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Foreword

To enjoy a free gallery of all the girls featured in this book (NSFW), you can find them at https://theshodinchronicles.wordpress.com/planeswatcher-portal/




Chapter 1

“Hey Nadia,” I greeted cheekily. “Got any work for me today?”
“Derrick Jameson you brunette bastard, I need more aethereum,” she replied. “There was another incursion today, and they were stronger than usual.”
I leaned back in the swivel chair of my home office, staring into a swirling portal outlined by yellow light. Nadia stood on the other side, her image rippling like the surface of water.
Nadia, with her chin-length purple hair and olive skin, was wearing what was basically a black leather bikini top connected to her choker collar. Great tits too. Then there was the atrociously short leather skirt she had on along with thick-soled black boots.
As much as I’d like to think she was trying to impress me, that was just her style. You see, Nadia was from a parallel universe, one of three I had regular access to. In Nadia’s case: a cyberpunk one. I’d never been there in person—not enough power—but we could interact remotely.
“What do you mean they were stronger?” I asked. “You’ve got energy guns with unlimited ammo, I thought you could kill basically anything.”
“I thought so too,” Nadia agreed. “But then this giant Entropic shows up and just shrugs off half my shots before finally dying! I leveled my Expertise but…I’ve got a bad feeling worse is coming.”
“You leveled it?” I asked. “What’s it at now?”
“Two,” she said. “But I can reach three if you give me a little more aethereum. Can you get it for me?”
“I'll ask Helga if she’s seen any,” I offered.
“The orc?” Nadia groaned while rolling her eyes. “She just wants you to spend all your gold on her. You almost got stuck in her world last time.”
“Well, unless the DPD is hoarding aethereum, she’s my best bet. Here—” I pulled out an amber-colored jagged shard, broke off a piece like it was made of candied sugar, then threw the fragment through the portal. “There you go.”
Nadia caught the piece of the shard and looked at me like I was crazy. “Derrick, you can’t just give away pieces of Shatter like that! What if she needs it?”
“I’ll replenish it when I go see Helga,” I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. “Go kick some ass, and tell the DPD they owe me another gold payment. In bullion this time, not bars.”
Nadia smiled at me, then reached behind her back and pulled out a sleek, black plasma pistol. When she touched the shard to it, Nadia's entire body began to glow with blue light, her hair billowing like a strong wind was blowing.
The blue light transferred from her body, through the fragment, to her gun. The shard crumbled shortly after, and then her gun suddenly popped a scope on top. It didn’t have one before. The barrel got bigger too.
With a satisfied smile, she tucked the upgraded weapon back into her rear holster.
“Looks like you just reached level three. Feel better now?” I asked.
She nodded. “Much better. Thank you Derrick. I’m glad you’re the PlanesWatcher, or I’d be begging for scraps from the DPD with a level one gun.”
“No problem Nadia,” I said with a two-fingered salute. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got a really cute orc to go see.”
“I’m cute,” Nadia cocked her hips to the side with a flirtatious smile. “Don’t get stuck in Brighthelm. Some of us need you more than a dimension stuck in the middle ages.”
“Is that an invitation?” I asked while raising an eyebrow.
“It is,” Nadia replied with mischief in her eyes. “She told me what your Expertise is.”
I almost jumped out of my chair with eager excitement, walking to the threshold of the portal without touching it.
“What? I don’t have an Expertise,” I replied, skeptical.
Nadia giggled at me. “That’s because she hasn’t given it to you yet, but she’s told all of the Aethereals so we can…get ready.”
I’d never met the others, Nadia was the only Aethereal I knew how to reach.
“Get ready for what?”
“You’ll see,” Nadia teased. “The sooner you get enough aethereum to actually visit me, the sooner you’ll find out. Bye DJ.”
Nadia blew a kiss at the same moment the portal fizzled out into electric wisps of yellow smoke. I stood there in silence trying to process what I’d just been told. If I was being given an Expertise, then that would mean power. More power than any normal human could ever have.
I was already the PlanesWatcher, but having the powers of an Aethereal would mean that I could go to other worlds besides Brighthelm.
Helga would have to wait. First, I had to talk to an actual goddess. It was she who caused the formation of the Department of Parallel Dimensions, and it was she who revealed that power existed in tiers we could codify into levels. And it was also she who was responsible for all of our powers in the first place…




Chapter 2

Opening a portal to Nadia’s world was one thing, but opening one to a divine realm? I needed to get the hell outta my house and out somewhere secluded. My preferred spot was just off a running trail outside of my neighborhood, in a little grassy grove on the opposite side of a creek nobody ever bothered to cross.
My little slice of suburbia was fairly quiet anyway, which I could afford thanks to the fact I was paid in gold, which I exchanged for paper currency. Long story short: I was loaded. But I was also busy watching the worlds I’d been seeing in my dreams since I was a boy.
With Shatter in my pocket, I closed my eyes and raised my palms out in front of me, thumbs and forefingers touching. They were all in my head, I just had to aim my intention at one that I could picture and then will it into appearing before me.
I saw a divine kingdom beneath a cosmic sky, with great white pillars before a grand ivory staircase. The wind around me became turbulent, blowing hard enough to sever leaves from their branches only to swirl around me.
A great presence impressed itself upon my very being, and at that moment I spoke a single word: a name.
“Sevantrix…”
A portal split the air in front of me, with pressure so great it nearly pushed me away, let alone the ground around it. The power coming from it was strong, displacing all the rocks, loose leaves, and grass away from itself.
I shielded my face from the initial rush, then lowered my arm to see her standing there with a great golden crown.
The goddess stood on that very staircase I saw in my mind, adorned in grandeur. A long regal robe hung from her arms, an illustrious purple with gold trim accents. The clothes on her body were the purest white, with the same purple and gold going around her mid-section.
She had no pants, just a loin cloth connected to a skirt that showed her voluptuous thighs. Knee high white boots and enough cleavage to kill a cow just beneath the mantle of jewelry around her neck.
And she was absolutely breathtaking. Long white hair, gray eyes, fair skin, and child-bearing hips to die for.
Seeing her never got old, and I still hadn’t gotten used to the fact that I was talking to a divine being—as if being able to open portals wasn’t already surreal enough.
“Hello PlanesWatcher,” she spoke with a benign smile and feminine voice that echoed through the infinite of her surroundings.
“Hey Sevantrix,” I greeted with a boyish grin. “You got a minute?”
“I have eternity,” she said with a gracious nod. “What is on your mind?”
I reached into my pocket and took out Shatter, clutching it in my hand with a fervent desire to use more of it.
“I’m pretty sure all the aethereum on Earth is in this thing now, but Brighthelm still has a ton…got any ideas about what I should do about that?”
Sevantrix giggled. “You wish to personally vanquish Matroxus and his Entropics, is that correct?”
Guilty as charged.
“You caught me. Nadia said something about an Expertise…for me specifically. I thought you only put the four orbs out?”
“That is true,” said Sevantrix. “But it is not the whole story. Derrick, you are the focal point at which all dimensions meet when my battle cracked them. With Shatter in your hand, your body has been collecting aethereum since before you were born. You are your own orb.”
“You mean I have powers aside from opening portals?” I asked with incredulity.
The goddess nodded. “With the aethereum stored within you, I can grant you an Expertise, and you will be able to travel between worlds with each level it gains.”
I clenched my hand and pumped a fist. “Nice. So what is it?”
Sevantrix slowly raised a hand and wagged her finger ever so gracefully.
“PlanesWatcher, once I do this, the Entropics will be able to sense you…and they will pursue you,” she warned.
We paused, and I thought about the possible outcomes. Earth was the last world Entropics hadn’t come to, and those still intact were still dealing with them.
The problem was, I didn’t like being a spectator. I wanted action. I wanted the power to defend myself against those things and to be able to go where I wanted. I lived on Earth, but my entire life was dedicated to worlds outside of it.
I decided right then what I was going to do.
“I’ll take it Sevantrix, give me the Expertise,” I said firmly.
Sevantrix smiled as she raised her arm to aim her palm upward. “Your courage and dedication will not go unrewarded PlanesWatcher. Receive my blessing, along with all the power you can desire.”
The appearance of a blue outline around my body made me flinch in startled alarm, pulling itself off my body in dozens of streams. The light twisted itself into the shape of an orb in front of me, the size of a softball with blue energy undulating within it.
Sevantrix then aimed her palm directly at me, and the orb absorbed right into my chest with a distinct warmth I could feel.
“Oh damn,” I said as an orange aura burst into being around my body.
My body filled with vitality, my muscles swelled with new energy, and my mind cleared itself of all fog—replaced with unwavering focus.
I wasn’t just me anymore, I was super me.
“I have given you the power you would enjoy the most: the power of Tantric Transmutation,” she said.
“Tantra-what now?” I asked in confusion.
“Your power is two fold,” she explained. “For yourself: you can turn the energy stored within you into pure skill, or force. Use Shatter to gather the aethereum of the slain, and return it to me for greater ability. You are level one.”
My aura vanished at that moment, leaving me completely energized.
“Kill monsters, get stronger. Got it,” I said. “What’s the second part?”
That was when Sevantrix took a single gliding step closer to the threshold of the portal. “This is the part I believe you will be most pleased with.”
“Oh yeah?” I raised an eyebrow.
“I will be the Devotion Point for you, and you will be the Devotion Point for the Aethereals. You can unlock the aethereum stored within them, and draw it out to increase the level of their own Expertise. You may even exchange your own aethereum with them, and magnify their power.”
“Why can’t they just level up by collecting aethereum themselves?”
“They cannot fully absorb aethereum on their own, leaving remnants for the enemy to find and capture, so I now leave that task to you and the shard.”
“Okay. And how do I power up the girls?”
The goddess smiled. “Through the act of physical pleasure.”
Her information did not compute.
“Hold on, what now?” I asked.
Sevantrix looked up with a glimmer of mischief in her eyes.
“Aethereum can be stolen when sent from a distance. Touch is the best way to give it, and I can think of nothing you would like more than to do so inside of a woman.”
“You turned my sperm into aethereum?” I blurted out, gawking at the goddess in utter shock.
“I have turned it into the medium you may bestow aethereum, in gratitude for your service,” she said with a nod. “Seek the other Aethereals, and enjoy the gift I have given you all. Be well PlanesWatcher, I will see you again soon.”
The portal snapped shut, and there I stood in a catatonic state while my cognitive dissonance tried to resolve itself. When it finally did, I was left with a single over-arching realization: Matroxus was fucked, but me first.




Chapter 3

The joy I felt jumping from rooftop to rooftop with my enhanced physicality was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I could run at full sprint without getting tired, and I was leaping across downtown apartment complexes a full ten feet like I was hopping over a curb.
My body felt light, vibrant, and fully alive. Going into Brighthelm was going to be awesome with the new strength I wielded. And this was just level one. I couldn’t wait to get to Brighthelm and use my new strength against the beings there.
Even an average human in Brighthelm was stronger than an Earth human, so now I had the ability to compete not only with them, but with actual Entropics.
Helga was in for a surprise the next time I arm-wrestled her.
I stopped on a row of roofs where the next jump would be too far for me to cross. With a satchel full of gold bullion, which was a lot heavier than you’d think, I double-checked my backpack for any essentials I’d need.
The longest I’d ever been in Brighthelm was a few hours at most, but this time I wanted to be prepared. I brought basic hygiene amenities, a large blanket, some canned food, a phone with a slow solar charger, and a knife with some twine. I kept a pistol holstered on my waist with two backup magazines.
Yeah, I wasn’t stupid. Brighthelm hadn’t progressed to firearms yet, and I needed every advantage I could get in the presence of beings I’d only read about in fantasy books. At least bacteria didn’t exist in Brighthelm—curses did, but most water was drinkable so I wasn’t worried about that.
With everything I needed accounted for, I slung it back over my shoulder and brought my mind’s eye to the vision of a prairie nestled in the concave border of a great forest. In the middle of that prairie was a trampled dirt road leading to a tavern: Hogan’s Hoggery.
I opened my eyes to the sight of a portal expanding from a tiny point of light just a couple feet in front of me. The very same place I visualized could be seen through it, with the high sun reflecting off its primitively tiled roof.
With Shatter safely wrapped in a handkerchief and tucked into my pocket, I stepped through as the feeling of warmth washed over my body. Instantly, as though I’d stepped through an open door, I was in Brighthelm.
The smell of the air was both earthy, and stinky. This tavern was owned by a pigman, and many of his patrons were swinefolk. A stable next to the tavern stunk of shitting dire hyenas, which they rode as saddled steeds.
My brown, steel-toed boots were more than adequate as I strode the road leading to the tavern, where I heard old folk music playing.
The moment I walked through its bulky wooden door, only a handful of eyes paid any attention to me. To avoid attention, I wore a special green tunic with brown trousers that I wore to blend in. Only my boots and modern backpack were unusual compared to their technology.
None of the natives here could know I was the PlanesWatcher. The only person who did, was standing behind the bar.
It was Helga: the half-orc bartender of Hogan’s Hoggery, and a friend of the Aethereal native to this dimension. I absolutely had a crush on her.
Her wavy red hair was chin length, and her body was both feminine and powerful. Visibly muscular, with biceps to envy, but her proportions were all voluptuous. Huge thighs, and immensely wide hips to carry a curvy and strong torso. Her face was beautiful, with greenish hazel eyes. She didn’t have tusks, but she did have noticeably longer fangs than a human—not excessively so. She had to smile in order for me to notice them.
I walked toward the far side of the bar where no swinefolk were sitting, as a human band played olden folk music on a little stage area nearby. The musical instruments they used were recognizable: a little hand drum, some bells inside a stick, a tabor pipe I used to call a medieval flute, and a lute guitar.
With my best mean face, I took a seat at the bar and banged my fist on it while Helga’s back was still turned.
“Barkeep!” I shouted in a playfully gruff tone. “Ale! The foamiest you have!”
Helga turned around, wearing a wonderfully form fitting brown leather one piece: a skirt connected to a corset. Talk about cleavage, this orc’s breasts were enormous. The moment she saw me, she smiled.
A pigman nearby squealed angrily and banged the table himself, which is when she grabbed a large mug of mead and slid it over to him without even looking. I pulled two gold coins out of my satchel, pinched them between two fingers and set them down.
“Derrick,” she said in a smoothly alto voice. “You’ve returned. And two coins? Just how much do you intend to drink?”
“Just the one. The rest is all tip,” I said with a smile.
“Generous,” she said, before picking up the coins and tucking them into her cleavage. “You look different.”
“I feel different,” I admitted with a grin. “I’ve been given an Expertise.”
Helga glanced to her left and right, then leaned in close to my face.
“The PlanesWatcher has Aethereal powers now?” asked Helga. “Why?”
“So we can stop playing defense, and go on offense,” I replied.
Helga straightened her posture and smacked the bar hard enough to shake it. “You make war? I want war! I want a big war. I just bought a new club.” 
I chuckled at her sudden outburst of aggressive energy, then glanced at the huge war mace sitting behind the bar propped in the corner.
“Helga, that’s not a club, it’s a mace,” I said with a laugh.
She looked at me like what I said made no sense. “It is a big stick, and it hurts things. It’s a club.”
“If you say so,” I replied with a smile. “So Helga, how much coin would it cost me to meet your special friend?”
“Augh!” the pigman near me voiced as he bashed the bar again, this time with his empty mug of mead.
Helga calmly glanced at the pestering patron, went over to grab her mace, then dropped it right on the bar in front of him. Not a single word spoken. The pigman responded to this by reaching for his axe, which is when I decided to get involved.
I took out a coin and smacked it onto the bar, sliding it over to him with a bit of force behind it. Best to nip this in the bud, since orcs and swinefolk rarely got along.
“Relax. The rest of your drinks are on me,” I said.
The pigman looked at me, adorned in a full leather cuirass with an axe strapped to his back. It was obnoxiously loud, but he snorted rhythmically while his head bobbed back and forth—which was him laughing.
Rather than wait for a refill, he got up and walked over to a table full of armed swinefolk to converse with them in a series of snorts and squeals. Helga immediately took the opportunity to talk.
“Kassandre hasn’t come in a week,” she said. “I cannot take you to her.”
“Why not?” I asked.
“She lives in the very forest she protects, and doesn’t leave unless there is aethereum to collect outside of it,” Helga explained.
“So we gotta go into the woods to find her,” I said with a slight groan of frustration. “What about Entropics? Have there been any more than usual?”
“None. They usually converge in the forest, where they are dealt with. Although…”
I leaned in at the same time Helga leaned close. “What is it?”
“We’ve had new patrons passing through every day lately, wearing clothes I don’t recognize,” she revealed.
“Any idea where they’re from?”
Helga shook her head. “They come, they drink, they leave. They don’t speak, but they carry a lot of coin—with markings I’ve never seen.”
“Do you still have one of these coins?” I asked, taking a quick look when I heard the sound of several wooden chairs scraping heavily on the ground.
The pigman from earlier had just got up from his table with his buddies, and they were all on their way over toward me…with weapons in their hands.




Chapter 3

“Human!” the lead pigman groused. “You buy Gorban drink.”
As the gang of swinefolk surrounded me, I got up from my stool with one hand near my holster and the other near my knife. Meanwhile, Helga grabbed her mace off the bar and rested it against her shoulder.
“I just bought you a drink buddy,” I said. “Enough for you and all your friends.”
“Gorban not buddy. Gorban is Gorban. You buy Gorban drink,” Gorban the pigman stomped a heavy foot and raised his axe into the air. “Now you drink with Gorban!”
He and his cohorts all raised their weapons with a raucous cry, then Gorban slammed the bar and pointed at me.
“Strong drink for Gorban, stronger drink for human!” he demanded from Helga.
The swinefolk all surrounded me with heavy pats on my shoulders with their large, three fingered hands. Great, I’d inadvertently gotten myself into a drinking match with a pigman.
“I’ll have one drink,” I stated while exchanging a nervous look with Helga.
“Yes, one drink!” Gorban shouted, and then put the biggest mug of foul smelling black liquor I’d ever seen in front of me. “There! One drink!”
The swinefolk all cracked up laughing after that. I leaned over toward Helga, who tilted herself forward—epic cleavage—to whisper in my ear.
“If you faint from the drink, they’ll rob you in your sleep,” she warned.
Reticently, I picked up the oversized mug. The handle was so large it looked like I was a child holding it. My nostrils burned the moment I got a whiff of the aroma—odor would be a more accurate descriptor.
Gorban snorted loudly while nodding, then his friends did the same in a chorus of pig noises. I took one sip, and it took every ounce of free will I had not to spit it right out.
The stuff was like licorice flavored 190 proof grain alcohol, but with the texture of extra stout. It filled every crack and crevice of my mouth, and I didn’t want to look weak in front of Helga.
When I swallowed, my vision instantly blurred at the edges, and a hangover waved at me from the distant future. The after-taste had such a strong character that I’m pretty sure I heard voices. Don’t burp motherfucker, it said.
“Human swallowed!” Gorban cheered, then grabbed his own mug to clank it against mine.
The swinefolk guzzled their own drinks so fast that it leaked from the corners of their snouts, with gulps loud enough to be in an ASMR video.
“Helga, what the hell is this shit called?” I asked, taking another swig now that my mouth was numb to all sensation and I’d lost the ability to taste.
“I never knew,” Helga said with a shrug. “Hogan makes it, I serve it, and the Boarguls drink it.”
“If I’m drinking, you’re drinking,” I said while flipping another coin onto the bar. “Have something with me. Pick a girly drink if you want.”
“A girly drink?” she replied. “Hand that over.”
Helga swiped the mug from my hand, put it to her lips, and chugged it like water on a hot summer’s day. She slammed the mug down so hard the handle broke off, prompting the Boarguls to chuckle and sneer.
“Oh no you didn’t,” I said with widened eyes, already feeling the buzz hitting me. “Now we gotta arm wrestle, and whoever wins pays the next round.”
“Hah!” Helga chortled.
My honor had been challenged, and Gorban was all too amused.
“The human challenge orc! Orc girl accept! Orc girl rip human arm off!” he shouted.
“Brrrah!” his friends roared.
The rest of the tavern was watching us now, with the band growing more lively in their playing.
Determined to follow through, and feeling quite confident, I slammed my elbow onto the bar and wiggled my fingers, smirking at Helga.
“You are serious?” Helga looked taken aback, before getting down to get into position. “If I break your arm, it was your fault.”
We clasped our hands together, then immediately went for it. Helga’s eyes went wide the very instant I pushed, and her arm began to buckle. I grinned as the new strength I felt enabled me to put up a fight. We were stalemated right in the center.
“You’re strong,” said Helga. “But!”
Her arm flexed, and then she started forcing my hand back. Damn this woman had strength, and I was definitely caught off guard, but I needed to win. I put more effort in, feeling a desire to move whatever energy I had into that arm.
A tingling warmth suddenly followed my intention, it was remarkable. I had more strength to push her arm back, and now she was having to put more effort.
The Boarguls were beating the bar in tandem and taking out coin to bet on the winner, while Helga and I struggled against each other. I was seriously trying, but now so was she.
“That’s good Derrick, that’s very good,” Helga complimented. “But how long can you hold on?”
“If it means holding onto you, I’ll be here all day,” I flirted back.
Bruuuk! The tavern door swung open and hit the inside wall as three menacing men entered, prematurely ending the arm-wrestling match. Everyone became quiet as the obvious outsiders entered Hogan’s Hoggery, dressed in all black.
Two of the men were heavily armored with large swords hanging from their waists. The third one was a tall, bald figure who looked like some sort of Nosferatu. He had no hair, with pale skin and red eyes. And unlike his minions, he had two swords, not just one, with a flowing red cloak to go with it.
Helga looked at me meaningfully, then went back to serving drinks with a casual demeanor. I didn’t like the vibe from these guys, and turned around to mind my own business to the sound of slow, heavy boots behind me.
The two henchmen walked around the tavern, surveying and scrutinizing everything while their apparent leader went straight to the bar and leaned forward on it next to me.
“Teryll ale,” he said in a smooth, carefree tone.
Helga wiped a mug with a white rag, glaring at the man with disdain. “We don’t have that.”
“No?” he replied before standing up straight. “I don’t imagine you would. It was my favorite drink, back in my realm. Did you know there are others?”
Helga remained silent, and then the man turned to me.
“Did you?” he asked, before sniffing twice. “It smells like someone in here does. It smells like…aethereum.”




Chapter 4

I held still, my hand moving to rest on my lap not far from my holster. Gorban snorted loudly as he received another drink, and then other Boargul patrons started standing up with weapons held slack.
“Tavern for Boargul, not skinny winny,” Gorban grumbled.
“Truly?” the man looked at me quizzically before turning toward the swinefolk. “If this is a non-human establishment, why is this gentlemen sitting behind me?”
“Pale man drink, or pale man leave,” Gorban stated.
“If you three have no coin, you have no business here,” Helga affirmed.
The man reached into the breast pocket of his black vest and clutched a handful of something. He held his balled fist over the bar, then opened his hands and allowed four coins to fall with a clatter.
“Now then, that should buy me more than just a drink—it should buy me information,” he said.
Helga glanced at the coins, then glanced at me. These were the strange coins she spoke of, the coins from the strangers from out of a town. Or in this case: out of this world.
“Four coins is four questions,” said Helga before pouring me a cup of water.
“For your knowledge to come at such a premium, you must know a lot, am I right?” he said with a smug grin.
“Maybe,” said Helga before snatching one of the coins. “Now you have three questions.”
“I only need one,” the man replied, before stretching out his long arm to point at me with a long-nailed finger. “Where is he from?”
Gorban got up from his creaky stool, then squared up with the man. “Pale man point at human. Pale man threaten human. Human buy Gorban drink. Gorban snap pale man’s neck.”
The man leaned toward me and held up one finger. “Excuse me just a moment.”
With incredible swiftness, the man struck Gorban in his chest, sending the Boargul flying across the tavern and onto a table which promptly broke.
Helga quickly grabbed her mace, then swung it with all her might like a baseball bat. The man caught the business end with his bare hand, yanked it out of her hand, then knocked her against the back shelving with a single poke of his hand.
Bottles and flagons fell down on top of her, along with the entire shelf, which really pissed me off.
I drew my gun, aimed it at the man’s head then moved back a couple steps.
“Get out,” I said.
The man’s eyes widened with interest. “How fascinating…that doesn’t look like a weapon I’ve seen in this world. You’re not from this world either, are you?”
My heart was pounding, and my gut was so hot it could have melted out of my body and through the floor. Shooting at beasts was one thing, but the adrenaline rush of confronting an agent of Matroxus was another thing entirely.
I steeled my nerves as best I could, and forced myself to make peace with the fact that someone was probably going to have to die today. My Expertise activated, and suddenly the supreme focus I’d been gifted by Sevantrix began to rein in my nervousness.
“Leave now, or I use this thing,” I warned.
The Boarguls charged in, and the two minions who came with this guy drew their black blades and engaged them.
“Go ahead, use it,” he goaded.
Shit. A split second of hesitation was all it took for him to move out of the way as I pulled the trigger, missing the shot and shattering an inactive lantern across the tavern.
The loud bang alerted everyone else, while the man dashed across the room at inhuman speeds—I couldn’t get a bead on him.
He fled out of the tavern, leaving his two minions behind to take on a dozen Boarguls on their own…and they were winning. A full on brawl had broken out, and one of the swinefolk had been cut down.
Helga, who was covered in spilled booze, jumped over the bar and retrieved her mace.
“I’ll bash his skull in!” she roared before getting ready to charge.
“No!” I shouted, before putting my arm out to block her path before pointing at Gorban and his friends. “Help them!” 
Helga looked furious, with a large vein protruding from her temple. But when she saw the tavern being wrecked by the fight, she went after them instead.
It was time to put this strength to the test. I upended a stool, ripped a leg off it, and decided to use it as a club. Then, the craziest thing happened: my body knew what to do. My Expertise was in control now, transmuting the power I had into an ability to fight.
I ran over with a club in one hand, and a gun in the other, my mind cleared of the fear to actually use it lethally. I hit one of the minions in the head with club, which got him to turn around just as I fired a shot at point blank range into his chest cavity.
He looked down at the gun, then back up at me, then swung his sword anyway. Helga blocked it her mace, but the power of the swing was such that it forced her to hit me with the handle. I dropped the gun, and my makeshift club as my ears rung from the impact.
“Derrick!” she called out in concern.
I staggered back, realizing instantly that these guys were strong. The man I’d shot was still standing, and from what I could tell wasn’t even bleeding. He took a step toward me, then ate a mace in the face from Helga’s follow-up swing.
The guy dropped his sword, which is when I scrambled to recover it before he could. My pistol got kicked away in the scuffle, but at least I had a weapon. I’d never wielded a sword in my life, but in the three seconds it took me to need it, my Expertise funneled my fighting ability into muscle memory for melee weapons—at the cost of the physical strength I had before.
All I wanted to do was run this guy through, and with Helga’s help I did just that. The man’s body felt dense as I stabbed him, far more than what I imagined a person should be.
With the sword stuck in his chest, Helga bashed it the rest of the way in with her mace and sent him to the floor. Meanwhile Gorban swung his axe down to enter into a blade bind with the second minion while all of his buddies piled onto him.
They overwhelmed him like savages, but the man kept fighting back. It took a good yank, but I got the sword out of the now-downed henchman. Some of the Boarguls broke away from Gorban in order to mercilessly maul the one Helga and I just brought down—to make sure he stayed dead.
With nowhere left for the other minion to run, he was brutalized next while the band just kept playing happy music. I was definitely giving them a tip for that.
The Boarguls cheered with their weapons held high, then went over to their fallen friend to pull him back up. I thought he was dead, but apparently swinefolk had so much fat and meat on their frames it was only a flesh-wound.
“Holy shit,” I breathed, in complete shock at what just transpired.  “That was—”
“A good time!” Helga blurted out with a toothy smile before pulling me into a tight hug.
My back cracked three times when she did that. At least her tits were a lovely cushion on my torso.
“I gotta find my—where’s my gun?”
Sliding chairs and tables aside, I went on the hunt for my pistol when another problem came walking into the tavern: an Entropic.




Chapter 5

The creature was as tall as a man, and as wide as the door it came in. It walked upon four powerful legs ending in black clawed fingers. It’s body was a kind of red, almost scaly skin, with hard skin flaps fanning out in a threat display. Spikes protruded from its spine, ending in a tail that was made of fire.
Its lower jaw was longer than its short upper snout, revealing massive teeth punctuated by the glowing red eyes just above its mouth. It was topped off by large curved horns, resembling a cross between a demon and some kind of reptile.
To behold it was terrifying, and it was staring straight at me.
Although I’d never seen one in person, from the descriptions I’ve been given by Nadia, this one was called a Mauler.
“Invader beast!” Gorban shouted. “Humans run, we kill!”
“No!” I replied. “We need to lead it outside. Find a back door!”
“We have no back door,” said Helga as she clutched her mace and held it up in front of her.
A quick glance around the tavern confirmed that the windows were too small for anybody to climb out either. The band gathered toward the rear where a barricaded wooden door led upstairs, but not outside.
Meanwhile the other Boarguls were overturning tables and going feral at the sight of the Entropic.
“Oh,” I said. “Well…shit.”
The beast growled with twitching lips before roaring loud enough to fling saliva from its mouth. I held the sword I acquired up, then took off my backpack and carefully set it on a table while keeping an eye out for my gun.
Entropics were well documented by the DPD, and I knew that this one wasn’t going to die by anything less than a fatal blow to the head.
“I’ll open a portal, we can send it outside,” I said. “Everybody else—”
“Kill!” Gorban shouted before he and his buddies charged at it.
Helga released a feral cry of her own before going in from the side. The Boarguls found out quickly that Entropic hides weren’t exactly easy to cut.
The Mauler swiped violently, and one of the Boarguls was brought down by its claws before Gorban himself was backhanded away onto the floor. The thing trampled about, probably weighing as much as a horse all on its own.
“For the love of—you’re gonna get yourselves killed!” I shouted before holding my palm up and calling the grass outside into my mind.
I wanted this thing out, fast. We were in too tight a space to fight it without getting wrecked. With a few seconds focus, the portal opened in the middle of the tavern, and that was something that captured everyone’s attention.
Shatter grew hot in my pocket to the point of becoming distracting—it was detcted up aethereum, so I took it out. I quickly turned to see blue streams of aethereum come out of the dead minions and merge with the shard. The earlier bit I’d chipped off grew back, then the heat faded.
The Entropic instantly turned its attention toward me, only to get bashed in the head by Helga’s mace. That stunned it—briefly. Now it was pissed off.
The Mauler went after Helga, who dove off to the side while its head smashed into a fireplace. The Boarguls pursued the Mauler from behind, but its fiery tale ignited them on contact.
The agonized squeals of the affected swinefolk was not the sort of bacon I wanted cooking that day. They scattered about, setting the rest of the place ablaze on contact.
“Everybody out!” I shouted. “Use the portal!”
The Mauler angrily lashed its tail around, setting fire to tables, decorations, and curtains. The Boarguls were forced to flee the flames, while Helga kept looking between me and the battle she was clearly lusting for.
I was done waiting for her, so I ran across the tavern and grabbed Helga by her wrist. The woman had some heft to her, so pulling her with me wasn’t the easiest thing to do.
“Helga, come on!”
At that moment, I saw my pistol underneath a table. I handed the sword to Helga, then crouched down to grab it. Amidst the squeals and snorts of swinefolk, I took aim with the gun and unloaded the entire magazine into the Mauler’s hide.
Not only did that get the Entropic’s attention, but the Boarguls were now paying attention too. With Helga in tow, I grabbed my backpack and ran through the portal, appearing outside of the tavern in the adjacent grassy field.
Billowing smoke rose from the tavern as the fire grew out of control, and I ran with Helga a good twenty feet away from the portal itself to make room for what would inevitably come out.
My instincts were proven correct when Gorban came flying out after being rammed by the Mauler, which came out shortly after. The portal overloaded after that, and collapsed once the Entropic beast came through.
“Helga, the sword,” I said.
She handed it to me while I tucked my gun into the holster, knowing that firearms had no effect on this thing.
Gorban groaned while laying on his back, his arms splayed out on the grass while Helga started circling the Mauler. It didn’t pay attention to her however, with its demonic eyes firmly fixated on me.
“Derrick, it will charge,” Helga warned as her green orc skin continued to drip from the alcohol that had been spilled on it.
“I gotta stab it in the mouth, it’s too tough to cut,” I said.
“When it comes, I will crush its skull,” Helga declared with bared teeth.
It wasn’t me the thing was after, it wanted Shatter. Entropics always hunted aethereum, and I was carrying something full of it. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out the shard and held it up. The beast immediately roared.
“You want this?” I baited. “Come get it!”
The Mauler dug its claws into the soil, then charged straight for me. I pointed my sword right at it, bracing myself as all my Expertise devoted itself to my physical strength.
“Derrick, evade!” Helga shouted.
Within seconds of her warning, the Mauler leapt into the air with its claws outstretched. There was no way I was about to tank that, so I dove out of the way as it landed where I once stood. Helga ran over and attacked it, knocking its head from side to side before ducking beneath its swipe.
I discarded my backpack, got back to my feet and tried to stab it right underneath its ribcage, but the blade only pierced partway in before its fiery tail lashed at me from the side.
“Agh!” I screamed as my entire right sleeve burned right off my now-exposed arm.
Helga jammed her mace into its mouth, preventing a bite just before she jumped up and onto its back, grabbing its horns for stability.
“Kill it Derrick!”
This damn orc-woman, she was trying to choke the thing out. While Helga wrestled it, the monster violently tried to shake her off, giving me the only chance I had.
With my arm stinging, I tried to impale it through its neck, but its hardened hide deflected the blade toward its face. It spun around, but this time I leaped into the air and went over it. I charged again, plunging the sword into its side before it knocked me away.
The Mauler wailed and roared while Helga continued wrestling it, but the beast still wasn’t dead, and I was running out of weapons. Helga got thrown off, flying through the air and landing right on me.
Normally I’d be more than happy to have Helga’s on top of me, but the woman was both heavy and drenched in a combination of alcohol and sweat. I rolled her over, looking up at the Mauler which had enough dexterity to reach back and pull the sword out of its side.
Black blood dripped out of it, and its snarling face was looking right at me.
“Derrick,” said Helga. “Unless you intend to mate in the midst of battle, get off me.”
Whoops. I was quick to stand, pulling her by her hand up to her feet while we stepped backward as the Mauler slowly prowled toward us with something resembling a smile.
“Damn it,” I cursed while drawing my Bowie knife.
“Do you have any more of those?” asked Helga.
I gave Helga my knife instead of leaving her unarmed, then reloaded my pistol as fast as I could.
“Got any crazy orc techniques? I’m fresh out of ideas,” I admitted.
“Kassandre…” Helga breathed while looking past me.
“What?” I asked in confusion.
“Kassandre!” she enthused.
A blue bolt of magic flew from my left, and hit the Mauler with such force that it was knocked onto its side as a portion of its red flesh was sundered.
I turned to see the source of the magic, and saw a red-haired elf woman in a purple bodice dashing across the grass with another blue bolt in her hand. She leapt through the air far further than even I could jump at full strength, then landed right beside Helga and I.
The Mauler stood up, and Kassandre summoned a second magic bolt in her other hand.
“Stay back PlanesWatcher,” said the elven Aethereal. “This one is mine.”




