare each other in the eyes feeling that explosive moment build up between us.
As I thrust into her, her tits squished against her knees, powerless to the tiny, pathetic, puny human she'd been mocking so recently.
“Oh Jacob, do it,” She whispered in my ear. “Do it please. I beg you. Slay me human. Slay me Jacob.”
With a cheeky grin, I grit my teeth, pounding into her, balls slapping against her pussy. I penetrated deep into her feeling something in me, something in the back of my head, something in the base of my spine. Something all over. A massive wave of pleasure erupted from my body as I let out in her.
“Oh fuck!” I shouted.
Brizaela squealed, her pussy vibrating in a violent orgasm as I spurted my cum deep inside her.
“Oh, fuck yes,” She whimpered. “Yes. Yes, fill me!”
And I filled her up, alright.
“Oh fuck,” I growled, pressing into her even deeper.
Her legs gave out and fell straight down, as did I, with us back in a missionary position. I was too sore and washed over with pleasure to move.
“The dragon has been slain,” I panted, exhaustedly
“That's some leadership you've got there, Jacob….”
“Is that what they call it now?” I said in a daze.
Brizaela stopped stroking my head and looked at me oddly. “What?”
“Ignore me,” I waved my hand, unable to think straight.
“No, tell me what you said!”
I could hear the bratty edge in her voice returning.
Yeah, that sounds about right, I laughed to myself.




Chapter 7 – Welcome to Slice of Life!

So what do you do when you are handed the reins to a pizzeria that is supposed to magically fix all of a kingdom's societal problems? No, seriously. I mean, magically fix it. How do you proceed with that? What do you do?
Actually, it's pretty simple.
You start training immediately after finishing the construction of the building and getting some living facilities finished, thanks to some investments by the Queen. Nim, Brizaela, and I had nestled into a shared apartment above the pizzeria.
“Why do I have to go from a dozen rooms to a dingy single room?” She grumbled the morning of training.
“Because that's all we can afford,” I said, for the dozenth time, irritably. The past week had been nothing but hard labor getting all of the ovens set, the tables ready, and everything in order.
Nobody else knew how a pizzeria worked or how the stations needed to be prepped. I had to get an initial order of ingredients in and approved for consumption thanks to that wonderful government word, bureaucracy. During that entire time, neither Nim nor Brizaela had spent a moment reading the training guide I had set up for them. It was just after dawn, and we were only a few hours from the official opening of “Slice of Life” - the name I had given the pizzeria.
And six hours is hardly any time at all for prep time, especially on the grand opening, especially when you have to train two monster girls more interested in magic than doing their job.
“Nim,” I said, looking her up and down. “What's the first rule of making pizza?”
She thought for a moment. “Don't burn it.”
“Keep it simple,” I corrected her. “We use simple ingredients. We make it right. We do it right. It's always going to be good. Brizaela,” I said, turning my attention to the azure princess who was busy filing her horns. “What's the second rule?”
“I don't know,” She said with a shrug. “You didn't teach me that yet.”
“Yes, I did,” I corrected her. “It's in the training manual I gave you and have asked you to read multiple times a day, every day for the past week.”
Brizaela rolled her eyes, pausing her filing. “Whatever…”
I tried to remind myself that she could kill me in a moment's notice, so I probably shouldn't get too uppity. She couldn't even keep her uniform in line. The older lady who'd I met earlier provided us with white tunics and brown pants along with hand-me-down aprons. Brizaela decided she didn't need an apron and tied her shirt up under her waist.
“The second rule is always stay clean. Whenever you're done with your pizza, make sure you have the station clean. Whenever you're getting ready to start your shift, make sure you wash your hands. Whenever you're changing from one type of food to another, wash your hands.”
“But my hands are going to get dry!” Brizaela complained. “My hands are very sensitive to a lack of moisture.”
“You're a dragon,” I said incredulously.
“And moisturizing is important for dragons too,” She puffed either way.
Ignoring her, I had each of them repeat the steps to preparing a pizza, taking orders, cutting the pizzas consistently, getting them sent to the table, working with customers, accepting orders, accepting payments, and keeping everything organized and organized… Which was the exact opposite of how it went.
“Okay, so what do I do if they give me too much money though? Do I just get to keep it as this tip thing?” Brizaela asked.
“No, tipping's not a thing here,” I said, shaking my head.
Why did I ever mention tips to that greedy brat?
“But I want them to tip me.”
A nervous pang hit my gut as I felt the moments ticking away before we had to start taking more orders. “That's not how this works. Not everybody has an endless amount of money.”
“Well, why don't we just mint more coins?”
Before I could go into the dangers of hyperinflation, I smelled danger, literal danger.
“Oh Hell… Nim, What's that smell?”
When I looked back, I saw not one, not two, but three different stations all on fire.
“Fuck fuck fuck fuck!”
“I tried to pre-melt the cheese.” Nim said, frantically beating her wings to try and stifle the flames. “I figured I could heat it even hotter and I could get it going!”
Grabbing one of several pre-made fire-extinguishing grenades, I chucked it into the blaze.
FWOOOOOOSH! It sucked up all the fire with a puff of blue smoke. Once it cleared, I looked and saw the charred remains of one of the cutting boards.
“You know, fire is going to light up wood, right?” I said, looking back at her.
“I forgot,” She said, rubbing the back of her head.
I'm going to die and lose my soul. I thought to myself.
The last few hours were a complete disaster, with no less than 30 fires put out in various sizes.
“No, no, no, no, no, no!” I said, slamming my fist on the table, having finally lost my patience. “No fucking magic!? Got it!?” I said, looking at both of them.
“Why not!?” Brizaela shouted, stomping her foot. The ground shook under her feet, but I was too pissed off to be intimidated.
“First, you can't take shortcuts,” I said, standing up in her face (actually her chest.) “You have to do the work. Second of all….” I pulled out the three pizzas that we had finally managed to make after six hours. One was a cheese pizza sparkling, bright blue smelling of bitter blueberries.
“Why is it sparkling?”
Nim pushed her index fingers together, shyly and looked down.
“I thought it looked pretty, and the sparkles would help keep the pizza nice and fresh.”
Rather than explain why that was wrong. I just let out a puff of air through my nose.
“Let's all take a bite.”
Within the first chew, we all recoiled with horror, spitting the pizza out. It tasted like a dirty dish rag covered in dollar store soap.
“Oh, gods, that's awful!” Brizaela cried out.
“That moves us onto the second one,” I said, pointing at the completely blackened disc cut into very misshapen triangles.
Brizaela looked at me nervously. “I see where you're going, and I think that we're fine. I think that I get the message.”
I grabbed the largest, most oblong slice and looked at her as I chewed on the pizza or tried to. The first bite nearly chipped a tooth, it was so hard.
Once I finally managed to get it down, she relented and took a bite as well.
“It's like black licorice mixed with dead fish that had been soaked in boiled vinegar,” Nim said, wiping her mouth and shivering.
“Yes,” I said sourly. “And that's what happens when you try to use preservative magic to make the pizza last longer or when you try to use your dragon claw to just slice at it because it's sharper than a pizza cutter,” I said, holding my carefully crafted contraption of circular cuttery.
“And what happens when you decide to use your own flame breath on a pizza. Because, and I quote….”
Brizaela scowled, but I could see her cringe at the same time as I began to repeat her words back. “A dragon's breath is the most beautiful, wonderful flame that could ever touch a mortal soul.”
“Alright, I fucking get it!” Brizaela said, her cheeks burning in embarrassment.
“Sorry, Jakey…” Nim hid her face behind one of her wings as well.
All that was left was my pizza. Frankly speaking, it was some of my worst work. The cheese was overcooked, and I didn't get the seasoning correct, but once everybody took a bite, both of them gasped.
“Oh, that's amazing,” Nim moaned, quickly gobbling up her extra slice.
Brizaela tried not to show it, but her bright purple cheeks and voracious hunger got the best of her.
“Sho whadt ihs idt dat you're trying to proof?” She said, her mouth still full of pizza.
“Magic is not the answer here,” I said simply. “The magic is not in the magic we put in. The magic comes from making it and making it right. There's a reason why magic is rarely used in cooking.”
I pulled out a large textbook on magic and its uses around the home.
“I've done my best to study how this stuff works, and magic, for the most part, doesn't come into the kitchen. If you wanna make magic with food, you gotta make it yourself. Alright?”
Both of them nodded their heads, looking at the training scrolls that I had prepared.
“Go read over it one more time before we get started.” I checked the sundial outside of the building and saw that we were about an hour from starting. “I'll take the lead this afternoon and this evening, so you two will just have to follow my lead and do as I say.”
Nim looked super nervous at the length of the scroll and all the instructions.
“It'll be okay no matter how bad the rush is. Okay?” I patted her shoulders and gave an encouraging smile. Nim nodded her head earnestly and went off to go read. Brizaela looked at the scroll skeptically before shrugging.
“Fuck it, might as well...”
I cleaned up the stations and tried to make a game plan for any possible roadblocks tonight.
Hopefully, another dragon doesn’t show up… I thought to myself. I got lost thinking about the city, the pizzeria, and everything before I felt a tap on my shoulder.
“Hey, Jake,” Came the voice of Nim. I felt the familiar sensation of Nim's breasts pressed up against my back. “That pizza really is magic.” She whispered into my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.
I turned and looked at Nim, placing one hand on her head. “If we make it through this tonight,” I said, feeling the blood begin to rush down into my crotch. “You are absolutely on.”
“Yeah?” She asked excitedly.
“Absolutely.”
“Me too!” Shouted Brizaela, who was still furiously studying by the ovens. “And me first!” she added with a shaken fist.
“Whatever,” Nim replied, sticking out her tongue before pecking me on the cheek.
I think we can do this. I thought to myself as I prepared to open the doors.
“You two ready?” I asked, looking at the preheated ovens and all of the ingredients in their stations. It was going to be close, but we had a chance to keep up with the incoming rush.
“Let's do this!” Nim shouted, holding her fists up in the air.
“A dragon is more capable than you realize,” Brizaela said with her arms crossed.
“Alrighty,” I took a deep breath and shoved the door open, prepared for the incoming swath. “Welcome to Slice of Life!”




Chapter 8 – Do or Die.

I looked out, and there was hardly anybody there. In every direction, the normally bustling streets were almost entirely empty. A few saw me and quickly turned away after making eye contact.
“Excuse me, Ma’am… Where is everybody?” I asked the elderly couple Nim had introduced me to when I first arrived.
The elderly woman smiled up at me. “A bit scared by all the fires, love,” she laughed, patting my hand. “Don't worry. We'll be sure to eat our fill and tip well.”
“Did she say tips?” Brizaela asked.
“We're not doing tips!” I called back.
“But I heard her!”
“Thank you,” I whispered to them, bringing them to the nicest seat in the house. “What’ll ya have?” I asked.
“Oh, let’s see….” The male goblin said, looking at our small menu and adjusting his vision. “Two cheese pizzas… Medium.”
“Large, dear,” the grandma corrected her husband with a glint in her eye. Her husband’s face was plastered with excitement. She smiled and held his hands. “Happy birthday, Jyxle.”
His eyes lit up. “It is my birthday! I’d forgotten.”
Walking back to the kitchen, I called out the order. “Two large cheese pizzas and two ales,” I said, looking over to Nim.
“I got the pizzas,” Brizaela shouted, dashing back with the order.
“Two mugs of ale coming right up!” Nim called out.
I made idle chit-chat with our few customers as Brizaela got the pizza ready. I had a mental clock in my head ticking.
It should only take about ten minutes from order to pizza, with how hot we were able to get the ovens.
Truthfully, Brizaela's dragon fire did create a nice hot and consistent fire, but too much of it and too much direct fire was going to turn it into the tar-like crap she’d made before.
“It's getting a bit warm, isn't it, dear?”
I looked back at the kitchen and saw a bright blue flame. Brizaela was panicked, muttering to herself while trying to throw mugs of ale at the fire to put it out.
“Hold on,” I said, grabbing the last anti-fire grenade and puffing the fire out. “It's all right,” I said, grabbing a soapstone and scrubbing the inside with an anti-heat pad around my arm.
“Damnit, damnit damnit damnit!” I quickly looked back and saw Brizaela was scowling on the edge of tears.
“Hey,” I said, dropping everything. “It's okay.”
“No, it's not,” She brushed my hand off her shoulder. “It's not okay! I keep messing everything up. I can't do this!”
“Hey,” I said, gently grasping her forearm, Brizaela. Actual tears welled in her eyes. “I set the kitchen on fire my first night too, and I can't even breathe fire.”
“You're lying,” she scowled.
“Hand to God!”
“Which one?”
“Uhhh… the one about food,” Brizaela looked unconvinced, but I pressed on. “I'm telling you the truth. I'm not trying to make you feel better. You are awful at this right now, Brizaela, but you will not be forever.”
“That's really helpful,” she grumbled.
“Everything okay back here?” Nim asked, poking her head into the kitchen.
“It's fine,” I said with a wave. “It's exactly as expected.”
“What's that supposed to mean?” Brizaela demanded.
I looked at Brizaela seriously. “It means you didn't take this week of training that I gave you seriously. You didn't listen to a word I said. You assumed you would just get everything and you ignored every bit of advice I've given you up until now.”
My words hit her right in the chest, and she looked at me and stunned silence.
“It is your fault you are not doing well. If you want to improve, you need to keep trying. You need to keep going despite how hard it is. Do you want to help this kingdom?” I asked, looking her in her piercing golden eyes.
At first, I was waiting to get launched into orbit by her as she stared at me full of hatred. That hatred melted and instead was replaced by fear.
“I want to help,” She said quietly.
“Okay,” I said, with a nod, thinking up an idea. “Tell you what…You go and keep the customers entertained and bring them the food. I'll handle making the pizza.”
“I don't know why you even wanted me to make the pizza tonight in the first place,” she said, walking to the front in a huff.
Because I needed to humble you. I thought to myself with a grin.
In less than six minutes, the couple had their pizza, and a few other stragglers trickled in. I’d never had so much time to focus on each pizza before, and I hummed to myself while making the orders. Unfortunately… that was a bad thing. We’d seen only a fraction of the roaring crowd when we first showed our skills.
All in all, it was shaping up to be an incredibly disappointing night. That is until we were about an hour from closing.
“Who's hungry?” Shouted a cheery, belligerent voice.
Poking my head outta the kitchen. I saw four heavily armed individuals sauntering in. It was two humans with swords at their backs and bows and shields under heavy armor, along with an Elvish wizard and a large red woman bulging with muscle.
She was less defined than Brizaela, bulkier and slightly taller. She had a broad square face beset with a wild mane of gleaning black hair. She looked around with a cocky grin of sharp teeth. She was a fierce beauty who exuded charming confidence.
“I came to this city to go on adventures and have my fill! And I just got back from an adventure,” She proclaimed loudly. “And so too have my friends!”
The others laughed good-naturedly as Nim came by and showed them to their seats.
“What is this?” One of the humans asked, looking the menu over.
“What's this pizza thing? “
“It's from far away,” I said out in the kitchen.
“Very far, sir!” came the customer service voice of Brizaela.
She hadn't quite nailed down the “I'm here to help you because I want to” voice and was stuck in the “I'm here to help you but make no mistake about it. I am far above you and you are but a peon to me.”
“Well, we'll take all the pizza you can make,” The ogre woman said, putting down her spiked club at an empty table.
Ohhhhh, thank you, random adventurers, for looking for a tasty meal.
“Sounds like a plan to me!” I laughed as I got busy making the various meat lovers, supreme, and pepperoni pizzas.
As I got them into the ovens, the floor shook, and a shadow loomed over me.
“What the…” I turned around, and I saw the ogre towering over me.
“Hold on there pretty boy,” she said with a chuckle and the stale smell of ale on her breath. “I didn't say make us lots of this pizza….” She leaned down and we were face to face. “I said, you need to make all the pizza you can.” She licked her lips and leaned in even closer “Because I've got a big appetite, pretty boy.”
Now that got the blood pumping! Taking her challenge to its maximum. I made them no less than a dozen pizzas each, all of them nearly the size of the table. Each of them took their own table and watched as the hot, cheesy, saucy pies came to them. Their eyes sparkled, inhaling the aromatic spices and seasonings. They all grabbed one gargantuan slice each, opening their mouths and taking massive bites.
“OH!”
“Fuck yes!”
“I would fight another dozen zombies in a closet covered in dung for this pizza.”
The bloodied crew of adventurers wolfed down every bite. Their eyes glowed more and more with every slice.
“What in the world?”
“The texture is amazing.”
“The crispness of this bread is amazing!”
“Nah, sister. The sauce is where it's at.”
“Look at how much the cheese stretches!”
I looked back and saw the ogre folding the pizza like a taco and eating them in two or three bites each. Her eyes glowed like tiny suns, her chest heaving, and the scars on her body glowing bright red. She looked at each of the crew members as she wolfed down her fair share of the pizza and then some.
After her second pizza, she looked down at the remaining scraps. “This is… the single greatest thing… I've ever eaten in my life.”
“You doing all right there, SiCarna?” One of them asks nervously.
She is, but your hips won't be soon. I laughed to myself.
“Hey, how much is this going to run us?” The elf asked, her wizardly hat falling off as she nibbled on the remaining pepperoni slices that I couldn't fit onto their pizzas.
“About two silvers per pizza, normally,” I said, trying to do the math in my head. “But those pizzas are about the size of two and a half regular ones….” I started counting with my fingers.”So that's five silvers times… one dozen times four…. So forty eight times five and that's what… 240 silver?”
“THAT’S ALL!?” They all shouted in unison.
“I'd pay that much gold for this,” The adventurers marveled.
The ogre was too busy basking in the glory of her meal to add any more commentary.
“Well then that's how much it is," Brizaela said with her hands on her hips.
“No, it's not,” I said squarely. “If we do that, nobody in this town's going to be able to afford us, and we might as well move this pizzeria into the Upper Ring.”
“Well, what's the problem with that?” She asked before she realized what I meant. “Yeah… Not a good idea.”
I looked over, “Nim, why don't you and I go start cleaning?”
Nim’s wings beat happily, “Sounds like a good idea.”
The adventurers wound up staying pretty late past our intended closing time, but I honestly didn't mind. They managed to turn what would've been the early death knell of this business into a smashing success.
“Hopefully they come a little earlier next time,” I said to myself as I cleaned out the ovens.
I did always enjoy the cleanup portion. Most people hated it, but I found it therapeutic. Getting to start fresh in the morning was going to be good.
“Hey,” Came a voice behind me. It was SiCarna, the barbarian ogre. Steam was pouring out of her nose as she looked at me greedily,
“I can already see where this is going,” I said, eyeing her up and down
“Oh, it's absolutely going there,” She said. “If that's fine with you.”
The powerful erection bulging in my pants made that answer blatantly obvious.
“Yeah, sounds good to me. But let's sneak out the back.”
“Ooh, don't worry,” She laughed. “They know to cause a distraction.”
As we snuck out, I peered through the window and saw the adventurers had roped Brizaela and Nim into some form of poker.
“Oh, they're going to be up for that all night, aren't they?” I said, looking at the sour face on Brizaela.
“So are we,” SiCarna laughed before whisking me away to a nearby inn.




Chapter 9 – Clapping Ogre Cheeks

“Just the evening or just a few hours?” The tired Goblin said at the front counter.
“Evening,” SiCarna said, for the both of us.
SiCarna didn't even wait for us to get to the room in the hallway, just outside of it. We were kissing and grabbing at each other voraciously.
“Hungry, ain't you?” She laughed with a growl.
“Can't help it,” I said as she pinned me to the wall while I felt her up.
She was much bigger than I was and taller than Brizaela. Her bright red skin glowed like rubies in the candlelight on the walls.
“Well, you certainly know what you're doing,” she grunted as we blindly felt for the door's handle, pushing in.
Our hands shoved into each other's pants, pulling away at the clothes. We both stared for a second at each other's bodies as she eyed me up and down a faint sense of wonder.
“You really are a cute one, aren't you?”
“Speak for yourself,” I said.
Her body was powerfully built and covered in scars and battle marks, cuts, scrapes, bites, and claws of enemies long since fallen to her might.
“Get over here,” she said, grabbing me and throwing me to the bed.
She positioned herself over my face, standing over me as the bed creaked under our combined weight. Her pussy was throbbing and eager for action. She knelt down, rubbing herself against my face and tongue.
As I happily began to lap her up, she held onto the frame of the bed as her massive thighs cinched around my head.
“I'll do my best - oh fuck - I will do my best not to pop your head there, Jakey.”
“Appreciate it,” I mumbled.
“Oh, fuck,” She groaned. “Oh, that's good.”
I continued to eat her out, holding onto her thighs and occasionally getting in a handful of her large, powerful ass.
“I think I want to taste too,” SiCarna said flirtatiously.
She rearranged herself, and soon her position was flipped with her head on my lap, stroking my cock while I continued to eat her out.
“Feel good?” She asked, stroking me gingerly.
I responded with a loud smack on her ass.
SMACK!
“Ooh, naughty… That's what I like,” She said. “Some fight!”
She opened her mouth, inhaling my cock. We both turned our soiree into a competition.
“I bet you're going to cum first,” She shivered as I continued to eat her out while massaging her with one of my free hands.
Rather than respond, I simply shook my head and picked up the intensity.
“Ooh… fuck! Yes, yes. Just like that.”
She got more and more aggressive, sucking me off, taking it to from tip down to the base. Over and over again. Her tongue's swirling and sucking on me. It was going to be a photo finish to see who came first when I finally had to come up for air.
“Oh fuck,” I grunted, about to pop “Wait!” Thankfully, I caught her as she was coming up for air herself.
“Do you admit defeat?” She panted, her face completely flustered and sweat rolling down her powerful body.
“I just want to fuck you,” I gasped, finally trying to catch my breath. “Don't want to end the fun too soon.”
She looked at me with an evil glint in her eye and smiled, showing off her tusks. “Good point.”
Clambering off of my face, she switched positions and pressed the tip of my cock against her pussy. Giving me a full view of her ass, she looked back.
“You sure you weren't just about to pop?”
“I could ask you the same thing I said,” Grabbing her by the ass and pulling her down.
She was insanely tight and incredibly wet, wrapped around my cock.
“Oh fffffuck, that's good,” She moaned, slapping herself down to the base. Her ass jiggled as she moved up and down the bed, creaking and begging for mercy.
“Pretty durable, aren't you?” She said, panting.
I grinned and slapped her ass again.
SLAP!
“You know, I used to work for the mob… Makes you tough,” I said cockily.
“Oh, really? And how about this?” She picked up the pace going faster and faster, slamming down on my cock with all of her considerable might. It was… well, it was amazing, frankly. And crushed pelvis is damned. This was definitely going to be worth it.
“That's it,” she said, panting. “God, you're a good piece of fuck meat.”
“Piece of what?” I said, trying not to blow my load.
“Oh, don't worry about it,” She pulled out just to the tip, wiggling herself down slowly in the act of teasing. “Just feels like I'm about to win this little competition of ours now.”
I was never an athlete, and I'm not exactly a warrior, but I am competitive, and if you play me in a game of Smash? You will see what I mean. Smash being taken in any context right now, to be honest. With rejuvenated energy, I pushed myself upwards onto my knees, pushing her forward.
“Whoa now!”
“How's this?” I asked. Smacking her ass and thrusting forward.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
“Ooooohhhh, fuck! That's good, Jake. Keep going!” She moaned.
Now in doggy style. I gave it to her hard and fast, spanking each of her massive cheeks while her tits surged forward and back.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
“Oh, you are a feisty one,” she groaned as her voice started to hitch, getting down on one of her arms. She used the other to rub herself as I slammed into her with reckless abandon.
“Still sure you're going to win?” I grunted.
“Ah, maybe not if you—” she bit the sheets squeezing on me even tighter.
“Not if I, what?” I said savagely.
“M-maybe if you get a nice handful of each of these?” she said coyly, wiggling her ass.
Grabbing both of her massive ass cheeks and squeezing as hard as I could, I thrust into her over and over.
PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP! PLAP!
The sounds of our body's colliding filled the air, along with SiCarna’s guttural moans.
“Oh, that's it baby! I'm—I'm going to… Oh, FUCK!”
When I say that this woman was all muscle, I mean she was all muscle. Even down there. She began to tremble, shudder, and squeeze. With a final thrust, squeezing both of her ass cheeks as hard as I could, I let out a roar of my own, and we came simultaneously.
“Ohhhh shit!”
Leaning down, I bit down on her shoulder, spurting into her. Giving a last few thrusts,  overcome with pleasure.
“Oh god damn it,” She moaned. “Oh fuck, that's good.”
We both collapsed onto the bed, sweating profusely. Struggling to catch our breath as we lay there, our hearts hammering.
“Wow,” I said. “Sorry if I was—”
SiCarna pushed a finger to my mouth.”Oh no, no,” She said breathlessly, “You don't get to apologize.”
She laughed, pulling me closer and flooding my view with her tits.
“That's exactly what I was hoping for… You're an interesting guy, Jacob.”
“Thanks,” I said.
“You are too.”
“What?” She looked at me funny.
I got a little bashful while still enjoying my view. “I mean, you're like, you're very interesting and cool and tough and one hell of an adventurer from the looks of it.”
“Oh, shut up,” SiCarna laughed. “Now take this stamina potion!” She announced, handing me an orange glass. “I ain't done with you, yet.”
She got back on top of me, a hungry look back in her eyes.
“I was in those dungeons for a looooong fucking time and we're going to be fucking for a long time.”
My hips cried out in pain as she stroked my cock. But the rest of my body roared in excitement.
“Bottoms up!” I said excitedly, taking a swig.