Chapter 6

The Mauler returned to all fours, its jaw dripping with salivating rage before it stalked around us. Kassandra ducked her head down then bounded forward with her arms out to her sides, blue magic hovering in front of her palms.
She flung one bolt at the creature, striking it straight in the shoulder before throwing the second at its face. The Entropic Mauler avoided the hit to the face by collapsing its front limbs, but was knocked into a tumbling roll.
It recovered quickly, but while it was busy with Kassandre, Helga and I exchanged a look.
“Weapons?” I asked.
“Weapons,” she affirmed with a nod.
We both ran, and she got her mace back while I got back the black sword after holstering my pistol. Kassandra flipped over the monster’s head, throwing two bolts down simultaneously before landing behind it.
The beast flinched as chunks of its hide were blown off, then whipped its fire tail to send a cascade of flame toward her. Kassandra’s eyes widened as she was almost caught off guard, summoning a blue shield around her body just in time to be knocked off her feet.
“Let’s go!” I yelled, charging ahead with Helga at the beast while its back was still turned.
Kassandra held her palm up, and sent a crackling bolt that the Mauler dodged. It got close enough to bite her arm, which had the blue shield outlining it, but it was handling her roughly trying to bite through to her skin.
“Get off!” Helga screamed, before sticking her mace right into one of its open wounds.
The Mauler let go of Kassandre and whined loudly into the air, I followed suit by plunging the blade into the open cavity near its shoulder, impaling it straight through toward the neck.
Both of us got knocked away by its violent thrashing, with me having turned the Maulers body into a pincushion. It swiped at its own neck trying to remove it, but the sword was behind the shoulder joint so it couldn’t reach.
Kassandra jumped back to her feet, summoned two more bolts that she combined into one, holding it over her head before launching it forward like a missile of magic. Blue energy washed over its head, bursting into crackling bolts that removed whatever remained of its face and throat.
The Entropic Mauler fell down dead, its dense body loudly flattening the grass beneath it with a heavy ‘thud’. After a quiet pause, a large tendril of aethereum suddenly shot out of its body and was sucked sucked into Shatter.
Helga held her axe over her head and shouted triumphantly, before pulling me into a crushing hug in celebration.
“Derrick the PlanesWatcher, stabber of demons!” she cheered.
Kassandra carefully circled the carcass, then took a deep breath before looking out into the tree line like she was searching for another threat. When none came, she stepped over the body just as Helga released me.
“Your arm is wounded,” said the elf, who I only now had the time to really look over.
Aside from her long red hair and blue eyes, her thighs were also bare, as her bodice connected to a skirt-like loin leather to conceal her girly bits. Talk about legs, and her brown laced boots almost went up to her knees.
If only I had time to appreciate it, because my arm was bubbling up from second-degree burns.
I was so hopped up on adrenaline and the rush of the situation I hadn’t noticed just how bad my arm prickled and stung.
“Damn,” I said as I dropped the sword. “That’s actually a bit serious. I have to get back to Earth and get it treated.”
“No need PlanesWatcher, I have a third level Expertise. Give me your hand,” she said.
Wincing with pain and discomfort, I gave her my hand as she closed her eyes and became enveloped by a green glow. I watched in amazement as my burn bubbles shrank in real-time, with the redness vanishing like ink being erased.
Kassandre could heal.
“Holy crap,” I said. “Thanks.”
She nodded courteously before looking over at the tavern—it was ruined. Gorban was still unconscious, and I had no idea if any of the other patrons had escaped or were caught inside. My portal had since closed, and for all I knew everyone in there had either suffocated or burned to death.
The realization brought anger as well as regret. Friggin’ Boarguls, why couldn’t they have just run when I told them to? The high proof of the alcohol within suddenly ignited, an explosion burst out of the windows and sent plumes of smoke over the roof.
“I’ll check the stables for the Dire Hyenas,” Helga offered with a strong pat on my back. “Do not mourn those who died fighting, we should all hope to be as lucky as them.”
Orc logic.
While Helga made off for the stables, Kassandre backed away from me and picked up my sword.
“This is an Entropic weapon. It needs to be purified by the goddess,” she said.
I noticed that Kassandre had a short sword of her own, secured horizontally behind her back.
“Why didn’t you use yours?” I asked.
“Maulers are resistant to blades, but vulnerable to magic,” she replied. “That one was the strongest I’ve seen.”
“Nadia said it was getting worse in her world too,” I said before realizing I was lacking in manners. “I’m Derrick.”
“I know who you are PlanesWatcher,” she said with a stoic gaze. “I am Kassandre, and I am the Aethereal protector of Brighthelm. We should return to the forest, we are too exposed here.”
“Sure,” I agreed. “I need to get back to Earth anyway.”
I was about to summon a portal, but Kassandre had other ideas. She touched my arm and held gently held onto it, staring deeply into my eyes.
“Your shard took all of the aethereum. Will you stay a while? I need a Devotion before you leave, and I would prefer it if nobody was watching,” she said.
My dick did a quick backflip when I realized what she wanted from me.
“You’re asking me to level you up?”
“I am,” she said with a nod.
“To tell you the truth, I’ve never done it before,” I admitted with a chuckle.
“Oh?” Kassandre tilted her head. “The goddess told me how it works, it should be quite easy.”
“She didn’t exactly explain it to me in detail, only that I have to do it through sex,” I replied, glancing at her cleavage.
Kassandre blushed slightly. She crossed her arms and turned her head in response to my crude description.
“It’s not sex PlanesWatcher, it is a sacred ritual…involving orgasm,” she explained with increasingly red cheeks.
“Uh huh,” I replied, averting my eyes with an amused smirk.
“So will you do it?” she asked with insistence.
I looked Kassandre from head to toe, already knowing I was definitely sticking around if it meant I got to have sex with an elf.
“I will, but…you can’t be weird about it,” I said.
“Weird?” she replied.
“Yeah,” I said. “If you really don’t wanna do it, we can try finding another way to draw out your aethereum.”
“I do want to do it!” she protested loudly before regaining her composure and speaking calmly. “I never claimed I wouldn’t enjoy it.” 
Sweet.
“Right. Okay. Cool.”




Chapter 7

Helga returned with three hyenas the size of horses, all saddled and ready to go.
“The beasties have been well trained,” Helga commented.
The hyena shook its head with a bit of an animalistic cackle, pushing its giant paws firmly into the ground.
“Yeah…I can’t ride one of those,” I said. “I rode a mini-pony at a kid’s birthday party once, but a guy was leading it around.”
“Your Expertise will give you the knowledge you need,” said Kassandre.
I snapped my fingers and pointed at her. “You know what, I completely forgot I could do that. You’re right. But what about Gorban?”
“The Boargul slumbers,” said Helga. “And he is wounded.”
“I will heal him,” said Kassandre, shortly before heading over to treat him.
While the hyena mounts whooped and cackled, Helga grabbed a skin of water hanging from the nearest one’s saddle, then poured it over her head to rinse herself clean of the booze clinging to her skin.
I watched the water cascade over her body, wanting to lick her clean myself. She noticed me looking, but didn’t seem at all bothered as she strapped the skin back onto the saddle.
“About the tavern…” I began.
“Don’t concern yourself, I will deal with Hogan later,” Helga blurted out.
“I’ve got plenty of gold. If you need help, just say the word,” I offered.
Helga took a quick breath, then stood right in front of me with a reverential stare. “Derrick Jameson, today you showed me not only kindness, but bravery and honor. Were it not for you, I might still be in that tavern.”
Well shucks. That was high praise coming from an orc.
“Come on Helga, we’ve known each other too long for me to just let you die.”
Helga propped her mace down on the ground, resting her hand on the bottom of the handle. “I wish to join you in your travels Derrick. I will slay your enemies, and pledge to give my life protecting you.”
From the solemn look on her face, I knew she was serious. Orcs never joked about that kind of stuff, not when honor was on the line.
“Helga…where I’m going, and what I have to do…it’ll be dangerous. What we fought today isn’t even the worst they have.”
“Good!” Helga nodded happily. “There needs to be some chance of death to make it interesting.”
I held my hands up in resignation. “Alright Helga, you can come with us. But don’t do anything reckless just for glory’s sake.”
“You ask for much, but I will try,” she replied.
“The Boargul is healed, but I also think he is drunk,” said Kassandre as she rejoined us. “He will not wake for some time. Do we leave him?”
“Leave him,” said Helga. “There’s another mount in the stable. He’ll find his way home.”
“Wow. Helga you’re a savage,” I teased.
“A savage?” Helga repeated with a big smile. “You flatter me.”
Kassandre smiled ever so slightly, then went to her chosen mount. “The sun will set soon. My sanctuary is an afternoon’s march away from here.”
“Alright, but first I gotta improve my Expertise,” I said before stepping away from Helga and the hyenas. “You might wanna stand back for this.”
Taking Shatter out of my pocket, I summoned the vision of Sevantrix’s realm nearly instantly—my portal ability had improved. With a gust of pressure and wind the portal opened, and there I saw the goddess standing with a proud smile.
Helga stared with a wide eyed look of astonishment, while Kassandre immediately went down to kneel.
“Goddess!” Kassandre uttered with her head bowed down.
My chest swelled with a feeling of accomplishment, and Sevantrix was as stunning as ever, though it looked like she was showing a little more cleavage than usual.
“Sevantrix…” I said.
“Hello PlanesWatcher,” she greeted. “Kassandre, you need not bow before me. Please stand.”
Kassandre did so with obvious reticence, keeping her head slightly bowed in respect.
“This is the woman who bestowed your strength?” asked Helga.
“She is—except for the portals. I was born with that,” I said to Helga before addressing the goddess. “Sevantrix, I have more aethereum. Will it be enough?”
I held up the shard, which floated out of my hand and through the portal. Sevantrix took it, siphoned a blue light out of it, then levitated it back to me.
“Yes PlanesWatcher, this will do. Behold the spoils of your efforts,” she held up her palm and projected the light into my chest.
I felt…something…but I didn’t have the words to describe the sensation beyond a sense like all the water in my body was rippling.
“It is done,” said Sevantrix. “You have ascended to level two. You have gained the ability to channel your Expertise into any two aspects of your being that you desire, and the power of each will be greater.”
“And what about…you know, the other thing?” I asked.
Sevantrix understood, showing that hint of mischief I saw the first time she explained the Devotion Point to me.
“Kassandre’s Expertise is level three. To progress further, she will require three servings of your seed. Or two, if you devote all of your Expertise to that one purpose,” the goddess explained. “The stronger your level, the less you will need to expend…unless you prefer to take your time.”
“You have a magic cock?” Helga asked me with a bewildered face.
“I do now,” I replied with a chuckle.
“Forgive me goddess,” Kassandre interjected. “But does it make a difference where I take it?”
Sevantrix shook her head benignly.
“Why does that matter?” Helga wondered, giving Kassandre the side-eye.
Kassandre put her hands on her hips in response. “I cannot be expected to spread my legs for him every time. If time is short, I will use my mouth instead.”
This just kept getting better and better. A blowjob from a gorgeous elf? Hell yeah!
“You may service him, although you will find it far more rewarding to receive his seed inside you. And, I have another gift for you,” Sevantrix spoke while pointing at the dead Mauler’s body. “A new armor, made from the Entropic’s hide.”
The body of the beast became encased in white light, then flew over to engulf my own with no sign of the carcass left behind. With a bright flash, I now stood adorned in a badass looking red armor set made from the creature’s tough skin.
The Entropic sword no longer had a black blade either, it was shimmering like any steel I’d ever seen.
“Thank you Sevantrix. This is awesome,” I said.
Helga stood there looking a little left out, so I took my satchel of gold coins and offered it to her. “Here Helga, it’s yours.”
“Mine?” Helga took it skeptically. “Why?”
“To buy whatever weapon you want when we get to the next town,” I said. “There’s more where that came from.”
“My sanctuary has a weaponeer,” Kassandre spoke with a cordial smile. “You will not be unprotected.”
Helga looked down at her commoner’s outfit, then smiled at the both of us.
“I must tend to my burdens,” said Sevantrix as a flash of red went off in the distance behind her. “PlanesWatcher, there is a Carnifex in Brighthelm, and he must be slain before you have the power to reach Nadia.”
“A Carnifex?” I said. “Where?”
“Only you can find him,” she said. “But he, along with those in other realms are responsible for keeping the Aethereals separated. Vanquish the Carnifex of each world, and you will be able to step into my realm.”
“Your realm? What happens then?” I asked.
Sevantrix narrowed her eyes into something resembling sultry. “Then, you will use your Expertise on me, and we will have the means to destroy Matroxus.”
The portal snapped shut after that, leaving Kassandre and Helga to gawk at me with open mouths. They weren’t the only ones who were gobsmacked, I could scarcely contain myself. If I’d just heard correctly, I was gonna be balls-deep in Sevantrix after I progressed enough.
If motivation had a level, mine was maximum.




Chapter 8

The Dire Hyenas had a fairly cushioned stride, with their big paws making little sound. Helga stared at me as we rode side by side through the forest, while Kassandre rode ahead of us in order to lead the way.
Being looked at so intensely by her was starting to make me smile involuntarily.
“What?” I finally asked with a chuckle.
“I can smell the lust on you,” Helga remarked.
Her accusation made me laugh. She wasn’t wrong either. I’d been staring at Kassandre’s back the whole ride, which was also a good way to avoid staring at Helga’s massive green breasts.
“Sex doesn’t come easy in my world, and I haven’t had time for a girlfriend in years,” I admitted.
“Hmph,” Helga looked at me with skepticism. “Your godwoman seems as eager to mate as you are.”
“Both of you, enough,” said Kassandre with her back still turned. “Again, it isn’t sex, it’s a divine gift—one that will give me greater power.”
“Power at the tip of his cock!” Helga retorted. “Kassandre, he’s going to be inside you. It’s sex.”
“Such lecherous thoughts are typical of an orc,” said Kassandre.
“And your preoccupation with purity is just like an elf,” Helga replied with a churlish expression. “Derrick, what is that word you Earth humans use to describe orgasms?”
“We call it cumming,” I answered with restrained depravity.
“Ah yes,” Helga looked back at Kassandre deviously. “If Derrick pulls it out and cums on the ground, your power stays the same. Will it count as sex then?”
“He will not be pulling out,” Kassandre blurted out sternly.
This conversation needed to stop, I was getting extremely horny and Helga wasn’t helping.
“Ladies, can we talk about something other than my dick?” I requested.
“What’s a dick?” asked Helga.
“The same thing as a cock,” I replied.
“Then why not call it that?” she responded.
“It’s less vulgar.”
Helga laughed. “Where you’re going to put it is very vulgar!”
Kassandre snapped her head around and looked at us disapprovingly. “It is not vulgar. It is perfectly groomed, clean, and tight.”
“Tight?” Helga scoffed. “Orcs are tighter.”
“My pants are getting tighter,” I stated. “So let’s drop it.”
“You want to drop your pants here?” asked Helga.
“I mean change the subject,” I said.
“So be it Derrick. I will stop teasing Kassandre about using your cock to ‘cum’ in her ‘tight’—”
“Silence!” Kassandre hissed with an alert gaze into the forest. “Something is here.”
All three of us stopped our mounts. I drew my sword, and Helga pulled her mace up from a sling on the side of her hyena. I devoted my two degrees of Expertise from hyena riding, to my hearing as well as my sight.
Kassandre was right, something was watching us, but I couldn’t see what it was through the brush.
A red ball of fiery energy came through the foliage, heading right toward me.
“PlanesWatcher!” Kassandre shouted.
My hyena was struck in the head and killed before I even had time to evade, knocking me off my mount and onto the forest floor. Helga and Kassandre jumped off theirs and dismissed the beasts with a loud trilling sound, causing them to flee the scene.
An Entropic emerged from the thickets: a demonic humanoid being with onyx skin, a bony exoskeleton, and horns to match. I knew nothing of this one; the DPD didn’t share any files describing it.
All three of us dove out of the way as the steed charged, Kassandra went into an evasive roll and recovering to her feet instantly. She hurled a magic bolt at the creature, who intercepted it with a red blast of its own, exploding between us with a burst of heat and flame.
Kassandra was knocked down, while I remained steadfast in my remarkably durable armor made from Mauler hide. I put my Expertise into my strength, along with my speed, feeling instantly empowered in the process.
Helga charged in first, but I was fast enough to pass her and thrust my sword straight at the Entropic. It threw another fireball, striking me directly in the chest. I stumbled back, but the armor was made from a creature that was naturally fire resistant thanks to its tail.
I smiled in relief, then Helga knocked the Entropic’s extended arm down before hitting it in the chest to knock it on its ass. It’s exoskeleton however, was more than resistant to her mace. Kassandre re-entered the fight, hurling magic bolts that landed true, but it got back up relatively unharmed.
Devoting my speed to power I tried to finish it off with a hacking downward slash, but then the monster completely ignited itself into an aura of flame, forcing all of us to back away.
With an echoing laugh, the Entropic turned to face us with a devilish smile and glowing red eyes. The forest beneath it caught fire, spreading its conflagration to the surrounding trees. None of us could get close.
“No!” Kassandre screamed.
I already understood: the forest was not only where Kassandre lived, but it was under her protection as an elf. The Entropic rejoiced in this, taking slow, deliberate steps towards the three of us with its menacing glare.




Chapter 9

Kassandre launched more blue magic at the Entropic, but her spell dissipated on contact with its auric flame. Other than a minor push of its torso, it didn’t show any signs of distress while walking toward us.
“That can’t be normal,” I said.
“It’s not,” Kassandre seethed. “Magic cannot be stopped by flame. This is Entropic sorcery.”
“I’m gonna bash him in the head and see how that goes,” Helga growled.
“Helga, wait,” I said.
She didn’t wait. Helga charged at the thing and swung her mace at its head, which it blocked with a bony forearm. Some of its black exoskeleton pieces broke off, the flame on them extinguishing once they were separated from its body.
It tried to grab her next. Helga parried with the mace but the strike broke the handle, leaving her with little more than a burned stump of wood in her hand.
“Helga, move!” I shouted.
The Entropic grabbed Helga by the throat, and the world began to move in slow motion. I sprinted at them, watching flames slowly creep from the Entropic’s hand to envelop her neck, face, and torso. I closed the distance within a split second, far beyond my normal limits with full Expertise fueling it.
I refused to let it end this way, and brought my sword down as hard as I could onto its outstretched arm, severing it completely.
Helga fell back after that, in a condition that would have killed any normal human. The Entropic staggered backward, now short a left arm. Kassandre pounced immediately after, then threw the strongest magic bolt she could to blast it with enough concussive force to tip it onto its back.
“Shit!” I cursed while looking at Helga’s burnt face and throat. “Kassandre you gotta help her.”
“I can help her PlanesWatcher, but I cannot help you. You must face it alone,” she said.
No sooner than she said that did the Entropic sit up like a mummy rising from a tomb. It rose slowly to its feet, as did I.
“Now I’m pissed,” I said as Kassandre started to invoke her regenerative powers on Helga.
I put all my Expertise into simple thought and observation, which is when a realization clicked in my mind. The monster was slow with its flame aura, and wasn’t throwing any projectiles.
That told me two things: it had to sacrifice range and speed for power and protection. Magic couldn’t harm it, and blunt forces were blocked by its bones. I on the other hand, had a sword. I could cut it to pieces.
I glanced down one more time and saw Helga’s burnt skin slowly recover, but she was wincing in pain.
“She will be all right, now go!” Kassandre urged.
With my Expertise going right into my reflexes and strength, I paced toward the Entropic at the same speed it was moving. It dropped its fire field right as I got within melee range, then swiped at me with its claws.
I ducked beneath it, then slashed upward, hitting hard bone on its arm without cutting it off. My edge alignment could have been better, but I wasn’t done yet. I thrust the blade forward in a lunge, wounding the Entropic with a stab to its chest.
Rather than register any damage being taken, it cackled at me before throwing a fireball at point blank range, aiming for my face.
My reflexes allowed me to tilt my neck—barely in time—to let the projectile miss and hit another tree behind me. As wildfires raged around us, I strafed to the side and tried to chop into its neck, but it brought its aura up at the last second.
Forced to back away, I held my sword out in front of me, breathing in hot air as I tried to find an opening to take its head off. Then it came to me: Kassandre.
“Kassandre, I need magic on my sword,” I said.
“What?” she replied.
“Hit me with a bolt, now!” I shouted.
Kassandre looked at Helga, then looked at me. “I can’t heal and attack at the same time.”
“Do it, quick!” I urged.
She cast a bolt right at my blade, which I caught on the flat. My sword became enveloped by the energy, heating the blade to a red hot state. I put the full measure of my Expertise into my physical strength, then swung the blade across as hard as I could.
“Rah!” I roared.
I felt a bit of resistance, then nothing as my sword travelled through the Entropic’s neck and out the other side, beheading it. The head dropped first, then the flame aura, then the rest of its body.
Within a second, aethereum rose from its body, forcing me to take out Shatter as fast as I could. The power was absorbed into the shard, making it a little bigger and thicker
The day was won, but my sword was mangled and warped—useless. I still had my bowie knife and pistol, but our biggest melee weapons were busted, and we’d be screwed if another one of those things appeared.
Thankfully, Helga had been healed, but one of the straps to her top had been burned off, leaving it hanging by just one. She was covered, but major boobage regardless. She didn’t look happy about it either.
“I lost my weapon…and the fight. That was shameful,” Helga said bitterly.
I helped Helga to her feet, looked at my warped blade one more time then tossed it to the ground. The forest fire had consumed what was left in our immediate vicinity, vanishing at the same moment the Entropic died.
What remained were black charred trees, smoldering embers, and gray smoke. The sun had dropped to the point of twilight, leaving an overcast sky that rendered everything a dreary color.
“Well, our ride is gone,” I said.
Kassandre shook her head, then trilled once again. The two remaining Dire Hyenas answered with a whooping laugh of their own, running back toward us from behind the fog of war.
“How’d you know they were still out there?” I asked.
“Dire Hyenas will wait for a conflict to end so they can feed on the remains. They are scavengers,” Kassandre explained.
“It’s getting late,” said Helga.
“How far is the sanctuary?” I asked.
“It will be after dark before we arrive,” Kassandre replied. “We will be vulnerable.”
“Then let’s move quickly,” Helga blurted out before getting onto her mount. “Ride with me Derrick.”
“Wait,” I said as an idea came to mind. “Kassandre, do you have any pictures of your sanctuary, drawings?”
“A locket of my home tree, yes.”
“Let me see it,” I requested.
“Why?” she asked.
“If I can see it, I can portal to it,” I explained.
Helga and Kassandre exchanged a wide-eyed glance, then Kassandre immediately produced a golden locket with spiral vines etched onto its oval surface.
I popped it open, and saw a sepia colored painting so detailed and vivid I would have taken it for an old photograph. Using my Expertise to boost my imagination, I pictured it in front of me, then reached ahead and turned my hand like it was clasping a doorknob.
When it actually worked, and the portal opened, Helga clapped loudly and cheered. Kassandre gawked at the portal, then took her locket back as I grinned at her.
“One express ticket to the sanctuary,” I said proudly.
“PlanesWatcher…” Kassandre spoke quietly. “You save us yet again. It will not go unpaid.”
With an acknowledging nod I took Helga’s hand, being pulled up like I didn’t weight anything. She had me sit behind her, holding onto her wide waist while she leaned against me.
“Hold on tight,” she said.
And with that last instruction, Kassandre got onto her mount right after. With a kick on the side of our mounts, we rode forward into the portal and vanished out of the charred woods.




Chapter 10

As it turns out, Kassandre’s sanctuary was an entire village built into the forest. The carpentry was beautiful, impeccable, and absolutely mesmerizing.
Vines twisted up large trees, with some of them curved into decorative spirals. Flowers and leaves of every color grew out of the bark, with spiral ramps carved into the side of them, with adjacent canopies having been bent and tied into bridges and other walkways.
On the ground level there were huts made of stone with roofs made from fallen branches and twigs. These structures formed a long alley between an archway of trees bowing toward each other.
I didn’t see any tree stumps or signs of deforestation—they achieved all of this by using nature as their architecture, leaving everything alive. Dirt paths weaved throughout the sanctuary, and I saw a running water system using something like bamboo piping using gravity to divert it from a nearby river.
While I was busy appreciating elven design, my hands were more than happy to get more of Helga into them. I wrapped my arms further around her waist, resting my palms on the top of her thighs nearest to her hips.
“Hmph,” Helga voiced.
She wiggled her booty right against my crotch in response.
I took that as a good sign.
Despite all of the structures present, I didn’t hear any noises other than a hammer striking metal in one of the stone huts. Everyone must have been in the trees, or they were making a point to be quiet.
“We are being watched,” said Helga.
Even without seeing anyone, I knew she was telling the truth. My Expertise was sent to my senses, making me feel like all eyes were on us. If we had come without Kassandre, chances are there’d have been some kind of fanfare—the dangerous kind.
“My tree is this way,” said Kassandre.
We headed left onto a dirt path curving around rows of blue gardens where a massively thick tree awaited us. We dismounted the Dire Hyenas, then tied them to a large branch wrapping around the tree.
The spiral ramp was a bit of a hike, but once we got up top there was an entire network of hammocks and abodes carved into the tree itself. Kassandre led us around the back side where an ornate wooden door served as the entrance to a little elven residence.
No living room, no kitchen, no bathroom. The only thing in there was a bed, a metal-framed wooden trunk, and a lantern that had a handful of glowing incandescent worms crawling around inside it.
The worms were so bright it could have easily surpassed an actual flame, and their movements caused a psychedelic rippling effects on the interior walls.
“This is a luxurious space,” said Helga.
“Luxurious?” I uttered incredulously. “There’s just a bed and some places to put things!”
“The forest provides everything I need, elves do not hoard things in big box houses as humans do,”Kassandre replied.
“My home is in a cave,” Helga stated.
Looking down at the bed, I had to address the biggest issue I was seeing.
“So, where do we sleep?” I asked.
“On the bed,” Kassandre replied.
“All three of us? We’re supposed to fit on this little thing?” I objected.
Kassandre looked confused. “Where else would we sleep?”
I didn’t have an answer.
“It’ll do I suppose,” I conceded.
“Don’t mate on top of me,” Helga said with a wagging finger.
“I wasn’t planning to,” I retorted.
“Helga, do you truly need to be present for that?” asked Kassandre.
Helga smiled mischievously. “Why not? Isn’t it a sacred ritual? Elves pray in public, why not this?”
Kassandre blushed with a flustered face. “The PlanesWatcher is a private Devotion Point.”
“His ‘point’ will be ‘devoting’ itself into your privates!” Helga taunted.
Kassandre closed her eyes and balled her fists, her eyebrow twitching slightly. “I don’t want you to see it, alright? Go outside and find an apple tree—something.”
Helga put a hand on her hip and laughed. “You mean you want to do it right now?”
My eyes kept shifting from woman to woman as they argued, which was not only amusing but getting me aroused.
“Of course I want to do it right now!” Kassandre covered her mouth with her hand with a wide-eyed look of surprise, then composed herself by turning toward me. “PlanesWatcher—”
“You can call me Derrick,” I said.
Kassandre blinked a few times. “Alright, Derrick. Would you please ask Helga to leave so we can…”
Helga waited for Kassandre to trail off before laughing to herself and walking toward the door.
“I’ll go on my own. I’m hungry, and I don’t want your juices on me anyway,” Helga remarked before walking to the door.
Kassandre’s abode was silent after Helga departed, and we stood there watching each other for a moment. Now that the moment was here, I wasn’t sure how to approach it. Kassandre obviously had issues treating it like sex, but now I was at a loss for what to do instead.
“How do you want to do this Kassandre?” I asked.
She put her arm across her chest and held onto her other arm, averting her eyes somewhat nervously.
“I thought we’d disrobe first,” she said.
“Alright.”
I stood across from Kassandra for a good while, quietly removing my armor while she removed her boots first. Once those were off, she undid her bodice one lace at a time. I got down to my boxers then stopped, while Kassandre herself had no undergarments of any kind.
When her outfit dropped around her feet, I was treated to the immensely satisfying sight of a naked elf woman for the first time. She let down her long red hair, which fell forward to rest upon her bountiful breasts.
When she said she was well groomed, she’d been telling the truth. Her body was immaculate, and smooth no matter where I looked. The yellow light emitting from the glowing worms in the lantern cascaded over her body, and Kassandre’s face went from shy, to sultry.
She looked down, which is when I realized my dick had popped right out of the front hole of my boxers, fully erect. Well, I didn’t need those anymore. I took them off and dropped them on the floor, then waited for Kassandre to be comfortable.
Silently, she walked toward the bed, then sat down on it and pat the spot next to her. I joined Kassandre there, sitting side by side with her.
“PlanesWatcher—Derrick…I would ask a favor of you.”
“Sure,” I said.
“I would feel more comfortable if I were in control this time. Will you lie down?”
Without a word, I nodded to her and laid back on the bed. I felt like my erection was going to explode from how hard blood was pumping into it, then she moved to sit right in front of it, putting her smooth body on top of mine. The way her thighs compressed against mine with her weight on top of me felt sublime.
I wanted to touch her gorgeous tits, but I wasn’t sure that was a boundary I was allowed to cross. The urge to squeeze and suck on them was almost too tempting, but I kept my hand behind my head to recline instead.
“You good?” I asked.
“Hmm?” her eyes perked up. “I was…looking. May I continue?”
“Yeah,” I said smoothly.
She took my dick into her hand, and it felt like I’d been struck by lightning from the raw sensitivity of being touched after so long. Kassandre looked at it, stroking it slowly with a slight smile—she was playing with it.
Far be it from me to stop a woman from exploring my body, even if I was keeping my hands off hers. She scooted forward with a focused face, then pressed her pussy against the bottom of my entire shaft.
With a little push of her hips, Kassandre used my dick to rub her slit, her pussy lips enveloping my cock as she rocked back and forth. She was already wet, and I exhaled from the teasing yet gratifying feeling she was giving me.
Kassandre blurted out a tiny moan as my tip rubbed back and forth over her clit, then she used her hand to push my dick against her mound more firmly while she stimulated herself.
This felt good, really good in fact, but I was getting to the point where I couldn’t take it anymore.
“Kassandre,” I breathed. “If you keep doing that, I’m gonna cum.”
She immediately stopped, looking slightly concerned at me before looking down at my dick which she’d now soaked in her clear fluids.
“I’m sorry, I thought you might like a warm-up,” she said.
“I thought you needed the warm-up!” I said with a chuckle.
Kassandre smiled and shook her head with a little laugh. “I was worried you would think less of me if I put it in right away.”
“Hell no Kassandre, I’m ready for this as soon as you are.”
“Then, can I put it in right now?”
“Oh God please,” I urged.
She nodded with a friendly smile, then lifted herself up just over my rigid readiness. Watching my eyes the entire time, she inserted the tip and stopped.
“Mmh,” Kassandre vocalized.
I inhaled sharply, bracing myself for the pleasure I knew was coming. I was barely in and it already felt phenomenal.
“Before I have the rest of it…will you touch me?” she asked.
Finally.
I moved my hands from under my head to rest on her thighs, and boy were they smooth. Feeling her thighs with back and forth strokes, I indulged myself in the texture of her skin, then moved my hands toward her waist.
She didn’t stop me, so I took kept moving upward while she closed her eyes with a contented smile, until my hands came up to cup her breasts and squeeze them.
Kassandre bit her bottom lip before opening her eyes slowly, then took my dick into her pussy inch by inch until it was all the way inside the most beautiful woman I’d ever been with.
“Hh-oh,” she uttered.
“Oh my God,” I muttered under my breath.
Just five minutes, I bargained with myself. If I could last five minutes inside this hot red-headed elf, I’d be satisfied. Kassandre didn’t move up and down as I expected, what she did felt so much better.
She moved back and forth, pumping her hips forward to wiggle my dick in and out of her pussy like she was milking it.
“Mmnh. Mmnh! Mmnh!” Kassandre moaned louder and louder.
I watched my dick disappear and reappear into her enveloping warmth, her pussy lips swallowing my cock whole. She was too sexy, and I was too horny. I grit my teeth trying to hold on, squeezing her tits while my balls tightened as the base of my shaft filled with heat and raw sensation.
Kassandre was so hot, and the way she rode my dick was purposeful. She felt so good, and my brain geeked out at the fact that I was having sex with her. Something had to give.
“Slow down Kassandre,” I said.
“Why? You need to cum.”
“I know but—oh shit—let me last a while longer.”
“I will…the second time,” she said with narrowing eyes of lecherous intention.
Screw arguing. I let her do her thing, with my dick becoming coated in a glistening sheen of Kassandre’s arousal. She looked so good, and I was extremely excited knowing that the gorgeous pussy I was staring at was going to have me cumming inside it any second.
“Kassandre, it’s happening,” I groaned.
“Oh…mmm…yes…”
It went in another time and I felt the intense heat of my own orgasm building within my entire package. It slid out and back in, and that time my cock swelled. The next one would finish me. She slid it out again, only halfway, then took it all the way to the base and held it there.
“Cum,” she whined, then rocked her hips back and forth, forcing me to ejaculate.
There was no preparing for the explosion that happened next.
“Holy—!” I shouted.
When the first spurt happened, my mind temporarily blanked out and rebooted. I was cumming in a woman’s pussy—specifically an elf’s pussy, and I had no way to handle it. It felt so fucking good, and I was balls deep.
“Oh? Oh! Oh wow!” Kassandre cried out.
She bucked her hips while my dick pulsed shot after shot of cum into her, then she got even tighter as she suddenly climaxed for seemingly no reason.
“Ohh! My! God!” I voiced as uncontrollable spasms made me slam my dick into her even though it couldn’t go any deeper.
“Ah! Ah! Ah!” Kassandre shouted and whimpered.
With the little bit of rational brain I had left, I realized she was moaning at the same rhythm my twitching dick flooded her pussy. Somehow, my enchanted cum was triggering orgasms for her every time it squirted out.
Knowing that fact made me feel a whole lot better, and I smiled and groaned while she gyrated furiously on top of me, extending her orgasm as much as possible the more she could get me to climax.
“Oh God, stop-stop-stop. Kassandre hold still,” I urged before gripping her waist tightly to stop her from milking my overstimulated dick anymore.
A blue aura appeared around Kassandre’s body, forming a whirlwind inside the room while she shouted to the heavens in utter pleasure. The energy emerged from the center of her chest, swirled around her body, then clung to her skin before fading away entirely.
Kassandre fell forward on top of me, convulsing and whimpering as her quivering pussy clung to my dick as the last few drops dribbled out. We breathed heavily, her voice making airy vocalizations with our bodies remaining connected at the groin.
I needed to know; I had to be sure.
“Kassandre, were you cumming just now?”
She took a moment to pant heavily before replying. “The goddess told me…but I never thought it would feel this good!”
“Hmm?”
Kassandre lifted herself up enough to hover her face over mine, looking at me with an entirely different demeanor. This woman was pleased, but still horny.
“Every wave of your seed caused me to climax repeatedly. I can still feel it inside me, anointing my flesh with pleasure wherever it touches,” Kassandre breathed.
“So whenever I cum inside you, you cum too?”
She nodded with a jubilant smile. “Oh Derrick, I am going to love doing this.”




Chapter 11

After how good my first time with Kassandra was, I had to have her more than once. We decided to use the three rounds to progress her level rather than the two with a double devotion. This way, we both got to enjoy it longer.
By the third time, she didn’t even pretend it was solemn duty, she just wanted to get off. Shit, I just wanted to get off. Other than an oopsie I had at a drunken party one time, which sucked, I’d never been with a woman without pulling out or using protection.
This was the best sex of my life—I got to cum inside Kassandre on purpose, and it was about to happen again.
“Oh…ohh! Ohh yes…more…more…” she moaned.
We’d switched positions. I was on top, and she was holding onto me while I plunged my dick in and out of her pussy, pulling less and less out with each thrust. By the time I felt my third and final orgasm approaching, I was pumping so deeply that her beautifully pink pussy lips conformed to the base of my shaft.
I couldn’t take my eyes off it, watching her slit swallow my dick whole while her mound squished wonderfully against my pelvis. She was so wet and full of my seed from before that her cream was smeared all over.
We were going slow at Kassandre’s request, her hungry pussy edging me stroke by stroke. I was gonna cum hard—this was about to feel so damn good.
“Oh Kassandre,” I grunted. “I’m gonna cum again. Are you ready?”
“Ohh yes please. Please. Please!”
Before it was too late, I leaned down to suck on one nipple while pinching the other. Kassandra whimpered loudly, and then the hot rush of sperm raced up my dick. I hollered out a loud groan, then blasted spurt after spurt inside Kassandre’s willing pussy.
I couldn’t hold still, and had to thrust deeply into her every few throbs with the supreme satisfaction of filling up the hottest woman I’d ever slept with.
Kassandre screamed, her orgasm skyrocketing the more I flooded her welcoming warmth. We came together, shaking and sweating from the exertion. It was so good I could barely take it, and Kassandre was so sexy when she let herself go with it. Her aura lit up, and she tightened around me as she released an echoing cry.
When the light faded, she breathed hard while giggling at the ride we’d just been on. She was more than receptive to me lying on top of her in the afterglow, our bare skin pressed against each other with her lovely tits sandwiched between our torsos.
“Holy shit,” I breathed. “That was so good.”
“Yes…” Kassandre agreed. “Much better than I’d hoped.”
I propped myself up on my elbows to look down at her. “Hoped?”
She nodded. “I needed this, in more ways than one. Thank you Derrick.”
I smiled back at her, and was about to move off when her legs suddenly wrapped around me.
“Not yet?” she asked softly.
“Okay,” I said. “What do you want me to do?”
Kassandre sharply sucked air in through her teeth, a light moan in her throat. “Finish cumming.”
“I did finish.”
“Well, wait a moment before you take it out. It’s still…oozing.”
I had zero problems with that. She let me pump her gently, making sure everything came out and honestly, it made me feel a kind of attachment. I wanted to get to know Kassandre better. Sure, we kickstarted our interactions with two death battles followed by three rounds of mind-boggling orgasms—but I was curious about the person, not just the coochie.
That would have to wait though, I was surprised when a gentle snore broke my reverie. Kassandre was fast asleep. Careful not to wake her, I pulled out slowly—dick still twitching—and rolled over before covering us both in the blanket.
I was passed out within seconds.
***
When I woke up, Kassandre was gone. I was still naked under the light brown covers, she was nowhere to be found. Helga however, was sleeping on the floor in elven leather armor snuggling with two swords and an axe.
Someone had been shopping. I felt bad about her sleeping on the floor, so I rolled out of bed and put my boxers on. With my Expertise enhancing my strength, I crouched down in order to slip my arms underneath her so I could carry her to the bed—then got punched in the face.
“Ah shit!” I cursed as her fist got me right on the nose.
If my Expertise hadn’t been boosting my body, she’d have broken it or caved my face in. Damn the woman was strong. I backpedaled toward the bed and sat down while rubbing my face, while Helga came to my side to look over me.
“Jeez Helga, good morning to you too,” I said while squeezing my nose to double-check if anything was busted. “Is this an orc thing or a you thing?”
“Forgive me Derrick but, what were you doing?”
I spit out a drop of blood onto the floor, which is where the majority of her fist landed.
“You were on the floor, so I was gonna move you onto the bed before I left,” I explained. “Remind me never to get near you while you’re sleeping ever again.”
“I would’ve gone to the bed, but your seed-slathered cock was out and about…and Kassandre was holding it in her sleep,” Helga replied with a look of mild disapproval.
“She was? That explains the dream I had…”
“Mating with Kassandre wasn’t enough for you?” Helga narrowed her eyes. “Now you dream of her as well?”
“I wasn’t dreaming of Kassandre, but I did feel it,” I blurted out, staring hard at Helga.
She didn’t ask questions, she just rose to her feet and returned to the swords on the floor. They were gorgeous weapons of elven design, with blades that curved into a wider span before tapering off into a sharp tip. I couldn’t see the color of the blades since it was sheathed in black scabbards, but the shape was clear.
The hilts were curved slightly upward, made from a golden metal with etchings decorating it. The handle was long enough for two hands, but short enough to be wielded by one. Helga picked one up, knelt in front of me, and held it up as an offering.
“For you Derrick,” said Helga.
“Thanks Helga,” I said while taking the sword and drawing it partway.
The blade itself had etchings as well, the kind that couldn’t be purely decorative.
“This blade can tolerate magic. It won’t melt like your other one,” said Helga.
“And what about yours?” I wondered.
Helga looked up and shrugged. “It’s the same kind. Elves don’t make anything bigger than these.”
“I like your armor,” I said, my eyes scanning up and down Helga’s body. “Even if it’s tighter than you might like.”
“It’ll do,” she replied. “There’s a chainmail mesh on the inside.”
“There’s you on the inside,” I said, re-sheathing my sword and setting it on the bed next to me.
Helga pressed her lips tightly together and frowned as she stood up straight.
“Derrick, don’t talk to me that way,” she said.
I rose to stand next, a mild scowl of skepticism on my face. “You’ve never rejected my compliments before.”
“That was in the tavern. Charming you was my job,” she replied.
“So you were just pretending to like me?”
“No,” she said. “But you belong to Kassandre and that godwoman now.”
“I don’t belong to anyone,” I blurted out. “I own myself, and I like who I wanna like.”
Helga crossed her arms and laughed. “You expect me to compete with an elf for your affections?”
“Who said anything about competing?” I countered. “Yes, Kassandre and I had a good time last night, but I didn’t stop liking you because of it.”
Helga turned her nose up with a raised eyebrow. “You are telling me that after bedding an elf, an orc still appeals to you?”
“It’s not a racial thing—I do like the green skin but that’s not the point—I like you Helga.”
I don’t think I’d ever been this bold or aggressive in flirting with a woman before. I guess killing something followed by a night of sex had a way of bolstering your balls. All the things that used to give me anxiety seemed petty now.
“I’m not one of your soft-bodied human women. Your talk is amusing, but it’s just talk.”
“Then I’ll stop talking,” I blurted out.
Without thinking I grabbed Helga by her well-defined arms, and I was about to kiss her—when Kassandre walked in. I released Helga, who backed away and turned toward the door.
“My level four power has manifested,” Kassandre declared with a smile. “I can control nature now.”




Chapter 12

Helga stood with an annoyed face as a series of vines wrapped around her shin guards and rooted her to the forest floor.
“Cool,” I said with a grin.
We’d since left Kassandre’s home tree, in order to train on the forest floor by the river near the sanctuary.
“So you can move plants around, so what?” Helga dismissed.
“That was with one level of my Expertise,” Kassandre boasted. “If I use all four…”
Kassandre raised her palms to the sky, then massive vines the size of tree branches suddenly burst through the ground and surrounded Helga in a cocoon of hardened wood.
“Let me out!” Helga shouted with a muffled voice.
“Powerful, isn’t it?” Kassandre looked at me with a confident smile.
With the lowering of Kassandre’s hands, the vines fell away from Helga and retracted back into the ground. She didn’t look happy about what happened, gripping her sword handle like she wanted to pull it out.
“So you can talk to plants, because elves don’t do that enough,” Helga said with a glare.
“I can control more than plants…” Kassandre replied with a devious tone.
With a rapid raising and thrusting of her hand, Kassandre called a funnel of water out of the river and sent it toward Helga. She was ready this time however, and dove to the side in order to avoid it.
“Hmph!” Helga huffed once she returned to her feet. “That would have been useful against the monster we faced in the forest.”
Kassandre shook her head. “I can only control what’s around me, I cannot create it.”
“That’s still extremely useful,” I stated.
“Good work Derrick, your cock has turned Kassandre into some sort of sorceress,” Helga chided.
“Eh, I’d say she’s more of a druid,” I said with a chuckle, fondly flashing back to the previous night.
“I’m an Aethereal,” said Kassandre. “What’s a druid?
“Never mind,” I said. “Does anybody know where the Entropics are coming from?”
“Have you forgotten already?” Helga said while walking toward us. “You have to discover that.”
“Then I’ll go back to Earth, get some more gold, and we’ll head to the nearest village,” I decided. “I need to check on Nadia anyway.”
“Nadia?” Kassandre repeated.
“Another one of you,” said Helga. “Derrick told me about her.”
“But you haven’t,” Kassandre pointed out. “Why not? Have we not been allies for many years?”
“There was no reason to mention tavern stories,” said Helga. “But now that you all will be with Derrick, you’ll be meeting sooner or later.”
The way she said that sounded a little bitter.
“Have I done something to upset you Helga?” asked Kassandre. “You’ve been…aggressive…toward me as of late.”
“I’ll take this,” I interrupted with a quick touch of Kassandre’s arm. “Helga, can we talk? Privately?”
“Talk, talk, talk. More talk,” Helga rolled her eyes.
Leading Helga away from Kassandre, we walked toward the river bank and then strode alongside it. We were silent at first, taking the time to put some distance between us and Kassandre. I looked over my shoulder to check, and I couldn’t see her anymore, so I stopped right there.
“Helga, what’s wrong?”
“Nothing is wrong. I came to kill things, and we aren’t killing things,” Helga complained.
“We’ll have plenty to kill once we get underway. Besides, I doubt you were getting that much action in the tavern, so I know it can’t be that.”
Helga maintained a steadfast posture. “Before, in the tree…you were going to kiss me. Why?”
I paused, taking a deep breath while my heart did a somersault in my chest. “You said you were tired of talking, and so am I.”
“You stopped when Kassandre entered. You are ashamed of me,” she said.
“What?” I blurted out. “Helga, you’ve got it all wrong. I didn’t stop because I cared what Kassandre thinks, I stopped because I wanted it to feel special.”
“Special…” Helga muttered. “Kassandre is special. Your Nadia is special. Your goddess is special. I am big, I am strong, and I am green. I, am just a pretty orc.”
“You’re a pretty woman,” I corrected. “And if this is about having special powers, I don’t care about that.”
Helga breathed loudly and shook her head. “I will travel with you, and fight to the last, but the day will come where my strength cannot compete with yours. You all will become greater, and I will still be an orc. A useless one.”
I couldn’t take it anymore. This time when I grabbed Helga, I didn’t hesitate to pull her in and kiss her firmly on the lips. They were nice lips, and despite how she was standing stiffly, I didn’t get any resistance from her.
Our lips parted with a loud smack and a string of spit, but Helga hadn’t moved.
“That might have been too much, but I’ve been wanting to do that since I met you,” I said.
Helga bared her teeth with a growl, grabbed my shoulders, then pulled me in for a kiss. This time our lips moved together, opening and closing loudly against each other while her strong hands kept me gripped tightly against her.
When she ended the kiss, the suction was so great that our lips parted with an audible ‘pop’. And just like that, I was completely smitten more than ever before.
“Derrick you bastard,” Helga snarled. “First you become my best customer, then you save my life, and now you kiss me?”
“Is that a problem?” I asked, still buzzing from it all.
“It’s infuriating!” she shouted. “Orcs are supposed to resist male advances but you slithered like a serpent and made me feel like—argh!”
She grabbed my head, I grabbed hers, and we kissed again.




Chapter 13

“Mmm,” Helga voiced while our kissing got a little hot and heavy.
We made out by the river bank with me on top of her, copping a feel of her enormous tits through her clothes for the first time in the sheer excitement of finally making Helga my girlfriend.
“Can—” Helga spoke between kisses. “Can we do it too?”
“Do what?” I asked while kissing her neck.
“Sex.”
I stopped kissing her when I realized I hadn’t thought about what would happen. Sevantrix hadn’t explained to me the consequences of being with a normal woman—as normal as an orc beauty with a PlanesWatcher from Earth could be anyway.
“She didn’t say I couldn’t,” I admitted.
Helga frowned in evident frustration.
“Then find out,” she said, before going for my belt buckle.
Oh hell yes. Getting fully undressed would have taken forever in the gear we were wearing, so we didn’t. I really wanted to see her tits, but I’d have to undo a bunch of laces and latches, and I was still wearing my armor.
The easiest thing was to hike up her leather skirt and pull my pants down. Helga spread her legs for me, then lifted them up so I could get a good look at what she had.
Kassandre wasn’t the only one with a nice present between her legs, Helga’s pussy lips were so beautifully plump it looked like they would kiss back if I ever put my mouth on it. Eager to know what it felt like, I pushed my boxers down and l pressed my tip to her entrance.
“Get that thing inside of me,” Helga demanded. “Now.”
The first thing I saw—the first thing I felt, was her pussy lips parting as my tip pushed past them. Helga was so tight I could see it gripping my dick as it slid in.
“Oh!” she blurted in surprise.
Holy shit she had some strong Kegel muscles. Orc pussy could be tremendously tight. It was squeezing me so much that if I wasn’t hard enough it would have compressed my cock like a gummy worm. Her pussy conformed to my shape with a euphoric grip, and I knew right then this was going to be short but sweet.
With a handful of Helga’s hair clutched in my hand, I expressed my desire with hard, savage thrusts—enough to knock the wind out of her lungs with each moan.
“Hhah, hhah, hhah, hhah!” she voiced.
With her strong, muscular yet feminine legs, Helga spread as much as she could for me. Using my Expertise to make myself strong enough to make up for our natural difference, I accidentally tore part of her top off to expose a breast—it was going to need a replacement lace. Worth it.
It was so big my hand looked small getting a good grip of it, enjoying the feel of her reddish nipples between my fingers. This wasn’t a long lovemaking marathon, it was a long overdue quickie, and my dick reminded me of this by swelling furiously inside her luscious pussy.
For a split second, I was concerned about what would happen since I’d been enchanted for the Aethereals, but my rational mind was out of the window. I’d wanted Helga too much for too long to stop now. My dick steadily plunged in and out of her, going balls deep on every pump—it was making me have to blow.
She grabbed my ass and moaned as she looked into my eyes, with cries so feral they were nearly growls. I grabbed her red locks in return, relishing the sight of her exposed breast bouncing up and down. Helga pulled me in roughly, making me slam into her pussy with thunderous skin clapping. I couldn’t take it anymore.
“Oh God. Helga you’re so tight, I’m gonna cum,” I groaned.
She pinned her legs behind mine. “Ah…do it where you want.”
“Damn… If you keep holding me like this, I’ll cum in you.” 
“Ohh. Tell me that again. Naughtier.”
“I’m gonna cum in your pussy Helga,” I said through clenched teeth, her pussy lips smacking against the base of my dick as it swelled.
“Ah-ah-ah—I want you to do it!”
Saying it made my shaft throb with overwhelming pleasure. There was no way I could pull out of a woman this beautiful egging me on. There was just one issue: Helga’s pussy was so tight that my load couldn’t travel up my shaft, like trying to get off inside a cock-ring tunnel.
The pressure continued building up to the point of extreme, unbearable pleasure. The moment of no return had been extended like an orgasm happening in slow motion.
Little by little, my sperm inched its way up my shaft with the little space it had, trapped in an orgasmic plateau that demanded full release.
“Oh shit you’re squeezing me so tight,” I groaned.
“Come on—ah—do it. Cum in my pussy!”
That was the key phrase to send me over the edge, along with a strong clenching squeeze of her cunt. The pressure finally overcame her tightness, and then it happened. I got one last good look at my normal-colored cock disappearing into her tight green pussy, then I started cumming as my dick pulsated wildly inside Helga, stunning me with how much erupted into her.
I never would’ve dreamed I could cum so hard after how much I already came in Kassandre the night before, and Helga’s pussy squeezed my dick so tightly I couldn’t have pulled out if I wanted to.
Pleasure like this was probably illegal somewhere. If I moaned any louder it would have been a roar, and Helga joined me in animalistic cries while her clenching spasms squeezed load after load out of my cock.
“Oh! Ohh! Ahh!” she moaned.
She was reacting to my throbbing ejaculations the same way Kassandre did, which is when I realized she was having an orgasm too—a big one.
She grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me firmly into her, her spasms countering every swelling pulse and forcing cum as deep as it would go. She kept me buried to the base until the last of my climax was spent. I stayed inside her, still throbbing from the orgasm we just shared. Then the unexpected happened: Helga started glowing with a brilliant red light. When it faded, she went from growling to giggling.
“Magic cock…” she breathed with a delighted smile.
“Helga that was so good,” I said after catching my breath, immensely aroused by the way Helga made me cum inside her. “And you just glowed. The way we do when we level up.”
“That light was me?”
“It wasn’t me, mine is orange,” I said. “Let’s test it.”
“No,” she held me tighter. “We’ll see after.”
“After what?”
“I want more,” Helga said with a sensuous expression. “It felt good when you flooded into me. Do it again.”
“With pleasure,” I replied, leaning back to get a good view of the orc woman I was about to inseminate once again.
That river bank became the witness to our groins smashing together while I took Helga in a full mating press. When I came again, I didn’t stop. Our juices mixed and frothed together as I slammed into her with the passion of a pent-up newlywed.
Helga begged me to cum in her a third time, resulting in one more glorious spray of seed inside her greedy pussy. By the time I was finished emptying my balls in her, she had two level-ups with orgasms to go along with them.
***
“What took you so long?” Kassandre asked questioned, sitting under a tree with an apple.
Helga and I had just returned from the river, with her top haphazardly tied with the part of the lace I hadn’t snapped off.
I looked at her, she looked at me, then we looked at Kassandre with a mutual laugh.
“Orc pussy,” I said.
Kassandre froze mid-chew.
“I’m not mad at you anymore Kassandre,” Helga declared.
“Why were you upset at me to begin with?” Kassandre asked with an exasperated stare.
This was the part where I walked over to fetch an apple from a nearby basket Kassandre had collected, crunching loudly into it. My dick was too happy to care about this girl-on-girl drama.
“I knew Derrick first, but you mated with him first. Now I’ve mated, thrice, so I am happy,” Helga explained like it was obvious.
Kassandre gave Helga the side-eye. “Your celibacy was not my fault. Next time act quicker.”
“I have,” Helga stated with a proud smile. “Derrick is now my boyfriend, whatever that means. And!”
Helga drew her sword, stepped forward then cut upwards, blasting a gust of wind so powerful it blew Kassandre’s hair back.
“I’m stronger now,” Helga said in a low, devious tone. 




Chapter 14

The sanctuary was busier now, with other elves moving about through the trees now that Helga and I had been established as allies.
After replenishing my bodily reserves with bread so soft it must have been baked in heaven, I set off to a quiet spot in a garden arrayed in concentric circles of blue and yellow flowers. Both women had come with me, and my inner man-child rejoiced in the fact that I’d slept with both of them.
Not just any women either; an elf and an orc no less. Knowing that Helga benefited from my Expertise was a huge relief, because now it meant she’d never have to be carried through a fight.
I stopped in a patch of grass right in the center of the arrangement, then looked back at Kassandre and Helga with a flashy smile.
“I’ll be back soon,” I said. “I assume you two are done fighting?”
“There’s nothing left to fight over,” Helga blurted out. “I am your girlfriend, and Kassandre is…whatever she wants to be.”
Kassandre took exception to the label and shook her head slowly. “The PlanesWatcher has fought beside me, and has been inside me, that makes us companions.”
Her convicted answer surprised me.
“I thought it was just a special godly thing and not sex?” Helga teased.
“I am ignoring you Helga,” said Kassandre.
“Okay, I’m going now,” I spun on my heel and opened a rift to Earth instantaneously.
My portals had improved as well—that was the fastest I’d ever opened one. I took a step through and appeared in the living room of my house, and as far as I could tell nothing had been disturbed.
My first stop was up to my attic where I had a safe full of gold bars of various weights and sizes, including coin bullion I could use for smaller transactions. I filled my satchel with bullion, then stuffed a few kilo bars in my backpack, which now felt much lighter to me.
Next stop: the kitchen. I had a carton of chocolate milk I’d been dying to drink, and gulped the entire thing down in one glorious sitting.
When I checked my phone, I had a few texts from a couple friends and some social media messages, but none of that seemed as interesting to me right then. I didn’t want to go for coffee or play video games when my life was its own video game.
I thought of Nadia, raised my hand then snapped my fingers instinctively. A portal popped open—unfortunately in Nadia’s living room. I’d caught her after a shower apparently, as she was lounging around barefoot in a pink bath towel with her purple hair still wet. Whoops.
She noticed the instant the portal manifested, and jumped with a vocal chirp.
“Derrick?” she breathed after she went from startled to confused.
“My bad Nadia, I was checking to see how you were doing. I’ll ’call back’ later.”
Nadia rose from her couch and took a step closer to the portal. “No, you’re cool. My clothes show more skin than this, and it’s not like you won’t end up seeing me naked anyway.”
“Right,” I replied with a constrained smirk.
Nadia narrowed her eyes with a suspicious smile, cocking her head to the side while she looked me up and down.
“That’s some crazy armor you got there, and your posture is better. You’ve had pussy, haven’t you?”
“You got me,” I confessed while chuckling.
“Earth woman or Brighthelm?”
“Brighthelm,” I said. “An elf and an orc.”
“You fucked Helga and the Aethereal?” Nadia crossed her arms. “Busy boy…how was it?”
“Epic for me, better for them,” I boasted.
Nadia giggled. “So I’ve heard…when does it happen by the way? Do we level up when it goes in, partway through, or after?”
“When we cum.”
“We?” Nadia raised both of her eyebrows. “Someone’s feeling confident.”
I widened my stance and comfortably hooked my thumbs on my trousers. “You’ll see. The sex has been fantastic.”
“Hmm,” Nadia hummed while tapping her finger on her cheek. “And how long until we get to go at it?”
“When I find the Carnifex in Brighthelm and kill it, that’ll give us enough aethereum to reach your world,” I explained.
“Their intel sucks then. We already know where our Carnifex is, we just can’t get to him. He summons more Entropics every time we try to get close,” said Nadia.
“Well, they are still using horse and cart,” I stated. “Sevantrix says I can find him.”
“Any ideas on how?”
I shrugged. “I figured I’d start by putting all my Expertise into tracking. That’ll be the best place to start.”
“Then you better get going. I don’t know how long it’ll be before the Entropics here in Arcadia are too strong for me to fight,” she said. “And don’t break off another piece of Shatter. I got scolded by Sevantrix the last time you did that. She can’t level you up if you give it all away.”
“Yeah yeah,” I grumbled. “I’ll be there as soon as I can. Later Nadia.”
“Oh and Derrick?”
“Yeah?”
Nadia pulled her towel down and flashed me her tits—bigger than Kassandre’s. They weren’t nearly as big as Helga’s, but the woman was still packing some serious equipment. After the short peep show, she winked at me.
“Hurry up,” she said.
The portal shrank into nothing, and my dick swelled into a whole lot of something. Okay, time to hunt some Entropics.




Chapter 15

I opened a portal back to the elven sanctuary where Helga and Kassandre were loading up the Dire Hyenas with supplies. Stepping through was like walking into an air-conditioned building after being in the humid outdoors.
The air smelled clean, brisk, and invigorating. It was an entirely different atmosphere even when compared to the public parks back on Earth.
When Helga saw me, she smiled. When Kassandre saw me, she blushed. I marched over to them like I was the happiest man alive and pointed at Helga’s hyena.
“Am I riding with you?” I asked.
“You can ride with me if you like,” Kassandre offered.
“No he can ride with me,” Helga said with a scowl. “He did last time.”
“Which is precisely why it should be my turn,” Kassandre argued with a subdued roll of her eyes.
“You barely know him!” Helga raged.
“I know,” Kassandre replied. “Which is why I’d like to talk to him.”
“Derrick, who are you riding with?” Helga questioned.
“I’m buying my own horse if you two can’t get along,” I asserted. “I saw a stable over by the bakery.”
“Argh!” Helga groaned. “Fine. Ride with Kassandre then, that way I can take my turn when I want.”
With an energetic chuckle, I walked up to Helga and grabbed behind her neck, pulling her into a kiss. Her shoulders went slack as her eyes closed.
“Mmm,” she uttered before our lips loudly parted. “Alright, I’m not mad anymore. But I really wanted you to play with my tits while we rode!”
“Tits?” Kassandre repeated with confusion.
“It’s what he calls breasts,” Helga explained with a proud glance down at her own.
“I’ll play with your tits when you’re completely naked,” I said to Helga with a suggestive grin.
“Ha!” she blurted out at Kassandre. “That means we’ll be having sex!”
Helga stuck her tongue out after that. Kassandre put her boot into the stirrup hanging from the saddle and got up onto the Dire Hyena, a look of mild exasperation on her face.
“It doesn’t matter Helga,” she said in reply. “My body is just as available to him as yours is, and he’ll be having it soon.”
Everything I’d just heard made me stupidly happy.
“I don’t care, I get magic cock later,” Helga beamed before getting up on her own mount.
With the matter decided, I walked to Kassandre’s hyena and touched my chin with a thoughtful expression.
“I can lead the way better if you sit behind me,” I said.
Kassandre glanced at Helga with a slight blush, then looked at me.
“Oh…that makes sense. I suppose I thought…” Kassandre trailed off.
“Thought what?” I asked.
“Nothing. Maybe another time,” she replied.
I immediately placed all my Expertise into my insight, and then I suddenly figured out that Kassandre wanted to be held, only she was too shy and prideful to say it in front of Helga or even me.
My manhood could sustain riding bitch one more time if it meant copping a feel of a redheaded elf.
“Actually, you know what Kassandre? I’ll sit behind you,” I stated.
She hid it well, but I saw the slightest of smiles form on her lips. Once I was on the mount, I put my arms on her hips, then moved them around her waist to gently pull her against me. Kassandre didn’t say anything, she just waited a second before tapping the side of the hyena to get underway.
“That’s boring,” Helga criticized. “I thought you were gonna grab her tits.”
***
The Dire Hyenas held their heads low to the ground, sniffing and looking left and right while we navigated through the forest. My Expertise was telling me we should head south, where a human settlement full of multi-racial markets would be. It was also where Hogan lived: the man who owned the tavern that burned down.
A hub like that would certainly be attractive to almost anyone, and it’s where I guessed we’d run into the foe who sought me out back at Hogan’s Hoggery.
“So Kassandre, how long have you been fighting Entropics?” I asked, making conversation.
“Since the day I received my Expertise from the goddess,” she said.
“How long ago was that?”
“Um…”
Helga laughed. “Elves don’t tell their ages to outsiders.”
“Never mind then,” I said.
“No no…I suppose we’re too…intimate…for me to keep such secrets from you.”
“Just tell me one thing: are you older than me?”
“Yes.”
“By a lot?”
“I’m still a young elf, but I had breasts when you were born.”
“I’m not surprised,” I said. “The stories we have on Earth have you all living for thousands of years.”
“Thousands?” Kassandre breathed. “None of us become that old.”
“They’re just stories. I wonder if the people who thought them up were PlanesWatchers like me, just not as powerful,” I mused.
“Do you know where your power comes from?” asked Kassandre.
“No idea. Ever since I was little I had all these pictures—visions of strange places in my head. I thought I was going crazy, then Sevantrix started talking to me in my dreams. She helped me open my first portal, gave me Shatter, and I’ve been doing it ever since.”
“That’s a fascinating story,” said Kassandre. “And Brighthelm is the only other realm you’ve been to?”
“Yeah. It’s hard to explain, but some places take more aethereum to reach than others. Brighthelm has tons of it, so coming here was easy.”
“Well…I’m glad you’ve come—to Brighthelm I mean,” she stammered.
“You meant on top of you,” Helga teased.
Both Kassandre and I looked at Helga at the same time. I couldn’t see Kassandre’s face, but mine was amused. After a pause, Kassandre looked forward again and continued conversing.
“Other than myself, how many Aethereals have you met?”
“Just you and Nadia. As far as I know, there’s only one more, but she lives on a plane I’ve only seen in my nightmares,” I admitted.
“Nightmares? What manner of place is it?” asked Kassandre.
“It’s dark, and gloomy. I remember seeing a lot of death, and a woman—a demon,” I said.
“A demon?” Helga chimed in. “Do I get to kill her?”
“I think she’s the third Aethereal,” I replied.
Kassandre shook her head. “What I know of demons is that they are not on the side of good. She must be the Carnifex of that world.”
“I don’t think so,” I contradicted while shaking my head. “In my nightmares Entropics are trying to get me, and she’s the one who comes to fight them at the end…”




Chapter 16

We traversed rolling hills, flowery plains, and crossed multiple creeks as we traveled, taking care to avoid the main roads where bandits were likely to cause trouble for traders.
I’d never seen so much of Brighthelm before, and only then could I appreciate just how far everything was. The nearest village would’ve been a twenty-minute drive in a car, but on a pair of Dire Hyenas who needed to stop to drink, piss, and shit, it was more like four hours.
The ride was fun for the most part. Kassandre and I talked, Helga interjected occasionally with some crass comment, and I told them some stories about Earth that I hadn’t shared in the tavern.
I saw that we were getting close once we reached the top of a grassy knoll overlooking a walled market town. Hundreds of variously colored tents and canopies with a grid of aisles running through them.
To me, it looked no larger than a shopping mall, but everything was densely packed, with numerous denizens bustling about. I smelled all kinds of savory food, the sweetness of fruits, and the sour of citrus.
A spicy aroma rose out of a billowing plume somewhere near the entrance, and I became intensely hungry. I heard the squeals and snorts of swinefolk, the laughing and shouting of orcs, and the chatter of humans.
“Welcome to Brethren Bazaar,” said Helga. “Keep your belongings close and your eyes ever watchful.”
“I dislike tent towns,” Kassandre added. “They’re dirty.”
“It looks like there’s some log cabins near the center,” I pointed out.
“You literally shit in the forest, who are you to talk about dirty?” Helga taunted.
“Nature gives to us, and we give back,” Kassandre retorted. “We don’t put it in a bucket and throw it on a pile of straw.”
“That’s on the other side,” said Helga. “It’s mostly piss over here.”
“It’s rustic, it’s old-fashioned, and it’s awesome,” I said. “Where can we eat? I want a big meat stew and some bread.”
“I want nothing from here,” said Kassandre.
“Then don’t have any,” I said. “Now that I’ve seen it, we can portal between your sanctuary and here at will. No shady innkeepers, and no more going by mount.”
Kassandre turned around and smiled excitedly. “I knew I’d like you.”
“No you didn’t!” Helga protested. “You came to the tavern one day complaining that an outsider was the only thing standing between Brighthelm and destruction!”
Kassandre turned her nose up. “My frustration lied with the fact that I had no concept of his competence, but I was always looking forward to having more help.”
“He’s helping you alright,” Helga grinned.
“That includes you too Helga,” Kassandre countered. “I recall you lamenting the fact that you weren’t ugly enough for orcs, but too green for humans. Derrick’s affections must be quite the lucky break for you.”
“Lucky? Ha!” Helga blurted out. “I ensnared him with my glorious breasts. Luck never came into it.”
“She’s not wrong,” I chuckled. “They definitely got my attention.”
“We should buy more bedding while we are here,” Kassandre changed the subject.
“I thought you didn’t wanna sleep here,” I said.
“It’s for my abode…to replace my own until I can wash them,” Kassandre said with a blush.
“What’s to wash? It all went in you!” Helga exclaimed.
“Helga, she leaks,” I chimed in.
Kassandre blushed.
“It didn’t leak when we did it,” Helga uttered.
“I’m pretty sure it had farther to go in your case,” I said.
My senses pinged my mind with the impulse to look toward the outermost tent, a large one.
“Let’s start there,” I said, pointing at the place my Expertise was compelling me to go.
“I must talk to Hogan,” said Helga. “He will think I burned down the tavern if I don’t.”
“Meet us by the Boargul tailor with the feathery hat on top,” Kassandre said while gesturing across the way.
“Helga, come here,” I said, retrieving a small gold bar out of my bag.
“You’re giving that to me?” she asked as she pulled her mount up next to us.
“You’re my girlfriend, so you get the best that I can give you,” I said.
Helga’s lips curled into a twitching snarl. “Damn it Derrick!”
She grabbed my head roughly so hard she almost pulled me off the hyena to kiss me.
“Careful!” Kassandre urged.
“I’m buying you a big shield, you watch,” Helga said joyfully before riding off.
Left to ourselves, Kassandre tilted her head in a curious posture. She didn't say anything, but I knew she was thinking about something intensely.
The sound of a horn drew my attention to a rider emerging on the other side of the hill, just over the horizon. I peered with squinted eyes to get a better look, but all I saw was a bald man adorned in black and red.
He wasn’t alone either, because an entire line of more than a dozen Entropic Maulers rose on his flanks.




Chapter 17

“Kassandre, those Maulers will destroy the entire village. We’ve got to do something.”
I glared across the plains at the impending danger, where the Entropics stood but did not advance. Although he was too far to see his face, I knew their leader was looking right at us.
“We need Helga,” said Kassandre.
“What we need is a flare,” I realized, then started digging through my belongings.
“A flare?”
It took me all of five seconds to find it: a windless metal lighter. With the press of a button I produced a jet of fire then held it out to my side.
“Kassandre, use this to signal her.”
“You carry fire?” she breathed before taking the lighter from me.
With a single clutching motion, Kassandre grabbed the flame and swelled it into a fireball before casting it straight up into the air. It arced over Brethren’s Bizaar, exploding into a vast display of fiery tendrils and sparks.
“Well, that oughta get everyone’s attention,” I mused before jumping off the hyena.
“Derrick, what are you doing?”
“He hasn’t attacked yet, so I assume he wants to talk,” I said while walking ahead of Kassandre and her mount.
“There is no purpose in talking with an evil man.”
“There is when you wanna stall for time.”
Kassandre tilted her head. “What is your plan?”
“Do that vine thing. Get some underground roots ready. When I give the signal, trap those Entropics.”
A portal opened in front of me, but behind them. I stepped through only to startle the Maulers, who turned around with fierce growls and snarls. The man however, was mounted on an Entropic bull, casually turning it around to face me.
“You’ve gotten better at that,” he said with a little clap. “You’re faster than the others.”
“Others? You mean you killed the other PlanesWatchers?” I questioned with a snarl.
“Not personally. Most of them died of old age. There’s only ever one of you at a time—excuse me I haven’t introduced myself. My name is Rathom, the arbiter of Matroxus. Perhaps you’ve heard of me.”
“Not even once.”
“Pity,” Rathom said with a shrug. “You see PlanesWatcher, you and I want the same thing: just from different perspectives.”
The Maulers snapped their jaws with growling barks.
“Is this the part where you try to get me to join you?” I crossed my arms with a sarcastic expression.
“Oh not at all. I don’t need your allegiance to benefit from you, but I would prefer it if you were more careful.”
“What?”
Rathom sighed. “If you die, then I have to wait for the schism to focus itself on another person. It could be centuries and well…that’s just inconvenient.”
“Or—and I’m just spitballing here—you could go the hell away to wherever you came from,” I said.
“That won’t be possible I’m afraid. You see my world is long gone. And soon, so will every world that has aethereum in it. The only worlds that can survive are those where magic is controlled, not floundering freely.”
I looked past Rathom and his Entropics and noticed a line of riders forming alongside Kassandre—they were almost ready.
“I won’t let you destroy any more worlds, especially this one,” I said while drawing my sword.
“That’s where I beg to differ,” Rathom replied with a sinister smile. “Once all the worlds are wiped clean, and all the aethereum collected, it will be possible to create a new one. Imagine it: a single realm where all can live in abundance. All it will take…is the death of that silly girl who thinks herself a goddess.”
“You know I’m going to kill you, right?” I asked while focusing my Expertise in both defense and fighting prowess.
“Unlikely. Young man, go back to your world. There’s nothing you can do for Brighthelm. The more portals you open, the easier it is for me to bring my army through, thank you for that. All I need now is the orb in that Aethereal’s chest and I’ll be on my way. Try not to die.”
I was done here. I stepped back into a portal and reappeared at the head of the rag-tag group that just formed in defense of the village. There were orcs, swinefolk and men, a group at least fifty strong, with Kassandre in the center.
“You ready?” I asked.
“I am,” Kassandre replied.
“Root those bastards.”
Kassandre raised her arms and a deluge of massively thick roots burst from the ground to ensnare the Maulers along with Rathom’s mount. The entire group soon became covered in a cocoon of nature, which is when I opened a portal above Kassandre, with the exit point opening above our adversary.
“Hit em Kassandre!”
She was already powering up a large ball of blue energy between her hands before I finished speaking her name. Her hands waved back and forth, weaving the energy ever larger until it was bigger than her entire torso.
With one great upward thrust, she fired her magic blast straight up into the portal, causing it to bomb the cocoon from above in an explosion of smokey blue with sizzling bolts of electricity.
The entire cocoon was engulfed by it, with the consequent shockwave sounding off a muffled ‘boom’. The calvary that formed up behind us cheered at Kassandre’s display of power, while I closed the portals I’d opened.
It was not the victory I’d hoped for however, for when the dust finally settled and the magical remnants cleared, a far more massive beast stood where Rathom and the Entropics once were. This one was enormous—a proper giant.
With a body looking like it was the sum total of all the Maulers, I realized that Rathom combined his beasts into a far more horrible creature I’d only heard of from Nadia: a Bruiser.
“No,” Kassandre seethed before throwing a magic bolt across the field.
It struck the Bruiser’s chest like a petty flame striking metal, doing no damage to it. This one was much larger than the Bruisers that had been described to me before—a full twenty feet taller.
“Shit…” I murmured to myself. “Why do I get the feeling I should be hearing boss music?”