Chapter 10 – Pepperoni with a Side of Classism

After the disastrous training turned disappointing debut turned successful by the skin of our teeth opening night, the word had gotten around about Slice of Life, and it was promising! (Also followed by a couple magical healing scrolls helpfully provided by one of SiCarna's friends.) 
Slowly, we started accumulating more customers. And Nim and Brizaela were starting to improve as well! Well… there were fewer fires.
“Hey, Jake!” Nim whimpered after putting out the day's third fire. I’d grown ambivalent to the idea of the kitchen burning quickly.
“What's up?” I called out, giving the grandmother goblin and grandfather goblin their change politely, refusing a tip.
“We’re out.”
“Out of what?” I asked. “Fire extinguishers?”
“No,” She zipped over to me and tapped me on the shoulder, whispering. “We’re out of pepperonis.” She said urgently.
“Do what now?” I turned and looked at her. “How's that possible?”
“I don't know!” She said, her anxiety plastered all over her face.
“I think I know,” The elderly goblin said helpfully, pointing towards a table with a few rowdy young adventurers from the Middle Ring.
Brizaela was handing them their pizza, which was positively stacked with pepperoni. She smiled proudly as they looked in awe at the super extra double, triple, and quadruple pepperoni pizza.
Mother…fucker.
I walked over to Brizaela and tapped her on the shoulder.
“I need to talk to you in private,” I said, an edge to my voice. 
We walked into the kitchen, and Brizaela proudly proclaimed, “I'm about to get a nice tip for us!”
I looked her dead in the eyes, gritting my teeth.
“Have you been taking tips?”
Her eyes looked wild, realizing what she’d just said. “Well… just a little one.”
“Have you been overserving the ingredients?” I asked pointedly.
“I just thought it would be helpful! They really liked it,” She tried to explain.
“We're out of pepperoni. Three days in,” I said, looking at her.
Technically, it wasn’t even pepperoni. It was close, but not exactly.
“So what's the problem?” Brizaela asked, trying to get control of the conversation.
“The problem is: What happens when somebody wants pepperoni pizza?”
“I…you're overblowing this!” She shouted.
“I am your boss,” I said. “You follow the ingredient list. You give an exact amount of pepperoni. You give an exact amount of cheese. A little variance is okay. But what you’re fucking pulling?”
“It’s not that bad,” She said, waving me off.
“What happens when we're out of cheese because you wanted a super cheesy pizza for your friends?” I shouted, getting up into her face. “How's about when we're out of sauce or dough!? What then!?”
Brizaela looked at me, her eyes wide.
“How's about when we run outta soapstones? Because you keep setting this thing on fire. What do we do then? How about when we finally run out of extinguishers, and there's a fire that burns this place to the ground!?
I didn't even realize it, but I was shouting at her. Her eyes were wide and fear and horror. By the time I came to, I had realized how quiet it was. Tears welled up in her eye, and she covered her face, running away. She ran out of the building, crying.
“Ah… balls,” I said to myself.
I stood there, soaking in my idiocy, when I heard another voice.
“That was really stupid of you, Jake,” Nim said, looking at me. “Why’d you do that to her?”
“She wasn't understanding!” I tried to reason lamely. Nim looked at me, her hands on her hips and face grimacing in disappointment.
“Jake…”
“You're right,” I said, in defeat. I looked out toward where she’d run out. “Look, can you… keep an eye on this place?” I was about to ask if she could avoid burning the building down, but truthfully, Nim had gotten the fires under control on her own.
At this point. Brizaela was the weak point.
“I gotta go get groceries for the pizzas,” I said, “I'll see if I can hopefully find her.”
Nim nodded and patted me on the shoulder. “She likes the fountains, past the markets.”
I nodded my head and slipped out, hopefully unseen. Failing my stealth check, I noticed a couple people looking around expectantly for Brizaela and me. I threw a cloak over myself and tried to hide my shame, my cheeks burning with guilt and embarrassment.
Walking out of the neighborhood, I was back in the familiar din of the city's Lower Ring, constantly avoiding getting run over by carts and tradesmen or various beasts descending from their flights, making it over to the market. I found a gnome selling various salted meats. Most of them were closer to things like roast beef and pastrami, but I was hoping I could get some kind of a spiced meat log before I could get my order.
However, as I walked up, I saw a very familiar and unwelcome sight - Noidious and what looked like several lackeys.
“You are late on your tax payments,” Noidious said, looking over a scroll as two large ogres carrying clubs similar to SiCarna's bared down on him.
“Please, sir!” The gnome tried to reason, “My payments aren't late. I mailed them in accordance to the city's taxation codes.”
“Mailed your payments?” Noidious said stiffly. “How preposterous. Lower Ring mail is much too slow for you to make those payments. You need to make the trek up to the payment offices.”
“But sir,” The gnome pleaded. “Tis covered in taxed roads. I cannot afford to do such a thing. I can barely afford my taxes as it is!”
“The effectiveness of your business is none of my concern. The welfare of the city is.” Noidious said, snapping his scroll shut. “You are late on payment and as such are due to fines in accordance to law 35.56, subsection A.”
Unable to deal with this guy’s bullshit, I inserted myself. “How much does he owe Noidious?”
He turned around and looked at me indigently. “You!” He said, soured. “You’re the lowly human from the Lower Rings.”
“Yeah, yeah,” I said, rolling my hand, wanting to finish this bullshit. “Low this, low that. How much does the guy owe?” I asked.
“It is none of your concern!”
“Ten silvers! All of this trouble for ten silvers,” The gnome said before being picked up by one of the ogres.
“Are you… serious right now?” I said, “How about I fix this for you?” Pulling out my coin purse, and looking over the different meats.
He didn't have anything close to pepperoni in his cart, but there were some meat logs that I could use as a facsimile with a little bit of culinary magic.
“Do you have any spices? Anything that could add a little bit of bite to this?”
The gnome nodded his head fervently, trying to not stare at Nodious.
“Awesome!” I gave him a chipper smile, handing twelve silvers while Noidious looked on indignantly.
“His prices aren't that high, and I will not allow such blatant money laundering!”
I looked Noidious in the eyes and squinted. “Perhaps we could talk to Queen Itania about this… After all, I do have updates for her in regards to my assignment. I think she would be very interested to hear about this.”
I was lying through my teeth, and Noidious knew it. The ogres looked like they were already preparing their swings against my head, aiming for the Upper Ring. But I stood my ground, holding the twelve silvers in my right hand. Finally, Noidious relented and snatched the silvers up.
“Plus his late payment,” Noidiouis growled before walking away.
We watched them disappear into the crowd, and I just shook my head.
What a class-five asshole.
“Thank you, sir!” The gnome declared, shaking my hand. “How can I hope to pay you back for your generosity?”
I thought for a second. “Well, I'll tell you what. Why don't I start sourcing my meats through you? I have a restaurant that needs ingredients.”
“That would be an honor, sir,” he bowed. “I very much look forward to it. You’re always welcome at Amicus’ business.”
I told him about what a pepperoni stick was and about how much I would need, and Amicus’ eyes lit up like a Christmas tree or whatever was closest to a winter solstice holiday featuring trees with lights and decorations.
“Absolutely, Mr. Jacob! I will definitely get this done for you by the end of the week.”
My heart sank a little at the thought, “Any way I could pay for it to be sooner?”
“O-Of course! Of course,” Amicus said frantically. “I could get it to you by a day before the end of the week.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Sounds like the people will be enjoying cheese pizza for now. Thanks again. Amicus.”
I shook his hand and walked towards the fountain square, looking for Brizaela.
Now to look for Brizaela and hopefully not get burnt to a crisp on sight.




Chapter 11 – One Extra Large Order of Reality

The fountain square was large and rectangular with large stones beset by tiny fountains in the corners and one large fountain shaped like a miniaturized version of the city, carved from the former mountain spewing water and bright blue sparkle where people would toss a spare copper coin. There were several guards with spears crackling with lightning at the tips, guarding to ensure nobody stole the copper coins.
It was mostly kids and their parents running around playing, with a few small “businessmen” running their illicit trades. They were careful to do so outside of the watchful eye of the guards. However, there was no six-and-a-half-foot busty blue dragon woman anywhere. I shook my head and slouched.
“I really screwed that up, didn't I?” I turned to walk away when I heard a voice.
“Not as bad as Noidious screwed up.”
I looked and saw Brizaela feeding a few turtle doves in one of the fountains with crumbs of pizza dough. And I do mean actual turtle/dove hybrids, for the record.
“I am… so sorry,” I muttered. “I was way out of line.”
Brizaela put a hand up and shook her head. “It's okay,” She said with a sad smile. “Nobody in my life has ever talked to me that way and… I kind of appreciate it. You don't treat me like a princess.”
“Or a giant dragon lady who could kill me with a flick of your wrist,” I laughed nervously.
She giggled. “Yeah, that too. You treat me like a peer. You treat me like somebody who wants to improve.”
One of the turtle doves hopped on Brizaela’s hand.
“You take me seriously because you take this seriously.”
She handed me some dough, and I fed the little birdies circling around in the water. “I know you take this seriously Brizaela. You expect the best of yourself and that's why I push you. And I’m sorry for pushing too hard.”
I watched one of the turtle doves flap its shelled wings up to me before sitting on my head. Brizaela giggled.
“It looks like Larry is a fan of yours.”
“Larry, the turtle dove?” I asked while Larry repeatedly cooed while I petted the reptilian bird on his tiny little beak.
Brizaela shrugged while the others came up to her hand like a Princess for an animation studio that would sue me across the different universes.
“I know I’ve had an attitude since I started working here….”
And long before that. I thought to myself.
“But it’s never been as bad as that dick bag Noidious.” She said, shaking her head.
“What's his problem?? I asked.
She laughed. “I don't know, you got a thousand years?”
“He seems to really hate the Lower Ring.”
“Noooo, he doesn't.” She said sarcastically. “He just thinks that there is a disconnect between the needs of the people and the wants of the Lower Ring that they don't pay their fair share… I'm going to be sending a letter to mother about him.” Brizaela said bitterly. “I worry that if I return home now, she'll think that I quit or something else happened.”
“So what's the story with you right now?”
Brizaela got her familiar haughty look and stiffened her back. “I am at a spa and retreat in preparation for an important gala at a neighboring kingdom.”
I cocked my head, and Larry flapped his wings, begging for more dough. “And that takes weeks to months?” I asked
“If you do it right,” she said with a sly grin.
“And…the ogres with him?”
“His sanitation experts. But they’re just thugs. I once caught them doing the same to Nims friends last year when she first came around.”
“Really?”
“Yeah… He was complaining about the state of affairs with the Lower Rings waters and pollution caused by the sewers contaminating things.”
“If that's the problem, why is the water so filthy? We have to sanitize it with spells every morning and evening.”
Brizaela shrugged her shoulders as we were walking home.
“Anytime somebody asks him that, we always get the same response. That he’s discussing it.”
I laughed at a disgusting thought I had.
“I hope he never eats any of this pizza.”
“Trust me, the only lust he would gain from it would be even more lust for power.”
On our way home from the market, we had an incident crossing from the Middle to the Lower Ring. The sloped hill had been turned into large staircases that were as wide as the eye could see. It was difficult for some of the older folk to go up and down the stairs, so they had a lift service in large stone boxes that went up and down the stairs. Feeling over-encumbered by the sheer weight of all of our groceries, Brizaela and I decided to take one of the lifts. It was packed to the gills with other Lower Ring workers and unskilled tradesmen, mostly goblins and a few halflings. Almost no elves or humans.
However, Brizaela towered over everybody as the city wizard in charge of moving the stone box struggled under the weight.
“Would you all quit moving?” He growled behind his magely robes, colored brown and lavender.
“We can't avoid the rocking,” I grumbled back as the mage struggled to stay on the rail.
“Stupid Lowers…”
“Hey!” Came a pipsqueak voice. “Watch your mouth, mister!” I looked down and saw a small goblin boy with sandy brown hair sticking out in every direction. He was scowling at the mage, who ignored him the entire way down the hill. Everybody else ignored the casual racism and just looked down at the steep hill. Once we were finally down, we all thankfully burst out of the overstuffed box.
I was the last one to leave, watching everyone trickle out into the Lower Rings pandemonium. As I left, I felt a hand slip past my waist.
“Huh?” I saw the sandy-haired kid running off, and so too did Brizaela. She saw what happened and gave chase.
“Get back here kid!”
The kid yelped and tried to sprint away, but Brizaela was much too fast for him, tackling him to the ground. She got up and held him up in the air by the scruff of his shirt.
“What do you think you're doing?”
“Get your hands off me lady! I didn’t do nothing!”
Clutched in his hands were a pepperoni log and a couple of coins that I stuck in my pocket.
“I've literally caught you red-handed.”
“My hands are green,” crowds started to form, and I noticed several guards looking in interest.
“Oh my goodness, thank you!” I shouted loudly. Jogging up to Brizaela and to the kid. “I thought that I had lost that while I was in the market.”
I gave Brizaela a nudge to put him down. The kid looked at me weirdly, and I tried to make a face for him to play along.
“Thank you so much for your help, kid. I really appreciate you finding that for me.”
He seemed to understand and made a sour face but returned the pepperoni. He was about to give me the change back, but I waved him off.
“That's a reward for helping me out.” Everybody else seemed to either lose interest or understand what was going on and left us be.
“What are you doing—?” Brizaela started before I gave her a look to put the kid down.
“What's the idea, mister!? I'm just trying to feed my family.”
“I'm trying to keep my business afloat,” Brizaela growled with one hand still dangerously close to him.
“Back off Brizaela,” I said sternly. “Look, kid. You want to help out your family? Fine. Why don't I give you a job?”
“I’m not a kid, old man! I’m almost of age!”
He looked like he was in his mid-to-late teens. Old enough for a job. Young enough for me to call him a kid.
“Right… You want to help feed your family? How about you do it through some honest work?”
“What kinda job? What’re you going to make me do? Am I going to have to do hard labor?”
“Just keep my store clean after school.”
His ears drooped. “I don't go to school. I can't afford it.”
“Can't afford it!?” I looked over to Brizaela. “Does this city not have some kind of education system?”
“It's only for the Upper Ring,” She said uncomfortably.
Well, we need to change that. I thought to myself. “Tell you what kid, I'll teach you the basics and pay you a salary if you come into my store and do a good job.”
“Where's your store?”
“Gobl-End.”
“You work there!?” he shouted, his eyes shining.
“Live there too,” I said proudly.
“Wait… I think I've heard of you!” He thought for a minute before realizing it. “You're the piece of guy, right?”
“Pizza guy,” I corrected him. “Just show up bright and early tomorrow, and the job is yours.”
“Thanks mister! My name is Ailmar, by the way.”
“Nice to meet you, Ailmar,” I said, shaking his hand. “See you tomorrow!”
We walked away as Ailmar trundled off.
“The kid seems nice,” I said, smiling.
“You know he tried to steal from you again while you were talking, right?”
“I know.”
“Did he get off with anything?”
“We'll find out if he shows up tomorrow.”
Brizaela gave me an odd look, “You're an interesting guy, Jacob.”




Chapter 12 – Delivery for the Upper Stuffed Crust

The kid never did wind up showing his face the next day. Or the day after that.
“You can't just be giving away money like that to thieves on the street,” Brizaela admonished me.
Nim nodded her head. “Yeah, what if he knows you're an easy mark now?"
“Then I guess I just have to sic Brizaela on him, Nim,” I said sarcastically.
Brizaela grinned evilly. “I wouldn't mind knocking that kid down a peg or too.”
“He just needs help,” I said while mixing the dough. “He needs help and we need to figure out a way how to cold ferment this dough.”
“Cold ferment?” Nim asked inquisitively.
“Basically, if you let the dough rest in a cold environment for a long enough period of time, it's going to taste better.” I said as I continued to knead the dough.
“Why is that?”
“Something about gluten chains being able to form over a longer period of time,” I said, “I don't really get the science. I just know what to do.”
Ding, ding, ding! There was the sound of a customer up at the front.
“I'll get it,” Brizaela said, dashing off from the kitchen.
“Jake, we need to talk about our customers,” Nim said quietly as Brizaela spoke to somebody up front.
“What's wrong with the customers?” I asked
“They can't afford to eat here often.”
“I mean, yeah, it's better to cook at home than it is to always eat out.” I said, moving over to start peeling tomatoes.
“How are we going to stay in business?”
“What do you mean? I thought the Queen was backing this.”
“She is, but the Queen can't back this forever. In fact…” Nim moved even closer to whisper into my ear. “We don't know how much longer she can.”
I nearly cut my finger off at that news.
“But the wealth! And the Queen! A-and richness.”
“The Queen has almost no personal wealth to speak of, Jake.”
“What about Brizaela?”
Nim shook her head. “You don't get it. Those are almost all fake, the gold, the jewels. She knows it, but she's too proud to admit it. A dragon without her pride will die.”
I tried to get back to prep work, making sense of this. “You mean to tell me… a dragon will magically die if its pride dies too?”
“Yes,” Nim said, her face completely serious.
“Oh… so we need new customers now.”
Brizaela’s voice came through the kitchen as she bounded in. “Guys! I have fantastic news.” Brizaela was bouncing up and down on her heels, fidgeting with a red ruby necklace in her hands. “One of the Upper Rings, more famous actors just put in an order!”
“Really?” Nim and I said at the same time, excitedly.
“Yes!” Brizaela had a giant grin spread across her face with smug pride.
“They wanted to know what someone as beautiful like me was doing, headed to the Lower Rings, and then they found out that I was working here.” My shoulders drooped a bit.
“So the dude just wants a date.”
“Yeah, it’s whatever,” Brizaela said, waving her hand. “But I told him I wasn't interested. I did say that he would love to have this pizza that makes you want to have sex all the time. And he ordered twenty pizzas!”
“Twenty?”
“Yeah!”
“When’s it for?”
“An hour,” She smiled proudly.
Well fuck.
“An hour?” I asked, making sure I wasn’t crazy.
“Yep! An… hour….” Brizaela's mouth went slack as she looked at the barely prepped kitchen for the day. “Oh, my goddess. I'm an idiot,”
On the verge of panic, I started to wave my hands.
“No! You're not. It's totally fine. We've got this….” I looked at the girls seriously. “But all three of us are going to need to get together and start cooking.”
“Let’s do this!” Nim said, pumping her fist.
Brizaela nodded, and I instantaneously got into head chef mode as I started to whip the girls into a cooking frenzy.
“We're going to do this and we're going to do this in order!” I said, giving out directions. “Brizaela, I want you to start slicing the cheese up so that we can get it prepped and ready to go. Nim, can you get all the pizza ovens fired and ready?”
“On it Boss!” Nim fluttered off to work.
“I'm going to finish cooking this sauce down and go slice all of the pepperonis.” I turned and looked at Brizaela. “How much did he pay for the pizzas?”
Her eyes widened, and she started looking around with her mouth agape.
“He didn't pay yet, did he? I said, looking at Brizaela’s panicked expression.
“I forgot?”
“That's all right. That's all right,” I said, as my heart started to hammer an absolute panic. “We'll just ask him to pay when we bring the food.” I looked back out into the dining area. “Aaaaand he's not here.”
“He also asked if we could bring the food to him?” Brizaela added, twirling her hair uncomfortably.
This woman is going to be the death of me. I thought to myself.
“Alrighty,” Then I looked at her seriously. “Nim and I will go deliver the pizza. You stay here after we finish cooking and let people know what's going on.”
Brizaela looked extremely disappointed and ready to argue before her face changed.
“Okay,” She sighed in defeat.
We got everything together in a mad dash as I worked faster than I possibly could, knowing that we were going to have to do an entire day's worth of prep and get twenty pizzas ready and get it delivered to an area I didn't even know about in less than an hour. Nim and I got a flight schedule together to get to this guy’s home.
“Do you know where this guy lives?” I asked Brizaela.
“No.”
“Do you know where he lives in terms of in the Upper Ring?”
“No.”
“Do you know what this guy looks like?”
“Not really? His assistant came to do this.”
What. The… Fuck.
“Okay…” I said, pinching the bridge of my nose. “Do you know someone who might know?”
“Mom might know? I'll be right back!”
Nim and I both jumped in worry. “Please do not turn into a dragon!”
Brizaela looked at us like we were crazy. “What? No, I was just going to use one of these.”
Brizaela pulled out a slip of silver paper and began to write into it.
“Oh! A silver letter,” Nim said as she helped put the pizzas in the oven.
Nim had gotten really good at timing the pizzas, which was a huge help. Brizaela hurriedly scribbled with golden ink onto the paper, and with two taps of her finger, the paper disappeared into thin air.
“It'll go straight to Mom and she'll be able to reply with the same slip.”
“That's amazing!” I said.
“And expensive,” Brizaela said, shaking her head. “That was my last one. And each piece of paper is one whole gold. Plus, the ink is literally made of gold.”
A few tense moments passed before the piece of paper popped back into existence in front of Brizaela's face. She read it before giving the paper to me. I read the description of the area and copied it down just in case this thing decided to disappear from me.
“Okay. How are we looking on the pizzas Nim?” Nim was stacking pizza on top of pizza, with layers of the red magic light she had used before.
“Just got about four more and we'll be good to go!”
I nodded my head, absently putting out a fire that popped up. “Remember Brizaela, do not take any orders until we're back,” I said, looking at her.
“Seriously? Come on. I can do that! I can take orders.”
“Can you?” I said, looking at her pointedly.
Her cheeks burned, realizing what I meant, and she pouted.
“Whatever.”
“Pizza's ready!” Nim said, flying towards me, holding a stack of pizza boxes taller than she was.
“Those things aren't going to spill, are they?”
“So long as I hold onto one, we're good. Now. hop on!”
Nim grabbed me with one hand as she held all of the other pizzas with the other. We flew straight out of the building and up into the sky.
“Not too busy over here in the Lower Rings,” I said, looking up at the pandemonium in the Upper Rings.
“Yeah,” Once we get there, it's going to be rough, though!
And rough it indeed was.  Flying into the Middle Rings, evasive maneuvers were paramount as we essentially hit rush hour in the skies.
I read through the Queen's extremely curvaceous, calligraphic cursive to get an idea of what we were looking for.
A big blue triangle building with a golden dome at the top.
“That's pretty descriptive,” Nim said, laughing.
I looked out at the sea of buildings and saw that there were at least a dozen buildings like that.
“Ah, Jesus…”
We dropped out of the sky for a moment as Nim made a pained expression.
“Ow!” Winced Nim.
“Sorry! Forgot.”
“It’s okay Jakey.”
With my heart hammering, I got back to reading the descriptions.
“We're looking for one of those buildings with a giant purple light out the top. Looking around, most lights were blue or green. Except for…
“I see it!” Nim said, swinging towards the north side of the city, and sure as the sun rose from the west from this planet, there was the exact pyramid-shaped building we were looking for. Adorned with a giant purple light going straight up into the sky.
“Where's the front entrance?” I asked, checking for any notes.
But before Nim could answer me, two giant horses with eagle faces and wings started to fly at us while screeching.
“Evasive maneuvers!” Nim shouted as she dive-bombed straight down, weaving in and out of the buildings as the hippogriffs gave chase.
“What are those things doing?” I asked, holding on for dear life.
“Probably could smell the food,” Nim replied as she pointed her finger at them with the hand I was holding onto.
“Please don't let go of me as you shoot fireballs.”
“No promises!”
FOOOM! FOOOOOOM!
Hot fire exploded in front of my face as she sent two tiny fireballs at the hippogriffs. They reared back and beat their wings, extinguishing the flames.
I really hope we don't get arrested or die or get arrested and then die. I thought to myself while clutching onto Nim for dear life.
“Please excuse the pets," came a voice above us.
I looked and saw a handsome elf man with long, golden hair flying on a broom. Well, he was lying on the broom as it flew.
“They thought you were trying to assassinate the greatest thespian in the city!” He announced dramatically with a wave of his hands. The hippogriffs flew off and went towards the top of the pyramid, perching themselves in the bright purple light.
“Please follow me!” The flamboyant elf said, flying down toward the ground.
Following him, we found ourselves in a large garden filled with exotic plants and fruits while music played gently in the background.
“Welcome to my humble abode,” The man said, stepping off of the broom. “I was told by your beautiful blue and most buxom friend this… pizza has aphrodisiac qualities?”
I shakily got onto the ground myself.
“Yep, it sure can do that,” I said, looking at the variety of voracious plants.
Nim looked quite proud of herself as she landed elegantly.
“And it tastes really good too!”
He clearly didn’t hear her as he eyed the pizza greedily. “Yes, yes, yes. Now then I'll take my food and I'll pay you quite handsomely for it.”
His mind was solely focused on one aspect of this pizza. I looked the guy up and down, seeing his attire as a combination of opulent wealth and a flamboyant personality. The likes of which would've been perfect at the Met Gala. He wore rich purple robes adorned with shining golden stars and moons from head to toe. It shined in iridescence against the sunlight.
As he looked at me proudly, he was also a good half-foot shorter than me.
“What is the price for such a meal?”He asked.
I calculated the total in my head and realized it'd be about two silvers for all the slices. Realizing who this guy was, I called an audible.
“Five gold.”
“Ah! Now that is quite the affordable meal!” He said, clapping his hands together.
Nim bowed and opened the top box of the pizza.
“My party will be quite excited to try this delicacy from the Lower….”
His voice trailed off as I looked at the pizza.
God damn it. I thought to myself. Our flight with the hippogriffs and evasive maneuvers completely destroyed the pizza. Pepperoni, cheese, and sauce stuck to the tops and bottom of the box as it was a complete and utter mess. It also looked like Nim forgot to put the little pizza-saver tables on to hold it down.
“Yes…” the elf said skeptically. “Well, then the presentation could do a bit of touching up.”
He gingerly pulled out a slice of the ruined pizza and sniffed it, “It smells a bit odd.”
I shrugged and gestured for him to eat it as I took a slice myself. It definitely wasn't bad, but throwing the pizza around didn't do the flavor any favors.
He carefully took a bite and chewed on it. At first, his face looked sour, but it slowly changed.
“Not bad!” He said, “It'll be an interesting meal for my party, but hopefully the… other qualities take care of the rest. Now, tata! My friends will see you off now.
The familiar screech of hippogriffs came from above, and Nim and I got the idea to get the hell out of his fancy garden. He walked towards the crystal door, and as it opened, I got the barest sight of what was clearly an orgy going on.
“I don't even think he needed the pizzas,” I said to Nim as we flew back home.
“Probably not,” She shrugged. “I think he just wanted Brizaela to be the one to deliver.”
“Well, at least we got enough money for the next few weeks,” I said, clutching the five gold coins.
“Yes!” Nim said. “...After we pay our fee for going into the Upper Ring, how much is that going to be?” Nim cringed as we flew into the much clearer skies of the Lower Rings.
“Two gold for each direction….”
Fuck.