Chapter 18

The Bruiser stalked across the field while the archers in our pick-up group started shooting at it. It was like tiny toothpicks pricking into its skin, with nothing getting deep enough to even make it flinch.
Its demonic head smiled, taking heavy but slow steps while Kassandre summoned another set of roots to trap its feet.
It worked.
“You got him!” I shouted. “Now what?”
“This,” Kassandre replied before enchanting my sword with blue magic.
“That’s a start. And where the hell is Helga?”
I heard the snapping of failing roots as the Bruiser tried to free itself. We were running out of time.
“I have not seen her yet,” said Kassandre. “Derrick, we have to lead it away from the town.”
“No, we have to get you away from the town. It’s after the aethereum hidden in your body.”
“I cannot run from this Derrick, they always come back.”
“Kassandre,” I put my hand on her thigh and looked up with an urgent expression. “Go back to the sanctuary and attack from the portals I open. I’ll do what I can from here.”
“You need me Derrick.”
“I need you alive. If it’s after you, then it shouldn’t stick around for very long,” I explained while opening a portal to the sanctuary. “If this doesn’t work, at least you’ll be safe.”
“Derrick please—”
“Go Kassandre. Wait for me to summon you, but leave the hyena with me.”
She jumped off the mount immediately, looking at me with unsteady eyes. “You would fight it alone for my sake?”
“I’m not alone. I got an angry band of merchants and men, now get outta here.”
Kassandre looked back and forth between my eyes, then moved in close—and kissed me. It wasn’t a short kiss either, but the kind you gave a lover, not a friend. Our lips parted, and she pat me on the chest armor while looking into my eyes.
“PlanesWatcher…after we slay this beast, you and I are due for sex,” she said with a little bite of her bottom lip.
“I thought it wasn’t sex?”
“It is now.”
Just as I asked, Kassandre stepped into the portal and returned to the sanctuary, watching me from the other side with concern.
“When I open the next one, hit it with everything you’ve got,” I said, then shut the portal.
The Dire Hyena let me onto its back without any trouble, then I watched as the Bruiser tore itself free of its entanglements. The rabble behind me started working themselves up with boisterous cries and the rattling of weapons against shields.
I opened a portal behind the Bruiser, then a magic bolt struck its back, causing it to stagger. As soon as it turned around, I shut that one and re-opened it above it. Another magic bolt came from above, blasting off one of its horns but only mildly damaging its face.
The Entropic was angry now, and turned toward us before opening its mouth to breathe fire in our direction. Oh shit. I yanked the reins and squeezed the side of my mount with my legs to make it run away.
Our line broke fleeing the flames, but the Bruiser didn’t seem all that interested in us. It was looking around for another portal—looking for Kassandre.
The plan could work.
I opened another portal some distance away, then the Bruiser began marching toward it. With my magic enchanted sword in my hand, I rode off toward the Bruiser while Kassandre hit its legs with multiple magic bolts.
Unfortunately however, the guys who amassed didn’t follow my lead. They just huddled as a group rather than charging in.
Except for the orcs, those guys ran on foot looking for some action. I took advantage of the Bruiser’s distraction, riding up behind it and slashing my sword across its ankle, managing to cut its skin with my strength.
It tried to swat at me, and would’ve caught me were it not for the fact it wasn’t paying enough attention. The orcs entered the fray and started climbing up its back, stabbing and annoying the hell out of it.
I made another run at it, then switched the portal to kite it in the other direction so that Kassandre could target it without hitting the orcs. Doing it so many times was beginning to wear on me though, as each portal seemed to consume a resource I didn’t know I was relying on.
From the feel of it, I had two more portals, in me before I was spent. The Bruiser flailed around, throwing off orcs while the Boarguls finally worked up the courage to charge in—only to get kicked over like bowling pins.
I didn’t know what to do. I had two portals left and I needed a kill. There was no choice, I had to bring Kassandre back. A quick wave and it opened right in front of me, where I pulled the hyena alongside it.
“Jump on, quick!” I urged.
Kassandre didn’t ask questions, and leaped through the portal to land right behind me on my mount.
“Derrick, my magic isn’t doing enough harm,” she said.
“I know.”
The Bruiser grabbed an orc off its shoulder, then threw it into a group of assembled Boarguls before turning around to look at us, its big-toothed mouth contorted into a flaming smile. It took a deep breath, then opened its jaw to blast a stream of flame forth.
Kassandre reacted by thrusting her palm forward, causing the flame to shear off an invisible barrier in front of us with an audible ‘voom’. The fire spun into itself, forming a fireball that grew larger and hotter the more the Bruiser blew.
“Begone!” Kassandre shouted.
She pushed her arm forward, and the fireball returned to the Bruiser and collided with its entire head, snapping it back and knocking it onto its back.
“That thing’s got fire resistance, it’s not dead yet,” I said, before yanking the reins to charge back into the fray.
Kassandre threw more magic bolts at it, essentially kicking it while it was down, but the Entropic didn’t delay in getting onto all fours to swat at everyone attacking it, barely missing us as it tried to grab the entire mount we were on.
The humans were up to something, but I couldn’t tell exactly what. They weren’t attacking, they were just holding guard near the town. That was when I saw her: Helga. She was riding full speed with plate armor on her shoulders and legs—there was no breastplate big enough to contain those tits—and she carried a great tower shield on her arm.
“Derrick!” she howled.
As soon as she closed in, she jumped off her hyena with enough force to send her flying through the air in some kind of super-jump. She landed next to us as I pulled the reins to stop our galloping, then she gave me a feral smile before offering me the shield.
“For you, boyfriend,” said Helga.
I got off the mount and let Kassandre take the reins, accepting the shield that she handed to me.
“Holy—! Jeez,” I exclaimed.
The thing was heavy, which I fixed by putting one level of Expertise into my strength, keeping the other for weapon proficiency. Noticed Helga traded her elven sword with a great two-handed blade almost as long as she was tall.
The Bruiser was back on its feet, and just in time for Kassandre to enchant my shield with the massive amount of magic she’d been summoning. Now that my equipment was glowing, I felt ready to take this thing on.
“We gotta go for the head,” I said. “Kassandre, root it down while Helga distracts it. I just need one shot.”
“Gladly!” Helga blurted out before super-jumping away. “Raah!”
She hit the Bruiser so hard in the chest that it looked like something its own size had punched it. Kassandre rooted it by its legs with continuously overlapping plants, and I held the shield in front of me while advancing on foot.
Everyone dog piled the thing, being thrown off repeatedly or clawed at while it tried to go after Kassandre, who was running circles around it on the Dire Hyena as she renewed her rooting to keep it in one place.
Helga jumped to and fro, wounding it on the arms as it tried to snatch her out of the air. The orcs were stabbing it in the legs, and the Boarguls kept grabbing its horns like they meant to rip them off—useless as that was.
The Bruiser roared, then breathed fire straight across the grass, engulfing multiple orcs and sending them fleeing in flames.
The Boarguls disengaged, and one of them was caught in the Bruiser’s clutches and crushed. Helga took a single step, and leaped right at it with a strong kick into its rib, knocking it onto the ground with her great strength.
It made a horrible whining sound, then Kassandre summoned more roots to wrap its wrists and pull them down and keep it supine.
That was my opening.
“Here goes nothing,” I uttered to myself.
I looked down, and a portal appeared beneath my feet as I fell straight through. My body popped out above the Bruiser’s head, and I landed right on its neck as it snapped and chomped at me. My shield would have broken and splintered were it not for Kassandra’s magic, which I let go of in order to gag the thing.
My arms lifted my magic-enhanced blade, I put all my Expertise into strength, and with a mighty shout, I plunged the blade straight down right between its eyes. The enchantment burst into a recoil of blue energy, filling the Bruiser’s head with the light and blasting out its eyeballs like a gooey volcano in black and red.
The monster flailed in futility for a split second, then fell limp. Its tongue hung slack out of the side of its mouth, and I unwedged my shield from between its teeth before retrieving my sword.
Breathing heavily with the massive adrenaline of the situation, I looked up and saw the amassing defenders cheering and roaring. Kassandre had the biggest smile as she looked at me, and Helga looked extremely horny.
With a quick brandishing of Shatter, a wealth of aethereum was extracted from the creature, causing it to grow to the size of a dagger. It’d be too big to fit in my pocket anymore, but I didn’t care, I had just dealt the killing blow to a huge monster.
This. Was. Awesome.




Chapter 19

Clashing beer mugs and folk music dominated the entire town as the Bruiser’s defeat was celebrated by all. Helga protected us with growling glares on our way to an inn at the center of the mostly tent town.
A few merchants approached us on our way there, offering us some free loot as a result of our helpful triumph. I found out what the humans were doing too: skinning the dead Bruiser.
There was no sign of Rathom, but the carcass the creature left behind was making a lot of coin and filling a lot of Orc and Boargul bellies. Its hide would no doubt be put to use in crafting all sorts of things. At one point I saw somebody pull a tooth out as a trophy.
As for us, we got free lodging in the biggest room they had—which they scrambled to clean before we arrived. There were two beds, which we pushed together. I tried to open a portal to Sevantrix, but I simply couldn’t visualize her without feeling tired.
A good night’s sleep was going to be the answer, then I’d try again in the morning for what I felt would be a glorious level-up. Between the Entropic I killed in the forest, and the big beast made of ten Maulers, we had to be in for something good.
“I’m the strongest orc in Brighthelm by now,” Helga boasted proudly. “Not even Kassandre can jump as far as I can.”
Kassandre was busy taking off her boots as she sat on the edge of the bed.
“Both of you were awesome today,” I said as I removed my armor.
Someone knocked at the door, which Helga opened via a simple latch to allow two servants with buckets of boiled water to come in. They were filling up a bath for us, which was taking some time.
After how sweaty we got, all of us were going to need a good soak. Helga’s armor hit the floor with a good clunk, followed by her boots and weapons. The servants dumped the water into a big wooden tub in the adjacent room before excusing themselves.
“Helga goes first,” Kassandre declared. “She smells the most.”
“Glory comes at a stinky price,” Helga retorted as she unstrapped her leather bodice, stripping herself until she was naked.
I’d never seen her completely nude before, just a single titty and her pussy when we had sex on the river bank. By God the woman was built, with the widest hips I’d ever seen on a person.
She struck the perfect balance of jacked muscle and feminine softness and shape—and that ass? Oof. If I were lesser of a  man I’d have swooned. I was pitching a tent in my pants, surrounded by a town made almost exclusively of tents. Fitting.
Kassandre was packing some nice equipment as well, Helga just stood out because everything was bigger on her. I wasn’t any less horny for my elven companion either.
“When I come out, I want some magic cock,” Helga declared as her bubble butt jiggled on the way into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.
Kassandre casually removed one garment at a time, a peaceful smile on her face. Thankfully, I brought a little bit of deodorant with me, which would hold me over until I got my turn to soak.
With a come-hither motion, Kassandre beckoned me with a curled finger, and I gladly obliged by coming over to sit next to her, down to my underwear and nothing else.
Wordlessly, Kassandre touched my face and turned it toward her. She looked from my eyes to my lips, down to a simple sash wrapped around her breasts and a loincloth.
“That kiss you gave me earlier, I liked it,” I said.
“It seemed appropriate,” Kassandre replied in an airy tone.
“So then I take it I’m allowed to kiss you now?”
“You have earned it.”
I took her up on her offer and pressed my lips against Kassandre’s, my hands holding the back of her head with her long red hair bunched up between my fingers.
“Derrick,” she said while gently pushing my chest to end the kiss. “We are still learning each other, but is there room in your heart for another woman?”
“If there’s one thing I’ve learned since I got here, it’s that all of me can level up. Even my heart.”
Kassandre smiled. “Then let us be together as a man is with a woman, and celebrate today with the pleasures of our flesh.”
We moved in for another kiss when Helga suddenly swung the bathroom door in dripping with water.
“You’re done already?” I questioned incredulously.
“I soaked, I scrubbed, I’m clean,” she retorted.
“But not dry,” Kassandre said in a scathing tone before throwing a rag at her.
“Are you finished yet? I want my turn,” said Helga while patting herself with the rag, which barely did anything.
“We’ve not even started,” Kassandre voiced in complaint.
Helga rolled her eyes. “Then we can improvise.”
She stormed across the room and then ripped Kassandra’s remaining coverings off before lifting her by the waist like she was weightless. I had to scoot over just to avoid being trampled.
“Helga! What are you doing?” she protested. 
“Making it easier for him,” Helga replied.
In one long stride, Helga moved to the headboard of the bed, spread her legs then put the elf in her lap.
“What the—ooh!” Kassandre was shocked when Helga held her legs wide open in front of me.
I had both pussies being presented to me, with Kassandre sitting on top of Helga’s lap, both of them spread eagled so that I could double-dip with relative ease. The way Helga held Kassandre’s ankles made for the most lewd sight I’d ever seen.
“There,” said Helga. “Derrick, are you ready?”
I’d never been so humored and horny in my life. Kassandre blushed heavily, and this looked like a great start to a threesome.
“Kassandre, you good?” I asked.
“I—I suppose this is alright.”
“Good, 'cause you’re getting it first.”




Chapter 20

I awoke the next morning to two mouths pleasuring my morning wood. Helga and Kassandre were busy slathering their tongues up and down their side of my dick, with firm eye contact on me.
The night before was purely for fun, and not for enhancement. Apparently, I would need to level up again to power up the girls. From what I could tell, each level of my Expertise only counted toward theirs once per level-up.
My loads were still instant orgasms for them though. The second my cum touched the inside of their pussies, they were sent into wild climaxes. My reward was their reward, and I’d left them both in a sweat-covered stupor by the end of it.
If they kept it up with the double-duty blowjob, we were going to find out what happened when it touched a tongue. This was the most cooperative I’d ever seen them be with each other—no arguing or competing.
Helga licked around the tip, then took it into her mouth and sucked while Kassandre went down to capture a mouthful of scrotum before it was her turn to switch. Of the two, Kassandre was unexpectedly goal-oriented.
Her head bobbed deeply and rapidly, coating my cock in her saliva while Helga took an entire testicle into her mouth and sucked on it. When Kassandre used her hand to stroke the remaining half of my cock, that was the straw that broke the camel’s back.
My dick swelled with Kassandre’s lips wrapped around it, I started throbbing, then I spewed burst after burst of a huge load into her mouth. Her eyes widened, she stopped bobbing and then switched to a gentle suckling like she was nursing from my cock.
“Mmm!” she hummed with delight.
I couldn’t speak, I was too busy groaning and grunting while my first blowjob in Brighthelm became the best one I ever had.
Helga took her mouth off my sack, then perked her head up with interest. “What? Is it good? Let me try!”
She popped my dick out of Kassandre’s mouth while I was still cumming and then wrapped her full lips around it before taking it to the back of her throat. She gulped loudly while Kassandre kept stroking the base, cupping my balls for maximum pleasure and comfort.
“Jeez!” I exclaimed, almost jumping out of my skin while Helga finished swallowing my loud.
Kassandre dribbled a little bit of cum down her chin, then wiped it off with a giggle before sucking it clean off her finger. When I was done blowing in Helga’s mouth she took her lips off it, slurped it all back, and swished it around with a thoughtful expression.
After an approving nod, she swallowed.
“That tasted like….” Kassandre squeezed my thighs and then kissed my still-twitching dick. “I don’t know what it tasted like, but that was delicious! It was like a nectar made just for me.”
“Nectar?” Helga gave me a single stroke so she could lick up the bead of cum that oozed from the tip. “It tastes like some kind of honey to me, the best I’ve ever had. It makes me feel happy.”
Once I caught my breath, I laughed as a reaction to the best morning I’d ever had.
“Then it’s whatever you two like the most,” I panted. “Sevantrix is smart.”
“I must thank her later,” said Helga, who decided to suckle me and continue going like I hadn’t already just cum.
Kassandre climbed up beside me and then lay on my chest. “We thought you’d enjoy that and couldn’t agree on who should do it, so we both did.”
“I’m glad to see you two finally working together,” I said before looking down at the swollen head of my dick passing back and forth between Helga’s lips. “Helga—oh shit that’s sensitive—I already came.”
“Then cum again,” she demanded. “Or don’t. I’m doing it anyway.”
Kassandre giggled while cuddling up next to me. “Let her have her fun, I got to drink most of it.”
“Shit…okay,” I acquiesced.
Helga was thankfully gentle, letting me recover enough while I lay back to enjoy the sensation. I made the mistake of briefly thinking of Sevantrix, who was responsible for the amazing things I’d gotten to experience.
That thought resulted in a portal opening right above us with Sevantrix looking straight at our naked bodies—Helga didn’t even care enough to stop sucking my cock. Kassandre didn’t move either, she remained at my side, content to keep our naked skin pressed together.
Sevantrix smiled. “I see my gifts have been well received. How are you PlanesWatcher?”
“Um,” I looked down and made eye contact with Helga, who clamped her lips down even harder and started moving faster. “If I cum while we’re talking, will that answer your question?”
The goddess giggled, then looked at Kassandre. “Is he everything I promised, brave Aethereal?”
“He’s better,” Kassandre declared. “Our hearts have intertwined as our bodies have.”
“Blessed elf, you honor me with your joy,” Sevantrix bowed her head graciously before turning her attention back to me. “Do you have aethereum for me to wield, or were you merely saying hello?”
“Well—jeez Helga!” I grabbed her head and held it when she started slathering her tongue all along the bottom of my shaft. “We do have some but…oh God.”
Kassandre kissed my cheek. “I will get it.”
She rose to her feet and reached under the bed to take Shatter, sitting on the edge of the bed and offering it up.
Sevantrix levitated the shard out of Kassandre’s hand and took it through the portal, carefully observing it as her fingers stroked the newly grown material.
“You have acquired much aethereum. This is both pleasing…and unsettling. The enemy is crossing over more easily,” she said.
“Oh, shit—” I blurted out as I looked down at the moment Helga made me explode, her mouth clamped on my cock.
“Mmm!” Helga rejoiced as I came again, flooding her mouth with more cum than I thought I had left.
She used fast, shallow strokes to get every last drop, keeping her eyes on mine like she intended to burn this memory into my mind. It worked because there was no way I was ever forgetting it.
Sevantrix watched the whole thing, her eyes fixated on my dick as Helga cleaned me up with long licks of her tongue.
“Now that was good,” Helga praised. Like the mischievous orc she was, Helga finally looked up at the portal and wiggled my dick like she was luring a dog with a treat. “I bet you can’t wait for this can you?”
The goddess laughed. “I admit I may be a bit eager for you all to arrive here. It looks like he has bestowed you with a gift of his own.”
With a contended exhale, I took Helga into my arms while she cuddled me on my left side while Kassandre sandwiched me from the right.
“You never told me I could do that,” I said.
“It only works if you care for the woman to whom you grant your seed. A simple harlot would not have received power,” Sevantrix explained. “Now then—”
The goddess absorbed blue light from Shatter, closing her eyes and breathing deeply as the influx of power filled her being. When she opened them, a faint glow was in the very center of her pupils.
She sent the shard back through, then aimed her palm at me. My body manifested a bright orange aura immediately following it, with a stream of aethereum connecting to the center of my chest before I felt every aspect of me improve in some way.
My vision seemed clearer, my muscles felt better, and my sense of smell was able to pick up the faint scent of Kassandre’s pheromones distinctly from Helga’s. The light faded, and both women clutched me a little tighter.
“PlanesWatcher, you have ascended from level two, to level five. Any Aethereal beneath your power will continue to level until she matches or exceeds you,” she explained.
I squeezed Helga’s muscled shoulder. “You’re level three, that means you get a lot of ‘magic cock’ until you catch up.”
Helga smiled. “I know what I’m doing for the rest of the day.”
“We,” Kassandre corrected.
“I must take my leave of you. May your journey be filled with victory and joy. And PlanesWatcher?”
“Yeah Sevantrix?”
“You have a beautiful cock.”
The portal snapped shut after that.




Chapter 21

We lost an entire day to naked shenanigans. Talk about fun. We laughed, we played, we wrestled, and we all came so much that our junk was sore by the end of it all. It took until nightfall, but I got both of them to level five using my Expertise.
Kassandre could have done it after one round, but she wanted the extra fun. She took two loads to reach it, one in the morning and one at night—both of them in her pussy.
Helga mixed it up with sex in the morning, a blowjob in the afternoon, and sex at night. The final round was a challenge because Helga rode me until I came twice, even though the second load didn’t level her up.
That one was just for her pleasure, but it taught me that I could devote my Expertise to sheer arousal, and stay hard as long as I wanted. I didn’t tell Helga that though, not yet—or my dick would never see the light of day again.
I’d had so many orgasms that my dick raised the white flag and said no more until I got food in my belly. We found ourselves downstairs where the inn had a little speakeasy tavern, with loaves of bread and meat stews filling up the place with pleasant smells.
If anybody knew who I was, they didn’t let on. Thankfully, a medieval society wasn’t exactly good with faces unless they saw you for themselves.
A serving wench dropped three large bowls of food at our wooden bench table, with patrons laughing and chugging various ales.
Kassandre stared at her bowl like it was a pile of shit, while I dug in immediately. The potatoes in this universe were starchy and creamy, melting down into the reddish-brown chowder like a culinary dream.
To me, the ambiance combined with sheer hunger made it taste like the best thing in the world. Helga devoured hers by picking up her bowl, holding it to her mouth, and basically drank it.
“You’re not hungry Kassandre?” I asked.
“I’m not hungry for that,” she said, sitting on my right with Helga on my left.
“What about the bread?” I asked, pointing to the yellow loaf in front of us.
“I prefer the food in the sanctuary.”
“Want me to open a portal? I can summon you back in a little while.”
Kassandre kissed my cheek. “Will you? I apologize if I seem ungrateful, but I find this food disgusting.”
“Sure,” I rose from my seat while Helga happily took Kassandre’s unwanted bowl.
After we got upstairs, Kassandre shut our door and then turned around to hug me. Endeared, I wrapped my arms around her with a pleased smile.
“Everything okay?” I asked.
“Yes. I am feeling a bit overcome with emotion. We have seen much these last few days…and done even more.”
We parted, and I smirked slyly at her. “Yeah, it’s kinda crazy. You know, we’ve never been on an actual date. We should do that sometime before we leave Brighthelm.”
“A ‘date’? I’m not sure I understand.”
“It’s where we spend time together doing something fun.”
“Sex isn’t fun?”
A belly laugh escaped me. “You have a point there. The sex is more than fun. I was basically wanting to spend some time relaxing with you, doing something we enjoy.”
“I enjoy the sex,” Kassandre said with a deadpan expression.
“Then how about we take a walk, you can show me some things you like, and then we’ll get naked?”
Kassandre looked up pensively. “I will find something for Helga to do so we can be alone.”
“Then it’s a date. You and I get to relax, and end it with some personal fun.”
Kassandre smiled with a nod and then gave me some room to summon a portal to her sanctuary.
“I will be ready for you within an hour. Summon me then…unless Helga demands more ‘magic cock’ time.”
“One hour, even if I’m balls deep in orc pussy,” I agreed.
She laughed at my description, then stepped into the portal before it vanished. I returned to the speakeasy shortly after, where Helga had not only finished my bowl but ordered three more.
Only one was left.
I returned to my seat and kissed Helga on the side of her head while she finished her fourth bowl. It didn’t take me long to chow down on mine.
“More!” Helga shouted with a bang of her bowl on the table.
“You’re still hungry?” I asked in amazement. “Big girl got a big appetite.”
“It’s for you,” she said while patting my stomach. “You need to keep your strength.”
“Thanks sweetie.”
“Sweetie?” Helga furrowed her face and licked her own arm. “I don’t taste sweet.”
“I beg to differ,” I said with a suggestive gaze. “But I wasn’t talking about your skin. I was talking about that big orc heart of yours.”
“Oh…”
A flash of pink appeared beneath Helga’s cheeks. She was blushing. The serving wench brought another bowl, though it was only half full.
“That’s the last of it. The cook sends his regards,” she said in a twangy accent.
“Thanks,” I said while taking out a gold coin and giving it to her.
She stared at me like I was crazy, looked around suspiciously, then tucked it into her cleavage before leaving. I tore pieces of bread off to dip them into the stew, feeling my vitality return with every bite.
“Derrick, your Expertise led us to more Entropics. Can you use it to track the Carnifex?”
Chewing on a big saucy meat cube, I spoke with my mouth packed with food. “I’m not sure it was leading me to them, I think it was leading me to something useful enough to help with that. I’m gonna buy a map.”
“A map?”
“Yup.”
“What good will a map do? You are not native to Brighthelm, it will mean nothing.”
I pointed at Helga with a piece of bread. “Yes, it will. I can use my Expertise to read it and we can figure out where the Carnifex is hiding. It can’t be that far from here, since they’re after Aethereals anyway.”
“The sun has set. We will need to wait until daybreak to find a mapmaker.”
“That’s fine. I can think of something to do while we wait.”
“Which is?”
With a devilish grin, I scooped Helga up and tossed her over my shoulder. I'd never heard her laugh so hard as I carried her away to spend the next hour inside her. That was also the first time I got to lick her pussy to completion, which Helga thoroughly enjoyed.
A man’s gotta eat his greens. 




Chapter 22

I woke up with both women in my arms, but Helga wanted some attention until Kassandre finally came to. Helga was a loud kisser, but a passionate one. The incessant lip-smacking is what woke her up to begin with.
She didn’t mind though, she got kisses too.
We had some elven bread and fresh fruits to eat for breakfast that Kassandre brought back from the sanctuary the night before—shortly after I finished putting Helga in a full mating press—it was awesome.
Today had two objectives: get a map and locate the Carnifex. With our gear packed up and ready to go, Helga showed us around Brethren Bazaar. I was recognizable due to the Entropic armor I was wearing, which meant merchants coming out left and right offering something at a ‘discounted price’.
A single snarl from Helga got most of them to bugger off. Kassandre walked closely on my right side, watching anyone who might try to follow us until we reached a brown hut with an entire cartography collection inside.
Scrolls on scrolls were stacked all behind a flat chest which was being used as a desk by the dark brown man inside. He wore a beige turban with flowery robes, smiling graciously the moment we entered.
“Welcome travelers, what may I help you with today?” asked the map maker.
After exchanging a quick look with Helga and Kassandre, I moved ahead and sat down across from him on a tiny little stool so low to the ground that I was practically crouching.
“Do you have a map of Brighthelm?” I asked.
The man smiled with an amused flair, twirling his thin black mustache. “I have many maps of Brighthelm. To which region do you refer?”
“We require your most detailed map of this entire province, along with the surrounding areas,” Kassandre interjected.
“Hmm,” the map maker touched his chin. “Are you sure you don’t need a map of more exotic places? The Wellspring Basin is well known.”
“I’ll give you ten gold coins for your best one,” I said.
The map maker immediately stood up and went to a stack of maps behind him, like a man possessed.
“I guess that was a good price,” I murmured.
“Ah, this one!” said the map maker, far more energetic than before.
He brought a scroll back to the chest, unrolled a pink fabric across its top, then flattened the scroll on top of that. The map was hand-drawn, showing mountain ranges, rivers, and vast grasslands.
The sanctuary wasn’t marked, but I knew where it was, and saw where the Brethren Bazaar was as well. It marked some adjacent towns including a castle some miles away, but was a topographical map showing the geography rather than any non-major hubs.
While looking at it, I put my full Expertise into my insight and started having ideas about the best place for an evil Entropic summoner to hide. The map maker rolled the scroll back up before I could stare too long at it though.
“Coin please,” he said.
I didn’t even bother counting, I just grabbed a handful of coins out of my satchel and dropped them on the chest. It was twelve, not ten. That made him very happy.
“Your patronage is most welcome. Let me fetch you a case for that,” he said.
Inside a knapsack bag, he withdrew a maroon-red hollow cylinder, then put the scroll in before putting on the lid. With both hands, he presented it to me like it was a sword, so I took it with a respectful nod and handed it to Helga—she put it in my backpack for me.
“Thanks,” I said before standing.
“Is there anything else I can do for you? Perhaps something other than a map?”
“Like what?” I asked.
“I am a member of the Explorer’s Guild, and they share whispers of their travels with me, that I might add to some of my more premium maps. If there is something you seek in particular, I may be able to help you.”
With my Expertise still devoted to my insight, an idea came to me, one I hadn’t thought to ask about.
“Actually, you can,” I reached into my satchel, took out two more coins then dropped them into his palm. “The monsters that come, do you have a map of where they’ve been sighted?”
“I most certainly do!”
While he went to get one, I grinned at Kassandre while she nodded in approval. Helga crossed her arms, looking bored while the map maker pulled out another map. He tucked it into a smaller case and then gave that one to me too.
“These are my most popular maps, and this is the most recent drawing. You will find every place they have been seen so you know where to avoid.”
“Oh I don’t intend to avoid them,” I declared.
“No?” he inquired.
I nodded. “We’re here to hunt them.”




Chapter 23

As previously agreed, it was Helga’s turn for me to ride with her. I could have bought a horse back at Brethren’s Bazaar, but not only did horses get skittish around Dire Hyenas, but it would also be another creature to take care of.
After cross-referencing the two maps, Kassandre led us west toward an old abandoned keep corresponding with a lot of monster sightings. It had to be Entropics. From that location, the entire surrounding area was largely reachable within a day’s ride.
The roads were too dangerous to stay on due to bandits, and although we could take them, the only things I was interested in killing were agents of Matroxus.
Per Helga’s request, I sat behind her with my hands groping her breasts. The perk of having an orc girlfriend was that she was horny all the time, but the downside of having an orc girlfriend was that she was horny all the time.
More importantly, I felt incredibly thankful and fortunate that I had two girlfriends other guys could only dream about. Truth be told my only complaint was that we had work to do, so I’d have to wait for some more downtime or until I leveled up to make sex a productive use of our time.
I did enjoy feeling her up though, and it allowed me to use my Expertise to enhance my senses to detect any wayward assailants. Kassandre stopped, then looked up toward a high plateau overlooking the grasslands surrounding us.
“We should go up there,” she said.
“What’s up there?” I wondered.
“A better vantage point. This path takes us around, which will add another day to our trip.”
“Once we get up there, getting down will take just as much time,” Helga argued.
I realized what Kassandre was getting at based on the knowing look she gave me.
“Not if we portal down. If I can see it, I can go to it,” I explained.
“I keep forgetting you can do that,” said Helga.
“I’ll go first,” I said while hopping off of the hyena. “This was a good idea Kassandre.”
“You are the PlanesWatcher, thinking in this way should be second nature to you,” she teased with a flick of her long hair.
“Ah give me some credit, until now I never used it like this,” I replied with a smirk.
Looking up to the sky, I got a crazy, dangerous, reckless idea. I walked over to Kassandre and put my hand on her thigh as her mount shook its head to avoid some buzzing flies.
“What is it Derrick?” she asked.
“I’ve got an idea. Show me on the map where we need to go again?”
She lowered the map to my eye level, then pointed to the northern side of the mountain. I kissed her exposed thigh then took a step back from her, watching her elven face blush from the affectionate attention.
I looked up toward the sky again, then dropped down through a portal I formed beneath my feet. When I came through, I was falling through the sky high above our target. Instead of flailing and panicking, I used my Expertise to figure out how to move.
I held my arms and legs out to stabilize my free fall, feeling like a god among men. I rolled over and looked down to get a visual of everything below me. The map was surprisingly accurate, as everything resembled the detailed drawings.
Now that I could see where I wanted to go, I opened a portal and fell directly into it. When I popped out at ground level, I came out sideways, flying onto the ground and tumbling into a haphazard roll.
My shield was strapped to my back, with me ending the roll on it like an upside-down shell bug.
Okay, that could’ve been a better landing, but holy shit that was fun. The path was well-tread and smelled of rich, damp soil. Isolated blades of grass poked out from between errant rocks as the sun peered down from directly above us.
Rising to my feet was the simple part, dusting myself off was a bit tougher. I summoned the girls via portal shortly after, only to get some amusing looks at them. Kassandre was shaking her head in disapproval, while Helga was laughing.
“From PlanesWatcher to Sky Faller,” Kassandre teased.
“Hey, it worked didn’t it?” I chuckled. “I just saved us an entire day.”
“Why didn’t you use a portal as a looking glass from the sky? It would have been easier.”
She got me on that one.
“Good point,” I conceded. “But skydiving is fun.”
“Both of you, look,” said Helga, pointing ahead of us.
A caravan of wagons was coming from the direction we were headed, moving slowly and with wobbling wheels. I put my hand on the handle of my sword, then walked slowly with Kassandre and Helga on either side of me.
The closer we approached, the more I noticed something was wrong. The wagons had torn cloth canopies, and some of the people walking alongside them looked battered, bleeding, and despondent. Humans.
When they saw us getting close, they stopped. A group of four men in peasant clothes jumped out of a wagon with short swords and took up defensive positions near the front.
I held up a hand and the women stopped their hyenas.
“Who goes there?” asked their leader asked in a fatigued but convicted voice.
“We’re just travelers,” I said from twenty paces away.
“Heathen! That armor you’re wearing…you’re one of them aren’t you?”
That confirmed it. I took my hand off my sword and held my hands up, cautiously stepping closer. “You were attacked by monsters, weren’t you?”
“You insult me! I will slay you this day!”
“We can help!” Kassandre interjected.
“We hunt monsters,” Helga added.
They didn’t seem terribly convinced, but they looked too scared to fight us too.
“You’ve got wounded,” I said. “This elf has healing power. Let her mend your injuries.”
No response.
I signaled Kassandre to come forward with two fingers pointed at them, then she rode slowly to the forefront before dismounting ahead of me.
The caravaners maintained their stances, so I let Kassandre’s beauty do the persuading for me. One graceful step at a time, she carefully moved toward them. I held onto the reins of her Dire Hyena, with my Expertise secretly put into my speed in case they panicked and tried to attack.
She walked to the lead man, then held out her hand. Her hands began to glow a green light, causing all of the men to shuffle uncomfortably at the magical sight playing out before them. Twisting green tendrils twirled into glowing threads that fanned out and connected to the man in front of her.
He dropped his sword and exhaled upward with his arms slack at his sides before a burst of green ended the process. I’d never seen her healing so powerful like that—her technique leveled up as she did.
When the caravan leader touched his previously bleeding face with relieved astonishment, he turned around to look at the rest of his men in bewilderment. The others dropped their swords immediately and came to be healed.
Magicians weren’t all that common in known Brighthelm, let alone ones as powerful as Kassandre. The degree of reverence they showed her once everyone was done was like the reaction I had when I first met Sevantrix.
After they’d had time to process everything and decide we weren’t a threat, that’s when I went to their leader and pulled him aside.
“My name is Derrick, and I need you to tell me everything about what just happened.”