Chapter 13 – Getting That Dough

After stories about the actor enjoying the pizza and the extreme effects that it had on the orgy, we found a steady trickle of customers. Word had been spreading around the Lower Ring, and we were getting folks from every quadrant!
However, we still had several problems.
“Nim, you're still sloppy with presentation,” I said, going over the notes for the end of the week. “Brizaela, you burnt thirteen pizzas yesterday.”
“Hey, that's a pretty big improvement!” She said, impressed with herself.
“The problem is going from fifteen to thirteen is problematic with our lack of continuous funding,” I said going through the numbers.
“Yeah, well, what about you?” Nim pouted. “I've been horny like crazy and still haven't gotten any this week.”
I looked up at her. “But we just had sex this morning.”
She pouted. “Yeah, but I'm still hungry!”
“Beyond these issues,” I said, trying to plow forward. “We still have a couple key problems. Number one, we still don't know how much longer we'll be able to keep this funded. Number two, we still have no reliable methods of delivery. Which is a problem for food like pizza. It's meant to be delivered and enjoyed at home.”
“Especially if we want to get to those higher value customers.” Brizaela added
I nodded my head. “If we want to get to customers who can afford to eat here more often, we need to bring the food to them and we need to be able to do so quickly and efficiently.”
“That's hard with these taxes for going between cities, though.” Nim said worriedly.
“And that's the problem. Along with getting it there quickly. And avoiding those guards that are clearly just there to mess with us… And hippogriffs.”
I got to the last item on the list with a big sigh. “There is also the very awkward problem of children. Children, yeah. Kids love pizza and they can’t just keep eating cheesy bread. They’re gonna want the real deal. We need to figure out a way to take the magic out.”
The three of us sat, pondering the different possibilities. “What if we used magic?” Nim suggested.
“What do you mean?”
“Watch!” Nim waved her hand several in several circles until a bunch of green emeralds danced like lights in her hands. “You mentioned that magic has a bitter taste, and you're right, but what if we use that magic to dampen the magic in the pizza?”
“I'm listening.”
The emeralds glistened
“What do you do when a kid doesn't like to eat vegetables?”
“You cram it in your mouth, anyways,” Brizaela suggested.
“Did your mother do that to you?” I asked.
Brizaela shook her head. “No, I tried to bite her hand off when she tried that.”
“Exactly,” Nim said, continuing excitedly. “Instead, she probably hid them in your food.
Nim held the magic crystals she summoned in her hands and crushed them into a fine powder before taking them into a pot of sauce we had been working on and stirring it inside; the magical dust glittered in the sauce before disappearing and being incorporated.
“This is an emotional dampening spell encased in transmuted crystal. It's really common for succubi to avoid always having to have sex. It can help make things more livable in the mortal worlds.”
The glittering green lights dimmed in the sauce as she continued explaining. “If we can hide this kind of magic in the sauce, we can let everybody have pizza! Even those that aren't looking for some type of enhanced experience.”
My eyes shined in excitement. “That's brilliant Nim! You're a genius! And if we can incorporate the bitter flavors into it… we'll be able to create a more complex flavor! A better pizza even!”
My mind raced with the possibilities.
Bitter flavors are very important when trying to create a multi-layered sauce. You need to have those sharp bitey moments to round out the rich, filling textures. This was exactly what this sauce could need! We just need to hone in on the flavor.
“We need to make sure that it will dampen things just enough to where it’ll be safe for consumption.”
Taking the sauce from Nim, I quickly whipped up an extra large cheese pizza right as my stomach started to gurgle. Truth be told, we'd been pretty busy the last few days, and I hadn't been eating all day. We watched as the flame in the pizza oven turned bright green as it touched the sauce and let out a puff of magical smoke.
It didn’t smell bitter but strange. It was still tasty and cheesy! But just… different. After a few turns on the pizza stone, I pulled out the pizza and put it on the carving board, and sliced it up into individual bits.
We all marveled at it in its delicious glory. The char was perfect, and the cheese was bubbling to the top with tiny bits of sparkles at the top. In terms of presentation, it was absolutely…
“Beautiful,” Brizaela whispered to herself, salivating at her slice.
“Oh, it smells so good,” Nim cooed excitedly.
I folded my slice in hand and took a bite. It was really good! My eyes lit up in excitement.
“Oh hot damn!” I said out loud. That bitterness from the magic was just right. “Nim, you're getting really good at this. You didn't go crazy with the magic, and it’s got a density to it.”
“Exactly,” She said, “I've been really trying to pay attention to the sauce production these last few days. I've been working on this batch for a while now.”
“It's amazing! It's complex, it’s savory, but it's got a little bit of that bite… It's spicy! It's…” 
“It's really hot,” I heard Brizaela say in an interesting voice.
I looked over at Brizaela and saw her staring at Nim and me hungrily.
“But… I think we need to work on making the anti-magic properties more powerful.” Brizaela punctuated that by ripping her cloak off, exposing her bare breasts.
“But we can work on that after we fuck.”
“I like that idea,” Nim said in a sultry voice as she began to disrobe.




Chapter 14 – Threeway with Cheese

We could barely get to the bedroom and the apartment upstairs with the effect that pizza had on Brizaela and Nim. We were all naked, furiously grabbing, kissing, and touching every bit of each other voraciously.
Kneeling on the bed, I was kissing and fondling Nim as Brizaela lay on the bed, sucking me off.
“Oh, right there Jacob,” Nim moaned while I fingered her, nibbling the nape of her neck.
“Do you like it?” I whispered.
“I really love it,”  She said breathlessly.
“Hey, what about me?” Brizaela asked, pulling my cock out of her mouth.
“Oh, don't worry,” Nim said with a sinister edge to her voice. Her fingers glowed bright pink. “This should do.”
Brizaela let out a yelp as a pink spectral hand floated in the air and began to rub her clit.
“Now be a good girl and get back to sucking off Jacob,” Nim said, biting her lip. Brizaela was about to make a comment when Nim's tail twisted around, which the pink hand mirrored. Brizaela yelped and immediately got back to work.
“Good girl,” Nim whispered as she and I continued kissing and fondling each other. Nim's whole body shook and shivered as her wings began to beat furiously while I fingered her.
“Oh, that’s the spot,” She moaned.
As I fingered her, she began to bounce up and down, her massive tits shaking for my viewing pleasure.
“Oh, I think I'm about to-I'm gonna..” Nim let out a squeal. “Fuuuuuuck!”
Nim latched onto me, pushing us to the wall, kissing deeply while Brizaela was mewling around as Nim’s magical hand worked her over.
They fell onto the bed, panting, with their chests heaving up and down and face flushed.
I popped my neck and looked at them. “Both of you get on your knees and turn around,” They arched their eyebrows in perfect synchronicity.
“Excuse me?”
“Excuse you?”
“You heard me.” I said, puffing my chest up. “We're going to do this my way.”
They both laughed for a second before I got up to leave.
“Well, if you don't want to listen, I can leave,”
“No!” they both shouted, grabbing me and pulling me back to the bed.
“We'll be good!” Nim said playfully. “Promise.”
They both got on their hands and knees, facing away in doggy style. Nim's plump, green ass jiggling and shaking while Brizaela was still as a statue, almost defiantly. I began rubbing them both from behind with my hands, each of them reacting sharply.
“Oh, fuck,” Brizaela grunted, biting onto the sheets.
Nim was less reticent in her appreciation. “Oh, Jakey that’s good….”
“I wonder who I should fuck first,” I said in a tone of mock thinking. Well, actually, it wasn't mock thinking at all. I really wasn't sure who, but I knew I was going to fuck one of them.
“Me, please!” Brizaela whimpered, out. Clearly embarrassed to be so eager in this position.
“I think it should be me,” Nim said demurely.
“Well, don't worry,” I said, lining my cock up against Nim's dripping pussy. “Because Brizaela is going to get her fill too.” I began fingering Brizaela as I pushed myself balls deep into Nim's tight snatch.
“Nim,” I grunted as I thrust into her feeling her squeeze around my cock.
“What is it, honey?”
“C-Can you conjure up that hand again for Brizaela?”
Brizaela was buried face down into one of the pillows, trying not to scream as I fingered her.
“I think that she deserves a little praise, don't you think?”
SMACK!
“Ah!” Nim screamed as I gave her a playful spank. “Oh, fuck, I'm cumming! Yes, of course, anything you want, j-just please just keep fucking me!” Nim begged, arching her back.
She conjured up several spectral hands that began to tease and toy with Brizaela's nipples and clit.
Their bodies were racked with pleasure as I kept thrusting and fingering and absolutely manhandling the both of them. Their fat, jiggling asses were shaking, and spines tingling as I felt ready to pop.
“I think I'm going to need a little bit of magic, Nim,” I grunted.
“Yeah?” She said, hopefully.
“I'm about to bust,” I grunted.
“Do it, Jake.” Nim encouraged me, wiggling her ass back and forth. “Cum inside me!”
“Noooo!” Brizaela moaned, her voice wobbling as her tongue lolled out of your mouth. “I want it too.”
“Don't worry,” I panted. “You will.”
The girls squeezed on as they started shaking.
“Oh, fuck! Ja-Jake, I'm cumming!”
“Me too! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I gritted my teeth, grunting as I came balls deep inside of Nim.
She let out a squeal before burying her face into the sheets, biting down her claws, and ripping at the sheets.
We're going to need to get new sheets. I thought to myself…Again
As I unloaded inside of her, Nim's hand reached out and touched me in the chest, and I felt a warm, magical sensation wash over my body. As soon as the last spurt of cum dribbled out of me, I felt my cock stiffen right back up
As Brizaela's despondent face told me everything I needed to know, pulling myself out of Nim, our mixed juices dribbling on the sheets.
Brizaela looked on in shock and awe at my rock-hard erection, complete with magical red light.
“What happened to it?” She asked. “Woah!”
I flipped her on her back and gave a cheeky grin.
“Nim figured out how to turn on the heating sensation.”
“Ohhhhh, fuck,” Brizaela moaned, hiding her face as the warm magical energy began to spread onto her.
When I entered, she couldn't speak; instead, her mouth was just agape, her eyes wide. Bending down, I got a grasp of one of her tits, massaging it, thrusting harder. As I began to thrust over and over, her muscular physique was powerless to the absolutely sinful pleasure we were feeling together.
She wrapped her legs around me as I began to thrust all the way.
“Ooh, that's it, baby,” Nim said.
I looked over and saw her fingering herself with my cum dribbling out, her face racked with absolute pleasure. “Destroy her with it.”
“Please destroy me, sir,” Brizaela admitted, her face hidden behind her curled hands.
I laughed as I looked at Nim.
“Do you think you could change the sensation?”
“Oh?” Nim asked. “Well, she certainly likes the heating sensation.”
I felt Brizaela's body tingle and squeeze as she came hard on my cock.
“But I wonder what would happen if we changed it to a more… shocking sensation.” I grunted, trying not to blow my load.
“Oh, you absolute madman,” Nim said, crawling over and wrapping her arms around me from behind. Her tits pressed up against my back.
“You want to try it?” Nim asked Brizaela.
Brizaela's eyes looked between her fingers and nodded.
Fuck, I’m close… I better do this soon.
“What was that?” I asked teasingly, grabbing her massive tits in each hand, and taking slower, harder strokes.
“Y-yes, please,” She mumbled.
“What was that Brizaela?” Nim asked, rubbing her hands all over my chest. She flicked her tail, and the hands started toying with Brizaela, teasing her all over again.
“P-p-p-please, please do that! Please! I want it, n-no I NEED IT!” Brizaela screamed
“As you wish,” Nim's hand descended onto the base of my shaft, and I felt the warm red magic transform into an electric tingle of blue magic.
It felt fantastic on my end, like a shock to the brain, almost like a continuous orgasm. The electric sensation was the exact same for Brizaela as her arms snapped outwards, gripping the sheets. Her mouth agape.
“Ahhighh!”
She couldn't even look at either of us while I pounded into her with Nim’s encouragement. Brizaela’s voice was gone, and she could only beg for more.
“Go on,” Nim said, holding me tight and not letting go of the base of my cock. “Cum inside her.” She whispered next to my ear, kissing and nibbling my neck.
“Do it!” Brizaela moaned. “Please, please, please. I need it. I need it. I need it!”
Well, I was here to please. I thought to myself as she squeezed my cock over and over, her pussy spasming uncontrollably in combination with her own body and the electric shocks that I was giving her.
Brizaela let out a long wobbling moan as I finally released the pent-up energy, cumming hard and deep. She squeezed around my cock, and I felt a wet splash against the head. My balls pulsed out the last jets of cum, while the physical exertion finally took hold. I fell onto her chest, the last drops thoroughly extracted from her pussy.
“Oh Goddess,” She whispered, her whole body twitching uncontrollably. “It's so good.”
“You got that right,” I said, grunting, my face thoroughly planted between her massive breasts.
“She sure does!” Nim said, in a chipper voice, playfully landing on top of me, sandwiching me between both of their massive tits.
“We should keep experimenting with this magical no-sex pizza,” I said after a moment.
“Agreed…”
“Absolutely!”




Chapter 15 – Drow-ning in the Sauce

After a few more failed attempts and several threesomes later, we'd finally managed to get the pizza without the enhancing factors perfected. It kept every night from turning it into an orgy or cornucopia of carnal connections, and it was now fit for consumption by all ages. However, we did notice kids wound up incredibly hyperactive and prone to causing trouble regardless.
We now had everything we needed to kick things into high gear.
“We've got the pizza. We've got the spicy version of the pizza, and we've got a crew that is starting to really find their groove!” Nim said happily.
It was true - in the past month or so, things had really taken a turn for the better. There was still the occasional hiccup, and Brizaela's attitude was still… problematic, but I was hopeful that we could move on to the next big improvement: local delivery.
“After all, pizza's meant to be shared with friends and family at home, not just when you're going out,” I explained.
“What if we just stuck to delivering in the local area, like around this neighborhood?” Brizaela suggested. “Something that we can just kind of run between places for?”
“It's a good idea,” I said, nodding my head. “By the way, who made this?” The pizza I was chewing on was a particularly delicious slice. “It's complex, the cheese is perfect….”
I looked at it from several angles, and it definitely wasn't mine. I looked from Nim to Brizaela. Nim shook her head as Brizaela beamed with pride.
“That would be me,” She said. “After months of humiliation, my superior dragon intellect has finally cracked the code of this pizza stuff.”
As I chewed on it, I felt something warm and my chest. “Did you make a magical or non-mag variety?” I asked.
“This is a magical variety,” She explained. “Using dragon's breath.”
“What is that like a special herb?”
Brizaela rolled her eyes as she exhaled upwards. A bright white flame shot out from her mouth. It instantly filled the pizzeria and apartment with the smell of lavender.
“It's a special kind of fire that dragons can breathe from our souls. We need to be careful without mixing magic into our food. So, I figured maybe I could go with something that isn't exactly arcane magic.”
“Well, it's delicious,” I said, feeling light and airy on the inside. “However, there's something we do need to figure out as well before we do the delivery thing.”
Nim cocked her head curiously, munching on Brizaela’s pizza. “What's that?”
“We need to figure out how to make this crust better.”
“What's wrong with the crust?” Nim asked.
I turned the pizza over. “Well look at how dense it is.” I explained, showing the completely flat texture on the inside of the pizza. “It's good, but you need to have those light, airy pockets on the inside too. We're not getting the right combination of yeast into the pizza.”
“Well, how do we fix that?”
“We'll need to figure out how to add yeast into the dough….”
“Oh, you talk about pizza too much!” Brizaela complained. “And we work too much!” She sat on the dining table sadly. “I want to go do something fun that doesn't always involve pizza and working.”
“I mean, you like it when we have sex after having pizza,” I noted.
Brizaela blushed and looked away, grumbling.
“Plus you like that little toy I taught Jacob how to use,” Nim said as she stuck her tongue out at Brizaela teasingly.
I checked our reserves for the end of the week, surprised to see that we'd actually turned a minor profit.
“Well,” I said, looking things over. “We do have enough to go out tonight. How's about we go hit up a bar?”
“Ooh!” Nim said excitedly. “That's a great idea! How's about you Brizaela?”
Her horns sent a little zap of electricity between each other. She looked back at me and grumbled.
“Sounds like a lot of fun and I'm kind of jealous I didn't think about it first,”
“All right, girls!” I said, jumping to my feet. “Let's paint the town red.”
“But we don't have any paint….”
“Yeah, and blue's a better color.”
I looked at them and arched my eyebrow. “Okay, now you two are just being pedantic on purpose.”
As we walked out of the neighborhood, we asked some of the locals for bars, taverns, and inns to visit. The number one suggested place was the Tipsy Three-Eyed Giant in the northwest portion of the Lower Ring. The only problem was that it was a two-hour walk because of the shape of the city being carved from a mountainside.
When you're on one end of a ring, and you have to walk to the other side, you can't just walk straight. You have to walk around. So the bar was on the opposite side of the city without a direct route unless you wanted to climb up and then down the mountain. Instead, we decided to do what any group of intrepid young adventurers does: Randomly walk into every tavern until we found a place that looked cool.
Our final destination was the Wounded Banshee, tucked away in an alley off the main drag. Opening the stone door, we descended underground into a sleepy-looking building. It was dark with blackened wood and moss growing at the sides, and the very center was a deep pit where dwarves and humans, along with a few goblins, chatted while sipping in front of a crackling green fire.
Music played in the background as different groups sat at tables, danced in the shadows of the fires, and broke bread.
“Looks like a nice place,” I said, hopefully.
“This place looks old as hell,” Brizaela said with clear disappointment.
As my eyes adjusted to the dark slower than the others, I had to admit. It did look like we were at your grandfather's favorite bar to visit with his old buddies. I was easily the youngest person here by decades on account of Nim not telling me how old Demon goblins live and knowing that Brizaela was easily a hundred years old. What with the whole ‘being a dragon’ thing.
I went up to the barman, which was a dwarven gray man with an eye patch and a beard tracing along with wisps of red in his bright silver coat.
“‘Can I do you for sonny?”
Oh my God. He is calling me sonny… I thought to myself, sadly
“Just trying to have a drink with some friends,” I said. “Some ale and some food would be ideal.”
“Unfortunately, I'm out of food,” He said with a sigh. “Been harder to get supplies into the Lower Rings.”
I thought to myself how prices had been slowly creeping upward in the market over the past few weeks. I hadn't had the heart to raise my prices yet, but I'd probably have to tack on an extra copper or bronze coin if this kept up.
An idea popped into my entrepreneurial mind.
“Well, why don't I help you guys whip something up?” I offered. “I'm a chef by trade.”
Chef was a bit of a stretch. I was a pizza artist, A pizz-a-rtisan, you could say.
I explained the delicacy to him, and he looked at me skeptically. He opened his mouth when the door opened up.
“Grandad!” Came a familiar gruff voice. I looked back and saw SiCarna and her crew of friends. She had her arms wide open as she ran across the bar and squeezed the barman, giving him a big, big hug.
“How is my little SiCarna doing?” He laughed as his much larger granddaughter hugged him tightly.
“Good! Brother and I have been doing well.”
I looked at the two of them incredulously as one of the human fighters that were a part of her crew came to give the man a hug as well.
“Wait, you two are siblings?” I said, looking from SiCarna to the man.
“Yep! Ma and Pa Adopted Tiberius.” She explained. “Believe it or not, I’m a little short for most ogres.”
“So what are you guys doing here?” Tiberius asked while their crew met up with the others.
“Just out enjoying the night,” I said. “I was about to go make some food.”
“Were you about to make pizza?” SiCarna said flirtatiously.
“Perhaps…”
I was.
“Oh, I’d love to help,” She said, wrapping an arm around me.
“Oh no, you don't!” The barman said, pinching SiCarna in the ear. “You promised your grandfather that you would play some games once you got home from your big, nasty adventure.”
“Owwww! Yes, Papi!” She said with a pout.
“You go along, son. Any friend of SiCarna is a friend of mine.”
I went back into the kitchen alone as the others all joined together in the merriment.
“Well, let's see,” I said, looking things over.
There were a few basic ingredients, but nothing crazy: some ground meat, a few vegetables, flour, and ale.
Wait a minute…Ale!
“Aha!” Soon, I was in a cooking frenzy.
If I need yeast, I thought to myself. Beer will do perfectly.
I was getting a quick fermenting dough ready when I heard footsteps behind me.
“Huh?” When I looked back, I saw a dark elvish woman looking at me curiously.
“What are you doing in my kitchen?” She asked.
“I was told to come back here to cook,” I said sheepishly.
While finishing the stewed tomatoes for the sauce, she looked at the mess I'd made of her kitchen and was about to say something before shrugging it off.
“Honestly, I'm glad to have the help. I've run out of ingredients for the most part and all I have left for the scraps.”
“I know! I was going to use them all,” I said excitedly “Ground meat, peppers, onion bits, leftover tomatoes, and some cheese? This is everything that I needed!”
“I was going to just make soup,” She said, laughing. “But I suppose I can help you with whatever it is you're making. Nice to meet you chef, I’m Drin. Drin'Urden Do.”
“Jacob G. Neric, at your service,” I bowed.
Explaining the basic process, Drin nodded her head and looked at me excitedly, watching every detail of the process. We bonded over our mutual love of a good meal made with love and expert hands, excitedly exchanging ideas and notes.
As I got the pizzas in the oven, Drin'Urden Do helped cut the pizza into squares rather than triangles like traditionally made.
“It's a bit of a mix between two styles,” I laughed as I looked at the perfectly airy and coiffed crust cut into bar-style squares. “Typically, the pizza cut this way has got a cracker thin crust, but honestly….” I took a bite, and my eyes popped. “Oh, that's really good,” I said, savoring the flavor.
Sausage pizza with a light, airy crust and juicy vegetables was a personal favorite of mine. Square cuts be damned. Drin'Urden Do took a bite of it and sighed with pleasure.
“It's rare to have something new and so delicious,” she said wistfully.
As we got the food out to all the other patrons, I couldn't help but notice just how gorgeous Drin was. She was a little bit shorter than I, and had an elegance and grace to her. Every movement was swift and precise.
When she turned, there was a sharpness to it, like a trained dancer, perhaps. Her soft features hid behind the veneer of piercing silver eyes. And her body was trim and toned. Curvaceous in all the right places.
The others raved in exuberance over the new concoction we had made. Drin and I joined the party while SiCarna and her crew bought keg after keg of her grandfather’s ale. The once quiet pub was descending into a den of rowdy camaraderie. I’d meant to ask Drin about something, but I soon became lost in the haze of the night. We celebrated the evening over cards and dice and brews and pizza and… more beer.
“What'd you do with the crust?” Nim said, hiccuping after a tall mug of… even more beer.
“Ale,” I said, only slightly slurring my words. “There'sh plen’y o’ yeast in it, and whatever ale they've got here is perfect for it.”
“That’d be my grandfather's specialty,” SiCarna said proudly as she beat Brizaela in another game of cards.
“Quit cheating!” Brizaela cried out miserably.
“Aye, is a good brew indeed,” The dwarvish man laughed while sipping and observing the fun. “Haven't had a crew this young stay this late in ages. I feel like a young man again.”
“Well, your cook Drin'Urden Do was a huge help to me.”
“Never heard of her,” The barman laughed.
SiCarna elbowed me in the side.
“Don't worry, he just gets drunk easily. Besides,” I felt a pair of large hands grip my shoulders. “I've missed you quite a lot. Jacob.”
For the record, it didn't matter if I was tipsy, drunk as a skunk, or stone-cold sober. When a woman like SiCarna has her eyes set on you, you can't help but very excitedly say yes to whatever ideas she's got concocted.




Chapter 16 – A Raging Good Time

SiCarna and I quickly slid out of view from everyone running back toward Slice of Life.
“Think your grandfather is going to notice?” I joked as we dodged through the crowd. SiCarna laughed heartily but blushed at the same time.
“Nothing gets past the old man, but I don't think he'll mind too much. He was an adventurer once too.”
“Really? Seems more like the always been a barman type.”
SiCarna picked me up, and her eyes began to glow bright white as a vein popped in her temple. She let out a roar, and all of her muscles began to bulge, jumping high into the air. Everyone ran away from the screaming ogre lady as she carried me princess-style. Well, prince-style, in my case, thank you very much.
“It's faster this way,” She said, her voice distorted by her enhanced state. Dare I say… rage? “But yes, grandfather was an adventurer. He taught me the ways of The Feeling.”
“The feeling?”
“THE FEELING!” SiCarna shouted, jumping from a rooftop as we soared high into the sky. “He used this power to help slay the great centipede of Ha’ZarVann! He punched it right in the face! EXPLODING IT!”
“Okay,” I said as the wind whipped in my face. “You're not going to kill me in this form, are you?”
Her eyes glowed, looking at me. “Of course not! I think.”
Oh, great heavens…
A dozen jumps later. We were back at Slice of Life, dumping directly into the upper floor of my apartment.
Here's a warning: For those of you who seek to experience what might be described as death by Snu Snu opportunity, have a series of healing potions available if you are not the warrior type, soft of body, easily broken, or in possession of a constitution score under 20.
I, having been capable of preparations for another such encounter, had a potion of minor invincibility ready, thanks to Nim. Chugging the silvery concoction underneath my dresser drawer quickly, I felt my entire body harden like steel.
SiCarna growled as my even harder-than-normal erection slapped against her face.
“Yeah,” I said, standing upright with her on her knees.
SiCarna made a noise of approval as my fingers curled through her hair.
“Yes, that’s good.” I said savagely. “Now suck.”
Following my orders, she inhaled my cock with ferocity. Up and down, up and down, as she sucked me off.
“Fuck,” I groaned while she writhed in pleasure, making her own dangerous noises.
In situations like these, it's almost like a lion tamer’s job. At any moment, she could strike and kill me, but with the right type of attitude, zero fear, and maybe just a little bit of unnecessarily large confidence, I could tame the beast.
“Oh, yes,” I said. Remembering a certain something Nim had created for me…
With the snap of my fingers. A buzzing noise came from a chest on the ground. She didn't even notice as it opened, too busy working the shaft, wrapping her tongue around it.
“So hard…:” She said, between slurps. “So manly. So—ooh, fuck.”
Using the mental commands that Nim had taught me, the magical dildo floated from the chest drawer and slid across SiCarna's wet needy pussy.
“Oh yes.”
Curling two fingers with my right hand, it began to vibrate, and she let out another satisfied noise.
“Oh fuck, Jake!”
With a series of hand gestures, I was able to adjust its settings. Its speed, its intensity, whether it felt warm or cool… Finding that perfect combination.
As she grasped the magical flying dildo, SiCarna put it inside of her.
“Oh, Gods above,” she groaned. “Now give me that cock!”
With a renewed sense of invigoration, she slammed her hips up and down on the dildo while sucking me off simultaneously; her tusks occasionally brushed the sides of my dick. Just ever so slightly as to give me that twinge of excitement and potentially fear. The excitement was too much, and I felt my cock twitch.
“Oh, fuck, I'm going to—” Was all I got before blasting my load all over her face.
“Ohhhh, yes,” she said as it spurted out, plastering her face and mouth.
“Sorry,” I said, will a grunt.
“Oh… don't worry,” She laughed with her eyes still glowing.
With a tap of a button on her necklace, the mess was wiped away, and she put her massive hand on my chest, pushing me onto the bed.
“I’m just glad you’re still hard,” She said, her eyes moving towards my still iron-hard erection.
“Oh, you're right about that,” I said. “But you're mistaken about how this is going to go.”
Tapping one of the buttons underneath the headboard, a mechanical sound whirred, and glowing black chains came from each corner of the bed, clasping shackles over SiCarna.
“What?”
Before she could react, she was on her back, chained to the bed, spread eagle with the vibrator still inside of her.
“You are one cheeky bastard,” She said.
“Are you against it?” I asked, climbing on top of her.
“Not at all,” She said huskily, her legs straining to try and wrap around me. “I love it.”
“Oh, no, you don't,” I said as I pulled out her magical marital aid and rubbed her clit. “You get the real thing now.”
Slowly pushing myself inside of her, we both sucked in air, feeling that amazing sensation. I was incredibly sensitive from the freshness of my orgasm, and she was already a wet, sopping, and needy mess for me.
“Oh, you absolute animal,” she said.
Running off of adrenaline and a deep sense of, I don't know, manliness or just the hotness of the moment; I gave her everything I could. Slamming my hips into her as hard as I could, trying to fuck her God damn brains out.
“Oh Gods,” She strained as her veins and muscles popped against the magical chains. The bed creaked, begging for some type of relief or mercy.
She writhed underneath me, desperate to move or make some type of reaction, held firmly in place by Nim's magical kinkiness. We kissed hard and sloppily, overcome by mutual animalistic desire.
Her tits bounced up and down violently as the bed continued to shake and rattle.
“That's it,” she said.
I kept going harder and harder as she tried to milk my cock with the only muscle she could move. I felt myself getting closer and closer and closer as she shook and spasmed.
“Oh yes,” she screamed with that rageful timber to her voice. “More!” She growled, “More!”
“Fuck,” I grunted, having to hold onto the headboard with one hand and her wrist with the other for the right traction. “I’m gonna cum.”
“Hnnnn, do it!” She screamed. “Do it, you beast.”
Right as I was about to, I heard the wood splintering and crackling. She let out a scream, and right as her pussy gripped me like a vice, the frame underneath us shattered along with the last of my willpower.
WHOMP!
I came deep inside of her as the bed sank to the ground with the both of us still shackled to each other. Or rather, caught in her vice as she was shackled to the remaining bits of the bed.
“Holy shit,” She said, her voice transforming to an almost girlish tone. “Holy shit… That was amazing.”
“Oh fuck that was,” I said, with a hint of regret.
I'm going to have to get a new bed. Again... Again.
Yeah. I said, laughing sheepishly.
“You really are a warrior, Jacob,” She cooed, holding my chin. The magical chains made a dangerous rattle, and I realized something.
“Oh dear,” I was still hard as possible from the effects of the potion, and the snap of her legs around my hips confirmed something else.
She’d definitely broken free.
“Haha… I’m in danger.”