Chapter 24

“So they are in the old keep,” said Helga, chewing on a strip of roasted meat.
Along with the caravaners, we set up a hearth to rest beside the road while they relayed the story of the attack to us. The leader of the caravan’s name was Conroy, and his traveling band of merchants were hardly fighters.
It was a miracle they survived at all.
“And they didn’t give chase, they remained by the keep after your men fled?” asked Kassandre.
Conroy nodded. “They seemed more interested in keeping others away than pursuing us beyond the old barricade.”
“Then they’re definitely protecting something,” I surmised. “How many did you see?”
Conroy shrugged. “I can’t be sure. Five emerged from the keep, but there could be many more.”
“Is this the first time you’ve taken this route?” I questioned.
Helga tore a piece of meat off with her teeth, spitting into the embers to the sound of a sizzle.
“We’ve taken this path many times, but this was the first time anything ever came out. The place is cursed—nobody ever dares to go inside,” Conroy explained.
Kassandre looked at me with a hard stare, telling me everything I needed to know with a single look. That was where we needed to go, and we needed all the power we could get.
“Kassandre, do you know what your newest power is?” I asked.
“If it’s not making elven bread out of thin air, I’ll be disappointed,” Helga quipped.
Kassandre ignored this. “I can feel it, but I don’t yet know what it does.”
“And what about you Helga?” I inquired. “Notice anything different since reaching level five?”
Helga drank water from a skin flask before wiping her mouth. “I feel stronger.”
“How strong?”
“Strong enough to shatter a stone if I struck it.”
Kassandre stood up after Helga’s boast, walking away from the rest of us in order to come to a patch of dirt on the main path. She closed her eyes, the wind picking up as if in response. The air started to feel a bit prickly, her hair stood on end, and then it all stopped.
When she turned around, she simply shook her head. “Whatever it is, I must be careful.”
“How is she so powerful?” asked Conroy while motioning to Kassandre. “I’ve never seen a magician capable of healing.”
“She’s no ordinary magician,” I said with pride. “And thanks for the information. We’ll be going now.”
Conroy rose to stand at the same time I did, offering a handshake. “We owe you a great debt.”
“It’s no problem,” I said as we clasped forearms. I looked at Helga as she finished her food. “You ready?”
Her green skin glistened in the bright sun as she stood on her long, strong legs. “First we kill. Then we mate. Then we rest.”
I chuckled at her breakdown of our future itinerary.
“Good luck Conroy,” I said. “Time to clear a castle.”
***
The sky became increasingly overcast as we rode down the road to the cursed keep, casting the environment in a dreary gray. I saw the remnants of corpses on the wayside, smelling what I now knew to be death.
Such imagery disturbed me to the core as I rode Kassandre’s mount with her sitting behind me.
“This doesn’t feel right,” I said.
“What is it Derrick?” asked Kassandre.
“It’s something Rathom said,” I began. “He wants me alive but knows we’re trying to stop him. I didn’t see his body in the Bruiser, so he’s gotta be alive. Why hasn’t he sent more Entropics? Why isn’t this harder?”
“Perhaps he lacks the power to summon more without the aethereum he needs,” Kassandre offered.
I shook my head. “I thought that at first too. The thing is, they’ve been after you all this time—they want the aethereum in your body. They ambushed us at Brethren Bazaar, but then let us walk into the heart of their territory? I don’t believe it.”
“Derrick is right,” Helga chimed in as she pulled up alongside us. “I smell a foul game.”
“Are you saying we should not kill the Carnifex?” Kassandre questioned. “That would condemn Brighthelm.”
“I’m not saying that,” I replied. “What I am saying is that we could be playing into Rathom’s hands. We need to be careful.”
We rode around a large tree with a thick canopy of dying branches twisting and curling around like a thorn bush. The terrain began to incline on our right-hand side, where a dark stone keep was at the highest point overlooking the road.
A stone brick fence wrapped around the bottom of the hill, with segments having been knocked out of it. The main gate was a splintered mess, with something very large having long since destroyed it.
The air was thick and smelled of mildew and death, and skeleton remains were littered around the hill. No wonder everybody thought it was cursed, the sight of it gripped me with a spine-tingling fear.
Mercifully, I saw Kassandre reach out with her hand and clench a fist. Roots sprouted from the ground around every individual set of remains, before pulling them deep into the soil. Just like that, she’d instantly buried them.
“Thanks Kassandre,” I said in relief.
“They deserved a better fate than this,” she replied.
“This Carnifex deserves a bloody fate,” Helga seethed as she jumped off her Dire Hyena.
I dismounted next, then held Kassandre by her waist to help her down—not that she needed me to, I just wanted to hold her for a moment. We didn’t bother tying up the hyenas, but we did unpack them.
To keep our belongings safe, I chucked them through a portal directly into Kassandre’s tree home, safeguarding our gold while keeping my pistol and knife on hand—just in case. A quick slap on their butts and the hyenas sauntered off to do whatever it is they did.
“I’ve got to ask, where do Dire Hyenas come from? They don’t look native to this climate,” I said.
“They’re not. They come from a faraway land where it is much hotter and harsher to survive,” Kassandre explained. “Boarguls and orcs like them because they can defend themselves and kill horses.”
“And people,” Helga added.
“Gotcha. Well, if they don’t come back, I’ll miss them,” I said before turning my eyes toward the gate. “Let’s kill this son of a bitch.”
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The entry portcullis to the keep remained shut, itself an overlapping series of metal bars with massive bolts securing each segment unto itself. Kassandre now possessed the elven blade originally given to Helga, which she enchanted with her own magic along with mine.
I marched in front with my tower shield firmly in front of me, waiting for any sign of Entropic activity. Getting through the gate however, was one thing I wasn’t sure how to do. These things needed to be raised from the inside, and I truthfully had no idea what the mechanism was to do it.
Just from the parapets and windows, I had ways to portal in, the question was choosing our point of entry. Even the gate had enough space between the bars for me to see the other side.
“We can go quiet, or we can go loud,” said Helga.
“Let’s do both. Make a big noise, then we can enter through that tower over there,” I said while pointing to one with the largest window.
Helga nodded, then grabbed the lowest bars of the gate with her hands, her arms flexing with bulging veins as she grit her teeth.
“Hngh!” she voiced before raising the gate with brute strength, hoisting it over her head.
Kassandre summoned a magic bolt, then flung it into the keep, exploding on contact with the corner of the opening archway. Helga dropped the portcullis after that, allowing it to slam back down on the ground with such a ruckus that everyone inside would surely hear it.
The sounds of demonic barking and scratching signaled the imminent arrival of Entropics, which was the diversion we wanted.
I wasted no time opening a portal into the nearest visible tower, going inside first with my Expertise boosting not only my body, and reflexes, but my very courage. Helga and Kassandre were right after me, and we were not alone.
A blackened humanoid Entropic Sentry with a Mauler was there waiting for us.
Nobody said a word, we just got right into fighting. I held my shield up, ran forward, and rammed right into the Mauler as hard as I could. Kassandre hurled a magic bolt at the Sentry, striking it right in the chest and blowing a hole through it.
It didn’t die though, and summoned flames in the hollow sockets it had for eyes before throwing a fireball at us. Kassandre was quick to react—she caught the fireball in her hand before taking control of it and tossing it right back.
The Sentry was immune to flame, but it staggered backward while the Mauler tried to claw at my shield.
I swung my sword down on the Mauler’s face, cutting off a part of its snout before shield-bashing it one more time. Helga came in for the finish. With her immense strength, she grabbed the Sentry by the throat, crushed it, and then threw it right out of the tower window like a ragdoll.
The Mauler was next. With nowhere else for it to go in the enclosed space, impaling it against the wall with her greatsword was a simple matter. Pinned through its chest, the Mauler wailed and snapped with its flaming tail lashing about.
Helga simply grabbed what remained of its mouth with both hands, then ripped its head right open. I went for the overkill by impaling it through the throat. Both of us withdrew our blades just in time for Kassandre to vaporize the remainder of it with a blast of magical blue.
That was by far the most efficient kill we’d ever done as a group. I had Shatter tucked into my boot, which I withdrew to collect the aethereum from our fallen foes. More enemies continued to move away from us, presumably in the direction of the diversion Helga created earlier.
We took advantage of that as best we could, rushing down the spiral tower steps before they could bring too many reinforcements to bear. When we reached the bottom however, two Entropic Soldiers were already waiting for us.
“Helga, crush ‘em!” I shouted.
My orc girlfriend simply giggled, then flew forward in a single bound while swinging her sword powerfully across to take both of their heads off. Fodder. I took the lead with my shield up, coming out into a courtyard area just outside of the inner fortress.
The windows were too small to see inside, and we were exposed not only to the sky, but to groups of Entropic Sentries, Maulers, and three of the Flamestalkers we encountered in the forest.
All three Flamestalkers ignited their auras, stalking slowly toward us while the Maulers charged in ahead of the Sentries. I lifted my sword into the air, then Kassandre imbued it with blue magic.
“Kassandre, attack! Helga, protect her!” I shouted before performing a super-jump of my own.
I landed behind the group of Maulers while Helga and Kassandre pulled their attention. Meanwhile, I challenged all three Sentries, using my tower shield to bash and block their wild swings and fireballs.
Trading blows with the Sentries was an intense, rough affair. I cleaved at them with my enhanced elven sword, bringing one down when I lodged my blade in its head, causing the magic to transfer to its body and explode in splintered blue streams.
The area-of-effect burst staggered the other two, then I finished both by jumping over their heads, spinning around, and slicing their torsos right off their sternums.
I transitioned into a spin just in time to shield myself from an incoming fireball from a Flamestalker, who had discarded its aura in favor of ranged attacks. The other two continued their incendiary states.
By that time, Kassandre and Helga had finished dealing with the Maulers, who were now a pile of mangled corpses with missing chunks from magic bolt strikes. They came to support me on my flanks, with Kassandre powering up a charged blast.
“Just one of these guys was trouble last time, be careful,” I warned.
“Last time I couldn’t do this,” Helga blurted out.
Before I could say anything, Helga grabbed one of the Mauler corpses and then tossed it right at the lead Flamestalker. The impact knocked it right onto its back and pinned it, as the Mauler was easily three times its weight.
She did this two more times, hurling carcasses at the other ones to bury them under the bodies of their brethren. They couldn’t burn the Maulers off themselves, as Entropics were immune to their own flames.
The girl was brilliant.
“And last time, I couldn’t do this,” Kassandre spoke with a grim tone.
Instead of throwing the magic blast, she dispersed it up into the air, and then a series of blinding flashes forced me to close my eyes. I knew lightning when I heard it, and Kassandre just called down multiple bolts.
The pinned Flamestalkers could do nothing to avoid her assault, and their raspy croaks signaled their death knell. Helga made sure they were dead by decapitating them while they were downed though.
Shatter had a lot of aethereum to absorb after that, but the fight wasn’t even close to finished. There was still the inner keep, and I could hear a voice cackling.
Rathom was here.
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The keep was suspiciously, eerily quiet. We navigated through the dark, empty chambers of the old fortress, illuminated by Kassandre’s magic. Somewhere deep in the keep, I heard what sounded like winds of such gale force that the walls were whistling.
An acute anticipation gripped my chest, and Rathom’s irreverent laughing was getting under my skin. How did he get back here? How did he escape Brethren’s Bazaar without a trace? It occurred to me that Rathom, or someone under his control, had the ability to make portals, and that must have been what we were hearing.
We followed the sounds, my senses bolstered by two levels of my Expertise, and moved into an upper sanctum that would’ve been where its former occupants made their final stand. A stone-masoned archway served as the entrance, where torches were lit on either side of the large square room with old torn banners.
Supported by large pillars in all four corners, Rathom stood in the center looking at the opposite wall where the most grotesque creature was waiting.
It was a massive Entropic creature, having only a head, arms, and a torso that ended in a mess of dangling entrails that wove themselves into the floor much like vines. Its outstretched arms were embedded in the walls like they’d been built into it.
The creature’s chest looked like it had been sliced open to expose its ribcage where a mushy mess of flesh glowed a red light. As though it were giving birth, Maulers emerged out of the glowing interior of its juicy guts to the wails of the monster.
So this is what they were protecting. The Carnifex wasn’t just making portals, it was the portal.
“PlanesWatcher! I was wondering when you’d arrive,” Rathom greeted with a smarmy smirk. “My compliments to your expeditious dispatching of the Bruiser. You’re far stronger than your predecessors were, as is your lady friend.”
“How did you escape?” I growled.
Another Mauler squished out of the flesh portal in the Carnifex’s body, coming to stand next to the first one behind Rathom.
“Surely you didn’t believe yourself the only one capable of portal-making? Matroxus was doing it long before PlanesWatchers even existed. In fact, PlanesWatchers can make portals because of Matroxus.”
“What?” I questioned.
“Derrick, he is playing for time,” said Helga, her large sword held in front of her.
“Ah, I remember you from the tavern,” Rathom spoke. “Something has been done to you, I can smell the aethereum. Interesting.”
“I owe you for that,” Helga snarled.
“And I owe you for everything,” Kassandre snapped.
“Unfortunately, I won’t be staying long,” Rathom replied with a wave of his hand. “You see the veil has weakened enough for me to call far greater creatures into Brighthelm…and beyond. As the PlanesWatcher’s power grows, so does ours. Please continue, because your plan is my plan.”
“What treacherous lies are these?” Kassandre spat.
“I could kill you now, but I’d rather have you collect all that precious aetheruem for me. Then when you’ve gathered enough, I will take it from you personally. In fact, I’ve brought you a little gift. If you die, it’ll set me back another 200 years. But if you succeed? Well…let’s just see what happens.”
“You want us to kill your creatures?” I said through grit teeth.
“I want whatever is more convenient,” Rathom prevaricated. “Either we overrun the realms and gather what we need to free Matroxus, or you do it first. Either way, we win.”
“Kassandre, blast him!” I shouted.
There was no delay in the attack because Kassandre already had a magic blast charged. She thrust her palm forward, and a wave of blue light flew across the room before consuming Rathom and exploding on contact.
The walls cracked and dust fell from the increasingly unsteady ceiling, and the blue haze of fizzling magic vanished to show Rathom completely unharmed.
Looking neither fazed nor inconvenienced, all he did was smirk before turning around and walking past the Maulers to stand before the Carnifex.
With a mighty shove of his arms, Rathom plunged his hands into it and spread the flesh portal even wider as the forceful energy displaced the air like turbulent wind once again. The two Maulers rushed up to help him, standing on their hind legs and clawing the flesh open.
With one final turn, Rathom turned around with a self-satisfied simper. “I’ll see you in Arcadia. Or not. Enjoy the Scourger.”
He vanished through the portal, and then the Carnifex howled as the entire room started shaking. Something else was coming through the portal, and the red light emanating from it was almost blinding.
A horrible smell like pungent death filled the room, and then the Maulers let out a gargling cry as something took hold of them. The portal dimmed to a darker color as the Carnifex thrashed its head back and forth, and a new being stood where Rathom had just entered, holding both Mauler’s up by the neck.
The Scourger had arrived.
Its body was like a demon knight with horns curving upward from what would have been its helmet, if it wasn’t its actual head. Red and black were its colors, with a frayed tail cloak denoting some sort of rank.
Rather than release the Maulers from its grip, it crushed their throats effortlessly before dropping the bodies to the ground. From its back, it withdrew two long swords, both of which began to glow a menacing red.
“PlanesWatcher,” said the Scourger in a rumbling, inhuman voice. “Are you ready to die?”
Kassandre enchanted my sword and my shield, then did the same to Helga’s two-hander. I put two levels of Expertise in attack, two into defense, and the last one into weapons proficiency.
I glanced to my left and right, exchanging a glance with each woman before looking back at the Scourger.
“Alright, I guess time’s up,” I said. “Let’s do this.”
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The Scourger took slow paces around the room as he circled us, taunting us with his low-volume laughter. Kassandre began channeling magic, while Helga crept closer and closer, too far away from our group.
“Helga, don’t rush in,” I cautioned. “When Kassandre attacks, I go in first, then you come in from the right.”
Helga stomped so hard the floor cracked. “We’ve him three to one! Let’s just take him!”
A thin wave of red energy suddenly flew toward us with a swing of the Scourger’s swords. With barely any time to dodge, Kassandre launched the magic she’d been preparing straight at the wave.
Some of the Scourger’s attack was diffused, but the remainder continued and veered toward Helga, striking her directly from shoulder to waist. She fell back without a sound, just a loud exhale as her mouth opened.
“Helga!” I shouted.
Another wave came, but this time aiming for Kassandre. I opened a portal in front of her in a split second, causing it to rebound upon its attacker from behind. It stumbled forward just as I closed both the entry and exit portal, chuckling as it did so.
“Kassandre, heal her, now! This thing is mine!”
I put all of my Expertise into my speed, then cleared the distance between the Scourger and me in a single powerful step. I put everything into strength at the last second, bashing it with my shield as hard as I could.
The Scourger was either very heavy or very strong. It tanked our collision without being knocked off its feet, though I did force it to step back as I swung my sword across its waist. The Scourger blocked my attack with one sword while trying to stab over the top of my tower shield with the other.
I moved to the outside, splitting my Expertise evenly between strength, speed, and weapon proficiency. The Scourger battered against my defense with its dual swords, keeping me on the backfoot to survive its assault.
With scarcely a chance to attack back, I withstood its assault while getting a feel of its general movement. It was ferocious, and its blows were heavy, but it wasn’t necessarily fast. Moving speed to strength would serve me better in this case, so I did.
Despite evening the odds in raw power, the Scourger was still stronger, and a far superior swordsman. I just didn’t have the levels to match it in every aspect.
Then Kassandre blasted it from the side, chipping off a piece of its shoulder armor. That brief opening in its defense gave me the chance to stab directly at its chest, only scratching its hard armor instead of rendering a wound.
The Scourger responded to this by spinning its body a full 360 degrees to send its red waves in all directions. Kassandre shielded herself with her magic, and my shield took the brunt of it. Helga was nowhere to be found.
I soon discovered the reason for this: she was standing right behind me. Helga jumped out after the Scourger completed its spin, swinging her sword with her muscles flexed. The Scourger blocked with both swords, but the force was enough to send it flying across the room, crashing against the far wall.
The Carnifex began wailing again, writhing and moving its head about as a pair of Maulers and a Flamestalker came through.
“Everyone, re-group!” I yelled.
As soon as they did, Kassandre renewed her enchantments of all our weapons, brightening their blue undulating glow.
“This fight will never end Derrick,” said Kassandre.
“We need to focus on the Carnifex,” I said. “Kassandre, can you summon lightning in here?”
“I can, but it will be stronger with an open sky,” she replied.
“Then break the roof. Helga, I’ll take the Scourger, you take the others then help me after,” I said.
“Kassandre, give me that other sword,” said Helga.
A quick exchange and now Helga was dual-wielding too. The Scourger moved up behind the two Maulers while the Flamestalker prepared a fireball in each hand.
“When I say go, step backward,” I said.
The Scourger charged its swords with red energy, and then the Maulers pounced.
“Go!”
All three of us backed into a portal, appearing behind the enemy group and giving us precious few seconds of the initiative. Helga cleaved one Mauler in two with a cross-cut of both her swords, then threw her elven sword straight into the Flamewalker’s back, impaling it through the torso.
I charged in with a shield bash to stagger the Scourger, then chopped one of its horns off with a follow-up strike. The ceiling began to crumble block by block as Kassandre assaulted it with magic blasts, dropping debris onto the second Mauler to bury it under stone.
While Helga engaged the not-so-foddery reinforcements, the roof began caving one segment at a time, forcing me to back away from the Scourger to open a portal over our heads to redirect them onto our foes.
“Helga, move!” I called out.
She was too busy hacking and slashing at the Flamestalker to listen, forcing me to open a portal beneath her feet to drop her down right on top of me.
“Derrick, I was killing that!” Helga complained.
I ignored her. “Everyone under my shield, now!”
They both did as I said, taking cover beneath the umbrella of my defense as the roof collapsed and caved in all around us. 




Chapter 28

Buried under shadow and stone, the light of the overcast daylight sky broke through as Helga hoisted a roof segment above her head before throwing it across the room.
With her amazing brute strength, she tossed piece after piece away from us, who were unharmed save for some dust and mildew that had rubbed off on us. Little of the roof remained, with piles of it atop the Entropics we had faced.
The Carnifex remained, and it was getting louder and more lively with every passing moment. I reached down to clasp Kassandre’s hand and pulled her up to her feet, then stepped onto the floor of debris to give everyone some room.
“Are they dead?” she asked.
“If they aren’t, they are buried in a tomb of stone,” Helga replied as she picked up her swords.
The fleshly portal was swelling and getting brighter—we didn’t have a lot of time.
“Alright Kassandre, do your thing. Fry that son of a bitch to kingdom come,” I urged.
Kassandre clapped her hands as electricity sparked between her fingers, her hair beginning to rise on end as the air became charged.
Helga had no interest in waiting and jumped through the air with a loud battle cry before bringing her sword straight down to split the Carnifex’s head from scalp to chin. The creature shrieked as its mandible divided into two halves, causing the entire keep to shake as its portal started flashing wildly.
That was when the Scourger burst out of the pile of stone it had been covered in. Spewing flames jetted out of the cracks between pieces as the Flamestalker was the next to recover, followed by the remaining Mauler.
“Damn it,” I cursed as the Scourger began charging its blades while looking at Helga. “No, you don’t!”
With all of my Expertise put into strength, I threw my shield with all my might right at it, hitting it with enough force to disrupt its attempt at an attack. I bounded forward, lunging with my sword straight for its face in a last-ditch effort to penetrate its defense.
Helga moved away from the Carnifex, which still wasn’t dead—it was angry. Its arms ripped out of the wall, then it grabbed the Mauler before shoving it down its mangled mouth and chewing with the muscles it had left.
With pieces of exposed muscle and dangling flesh oozing and crunching, the Carnifex healed itself from the consumption of the Mauler.
As I attacked the Scourger repeatedly, it crossed its blades in front of itself, deflecting my strike. Instead of being left open, I used the momentum to turn to my right and drive the blade into its waist.
The Scourger groaned at the first real wound it had taken, then answered by stabbing through my chest armor and managing to get me with a few inches of its own blade.
“Derrick!” Kassandre screamed as I jumped back, leaving my sword embedded in the Scourger’s side.
Helga went berserk.
“Haauuugghh!” she roared.
The Carnifex tried to grab her next, and she cleaved straight through its wrist with a two-handed downward slash, charging straight for the Flamestalker. With an unprotected hand, she grabbed its smoldering body to the sound of sizzling skin then hurled it right into the Carnifex’s guts.
The collision caused its exposed entrails to be burned, consuming intestines with bile bursting out. She jumped toward the Scourger next, engaging it with her injured hand trying to cut it down.
The Scourger defended, and its swords began to glow again. I felt strength beginning to leave my body, and then the lightning came.
Large white bolts struck the Carnifex along with the Scourger, a thunderous echo deafening my ears with the sound of high-pitch ringing. The flash faded, and the Scourger had lost an arm—it was now a shriveled burned mass.
Its injuries did nothing to slow or stop it, and Kassandre continued to hurl magic bolts at the Carnifex which was badly burned, but the portal remained active.
We needed more power. We simply weren’t causing enough damage, and my wound was sapping my stamina. Helga’s endurance was giving out as well, but the Scourger fought on like it had unlimited reserves.
Kassandre’s attacks seemed to do little else but annoy either of the Entropics—they were too strong. Her lightning was stunning them, but not stopping them.
I snapped.
Every bit of my Expertise went into something—anything that could give me the advantage I needed to bring these things down. In a few moments, more Entropics would be coming, and we couldn’t fight forever.
My orange aura burst into being as my heart filled with a need, a burning desire to smite these fucking things once and for all. Sevantrix flashed through my mind, with the name of something she’d planted within me the moment my Expertise was unlocked. It was something I couldn’t do before, but I had the will and the desperation to do it now.
Entropic Eradication.
Like a man possessed, I moved toward the Scourger and grabbed it by the throat, then Helga grabbed its arm. We both pulled as hard as we could, ripping arm from shoulder and head from torso.
I didn’t wait to celebrate the kill, instead, I sprinted toward the Carnifex, jumping over its swinging arm which bashed a hole in the wall. Without thought, without a word, and without hesitation, my orange aura condensed itself into a ball of pure energy in my hand.
Before I could think of what to do with it, I threw it like a fastball right at the Carnifex’s chest, and then everything became consumed in bright light as the ball burst into a huge wave. The concussive shock knocked me off my feet, sending what remained of the floor into collapse.
With the last of my strength, and all my Expertise going to my speed, I opened a portal to fall into, which opened next to Helga as I tackled her straight into another—ending with me collecting Kassandre and vanishing into the last one as the entire keep came crumbling down.
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With a deep, gasping breath, I opened my eyes to the sight of Kassandre’s hands hovering over me with a green light. The wound I suffered no longer bled, nor did I feel it in the aftermath of her healing.
“What happened?” I asked, sitting up abruptly.
“At ease Derrick, it’s over,” Kassandre said while placing her hand on my shoulder with a smile. “You got us away. We won.”
I looked around and saw us outside of the destroyed keep, which had been reduced to a pile of rubble. Helga was tossing bits of debris around, digging for something.
“What’s she doing?” I wondered.
“Looking for your shield along with your sword,” said Kassandre.
The uncomfortably intense heat in my boot signaled the awakening of Shatter. I pulled it out to spare my ankle the sensation, then stood up while Kassandre steadied me with a gentle touch.
“Helga,” I called out to her as she dug through the rubble. “Don’t worry about it, we’ll buy new ones.”
Helga stood up straight, balled her fists, and spun around to glare at me. “The weapons that helped save Brighthelm should not be left behind!”
“I don’t know if Brighthelm is saved yet, they might come back,” I replied.
“Not without an ugly portal monster,” Helga replied. “I’m finding your things. I bought them for you, and we’re not leaving without them.”
“Helga,” I said calmly.
“What Derrick?” she groaned.
I imagined the last place where I saw my sword and my shield, then held my hand out as a portal opened above it to drop both things onto the ground next to me.
“Oh…” she replied sheepishly as she shuffled over to us.
The shield was in battered shape, the wood reinforcing it having been broken into jutting splinters from the metal plating.
My sword was in no better condition, as the blade had been bent, although not nearly as bad as I would have expected. Elven blacksmithing was clearly a tier above human techniques.
“We can get them repaired, or keep them as trophies,” I said with a chuckle as I made my way toward her. “But first—”
With Shatter held out in front of me, I braced my arm with my free hand as vibrant streams of aethereum rose out of the spaces between the cobbled building segments.
The shard vibrated in my hand as its length increased to that of a short sword, becoming smoother and less jagged as the plethora of energy was absorbed into it. It didn’t just become larger, but denser too. It felt like if I tried to break a piece off with normal strength I’d just cut my own hand.
Once all the aethereum was collected, I realized I didn’t have anywhere to fit it.
“It’s strange. I have waited for this day, and yet I do not believe it has come,” Kassandre spoke with a contemplative expression. “The Entropics have been driven from Brighthelm, but my fight goes on.”
“We’ll be back Kassandre,” I said with a reassuring touch of her arm. “And we’ll be stronger.”
A portal opened instantly at my mental urging, summoning forth the image of Sevantrix.
“Hello PlanesWatcher,” she said while shifting her eyes from me to Shatter, looking impressed.
I didn’t wait, I walked straight up to the portal and stuck Shatter through. “Here. I need all the power you can give me from that, and a favor if you can.”
“A favor? Ask anything you want of me.”
“I need you to shrink the shard. It’s getting to be big and I’m gonna have a hard time carrying it around at this rate.”
Sevantrix bowed her head and curtsied. “With what you have given me, I should have the power to reform it. Are you ready PlanesWatcher?”
“I’m ready.”
With her eyes closed, the goddess absorbed so much aethereum that its stored energies washed over her body in brilliant blue and white light. Far in the background of her cosmic kingdom, an ever-rotating glyph grew larger over the central castle tower.
The light expanded to the point that the portal became a projector of divine rays, then a jet of blue light struck my chest as my orange aura returned with explosive force.
Something within me expanded, though I didn’t know exactly what. When Shatter returned, it came in the form of a coin-sized diamond, embedded in a golden pendant.
I took both, looking upon Sevantrix who breathed a sigh of relief.
“It is done PlanesWatcher. Your power has ascended from level five, to level seven.”
“Only seven?” I said in disappointment.
“The greater your Expertise becomes, the more aethereum I must use to increase it further.”
“And did you keep enough of the aethereum to do…whatever it is you do on your own time?”
“The seal around Matroxus has been strengthened, though the barriers between worlds have weakened. It cannot be mended until you unlock the fullness of my power.”
“And why does Derrick need to be the one to do it?” asked Kassandre.
Sevantrix paused for a beat.
“The PlanesWatcher is the focal point for the wound Matroxus dealt to all creation. All worlds are connected through him, and by giving him an Expertise, he is the key to transmuting my nature. Just as I must bestow divine essence upon him, he must bestow mortal essence upon me.”
“By sticking his cock in you,” Helga blurted out sarcastically.
Sevantrix giggled. “I hope so. Being with him will also give me something that only mortals can do: the ability to evolve.”
“And that’ll work?” I questioned. “Don’t get me wrong, I can’t wait to have that ass, but I wonder how much time it’ll take.”
The goddess smiled warmly before moving as close to the portal threshold as she could.
“I can extend a single moment into an eternity for us. I will pleasure you for as long as it takes. ”
“Hey,” Helga stomped. “Don’t go promising him the good sex. That’s our job.”
“I agree with Helga,” said Kassandre.
“Do not worry, I never intended to replace you, I intend to join you,” Sevantrix said with a girly laugh.
“Join us?” I questioned with a raised eyebrow.
“After Matroxus is defeated, and the realms repaired, I will take a human form…” Sevantrix made flirty eyes. “Then I will be yours.”




Chapter 30

Kassandre’s signature glow faded in the aftermath of our shared orgasm, the glow of worm lights giving just enough to see her face. Her tree was the site of not only our celebration but a much-needed rest.
Well, as much rest as one could get with an elf and an orc whose idea of relaxing was having their boyfriend on top of them. Nestled in Kassandre’s bed, we shared a laugh in appreciation of the pleasure we just experienced.
“That was boring to watch,” Helga remarked. “You two did it so…slowly!”
We had a captive audience: Helga’s naked body reclined on its side facing us. She watched the entire thing.
Kassandre briefly rolled her eyes with a smile before looking at Helga, keeping me between her legs in the afterglow.
“We didn’t do it for spectators. You like it rough, I do not,” Kassandre rebuked.
“I suppose if he came then it felt good but, you kept starting and stopping,” Helga answered.
“It’s called edging. And yeah, I came really hard,” I replied.
I punctuated my answer by pulling out of Kassandre with a delayed dribble of my load, then kissed her tenderly.
“You were not alone in that,” Kassandre quipped with a wink.
After one more kiss, I went to lie down between both women, but Helga snatched me into her arms and laid me on top of her instead.
“Again? Helga we already went twice.”
“The bed is small, sleep on top of me,” she said.
She emphasized her request by holding me tightly against her massive breasts, which were epic pillows unto themselves. I was about to ask if Kassandre had a problem with this, but she was already asleep.
“Alright Helga, just make sure you—Helga what are you doing?”
Helga decided to grab my dick and shove it inside her, using her legs to pull me all the way in.
“Leave it—mmnh—in there,” she said.
“You want me to sleep on top of you and inside you?”
“It feels good, it’s relaxing, and we’ll both sleep better.”
She had a point. Five minutes of that type of cuddling and I was fast asleep.
***
Sometimes, Helga had some great ideas. Falling asleep on a naked orc beauty with my dick inside her was a one-way ticket to a good night’s sleep and a wet dream. Except when I had an orgasm in the dream, I abruptly woke up to the reality that I was cumming in Helga’s pussy—which woke her up because it made her climax too.
Not a bad way to start the day.
To keep from waking Kassandre, I tried to muffle our moans by kissing Helga, but it made no difference. Kassandre woke up with a sensuous stretch, making eye contact with me like I’d be in trouble if she wasn’t next. Naturally, I pulled out of Helga and immediately penetrated Kassandre.
Two hours later, and I’d been more than generous with my girls. Kassandre finally got to know what it was like to be eaten out, and we spent the entire first part of the day eating to recover our strength.
Both women had been sneaky though, as they’d gone behind my back to commission the repair of my elven sword and tower shield—with a few upgrades.
Since we were going to Arcadia: Nadia’s realm, I sent Helga via portal to Brethren’s Bazaar to sell my armor and repay Hogan for the destruction of his tavern using the proceeds. Meanwhile, my shield had been restored using elven carpentry and metallurgy, with Kassandre’s magic as the driving force.
What I received was a brilliantly shimmering set of gear with elven artistry adorning both the blade and the plating on the shield. They were not only more durable, but they’d be able to tolerate greater enchantments for better performance.
With as many loose ends tied up as we could manage in a short time, the elves gathered in the great gardens grown near the top of the tallest tree, where we’d be making our way to Arcadia for the first time.
“Remember girls, this world is going to be very strange for you. Follow my lead, and do your best not to attack the first thing you see. That means you, Helga,” I said.
Kassandre laughed, before turning to wave at the crowd watching us with contented pride. The wooden platform we stood on was like a rounded balcony connecting two trees, with the gardens dangling below the canopy in a brilliant display of various colors.
With Shatter embedded into a pendant in my pocket, I visualized Nadia’s face and opened a portal to Arcadia. Unlike previous attempts, the outline on this one was thicker but the image was less rippled.
Nadia was standing on the roof of a tall skyscraper overlooking a vast, futuristic city, her body silhouetted by neon lights. I stepped through first, the air instantly smelling of industrial metal and dense atmosphere. Helga and Kassandre were right behind me, the portal closing as they looked with wonder at all the sights. A vista of holograms, city buildings, and monorail systems all interwoven in a vast network.
“By the goddess…” Kassandre breathed. “Where are we?”
“Kassandre, Helga, welcome to Arcadia,” I said.
Nadia spun around faster than I could blink, aiming her pistol at us as the weapon charged with a high pitch whine. When she saw me, her face clicked with wide-eyed realization before glancing at the women on either side of me.
“Derrick?” she said. “You’re actually here.”
“Told you I was coming,” I greeted. “You miss me?”
Nadia lowered her gun, sniffled, and walked right up to me to pull me into a tight hug. Grateful and relieved to finally see her in person, I hugged her back while she held on for an extended silence.
“You okay Nadia?” I asked.
Nadia pulled away, her eyes a bit bloodshot and watery. “You don’t know how tough it’s been. They just keep coming. The government wants to nuke the city if it gets worse.”
“We’re here now, and we’re going to help make it better,” I said.
“I don’t know what’s been going on lately, it’s like they suddenly tripled what they send.”
“Where is it? The Carnifex I mean,” I asked.
Nadia turned around and pointed at the tallest skyscraper in the distance. “Nobody who goes in ever returns, but the Entropics that have been coming out can fly now.”
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Kassandre looked adorable staring into a pet fish tank inside Nadia’s high-rise apartment, bent over with her booty sticking out as she did so. Helga on the other hand was busy glaring at a robotic cleaning assistant, which she insisted tried to ambush her when we walked in.
The ‘metal demon’ was what she called it.
I sat on Nadia’s black leather couch, holding her hand as she relayed everything that had happened.
“It was so easy before, it was almost fun,” said Nadia. “The DPD did most of the heavy lifting, and I was there for the final clean-up. But once it started spilling into the streets…we couldn’t hide it anymore. Now the military has gotten involved, and the monsters they send get stronger and stronger.”
“Why don’t they just airstrike the entire building?” I asked.
Nadia shook their head. “The Entropics have an answer for everything, let’s just leave it at that.”
“You’re telling me nothing has worked? The tech you guys have completely shits on what we have back on Earth.”
“Derrick, we used a goddamn orbital cannon on the place. You know what they did? They froze the beam, then reflected it back.”
“Jesus…”
“They’ve got Bruisers manhandling tanks, and Reapers for air superiority. Now they’ve got Scourgers protecting the ground level, and Flamestalkers to back them up. We kill more, they send more. It never ends.”
“It’ll end when we’re done. We’re all a lot stronger since the last time you’ve seen us.”
“How strong?” Nadia raised an eyebrow.
“Level seven strong,” I replied.
“Seven?” Nadia gawked at me. “I’m still level three…”
“Derrick’s power keeps him hard. Give him a few hours and you’ll be caught up,” Helga interjected. “Try not to get infatuated.”
“Infatuated? What’s she talking about?” Nadia looked at Helga suspiciously.
“Helga likes sex,” I explained quickly.
“Helga likes a lot of sex,” added Kassandre.
“Is that an orc thing, or a you thing?” Nadia asked me with a sly expression.
“It’s both,” Kassandre chimed in.
“Both?” Nadia looked from Kassandre, to me, to Helga. “I need to know what he does that’s so great.”
“He cums,” Helga said while crossing her arms.
“That’s it?” Nadia jerked her head back. “I’m pretty sure every man alive does that.”
“True, but not every man’s seed can summon a climax on contact,” Kassandre explained.
Nadia stared right at me. “You have magic cum?”
“And a magic cock,” Helga stressed.
“A—wha—how….what do you do with it?” Nadia questioned.
“You don’t rub it on your face obviously!” Helga spat with a scoff. “It goes in your mouth, or inside. Where else would it go?”
“I have heard that some humans like to put it in the butt,” Kassandre offered.
That earned a suspiciously narrowed glare from Nadia, who turned her face toward me. “You’re gonna put it in my ass?”
“Nah,” I said with a chuckle.
“Why the hell would he stick his cock in your donkey? Why do you even have a donkey?” Helga said with barely contained seething.
“Ass means butt,” I said while cracking up laughing.
“Then why do you not just say that?” Helga groaned. “Your speech makes no sense. It’s the cock and the dick thing all over again.”
“I understood what they meant,” Kassandre said as she came to sit on my other side. “You’ve spent too much time around Boarguls.”
“You’re kind of abrasive,” Nadia said to Helga. “And you’re supposed to be his girlfriend? It’s a miracle he even puts up with you.”
Helga growled. “I give good sex, I say sweet things, and I bought him a sword—and a shield.”
“If you say so,” Nadia conceded. “Just watch the attitude when we get to the DPD. They already have enough angry and weird things to shoot at.”
Helga drew her sword and spoke calmly. “Are you calling me ugly?”
I stood up fast and got between them. “She’s not calling you ugly, she’s asking you to rein in your ‘orc-ness’ when we’re around other people.”
“Right,” Nadia said with an eye-roll. “If it wasn’t for your pretty face and huge tits, I’d have shot you already.”
“You think I’m pretty?” Helga asked before putting her sword away. “Alright human, I like you now.”
A trilling beeping sound went off from the trapezoid-shaped end table next to Nadia’s couch. Positioned on a triangular black mount was a thin phone, with a green bar of neon light wrapped around it. Someone was calling. Helga and Kassandre jumped, but Nadia simply picked up the phone.
“Nadia,” she said.
After some time, she clicked the front button, hung up, and sighed deeply.
“What’s up?” I asked.
“That was the DPD. They detected your portal and are asking me to report in,” she said, slowly rising to her feet.
“Then we’ll go with you,” I said. “I assume they weren’t expecting us.”
“They weren’t,” Nadia confirmed. “They don’t even know it’s you, they think more Entropics came.”
I stood up afterward, with Kassandre rising next to me.
“Let’s go for a ride then,” I said. “Besides, I wanna see what kind of cool toys we can get while we’re here.”
“Toys?” Helga murmured.
“Mmm hmm,” I said with a nod. “I wanna see my elf and orc girlfriends wearing magical cyber armor…”
***
Kassandre giggled gleefully as Nadia weaved through the traffic of the futuristic city in her grav-lifted black sports sedan. The daytime sun cast an orange glow across the high-tech city, with me flashing a boyish grin. I was riding shotgun, with Helga next to Kassandra holding on for dear life.
I was on the ride of my life as Nadia sped over holographic airborne freeways, like a transparent road from a video game. Unlike on the ground, the speed limit went up to 100 miles an hour.
“Put me back on the ground! This is faaast!” Helga shouted.
Nadia and I exchanged a mischievous look, then she sped up and did a barrel roll followed by loop-de-loop.
“Fuck you! Fuck this! Fuck me!” Helga panicked.
All of us were cracking up with joy while Nadia jetted us toward the downtown area, where a heavily fortified building resembling the tip of a curved knife featured prominently.
Its surface was a shimmering, mirror material, such that one wouldn’t even see it at night unless they knew it was there. Large hovering vehicles the size of small yachts were assembled in a circular formation around the building, with a distinct airspace that had less traffic than any other part of the sky.
Nadia pushed forward on her steering yoke, dipping the nose down to drop altitude on her way to an open hangar on the side of the building. A thin beam of blue light scanned the entire vehicle and us along with it as we passed into the interior, where rows of other vehicles were parked.
“That was some awesome driving,” I said with a heightened breath.
Nadia smiled back at me.
“Can we do it again?” asked Kassandre, who was still laughing while holding her hand to her chest.
“Let me out right now. I am not doing that again,” Helga blurted out.
“Aww come on Helga it’s just flying, have a little orcish bravery,” I teased.
“No no, absolutely not. I have no bravery left, just poop that wants to come out. I want to go home, I want to eat food, and I want to have sex—on the ground.”
“You’re a long way from that,” Nadia quipped.
As impressed as I was by Arcadia, I was even more impressed that a building like this was so prominently placed.
“The DPD has a building like this right out in the open?” I observed. “I thought it was supposed to be a secret organization?”
“It is a secret organization. To everyone else, it’s a power company, but really it’s an aethereum collector. Sort of like your shard but not as good,” Nadia replied.
“What do they do with it?”
“Hoard it,” Nadia said bitterly. “I told them they should give it to me, but the suits upstairs don’t want one woman with too much power for them to control.”
“You have all the power you need inside you Nadia, you only need help reaching it,” Kassandre spoke.
“I’ll get the aethereum,” I declared. “I’ll use Shatter to collect it. If Rathom gets his hands on what the DPD has, Arcadia might not have a chance.”
“Rathom?” Nadia voiced. “You mean that guy who got here yesterday?”
“Hold on, you know him? Are we talking about the same guy? Pale skin, bald, red eyes?”
“I don’t know about his eyes—he was wearing visors. But yesterday a man came to the building with a spear full of aethereum, claiming to be an Aethereal from another world. He gave me bad vibes. I told them all the Aethereals were women but he knew things…the DPD have him confined across the city for questioning.”
“Shit…” I cursed. “He’s already trying to get at it. We gotta move, fast.”
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The interior of the DPD was an exercise in sleek, minimalistic efficiency. And neon lights. Lots of neon lights. Our party marched down a hallway with blue metallic walls with white light bars running along the ceiling.
Apparently, two walls, a floor, and a ceiling were too basic, so this corridor was hexagonal—six-sided. A wide gray and black desk with fluctuating yellow lights along the bottom was just ahead of us, along with three security officers dressed in some cool-looking black uniforms.
The man behind the desk held his hand up, then the other two came to flank us.
“What the hell are they? They’re not registering as human, especially the green girl,” the man behind the desk said as the other two kept their hands on their sidearms. “And what’s with the swords?”
“They’re with me. They’re outside consultants,” Nadia replied.
“You know the rules Nadia, there’s no such thing as outside consultants,” the security officer stated.
In the blink of an eye, I opened a portal in the middle of the room leading straight to Brighthelm. All three men jumped back.
“What about PlanesWatchers?” I asked in a defiant tone.
“Holy sh—what the hell is that?” the man exclaimed.
“Above your pay grade,” Nadia stated with her nose turned up before looking at the other two guards. “Do we have a problem boys?”
The guards decided that they did not have a problem. I closed the portal after that. Helga lurched in their general direction as a fake-out. When they flinched, she cackled mischievously.
“Be well,” Kassandre said courteously.
We followed Nadia past the security desk while the security personnel murmured to themselves and presumably through a comm radio. A few elevators awaited us at the end of the lobby—which Helga broke.
She shoved her hands right in the thin gap between the doors, then forced it open with a series of sparks and grinding metal sounds to go with it.
“Helga!” Nadia shouted.
“What?” she replied in confusion.
“Not okay!”
“The door was closed, so I opened it!”
Kassandre backed away, while I walked to the next elevator over.
“Um, excuse me beautiful,” I interjected.
“Yes boyfriend?” Helga said after sticking her tongue out at Nadia.
Ding. The elevator door opened after I pressed the button. “Yeah…there’s uh…a button you can press.”
“Oh…” Helga’s shoulders sank.
“And ya know, you don’t have to refer to him as your boyfriend. We get it. Just call him Derrick,” Nadia said with a roll of her eyes.
“How does the door know when the button is pushed?” Kassandre asked with an inquisitive stare as she got inside.
“Electricity,” I replied. “There’s lightning in the walls.”
“Well that’s just stupid,” Helga grumbled as she stepped onto the elevator. “How does the lightning know where we want to go?”
All I could do was shake my head and laugh as the door closed. Time to meet the big boss.
***
Nadia’s superior wasn’t at all happy to see us. We sat in his office on white leather chairs, which Helga was having a hard time squeezing between the flat armrests connected underneath the seat.
“Nadia, the DPD’s job is to prevent extra-dimensional incursions, not welcome them,” the grizzled, middle-aged man asserted.
“Director, we’ve been working with Derrick for years. It wasn’t a problem before,” Nadia argued.
“That was when he was doing it from his own world, not ours.”
“If I didn’t come, you’d all be knee-deep in Entropics,” I asserted.
“From what I understand, we’re knee-deep in Entropics because you came,” he replied dismissively.
“Rathom was coming whether I was involved or not, and you need to kill him.”
“We can’t.”
“What?” I leaned forward with a scowl. “So now you’re protecting him?”
“No, I’m saying that we can’t kill him. The best we can do is contain him.”
I groaned. “If he’s so powerful, then let us kill him.”
“If it was so easy, you’d have done it back in Brighthelm.”
“Which is why we need the aethereum,” Nadia joined in.
“Out of the question,” said the Director.
“It doesn’t belong to you,” I said through my teeth.
The Director intertwined his fingers and leaned forward on his desk, glaring at each one of us sequentially. “And why would I give the single most valuable resource we have to an extra-dimensional presence who claims to be capable of challenging our worst threat?”
“So now we’re the enemy?” I replied.
“These chairs are too small,” Helga complained.
“You’re a big girl,” I said to her while continuing to stare at the Director.
“I’m having trouble too,” Kassandre stated while shifting in her seat.
“You’ve got great hips,” Nadia added with a complimentary smile.
“Director, you’re losing,” I insisted. “If you won’t use your best weapon, you’ll lose Arcadia.”
The Director’s star-shaped conference phone rang, which he tapped once.
“I’m in the middle of something. What is it?” he spoke with laser eye contact on all of us.
“Entropics just breached the twenty-eighth district,” the caller reported. “And there’s even more of them than last time.”