Chapter 17 – Please Don’t Die…

I woke up the next morning with an extraordinary hangover. Looking around, I was back in my apartment bed, and it fell like one of the hippogriffs had finally gotten a hold of me  and sank their claws into the sides of my temple while their beaks pecked out the front of my lobe for the gooey bits. SiCarna was snoozing in the crumbled remains of the bed next to me with a big grin on her face.
The sunlight stung my face like a thousand bees… that were really pissed off and stinging me extra hard as I stumbled out of bed. I went to the kitchen downstairs and got to brewing myself a cup of coffee.
“Why does my head hurt so bad?”
“Dehydration,” Nim said chipperley. “Here, this'll be a bit more effective than coffee.”
She handed me a sparkling yellow beverage.
Smells like piss. I took a sip and recoiled. Tastes like it too…
“Down the hatch,” I said miserably.
After gagging it down, I shook my head and felt the hangover melt away with each shake.
“Ahhhh…” I even got my sense of smell back! “That's nice.”
“About time you woke up,” Nim chided.
“What do you mean?” I said, looking out to the sundial. “It's not even noon and we're closed today.”
“Yeah, but they don't know that.”
As I shook the sleepies out of my eyes, I realized that it wasn't overcast outside. There was just a sea of people.
“What happened?” I said incredulously.
“Apparently SiCarna and her crew made a big ruckus after you guys left last night about how good the pizza was.”
“Yeah?” I tried piecing last night together.
“Yeah, and her grandfather told everybody about the ‘pizza man from the Lower Rings.’ Word got out and well….”
“It looks like my day off just became a double, didn't it?” I said, pinching the bridge of my nose. “Where's Brizaela?”
Nim gestured to the kitchen, where I saw Brizaela frantically doing kitchen prep.
“You're finally awake!” She glowered. “I have been screaming at your face every ten minutes and you finally wake up.”
“Yeah, it's supposed to be our day off,” I groused.
“Get your apron and get your butt in gear, mister!” She said with a pout, pointing one of the sauce spatulas at me. “We've got hungry customers. They're all hungry and they want to eat because they're hungry.”
Eloquent, but point taken.
The entire rush was unlike anything we'd ever dealt with before. Admittedly, Nim and Brizaela were doing wonderful compared to when we started a couple of months ago. Nim took orders with incredible efficiency and kept everybody entertained and taken care of. Meanwhile, Brizaela was really finding a groove in the kitchen. There were even times when I didn't even need to instruct her about her errors. She was self-correcting! Making fewer and fewer errors along the way. Unfortunately, there was no defying the tide of hungry customers.
“Come on, already!”
“We've been waiting for so long!”
“Mooooom! I'm hungryyyy…”
“We really shouldn't be skipping church for this dear.”
“Pizza! Pizza! Pizza!”
I saw Ailmar in the crowd of hungry customers, trying to blend in with the crowd.
Congrats kid! You’ve just been drafted.
“You!” I shouted, pointing to him. “You owe me, kid!”
He tried to play dumb, but I gave him a dangerous look as his parents looked up at me.
“What are you talking about? What’ve you got to do with my son?
“I'm supposed to be hiring this kid!” I shouted. “Have him clean the tables and I'll pay him three coppers for the day.”
“Mom! I don't want to work, I'm hungry.”
“...And he gets a free pizza,” Nim shouted while clutching my arm.
Soon, Nim had all the help she could get, thanks to Ailmar frantically cleaning the tables, and following her directions. The hours ticked away as I began to sweat away the vodka, spirits, and ale that I had ingested last night.
Trundling down, I saw SiCarna in a ripped-up shirt of mine out of the corner of my eye. Realizing the crowd, she quickly clambered back upstairs and joined the hungry crowds in her adventuring gear.
“It's SiCarna The Great!”  One of the youngsters in the crowd shouted.
“Well, I was just passing through and…” I looked at her desperately, and she instantly got the message. “Yes! I was about to do a demonstration of my last battle! I fought two… three! Three might Garlackan Sandworms!”
“Woahhhh!”
“Cool!”
She made for the perfect distraction as a good chunk of the crowd followed her theatric exit from the restaurant. Eventually, we managed to fight against the insurmountable odds of the hungry customers and managed to feed every single person that came here into Slice of Life. I sat counting out the coins while everyone lay on various pieces of furniture in exhaustion.
“And that’s…One gold, ten silver, sixty nine bronze coins and eight hundred and twenty… two coppers.”
“Not bad…” Brizaela said, laying on the kitchen floor, covered in sauce.
Outside showed a pitch black sky, well into the evening. The supply shops were definitely closed by now, and we’d ran out by the end.
“That was so hard,” Ailmar said, laying on his back on the table.
“You're telling me,” Nim was so tired, she couldn't even float up in the air like normal and listed over my head. “I'm pooped.”
“Yeah,” I said with my back to the pizza ovens. “We need some more people to help us out. Hey, Ailmar,” I called out. “Do any of your friends want jobs?”
“I don't have friends, Mr. Jake.”
“Okay. Just checking.” I should be more empathetic, but I don’t blame the other kids of Theza.
“Tell you what,” I said as I looked up a couple of different cooling spells to keep everybody from overheating. “I'm going to put up a help wanted sign tomorrow. Nim, do you think you can take care of the ingredients?”
“You got it Jakey,” She said with a thumbs up. “But I demand cuddles later.”
“Deal.”
One of the problems about trying to run a business is that you always need to make sure that the best people are available to do the best job possible. And that's definitely not always going to happen, especially in the restaurant business.
When I first set out my help wanted posters around the village, there were a few people coming in more out of curiosity than an actual desire to work for us. A few of Ailmar's acquaintances who definitely weren’t his friends came but very quickly flamed out. When we got them into the kitchens…
“It's too hot!”
“Gross! It's all sticky.”
“I just want to eat pizza…”
When some of the older members of the community tried to join, they couldn't get past the speed needed to get the job done. I needed somebody who was going to be flexible. I needed somebody who was going to help. When the rush orders came in, I needed somebody who could kind of do everything. I needed Drin. But I couldn’t find her…
I was really hopeful when a young dwarven girl came in, however.
“I believe I am exactly what you need,” She proclaimed proudly, puffing her chest out as she held the help wanted sign.
“Awesome,” I said., “Tell me your experience.”
“Well, I used to work at my father's ale house. Before that, I was a teacher, so I have experienced training others and managing smaller groups, and I've always had a deep passion for cooking.”
“Awesome,” I said excitedly. “And are you cool working in large groups?”
The woman nodded her head, looking over the job description. “Absolutely. I like to sing at my church on every other sovereign moon.”
Okay. Note to self, look up what a ‘sovereign moon’; is.
“Sounds good! Let's go ahead and get you in for a trial. Are you cool with our current payment structure?”
“Oh, absolutely,” She said with an excited look. “This would do a lot for my family.”
Nim and I were both already sold, while Brizaela was less impressed.
“Well, let's go ahead and give you the tour.”
She looked around at the kitchen and was very impressed with our stoves.
“These run very hot and they're incredibly clean. Our soapstones are some of the finest quality thanks to a local producer—.”
Before Nim could say anything else, the woman broke out in a massive set of hives and began convulsing on the floor.
“Oh, sweet merciful heinous mercy she's allergic to soapstones!” Nim shouted
Before any of us could act Nim came flying into the room. “Oh gosh, oh gosh, oh gosh!”
Waving her hands around in figure eight patterns, Nim's eyes rolled in the back of her head as a set of blue symbols began to appear in her hands. She clasped them together and then placed a hand on the woman's forehead.
The rash disappeared in an instant and she stopped choking.
“Oh my goodness,” She said quietly, popping up. She looked at the both of us. “I'm so sorry, I totally forgot. I'm allergic to soapstone.”
“I'm—” Before I could say anything, she continued.
“And tomatoes.”
“Oh.”
“...And cheese. I'm very lactose intolerant.”
“I see…”
She got up and bowed deeply. “I don't think this will work out. I apologize.”
And with that, she left.




Chapter 18 – Ice-Ace Baby!

Every single candidate that came in either was put off by the intensity of the job, felt that the job didn't pay enough, or they were deathly allergic to some ingredient that we had in its raw form.
By the end of the day, it was beginning to feel hopeless.
“This is hopeless,” Brizaela said, cleaning out the stoves for a third time. “And we’re still screwed on deliveries! We can’t ask Ailmar to do it.”
“Gods no…”
It needs to be someone who is going to be able to take care of themselves out in the city.
“We need someone who won’t panic about coming into work with a mess of orders.”
“Speaking of which,” I looked out and saw the dinner crowd getting ready to enter.
We'd taken a few hours of the day off to finish our interviews, and now it was time to get back to work.
“Crowds looking even heavier than usual,” Nim lamented.
“I really don't get paid enough,” Ailmar groaned, coming into the kitchen.
“I pay you more than your parents make,” I reminded him as I kneaded my thousandth ball of dough. It might have been my ten thousandth or three hundred twelfth, I don't know. I was honestly just grumpy at this point.
When the rush came, there was something odd about it. The sea of faces wasn’t the usual crowd. Sure, we had a lot of our regulars, goblinoids, some humans, and the occasional dwarf, but I noticed Elvish, Cattian, and the rare Dragonkin coming in as well. Hell. Even the occasional demonkin too!
“Where are they from?” I asked Brizaela as she helped me slice up all the pizzas.
“Middle Ring is starting to take notice of Slice of Life,” She said proudly. “Guess that actor guy’s word spread. Ailmar and I started handing out flyers on our off day.”
“Brizaela! You don't have to do that,” I said,
“I want to do that,” she said firmly.
We'd had a new special going on, offering our bar-style pizza for the hungry patrons, which was gobbled up quickly, and a special favorite of the Cattians.
“Ooh, the ground beef is so good.”  One of them purred as I handed her her food. “We would love to have a… private party with you, Mr. Jacob.”
I shook my head wearily. “And I would love to, but I really have to get back to work.” I said, leaving the buxom cat girl and her friends disappointed.
More and more people were coming in, and more and more, we were falling behind. Again. Eventually, the line wasn't just wrapping to the outside of the building. It wrapped around the building and out of the street.
“I think we're really going to overheat the stoves at this point,” I warned of the others.
We'd been running the stove extra hot and even started a double-decker stove system to try and keep up with demand, but we still didn't have enough. The usual murmurs of impatience and jeers emanate from the crowd.
“Come on!”
“What's taking so long!?”
“This is ridiculous, I thought this was supposed to be the best place to eat in the Lower Rings.”
“I should have gone up to the Uur….”
“Leave it to a human to ruin a goblin town.”
My heart hammered inside of my chest, and I was sweating like crazy. Not only was the heat of my customers getting to me, but it was also a good 180 degrees with all these open fires blasting out at me as I tried to keep everything in order.
Nim was doing her best to keep everybody sated while Brizaela did all of the in-between. Ailmar was left just to find places to seat people because they were so impatient. We didn't even have time to clean off the tables in between customers at this rate.
“Alright, alright. Let's keep it moving, people!” Came a new voice. It was high-pitched and slightly nasally. I was too busy working that I didn't even take the time to look back and see what was going on.
“Okay, I'm going to need two cheese pizzas, three pepperonis, and I'm going to need a big old thing of cheesy bread if that's good for you, sir.” The voice called out.
As I got the orders in, I noticed we were getting fewer paper orders, and more were just getting called out to me. Luckily, I was in such a groove at this point that I was able just to keep things going. Using the same dough for everything meant I could just top it with whatever was needed, throw it in the oven, and bring it out a few minutes later.
“There we go, Boss! We got some groove going!”
When I looked outside the kitchen, I noticed the crowd was just as big, but the frowns and murmurs had changed into cheers and easygoing smiles. Couples that had come in for a quick date were quickly leaving arm-in-arm and hands all over each other. Kids crying about hunger were with bulging bellies filled to the brim with delicious pizzas.
I even felt like the heat wasn't getting to me so badly. Instead of sweating… I felt kinda chilly!
“All right, Boss. How you doing back there?” The nasally voice asked again.
“Huh?” I looked to the front desk and saw a tall and lanky fellow with pale blue skin and spiked hair. He had a long pointed nose and a Cheshire cat grin.
“You doing all right?” He said again.
“Yeah…” I was trying to process this stranger in my domain. “I'm okay. Who the fuck are you?”
He shrugged, throwing his hands up. “I'm Chuck! I'm your new employee.”
“I don't remember interviewing you.”
“I just started working here,” He said with a sly grin.
“Okay…” I said, catching on. “Oh fuck! Pizza!”
When I turned back, one of the pizzas had gotten badly burnt to a crisp.
“Don't worry about it, Boss,” Chuck said, gliding past me.
As he grabbed the pizza with his bare hand, the kitchen temperature plummeted again. It felt amazing, if slightly chilly.
As he pulled out the pizza that had gone completely blackened, he folded it in half and folded it again before shoving it down his gullet.
“Oh, I like that,” He said with a rich belch.
Oh, God. I thought to myself. This dude's going to be humping whatever person he's attracted to in the next five seconds. That one was an extra strength order…
We had been experimenting with different sauce and cheese combinations for a higher aphrodisiac effect rather than a lower, like before, and it had been a… smashing success.
His pale blue eyes shook in his skull as he began to vibrate.
“Oh, wow…” He said quietly. “Hey now. Woah! Back it up. That’s some primo stuff my guy.”
He got a creepy smile on his face as he stared at me. Right as I was ready to dodge, he disappeared into a blue blur.
“Order up ya slowpokes! It’s time for a slice of a Slice of Life!”
He soon began delivering orders faster than I could keep track of.
“Come on, Boss, hurry up! The people are hungry!”
What the fuck? I thought to myself as I began to follow his tempo.
Soon the whole crowd began to thin, and we were finally making some headway. Chuck was taking orders at a blinding pace while Nim and Brizaela got all of the in-between stuff taken care of. Ailmar was even managing to get some tables cleaned.
Thankfully Noidious isn’t here to make a sanitation check… Right?
By the time the last customer had left, it was well past midnight, and everybody was on the ground panting for mercy.
“I never want to see another pizza again,” Ailmar groaned. “See you guys tomorrow….” He limped out of the building with a nice coin pouch filled with a nice fat bonus.
“I'm so tired that I don't even think I want to have—”
“Not in front of Ailmar, Nim,” I sighed.
“He’s out of earshot!”
Despite all of the pandemonium, the only person left standing was our newbie Chuck.
“Wow! That was a fun day at work,” He said. “So… I’m hired, right?”
I nodded in my head. “Yeah… Can you go and make sure Ailmar gets home safe, Brizaela?” I asked
“No problem,” She said sleepily.
I looked at Chuck, who was counting the coins I’d paid him, inspecting each coin.
“Who the fuck are you, and why did the pizza not turn you into an absolute horn dog?” I asked, laying my head in Nim’s lap.
“The name's Chuck,” He said proudly. “I'd give you my demon name, but it's so long you'll pass out from lack of air before you finish saying it. And the reason to your other question is simple.”
“Yeah?”
“I'm asexual.”
Welp. Makes sense.
“And the reason you’re various shades of blue?”
“Ice demon heritage.”
Nah, yeah, fair. Makes complete and total sense.
“Nim, how'd we do today?”
As she pulled herself up to where we kept all of the money, she held onto the counter as she counted the coins, continuously coming to the quotient of…
“Two gold even,” she said before passing out on the counter.
Two whole gold. I thought to myself, incredulously.
“That's supposed to be what we make in two weeks, Chuck,” I said, picking up Nim. “You’re not just hired. You're super hired.”
“Fuck yeah! Super hired.” He began to do a victory dance reminiscent of the lawn mower.
I bid him good night as he saluted me. I gave him an extra bronze, which was honestly pretty rich. But, he turned the biggest rush of the evening into the first bit of real breathing room we'd had since we opened a Slice of Life.
I locked up and carried Nim upstairs to our apartment. She nuzzled up against me, sleeping peacefully as I pulled the blanket over the both of us.
I passed out and slept so hard that I was convinced I had turned into an actual sack of rice heated up in the microwave for when you have a sore back. That really warm, cozy, and full feeling in the bed where the blankets are extra heavy, and then you're so heavy, you feel like you're going to sink through the bed.
Yeah, that was me.
Also, everything hurt.




Chapter 19 – An Interesting Interview

The next day was our first real test for deliveries. I went out to get them all taken care of while Nim and Brizaela showed Chuck the ropes in the kitchen. I was hopeful that there wouldn't be any massive fires to come home to, but no guarantees.
“You guys don't take any new orders until I get back,” I said, looking at all of them. “We’re still not ready to do deliveries at the same time we do in house orders.”
“C’mon, Jakey it’s fine!” Nim assured me. “It's a slow day anyways.”
“I’ll make these deliveries and be right back.”
Nim protested by pinching me on the cheek.
“Come on, Boss,” Chuck said, elbowing me good-naturedly. “I'm sure it'll be better than yesterday.”
The sheer thought of running the place without me there was terrifying.
“Not yet,” I said, wiggling my finger.
Brizaela looked at me glumly and didn't say anything.
“I'll be quick, I promise, and then we can open back up,”
“How about we’ll be back.” Nim said, leading me out by the arm. “Brizzy, you got this girl!”
I started to speak, but Nim gave me a look. Rather than protest, I decided to let the emerald beauty have her way. I walked down the roads with pizzas in tow, Nim floating by my side.
"You need to start trusting her more,” Nim said with a hint of pride. “And me.”
“I do! I just…”
“Just what, mister bossy?”
“Worry…” I said with a blush. “I worry you’ll get overwhelmed. Or something will go wrong. Or…”
Nim kissed me on the cheek and laughed, “You’re cute when you worry.”
“I always worry.”
“I know.”
Most of the orders were to a few of the local goblin and gnome neighborhoods. The last one, however, was a familiar sight - the Wounded Banshee. We saw SiCarna and her partying crew heading off for an adventure right as I opened the door.
“Oh! I just missed you, Jake,” SiCarna said playfully. “What’re you two up to?”
“Just delivering,” I said. “Where’re you headed off to?”
“Oh, got a dungeon to clear,” Her brother said, nonchalantly carrying a bubbling potion. “Also, we're going to test to see how big of an explosion that potion makes when we throw it down the shaft.”
SiCarna had an evil look in her eyes as her grandfather tut-tutted.
“You just best be careful. I have a retirement to look forward to, and I would prefer my grandchildren be a part of it, and not in parts.”
“Yeah, yeah, I hear you Papi,” She said before giving him one last hug and a kiss on the head. “We'll be back later.”
Bidding farewell to the adventurers, we presented ThurnCarna his order.
“Ah, lunch!” he said happily.
“Yes, sir,” Nim said, handing him the pizzas.
“Excellent, excellent. And for my chef as well.”
“Chef?”
“Yes, the drow girl.”
My mind wandered to the night that I had helped cook everything here at the bar. Oh, right. Drin! It’d been so busy and so crazy lately that… Shamefully, I’d kinda forgotten that night. That… and I was really drunk.
“Drin!” My brain unlocked part of the evening’s conversation. “I thought you said you didn't know who she was?”
“He just has a bad memory,” came a soft voice from the kitchen. Wiping off her hands, I saw Drin'Urden Do with stains on her apron.
“That's right,” He laughed. “Getting a bit old in my fourth century.”
“A bit old indeed,” She agreed. “D’you two want to stay for a slice?”
I was about to say no, but my stomach was rumbling, and Nim gave me puppy-demon-dog eyes. it was about time for our lunch break anyways.
The order was a triple sausage and pepperoni pizza and a cheese pizza with green peppers and salted pork belly, which was pretty close to bacon in this context.
We sat and ate as I enjoyed only a single slice, making sure to get the most misshapen cut that Brizaela had excitedly made. She was getting better, but she wasn't quite there yet.  We all made idle chit-chat, swapping stories about our busiest nights. Nim seemed very interested in learning about Drin.
“So how long you been working for him?” She asked.
“Oh, a few months,” Drin replied. “I love cooking and being around people. It's nice hearing the laughter and feeling the warmth in a room when supplied with a good meal.”
“Yeah,” I said, taking a sip of ale. “It's actually one of the things I love most about making pizza.”
Drin nodded feverishly, nibbling on the crust.
“I just love the whole process,” I continued. “I love the simplicity, the ritual. I love knowing that with just a few ingredients… I can make something beautiful. Something shared… Something magical.”
I thought about what I’d just said as Nim looked at me, smiling.
“Oh geez, that’s probably a bit cheesy, eh?”
“No!” Drin implored. “I… I feel the same way.”
“Yeah?” I said, looking deep into her eyes. It was… incredibly easy to get lost in them.
“Why don't I leave you kids?” ThurnCarna said, wiping his beard. “I’ve a meeting with a… friend anyways.” He got up and dashed out the front, instructing Drin to get the soup on the fire before he got back.
“Oh, you don't have to worry about—” I stopped short as I felt a hand reach across the table. Drin'Urden Do was holding my hand.
“Go get ‘em stud!” I felt a voice say in my head. Nim flew out the door, giving me a thumbs up on her way out.
It was just Drin and me now. And neither of us’d let go yet.
“Hey Jake…I haven't been able to stop thinking of that night,” She said. “The flavors, the texture… all of it.”
My throat was dry, and I didn’t have a good retort at the moment.
“Are you… still on that lunch break?” She asked, her voice… extra interested.
“Well…”
She made a motion with one of her hands, pulling back her apron, revealing that she was completely topless underneath.
“Oh…” I said as Drin bit her lip.
With nowhere else to go, we quickly stashed ourselves in an empty supply closet in the kitchen. I pressed her naked body against the wall with one hand wrapped around her breast from behind and the other hand on her chin. Her body pressed against the wood as I fucked her from behind.
“Y-you have to be, be quiet,” She whispered pitifully, as her slender athletic body quaked to my touch.
“So?” I said, teasing one of her nipples. “Ohhhh f-fuck.”
She squeezed my cock hard as tiny bits of light poured through the cracks of the door, giving only the faint outline of her supple body.
“Oh, that's good,” She whispered. “Oh, you're going to, you're really going to make me cast the spell here, aren't you?”
“Your call,” I said, moving one hand to her clit, making long slow circles as she pushed herself back against my hips in perfect rib rhythm.
Between her warbling moans, she began to speak Elvish, and her eyes glowed bright purple until the whole room filled with the purple light. The loud smacks of our hips colliding became muffled and soon sounded like we were underwater.
“What's this spell do?” I said, picking up the pace.
“I-It—Oh fuck—h yeah, right there.” She struggled to answer as I continued to pound into her. “It-itt s-s-s-stifles the sound gi-giving us a… a bit more, a bit it more privacy.”
“So is this part of your application?” I joked as I struggled to keep going.
“It'd be nice,” she said, “but I've got plenty of experience working in busy—ah! Oh fuck... In busy kitchens!”
Drin pressed herself against me so hard, squeezing onto me. I had no choice but to pin her against the door. I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her tightly as she vibrated against my cock.
“Tell you what,” I grunted. “You bring th-this kind of energy? You bring this kind of energy into the kitchen, and you'll be running your own pizzeria in no time.”
“Yeah?” She asked desperately, arching her back. “Oh God. Oh God. That's good.”
“Yeah, job's yours.” I said, “how's four bronze a day sound?”
Her whole body seized as she started cumming on my cock, whimpering.
‘Ahhhh! Ahhh~ Ah, it sounds amazing!” She cried out.
I was about to cum when she pulled herself out and got on her knees.
“Cum down my throat,” she begged, immediately sucking me off. “I need your mana!”
Without a word, I grabbed her by the head and pulled her all the way down. No sooner did I do that when I spurted cum down her throat while she moaned profusely. Drin started fingering herself wildly as she stayed down all the way on my cock, swirling her tongue. Staring me straight in the eyes as she took every last drop. Holy shit.
“Oh…My… God.” I growled. “Fucking hell..”
Walking back out of the closet, we awkwardly shuffled out of the tavern and passed the fully prepared kitchen she’d already set up for ThurnCarna. She wrote a message on a piece of paper, leaving it behind the bar and locked up, sliding the key under the door.
“He won’t mind,” she assured me.
“Really?”
“Absolutely!” Came the familiar voice of the dwarf as he walked past us. He had a big grin plastered on his face and smelled of strong women’s perfume. “You go have fun in your new career, honey.” He said, winking at the both of us.
We both did our best not to blush as we walked back to the Lower Ring.
“He hired me as a charity case, a while back.” She explained. “Knew I needed work and took me in. But he wasn’t paying me nearly what I’ll make now.”
“Glad I could help,” I said, laughing.
When we returned to Slice of Life, Brizaela was waiting with her hands on her hips.
“Where have you been?” Brizaela demanded. “We've been waiting for you for forever! I thought you said you just had a couple deliveries to make.”
“We did!” I said.
“Then why did Nim show up so much longer before you?”
“I had to do one last interview!” I said, wary of her draconic rage. It’d been a minute since her last fit.
“Oh yeah?” She said, unconvinced. “Well, while you were gone we had dozens of orders to fill thanks to some convent of Blood Gnomes coming to town.”
My stomach dropped.
“Shit.”
Brizaela rolled her eyes. “It’s fine. I got the orders filled and we told everyone we had to close to fix an oven. Who’d you even hire?”
“Remember Drin'Urden Do?” I said as Drin 'Urden Do awkwardly waved to everyone. “She helped us at the bar while you were losing at cards.”
Brizaela’s eyes lit up in memory of the night before turning sour. “Did you have to bring that part up?” Brizaela grumbled with a single sniff.
Nim smiled and grinned. “Oh, I think that she passed her interview with flying colors it seems,” She said, looking at me lasciviously. “Welcome to Slice of Life and welcome to the team!”
“I am very honored to be here,” Drin'Urden Do said, bowing only to be group hugged immediately by both Nim and Chuck.
“Group hug!”
“That's right, Chuck,” I laughed, watching Drin blush. “Group hug.”




Chapter 20 – Fire(Roasted Pepper)ing On All Cylinders

In the blink of an eye, the team doubled in size. We were capable of doing so much more all of a sudden, and we felt like a powerhouse!
Drin was capable of working the kitchens while I helped out front or did deliveries, while Chuck was the perfect go-between for everything. Nim and Ailmar kept all of the customers taken care of while Brizaela found her groove in the kitchen with me.
It was weird, though, because now I wasn't doing as much. I wasn't really making the pizza: I was checking the pizzas. I wasn't taking the orders: I was taking the orders to the customers.
This did have the benefit of letting me branch out outside of Slice of Life.
“Are you sure about this, Mr. Neric?” The young goblin woman asked me.
“For sure,” I smiled, pressing a handful of bronze into her hand. “And this will be enough to start it up?”
Her brown eyes shined as she clutched the coins. “Absolutely! The children will have books, and writing supplies.”
“And you?” I asked, getting ready to head back to Slice of Life. She looked at me, confused.
“What do you mean?”
“Teaching full time I mean.”
“Oh! Well…” She looked away uncomfortably. “Maybe soon. But the mines do pay well enough that I must—”
Without a thought, I pushed a silver into her hand.
“Well let’s leave well, well enough in the past. Eh?”
Rather than respond, the young teacher wrapped her arms around my waist, squeezing tightly.
“Yes,” she said with a sniffle. “I think so."
Outside activities aside, however, there was still one thing I was the undisputed king of Deliveries. Nobody could route multiple deliveries in a row better than me. Nor was anybody as capable of delivering such consistent quality so quickly.
I might not have been able to fly, but it sure looked like it when I was using flying spells, thanks to Nim. I couldn't exactly breathe fire, but I might as well have when I was— (Okay, actually, I still couldn't breathe fire in any capacity, both literally or metaphorically…) But I could still deliver pizzas, damn it!
Plus, my human status had the positive effect of slipping by the guards unnoticed more easily. I didn't even bother paying my transit taxes to go from the Lower Ring to the Middle Ring anymore. They didn't ever see me or care if they did. However, when Brizaela or Chuck or Nim, and especially Ailmar tried, they got caught every time. Only Drin and I could slip by, and even Drin got checked occasionally.
“And there you go, sir,” I said, handing the two pizzas off, to a portly Duke outside one of his offices. “Two extra pepperoni pizzas. That will be—”
“Oh, don't worry,” He said, handing me the exact change. “I've been having my pizzas brought to me for the past few weeks before finding out about this delivery option. It's truly marvelous!”
“We aim to please, sir, and we're always looking for new and exciting ways to expand our business.” Any time I delivered I looked for ways to find new business.
“Really now?” His voice filled in genuine interest.
“Yes, sir,” I said, rubbing the back of my head. “We're quite proud of our progress in the Lower Rings and we'd really like to show off what we've got.”
“Well, that's fantastic news. Isn't that right, Noidious?” I saw the dower old elf along with several of his cronies. We matched angry stairs while his idiot friends tried to flex on me.
“Please tell me we're not having such filth for sustenance,” Noidious said.
“Oh! O-of course not….” The Duke said nervously. “I prefer it cold actually, and just wanted to have it brought here so I didn't have to… Well, anyways.”
I turned to leave when the Duke stopped me a few steps away from the door.
“Pardon me, young man. I apologize for the rudeness of my associate. He's been asking for some developmental costs to be covered in exchange for my business being accepted more readily into the Upper Rings. Today’s meeting was about finishing up some formalities.
“So bribery,” I said plainly.
“Well…” the Duke looked uncomfortable and tried to move on. “The point is… typically these announcements are made officially at parties or communal events. It's a tradition to make business be known to the people.”
“Like the big conference at the end of the summer.”
The Duke nodded his head and continued. “And I would love a show of solidarity between the Rising and Lowest ring—er…  Lower Ring. That is… to have you cater our event if possible.”
“Really?” I said excitedly. “You are aware of the effects of this pizza, right?”
The Duke gave me a sly wink. “Well, I did order one with and one without the special spices.”
“Would you prefer the party be a formal event?” I said, speaking in code.
“I think we will let the guests request at the event,” He chuckled. “I'd be willing to pay quite handsomely for an event. I understand your business would probably need to shut down, but—”
“Well, actually,” I said, thinking of the perfect opportunity to kick things into high gear. “I think that we'll be able to do just fine with both!”
“Really?”
“I don't think we'll need to shut the store down and we'll be able to cater your event.”
A wonderful, amazing idea hashed in my mind right as I felt something burning on my head. I looked up and realized that there was still one delivery left.
Fuck! I
miscounted!
“D-Didn't you order three pizzas, sir?”
“No, just the two,” He said, eyeing his meal hungrily.
“I'm going to be late for my final delivery,” I panicked. “I need to go, but….” I pulled out a silver paper that I'd saved up for special occasions.
“I'll get this paper when you write to me. Just let me know what you need, when you need it, where you need it, and we will be there, sir. Guaranteed.”
The man looked at me, quite impressed. “A silver slip from the Lower Rings. You people are truly wonderful.”
Ignoring his slight, I nodded my head. “Yeah. Wonderful. Awesome. Thanks. Enjoy your food!”
I was sprinting like a madman out of his great hall and into the city streets. I didn't even bother trying to catch the stairs or one of the transport systems. Instead, I picked up a trick from Ailmar and slid down the rail barefoot. The wind whipped my feet as I gathered speed the further down I went. At the last second, I kicked off into the air, using the last bit of flying magic that Nim had saved for me.
“Woohoo!” I shouted, sailing about 20 feet over the ground, flying high above most of the Lower Rings’ buildings. “I’m the Pizza King!”
Weaving in and out. I made it back to the final delivery location.
Oh God, please don't be late. Please don't be late. Please don't be late. I thought, running up the stairs for the final delivery. Knocking on the door, I announced myself.
“Slice of Life delivery!” I coughed, catching up my breath. “One extra large sausage pizza.”
The door opened, and I saw a familiar room. It had the same wood paneling as my apartment. And the same style of bed! And the same cracks on the wall! And the same…
I was back a Slice of Life. Standing at the door was a very hungry, very naked, and very, very, very sexy. Nim.
“Pizza's free, right?” She asked, waiting at the door, smiling.
I chuckled as I brought in dinner.
“I guess you could say something like that.”




Chapter 21 – Gobblin’ That Pizza

The pizza was quite obviously secondary to Nim’s plans, and with a snap of her fingers and a flick of her tail, the pizza floated out of my hand and to the side table still in its warming box.
“So,” I said, enraptured by her as always.
“Busy day?” Nim giggled, sauntering over and wrapping her arms around me, kissing me.
“You could say that,” I said quietly. Her lips were as soft as ever, and the sweet floral smell as intoxicating to boot.
Disrobing to match her, our hands went along their familiar routes, embracing and appreciating every curve of one another.
“Have you been working out?” She asked breathlessly, giving my biceps a playful squeeze.
“I think it's all this pizza I'm slinging,” I said with a laugh.
“I want to try something different,” Nim whispered.
She began to float, beating her wings gently until she was at eye level - well, almost eye level - with me.
“Just stand right there, Jakey,” She said, booping my nose with her finger.
She floated there, spreading herself open on my cock.
“Oh, fuck.”
Sliding down with ease, Nim pushed her hands against the locked door behind me, pressing her body against mine. She was as amazing as she was. She felt… It was… look: It doesn't matter how often you have sex with a succubus, alright? It’s still indescribable.
The whole sex demon thing combined with the infinite horniness and feralness made for a combination of such numbing pleasure that I really lack the vocabulary to truly explain the levels of intensity to which I was feeling.
“Oh, Jakey,” She moaned, bouncing up and down on my cock, floating as she wrapped herself around me, moving entirely on her own through magic.
“Holy shit,” I said, kissing her and nibbling her neck.
Unable to contain myself, I started thrusting back into her gently, trying to find the right rhythm.
“Oh, that's it,” she said, wrapping or coiling her tail around my waist, pulling me in, and guiding me to that special spot. “You always know where to go.” She squealed.
I felt a tightening pulse on my cock and a splash of wetness as she clutched onto me. “Oh, fuck. I'm cumming,” She moaned, and as she said that, I felt my whole body go a wash with pleasure and an interesting lightness. “You always make me cum so quick, Jakey. I love it.”
It felt like I was floating as I kept pushing myself deeper into her, over and over, as Nim pulled me just the same.
“Oh, Nim,” I sighed while she humped me against the door. I was about to cum at any moment when I felt my head smack against the wall.
“Ow!” Except… it was the top of my head. What the hell?
I looked up, and I saw the ceiling a centimeter from my face.
“We're flying!” I exclaimed
“I know,” Nim said blearily, her eyes unfocused. “It feels like I'm flying too.” She said, kissing me sloppily with her pupils going completely heart-shaped.
“No, I mean, we-we're… oh, nevermind!” I laughed.
Maneuvering myself, I grabbed the ceiling and swung my hips along with Nim forward. She was so light, and the magic she was exuding made flying so easy. With a push forward, I pinned her to the ceiling as we were floating.
“Oh, Jake!” she squealed, her back pinned to the ceiling.”You really are an animal.”
“Yeah?” I growled in her ear, starting to plow into her even harder.
“Ohhhh yes! Yes, you are a fucking animal Jakey. Right there. Right there!”
I was fucking her like wildly, like a mad man possessed at this point. I couldn't help it. She was just so sexy. She was just so cute. Everything always felt so magical, and I just wanted to hear her sweet voice racked with pleasure. I wanted to make her cum over and over and over and over.
“Oh God. Oh God. Oh God!” She whimpered, her legs cinched tight around my waist. “Please don’t stop! Please, please, please!” She couldn't help herself as she bit me on the neck, digging her claws into my shoulder and begging me for more.
“Cum inside me Jake!” She screamed in my head.
“Yeah?” I whispered in her ear, feeling like I’d touched heaven at this point. “I really want to cum inside you, Nim.”
“Please!” She screamed. “I need it… I want it. You need to fill me up right now. Please. Please cum inside my naughty pussy. I need it. Please, please, please, please!”
Grabbing my face, she started kissing me while her whole body shone with a pink aura. The magical light washed over me, completely overwhelming me. As she squeezed my cock, I felt the last bits of resistance in my mind break away to a flood of pleasure.
I grabbed onto the holes in the ceiling so hard the wood dug into my palms as I pinned her to the ceiling, cumming my brains out.
“Nim!” I shouted, kissing her.
“J-Jake!”
Her legs squeezed around my hips as she squirmed underneath me, bucking her hips. Her pussy milked every last drop of cum out of me, holding me there, our bodies trying to get closer and closer to one another.
“Oh fuck,” She panted, “That was… so, so good.”
“Yeah,” I said, trying to see straight. “It really was.”
But then I felt a very different dangerous tugging sensation.
“There's only one problem,” I said as my muscles strained. “Gravity's working again… and we're about to fall.”
“Oh geez.”
Luckily we had floated directly over the bed, crashing onto it.
Crash!
The bed groaned and splintered as we hit the soft pillow top mattress.
“Ah, geez,” I laughed, looking at the wood everywhere.
“We're going to have to—”
“Get another bed again,” Nim finished for me, laughing. “Oh, fiddlesticks.” Nim snapped her finger, and the pizza floated over.
“I’ll send for the carpenter tomorrow, Jake. I’m sorry I’m not very better at transmutation magic.”
“It's okay,” I said, brushing my hand through her hair. “Like you said, that's for tomorrow.”
We laid in bed nibbling on pizza, basking in the afterglow.
“This is really good,” I noted, a little confused at the layout of the pepperoni. “Who made it?”
“That’d be me.” Nim said proudly, snuggling up closer.
“Hell yeah Nim!”
I showered her in praise while Nim happily listened. It was seriously a ten outta ten. After that, we just lay in bed talking about our days, reminiscing over when we’d first met.
“Can’t believe it’s been half a year,” I said, shaking my head.
“I know, right? The Lower Ring’s really come alive lately. More inter-commerce. The Middle and Upper Rings are spending money here more often….”
“Yeah,” I said, looking out the window. “Ailmar’s parents are making enough to support the family on their own now….”
“And, they’re saying that the Lower Ring’s population issue might fix itself in the next generation.”
“No way,” I said, turning to her.
“You’re doing a lot of good here Jacob Neric.” Nim said, her voice soft and loving. “It’s not just the magic of the pizza… It’s what Slice of Life means for the community. For Theza.”
“Thanks to you and Brizaela!” I said incredulously. “And Chuck. And Ailmar. And Drin. I just… help out these days.”
“You lead the charge.”
“Well I don’t know about all that….” I said, trying not to get too big of a head. “Holy shit.” I said, realizing something. “I didn’t tell you guys yet!”
I grabbed Nim’s hands, looking her in the eyes excitedly.
“What happened?”
“What do you know about public project announcements?”




Chapter 22 – Prep Time

“All right, everybody. Let's go over the plan,” I said, clapping my hands together.
The whole team was waiting, along with Ailmar's parents, who I'd insisted joined the meeting so they'd know what was going on with their son because of the high-stress environment.
“For this, I think it's best if I lead the event at the party.” There were some murmurs, but no other comments “Because this event's going to be taking place on Fourthsday, usually our quietest night of the week. I think we should be okay here at the store.”
“I'm going to be helping Jakey with the party.”
“What about me?” asked Drin.
“I think it's best if we keep our best all around chef here at the store.” I remarked, checking my notes.
“How about me?" asked Brizaela.
I moved on to the next order of business.
“Chuck, since you're so good with people, I think it's going to be a really good idea to have you as the go-between at the party. You and Nim will be perfect for serving the customers while also helping me in the kitchen as needed.”
“Well, what about me?”
“Nim, are you sure we're going to have enough ingredients for everything?” I asked, checking my scroll.
“Made sure that all of our suppliers doubled the order for this week, so we'll be able to take care of anything.”
“We might even have some extra stock left over,” Chuck noted.
“Jake!” Brizaela shouted. “What about me? Aren't you going to need me at the event?”
“Probably,” I admitted with a smile. “However, I think there's something more important.”
“What's more important than this event?” She demanded. “This could be the thing that gets Slice of Life on the map permanently. This could fund us for the rest of the year! We could practically start giving money away!”
“I know,” I shrugged.
“So what's more important!?”
I smiled and took off my pizza apron. She looked confused as I handed it to her.
“What's more important right now is to recognize all of your hard work.” Everyone looked at her excitedly. “Congratulations, Brizzy. You're going to be in charge while we're at the event.”
“But I want to—” She stopped dead in her tracks and looked at me. She looked at the apron, then at me. Then the others. “What?”
“Nobody has been working harder than you this entire time,” Nim explained.
“When I first came here, and your mother hired you on to join us… You were a self-absorbed brat who was more interested in money than anything.” I continued. “Now it seems like your only obsession is improving at your job. Making everybody around you happy. Being the best you can possibly be. And, I think it's high time to give you a shot at running the store.”
“Jake…” she said quietly, clutching the apron.
“Unless, of course, you don't want—”
Two large blue arms wrapped around me, squeezing so hard I thought I was about to pop in two.
“You dummy, Jake!” she cried, rubbing her face in my chest as I felt my ribs crack. “I'm so happy right now I could die!”
“Yes… Well… I think I'm about to if you squeeze me any harder.”
Dropping me to the ground, Brizzy wiped a few errant tears from the side of her face.
“Yay Brizzy!”
“Let’s go, Blue Boss!”
She put on the apron and beamed proudly. “All right,” She said. “I’m in charge now!... Now what?”
“Now we get ready,” I said as Nim repaired my ribs.
In a mad dash, we spent the week prepping while still taking our regular workload. There was a buzz going around about the event and Slice of Life’s participation. While prepping, I slowly incorporated Brizaela into more of the leadership work. Having her decide on how much stock to purchase for inventory, working with the payroll. Counting expected income versus actual.
She even noticed some hazards in the kitchen before I did.
“Oi!” She shouted during clean up. “Who the fuck left their potion by the sauce, eh? Trying to get people sick?”
“Shit,” I said, remembering the lunch rush. “I think I took a stamina potion to keep up.” It was the heat of summer, and Chuck had delivery duty, so the kitchen ran extra hot.
Brizzy admonished me, tossing the bottle back. “Save the stimulants for outside the kitchen, Jake.”
Meanwhile, Nim made sure the inter-ring logistics got taken care of. Passes, taxes, and any other bureaucratic malarkey they could tack on. And in the blink of an eye. It was the night before the event.
I was lying in bed with Nim, taking everything in. “We did something really cool, Jake,” She said, stroking my chest.
“You're right….” I sighed. “We really did.”
I thought of something, stroking her shoulder. “...Can I ask you something?” I said, pulling Nim closer.
“Yeah. What's up?”
“You really don't have a problem with me and everybody else?” She looked at me weirdly. “Ya’know… Briz, SiCarna… Drin…” I whispered the last part. “Maybe Queen Itania if I'm lucky.”
She giggled and shook her head. “Jake… it’s kind of how it needs to be for me. I'm a succubus.” She blushed and wiggled, digging into my arms,. “And I really like you… and I don't really want to be with anybody else.”
“And as a part succubus, that’s hard?”
“Yeah…I sustain on sexual energy in the same way that a plant needs pollination. If I were a full succubus, it’d be impossible. Since I don’t want to get that from anyone besides you, I need you to bring that sexual energy to me.”
“It really is like pollination.”
She said, pointing out my chest, which began to glow faint pink.
“When you're with somebody, you take a piece back with you, and when you're with me… it sustains me,” She said. “I know that at the end of the day it's you and me. And everything else….” She leaned in closer, cupping my face in her hands. “It doesn't matter.”
Nim kissed me soft and slow. I kissed her back, holding her tight.
“I love you, Jake,” She whispered.
My heart stopped for a moment, and I clutched the spot between the small of her back and her wings.
“I love you too, Nim,” I whispered, almost to myself.
She smiled, as bright and beautiful as ever.
“Now let's kick some ass tomorrow!” She cheered.




Chapter 23 – YES, CHEF!

The day of the event came, and everyone was on pins and needles. We were also all extremely tired. (Except for Chuck, who had ice coffee in his veins.) We'd woken up well before the sun had. The moons and the stars, and the planets are all still shining brightly in the sky.
Gathered around the kitchen, we were all ready for final prep. Nim looked over the list of ingredients and the dry run of events.
“Jake will be in charge of the Duke's party event. It makes sense for our founder to be the one putting our best foot forward at this big event. If there are questions about the food, where to go for more, we’ll defer to him.”
There were murmurs of agreement and trepidation.
“You sure you want to be out of the main kitchen, Boss?” Chuck asked, cooling off his coffee.
“Yes,” I said, stifling a yawn. “Slice of Life was my creation, and it's my job to be there for this. Nim’s our best customer service rep, and she knows the most people. She’ll be great for morale and smoothing over any mistakes.” Nim gave a happy flutter, and she blushed orange against her green cheeks.
“I’ll handle the kitchen with Nim if you’re not there,” Chuck said with a thumbs up.
“Dibs on kitchen duty!” AIlmar shouted excitedly from the window.
“Ailmar!” I exclaimed. “Go home! You’re a part-timer.”
“Awwww, come on, Mr. Jake!”
“Oh no, you don’t,” Brizzy announced, showing off her new silver apron. “I’m in charge and you’re gonna help me man the orders and cleaning. Drin’s gonna help me in the kitchen. Now go home and sleep! We’ve got this taken care of.”
Ailmar grumbled but didn’t dare to take on the blue-horned lady three times his size.
“Hopefully nothing bad happens at the party,” Drin said nervously. “I’m almost glad I’m going to be here.”
“Fourthsday is a slow day, but we’ll be ready for anything.” Brizzy said confidently.
With the day's preparations completed, it was time to head off to the party. Ailmar went back out and saw us off. As we left Gobl-End, we noticed the rest of the neighborhood coming by to see us off as well, waving goodbye and shouting encouragement.
“Good luck, guys!”
“Tell the Queen I said hi!”
“I’ve got this letter about overdue taxes and was wondering….”
We made the long trek to the western portion of the Middle Ring, shrouded behind a high peak of the remaining mountain. The Western Middle Ring, colloquially known as WM, was a particular favorite for Upper Ring parties. Out from the prying eye of the Queen's direct influence, but far away from and too difficult to reach for the Lower Ring scum.
There were no easy paths to get there from the Lower Ring, with no transportation available by the public systems and several high-security measures like runes, mages on guard towers, and those flying ferocious fearsome furies fluttering in the air: Draco-Tigers.
Carrying everything on our backs meant we were in for a rough ride, but it also made it a lot easier to cut between buildings and off routes without having to worry about a cart. We saved ourselves a good half hour of travel if at the expense of our knees and backs. The gentle slope up the city was juuuust not-gentle-enough that my legs felt like jelly.
I carried the dry ingredients while Chuck had the cheese and pepperoni. Nim was carrying a special pre-made sauce we'd finished off the night before.
“This thing's been stewing so long,” Nim asked concernedly, “won't that make it too thick?”
“We'll just include some fresh tomatoes and freshen it up if need be. It's going to give it a nice and robust flavor.”
“Your butt has a nice and robust flavor,” She flirted.
“No, you.”
“You guys are gross,” Chuck observed.
Finally, we arrived at the location. It was exactly as the silver slip The Duke had written to me this morning. At least… when it stopped changing. The location had been changed several times, apparently so as to keep the event completely secret. Originally set for one of the pyramid-shaped buildings, it was now held in a large silver ship high up on one of the mountain’s old peaks.
A literal ship, by the way. Apparently, it’d been left after a giant flood that nearly wiped out all of the civilization hundreds of years ago.
“There it is!”
There it was, indeed. Its shape was reminiscent of those long Viking boats that you'd hear stories about—traveling from Scandinavia to Greenland and Canada on big and wide with a scary and fearsome-looking creature on end with a mast big enough to carry the winds of the worlds themselves across the seas and stars.
It was easily the size of Gobl-End itself.
“Bit ostentatious, don't you think?” Chuck joked.
“No kidding,”
I don't even know what ostentatious is. I thought to myself. But I'm pretty sure it means gaudy as fuck.
It stood still as a statue with a single stone bridge connecting over a massive chasm. Walking past a few mean guards with golden spears, we made it to the entrance. Perched along the walls were several hippogriffs and draco-tigers growling at us.
“Name?” Asked a large orcish guard.
“Jacob G. Neric,” I grumbled as the sun finally began to shine.
The guardsmen didn't wear the normal city colors of white and lavender but instead were wearing brown and blood-red ones.
“Business?” He said.
I barely had a chance to speak when their spears were already pointed at us. And several of the monsters launched at us.
“Oh, for fucks sake!” I said, shoving a spear out of my face. “We're here to make food for this fucking secret event bullshit. Now get that spear out of my face, and move to the side.”
“Watch your tone, boy,'' one of the guards warned me.
“Who the fuck are you calling, boy?” My Central City attitude was starting to rear its head. “I didn't walk across this fucking city and up a damn mountain into this ugly fucking boat on a stick just to have you try and stab me before I can even state what my business is.”
Before I was actually about to get stabbed in the face, Nim flew in between us. Her eyes glowed bright gold, and she stared into his eyes. For a moment, the guard looked ready to attack her, but then his eyes matched hers with the same bright golden glow.
“We should let them in,” he droned
“What?” Another asked.
“Let them in,” The guard said in a trance, opening that door. “And send the ugly hippogriffs to the Upper Ring.”
The man was about to say something, but we slipped in and Nim blew a little kiss to the hypnotized guard.
“Should I be jealous?” I joked.
“Of course not,” She pouted.
Inside we traversed a maze of rooms and halls packed with supposedly important people shuffling past us, giving us dirty glances. Any attempts to ask for direction were stifled or outright ignored. I was about ready to call it in and use my last use of silver slip to write to the Duke when, luckily, he found us.
“There you are,” he said, bouncing towards us. “Our esteemed Lowes— uh… the chefs of the day.” He said, clearly trying to avoid the part where he said we were from the Lower Rings.
“That's right,” I said proudly. “Slice of Life representing the Lower Ring's finest cuisine.”
“What!?” Came a familiar voice. Noidious was wearing a pair of silver and green robes embossed with his family's lineage going back hundreds of generations or some bullshit like that, storming towards us. “I told you not to associate yourselves with drek like that!” He growled. “These cretins are responsible for a birthing rate that is expected to become unsustainable for the Upper Rings to compensate for.”
“Compensate!?” I shouted.
“A-and I told you that I think this is best to show that the Middle, Upper, and Lowest Ring are all capable of cooperation for the betterment of society,” the Duke said, soothingly.
“I would sooner spit in my mother's face then eat this slop,”
“Well, then, you don't have to, sir,” Nim said proudly.
Chuck inserted himself, smoothing his uniform. “Ah! Your great Lordship Vice Count of the Third House. It is a pleasure to see you, sir,” Chuck gave a deep bow gesturing wildly with his hands.
“Oh my,” the Duke said. “You know of the elven houses?”
“Of course,” Chuck grinned. “I myself am the second cousin removed on my mother's side from the 15th house’s Duchess Rosmerinatta the Ninth.”
“You are!?” Noidious growled.
“I'm of ice demon, lineage, aren't I?”
Chuck smoothed over the procession and even managed to forcibly include Noidious in the conversation, effectively trapping him into accepting our presence.
“Please, your nobleness,” Chuck said, clearly struggling to keep up with the flattery. “Show us our humble abode so that we may show you this cuisine, the likes of which these lips have never felt or tasted.”
The Duke pursed his lips, stroking his chin. “You're a charming young man. What is your name?”
“Chuck.”
“Not much of a demonic name,” Noidious seethed.
“Translation of it anyways.”
“L-let me show you to the kitchen,” the Duke hurried us away as we walked through a great dining hall where several familiar faces from the Queen's castle took notice of us. Most of them were lounging about drinking wine or listening to music being played lazily.
The kitchen itself was, well, frankly… opulent in the extreme. I'm pretty sure that the marble flooring was more valuable than everything inside Slice of Life. The ovens were ornately carved from the mountain itself, with the fires burning bright purple. The glasses were made out of smooth obsidian with a crystalline coating.
There was even an actual, literal fountain of high-quality ale next to an even bigger and even fancier crystal fountain of wine.
“I could go for a drink,” Chuck said, carrying an empty bucket.
I grabbed him by the collar as he tried to make himself a ‘glass’.
“We will have ourselves a celebration, the likes of which this planet has never seen, Chuck. But it’ll be after we successfully finish this dinner.
“You're the boss, Boss.”
Nim’d already started preparing the sauce, “Let's get cooking, boys.”