Chapter 33

“Please tell me you brought more than swords,” Nadia muttered we sped across the skyways with her in the driver’s seat.
“All I got is a knife and a gun,” I replied.
“A gun? Can I see it?”
“Yup.”
I pulled my pistol from underneath my armor, then handed it to her. As soon as she held it, I watched in amazement as the pistol transformed before my eyes into a larger, triple-barreled Gatling cannon the size of a large revolver.
“Can I keep this?” she asked.
“The hell—sure! Hold on, your Expertise works on any gun? You never told me that.”
Nadia smiled. “The plasma is my favorite, but a little heavy metal could be useful.”
“My sword is heavy metal, that is just a noisy hole maker,” Helga derided.
“That’s exactly why I want it,” Nadia retorted. “Entropics can resist heat weapons like plasma, especially the worse ones. This will just tear through them, even with my lower level.”
Nadia slapped it against her thigh, and it compacted itself back into a regular gun while sprouting a strap to wrap around and secure it on her leg.
A fireball flew past the passenger side window, forcing Nadia to bank a hard left before dropping altitude to pass behind a digital billboard sign. After a moment behind cover, Nadia floored it and darted over the four-lane street heading directly to the district.
Scores of vehicles headed away from the conflict, we were the only ones trying to get closer. Four helicopter gunships were making strafing runs on the encroaching Entropics—there had to be dozens of them.
“Oh my…” Kassandre breathed as she looked out the window. “I’ve never seen so many at once.”
“Good,” Helga blurted out. “I can enjoy killing them longer this way.”
“We can’t get down there while those choppers are firing, we’ll get caught in the crossfire,” I noted. “Can you get us to the building? Let’s go for the Carnifex.”
“Now?” Nadia uttered.
“If we can get close enough while they’re busy fighting the DPD, we might make it,” I said.
An explosion drew our attention to a flaming husk of helicopter crashing down onto the street. A group of winged Entropics resembling humanoid bats began swarming from the broken windows of the source building.
“Well, there goes that plan,” I muttered.
“Not yet,” Kassandre spoke in a low tone.
Flashes of lightning took several fliers out ahead of us. Kassandre called down bolt after bolt, zapping fliers continuously to make way both for us and to protect the helicopters moving to regroup.
Her assault led to a flurry of fireballs in return. Nadia weaved to and fro, while Kassandre’s face of total concentration became a bit strained. She reached forward with her hand, between Nadia and me, and the fireballs exploded a few feet away from us.
“I can’t do this for long!” Kassandre exclaimed.
More fireballs were hurled at us, and the proximity of their explosions was disrupting our flight path. Kassandre released a fatigued breath, then used the last of her strength to enchant the entire car with a magic shield.
A double-turreted mammoth of a tank pulled up beneath us, then troop transports followed. The Entropics were being pushed back, but the numerous military vehicles proved too big of an obstacle.
“It’s too much to get close,” said Nadia. “We have to go back.”
“Go back?” Helga groused. “Let me out and I’ll go myself!”
“No,” I said, looking out the passenger window to watch tanks blasting Entropics apart.
“No,” I said. “Too much friendly fire. They get this one. We’ll be back…”
The ride back to Nadia’s office at the DPD was frustrating, but necessary. None of us had anything to say the entire trip.
***
“So much for your ‘best’ weapon,” the Director sassed. “It looks like there wasn’t much for any of you to do.”
“The only reason those forces aren’t scrap metal by now is because she gave you air superiority,” Nadia spat while gesturing to Kassandre.
“We need to get in that building,” I voiced. “This doesn’t end until that Carnifex is dead.”
“By all means, have a blast,” the Director replied. “That’s assuming you even make it ten feet inside.”
“Help us get in there then,” I retorted. “That perimeter you have won’t let us get close enough.”
“What kind of a man makes it difficult for his own champions to succeed?” asked Kassandre.
“The kind of man who doesn’t have champions, he has assets,” he replied.
“And what of your wounded? Are they to be forgotten?” Kassandre said with glaring disapproval.
“I don’t follow your question.”
“She has the power to heal people,” I interrupted.
“Impossible,” the Director said dismissively.
“Not for her,” Helga spoke. “She’s done it many times.”
“Is that so? Then prove it,” he said. “Nadia, scan her.”
“Why don’t you do it yourself?” I questioned.
“My scan is unique,” said Nadia. “It’s part of my Expertise.”
She touched her black digital watch, which expanded into an entire forearm covering with cone-shaped emitters on top. Sitting next to Kassandre, all she had to do was aim it and allow a grid of blue lines from her scan to encompass Kassandre’s entire body.
“Oh!” Kassandre was startled, trying to touch the scanning light with her hands like a cat trying to catch a laser pointer.
The scanner chimed twice, then the light vanished. A list appeared over Nadia’s arm, rendered in bright blue letters against a darker blue backdrop. Curious and impressed, I was able to read the entire list it was displaying about Kassandre.
Level Seven Expertise
Capable of the following techniques:
Magic Blast
Enchantment
Healing
Elemental Naturist
Lightning Strike
Magic Cyclone
Revivification
“That’s actually really cool,” I commented.
The Director didn’t have a direct response, he simply watched as the list faded. Without prompting, Nadia scanned me next.
Level Seven Expertise
Capable of the following techniques:
Tantric Transmutation
Entropic Eradication
Entropic Enslavement
“Just three techniques?” asked Nadia.
“I didn’t know about the third one, and the second one I used by accident. That first one though? It translates into just about anything,” I explained with a cheeky wink before turning back to the Director, staring daggers at him along with everyone else.
“They’re more than twice my level Director, and you’ve seen what I can do,” Nadia stated. “If you don’t help us, then I quit.”
The Director sighed with an exasperated shake of his head.
“Relax Nadia, that won’t be necessary,” he said before looking at Kassandre. “If you can heal people, then help us before I help you. You can deploy with our units in a supportive capacity.”
“Then what?” I asked with subdued skepticism.
“Stabilize the situation on the ground, and I’ll put a task force together to get you in that building. Then I’ll be willing to give up the aethereum.”
“And what about Rathom?”
The Director stood up and flattened his business casual button-down shirt. “If he breaks containment, then we’re all basically fucked.”




Chapter 34

When nightfall arrived, I noticed little slow-moving dots of blue light moving over the city in the direction of DPD headquarters. Their aethereum collection technology was impressive to be able to work from so far away.
Up close, Shatter would easily override it, but unless we could get close to an Entropic they were getting the lion’s share. Nadia hosted us in her apartment, which wasn’t particularly big since she lived alone.
The conveniences, however, were simply high-tech awesomeness. When Helga found out about the food dispensing device that could produce boiled eggs within minutes, she stood in front of it eating one after the other. For once she was careful not to break it, knowing that the button was her only means of instant satisfaction.
And once Kassandre discovered the wonders of music television, she was plastered to the screen using the remote control to clumsily surf stations. Meanwhile, Nadia and I sat down for a chat. Privately. I’d since taken off my armor, having gotten down to my normal clothes.
“So is your boss seriously gonna give Helga and Kassandre some better armor?” I wondered, sitting in a round magnetically levitated chair in her bedroom.
“It’ll be more of a bodysuit that they can wear underneath their normal clothes. You’ll all be cut and flame resistant,” said Nadia, who was sitting on the edge of her mattress.
“What’s yours look like?” I asked.
“You’ll see. It’s a bluish-black with padding on the joints but if you’re hoping to see cleavage, it doesn’t do that.”
“I already see cleavage,” I noted, looking straight at her leather top.
Nadia smiled mischievously with an exaggeratedly innocent eye roll, then she made firm eye contact. “You know, if we’re going to do this, I need to be ready.”
“You will be,” I said. “You’ve been at this longer than I have.”
“That’s not what I mean. I mean I need to get ready.”
“I see…it’ll take me at least four times to get you caught up. Are you game for this?”
Nadia leaned forward and squeezed her cleavage between her arms. “Are you? It won’t be friendly portal chats anymore, we’ll actually be with each other every day now. And you’ll be splitting your dick between women who need you.”
“I know. I’m okay with that.”
“Are you sure? I’m a lot to deal with, and you already have two girlfriends. Then there’s another Aethereal on top of that. Can you really keep up with the four of us?”
“Five,” I corrected.
“Five? Who's the other?”
“Sevantrix.”
“You’re going to sleep with Sevantrix? How—wha—why?”
“She needs me to unlock her potential, and I’m pretty sure she’s just lonely…and horny. She said she’ll become human for me.”
“I didn’t know she even had a libido. And what about when this is all over? Do we go our separate ways while you shack up with Sevantrix? I mean, I know I’m hot but I can’t compete with a goddess.”
“Nadia…” I rose from my seat, walked over, and kneeled in front of her, taking her hands into mine. “When this is all over, I was hoping you’d all stick around. We could do anything we want, go anywhere we want.”
“You mean you wanna stay together? If we win?”
“When we win,” I said. “Yes, I want to stay together.”
The next thing I knew, Nadia’s lips were on mine. She grabbed the sides of my face, pulling me toward her with a sharp intake of breath. I rose from the floor and moved up in front of her, pinning her body beneath mine.
She smelled like sweet perfume and mangos, her body soft and yielding. My eager excitement was tempered by the notion that we’d gone way past the point of talking through portals, and far beyond flirting.
Everything about her was much nicer in person, and my body agreed by removing the space I had in my pants with evidently rigid arousal.
Nadia hummed and cooed during our kiss, bringing one leg around my knee to keep me close to her. I hiked her leather skirt up, my hand squeezing her smooth, feminine thighs. I couldn’t resist the urge to feel her breast with my other hand, kicking my shoes off while she pulled her knees up to untie her tall lace boots.
“How do you want it first?”
Her boots hit the floor with a heavy ‘thunk’ while she scrunched her nose thoughtfully.
“I wanna get off when you do,” she said.
“Then, I have to cum in you.”
“I bet you’re really happy about that, aren’t you? Well then…” Nadia stared at me with sensuous intensity, pulled her underwear off from under her skirt, then spread her legs. “Make it a good one.”
The rest of our clothes came off in seconds, and my brain could scarcely cope with the excitement that I was about to have sex with Nadia. This was more women in one month than I’d had in the last five years. If my dick could have saluted me, it would have.
Nadia looked gorgeous naked, like a fit girl genetically pre-disposed toward thickness and softness. She lay underneath me, her eyes imploring me with a sultry gaze. I’d spent so long looking, and now I finally got to touch.
She decided to make it hot for me by holding her legs from behind her knees, then pulling her legs up as wide and as high as they would go. Damn. Talk about a pussy platter. I had to lick it.
Lifting Nadia by her fully squeezable ass-cheeks, I immediately started licking her pussy—possibly too eagerly. She gasped as my tongue slid between her wet folds and flicked her clit. This girl was gushing, like she’d been waiting for hours just to be touched.
Getting a preview of how good she’d feel, I darted my tongue inside her entrance, tasting the brilliant tightness awaiting me. Nadia moaned.
“Oh. Don’t tease me. I want it right now,” she whined.
Far be it from me to deny a good friend a proper dicking. With her in full position, I took my fully hardened dick, parted her pussy lips with it, and plunged deep inside her.
“Ohh!” she cried out.
Her pussy massaged my dick with cock conforming squeezes, covering my entire shaft in a thin sheen of her wetness.
The girl had a dirty mouth too.
“Oh please…fuck me. Fuck me please!”
She motivated me to go harder, causing her generous tits to bounce against each other with each thrust. I grabbed her waist, groaning in pleasure with a bit of a smile at the fact that I got to do this. Her eyes were closed so she didn’t see mine, but she was smiling too.
The headboard of the bed rattled against the wall as our sex bunched up the sheets, our long-held tension culminating in the loud clapping of our flesh.
Nadia was so aroused that our groins were linked by slick strings of her clear juices. Every part of my nethers was soaked from shaft to sack. Hunching forward, I brought my mouth down to capture her nipples in my mouth and suck her breasts while bracing her waist.
Her mouth fell open, her moans growing louder with each pump. “Mmh! Mmh! Mmh!
Ohh yes. Harder! Harder! Harder!”
I used just one level of Expertise, and gave her the roughness she asked for with effortless physical strength far surpassing hers. Her eyes flew open with the force of my thrusts caused me to slam so loudly into her it was like someone had been smacked.
“Oh God—not so—not so rough,” she asked, letting her legs down and catching her breath.
“You asked for it,” I said in a low rumbling tone, looking at her with my dick temporarily still inside her.
“I know. You’re too strong though,” she said with a smile. “Go slow now?”
I nodded first, then went to kiss her with full, deep strokes keeping us connected. Nadia felt better than I imagined and was tighter than I hoped. Her hand held my lower back, her legs behind my ankles while my hands fondled her breasts and playfully pinched her nipples.
“Oh…just like that,” she whispered between kisses.
Although I went slower, I buried my dick with gusto each time it went inside. When a wave of pleasurable heat built up in my balls, I knew it was about to happen. I broke the kiss and grit my teeth as I started to swell, an aching throb begging to be released.
Nadia looked up at me with a sexy bite of her lip, her hands moved to hold where my neck ended and my head began, then she smiled.
“Can we switch?” she asked. “It feels like you’re close, and I wanna make you cum.”
With a quick nod, I rolled us over as she climbed on top, propping her legs up in a brilliant straddling spread. I could see everything, choosing to hold her legs with one hand and play with a tit in the other.
Nadia watched me closely as she took over, making me watch my dick go in and out of her with her torso angled back. It didn’t take long—the show she was putting on did more than enough. At the last moment, I remembered to devote every bit of Expertise she needed, and then she started feeling really good.
“Nadia? Oh shit, I’m about to cum.”
Her response was to reach behind her back, cup my balls and massage them, keeping me fully sheathed in her luscious warmth.
She said three words: “Cum for me.”
I bucked my hips up, going balls deep as shot after shot of sperm blasted from my pulsating cock and filled her pussy. Oh my God what a release, I was cumming in Nadia and could scarcely believe it was finally happening.
“Oh—oh shit!” Nadia cried out. “It feels so—ahh!”
She came with a convulsing shudder, falling forward on top of me and almost screaming into my ear as each one of my spurts sent her into an upward spiral of poly-orgasmic euphoria.
I kept cumming, holding her ass and pulling her down tightly so that every inch got to feel her pussy clenching me in unison. She clutched my arms tightly, riding out the remainder of her orgasm while I tried to cope with the hypersensitivity of being inside her post-climax.
She shook, whimpered, and giggled, I think I even heard a little bit of crying. The woman came so hard that her emotions were all over the place.
The next thing that happened was an abrupt eruption of purple light from her body, which I’m not sure she noticed with her eyes so tightly shut. I held her by the head and thigh, keeping her still as the warm glow ebbed away.
“Welcome to level four,” I said with cheeky relief.
“What. The. Fuck…” Nadia lifted her head to give me an enthusiastic kiss. “You’re in so much trouble now—I’m throwing out my vibrator. I thought the girls were exaggerating, but that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. I can feel my heartbeat in my pussy!”
“So that’s what that is,” I said with a laugh. “I thought I was still throbbing.”
“You are still throbbing,” Nadia answered with another kiss. “And I’m still horny. Can you cum again?”
I didn’t get a chance to answer—Nadia’s hips went back to work. It took a couple of hours, but my dick didn’t leave her pussy until she was level seven.
Then we took a break and did it again for fun.
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“Ha! I cooked! I cooked and I didn’t break anything!” Helga boasted.
Kassandre leaned in from her seat in the kitchen to whisper into my ear. “I helped.”
That morning I awoke to the smell of sausage, eggs, and toast. Kassandre was a fast learner, and after figuring out how to listen to music on the holoscreen, she eventually learned how to read up on how to operate a stove.
Breakfast was ready before I even woke up with Nadia in my arms, who clung to me all night even after Helga and Kassandre invaded the bedroom in the middle of the night to pile onto the bed with us. Every time I woke up I was cuddling a different woman, and it was paradise.
Being the PlanesWatcher was the gift that keeps on giving. Nadia made it clear in no uncertain terms that we were together, not just having sex. I was in a relationship with a human, an elf, and an orc. I could’ve exploded from sheer excitement if I thought about it for too long.
All three women were adamant that this was not a passing fancy or a fun way of doing our duty, but that we were in fact romantically involved, and we were all staying together no matter what.
It was hard to be stressed out with that level of loyalty and support, even with dangerous battles ahead. Helga set out a sloppily prepared plate of free rolling sausages in a large pile, with a dozen fried eggs sitting next to a mountain of toast.
“Is this all for me?” I asked, feeling like I was hungry enough to actually eat all that.
“No,” Helga replied. “This is for me. This is for you.”
The plate she put in front of me had even more food on it than the first. Orc appetites were no joke.
“Wow Helga…you really uh, went all out didn’t you?” I chuckled.
“The man should always eat more than the woman,” Helga stated with finality.
She sat on my left, with Kassandre eating produce on my right. Nadia decided to sit across from me and play footsie with her nail-painted toes.
Nadia shook her head while poking a sausage link with her fork. “You’re gonna clear my kitchen by lunch at this rate.”
“I hope you don’t mind,” Kassandre began. “I saw that you can request food deliveries…so I had a crate of fruit and vegetables sent. What’s a kumquat?”
“This little orange thing,” I said, picking one up from the large bowl she had.
“Kumquat? It sounds like the noise I make when I swallow Derrick’s deliciousness,” Helga mused.
“What, do orcs like cum or something?” Nadia inquired.
“It’s one of Derrick’s eccentricities,” Kassandre answered with a smile. “He tastes rather good, so much that I consider it a treat.”
“It is a treat,” Helga added with three sausages impaled on her butterknife. “Wake him up that way and he’ll give lots and lots.”
“It’s true,” I agreed with a smirk. “Try it sometime.”
Nadia winked at me. “I will.”
“That will not be easy,” said Kassandre. “Helga likes it when Derrick sleeps on top of her…while he’s still inside her.”
“That’s really a thing?” Nadia asked while looking at me with a bemused grin.
“More often than you’d think,” I confessed. “Sometimes I have to wake up and go for a round though.”
“I win either way,” Helga declared.
“So are you some kind of bully or does Kassandre get her fair share?” Nadia asked with narrowed eyes and a furrowed brow.
“I’m fairly certain Derrick has had sex with me as much as he has with Helga,” said Kassandre while holding a handful of berries.
“Impossible,” Helga snarled. “I’m the biggest girl, so I give him the most sex.”
“You are a deep sleeper Helga,” Kassandre teased. “You’ve never caught us in the middle of the night.”
I crunched on a piece of toast, chuckling at the two while Nadia suggestively brushed her foot up my leg.
“I would have felt the bed move,” Helga argued.
“You believe that?” Kassandre giggled as she slipped her hand over to hold mine. “Have you forgotten that I like it slow?”
“Hmph,” Helga uttered.
A repeating beep went off—Nadia’s phone.
“Ugh,” she complained as she answered it. “This is Nadia.”
Whoever was on the other end of the line didn’t have much to say, because she hung up shortly after, and she looked spooked.
“What is it?” I asked.
“That was work,” she said. “Rathom escaped…and the DPD’s aethereum is gone.”
***
“We told you that you should’ve given us the aethereum,” I ranted. “How’s your ‘protocol’ working out for you?”
The DPD building had been locked down, men in black and blue cyber riot gear were moving through hallways as they swept the building, with the rest of us on the move marching with the Director heading into an elevator.
“You know damn well I couldn’t just hand it over,” the Director growled.
“How the hell did he get in anyway?” Nadia questioned.
“The security feed showed him escaping through a portal of some kind, straight to the aetheruem chamber,” the Director replied.
“Another PlanesWatcher?” asked Helga.
“No,” I countered. “Just Entropic sorcery—and probably the same way he escaped Brethren’s Bazaar when we were in Brighthelm.”
“And why would he wait until now to come take it?” the Director crossed his arms as a vein popped out of his forehead.
“I don’t know,” I admitted. “How were you containing him anyway?”
“Proprietary forcefields,” he replied.
“Which is powered by?”
“…Aethereum.”
Every one of us groaned and murmured.
“Idiot!” Helga blurted out.
“Well no wonder he got out, he was probably absorbing it the entire you were detaining him!” I ranted. “He’ll be able to pull even more Entropics through the Carnifex with what he has!”
“Which is why we’re raiding the building now,” the Director replied angrily. “But first, you all need better upgrades…”
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“I don’t understand the difference,” said Helga. “All you did was dip my armor into a pool of goo, but it looks the same.”
“It’s not the same,” the Director replied. “We don’t have time to make new armor from scratch, so we’ve fortified your existing gear with an experimental subatomic nano-mesh enhancement.”
“None of those words mean anything to me,” Helga complained.
“It means your sword and all your clothes are much stronger,” Nadia chimed in.
We’d gotten back in our gear after temporarily surrendering it to the Research and Development floor, who submerged all of our things in black vats of what looked like sparkling blue goo. When it wiped off, our armor looked almost exactly as it did before, only it was now more reflective when light was shined on it. Our swords had gotten a similar treatment, and no longer needed sharpening—they would hold their edge basically forever.
Various cyber troops were loading up in black drop-ships with turbine hover-pods on both sides of the fuselage. Meanwhile, our ride was some kind of stealth helicopter, with a rear ramp for us to step onto.
“Director,” Kassandre spoke. “You would be wise to have your men flee the battle once we land, lest they be caught by my powers.”
He nodded. “We’re going to go for a rooftop drop. You get in, infiltrate the building, and my men will uphold the perimeter. But once you’re inside, you’re on your own.”
“We appreciate it,” I said.
There was no long-winded farewell or rousing pep talk, we simply turned around and got on the helicopter, holding onto the hand grips mounted in the ceiling. Two drop-ships flew in tandem with us, one on either side.
“I hate flying things, and I hate Arcadia—except for the kitchen. I want their kitchens,” Helga muttered on lift-off.
Kassandre waved her hand, and a blue enchantment came over the entire hull of the helicopter, prompting a flinching gesture of confusion from the pilots.
“You’re good!” I shouted toward the cockpit. “It’s a buff!”
“What’s a buff?” asked Kassandre.
We all leaned sideways as the nose of the chopper angled downward.
“It means your magic is doing something good for us,” I explained.
“I see,” Kassandre nodded in understanding. “Then yes it is very buff.”
The Entropics had a horde awaiting us. Scores of flyers flew in big circles around the roof of their skyscraper lair, flinging countless fireballs down into the lines of mechanized assault machines down on the streets.
Scourgers released their blade waves, while various armed vehicles unleashed their ordinances en masse. A battle for air superiority went down as attack helicopters zipped across the cityscape with rapid-fire plasma blasts and tracer rockets.
Once we got within four blocks of the battle, the fliers started hurling their fireballs at our formation.
A few of them struck the magic shield Kassandre made, but the concussive force was still enough to rattle the aircraft. I swallowed a dry gulp as the helicopter took evasive action—Helga closed her eyes and rambled some kind of prayer under her breath.
“There’s too many of ‘em!” the pilot shouted.
“Kassandre, can you use lightning?” I asked.
When I looked at her, her eyes were closed. A faint aura appeared over her body, and when her eyes opened they were glowing blue. With one palm facing up, she raised her hand toward the ceiling, balled her fist, then pulled down.
“Whoa!” the pilot exclaimed.
A bright blue glow suddenly flashed into being ahead of us. I looked out of the front canopy, and a swirling maelstrom of magic had formed a funnel in the air. The cyclone of pure destructive magic swept flying Entropics into itself, incinerating their wings and killing them by the dozen.
The turbulence forced the pilot to lower our altitude, as errant fireballs were thrown in every direction from the monsters desperately trying to attack the source of the spell. A body was flung from the cyclone, hitting the helicopter on the side and finishing off the shield.
“This bitch is trying to kill me!” Helga shouted.
I could feel the pull of the cyclone disrupting the helicopter’s flight path, which took all of its thrust just to get us close enough to the street to avoid its all-encompassing destruction.
“I’ll open a portal!” I said. “Fly into it and it’ll take us straight to the roof!”
I’d barely finished my sentence before a mass of giant red tentacles erupted out of the top windows of the skyscraper, thrashing and whipping around and wreaking havoc wherever they struck.
So much for that idea.
“We can’t get to the roof! Take us down!” Nadia ordered.
Several chunks of the roof flew off, causing utility boxes and neon signs to fly off and fall to the ground below. Another corpse struck us, causing alarms to go off as I braced myself and clenched my asshole.
Our landing was rough, skidding on the street toward a line of tanks before the entire aircraft flipped onto its side as screaming metal and snapping rotors ripped pieces of our ride apart.
In a panic, I opened a portal for both Helga and Nadia to jump into, and had almost no time to do anything else once they escaped to safety. Kassandre however, was too far to make it, and she was being jerked around too violently as we tumbled through the street.
I put all of my Expertise into my durability, then dived into a rolling tackle to grab Kassandre—our only healer—watching everything go black as we crashed into the back of a tank, encasing us in a cocoon of metal wreckage.
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The raucous boom of cannon fire woke me with a start, followed by Helga tearing the hull of the helicopter apart with her bare hands to reach us. Nadia was busy dragging the pilot from the shattered cockpit, while Kassandre and I were pulled out of the wreckage.
“Are you hurt?” Helga asked anxiously.
“I’m good,” I said before looking at Kassandre who looked disoriented. “Kassandre, are you alright?”
She nodded with a few rapid blinks. Nadia stormed over to us, then held Kassandre’s head and looked her over.
“Look at me Kassandre,” she said, searching her eyes.
Kassandre looked, then Nadia gave her hair a quick caress.
“Is she good?” I asked.
“She has a mild concussion. Can you heal yourself?” asked Nadia.
The appearance of green light around Kassandre’s hand answered that question. She touched her temples, then exhaled in relief. Her dazed demeanor instantly vanished.
“Good, that’s really good Kassandre,” Nadia voiced. “Can you heal the pilot?”
We all went over to look, and he was in even worse shape. His body was mangled, with broken bones sticking out of his flesh. His eyes were vacant, and I couldn’t see his chest moving.
As far as I could tell, he was either dead or close to it. Kassandre knelt down, then looked at each of us with wide-eyed concern.
“He is too far gone, I do not know if I can heal this,” she said.
Helga kicked the wreckage. “I hate these machines!”
“Kassandre, I saw your scan,” Nadia replied. “You have something called ‘Revivification’. Please try.”
Looking a bit unsure, Kassandre nodded, then held her hands over the man’s torso. She closed her eyes, causing a single tear to fall as she bowed her head and focused. A bright yellow light started to appear beneath her palms, splitting into streams that twisted and swirled downward until they connected with the pilot’s chest.
Little by little, his body became covered in it, forcing us to back away as the entire pilot became consumed by the light. Kassandre’s eyes fluttered open, and then a flash released itself into a spire.
The flash faded, and a miracle was left in its wake—the pilot was on the ground but was breathing again. Looking shocked at her own ability, Kassandre immediately deployed her normal healing powers until his body was completely mended.
“Kassandre, did you just bring that human back from the dead?” Helga asked with an incredulous expression.
“His body was expired, but his spirit had not left yet,” said Kassandre.
“Wow…that really did work,” Nadia remarked.
“Let’s leave him here,” I said. “We’ve got to move on.”
“We’re outside the perimeter,” said Nadia. “We can’t go on foot.”
“Which is why we won’t,” I specified before pointing up at a broken window on the skyscraper. “We’re taking a portal straight inside.”
Nadia pulled out her energy pistol, which became augmented with a better barrel as the little scope popped up. She looked through it while aiming it at my chosen entry point, then the bore lengthened a full foot.
Puum! Nadia fired a thin streak of blue light straight through the window, then a Sentry fell right out of the building to the ground a hundred stories below. Her weapon compacted itself once she secured it to her thigh holster.
“Nice shot,” I said.
Nadia winked at me in return.
“Okay,” I said, unstrapping my shield from my back and drawing my sword. “I’ll go in first, then Helga. Nadia, I want you to partner with Kassandre at all times. Helga, kill anything that goes after those two, and back me up when you can.”
I opened the portal I wanted, which showed a dilapidated room on the other side with flickering fluorescent lights and overturned tables. From what I could see, it was clear. I devoted three levels of my Expertise into my durability, two to my strength, one to my speed, and the other into my weapons skill.
When I stepped through, I saw the interior walls had been corrupted. Entropic substances of black and red had grown on the walls, resembling the tentacles currently splayed out of the upper floors.
Helga came in after me, then Nadia and Kassandre. One by one, Kassandre enchanted each of our weapons, including the pistol I’d given to Nadia. Once it transformed into the hand-held Gatling cannon and achieved its enhanced glow, Nadia grinned and racked it with a loud chk-chk.
My sword was given the same enchantment, then we began to move into the building. I knew elevators were out of the question, and once inside I saw a sea of cubicles and old skeletons partially consumed by the Entropic growth.
“Wait,” Nadia said from the rear, before engaging her Scan ability.
Her technique yielded results: two Entropic Scourgers were in the next room.
“As if one didn’t give us all kinds of trouble the first time,” I remarked.
“We are stronger now, and there’s more of us. Let me tear them apart,” Helga urged.
Even though I knew every woman there was capable of handling themselves, I still felt fiercely protective. Barging in without a plan had barely gotten us this far, and it was my job to make sure they survived.
“Hold on beautiful, I’ve got another idea. Nadia, what do you have up your sleeve?”
Nadia used Scan on herself, manifesting a read-out of her own capabilities that I quickly looked over.
Level Seven Expertise
Capable of the following techniques:
Scan
Power Shot
Snipe
Rapid Fire Flurry
Reflex Accuracy
Explosive Barrage
Kill Shot
“My shot effects won’t be the same between my guns,” Nadia cautioned.
“Gotcha,” I acknowledged. “I want a Power Shot from that Gatling of yours after I use Entropic Enslavement on the second Scourger. Helga, you get to the ripping and tearing after the first one drops.”
“And me?” asked Kassandre.
“Ready some lightning in case it doesn’t go down on the first shot,” I replied. “Let’s try this.”
In full sprint, I ran into the next section past an adjoining wall, bringing my awareness into myself to call upon the name of the technique Nadia revealed to me.
My body then moved of its own accord as the two Scourgers came into view. They immediately began charging their swords with red death, which is when I pointed my sword at the one on the right.
Entropic Enslavement.
The Scourger jerked its head in confusion, then looked at its partner. For a moment, I thought it didn’t work since I hadn’t actually tested it, but its name should have been self-explanatory.
Mercifully, it worked. The Scourger turned its blades on its own partner and struck it with a red wave, sending it staggering back in complete puzzlement.
“Nadia, now!”
Brruum! I don’t know how she handled the recoil, but Nadia unleashed a huge superheated projectile from what was basically a cannon, which exploded on contact with the Scourger’s chest.
I never found out if it was enough to finish the Scourger, because Kassandre struck it with a bolt of lightning immediately afterward. Thunk. The Scourger went down, and Helga charged in right after for the second one while it was regaining its bearings.
She performed a cross-cut with both her swords like scissors, severing its head right off its shoulders. Both Scourgers had been brought down in less than ten seconds.
We all looked at each other in astonished satisfaction.
“Okay, that was clean,” said Nadia.
“It was short. They die too easy now,” Helga complained.
“Be careful what you wish for,” I said. “We’re not done.”
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Floor by floor, one ambush at a time, we made our way toward the upper floors of the skyscraper. Each floor was more corrupted than the last, with the Entropic growths covering the walls like a living environment.
The smell was almost unbearable, a humid, rotting odor. The very air we breathed was an uncomfortable abomination.
Scourgers, Flamestalkers, and Maulers were on every floor, and our party was able to contend with them somewhat effectively when we coordinated our strengths. With each enemy felled, I collected more aethereum.
Once we got high enough, the staircase was blocked by the mass, forcing us to enter the nearest floor looking for a way up.
We reached a period of eerie quiet, one in which there weren’t any Entropics. Not a sound, not a single enemy alerted us. That was alarming in and of itself because they knew we were coming.
“Nadia, are you picking anything up?” I asked as a wet squish accompanied my next step onto the overgrown floor.
“It’s all over the place, I’m not locking anything down,” said Nadia. “This stuff is reading like a creature.”
“We need to find its nucleus or head, whatever controls it,” Nadia warned.
“I can hit it with Entropic Eradication, but that could bring the building down on top of us.”
“Then let’s chop it up,” Helga suggested.
“I sense water in the walls,” Kassandre noted.
“Yeah that’s the plumbing,” I replied.
“There’s another staircase this way!” Nadia announced while pointing down a grotesque hallway entirely constructed of the growth.
A large red tentacle suddenly burst out of the wall next to us, swinging and lashing wildly as we all jumped aside. It got Helga in the chest, knocking her several meters away.
“Helga!” I shouted.
I put everything into my strength, then hacked and slashed at the flailing tentacle while Kassandre hurled magic bolts at it. The tentacle writhed and made horrid sounds, but did not withdraw or cease its assault.
It bashed the floor hard, then stretched itself toward Kassandre. I got in the way and blocked with my shield, then stabbed the tip of the tentacle as black sludge oozed out of it. My sword was pulled away when the tentacle lashed sideways, then snapped back to knock me off my feet.
Brratatatatatat! Nadia unleashed a rapid-fire flurry of solid projectiles from her Gatling cannon, shredding entire chunks of the tentacle as black spatter stained the mutated corridor. My sword fell to the ground once the piece it was stabbing got blown clean off.
Kassandre hit the tentacle with lightning next, causing it to instantly retract back into the wall. Helga charged into the hole it left behind, growling in frustration when it had completely disappeared on a higher floor.
“When I find this thing’s head…” Helga ranted as she came back out.
“I couldn’t do much against it either,” I said as I picked up my sword and wiped the sludge from it. “Distance attacks are our best bet against those things for now.”
Nadia started scanning again, giving us a three-dimensional layout of the floor plan. When all the exits proved to be blocked, she shook her head with a frustrated expression. “There’s no way up. This stuff is everywhere.”
“Then there is something I can do,” Helga said with a grin. “I can jump.”
“Jump?” I repeated.
Helga nodded happily. “Nadia uses her boom barrel on the ceiling, and I jump as hard as I can to go through.”
“—Then I can make a portal for the rest,” I finished. “That’s clever Helga. Remind me to kiss you later.”
“No. Kiss me now,” she demanded.
Her insistence made me smile, and I obliged all too willingly with a loud pucker on her lips.
Click-klat-chook. Nadia switched to her energy pistol which converted into a big bore blaster, an electronic hum accompanying its charge as she aimed it upward toward a bit of ceiling ahead of us.
Kassandre enchanted Helga’s entire body, encompassing her in a blue glow of shielding magic.
“Ready?” asked Nadia.
“I’m always ready,” Helga retorted.
Nadia opened fire with a massive blast of fiery yellow, blowing the covering of growth to nasty bits as parts of the ceiling collapsed. Helga launched into a sprint, then jumped straight up with her super strength and went through.
We heard her go through two floors, followed by the sound of Helga’s battle cry and the clashing of swords. I opened a portal as fast as I could, charging through to rejoin Helga who was engaging a four-armed Entropic knight with an equal number of swords.
“Helga, step right!” I shouted.
I got in front of the Knight, using my shield to block the bulk of its attacks while Helga jabbed at it from the flank with her dual-wielding. Three swords versus four wasn’t bad, but each one of its arms seemed to fight independently rather than coordinated.
Nadia moved up from the left, and Kassandre from the right, then they assaulted it from the side with their ranged attacks and forced it to withdraw when one of its arms got blown off.
A portal opened behind me, and I stepped back in order to emerge behind the creature. I shield bashed it as hard as I could—the thing was heavy, then it spun its torso around like an owl’s head and struck me right in the chest.
My armor did its job, but the concussive force knocked the wind out of me. That split second it took to deal with me opened the way for Helga to impale it with both of her swords, then hoist it above her head.
Nadia and Kassadre unleashed a series of ranged attacks in flashes of blue and red that incinerated its head from its body, roasting it with grey smoke. Helga dropped the corpse down, put her boot on its body, and then pulled her swords out with visible disgust.
“Next?” she said.
Multiple tentacles burst from the floor and ceilings, snatching up the creature we just killed, mutating and engorging it into some sort of empowered marionette. It sprouted back its lost limbs, then grew bone swords out of those.
No longer needing to walk, the Entropic dangled before us under the control of the tentacles, followed by the appearance of four Maulers from the room behind me.
Great.
“Helga,” I spoke. “You really should be careful what you wish for.”
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“Nadia, scan!” I shouted from behind the grotesque creature blocking me from getting to my girlfriends.
She was already on it before I finished my sentence.
“It’s a Harvester! We have to destroy it completely!” Nadia reported back.
“I’ll be right there, hold it off until I finish over here!”
Nadia opened fire while Kassandre struck it with both lightning and magic blasts, forcing Helga to keep back and defend them while the Harvester flailed around.
I kept my shield raised and stepped back carefully, eyeballing the Maulers as I tried to work out a plan. There were several ways I could go about it: I could increase my speed and go for their faces, I could enhance my strength and try to overpower them quickly, or I could try to enslave one to distract the other three.
Fuck all of that.
“Helga, get ready for a special delivery!” I shouted before growling in the face of the Maulers. “Eat this you ugly bastards.”
One by one, I opened a portal underneath the Maulers, causing them to fall helplessly from above Helga, who cut them down on their way to the ground.
Got ‘em.
Once the Maulers were dispatched, I charged at the tentacles coming out of the walls in order to chop as many of them as I could. The Entropic puppet started swinging and slashing away at Helga far more quickly than when it was alive, and it wounded her in the leg.
“Agh!” Helga cried out.
Kassandre stopped attacking and moved to heal her, while Nadia switched to her Gatling, apparently only capable of transforming one weapon at a time. She blasted away while I worked on the edges of the room—and then it decided to attack me.
Forced to cease fire so she didn’t hit me, Nadia started blasting at the walls while Kassandre used lightning to draw its attention back.
I braced myself with my shield as four bone blades lunged and bashed against it, stabbing back when I could but doing no meaningful damage to the creature itself.
There was Entropic Eradication, but I wasn’t confident the room would hold up. I moved all of my Expertise into speed, then dashed sideways in a moving blur, leading the Harvester on a merry chase while the others worked at the tentacles.
That only made it worse.
More tentacles burst from the walls, coiling around and seeking to ensnare each of us. I was almost out of options, as our strongest techniques would cave the building in around us.
A crazy idea came to mind, but it was my last one.
“Kassandre, pull the water out of the pipes! Flood the monster with water, then hit it with lightning!” I shouted.
“That’ll fry us all!” Nadia shouted back.
“No it won’t, do it!” I ordered.
Knowing that she had no understanding of electric conductivity, I watched Kassandre outstretch her arms and make ripping motions as the sprinkler system and pipes burst from the walls as a torrent of water was unleashed into the room.
“This better work,” I said to myself as I opened a portal to summon each woman to myself, before pointing at the Harvester. “Keep the water over there!”
“I’ll try!” Kassandre replied as her face showed the strain of trying to use two spells at once.
She brought both hands out, then moved her palms closer together before her arms began shaking. The water began moving toward the Harvester, pooling around it in a dense aqua bubble.
Kassandre’s eyes began to glow bright green, then thrust her palms outward as all the hairs on my arms stood on end. There was a thunderclap, a flash, and then a terrible scream.
A wave of water struck us all, knocking us back and washing us into the wall as the Harvester tentacles fell limp onto the floor, dropping the body of its puppet in the process.
The entire building began shaking as something big screamed and roared, as the total electrocution killed off all of the growth in that room.
“We need to get off this floor,” said Nadia, looking up toward the ceiling. “We just made it mad.”
She was proven right when a giant hole was ripped open above us.
“It’s time to bail,” I said, using Shatter to absorb all the aethereum I could before summoning a portal to the outside.
We came out on the street in front of the building, where the battle between the DPD and Entropics had been raging on. Corpses and carcasses were littered about the street, with wrecked tanks and mangled Entropics all around us.
From the looks of things, their numbers had been whittled down enough that the perimeter was holding.
“We’re retreating?” Helga asked in an outraged tone.
“No,” I said. “We’re getting a better view.”
With a look toward the building next door, I summoned another portal to that roof, directly across from our target. We all went through to see the massive tentacles haphazardly swinging, knocking some of its flyers out of the air above it.
The roof we were on was mostly flat aside from the industrial-class air conditioning units, which would give us freedom of movement.
“We’re not getting in that building, but we can attack it from here and get rid of those big tentacles,” I said before turning toward the others. “We’ll do this in two phases. First, we expose the Harvester’s body by destroying that roof, then I’ll hit it with the finisher. We draw the attention of the smaller guys to us, and keep them off the guys below.”
“Thank God,” said Nadia. “I’ve been waiting to cut loose.”
“I am ready Derrick,” Kassandre confirmed.
“Ready!” Helga declared.
“Alright then,” I nodded to them all before turning around to face the crown of flailing tentacles protruding from the opposite roof. “Let’s drop this son of a bitch.”
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“Time to get its attention,” Nadia said as she aimed her Gatling cannon at an upward forty-five-degree angle above the Harvester’s tentacles. “Let’s see how what Explosive Barrage does.”
The weapon transformed even further, extending additional metal plating down her arm to brace her entire arm before the three barrels began to spin with a loud whirring sound.
Boom-boom-boom-boom-boom! It sounded like naval guns going off, launching a dozen red orbs the size of bowling balls. They flew in long arcs like artillery, bursting violently on contact with the roof and Entropic alike.
One of the tentacles had been so massively maimed that when it tried to swing, the rest of it tore off leaving only a stump to retreat into the building. There were still five more huge tentacles, and now they were all sticking out of the side of the skyscraper facing us. 
“Kassandre!” I shouted.
All five tentacles lifted up in a winding motion, long enough that it would reach us once it dropped them. Kassandre summoned her Magic Cyclone right on time, capturing them in the spell and bashing its body parts against each other while the flyers hovering over it were incinerated.
The tentacles receded into the building, avoiding the cyclone raging above the roof. That was Nadia’s cue to bomb the roof further, blasting and cracking the top of the skyscraper a bit at a time.
A flock of flyers emerged from the building, but the Harvester remained hidden. Nadia and Kassandre switched to anti-air tactics, using their ranged attacks to bring down what they could, but several of them swooped in for a landing.
That was where Helga and I came in. I smacked my sword against my shield, getting myself riled up before running to the forefront while Helga protected our ranged Aethereals from the rear.
The flyers were armed with nothing else but claws, and the ability to spit fireballs from their mouths. Helga went berserk, wildly swinging her sword with such strength that she split them no matter where she struck.
I performed a super jump straight up to stab one flyer straight through the groin, then slashed down toward the head of one that landed in front of me. It tried to block with its forearms, but I knocked its guard away with a backswing of my shield before cleaving its skull in two.
Serves it right, I hated Entropics. With a burst of speed, I rammed past two more, running straight into a portal and appearing where they weren’t looking. By the time they turned their heads, their necks had been severed from them.
Helga raged around the roof turning Entropics into pincushions before tearing her swords out sideways, but the tentacles returned as their numbers dwindled.
We didn’t stop, we had to defend Kassandre and Nadia. Magic blasts flew over to hit a single tentacle, while Nadia switched to her energy weapon in order to focus fire on her target. The Harvester’s horrible cries could be heard coming from the building, wildly swinging again, but this time assaulting the roof we were on.
“Move!” I shouted.
We fled the spot of the strike, but Nadia didn’t make it far enough. Her leg got caught, and with an agonizing yelp she fell forward with her ankle shattered.
Kassandre scrambled over to heal her, but now the tentacles were winding up for another attack, and there were still flyers to deal with.
I’d had enough. There were still a decent amount of portals I had left to summon, so I decided to burn through a few. Moving forward into one, I came out in mid-air and landed on a flyer’s back, stabbing it through the next before kicking off into the next portal to repeat the same maneuver three more times before reappearing back with the others.
Kassandre finished healing Nadia, and together they resumed their attacks to keep it distracted. Helga ran at full speed and jumped across the buildings in a single bound, landing on top of one of the tentacles and clinging to it.
Crazy frigging orc.
She stuck her blades into it, using her stabs to climb further up one before jamming both blades in one spot and splitting it open to a gushing spray of black. She kicked off to another, lopping the tip off, which forced me to use a portal to catch her.
Helga tucked into a forward roll to recover her stance, then smiled a big toothy grin at me.
“That was fun! Oof!” Helga belted out as she was knocked by a tentacle straight into an AC unit, leaving an orc shaped dent in the side.
Nadia fired another bombardment, which was followed by multiple strikes of lightning on the tentacles themselves, with a magic cyclone for good measure.
Finally, the roof cracked and crumbled, with the chunks being blown asunder by the funnel of swirling magic. An orange and red light shined from the exposed top floor, then the tentacles receded into the oversized windows.
We’d done it. The first phase of our plan worked, but now we had something else to deal with: the Harvester itself. From the pile of random rubble emerged what looked like a large red brain, with a plethora of small tentacles around a sharp-toothed maw holding the Carnifex within it.
A large gap above the Carnifex opened, revealing a massive yellow slit staring right at us. It was then that the rest of its large tentacles rose up around it, lifting the entire creature above the roof.
Supported by a network of massive writhing legs like a centipede, the Harvester roared with a look of pure hatred in its single eye.
The second phase had begun.
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I had no idea how to attack a creature this size, not with a sword which would be like pricking it with a thumbtack. The thing was terrifying to behold, and from its movements appeared to be slow.
We had that going for us at least.
Our only choice was to hit it with our biggest stuff, and I could see how much using Magic Cyclone taxed Kassandra. It wasn’t something she could abuse at a whim.
“I’m going to hit it with my finisher,” I said. “Nadia, the ‘Kill Shot’ technique you have, can you use it?”
“Watch this,” she said with a wink.
Nadia’s blue aura exploded into being, her purple hair billowing upward as she switched to her Gatling, which sprouted struts that dug into the roof before transforming into a large cannon so big she had to use it as a mounted weapon.
The trigger mechanism adapted itself into a two-handed grip, with a large reticle right on top. Kassandre stuck her fingers in her ears, and so did Helga. They knew how loud this was going to get, and I blocked my ears with my fists without dropping my gear.
Bakuum! The entire roof shook as the cannon blast caused the barrel to slide back, blowing the Harvester’s largest tentacle to pieces and grazing the top of its head.
The gun transformed back to hand-held size, then Nadia stumbled as though she were dizzy. Kassandre swooped in to help her remain steady.
“Whoa,” Nadia blinked fast a few times. “That was a doozy.”
“Take a second to recover, but make it quick,” I said. “It’s pissed off now.”
While the Harvester started thrashing around, the Carnifex trapped in the Harvester’s mouth howled as its fleshly portal began to open wider, spewing a dozen flyers which Kassandre went to work shooting magic blasts at.
I had to put all of my Expertise into it, but in my mind, I called upon Entropic Eradication which caused my own aura to burst into being. Forced to re-sheathe my sword, I held out my right hand as the orange energy concentrated into a jagged orb that I could hold onto.
The Harvester looked at me, its yellow eye flashed, and then I was suddenly frozen. I couldn’t move at all. Crap. The flyers stopped swarming the girls and changed direction to come for me instead.
In the few seconds I had before a deluge of fireballs came flying toward me, I noticed that the Harvester wasn’t moving at all. Just like me, it was completely locked in place.
The next thing I saw was fire, and I was consumed by their collective attack before they came in close range to scratch and claw at me. Although my armor spared me from the majority of the heat damage, my head was not so lucky, as I lacked a helmet.
“Derrick!” Nadia called out, before firing her plasma pistol right at the crowd.
Helga bellowed a baneful roar, dropped her swords, then charged in to begin ripping their wings apart bare-handed. My vision filled with blood, and I fell onto my back while the flyers were fended off by both Helga and Nadia.
I couldn’t see her, but I could feel Kassandre touching me, and then my eyesight returned along with my looks. A full heal and I was good again, and I could move once more as the Harvester broke its line of sight.
The last flyer was reduced to torn pieces of flesh as Helga finished it off, leaving scattered body bits all around me. She breathed heavily, her eyes bloodshot and full of rage before she picked her swords up.
“Don’t ever touch my boyfriend again!” she shouted.
“What happened?” asked Kassandre.
“It can freeze whatever it looks at,” I reported as I got back to my feet.
“Like the orbital cannon…” Nadia realized aloud.
“We’ve gotta blind it,” I said. “Then I can hit it.”
“Portal me over there and I’ll gouge its eye out!” Helga demanded.
“We need to distract it long enough for me to charge my attack,” I said. “Helga, you’re up.”
“Finally,” she replied.
I opened a portal beneath her feet, and she dropped down to the other roof beneath the Harvester, right next to the tentacles supporting its weight.
She went nuts on it, slashing and cutting everything in front of her, de-stabilizing the Harvester and forcing it to choose between what to focus on.
“I am your opponent foul creature!” Kassandre shouted as she called down lightning to hit the wound Nadia made on its head.
Chk-chk. Nadia readied her Gatling cannon, which sprouted three more barrels and began spinning.
“Dance for me,” she said, before unleashing machine gun blasts toward the Carnifex along with the Harvester’s mouth.
With the time they were buying me, I powered up my attack again, the Harvester’s frustrated screams hitting us with a sound wave so dense it was like a gust of wind. The Harvester flinched and shuddered trying to ignore the weapons fire and lightning, but every time it tried to look at me it got hot lead in the face.
The jagged orb of orange became smooth, vibrating in my hand as it swelled to the size of a basketball. It was ready.
“Hwaah!” Helga howled as she cleaved through a supporting tentacle, causing the Harvester to fall down on the roof with a loud smash.
“Helga, get outta there!” I screamed.
She couldn’t hear me, and this was my only shot. I dropped my shield, then raised my left hand to open a portal in order to summon her back—then I dropped down into one of my own.
I emerged in the sky above the Harvester, falling straight down as I gripped my arm to brace my aim at it. “Freeze this!”
The Harvester started to roll over, then froze me again along with itself, looking straight up as the Carnifex began to open its portal for more Entropics.
A Magic Cyclone formed right on it, splitting the Harvester's eye open into a black bleeding mass of ooze as the Carnifex was filled with a maelstrom of destruction, causing the portal to spew Entropic body parts rather than fully formed flyers.
I was free again, a good fifty feet above it at almost terminal velocity. With a thrusting throw, I released Entropic Eradication like a shot-put straight down, right into the conjoined creature as a massive tidal wave of orange energy exploded in all directions, consuming the entire roof.
Shielding my face with my arms, I fell into a portal and flew out on the other roof, rolling several times before smashing against a utility box.
That one hurt.
Rays of orange light burst from every window in the upper half of the skyscraper, with a collective bestial cry coming from every floor.
A final shriek from the creature sounded its final breath, and then the entire upper portion of the skyscraper collapsed as the Harvester was vaporized, along with the Carnifex.
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“That’s the last of it,” I said, holding the Shatter pendant over a pile of Entropic corpses the DPD armed forces had gathered.
Between that and the large amount of aethereum I got from the Carnifex and Harvester’s destruction, I was confident that would give me the boost I needed to get to the final Aethereal.
The Director had personally come to the site of the battle as reclamation crews secured the building, and the Entropic materials were no doubt being carried off for dissection and research.
“You can thank us now,” Nadia sassed. “We just saved Arcadia for you.”
“Maybe,” the Director replied. “But given the size of this incursion, Rathom no doubt summoned them before he escaped with the aethereum.”
“Can we leave Arcadia now?” asked Helga with the testy tapping of her foot. “I don’t like this world. Everything is strange, and loud, and the air smells dirty.”
“After I talk to Sevantrix,” I said.
“You mean after I get some dick,” Nadia countered with a devious expression.
“I didn’t need to hear that,” the Director said with a cringe.
“Nadia, my tree abode in Brighthelm is far too small for all of us. Can we use your home at night to sleep?” asked Kassandre.
“Of course,” Nadia said with a gracious grin.
“There’s always Earth,” I said. “My house is bigger.”
“I wouldn’t recommend that,” the Director chimed in. “The DPD has detected a severe weakening of the barriers between dimensions. It happened when you all got here, and it happened again before you fought the Harvester. If you all go to Earth, you might open it up to Entropic invasion.”
“You mean Derrick can’t go home?” Nadia questioned.
“Not unless you want the only world without aethereum to be heavily skewed toward a high concentration.”
“So we finish the fight,” I asserted, “then home is wherever the hell we want it to be.”
Kassandre stepped close to me and placed her hand on my shoulder armor. “Being confined outside of your world does not bother you?”
I shrugged. “As long as you’re all with me, I can rest my head just about anywhere.”
The comment earned me a kiss from my elven companion, a rather sweet one I might add.
“I’m calling it now: we can visit your primitive worlds, but we’re staying at my place. I have the best tech, and the best food,” Nadia argued.
“Brighthelm has the best food,” Helga retorted. “Yours just cooks faster.”
“Derrick is the PlanesWatcher, and our lover,” Kassandre interject. “I believe he should decide where we live.”
The Director backed away from the conversation, while all three women crossed their arms and surrounded me.
“Yeah, we’ll revisit this conversation later,” I said. “I’m hungry.”