Chapter 24 – There’s Something in the Sauce!

The party had already started, and Nim went out to mingle with the guests and start getting headcounts while Chuck and I got everything staged.
We expected to need about a full day's worth of work done for the party, but we prepped for slightly more than usual.
“Hey, Boss,” Chuck said as he started laying toppings out.
“What's up?”
“Where's the beer?”
“What?” I looked back at him. “What do you mean?”
“Wasn't I supposed to take the beer out? It’s not here.”
Shit.
“Shit,” I said out loud and looked back around to the kitchen. “Let's just use the ale that they've got at the fountain.”
Taking a sip of the ale, I was definitely yeasty enough to get the job done. It wasn't quite as good as ThurnCarna’s stuff, but it would do.
I could have sworn that we packed that up already. I thought to myself.
With everything else just about ready, Nim came back.
“It's definitely going to be one of those days,” she said sadly.
“What do you mean?”
“Noidious was following me the entire time,” she said annoyedly. “Everywhere I went, I saw him and his goons closely behind.”
“That's ridiculous,” I said, grabbing a rolling pin. “I'm going to teach that guy some fucking manners.”
“Hold on there, buddy,” Chuck said, grabbing me by the chef's apron.
“What? This dude's clearly trying to sabotage us,” I said. “He's trying to make us fail and—”
“And nobody's going to believe you, Jake.”
“Seriously, dude. The best thing that we can do is prove him wrong about Slice of Life,” Chuck said, patting me on the shoulder. “Let's do that.”
“All right,” I said, going back and checking the dough. “It looks like the fermentation of the dough isn't going to be much longer, and we'll be able to get cooking.”
The first few pizzas went out smooth as butter and Nim delivered them to some members of the Cultural Board for City Affairs.
Chuck and I watched the through a window in the kitchen to the delivery. It was a group of older Elvish women with silver hair and golden robes lounging near a fountain of wine. We watched the first one take a bite before talking excitedly to the others. Soon they were all devouring the pizza with great excitement. We watched them thank Nim as she flew back towards us.
“They really liked it!” She said excitedly. “They even gave us a tip.” She showed off a rare platinum coin.
“Whoa,” I said, marveling at it.
“That's enough for three months of rent and equipment,” Nim said proudly before dropping it between her breasts.
“Looks like the spiciness is having a good effect on them too.”
I looked back and saw the women groping each other and beginning the early stages of an orgy.
Well, I thought to myself. This is clearly that kind of party as well.
“Would you believe me if I told you they were all married?” Nim laughed.
“Really?”
“Mm-hmm. Yep. It's a big old thing,” Nim said, rolling her eyes. “Their husband should be joining them too.”
“Ohhhh, there they are,” Chuck said with a humorous interest. “They are definitely there too, and they're definitely enjoying the pizza too.”
“Well, let’s leave them be and get back to it.”
We got back to work as order after order started to pour in. Each pizza was in and out of the oven in the blink of an eye. The party outside became louder and louder, with more and more ruckus outside the door.
However… something felt odd.
“What kind of fire is this?” I said, looking at it. “The purple fire seems different than just some weird fuel.”
I had seen this kind of fire before in some of the other kitchens. It was supposed to be mostly harmless, but this one smelled sweet.
“Oh Hells, I think it's a wine fire,” Nim said in a terrified voice.
With a wave of her hand, Nim sent blue sparks of magic at the fires, changing it from a bright violet to red, orange, and yellow. The grape and fruity smell evaporated into a thick haze.
“It's a type of magic that's used to infuse flames with a certain flavor for cooking. It's a cheap party trick, and it can absolutely ruin the flavor profile.” Chuck said, coughing.
“Why would they have done that?” I wheezed, opening the door to let the air out. “They knew that this was our kitchen, right?”
“Probably just a mistake.”
Right on cue, a Cattian in a flamboyant red robe came into the kitchen.
“Excuse me! Excuse me, He said, holding a mostly uneaten pizza. “We need to return this for a new one.”
“What's the wrong with it?” I said, checking it over. “Is it too wine-flavored or something?”
“Wine flavored? No. It tastes as if there's rocks in it.”
“ROCKS!?”
He showed off a cracked molar before magicking it back into place.
Feeling around, I felt a hard lump near the pizza crust. Nim assured him it’d be fixed and ushered him out of the room.
“What's going on, Boss?”
I went over and poured the sauce through a sieve. Collecting through it were a collection of tiny white cubes.
“It looks like a salt cube.”
I pressed on it, and it didn't crumble. Putting it on the table. I tried to smack it, but all it did was scuff up the marble.
“Someone put rocks in the sauce!” I shouted, rubbing my hand. “This sauce is completely useless.” I said, looking at the others. “We have to start an entirely fresh batch.”
Switching into manager crisis mode, I instructed Chuck to start looking for fresh ingredients.
“Just tell the people outside we've got to do a quick switch out of ingredients to ensure freshness or something. Just smooth it over,” I instructed Nim remaking the sauce as quickly as I could.
I knew we wouldn't be able to get that rich and robust flavor, but it would have to do.
“Can you get me some butter, Chuck?” I asked. “We'll have to take some shortcuts on this.”
“You got it.”
As always, Chuck was incredibly cool under pressure while I started to feel the heat. …There was a lot of heat in the kitchen as we sliced, diced, stewed, and brewed.
“God it’s hot,” I said, wiping my brow.
“Yeah, it kinda is….”
Shaking it off, I dipped my hands in the freezer box Chuck had prepared for us and wiped it over my face, cooling off. After a quick wash of my hands, I started tearing through all of the pizzas, trying to do this assembly line style.
Something feels weird about this cheese. I thought to myself as I threw several in before I could inquire further.
Fucking hell, it’s even hotter in here now.
“Boss!”
The pizza ovens agreed with my worry about the cheese.
BOOOOOOM!
A fireball exploded behind me, and I was sent flying. I rocketed into the wall and crumpled to the ground.
“Jake!” Chuck shouted, running over to me.
“Wha happened?”
“Aw fuck. Fire!” Chuck shouted, turning around. “Not like thea fire to heat the pizza, but everything is on fire!”
Sure as shit, every single oven was on fire. Chuck began blasting it with ice from the palm of his hands, but the fires were so hot it was turning to steam.
“Son of a bitch,” he growled. “Smoke filled the room as I struggled to my feet. Dunking into the melted ice box, I tried to throw buckets of water on the fires to no avail.
“Boss! The fire stoppers!”
Cutting through the smoke, I checked our bags for the fire grenades.
Mother fucker! I packed a dozen of them!
“They’re not in here!”
“Heads up!” Came the shout of Nim flying into the room.
Nim waved her hands as she flew directly into the fire, shouting an incantation. The fire swirled into her hands, sucked up by magic. Black smoke clung to the ceiling, refusing to leave.
“What was that?” She asked, checking up on me and giving me a health potion.
“I don't know,” I said, shaking off the concussion as best as I could. “I put the pizzas in the oven… Next thing I know, it explodes.”
I looked at my hands and saw a sticky white residue from when I was handling the cheese.
“What the hell is this?” Chuck looked closely at it. “It’s… flour. Somebody put concentrated flour with the cheese. It got loose in the fire and turned to powder.”
“And when it hit those flames, something caused a reaction for them to turn into a flash fire.” I said darkly.
“ What is going on?” Came the voice of the Duke. “What in the world is going on?” He said his hair was a mess, and there were several lipstick stains over him. “First, there's rocks in the food and now an explosion. I demand answers!”
I hopelessly tried to smooth things over. “Sir, there's just been a slight technical error.”
“A technical error!?”
“Yes,” I said. “But worry not. It'll be no issue.”
He was on the edge of his last bit of patience, for sure. “Well, I certainly hope so because otherwise I will… I will…” The Duke stopped, and he turned bright green.
Oh no…
Before any of us could do anything, the man vomited profusely onto the ground, sending chunks of, well, whatever he'd eaten in the last six hours everywhere.
The main door swung open, and several people saw what was going on. Soon other people joined The Duke and his activities.
“Damnit,” I groaned as I could smell what was wrong right next to me.
The pepperoni had gone bad. But it’d been wrapped in a log of fresh pepperoni. And to top it off? Fun fact: You cannot just shake off concussions. Even with health potions.
The next thing I knew, I passed out.
*               *               *

I woke up to the sensation of wind on my face. Nim was carrying me as we gently flew in the breeze.
“S’going on?” I groaned, blinking myself awake.
“We had to leave boss,” Chuck said, also flying.
“Since when can you fly?” I said, confused.
“The Duke was kind enough to make it possible for us to leave as quickly as possible and return to the Lower Ring where we belong,” Nim said bitterly.
Memories of what had just transpired flooded my head.
“Fucking hell. That was a disaster.”
“A disaster isn't even the beginning of it,” I heard Chuck murmur. “Everything went wrong. Everything went worse than wrong.”
Nim had a dark look on her face. “Somebody set us up to fail. Do you think it was Noidious?”
Obviously…
“Probably.”
“Do we have any way of proving it, Boss?”
“Nope.”
I was about to ask myself how this could get any worse when I noticed something off in the distance. A big smoke stack… In the Lower Ring… Right where Slice of Life was supposed to be.
Oh, fuck.
By the time we got there, it was already too late. The building had been burned down completely, and all that was left was the smoking remains. The entire neighborhood was watching as mages from the higher Rings threw water spells on it to prevent a refire.
I saw Ailmar, Brizaela, and Drin all standing there looks of shock and horror on their face.
As we landed, I ran up to the others, seeing the soot on their faces. None of them could speak. They were all too shell-shocked. I knelt down at Ailmar.
“You okay,  Buddy?”
He nodded his head as tears welled up on his face, and he gave me a big hug.
“Th-There was a fire!” He cried. “We were cooking for-for everyone. And then this big explosion! And… And… It was so scary!” I hugged him tightly as he cried into my shoulders, and I looked at the other two.
They both just had the same shell-shocked face. The crowd murmured while Ailmar’s parents shoved their way up.
“Ailmar!” His mother wrenched him from me. “My baby!”
Smack!
A green hand swiped across my face. “What happened!?”
“He had that big event!” Shouted someone from the crowd.
“He was up in the Middle Ring trying to get more business!”
“He left that blue chick in charge! Couldn’ta cared less about us!”
I whirled around, looking at everyone staring at holes in my head.
”Tha-that's not what happened,” I said.
“She wasn't ready for such responsibility. And because of that, everything went wrong,” Came the voice of one of the elder goblins.
“They weren't prepared!”
“You didn't have a plan?”
One of the grocers I saw at the market pointed the finger at me from the front of the crowd.“It wasn't just that building that caught fire, human! We could have all lost our homes.”
The crowd was getting ready to turn into an angry mob when Nim flew high up into the sky.
“The next person that tries to say a single word against Jacob is getting dropped from a hundred feet up!” She shouted, her voice echoing in every direction.
Nim’s eyes burned bright with blood and red fire and the angry crowd jeered at her before turning away. We looked at all that was left: the smoking remains of Slice of Life and the crew that called at home.
“Briz,” I said, wiping some of the soot off her face. “Are you okay?”
“I…” Unable to say a single word, she buried her face into my shoulder, wailing. “It was so scary, Jake!” She cried. “I thought everyone was going to get hurt! I tried to stop the fire but nothing worked so I had to get everyone out!”
“Boss,” Chuck asked while I tried to soothe Brizzy.
“I'm just glad you guys are okay.”
“Boss…”
“Nobody got hurt?”
“No,” Brizzy sniffed. “I got a cut on my arm, but that’s it.”
“That’s good, what about—”
“Boss!”
“What!?” I shouted, turning to Chuck.
“Where’s D?”
I looked around, and Drin'Urden Do was gone. I heard a sizzling noise in front of me. and a piece of silver paper exploded into existence. Falling into my hands, it reeked of onions and soot.
I unfolded the note and read it to myself.
Dear Jacob:
I'm sorry for what I had to do. But I have family, and the money was irrefutable. I wish that I didn't have to be the bad guy.
Drin'Urden Do.
“God damn it.” And just as fast as it appeared, the letter dissolved in my hands. “I really fucking hate magic,” I muttered to myself.
It really does leave a bitter taste in your mouth.




Chapter 25 – Rotten Cheese

We took the platinum coin that Nim hid in her chest and started rebuilding Slice of Life. Nobody wanted to really work on the building, and the cost to rebuild was higher than usual because of it.
We were staying in a very cheap inn owned by a very friendly red-haired dwarf with an even friend friendlier ogre granddaughter. There’d been no sign of Drin'Urden Do anywhere. It was easy to get lost in Theza’s jumbled skyline. Or hide.
“This is bullshit,” Chuck growled. “We show that there's a possibility of sabotage and the Queen's going to have our back. She has to!”
“It's going to be impossible to get that proven in the court,” Nim said sadly, “Noidious just got the best propaganda win in a century and he’s gonna grease every palm it takes.”
“But we know who did it!” Chuck stormed.
I didn’t reply and looked at Briz. “What happened while we were gone?”.
She shook her head over a plate of eggs and sausage. “When you guys left, everything was going fine for a while. But, then a bunch of kids came here after school. I got busy taking care of that, and that bitch Drin had to take over the kitchen entirely.” The rage in her voice seeped back into depression. “And… shortly after that was when a fire broke out.”
“What kind of fire?” Nim asked, rubbing Brizaela’s shoulder.
“A flash fire!” She shouted, pushing away from Nim. “One minute, everything's okay. The next…” Brizaela lost the words and pantomimed an explosion. “The next minute, everything's on fire, and I had to get the kids out. I couldn't stop the fires either because they weren't magical. They were just pure fire.”
Before I could even ask, she stared at me ruefully. “I can’t control a fire I didn't make,” She said, her voice wobbling. “I’m a fucking dragon, and that bitch tried to light everything I care about on fire. And I couldn’t stop it.” Brizaela broke down sobbing again. “I just wanted to make sure that my friends were going to be okay. And then I let everybody down and—”
I squeezed Brizaela's shoulder and hugged her. “It's okay, Brizaela. You did your best. You saved everyone.”
“No! No, it's not okay,” She said adamantly. “It's not okay because Drin's the one that did this and we can’t prove it. She set this all on fire and nobody even cares. Nobody cares that she's the only one that could have done it. Nobody cares how hard we worked. How we always took precautions. Nobody cares what we meant….”
“Brizzy’s right, Jakey,” Nim said, trying to help console Brizaela. “Drin's the only one that could have sabotaged us like this. Even without her confession we could—”
“No,” Brizaela said quietly. “It’s like we said, nobody cares. And Mother can’t fight for us. She’s… She just can’t.”
For weeks, we drifted along, scraping by. Were it not for my fucking soul being on the line, I’d have begged Nim to take me back to Central City. To run away from it all. Chuck disappeared for days at a time, returning with the odd bronze or handful of coppers. Word of the event and Slice of Life spread, and we all became persona non gratta. Barely able to slip into jobs for only the cheapest and most desperate.
Eventually, however, Slice of Life’s building was back up. All that time. All that effort. Just to be right back at the beginning. Except all of the excitement about the new business turned into mistrust in the eyes of everyone on the street.
No one from the neighborhood stopped by for a slice. None of the kids sat at the tables and did their homework while talking about their day. No curious visitors from the Middle Rings, nor were there any potential servants of the Upper Ring coming in for a discreet slice of pizza for their wealthy employers.
No, only the most loyal of customers came back. Mostly out of pity. Some, maybe from a sense of obligation. But the magic wasn’t there. I couldn’t tell you about one pie I made. They’d come in, eat in silence, and leave just as quickly.
It felt like the only living souls that were ever in Slice of Life were me, Nim, Brizaela, and Chuck.
“I'm sorry guys,” I said after another day of zero business. “This is all my fault. If I was here at Slice of Life, this wouldn't have happened. I shouldn’t have taken that job. But, I got too big for my britches. I couldn't see what was clearly a trap.”
“So you still think Noidious hired Drin?” Chuck asked.
“Guarantee it,”
Brizaela finished cleaning the kitchen for the dozenth time in frustration. “I wish I could do something.” She lamented, sharpening the knives again. “I wish that I could tell Mother, but… her hands are tied.”
I got a nasty taste in my mouth when she said that. “I don't get that,” I said, looking at her.
“Your mom's the Queen, isn't she?” I retorted, “If she's the one that's willing to sell her soul for the city, why can't she do something about somebody clearly trying to stop it from happening?”
“Trying to what?” Chuck said.
I looked at him, realizing what I had just done.
“Long story. Don't worry about it.”
Chuck looked at me and then at Brizaela.
“Ice God Marelketh, you're the princess.”
Brizaela shook her head and laughed. “I forget how few people of this city actually know I even exist.”
Chuck took the news well, all things considered.
“So you’re actually a dragon. And not dragonkin, or dragon by marriage.”
Brizaela ignored him and pressed on. “Mother cannot do anything because if she tries to, it would give Noidious a reason to rally the powers that be against her and put her down. Mother knows she's the last hope for the city and can’t afford to put all her eggs in one basket.”
“So what do we do?” I said, looking at her. “I may have been brought here to make pizza, but it was supposed to be so that the city could improve so that we could bring hope to the Lower Ring. To improve their lives so that they could cut loose. Have a little fun! Have some sex!”
“What?” Chuck blinked,
I looked at him. “Right, right, right. Wasn't here from the beginning….” My mind raced with the SparkNotes version. “Long story short, nobody in the Lower Ring was having sex before we arrived here.”
“I’m still not.”
“Yes, but your ace.”
“That's true.”
“And people who want to have sex, not wanting to have sex is a bad thing. If nobody's having sex, no babies. And if there are no babies in Lower Ring, eventually no economy. And if no economy, everything falls apart.”
Chuck’s eyes went back and forth, following along. “Well, that sounds like a problem for whatever this economy thing is… but people need stuff.”
“Well, why are they making you fix that!? Why can't we just make the Queen do it? Or the other Uppers?” Chuck said indigently.
It was Brizaela’s turn to chime in. “Do you really trust this government to make things for everybody equally?”
Chuck got a look of heavy consternation on his face. “No, yeah. Gotcha. Yep…”
I checked the date on the calendar. “Damn it. We're only two weeks away from that big conference thing.”
“You're right,” Nim said sadly. “That's our delivery date. The day we had to get this taken care of.”
“Yep,” I said, sighing. “Not only did I fail my mission, I’m going to be spending an eternity in hell.”
“What the fuck?”
I looked at Chuck and smiled sourly. “Yeah. Nim’s older sister owns my soul.”
“What!?”
“I'm also not from this planet.”
“Okay… I call bullshit on that one.”
Brizaela slammed her fists on the table. “Fuck this! I’m a gods damned dragon!  We are not going to let this happen. I refused to let that fuck Noidious get away with this,”  Brizaela growled.
“I know I can't turn into a dragon and just eat this stupid fucker, but I am going to flat him alive.”
“And how do you plan to do that?” I asked, egging her on. She started to sound like my old boss Ottavio.
Brizaela had an evil grin. “We're going to blackmail him in front of everybody”. She looked over to Chuck. “You think you might know where a certain Drin'Urden Do lives?”
Chuck smiled and stretched. “Well, larceny was the name of the game for me before this.”
“It was?” I said, looking at him incredulously.
“You ain’t the only one who's allowed to have secrets, Boss.”
Fair enough… 




Chapter 26 - A Rat in the Kitchen

Chuck called in a few favors, and we found the location of where Drin lived. Turns out she wasn't from the Lower Ring at all.
“You let me know if you need help busting in, handsome,” SiCarna said with a wink as we got supplied for the break-in.
“I can't believe somebody like that would've used my kitchen.” ThurnCarna lamented.
“It's all right, sir. She got us all fooled.”
“Yes, and now we're going to go steal her shit, and then we're going to kill her.”
“No, Briz,” I said, shaking my head. “We're not going to kill her.”
“Ugh,” she groaned.
Drin lived in the southern portion of the Middle Ring near Death Alley, a home for thieves, scoundrels, assassins, and any other ne’er-do-well who had bought their way out of jail and into the back pocket of some important official.
Cloaking ourselves with a set of, well, cloaks. We hid our faces with magical darkness and even changed our height.
“These things are nice,” I said, my voice much darker and more gravelly than normal.
“Right?” Chuck's went up in pitch, sounding almost like mythical creatures.
I guess he is kind of a mythical creature back home. I thought to myself.
“Those cloaks cost us a pretty penny, handsome. So bring 'em back in one piece, will you?”
“Sure thing. SiCarna,” I assured her.
Myself, Briz, and Chuck were set to go when Nim flew in.
“I'm going with you guys,” she said.
“But, we don't have enough cloaks.” Briz said in a distorted voice.
“Yeah, mine kind of got shredded up when we tried to wash it,” SiCarna's brother said sheepishly.
“Don't worry about that, I can do this,” With a snap of her fingers, Nim transformed into a drow girl with ebony hair and piercing green eyes. “Just hand me a couple weapons and I'll fit right in with all the sexy assassin ladies,” she giggled and stuck her tongue out playfully.
“Looks like she's about a dozen stories up,” I noted on our map. “What ‘s the plan for after we get there? What if we get caught?”
I was nervous… I had heard about heists and plans like this before in the kitchen. Ottavio’s crew weren’t the epitome of stealth, but they still planned official business weeks or months in advance. Even years! I’d never inserted myself into the ideas or plans, so all of this felt nebulous.
“When all hell breaks loose, all hell breaks loose,” SiCarna said simply. “Everybody has a plan until they get a sword shoved in their mouth. Which is where this scar comes from,” She said, pointing to one on her cheek.
“Look, if worse comes to worse, I'll transform into a dragon and cause plenty of a distraction,” Briz growled. “We are getting proof of this and we are getting it tonight. Tomorrow is the Equinox Conference.”
It’s not even the equinox tomorrow…
With a solemn nod, we all packed up and got ready. I kept a silver dagger on me, along with some vanishing powder. Enough to cause a distraction and disappear into the shadows. If I was quick enough, maybe take a pound of flesh with me…
Luckily, the clouds were out in full force this evening, leaving the city pitch black outside of the lanterns and magical lights in the streets. No stars, no moons, nothing in the sky to betray us. Sticking between the buildings, we ran up between the alleyways, crisscrossing our paths.
“I'll stay with you and let the others meet up with us,” Nim said, holding my arm.
“Works for me,”
As we crossed one of the alleyways, we looked out and saw that there was a massive party going on in the streets just next to the Middle Ring entryway.
“What's going on?” I asked nervously.
“Just blend in,” Nim whispered, walking forward confidently.
Music blared from every direction as giant, colorful powders were thrown into the air.
“The festival of love begins!” Came a booming voice in the sky.
Looking around, everybody was covered in these multicolored powders, singing and chanting along with the voice in the sky. Nobody spared us a second look as we cut in between everybody making our way up through the party.
Even the guards were distracted, allowing us to slip past them unnoticed.
Thank God for festivals. I thought to myself. Well, I guess I should probably thank a specific God, but I'll get to that later…
The Middle Ring was much quieter than the Lower Ring and residential. Less buildings were jam-packed together, and instead, a lot of smaller single-use buildings and shops with apartment buildings nearby.
However, security was much tighter. Guard patrols were peppered on in the streets as well as up in the sky.
“What are those things?”
I said, pointing to one of the guards. He had a large yellow helmet that flashed a bright light into the street, covering almost the entire thing.
“Automatons,” Nim warned. “A special new creation from the council. Used as a means of protecting the Middle and Upper Rings.”
I was about to say something when I saw an animal run into the street. Before it could react, the automaton lifted its hand, and a blast of electricity zapped it on the ground.
“Oh yeah,” Nim said with a mirthless laugh. “There's also a curfew going on tonight since the conference is tomorrow.”
“Lovely…”
Skirting along to the edge of one of the automatons, we slipped by unnoticed. The alleyway was filled with boxes and trash, allowing us to hide behind corners when an automaton entered the alleyway.
“Life forms detected,” It said in a robotic voice. Its light shined bright down the alleyway.
When it got close to us, Nim flew backward, and I tried to move with her.
CRASH!
Stumbling over the cloak, I fell to the ground.
Its head jerked in my direction, and it began to move speedily toward me. Too slow to do anything else, I rolled behind a box away from its line of sight. My heart hammered in my chest as it drew closer. I could hear the mechanical gears grinding in its chest, and the faint smell of ozone as electricity began to whir in its hands,
I could see its shadow in the corner of my eyes. As it stopped, it was staring completely in my direction. Covered in shadow, I dared not move an inch. I waited for death. And waited… And waited.
“No life forms detected,” It said finally before turning away.
I looked forward and saw Nim peek her head out, motioning me to hurry up.
“That was close,” I said. “Too close.”
We eventually met up with the others at the expected location.
“Any trouble?” I asked.
The other two shook their heads. “How about you?”
“Absolutely none. None whatsoever. Definitely didn't almost get killed.”
There was a brief pause as Brizaela cocked her head.
“You're a terrible liar, Jake.”
“I know. But to be fair, it's probably a good thing that I'm a bad liar.”
We looked at the building that was our supposed mark. It was a thin, narrow building wedged between two larger stone buildings made of wood with no signage on it whatsoever. If you gave it only one glance without looking too hard, you'd swear that it was not even there.
“Thirteenth story, almost near the top.” Chuck whispered, checking the notes. “Should we just go up directly or—?”
“Shit!” Nim hissed. Several yellow beacons started pointing at us.
“Cheese it!”
Running into the building, we just missed as a set of automatons zipped by. Nim grabbed me underneath the arms as Chuck and Briz began to fly, silently ascending up the spiral staircase.
As we reached the destination. evil sounds emanated from some of the rooms. Bubbling potions, saws slicing what I could only hope to be meat, and murmured conversations hushing as we flew past. One door even opened and looked out as we flew overhead.
Soon we found ourselves on the thirteenth floor. There was only one door with a completely open balcony on the opposite side.
“How do we want to do this? “I said.
“Allow me,” Chuck said confidently.
With a flash of his hands, we heard that unmistakable click of an unlocked door, and Chuck flashed us a cocky grin. “After you.”
I was about to enter when Nim grabbed me. “Wait! Just, give me just a second.”
Her eyes started flashing purple, and she extended her hand. Murmuring an incantation in a language I didn't understand, she twirled her fingers.
“Oh, I didn't know you knew abyssal,” Chuck said conversationally.
“I know, right? I never get a chance to use it,” Nim replied as she finished her spell. There was a sound like a soft twig snapping, and the door pushed open. We saw a magic circle with incantations and writings on the floor sizzling away.
“Nice catch Nim.”
“Thanks, Brizzy!”
Creeping into the house, we shut the door softly behind us, locking it.
“What kind of spell was that?” I asked.
“The hold you in place while acid begins to bubble around your feet kind.” Chuck shrugged. 
That's terrifying.
The house itself was almost completely barren, with hardly anything of worth in the entire place. There was no furniture, no beds, nothing! Nothing save for some bowls and a fireplace that had been extinguished previously.
Chuck stopped right in his tracks and turned at us, and made a motion to be silent, pointing towards something in the corner. We looked and saw that it was a person or a rather persons sleeping on the floor.
With a wave of her hand and a snap of her fingers, Nim shot a bubble around the people.
“Silence bubble,” Nim murmured.
It looked like the entire place was just one big room until we noticed a door in the corner. Sneaking over towards it, Nim did another sweep from magical spells. Nodding her head, Nim gave the go-ahead to unlock it.
However, when Chuck turned the knob, it was already open. Pushing in, the room was almost completely empty. Save for Drin herself, sleeping on the floor next to a chest.
She had a pair of daggers in both hands as she slept. Nim was about to place another spell when Drin's eyes shot open, and she leaped at us, her dagger flashing green.
“Die!” She screamed.
Leaping into action, Briz tackled forward and pinned her to the wall, taking two slashes to her arm.
“Get her!”
Ice shot out of Chuck's hand as he pinned her hands to the wall. Unperturbed, Drin gnashed her teeth, trying to struggle free.
“Get away from them!” Drin screamed. “Get away from them! Kill me if you want, but don't hurt them.”
“Who?” said Briz in her disguised voice.
“Just take what you want and get out of here!”
I looked over at the chest and kicked it open. Inside of it were files upon files, all holding various names with important-looking signatures on them.
“An assassin?” I asked openly.
“Saboteur,” She growled. “Sometimes people need a job done.”
I began rifling through them, looking for names, but none of them looked familiar. And Noidoius wasn't there. I growled in frustration.
“What was your last job?” I said, standing up without looking at her. She stared at me emotionlessly.
“Tell me!” I shouted.
She was still as a statue, completely unresponsive. With a growl, I yanked the knife out of my waist, turned, and pointed it at her throat. Drin's eyes were glazed over as she looked at me indifferently.
“Tell me what last job you had before I cut your throat.” I pointed at her as she moved her chin up slightly.
“There's a lot at stake right now,” I said while Brizaela’s claws sank into her shoulder. “So you tell me now.”
She looked at all of us suspiciously. The gears in her head were spinning while looking at me.
“Wait a minute….” She said quietly.
Pointing the knife at her did nothing, so I pointed at it toward the door. Tell me what's going on, or I'll go after them.”
Her eyes began to panic. “Please don't! I beg you! Please don't hurt my siblings. They’re innocent!”
“And?” I said, ignoring the knots in my gut.
“I beg you, have mercy!” She wailed. “They're all I've got. I want a better life for them. I’ll do anything. Anything!”
“She’s holding back.” Chuck warned.
“The money was too good! I just needed to give them an opportunity to get out of the Lower Ring.”
“By betraying everybody?” Briz growled.
“Whah?”
“By setting an innocent village on fire?”
“I made sure that it wouldn’t spread. The only ones that could’ve died were those Upper fucks.  Howa re you any better? You're just an assassin sent to kill me.”
“No,” I said, undoing my hood. “I'm the guy you fucked over.”
“Jake…” Her eyes went wide as she stopped struggling. I pointed the knife at her again.
“Tell me Drin.”
I tried to think of something threatening to say to her so we could avoid bloodshed. It looked like Chuck, and Briz were ready to say, ‘fuck it’ and kill her.
“Just tell me where that contract is and who sent you. Or else you'll find out why she owns my soul.”
Nim unveiled herself and took on a more demonic form. Horns, black eyeballs, and spikes everywhere. It was all very metal.
“It's true,” she said, unfurling a scroll. On it was a contract and in red, flaming letters, my name appeared.
“I own his soul for an eternity in the deepest pits of hell.”
“And I earned it,” I growled. “So unless you want your siblings to be the next batch of sausage, you better tell me.”
Briz's claws dug deeper into the side of her neck when Drin finally relented.
“It was Noidoius! Noidoius was the one who did everything,” She said finally. “The contracts in my… my r-right pocket.”
Quickly, I checked her pocket and found a scrap of paper. Taking out the contract and unfurling it, I read aloud. It didn't have Noidoius's name anywhere.
“It's his,” She assured me. “There's ways to prove signatures belong to somebody.” She explained. “I use a special ink you can find in the false bottom of that chest. It records every person who's ever written with that ink with an invisible stain.”
“Pretty fucking sneaky,” Chuck snarled, still clearly impressed.
“If you take that contract, it'll prove that he did it. All I ask—”
WHAM!
Brizaela slammed her against the wall. “You got a lot of nerve asking for anything!” Chuck began preparing to blast her head into a deep, deep freeze.
“Just give me and my siblings enough time to run away!” She begged. “I don't care if anything happens to me, but he will go after them too. He will stop at nothing, nothing to tie up loose ends. I just need to make sure they’re safe, Jake. I beg you.”
Everyone looked at me while I stood there. The tension hung thick in the air.
“Let her go,” I said quietly.
“What?”
“Now!” I shouted, looking at Briz. “We got what we wanted and we got what we need. Let her go.”
Briz was going to say something when Chuck undid the ice. With an angry sigh, Briz let go of Drin, who fell to the ground coughing.
“I'm giving you a five minute headstart,” Briz growled.
Without another word, Drin sprang into action, running towards the room. Muttering an incantation, she dispelled the bubble around them.
“Kids! Kids! Wake up!”
“Sister?” came a tiny voice.
We looked and saw three little heads pop up. They looked just like Drin but much younger.
“We've got to go.”
“Already?” They whined, bleary-eyed.
“We have to go now guys. It’s one of those special move times.” She explained sweetly.
“But what about the spells?”
“Help me dispel them, ok?”
She and her young siblings began gesturing while Drin led them in a singsong rendition of an incantation. With a wave of their hands, we saw a half dozen magic circles disappear from around them. We looked over to Nim.
“Hey, even I've got limits,”
“It'll be okay guys,” Drin assured them. “We just need to keep looking for home.”
“Okay…”
“Who are your friends?” One of them said, curiously looking at us.
Drin did a double take looking at us before shaking her head and smiling.
“They were letting me know that the treasure is somewhere else,” Drin said, soothingly brushing their hair. “You three get ready.”
“Okay.”
Drin ran over to us and bowed on her hands and knees.
“I'm sorry for everything,” she said. “And I'm sorry that—” She stopped short and stood up straight, shame plastered on her face. “I'm just sorry. And thank you, Jacob Neric.”
Scooping up the kids, she dashed out of the building and down the stairs. Holding the ink in my hands. I tested it by writing it down on a piece of paper.
“Anyone know how to activate this stuff?”
Everybody shook their heads, but I noticed something in my pocket. I looked and saw a note in Drin's handwriting.
Just say the words ‘reveal the writer.’ I held the paper I'd just written down on and muttered, “Reveal the writer.” As I did, my body began to glow the same exact color as the paper.
“Looks like we just found our smoking gun.”




Chapter 27 – Like Pineapple on Pizza

That night we read over the contract that Drin had been given by Noidious. It didn't say anything explicit or specific in terms of what to do, but it did specify who the target was: Slice of Life, and all that it said was to take care of it.
“We're going to have one hell of a time trying to convince anybody at the conference what this letter's about,” I admitted. “Not unless Noidious confirms it himself, which we know he won't.”
“What if he did though?” Brizaela suggested. “What if we made him so megalomaniacal that he couldn't help but admit it in some big evil rant?”
“How do you suggest we do that?” Chuck asked, counting out the last few coins to the store's name. “Pizza?”
“There's no way he'd ever eat it,” I said, absently making a sauce.
“Is there another format that we could put it into, maybe? Something to trick him with?”
I thought for a minute, and I realized something hilarious.
No fucking way.
I looked over at the others, laughing deliriously.
“Ahhahahah!” I laughed, clutching my stomach. The others watched in horror as I laughed like a crazy idiot.
“Hey,” I wheezed.
“...What?”
“Hahahah…H-How do you make a pizza roll?”
They looked even more confused “What?”
“How do you make a pizza roll?” I said, laughing to myself.
“You push it!” Chuck and I said at the same time,
“Is this all a joke to you now, Jake?” Brizaela asked. This conference is tomorrow.
Wiping the tears from my face, I drew out the design of it, “Pizza rolls are what happen when you take perfection, and stuff it with even more perfection. You make the crust and then you fill it with the sauce, cheese and the toppings as fillings.”
Chuck and Briz marveled at the design.
“These are super popular snacks where I'm from.”
“Really?”
“Oh hells yes,” Nim confirmed. “Even Sissy loved them.”
“Yeah, and they're super, super easy to disguise. We can say that it's an hors d'oeuvre and slip it onto his plate.”
“Diabolical!”
“Plus, with the crust holding everything in, he might not be able to smell the ingredients as easily,” Nim suggested.
“We've got a shot,” I said hopefully.
Briz shook her head. “Better than anything else I can think of. I think we can do it!”
“Me too!”
“I do too,” Came a voice from the entrance. “But you're going to need help”.
When we all turned to the familiar voice and saw Drin'Urden Do standing at the door with her siblings, they were all less than waist high, clutching Drin nervously.
“Are those your friends?” One of them asked.
“Yes, Piytma. Those are my friends.” She smiled.
“We'd like to make an order,” one of the boys asked.
“We don't serve traitors here,” Brizaela growled. “Now get out of here before I make you.”
“I want to help,” Drin said firmly. “Any future that I try to help make for them isn't worth having with him in charge. And any future you're trying to build is going to be better.”
“No deal,” Chuck said, “No way. No how.”
Drin didn’t back down. She stayed firm as her siblings sat down at the table. “How much would it be for a large pizza?”
“I'm hungry….” One of them complained.
“Three coppers. I said simply.
“We'll take a cheese pizza.”
The others began to protest as I quickly whipped up a pizza in less than five minutes. It sparkled bright blue with the bits of magic flecks Nim pre-made for us. The kids sniffed the pizza before diving in.
“Ahhh!”
“Sister made this!? I want pizza all the time!”
“Ahhh! I burndt mah tongue….”
They all quickly ate their fill while Drin sat and watched as her stomach growled.
“You didn't have to do that,” I said simply.
“They were hungry and I needed to take care of them.”
“That's what I mean, Drin. We would've been happy to help.”
Drin couldn't look at me and tried to hide her face for a moment.
“...I know that now… And I should have known it before.”
The others watched uncomfortably as I let Drin continue, ”Please Jacob, I can help you infiltrate that castle.”
“We don't need to infiltrate it,” Brizaela said confidently. “And we especially don’t need help from you.”
“You do need help because you're all on a watch list, Briz,” Drin pulled out a paper, and it looked like a wanted sign with each of our faces magically scrolling from one to the next. “You've all been put on a secret watch list by Noidious and his cronies. If you show up anywhere near the Upper Ring, they'll… they'll kill you on sight.”
Brizaela tried to interject. “Mother would—”
“Your mother is powerless to stop it.”
“Why!?” Briz demanded.
Drin took a heavy breath before continuing. “It's believed that tonight will be the start of a coup against your mother by Noidious and several council members. The plan is to enact several policies that will be popular with the elites, and pleasing to the Middle Ring. They're going to stamp out the Lower Ring entirely.”
“How do you know all this?” Chuck snapped, “How can we trust you?”
Drin got to her feet, “You saw all those contracts I ran. You think I don’t keep track of who all they all are?” She desperately tried to appeal to all of us, “I can help you guys stop what's going to happen. Please… if you want to throw me in jail or get rid of me afterwards; I understand. I just want them to have a better life.”
We looked back at the table where the kids were eating as Ailmar greeted them for his morning shift. Ailmar looked over and ran up excitedly.
“Hey, Drin I missed you!” He ran up and gave Drin a hug.
“I missed you too, buddy,”
Ailmar looked around at everyone. “What's going on?”
“Nothing. Ailmar, this doesn't concern you,” Brizaela said sourly.
I cut in to explain, “She had to quit her job recently and we're trying to figure out if we should hire her back.”
“Really?”
“Really”
“Why would you quit?” Ailmar asked innocently.
Rather than force Drin to say anything, I interjected, “Something came up. Something important… And we're having a vote to see whether we think we should have her rejoin us for the job.”
“For the record, I vote no,” Chuck said.
“Same here,” said Brizaela.
“I think she should be a part of the team,” Ailmar said stubbornly. “Isn't that right, Nim?”
We all looked at Nim, who uncomfortably shifted, before nodding her head, “It may sound odd coming from me, but redemption is one of the things I always strive to help others achieve. I can't say that I completely trust Drin, but I think she deserves a second chance.”
“That's two against two,” Chuck said with a non-committal gesture, “What do you say, Boss?”
I looked at everybody staring back at me expectantly. Everyone still here had the same heavy look, but when I saw Drin, she looked at me with no emotion in her eyes. Then, I watched as her siblings finished their meal, happily giggling and laughing at the table.
“Nobody's perfect,” I said. “And last I checked. I'm still the boss around here. So I say, this is your one shot at redemption.”
I stuck my hand out to shake Drin’s, but she snapped me up in a tight hug.
“Thank you,” She whispered. I gave her a pat on the back as Ailmar cheered.
“Yay! Drin’s gonna work here again!”
Her younger siblings all shouted in unison. “Yay! Free pizza! Free pizza!”
It took some convincing, but we all began to experiment with different ways to make pizza rolls. How to make it undetectable. Proper rolling techniques. Stuffing it correctly…
We just needed it to fool someone as conniving as Noidious. Drin was helping me in the kitchen under the watchful eye of, well… literally everybody else.
“Are you sure my siblings will be okay with them?” Drin asked, pinching some dough.
“Trust me, Gramma Gimlinekk considers anybody younger than her to be her children,” I laughed. “No matter how naughty they've been.”
We worked tirelessly through the night, but dozens of failed attempts and blowouts later, we eventually managed to create a version of the dough that had no alcohol, yeast, no magical traces on it and smelled completely neutral. We all examined the batch of golden brown wonders.
“Looks good to me,” I said, holding bites that could have been fresh from the freezer section.
“I wonder if these are any good.”
“We know they're going to be good.”
“Yeah, but are they going to be better than a regular pizza?”
Brizaela popped one in her mouth hole and immediately spat it out. “Fuck, that's hot!”
“Yeah… Well, we got to let 'em cool off,” I joked, “But luckily these things will be a lot easier to transport.”
“Let’s pre-make them now and by the time we get to the party, we can just try to slip them into the plates,” Nim suggested.
“How are we going to get everybody there?” I asked, getting the next batch ready for the oven. “We only had enough cloaks for three of us and they're going to have detectors for anybody trying to change their form.”
“That's why we're not going to do any of that,” Drin simply. “We're going to teleport straight into the building.”
We all looked at her in confusion.
“What?”
“Yep,” she explained confidently, ”We're going to teleport right into the building and Brizaela is going to be the one to do it.”
We all looked at Brizaela, who looked back at us trying to fix the burn on her tongue.
“What are you guys looking at?”




Chapter 28 – A Supreme Heist

“So how is Brizaela going to get us to the castle?” I asked, packing up all of the pizza rolls now that we'd finished making them.
“Do you still have all of those jeweled necklaces?” Drin asked.
Brizaela nodded her head, pulling out several that she was wearing and returning with some of them from her room.
“These are all of them,” She said. “Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, and violet.”
Each of the major gem types shined brightly in the room.
“Did you ever notice the little centerpiece inside of them all?”
Brizaeela pulled one into the light, and on inspection, we all saw a small faint white bit at the tips of each of the necklaces.
“What is it?”
“It's a summoning spell,” Drin explained. “These are very powerful kinds of magic, capable of creating portals to a specific location with innocuous items completely inert when apart. But when you put them together in the right order…” she took the necklaces and began to point all of them toward each other, creating a rainbow flower with a white center.
The flowery symbol began to glow, and a bright pink light appeared at its center, tracing out into a circle until a portal opened up right in the middle of the kitchen. The portal wasn't like the kind you'd see in a lot of fantasy shows, with big lights around it, loud noises, and words and symbols falling out. Instead, it looked as if somebody had cut a hole into reality and replaced it with a view of another place.
“That's my bedroom!” Brizaela exclaimed.
“Yeah, it is,” I said, recognizing the large four-poster bed.
“Oh, shut up, you!” She said, embarrassed.
“So what? This is a portal or something?” Chuck said.
Drin nodded her head. “Yep. Portal straight to her room. We'll be able to sneak into the party avoiding everything. Now, everyone grab one of the necklaces. That way they won't be able to trace it back to here if one of us gets caught.”
We all grabbed one of the necklaces and hopped through the portals, instantaneously landing in Brizaela's bedroom. I landed in her bed, with Brizaela sitting next to me.
"All right, now's for the scary part. Let's get sneaky,” I said in my toughest voice.
“Jake, you are such a putz sometimes….”
“I know…”
We quickly put on a set of disguises using the various fancy clothes that Brizaela had kept in her dresser.
“Oh my gosh, this one actually fits me!”
Nim was wearing a pale blue dress with twinkling stars at the hems.
“I wore that I think as a baby?” Brizaela said, scratching her head.
“Well, it fits,” Nim said proudly.
With no male options, Chuck and I were left with no other choice but to head out into the halls looking for other options. I saw a couple of waiters wearing simple white silken robes and puffy muffin hats carrying trays of hors d'oeuvres.
Chuck and I both looked at each other and smiled evilly.
Zzzzzzziiip!
Chuck shot a patch of ice right at their feet, and the two men tripped, landing on their backs.
“Grab 'em!”
Smack!
Wham! Wham! Wham! Wham!
A few minutes and some makeshift gags later, we had the two stiffs out of the picture and a set of robes that roughly fit the both of us. Placing the pizza rolls on the platters, Chuck and I walked back toward the others.
I waved for them to follow us urgently.
“All right, let's get going….”
Unlike the other parties that were orgies in disguise, we could tell that atmosphere was much different. In this one, there wasn't raucous music, servants, and hardly any clothes, and prancing around with meals scattered everywhere.
Instead, everything was contained in the grand hall where we had previously seen the Queen at. We caught a glimpse of her at the throne, wearing a gown of pure golden silk. People were constantly coming up to her and whispering in her ear. As she nodded, she caught a glimpse of us - staring directly at her daughter, she made a quick motion for us to keep moving.
“How do we disguise the princess in her own castle?” I asked.
“We don't,” Brizaela said, staring her mother down. “Mother! It's great to see you!
All eyes were quickly on her as she took several steps forward. Brizaela put one hand behind her back in motion for us to keep going. The Queen caught on quickly and smiled, stepping out from her throne.
“My most dearest daughter! Oh, a pleasure of pleasures….”
Brizaela made a grand scene of greeting her mother as others looked on nervously. We took the distraction and quickly got out of the main area and began searching for Noidious.
I looked back at the others, holding a pizza roll. “All it's going to take is one of these things and he should fess up. Or at least go crazy enough to give us a chance.”
“Assuming he doesn't kill us on sight….”
“I like our chances, Boss!”
“I do too,” I said, lying through my teeth.
We saw one of the nobles speaking with what appeared to be a diplomat from a different kingdom, based on what he was wearing. Rather than the usual robes or cloaks and shirts that were common here in Theza, this man was in full military armor with his helmet and sword.”
“...And I do believe that your kingdom would be a great trading partner for Theza, “ the Duke said.
“The sun is setting on what was once the pride of the western plains, my friend,” the lizard man said in a very regal tone. “I understand that you and your compatriots are trying to keep the candle lit, but the flame must die. Come let us drink and eat in your memory….”
The Thezan official he was talking to looked mighty uncomfortable as he shouted.
“Servants!” The lizard night man snapped his finger several times, staring at us.
We quickly hurried over, showing a plate of pizza rolls. “What are these?”
“Specialty of the Upper Ring,” I said.
The Duke noticed my tone of voice and instantaneously recognized me. Before he could say anything, the lizard man's tongue shot out, and he snatched up several of the pizza rolls.
“Quite delicious! Something…” His eyes changed from round to tiny slits. “Delicious indeed. Tell you what, O’ Duke! If you can snag me some of these for our next meeting or by the end of the night, perhaps I can create some shared networks.”
“...Oh! Well, excellent. We will be sure to…Servant!” The Duke said, staring at me. “Be sure that you have the recipe prepared.”
“Absolutely, sir, I’ll be right on that. However, we really should be going though. Other guests to attend to.”
The Duke looked at us very thankfully, sending us off. “Yes, yes, yes. Now where were we?”
We kept looking everywhere for Noidious, going up and down the halls. As the party continued onward, there were a couple of close calls… but nobody noticed who we really were. Checking in on Brizaela and Queen Itania, we saw them speaking to several other diplomats along with a few people we'd previously seen with Noidious.
“We believe that an economic opportunity zone is the key way to improve things, for the Lower Ring,” one of them said behind a monocle.
“By creating a concentrated location with a lack of jurisdiction or interference by our taxes, they will be more enabled for upward mobility.”
We watched as the announcement was made to a very lukewarm response. The Queen gestured for him to stand aside as she raised her left hand. “A general vote of order… How many for?”
A few hands were raised, mostly those around the man who was previously speaking.
“Those against?” Almost every other hand shot up, and the man hung his head in disappointment.
Queen Itania smiled, turning to the others. “It will not be made into an official vote tomorrow. I do apologize, Cornelius.”
The man grumbled while still bowing his head. “Yes. Your majesty.”
Well. Looks like the voting started.
“How's this even going to work?” I said. “Noidoius might actually be arriving soon. Does he need to be here for his own proposals?”
“No, I don't.”
Behind us, we saw one of the servers transform into Noidious
“Guards! Thieves!” With a splash of magic powder, our clothes dissolved, revealing our true forms. The magic, the makeup the girls were wearing disappeared too. “These are trespassers and thieves from the Lower Rings. Execute them!”




Chapter 29 – Do You Want a Coup Detat With That?

The Queen stood forward as that fucking bastard stood his ground.
“Don't you dare make those orders, Noidious! How dare you make such accusations in my court—”
FOOOOOOM!
There was a cacophonous explosion as the Queen stood up from the front of the great hall, throwing everybody back. Swarming into the hall were dozens of hippogriffs, drakes, draco-tigers, great worms, ferries, fire snakes, and giant spiders. Noidious began floating up into the sky.
“I believe that you are not in a position to be making demands,” Noidious said, ”For it is I and the council who will be taking over from now on.” Noidious looked at me and sneered, “I was simply hoping that you'd be here for the moment.”
All of the beastly monsters waited for his signal as everybody cowered and screamed in fear. Noidious raised his hand, puffing out his chest. “The Lower Ring is to be purged immediately after this wretched whore is disposed of,” he said, pointing towards Queen Itania.
“For fuck's sake, man!” I said, staring up at him incredulously. “What do you need to do all this for? Who's going to win? What is there to be gained?”
“A more prosperous future,” he snarled.
Several of the beasts tried to attack when Brizaela let out a massive breath of fire. The flames burst forward, scaring them back to the rest of their group.
“The whore’s got a pet dragon….”
“Yeah. It's kind of an open secret, asshole,” Brizaela said, throwing up a middle finger.
“Your family has destroyed the great reputation of this city and the empire that once held it,” He said, raising his hand into the air.
BOOOOOOM! BOOOOOOM! BOOOOOOM!
A series of explosions of lightning blew out the ceiling.
“Several of the ministers here from our neighboring kingdoms have joined to allow for the proper resignation of the false queen.”
The lizard man that we had seen nodded his head, as did several other diplomats.
“Do it then,” The lizard man announced.
A few dissented, only to have bolts of lightning shot at them.
“Enough!” Itania screamed, waving her hand.
A large barrier formed between those on her side and Noidious and his gang of monsters.
“You and your counsel are the ones that have done this! You've been secretly undermining my family for generations. Sapping away its wealth and using it for your own purposes,” She spat. “Who was it that mined this mountain dry? This city was not meant to be born on this mountain. It was meant to be in its shadow, protected by it. But now here we are built on a crumbling mountain because of the ego of your father, Noidious.”
Noidious hissed at her and shot out another lightning bolt, only for Itania to block it.
“The Bitch must die!” He shouted. “And so too must the barely sapien species that infect this city. The disgusting worms that crawl underneath our feet in the Lower Ring. It is my solemn duty!”
Noidious launched spells and sent his beasts to attack at random, hurling themselves at the barrier, “It is the destiny of the powerful to ensure the strength of future generations! Not by nurturing the weak, but by eradicating them. Strength begets strength and weakness begets weakness.”
With a snap of his fingers, Noidoius unleashed a cacophonous roar.
GRRRRRAAAHHGGH!”
“What's that?” I asked as the floor below us began to shake. The beasts all stopped, listening to the growling, massive beast.
“It doesn't sound good?” Chuck lamented.
The sunlight began to dissipate from the room as a massive shadow crept over the hall. We looked up in horror as we saw a set of giant black and red rings. Red wings fell from the sky, landing on the ruined remains of the castle's roof.
“GRAAAGGH!”
A gigantic dragon with glowing green eyes stared at us hungrily.
“You didn't think you were the only one keeping a dragon, now, did you Itania?”
For fuck's sake. I thought to myself.
The dragon roared triumphantly down at us, unleashing a maw big enough to swallow everyone there. Everyone in the hall screamed out in horror as Noidious began to laugh maniacally.
Jumping into action, Queen Itania tried to shoot a bolt of lightning at the beast, only to be blocked by that bastard bitch, Noidious.
“Oh, no, you don't,” he laughed as he ascended towards the dragon. “Kill Itania!”
“Don't you fucking dare!
The dragon inhaled as sparks began to appear in its mouth. The temperature in the shattered room quickly reached a boiling point as flames began to shoot from its mouth. Just as the flames were about to hit everybody, it was met by an equally powerful torrent of blue fire.
Looking over, I saw Brizaela growing in size, turning into her more draconic form. The blasts canceled each other out as the monsters began to charge through their flames.
“Jake, help me fight this stupid bastard,” Brizaela shouted as she began to float up against the sky.
“I don't know what I'm going to do, but okay!” I shouted. Running towards her, blots of fire, ice, and other projectiles zipped past my face. Whipping around, I saw Chuck, Nim, Queen Itania, and any other mages on hand blasting toward the group of monsters.
Fighting began to break out in all directions as I jumped to catch Brizaela's now-clawed foot. With a flick of her tail, I was up in the air landing on top of her head. The wind stung my face as we rose into the sky.
“Bring it on!” Brizaela roared.
Noidious flung a magic spell at me, whizzing by my face as I ducked at the last second. The spell hit Brizaela on the shoulder blade, and she screamed out in pain.
“Hold on to something! I'm going to kill this fucker!” She screamed.
Grabbing onto a scale, I held on for dear life as she rocketed up, tackling the dragon.
KAKOO!
All of us flew into the air on impact, and I was weightless for a second as I fell off of Brizaela.
“Oof!” Landing back onto her, Briz thrashed her head, biting and snapping her jaw at the black dragon.
“I'll kill you!” Noidious screamed from the other dragon's head. It took all of my coordination not to fall into the city far below. As the two dragons tried to bite at each other's throats, they began sending sparks and electric bolts in every direction, trying to fight for supremacy. I slid down, stung by the whipping wind in my face as we flew higher and higher. The Lower Rings fell below the cloud line as I slid towards Brizaela's wing.
“Get me close to this guy!” I shouted.
“Do it yourself! I’m kinda busy!” I heard Brizaela magically roar while taking a nasty bite from the other dragon
“Die!” I heard the other dragon shout mercilessly.
With nothing but my knife, I looked and saw Noidious standing triumphantly on the dragon's head, shooting spells in every direction.
“You'll all kneel to King Noidious!”
“What about the council?” I called out mockingly.
His eyes looked positively wild. “The council will be but one arm of a thousand armed God ruling the lands!”
“I'm going to guess you mean yourself, you psychopathic bastard!”
Well, here goes everything, I thought with a quick prayer.
The dragons continued fighting as I ran along the wing jumping with one giant leap of faith. I flew in the air looking down several hundred feet below me, seeing the hall’s cacophonous fight rage on.
Swirls of torrential ice and lightning and fire against an ever-mounting wave of monsters.
“You will all die! And your survivors will be buried in the bones of your fallen comrades.”
“That doesn't make any sense!” I screamed, landing on the other dragon's wing.
It beat into the air, nearly flinging me off as I grabbed hold with one hand.
“I've got you now!,”
Noidious lined up a spell, and a massive gust of wind blasted out from his hand, throwing me off of the dragon.
Fuck.
FUCK!
FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!
I was falling… I was falling to my death as I watched the black and red dragon snapping its jaws into Brizaela’s chest.
I just wanted to make some fucking pizza, man. I thought to myself as I closed my eyes.
I had nothing to accept but the embrace of death as I fell. And fell… And fell.
I shouldn't be falling this long. Right? I opened my eyes back, and I saw Nim holding me up with several wounds on her face and arms.
“You're not going to die on me that easy, are you?” She screamed, tears stinging her eyes. Casting a spell, her hands sent a weightless feeling to me. Letting me go, Nim had given me flight!
“Fuck no!” I shouted, flying straight back into the fight.
“Good! I'm going to help Brizaela,” she said. “You finish this!”
I flew into battle straight toward Noidious, dodging and zipping around his magical spells. Flying was easy! It was easier than walking. All I had to do was just barely turn my body right or left, and I'd be making hairpin turns with ease.
“Stay still you stupid human!” He screamed.
“No! Fuck you!”
Pulling out my knife, I spun around and flew in circles, trying to get him dizzy as Noidious threw spell after spell after spell. Flying high up into the air, I was several stories above him before flipping down into a dive bomb. I rocketed toward him like a bat out of hell and used every bit of momentum I had from the fall. Aiming straight for his stupid face, I tackled him straight into the black dragon.
We fell from the dragon's head down to its back, with the body whipping violently. He folded in half on impact as we tumbled down, only to be thrown off the thrashing beast. I hit the ground hard, struggling to get up.
“Your stupid friends won't be able to stop the king of the mountain,” Noidious growled, kicking me off him.
I whirled around, slashing my knife wildly at him. He dodged every attack with ease, but I didn't care. I was just going to keep going and going until one of us was dead. Or both of us. I didn't fucking care!
“You might see yourself as a future king, but I'm just a guy that wants to make some fucking pizza,”  I growled, trying to land a single hit.
“What the hell is it with you and this fucking pizza!?” Noidious screamed with a kick.
WHAM!
He sent me back into the air, only for me to rocket back into him with my knife drawn with a slash at his face. Noidious ducked right into a flying knee that connected with his nose.
CRUNNNNCH!
“Fuck!” he screamed, blood flying in every direction.
“Yeah!” With another strike, I slashed his right arm, carving right into the flesh like dough getting split for two small pizzas. Another slash! Right across his face like cutting into pepperoni, blood spurted out like a fresh tomato squeezed for its juices—
“Enough!” he screamed as a magical wave of energy exploded in every direction from him.
BBBBBBOWOWWOOOM!
The force of the magic was enough to move the dragons themselves as we slammed further into the mountainside that hadn't been carved out for the city yet. The two dragons were dazed but continued fighting as Nim did her best to keep the enemy dragon's attention split.
WHAP!
I hit the side of the mountain with a thud as an errant bat of the dragon's wing slammed me back, cracking my skull against the hard stone.
“Guhhh…”
Using what bit of concentration I had, I tried to make myself fly upwards. But all that really did was slow my dissent as I hit the ground. My vision blurred, and I could taste blood in my mouth. I stumbled to my feet and looked, watching my knife sliding off the mountaintop and out of sight.
“You have been a thorn in my side, human,” Noidious growled, picking me up with his bloodied hand.
Crack!
“No more!” He screamed as he punched me in the face. “Oh, how I wish to watch your eyeballs boil from the outside as I send electricity through your blood.”
Smack!
I felt a tooth chip as he punched me again against the mountaintop.
“I would burn you alive in your own ovens, just to hear you scream as your lungs exploded…
Crunch! Smack! Bang! Bang!
He smashed my head against the ground repeatedly.
“But I think I'd rather kill you with my own bare hands.”
“Jake, no!” Screamed Nim in a high-pitched voice filled with terror.
I could barely open my eyes, and I saw Brizaela lying crushed up against the side of the mountain, defeated by the black dragon.
“No.. Wait. I think I have a better idea,” Noidious chuckled darkly. “What better ending for a chef?”
He picked me up and presented me to the black dragon.
“Almighty God of the Mountains!” He announced, “I've brought you dinner.”
“Dinner? Awww, fuck you,” I coughed, laughing to myself.
“Fitting words for such an unintelligent hack.”
“I'm a lot of things Noidious,” I said as I saw the dragon open its mouth, ready for me to be dropped into its maw. “But I'm not a hack when it comes to cooking…”
Reaching into my pocket, I felt for the only hope I had left.
“Is that so?”
I gave him a slightly-less-toothy smile. “Yeah. Because guess what, bitch? Pizza time.”
I let go and I watched as the pizza rolls that I had on me fell into the mouth of the dragon.
“Ahhahahahah!” Noidious laughed. “Do you think it’s enough to destroy this plan that has been in th works for decades? A plan that has been pased down for..”
Noidious stopped looking as we felt an earthquake and heavy shadow loom over.
“Oh wow!” Came a booming voice.
“What?”
Hold the phone.
We looked up and saw the dragon's eyes bubble with excitement as it flew into the air.
“Now this is what I'm talking about!” The dragon screamed, “That's delicious!”
Noidious looked on in horror “What!?”
The dragon flew high into the sky, ignoring Noidious's protestations. The dragon again screamed, “Yes! Finally some actual fucking food!”
“No!” Noidious screamed, throwing me off the mountainside.
I'd do the same, to be honest… I thought humorously.
But the black and red dragon swooped down before I could hit the ground.
“Buddy, I'm going to be real with you. I've been alive for thousands of years and that is the best thing I've ever tasted. What's that called?”
“Pizza rolls,” I said, on the verge of losing consciousness. “And that's honestly the lazy version.”
Noidoius began spitting in rage. “No! No! No! I order you to kill him!”
The dragon ignored him further. “My guy, I need something besides raw meat from screaming animals and the occasional screaming moron that this dude throws into the mountain for me to eat.” They looked from me to Noidious and back. “If you bring me a pizza once a year, I will absolutely kill that dude and never bother you again.”
I could barely speak. Unable to comprehend. Totally perplexed.
“...How big of a pizza do you want?”
The dragon thought for a moment. “I can transform into a goblin, so honestly, how's about one that's about eight inches?
I felt my lungs pull with blood as I laughed triumphantly, “If you kill that guy and maybe kill all of his cronies, I will make you an extra large pizza with double pepperoni and sausage and as much cheese as you ask for.”
“DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!”
“Really?” They shined, "Every month?”
“Fuck yeah.”
New magic began to flow from the dragon as they chanted in an ancient language that I'm just going to assume was draconic. Light crashed into my body, and I felt my wounds begin to heal.
“This God of the mountains shall interfere, no more!” The dragon shouted triumphantly as they flew towards Noidious.
“This wasn't our deal! YOU PROMISED!”
“I don't care,” the dragon proclaimed before unleashing a torrential fire.
After a moment, my vision returned to normal, and I could see the black fire spouting from the dragon's mouth, enveloping the entire side of the mountain. The last thing I could see was Noidious being lost in the flames before the entire mountainside turned black obsidian.




Chapter 30 – A Delicious Deadly Deal is Done

Flying over towards Brizaela's fallen body, the dragon touched her wounded chest.
“Sorry about that, little sister," they proclaimed.
“You are her brother?” I asked, marveling at the beast.
“I'm actually her sister.” She said brightly.
“WHAT!?!?”
When Brizaela returned to life, I saw her eyes go from dead white to bright blue and then to gold.
“I'm alive!” She screamed, looking at the dragon, “You!”
The dragon looked on flippantly. “Yes, and I'm really sorry about killing you. But that's for running away!.”
“I ran away!?” Briz said confusedly.
The dragon looked at her. “Yes… You didn't know?”
“No,” Briz shook her head. “Not at all.”
“Oh, well,” The dragon said nonchalantly. “We're going to have a really long conversation with Dad.”
“I have a father!?”
“Just follow me, sister.”
Flying down back to the castle, the dragon shrank down to the size of a very tall, green woman with bloodred hair.
“All righty then! Haven't had to bust out this form in a while.”
We looked and saw the carnage below of monsters and mages fighting tirelessly, savagely, tearing each other apart. Queen Itania had a massive pile of bodies around her as she and Chuck made their last stand.
The dragon-now-orc stretched out, unfazed. “Okay, I'm going to kill them all real quick.”
“Just the monsters!” I corrected. “Not the people… Or people-ish monsters…”
“Monsters, people, whatever,” the dragon stated before turning into a green and red blur.
The monsters looked curiously at us for a moment, and then they were gone. Replaced by fine red and black, and blue mists. It was a torrent of violence, the likes of which I don't really feel equipped to describe. Mostly because even recounting it now, it makes me queasy. Ultimately, every monster was gone, and the orc-dragon stood in the middle of the hall.
“Wow…”
“Who's that?” Asked one of the guards that had sided with Itania.
“My sister…” Brizaela said despondently.
“YOUR SISTER!?”
“You have a sister?” Queen Itania asked.
At the time of that conversation, all of the monsters in the castle were dead, save for a few stragglers who were quickly rounded up along with Noidious’ co-conspirators.
“What happened?” The Duke said, coming out from behind a tapestry, “What happened to the bastard?”
“Oh, I killed him,” the Orc-dragon lady explained.
“Who are you?”
“I'm Zarlyin, the dragon that tried to kill everybody, but then didn’t.”
And I thought Chuck was blunt.
“B-b-but what's going on?”
The mysterious woman looked at me and smiled, “I tried his pizza. It's really good.”
The Queen looked at me and smirked. “You just saved everybody with pizza, didn't you?”
I laughed and smiled. “That's exactly what you hired me to do.”
The crowd erupted in cheers as the fighting stopped and all of the guards and knights and mages and servants poured into the great hall, watching to see what had happened.
The Queen raised her hand, and everybody watched in fear.
“I should probably start a long list of people that need to be executed,” She said dramatically. “But I'm not going to do that… yet. First! We are going to celebrate the people that saved this castle. This kingdom. The people that saved the lives of every person here!”
Everyone cheered the brave elf queen.
“The human Jacob, owner of Slice of Life!” Cheers roared out in my honor. “My daughter, the Princess Brizaela!” Itania looked incredibly proud as Brizaela basked in the glory of her victory before seeing her sister and turning sour.
“Our dear friend, Nim!”
“Aw shucks… Guys!”
With each announcement, the cheers grew louder and louder.
“The wonderful, charismatic, and incredibly helpful Chuck!”
“Heheheh, that's pretty cool of you, Queenie….”
“...And of course….” There was a brief pause. “My most trusted advisor and the one who helped out this terrible coup before it could reach its terrible climax: Drin'Urden Do!”
There was a gasp, followed by murmurs.
“Where is she?” The Queen asked.
“I'm right here,” came a weak voice underneath the body of several dead drakes. Pushing them over revealed a bloody Drin'Urden Do.
“What did the Queen call me?” She whispered urgently.
“She said you were a spy or something like that,” I said, helping her up and getting her healed with some potions. “Are you?”
“I'm definitely not,” Drin replied desperately. “Please, please, please, I need you to understand that whatever the Queen is doing right now: I have no idea what’s going on.”
With a single look, I knew she was telling the truth. “Yeah? That's a relief that would've made things wildly complicated and unnecessary if you were.”
With several snaps of Itania’s fingers, the monster's remains were wiped away, and all that was left was the celebrating victors and the few defeated members of Noidious's failed coup held in shackles.
“I think we have a party to return to!” Queen Itania announced. “But beforehand, I have one last thing to do.”
Queen Itania looked at me as everybody watched in hushed anticipation. “I believe you brought food here? From the Lower Ring?”
“Yes, I did,”  I said confidently. ”Hey guys, can we get those necklaces out real quick? Just like…real, real quick?”
“Necklaces?” the Queen gasped as everybody pulled out the secret necklaces that Brizaela owned, “You learned how to—”
“Yes, Mom! I learned how to do the thing,” Brizaela said annoyedly.
With the magic phrase, I opened a portal to Slice of Life.
“But that should be to your home,” Brizaela said.
I nodded, “Yeah, Slice of Life is my home, and if you'll excuse me, I've got some work to do.” I looked to the Queen and bowed, “Give me ten minutes, your majesty.”
Exactly ten minutes later, I came running straight through the portal with the most delicious goddamn pizza you'd ever seen in your life. The sauce was perfect. The cheese was shredded to the absolute exact dimensions I wanted. Piled high, bubbling with the nice little crunchy brown bits. The pepperoni was perfectly spaced, and that dough had the exact amount of char that you needed to give it that perfectly complex flavor sliced in six slices of perfect length, width, and evenness.
When I tell you that my finest moment that day was not saving the kingdom but the pizza that I made, I need you to understand - I'm not fucking joking. I'm a pizza guy, dammit, and when I'm bringing the Queen her pizza, it's the best fucking pizza ever.
“Oh my,” the Queen said, looking at the pizza with interest. “Well - to the Lower Ring, the saviors of the city!”
Although everybody here was incredibly classist towards the Lower Ring, they cheered dramatically. Not wanting to draw the ire of the two dragons and the incredibly powerful queen who just single-handedly-for-the-most-part stopped that invasion.
With a quick sniff, the Queen grabbed the slice before her and opened her mouth. She took a gentle, regal bite. Chewing it thoughtfully, she closed her eyes. As she put all of her concentration on the pizza, her eyes opened gently as she stared at me.
“That's really fucking good,” Soon, all pretenses of royalty were completely out the door as she demolished the entire pizza in front of everybody with a veracity that I had only seen in one other case: Her daughter.
So that's where she gets her table manners.
The Queen quickly wiped off her mouth.
“I now declare today to be the official Pizza Day of Theza. Now and forever!”
The crowd cheered, once again, terrified at the prospect of being murdered by hungry queens and dragons. The mysterious green woman raised her hand.
“Which will also be the day every month when that man - what's your name again, buddy?” She asked, pointing to me.
“Jacob.”
“Aw, yeah! Jacob is going to break a piece off so that I do not kill everybody in the city.”
“Wait for real?” Nim asked.
“Oh, absolutely,” I said, nodding my head. “That's the deal. It was either that or she kills everybody anyways.”
The cheers soon turned into terrified screams mixed with each other, but I could not concentrate on that as I felt something heavy on my shoulders.
“I see… You forgot the dampening ingredient in this pizza, eh?” Came the elegant voice of the Queen.
“I guess I did.” Realizing what I’d just done.
Nobody noticed what was going on, and Queen Itania quickly swept me into a different room, leading me by my cock like a leash.
“I'm going to make this very simple for you, Jacob,” she said, disrobing herself. “I have not had a good fuck in centuries, since I became a mother to Brizaela. You just saved everybody here. You're incredibly handsome.”
She grabbed one of my hands and put it on one of her gigantic breasts.
“And that pizza really does make you want to fuck, doesn't it?”
“Yes, it does,” I laughed. “Yes it does.”




Chapter 31 – Happy Endings With a Side of MILF

Pulling off my pants, Itania gently rubbed around the base of my cock as her dress dissolved in a magical, twinkling light. Revealing a set of extremely racy golden lingerie that twinkled in the light, revealing almost everything except for sheer lace dancing and swirling around her curves.
“It's been too long,” she said, eyeing my cock hungrily.
“Has it?” I said, in awe of the beautiful queen.
“Oh, like you wouldn't believe Jacob,” she said, her voice dripping in seduction as she pressed her breasts together playfully. “It's been so long since I got to feel a nice, hard cock between my tits,” she punctuated this by pushing my erection between her giant tits.
“Oh, fuck. It feels so….”
“Heavenly, right?” She said. “That's a good way to put it.” She continued working the shaft, rubbing up and down with her tits, “That's a good boy….”
She was incredibly skilled and did so with such fierceness I struggled not to blow my load immediately. Meanwhile, Itania continued to tease me.
“You can cum whenever you want, Jacob,” She said gently as my hips began to buck. “I’d love to feel that cock twitch between my tits and just blow its load….”
And my cock did indeed twitch, desperate to release.
“Awwww, look at you, Jacob,” she whispered. “You can cum right now and I can just shove a potion inside of you to get you nice and hard again.”
Fuck I love magic…
“Would you like that?” Queen Itania opened her mouth, licking the tip as it popped out the top. “Ah, damn. I am sure you'd love to fuck my mouth with your hot cum all over my massive tits, wouldn't you?”
“Yes…” I struggled.
“Then you’ll mark me as you breed me like a savage animal.”
“That's one way to put it,” I said, noticing her voice start to change.
It’d become more guttural and primal.
“Well, that's exactly what you're going to do, right?” She said, licking my cock over and over, “You're going to be a good boy, and you're going to cum for me while you fuck my tits.”
My whole body seized up, desperate for release.
“Go on, do it! Do it!”
“Oh fuck,” I grunted as she sucked the tip of my cock. My legs gave out, and I was lying on the ground as she continued her mammary assault.
“Go on! Go on! Cum for me, Jacob. Be a good boy and cum right in my mouth if you like.”
“Yes, ma'am,” was all I could say before unleashing my load, spurting into her mouth and a few strands on her face. Ropes covered her face as I felt my mind wash over.
“Oh my,” she moaned, quickly gulping up the cum that I had sprayed in her mouth, before slowly taking every last drop off of her face. She licked her fingers clean, and looked at me on the ground.
“Fuck…you're still hard. Impressive,” her voice carried a similar sinister edge that her daughter had. “Is it the adrenaline from saving the world, perhaps?”
She stood over me and squatted, revealing a dripping wet pussy right at the tip of my cock.
“Oh, fuck,” I grunted.
“Or is it that she just really, really want to fuck a hot MILF with huge tits?”
Itania slid in with ease, squatting on my cock right down to the base. Her eyes were filled with lust and malice, and she grinned evilly. Her flawless body bounced up and down, her tits right in my face.
“Oh, I've heard stories about you, Jacob.”
“Whah?”
“About a beastly man, and gentleman.”
“Well… I— well, I'm not….”
Queen Itania put a finger on my lips. “I’ve had my eye on you for a while,” she said. “I’ve wanted to taste you for myself.”
Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!
“I'm a woman who knows exactly what she wants. And I get it.”
She cupped my face in her hands and started riding me harder. Bouncing up and down on my cock, squeezing her muscles with expert precision.
“What I want is for a hot young stud like you to leave a mark on me.” She stopped, shivering as she kept riding. “Oh, that's it! Buck your hips again….”
I did my best to match her torrid pace, slamming into Itania and massaging her clit.
“That's so good! Good boy!”
Her massive tits bounced up and down, up and down, as she squatted on my cock, violently riding me, uncaring of how sensitive I was.
“Yes! Oh fuck, I could see now why she's so adamant to work with you,”
Pressing my face up against her tits, Itania held my head there. I could no longer fuck her back as she rode me harder and harder. Squeezing my cock, goading me to cum.
“Oh, it's so good! Jacob. Don't you think?”
I couldn't do anything except nod and make a muffled noise as I suckled on one of her massive tits.
“Oh, good boy! Good boy! Oh cum for me, Jacob. Mark me inside and make me cum with you!” Her smoky voice had switched to a more savage, high-pitched, primal shriek. She was begging for me. “Cum! Cum with me, Jacob! Do it, do it, do it! You have to. Do you understand me? You have to cum with me!”
Her hair was getting everywhere as she continued to ride me more violently and roughly, demanding every last drop of cum that my body was capable of producing.
“Queen Itania…” I groaned, ready to blow already.
Her face was racked with pleasure, her eyes wild. “Give it to me boy! Give it to me. Be a good boy, and cum inside me! Cum inside me pussy, please. I need a young stud to breed me right now,” she grunted through gritted teeth.
Pressing down on me, Itania grabbed me by the face and stared me in the eyes.
“You're going to cum inside me right now. Do you understand me? That's an order. Cum inside me right now!”
Listen, when you have a hot MILF with the body of an actual goddess with impossibly sexy proportions riding you like she hasn't had sex in centuries… there's only so much you can do before you absolutely unload inside of her with everything you've got.
“Oh, fuck,” she groaned as I came in a massive wave of a mind-numbing orgasm. Slamming her hips down, Itania screamed out, cumming her brains out and milking my cock. Her pussy held on tight, milking my cock for more and more as her whole body shook with pleasure.
“Fuck… I… Oh, yes Jacob,” she squeezed me, her pussy trying to get every last drop out of me. “Oh, good boy…” she collapsed onto my chest as there was banging on the door. “Oh, you’ll be visiting me for deliveries in the future Mr. Neric…” she panted.
“Mom, what's going on in there?” Came Brizaela’s voice, full of concern. “Have you seen Jacob?”
“Nothing sweetie!” she said with a wave of her hand, locking the door several times. “I think Jacob might have gone home to start making pizzas to celebrate!”
She turned and looked at me with the same seductive smile.
“Isn't that right, Jacob?”
I laughed, “Yep. Pizza time.”
 




About The Author

Solomon Ignis
 
Solomon was once but a humble bard travelling the highways as an intrepid adventurer. But now, he's decided to hang up the adventuring life, put quill to paper, and write some good old fashioned haremlit with heart. What a guy.




Books By This Author

Reborn a Hero
 
Asher Merrick never thought a night out with his college friend would cost him his life. But a second chance, thanks to the mysterious Gathos, God of the Lost, has granted him an opportunity. A chance he doesn't intend to waste.

Thrust into a magical world of dragons and danger, swords and sorcery, might and magic, Asher Merrick is ready to prove himself. He's ready to prove that the extraordinary power he received will unlock his potential and help his powerful and beautiful new allies.

Will this power be enough to help him and his new companions solve the mystery in Naled's underbelly? Can he and the Red Breaker guild prevent another incursion of undead from destroying the port city? And will Asher be able to protect those that he holds most dear to him?

Only time will tell, but one thing is for sure: he's just getting started.
Terran Firma
 
Humans are F***ing Terrifying: Gabriel, Call Sign Cloak, Haywood is no different, and this mercenary's newest job will plunge him deep into a conspiracy that could unravel The Federation itself.
Gabriel, Call Sign Cloak, Haywood was there when Aliens first crashed onto Earth, and now he's a mercenary, flying through space cracking heads. (When he's not drinking with his professor.)
But now, he's got two vampire-elf-alien twins asking him to find their missing sister. And they know just how to sweeten the deal. Soon he's swept up into a conspiracy that could destroy the Earth itself.



cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00003.jpg