***
“Dinner is ready!” Helga shouted while knocking loudly on Nadia’s door. “I go after!”
With a chuckling breath, I rolled off Nadia’s naked body after a round of love-making. I hadn’t talked to Sevantrix yet so it wasn’t for leveling, we just wanted the sex.
Nadia pulled the sheets up to cover herself, then gave me a smiling kiss before I got up to start getting dressed.
“You know Derrick…this kind of sex is messing with my head. Are you sure you don’t want to go again? We can always eat later,” Nadia spoke with a suggestive gaze.
“I definitely need food first, especially if Helga wants a turn,” I replied.
“Are you going to sleep on top of her again? That orc is clingy, and I think it’s really weird that she likes to sleep with you inside her.”
“She is clingy, but I kinda like it to be honest,” I admitted. “I’ve got a plan to put her to sleep though. Then I can give you and Kassandre plenty of attention.”
“Which is?”
“Helga gets overwhelmed when I eat her out, so I’ll throw that in at the beginning. I’ll just excuse myself to the bathroom after we’re done and she’ll be passed out before I even get back.”
“I say we sneak off and have a threesome with Kassandre,” Nadia said with a wink.
“You like Kassandre?”
“She’s an elf, how cool is that? Besides, she comes off as really nice. I feel like she deserves all the dick you can give her. Is that weird?”
“Nah,” I shook my head. “Kassandre is a sweetheart, and I’m absolutely game for a threesome.”
Nadia sat up excitedly and clapped her hands. “Okay so we go eat dinner, you do some stuff with Helga, then we get to play.”
There wasn’t a man alive who wouldn’t go for that.
“It’s on. I’ll talk to Sevantrix, and you pull Kassandre aside and let her know what we’ll be up to later.”
She blew a kiss at me in response, I caught it and pretended to tuck it in my pocket before winking back at her. While she got dressed, I excused myself to the guest bedroom, where I heard another shout from Helga.
“Boyfriend! Food! Now!”
“One minute!” I hollered back.
As quickly as I could, I summoned the portal to Sevantrix, where she was waiting for me. I readied the pendant, holding it up to show her.
“Hello PlanesWatcher,” she said.
“We brought Arcadia’s Carnifex down, but we might be making it worse.”
The pendant floated out of my hand, through the portal, and into hers. She covered it with her other hand, nodding her head with closed eyes.
“Yes. With each success, the realms become more vulnerable. And they will continue to do so.”
“Why?”
“The event that created the PlanesWatcher is a wound that opens wider as your power grows. The more portals you open, and the more you traverse, the more it connects all worlds.”
“Then why are we doing this?”
Sevantrix absorbed the aethereum from Shatter in an intense expansion of blue light, then emitted a jet of the same light into my chest. I felt another expansion along with the flaring of my orange aura, taking a deep breath when it finally vanished.
“Do not fear,” she said. “It is a necessary consequence in order to do what we must.”
“I guess,” I said with a sigh. “What am I now?”
“Level ten,” Sevantrix replied with a courteous bow. “Now that your power is enough, you must go to the realm where the Aethereal of Noxvale resides.”
“Noxvale? What kind of world is that?”
“It will be your most dangerous journey yet. Noxvale is a deadly, hostile place. It was this way before the Entropics arrived, so you must be careful. Remember the visions in your dreams, just as the Aethereals remembered me from theirs. Those images will lead you where you need to go.”
Sevantrix released the Shatter pendant, levitating it back to me through the portal.
“Okay,” I said while putting it in my pocket. “Do I need to be worried? The girl I saw looked like a demon.”
“She is a demon, one you must be cautious of. She has aligned with me, but she will strive to keep you for herself.”
A foreboding heaviness fell upon my shoulders—recalling the glimpses I’d seen of her but taking care not to open a portal there yet.
“Alright. I’ll keep my guard up around her. Is she a succubus or something?”
Sevantrix slowly shook her head. “She is not, but you will find her no less beguiling.”
“What’s her name?” I asked.
“…Lillian.”
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I decided it would be best not to wait too long to progress to the next world. That meant I had to bust nine times in order to bring all three Aethereals up to level ten. It was taxing, and it took two days, but it was worth it.
Nadia and Kassandre were brought up to level eight after our threesome, followed by Helga who got morning and afternoon sex. Nadia snuck in a blowjob between lunch and dinner, which got her to level nine. Then Helga wanted a roll in the hay for dessert and that got her caught up to level ten.
Then, in the wee hours of the morning, Kassandre and I snuck off for a couple of hours of relaxed lovemaking. Bless that beautiful elf, because she got me to fill her up twice before we went to sleep. A final round with Nadia for a late brunch and all preparations had been finished.
“DJ,” Nadia spoke as she strapped a harness to her protective bodysuit. “What else can you tell us about Noxvale?”
“Only what I remember from dreams,” I replied.
“If you’ve seen her before, then open a portal right in front of her face. Simple,” said Helga.
“That could startle her,” said Kassandre. “It would be more polite to enter somewhere else.”
“Like her vagina?” Helga teased with a giggle.
Kassandre casually rolled her eyes.
“I can’t really picture her face anyway, I just remember light blue hair and horns,” I admitted. “But there’s still a way to get to Noxvale. I saw a dead forest, dreary skies, and a cobblestone road. That I’ll never forget.”
“In other words, don’t sleep there ‘cause it’ll probably suck,” Nadia mused.
“There’s always Brighthelm,” Kassandre offered.
“Sleeping in an old inn lacking basic sanitation and running water? I’d freak out in ten minutes,” said Nadia. “Let’s just come back to Arcadia each night until we find her.”
“And when we do, what then?” Helga said as she put her hands on her hips. “You want to bring a demon here?”
“I'd rather that than spend any longer than I need to in a literal nightmare realm,” I interjected.
“Was it that terrible?” asked Kassandre.
I shrugged. “Probably less since I have an Expertise now, but the number of Entropics I saw was easily more than anything I’ve seen here.”
“More fight?” Helga inquired with a hopeful smile.
“Count on it,” I said.
Kassandre cast an enchantment upon all of us, then nodded to me. Helga clanged her two swords together and giggled.
Nadia brandished both of her guns which she could now wield simultaneously as of level ten. “I’m ready.”
We were standing in the middle of Nadia’s living room, the sun peeking through the top of the massive window comprising much of the wall.
I turned away from it, lifted my hands in front of me, and visualized the images I’d only seen during my worst nights. Blackened trees in twisting shapes that had never been burned, a darkened soil devoid of grass or green.
The final piece to complete the scene: a winding gray cobblestone road leading toward an unknown destination. A flicker of yellow light heralded the opening of a portal to a new world, where Noxvale awaited us just as I’d seen it.
Acknowledgment from each of my girlfriends came in the form of a curt nod, then I tilted my head toward the portal. With my shield strapped to my arm and my elven sword gripped in my hand, I took the first step and came through to a much more humid, warmer environment.
The sky was a muted beige, with a hazy yellow sun hidden behind a thin layer of gray clouds. Wretched, jagged branches jutted out of black trees with nary a leave or blade of grass in sight.
It stretched on for what looked like miles, with the cobblestone road going behind a wall of fog I couldn’t see beyond. The air smelled of mold and mildew, and there were old carcasses—Entropic carcasses—littered about as flies buzzed all over them.
“Nadia, I’ve changed my mind,” said Helga. “I hate Noxvale even more than Arcadia.”
Nadia tapped her plasma gun to Helga’s broadsword in solidarity, then started pacing forward. The silence was beyond eerie, with no wind or animal sounds to speak of. Simply put, this place was dead.
“Let’s see if she got all the aethereum from these things,” I said as I pulled out Shatter.
Within seconds of producing the pendant, remnant aethereum from around them was sucked into it.
“Not all of it,” said Kassandre. “We were never able to take it all ourselves, that’s why we need you.”
“And your magic cock,” Helga added.
“Level up or not, I’m just glad we get to have sex,” said Nadia.
“On that, we agree,” said Helga.
The girls clanked their weapons together again.
“The faster we finish this, the faster we get to enjoy it,” said Kassandre, looking back and forth between both directions of the road. “Which way do we need to go?”
With a focused breath, I devoted all of my Expertise into my intuition, hoping to find my way through that. Instead what I got was a sense of déjà vu and a distinct sense that we should head toward the sun.
“That way,” I replied, pointing down the road. “But we’re not walking all that way.”
I opened a portal, although it seemed strangely erratic compared to normal. It led as far down the road as I could see, giving me a better view of where we were headed.
“Skipping a few hundred meters?” asked Nadia.
A smirk formed on my face. “Oh, I can do better than that. Watch this.”
Looking through the portal I now had a view of the next few hundred meters, which was more of the same. Rather than enter the portal, I closed it and opened another one further away based on what I’d just seen.
I performed this trick repeatedly, using the portal as a scouting mechanism to clear vast distances we never could have traversed in a timely manner.
“That’s super fucking clever,” said Nadia.
“Everything still looks dead. Is there any life in Noxvale?” Kassandre wondered aloud.
“Indeed there is…”
That was Rathom’s voice—he was right behind us!
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I lifted my sword and spun around to confront Rathom, only to see something disturbing. The Aethereals flinched in alarm, turning with me to confront the voice we just heard.
Standing there in all its misshapen glory was what looked like Rathom, but was made completely out of clay and dirt. The eyes were uneven, like a melting wax sculpture and the arms were different lengths.
“Foul creature!” Helga held her swords up and assumed her stance.
Nadia aimed her weapons at the creature while Kassandre moved in front to block.
“Do not harm it!” Kassandre shouted.
“Kassandre move!” Nadia urged.
The creature remained there with an inquisitive expression, while Kassandre stayed in front of it.
“Kassandre what are you doing?” I questioned with my eyes on the monster.
“This creature is not our enemy,” she said.
“And how would you know?” asked Helga.
“I know a nature spirit when I see one!” she shouted back before turning to face it. “This being had the element of surprise but announced itself to us instead. What more proof do you need?”
Nadia lowered her weapons slowly, while Helga stayed in her stance. I wasn’t exactly convinced, but I trusted Kassandre. My sword stayed in my hand though.
Kassandre took a step closer to the earthen facsimile of Rathom, bowing courteously. “Great spirit, what is your name?”
“Name?” it replied with a confused expression. “Forgive me, it’s been so long I’ve forgotten what I used to be called.”
“Why have you appeared to us in that form, creature?” Helga snarled.
“It is the form of the last person I saw. When I saw you four, I thought I would assume a shape you might recognize. Is he not your friend?”
“No,” I said. “He’s an enemy.”
The nature spirit’s body began to meld and fold in on itself, reshaping its appearance to a rough approximation of Helga. It was hideous. Nadia started laughing.
“That is not funny!” Helga protested. “My tits are much bigger than that!”
“Ah, I remember my name now, it’s Bog!” said the nature spirit in Helga’s voice.
“I see,” Kassandre bowed her head. “Bog, why are you speaking to us? Do you need help?”
Bog nodded. “I can feel the energy you four carry, it is an energy I have not felt this strongly since before the monsters came.”
“Energy…you’re talking about aethereum,” I guessed.
“Noxvale was once a brighter, lively place. I am all that remains of the forest since the beasts came long ago. Are you here to restore it?” asked Bog.
“Restore the forest?” I asked. “I don’t know how we would do that,” I said.
“I do,” said Kassandre. “And we will help you.”
“Kassandre!” Helga said in a complaining tone. “Don’t promise favors to strangers, we’re not here to grow a garden!”
“We are here to save all worlds, not just ours,” Kassandre countered. “I am an elf with power over nature. I’m responsible for this land even if I am not a native.”
Kassandre looked at me with intense conviction in her eyes. I could see how important this was to her, so I decided to support it.
“Okay Kassandre, we can help Bog,” I said.
“Thank you Derrick!” she enthused as she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. She turned back to Bog after that. “What all do you need?”
“Water,” said Bog. “Flowers no longer grow, grass no longer sprouts, and the trees have become hard and angry. The nearest river barely sustained me, and has nearly dried up. Something blocks it.”
“Like a dam,” I said. “We can find it and free the water.”
“DJ, if there’s a dam, then something made it,” Nadia pointed out.
“Good!” Helga blurted out. “If there’s enemies, then we’re going the right way.”
“There is more,” said Bog. “A great fortress built by beings not of this world, and the demon who faces them. Their conflict kills Noxvale. The demon and her adversaries must be stopped.”
“He must mean the Carnifex,” said Kassandre. “Do you know where this fortress is?”
“Hmm, I could not explain it to you, but I could take you there,” said Bog.
“We have to find Lillian first,” I said. “Then we take on the Carnifex.“ —Kassandre put her hands on her hips and stared at me— “We find Lillian, help the forest, and then take the Carnifex.”
Kassandre looked happy after that.
“Elves…” Helga muttered.
“I think it’s sweet,” said Nadia. “And it’d be nice to actually fix things for a change, not just shoot them.”
“Bog, how do we contact you?” I asked.
Bog gestured toward Kassandre with a gracious bow of his head. “Your red-haired beauty with the pointed ears may confer with me anywhere the roots of the trees may reach.”
“Then I accept your quest,” I said with a chuckle before turning back to the road. “Let’s find us a demon girl.”
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Bog returned to the ground following our conversation, leaving me to spawn portal after portal as a looking glass to traverse the journey for us. It took nearly a mile of portal coverage before the terrain began to change into the first signs of rolling grassy hills.
“There!” Kassandre pointed into the portal. “Water must be nearby.”
“Can you see where it’s coming from?” asked Nadia.
Using the images to create another portal further along the crest of a hill near the road. From that vantage point, I heard flowing water and saw a chateau at the highest point. The mansion had a styling that looked Victorian.
A large wooden watermill spun on the farthest side of an extended wing, which is where the river ran. Then I found the dam…made from countless Entropic corpses that seemed to have been compressed into a single mass.
In fact, there were dead Entropics everywhere, though they were kept on the perimeter of the property and arranged in tidy piles, some of which were also formed into makeshift reinforcements for the stone fencing around the chateau.
The grass itself was also patchy in that some areas were significantly longer than others—like they’d been recently cut or damaged.
“This must be where the demon lives,” said Helga.
“Bitch,” Nadia spat. “I’ve got a two-bedroom condo and she’s rocking a whole palace by herself.”
“We can go from here. I want to save the rest of the day’s portals for emergencies,” I said.
“Let me go first,” said Helga. “If anything is waiting on the other side, I’ll cut its throat.”
“I’ve got the big shield, I’ll go first,” I said. “Watch my girls then come in after me.”
“I am one of your girls!” Helga protested.
“Exactly,” I replied with a wink before jumping through the portal.
When I emerged on the other side, the air smelled far better, although the Entropics weren’t pleasant. The air was mostly still, though it was cooler thanks to the nearby water. The girls came out behind me next, heads on a swivel and ready for a fight.
Carefully we progressed up the main road to a dirt path leading up to the chateau, hearing nothing but flowing water and creaky wet wood. As we got closer to the palace, I noticed that much of the light-brown structure was made from carved stones with evidence of prior burn marks.
It was clearly evident that this particular Aethereal had defended her home on countless occasions. The thought occurred to me that she must have been powerful to have slain so many Entropics in a place devoid of any other help.
We made our rounds throughout the property, with me using Shatter to gather any aethereum that hadn’t yet been collected.
Once we got to the door, everyone kept close together, with my ranged Aethereals watching the flanks. The large double door was ornate wood set in a thick metal frame and was almost twice my height.
“Ready Derrick?” asked Helga.
“Ready for what?” I probed with a puzzled expression.
“I can make this door disappear,” said Helga. “I’m strong enough to crush stone and bend metal now.”
“Or we can just knock,” I said.
The sound of a loud latch disengaging interrupted our banter as the doors slowly swung inward. A loud creak announced our arrival, and I kept my shield raised with no idea of what to expect.
Nobody was on the other side of the door.
We stepped inside with sure-footed flat steps, coming into a grand foyer with a candle chandelier above us. The technology level was certainly above that of Brighthelm, but hundreds of years behind Earth let alone Arcadia.
The interior was well-kept and maintained, but what shocked me was the lack of dust—I didn’t hear or notice any servants.
“This is creepy,” said Nadia.
“I think it’s an attractive home,” said Kassandre.
“No, I mean the silence,” Nadia replied as she engaged her Scan ability.
A grid of blue swept throughout the room and vanished into the adjacent areas. When a projection of her map appeared, the entire floor plan showed no other life forms.
“Let’s check upstairs,” I said.
The stairs made croaking sounds as we set foot on them, moving to the second floor where Nadia ran another scan. One blip came up, in the furthest room of the West wing.
“I swear to God if this bitch pops out to scare us I’m shooting her in the face,” Nadia uttered with annoyance. “Kassandre can heal her after.”
“Heal…” I said as a sudden realization came over me. “Oh shit!”
The floor nearly cracked from the force of my boot kicking off to run, enhancing my speed using nine levels of my Expertise and dashing down the hallway within seconds. A rounded double door with golden rings for door latches was at the end.
Transferring speed to strength, I sheathed my sword and then opened the heavy door to see a large room inside supported by white pillars. A woman was lying on the floor, curled on her side and seemingly unconscious.
I ran to her side, knelt down beside her, and rolled her onto her back. It was Lillian.
She was a small woman, wearing an attractive black lace bodysuit accentuating her ample curves but modestly smaller breasts. Her skin was a creamed alabaster, with long turquoise hair.
There was a subtle innocence about her facial features, which were beautiful just as Sevantrix told me. Then there were the horns, two dark horns curving into an upward point.
“Kassandre, she needs help quick!”
“No…you need help,” said a light, airily feminine voice.
It was Lillian. Her eyes fluttered open, then she pushed me through the air like I was a mannequin. My back hit the floor as Nadia raised her plasma gun and fired.
Lillian vanished into a blur of shadow, reappearing across the room with a mischievous giggle. The plasma shot struck a grown banner on the opposite wall, burning a hole straight through it.
Ten golden ribbons made of glowing energy extended out of her back and moved like underwater tentacles.
“The PlanesWatcher might be useful, but you three?” Lillian pointed a perfectly manicured finger at the Aethereals. “I don’t need spares…”
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“Lillian, stop,” I said.
Nadia aimed both of her weapons at Lillian’s head, while Helga started circling the room in methodical steps. Kassandre remained directly across, not far from me.
“You should close your eyes PlanesWatcher,” Lillian teased. “This won’t be pretty.”
Lillian’s ribbons suddenly outstretched themselves toward Nadia, who suddenly de-materialized into blue pixels which re-assembled themselves on the other end of the room.
The pixels reformed themselves into a smiling Nadia who still had her weapons trained on Lillian.
“Hmph,” Lillian turned her nose up. “And what was that supposed to be?”
“It’s called Digitize, bitch,” Nadia spat. “You’re not the only one with a nice dodge.”
Lillian sighed. “Then I suppose I should take this just a little more seriously.”
One of the ribbons suddenly whip lashed faster than any of us could react, striking Kassandre on the chest but doing no damage that I could see.
A red mark appeared on Kassandre’s torso, shaped like the letter ‘X’ with the ends curved upward.
“Heathen!” Kassandre shouted. “What have you done?”
Lillian giggled. “Curse of Lament. Don’t worry, your friends get one too.”
Two snaps later, both Helga and Nadia had been caught, being granted the same mark on their chests before I could do anything. Damn, those ribbons were fast, and I had no idea how we were supposed to avoid them.
“There we are,” said Lillian. “Now, any damage I deal to one of you is divided amongst all of you.”
“Lillian if you don’t stop, I will fight you,” I warned.
“And you’d lose,” Lillian replied. “Don’t interfere, or I can’t promise I’ll leave you in one piece. Speaking of which—”
The ribbons flared outward, though not nearly as fast as when she cursed the girls. I ran in, moving to cut one of them before they could do anything but the ribbon I contacted wrapped around the blade like a sash—then yanked it out of my hand and tossed it across the room.
Helga charged in next, which is when the entire group of ribbons went and wrapped around her. Every hair on my body stood on end when Helga started crying out in pain—with Nadia and Kassandre yelping along with her.
“What the—girls!” I shouted.
With all of Lillian’s ribbons occupied, I put my Expertise into my speed, put my shield in front of me, then rammed her at full sprint. Lillian was knocked away, forcing her to release Helga who fell to her knees.
All three women now had visibly damaged skin on the exposed parts of their arms, like they’d been doused in acid.
Lillian flipped backward into a somersault then used her ribbons as stabilizers to catch herself, hovering her body in the air briefly before setting herself down.
“That hurt,” Lillian said with narrowed eyes.
Helga went to pick up her sword, her eyes red and furious while Nadia was shaking. Kassandre held her hand up, glowing green with healing light, and touched her own corroded arm.
All three women were healed simultaneously as Kassandre mended herself. She smiled more mischievously than I’d ever seen from an elf, taking a step toward Lillian who looked disgusted.
“If your curse links us in harm, then it links us in healing,” Kassandre said in a taunting voice.
“Lillian, this is your final warning,” I growled. “You’re starting to piss me off.”
Lillian laughed like a devious little girl. “And what do you intend to do about it?”
I raised my palm and clenched a fist. “This.”
A portal opened beneath Lillian, which she dropped into with a startled scream. The portal closed, and I went to retrieve my sword before going to check on the girls, who by then were completely resorted.
“Are you all okay?” I asked.
“I’m going to snap her damn neck,” Helga seethed.
“That hurt,” Nadia complained.
“Where did you send her?” asked Kassandre.
“The Pacific Ocean,” I answered. “I once saw a picture of this big island made out of trash back on Earth. I’m gonna leave her there until she cools off.”
“What if she can’t swim?” Kassandre questioned.
“Ooh, good point.”
I opened a portal right above where I sent Lillian, and she was splashing wildly while trying to cling to a large piece of floating plastic in complete panic.
“You done being a pain in the ass?” I asked loudly through the portal.
Lillian looked up, her eyes wide with both anger and panic. “Bring me back!”
“No,” I replied.
She kept splashing around, grabbing onto whatever debris she could find. “PlanesWatcher, I’m going to drown!”
“And if I bring you back are you gonna behave?”
“Help me!”
“Lillian, focus! If I bring you back will you behave?”
The demon woman stopped panicking in the water, looked up at me, and nodded.
“Okay. Remember to keep your word or the next place I send you will be even less fun. Everyone step back.”
Lillian screamed as she was suddenly sucked down like she was being flushed down a toilet, then the portal shut. Another one opened in the air in the center of the room, sending a torrent of seawater and trash crashing down into the middle of the floor along with a soaked Lillian.
The water washed across the floor along with plastic debris. Kassandre reached down and plucked an empty milk jug between her fingers, dangling it in front of her face and tilting her head in fascination.
Helga bolted right up to Lillian and held her larger sword right at her throat. “Move and I’ll take your head.”
Disoriented and looking more frustrated than a wet cat, Lillian picked up her long hair and started wringing it out.
“My hair! This is awful!” she complained.
Nadia came up next and held her cannon to Lillian’s head. “It’ll get worse if you don’t get this mark off my chest.”
“Ugh,” Lillian groaned before waving her hand.
The Curse of Lament vanished from all three Aethereals, freeing them of its effects.
I approached Lillian next, standing in front of her with my Expertise put into speed in case I needed to act quickly.
“I’ll ask you this one time: why did you attack us?” I asked in a stern tone. “You had to know we weren’t here to hurt you.”
“I needed them gone,” Lillian replied. “You could have collected their aethereum, given it to that annoying goddess and then there’d be no need to deal with her problems.”
“It’s not her problem, it’s everyone’s problem,” I argued.
“Not if there’s no aethereum left for the Entropics to get.”
Kassandre dropped the plastic waste and then pushed the water toward the nearest window with her authority over natural elements.
“The goddess gave you your power,” said Kassandre. “You owe her a great debt.”
“I had powers before she chose me,” Lillian spat before glaring at me. “And what do you care what happens to them? They’re just meat sleeves for your cock anyway.”
“Wrong,” I blurted out.
Lillian, in all her soaked glory, looked at each one of us with big dopey eyes, then had a flash of realization register within them. “You mean to tell me—all of them?”
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“I do not trust her,” said Helga.
“Trust her? I just don’t like her,” Nadia added.
Helga and Nadia clanked their weapons together in solidarity without even looking at each other.
Curious as always, Kassandre was looking at shelves of old books written in a language I knew nothing about. We’d found our way to the library on the first floor while Lillian went to take a bath to cleanse herself of the salty seawater—and the horrid smell of rubbish.
“I don’t expect us to get along—she’s a demon after all,” I conceded. “But it looks like she’s a pretty good damage dealer, and we need that.”
“No we don’t!” Helga protested. “And what if she curses you when you sleep with her?”
“That won’t be for a while,” said Nadia. “I scanned her. She’s the same level as us.”
“Level ten all by herself?” Kassandre commented. “She must have killed hundreds of Entropics, maybe thousands.”
“Sevantrix chose her, so that’s gotta count for something,” I said. “And if she’s held up against them for this long without help, then it’ll make a big difference when we join forces.”
“There’s also the forest to consider,” Kassandre replied. “We promised.”
“I know Kassandre, and we will. That watermill is meant to power something, and I doubt she’ll want to unblock the river.”
“You’re right, I don’t,” said Lillian.
Everyone turned quickly, taking defensive stances as Lillian entered the room completely dry and freshened up. I kept my sword in its scabbard, and my shield on my back, but I did transmute half of my Expertise into my durability and the other half into strength.
“What’s it for?” I asked. “You’re obviously powering something.”
Lillian crossed her arms.
“I’ll just go down and check,” Nadia said with an exasperated tone.
“Stop,” said Lillian. “That device is responsible for trapping all of the aethereum I’ve collected.”
“You’ve got aethereum in the basement?” I asked. “No wonder Entropics keep attacking you.”
“And they fail every time,” Lillian replied. “The engine I’ve made bolsters my house in times of need.”
“That may benefit you, but you are killing everything around you by hoarding the water for yourself,” Kassandre criticized.
“Look around you,” Lillian gestured around the room. “Do you see anyone else needing it?”
“You are not the only life in Noxvale,” said Kassandre. “The forest wanes because of the drought.”
“I don’t care about the forest,” Lillian dismissed. “And I’m not responsible for the poor river flow. The Entropics desolated Noxvale since they arrived, and the dam they built upstream is much larger than mine.”
“That must be where the fortress is,” I spoke while looking at Helga.
“So we follow the river, kill everything, and tear the place down,” Helga reasoned.
“How bold of you to assume it’s that simple. If storming the wretched tower was so easy, don’t you think I would’ve done it already?” Lillian groused.
“We should have the power between the five of us,” said Nadia.
Lillian shook her head and clicked her tongue. “Power is not the salient issue, the ward they have siphons anything with aethereum and renders it powerless. We cannot get close, not if we want to keep our Expertise.”
That bit of information took the wind out of my sails—I didn’t have a counter for that. Helga growled and stomped away. Nadia holstered her weapons and crossed her arms with a sour disposition.
Kassandre on the other hand, simply flicked her red hair and hummed. “This changes nothing. The tower will fall, and the forest will help us do so.”
Lillian cackled. “You think your precious plants will help you?”
“Yes,” said Kassandre.
“Ha!” Lillian blared.
Nadia looked at me like she’d had an epiphany, and I returned the gaze.
“Kassandre’s right,” I said. “She can control nature, and with Bog’s help, we can find and destroy the ward. Then we storm the tower.”
Lillian scoffed and turned away. “I like my plan better.”
“Which is?”
“Use your portals to draw them out, then massacre them where we have the advantage.”
“That can be part of the plan, but not the whole thing. I can only open so many portals in a day, and I’d rather save some for emergencies.”
“Oh alright,” Lillian rolled her eyes. “Come with me to my bed chamber, and make me stronger. That is your ability is it not?”
Helga walked right back in from the other room staring daggers at Lillian. “Don’t you dare touch him, wench.”
“She’s not gonna hurt him Helga,” Nadia chided. “I’ll hurt her first.”
“Lillian, you’re the same level. It won’t work until he surpasses you,” Kassandre interjected.
“I don’t care, I was promised sex!” Lillian protested. “Do you know what it’s like to be alone and untouched?”
“Yes!” Helga, Nadia, and Kassandre all said in unison.
Lillian’s eyes started glowing red. “I want what I was promised.”
“And you’ll get it,” I said, feeling a bit heated in my chest from the anticipation. “But first, we gotta pick a fight…”
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With a pouch of gold I handed to her before she left, Kassandre returned to Brighthelm to acquire some things we’d need. Meanwhile, I sent Nadia back to Arcadia to call in a favor.
Helga stayed behind with me to wait for them, partially because she had nothing to do, and also because she didn’t want to leave me alone with Lillian.
“The green girl keeps staring at me,” Lillian complained, sitting on a dark red leather chair with her legs crossed.
“Because you keep staring at him,” Helga responded, sitting next to me on a sofa across from Lillian.
“I was deciding if I found him attractive, and I have. Do you feel threatened?” Lillian asked in a sing-song taunting tone.
“Pssh!” Helga turned her nose up. “It would take five of your breasts just to equal one of mine.”
Lillian rolled her eyes. “Anything more than a handful is a waste of space.”
“You are small, and I am big,” Helga stated.
“I am a rare, majestic creature, and you are an oversized oaf.”
Helga crossed her arms. “My body is glorious, and I’m pretty.”
“I can say the same about myself.”
“Are you two done?” I said with my face in my palm.
“She started it,” Lillian argued.
“And I’m ending it. Knock it off you two, seriously. We’ve got bigger problems to deal with than your personal drama.”
“See what you did?” Helga glared at Lillian. “Now you’ve made him mad.”
“He was talking to both of us,” Lillian muttered.
I sighed. “Helga I’m not mad, I’m just tired.”
“You need rest? We can find somewhere to lie down,” Helga offered while running her fingers through my hair. “Let’s use Arcadia and I’ll snuggle you.”
“That actually sounds really good right now,” I admitted.
“You don’t need to leave,” said Lillian. “I have several bedrooms. Pick one.”
“That’s generous of you,” I said as I stood up. “But I need to stay up until Nadia and Kassandre come back.”
“Aww…” Helga complained as rose to her feet next to me. “I wanted to help you sleep. I was going to get naked and everything.”
“Why do you care if he sleeps?” Lillian questioned with a raised eyebrow.
“Because he’s my boyfriend and I love him,” Helga stuck her tongue out at Lillian with a snarky expression, then stiffened up with wide eyes.
I’d never seen an orc blush so hard, and when I realized what she said I froze too. Lillian’s lip twitched, her eyes darting back and forth between us.
“Um—” Helga stammered while clutching her own hair. “What I meant to say is—I didn’t mean—ugh! Can you blame me? After so many adventures? We’ve known each other for a long time, you’ve saved my life, and the sex is good every time! You know what, to hell with what anybody else thinks! I said I loved you and I meant—”
Helga didn’t get a chance to finish her sentence, because I grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her. She made a swooning sound and relaxed into me until our lips parted with a loud puckering pop.
“Mmm,” Helga smiled. “I feel better now.”
I caressed her cheek with my fingers, admiring her beautiful orc face and glamorously green eyes. “You know what it’s like to have a woman say that after wanting her for so long?”
“No, but I assume you like it.”
“I do,” I confessed with a smirk. “And it only took several brushes with death and three worlds to hear it.”
“Oh joy, the PlanesWatcher is in love,” Lillian bemoaned. “You aren’t going to start reciting poetry are you?”
“I can smell your envy,” Helga teased before wrapping her arms around my shoulders.
“Love doesn’t interest me, I’m a demon.”
Somehow, I found myself unconvinced by Lillian’s bravado.
“You can’t be all bad,” I said. “Not if Sevantrix chose you.”
Lillian uncrossed her legs, placed her hands on her armrests, and casually stood. “I was chosen for my destructive talents, not because of some matter of the heart. Now if you’re not going to sleep, then go be infatuated elsewhere.”
Helga and I exchanged a knowing look, then I shrugged.
“Helga, I think Lillian needs a nap more than I do.”
“Fortunately for her, I’m in a good mood now,” Helga quipped. “Alright demon girl, go with Derrick and get snuggles.”
Lillian looked like a fish out of water. “What?”
“I’m trying to be nice, go get naked before I change my mind!”
The blue-haired demon made eye contact with me after that, then made a loop with her finger and thumb. With her other hand, she stuck her index finger in and out of the loop in a lewd gesture, her eyebrows curled up like she was asking a question.
I’d be lying if I said I didn’t find Lillian both amusing and arousing at that moment.
An echoing, sonorous gonging sound similar to a church bell suddenly rang throughout the entire house. Helga and I both drew our swords, looking up and around while Lillian rushed over to the window to look outside.
Lillian stomped her foot and groaned loudly, holding up her hand with her thumb and index finger almost touching. “I was this close…”
“Entropics?” I asked.
She turned around to look at us grimly and nodded. “Many. Your ‘snuggles’ will have to wait, it’s time to kill.”
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The three of us stormed out of the chateau to take a position on the rear acreage of the property.
It was a horde.
Two massive Bruisers stalked through the plains, with three squads of Flamestalkers led by one Scourger each. To make matters worse, they had entire packs of Maulers.
“Holy shit,” I said.
“They’ve never sent this many before,” said Lillian. “A welcome party for the PlanesWatcher I presume?”
“We’re gonna need Nadia and Kassandre,” I said. “Stand back, I’m opening a portal.”
“Wait,” said Lillian as she stepped forward. “Let your little girlfriends finish their errands and get all the food you promised. We can handle this ourselves.”
“There’s an awful lot of them,” I replied.
“Do you even know what a level ten is capable of? I can clear half of them in just a minute or two.”
“Horse shit,” said Helga.
“Care to put a wager on that?” Lillian said with a wry grin.
“This isn’t a game Lillian,” I chastised.
“But it can be,” Lillian replied. “What say you about a little fun? You two can attack the ones I mark with my curse, and enjoy the show.”
The Entropics continued their march, coming to the bottom of the hill that the chateau was settled on top of, then the Maulers broke off into a run straight toward us.
Lillian snapped her fingers, then the chateau made a loud, metallic cranking noise as panels of armor moved by large golden gears began to rise up from foundations to fortify the mansion.
Noxvale had steampunk technology!
“Whatever you’re gonna do, now’s the time!” I exclaimed at Lillian. “Helga, let’s go!”
Helga clanked her swords together, smiled, then ran into a full jump that took her high into the air in a single bound. I sprinted forward, surprised at my new speed with the six levels of Expertise I put into it. The rest was divided evenly between my durability and strength. I didn’t worry about swordsmanship, because at this point I needed brute force.
As I charged toward the nearest group, I felt a presence behind me—Lillian had emerged from my shadow. Her ribbons flew out and whipped ten Maulers in seconds, then Helga twirled into a spinning slash like a cyclone.
The first Mauler Helga hit was cut across the side of its body, the injury of which was mirrored by the other Maulers that Lillian marked with Curse of Lament.
With adrenaline pumping through my veins, I rammed my shield into one of the cursed Maulers, then went to chop its head off. Being far stronger and faster than ever before, I noticed that the Mauler’s head wasn’t as hard to penetrate—but the other cursed creatures suffered similar wounds though not to the same degree as the others.
Helga barreled through two more of them like they were small animals, then stabbed two on either side of her straight through the ribcage before splitting them open with a simultaneous forward swipe.
Lillian vanished and reappeared in Helga’s shadow, then her ribbons began whipping around and slicing up Entropics like they were made of blades. As the cursed group wailed and took synchronized wounds, Lillian then constricted them and tossed the beasts into an oncoming group to break up their lines.
I transmuted more speed into power, then began executing Maulers with mighty strokes of my sword. Lillian continued to play crowd control, tossing their group like artillery at the Scourgers to interrupt their ranged attacks.
Then the fireballs came. The Flamestalkers began hurling their attacks over the front lines, firebombing our positions. All three of us were constantly moving, but now we had to be careful about where we stepped.
It was time to pivot. I let Helga deal with the Maulers along with Lillian while I went after the Flamestalkers, who were immediately joined by their Scourger protectors. The Bruisers at the back of the line hadn’t caught up yet, but they were close.
Dashing into a portal, I came out behind the Flamestalkers, then cleaved a head clean off before spinning to my right and beheading another. The Scourgers noticed I was there, and slashed downward in order to send their red energy at me.
I summoned a portal in front of my shield, then sent it right back at them. They were immune to their own attacks, but not the concussive force. It staggered them, giving me the opening I needed to use Entropic Enslavement on the third Scourger.
All I had to do was point at it, and it became my ally, cutting down the Flamestalkers with ease as their defensive fire auras were meaningless against their own kind.
That allowed me to engage the other two Scourgers, then Lillian appeared in the shadow of my adversaries, cursing them with one whip each.
“PlanesWatcher, get back!” Lillian warned.
I had no idea what she was going to do, but I wasn’t going to be in its way. With a quick dash away I put some distance away from them, then Lillian raised her palms to the sky.
A column of purple fire exploded upward and the Scourgers I’d challenged were reduced to smoldering husks along with the Flamestalkers near them.
“What the—! I thought they were immune to fire!” I shouted mid-swing to bat a stray Entropic away with my shield.
“It’s not fire, it’s Destructive Requiem! Kill the creatures I curse, and I can do it again!” Lillian replied before somersaulting backward, grabbing my enslaved Scourger by the neck with her ribbons, and tossing it into the remaining group.
Within seconds they were cursed, then Helga made her way over with both swords and hacked off limb and head alike.
We were winning.
Thanks to Lillian’s abilities, they were going down in groups, not one at a time. We had another problem though: the Bruisers. They were close enough to use their flame breath, and they both got down on all fours.
Lillian vanished into another shadow, using a combination of her corrosive ability and slicing ribbons to whittle down the remaining fodder as Helga sliced and diced.
One Bruiser was tough enough last time, but two?
As if they could read my thoughts, I got what I wished for…but not in the way I wanted. The two Bruisers didn’t use their flame breath, instead, they charged at each other, bashing their heads once as their bodies began to merge on contact.
A disgusting mass of flesh reformed into one massive Bruiser, one with four arms and four legs. With the rest of the battlefield cleared, Lillian and Helga formed up on my flank.
I looked up at the towering Entropic, its eyes smoldering with hateful flame. Each of us exchanged a look, then got into battle stances.
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“Lillian? Now’s the time,” I said, looking up at the eight-limbed Entropic towering over us.
With another upward gesture, Lillian unleashed Destructive Requiem right underneath the beast, staggering it back as the entire front half of its body was consumed by the purple explosion.
It did not, however, actually kill the thing.
“That…didn’t work,” said Helga.
“Got any other super moves I don’t know about?” I asked.
“No,” Lillian said with a bit of a nervous expression.
“Alright then,” I said as I sheathed my sword. “Stall it as best you can, then get the hell out of the way when I tell you to.”
“What are you going to do?” asked Lillian.
“I’m gonna use my super move.”
I summoned my orange aura with a thought as I channeled my full intention into Entropic Eradicator and held out my free hand to gather it into a wildly undulating orb. Lillian vanished into my shadow, then re-emerged from the mutated Bruiser’s to come out behind it.
She wrapped all ten of her ribbons around its leftmost hind leg, and then the monster released a growling cry. From what I could tell, she was doing her acid thing or whatever it was called.
Helga kicked off the ground and went flying toward its head as it went to turn toward Lillian. She swung down with both of her swords, cutting its cheek but failing to sever anything. The Entropic stumbled back and kicked its own leg out to send Lillian flying with her ribbons still attached.
The ribbons broke, vanishing into particles of golden light as Lillian tossed and tumbled on the ground. The monster backhanded Helga with two arms, then opened its mouth to breathe a jet of flame.
“Damn it no! Lillian!” I shouted.
A long sweep of fire engulfed where Lillian had been standing in addition to a long stretch behind her. Suddenly I was tapped on my shoulder, and Lillian was there having used my shadow to escape.
Helga recovered, then backed away as the monster ceased its flame. There was no choice but for me to stop my attack.
“Why did you stop, and what’s taking so long?” Lillian complained.
“We need Nadia and Kassandre, and the more Expertise I use the longer it takes,” I replied.
“Ugh, fine.”
I opened a portal as fast as I could, but Nadia was talking to the Director in some sort of armory. They both jumped as I called out to them.
“Nadia I need your guns!” I said.
“DJ what’s going on?” she asked.
“Big monster, very strong, need help.”
“Two minutes,” said the Director.
“We don’t have two minutes!” I shouted. “I’ve got maybe three more portals left in me before I’m spent!”
The Bruiser charged at Helga, who was now running back and forth between its legs, attacking it with wild stabs to keep it off balance.
“I’m sorry Director, but DJ needs me,” Nadia said to him. “Can you have that ready?”
“I’ll do what I can,” said the Director.
Nadia nodded and then jumped through the portal to join the fight.
“Whoa,” she said once she saw it, quickly running a scan to see what we were dealing with. “This thing is reading as a Titan.”
“Whatever it is, blast the thing. My best technique needs some time,” I said.
“Okay, but save at least one portal to Arcadia. I got us something,” Nadia stated before moving across the field as she pulled the Gatling.
“Why don’t you simply drop it into the ocean like you did to me?” asked Lillian.
“It’s too big, it’s a waste of aethereum, and I’m not sending an Entropic to Earth.”
Braat-tat-tat-tat-tat! Nadia unloaded on the creature with a full spray of projectiles, forcing the Titan to shield its face while Helga hacked away at its ankles. Then she fired some sort of cannon shot in single-shot sequences, damaging its hide enough to make it bleed black ooze.
She was the perfect counter.
I decided to hold off on summoning Kassandre and begin channeling Entropic Eradicator one more time.. The Titan prepared another flame breath, then ejected it straight at Nadia who used Digitize to get out of the way.
The Titan reached down and grabbed Helga like she was a toy doll, then I saw it squeezing. The shout I heard from Helga however was not one of pain, but of effort. She was resisting its constricting grip with her own great strength, then Lillian closed in to whip at its legs and slice up its leg joints.
Nadia’s Gatling grew to mega proportions with its tripod keeping it stable: her Kill Shot. With one massive blast, the arm holding Helga was completely blown off, freeing the barbaric orc to slice the Titan’s chest on the way down.
Holy crap, we were beating it. Lillian was right: level ten was no joke. But then the Titan grabbed a Scourger corpse—and absorbed it.
Shit.
As all three Aethereals worked at annoying the crap out of it with simultaneous attacks, it launched into a desperation tactic of cannibalizing its fallen brethren, regenerating into a larger creature each time.
Then it spawned a tail with a double-sided spike—started lashing it around at Helga. I’d had enough. With the power I’d prepared, I ran toward the Titan and shouted at the top of my lungs.
“Everyone move!”
Nadia and Lillian backed off, but Helga was still on the defensive, battling the tail spike with her swords to parry its strikes. She was trapped, and I couldn’t time a portal just right to get her out of there.
At that moment, I prayed the name of my technique was telling the truth.
With a wild haymaker of a throw, I launched the energy right at the Titan counting on Helga being excluded from harm since she wasn’t an Entropic. The orange burst struck and exploded into a massive plume of energy, the shockwave smacking into me as it flattened the grass away from ground zero.
Lillian shielded her face as her light blue hair billowed behind her, with Nadia ducking onto the ground to cover her head. I didn’t care about anything else anymore, Kassandre had to come back.
I outstretched my arm and opened a portal to Brighthelm, then went back to covering up while counting on Kassandre to see the flash. A loud thunk followed, prompting me to look up and see a husk of where the Titan once stood.
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“You should have summoned me from the beginning,” Kassandre criticized as she hovered over Helga’s unconscious body, healing the orc after she’d been buried beneath a meaty ribcage.
“DJ, what were you thinking?” Nadia questioned with her hands on her hips.
“We had it under control, and I wanted you two to finish what you were doing,” I admitted.
Helga opened her eyes and sat up with a start. “Hoowaahh—what happened?”
“The PlanesWatcher killed the Titan. We were victorious, just as I said we would be,” Lillian said with a smug expression.
“It would have been far easier if you’d summoned us from the start,” Kassandre replied with disapproving eyes.
“Does this mean we get the good food?” Helga asked with eager anticipation, her body covered in black Entropic blood as she stood up.
I took out Shatter and held it up, gathering a wealth of aethereum within seconds of holding out the pendant.
“I’ve got one portal left until I get some sleep,” I said. “Nadia’s idea was to save it.”
“And it’s a good thing I suggested it too!” Nadia chimed. “I got us a tank. No horses or hyenas or whatever you guys use in Brighthelm.”
Every bone in my body vibrated happily. A tank? What man doesn’t want a tank? I wanted a tank!
“You got a tank?” I breathed.
“A tank.”
“As in, big boom on wheels?”
Nadia winked. “I thought you might like that. And it’s custom.”
“That’s frigging awesome, but I don’t know how we’ll get it here. My portals don’t open that big,” I said disappointedly.
“Have you tried it?” asked Nadia.
“Not in a while.”
“Well, you’re a lot more powerful than you used to be. And besides, it breaks down into a Digibox so it can fit in your backpack anyway.” 
I smiled so hard my cheeks hurt. “Nadia, you’re awesome.”
Nadia looked up with a flirtatiously smug smile. “You can kiss me now.”
Overtaken by excitement, I grabbed her face and pulled her in, giving her a big wet one while she giggled.
“What does a tank actually do?” asked Helga.
“Remember those big metal carriages with the big guns on top?” I asked.
Helga’s eyes widened when she put two and two together. “It doesn’t fly does it?”
“Nope, we’ll be staying on the ground.”
“Then I like it,” she said before kicking a chunk of Titan away from her foot.
The sound of folding metal panels got our attention as Lillian disengaged the fortifications on her mansion, causing the armor to recede into slotted recesses beside the foundation.
“And what are we to do about food?” Lillian questioned. “I lack the means to feed you all, and the garden I keep on my roof is scarcely enough for just myself.”
“No wonder you’re so little,” Helga teased.
Kassandre chose to ignore their sniping and turned to Nadia. “Perhaps we could spend another night in Arcadia?”
“I will not leave my house undefended,” said Lillian.
“To hell with your house, I’m hungry!” Helga protested.
“I’ll open a portal to Brighthelm and leave it open as long as I can to bring some things through,” I offered.
“I want meat,” Helga insisted. “All Kassandre has is bread and fruit.”
“Then let’s just go to Arcadia and come back to Noxvale in the morning,” Nadia said with a roll of her eyes.
“And to think these are the allies the goddess gives to me…gone at the first sign of inconvenience,” Lillian murmured.
“Alright, stop,” I said. “I’ll stay behind with Lillian, you three go to Arcadia and get what you can from the kitchen, then get back through the portal as fast as you can. I got enough juice left for that.”
Lillian’s eyebrow twitched, and the corners of her mouth lifted slightly. “Let’s get back inside, it smells out here.”
***
The girls worked double-time to raid Nadia’s kitchen and pulled it off before holding the portal open almost put me to sleep.
Lillian had a grand dining room with a square table made from a tree that must have been before the blackening of the forest, as it was a handsome cherry brown. The elven delights from Brighthelm would have to wait, but we did get some bananas from Arcadia.
Lillian kept poking uncooked eggs with her finger and sucked the contents out, which I found rather gross. Kassandre settled for the bananas and celery sticks.
Helga had two rotisserie chickens to herself. I indulged in a pork chop and a sliver of steak along with Nadia, which not only cleared her kitchen but forced us to resort to instant delivery to make up the difference.
There was an offering of black and blue berries from Lillian’s roof, though they were small in comparison to what we had before. At least they were ripe.
Helga and Nadia treated the table like a buffet, grabbing what they wanted before wandering elsewhere. Kassandre and I sat next to each other at the table, while Lillian seated herself at the head.
For all their prior jabs at each other, Helga and Nadia were getting along swimmingly for a pair of women from entirely different worlds, united by their mutual dislike of Noxvale.
Kassandre bit down on one which was a little juicier than she expected, squirting some of its liquids down her lip with a laugh. I wiped her with my finger before licking it clean as we shared a moment of amusement.
“Talk to Bog in the morning,” I said to Kassandre. “Tomorrow we free the river.”
“What is your plan?” asked Kassandre.
“Use the tank to blow the dam by the fortress. Once the forest gets its strength back, it can take care of the ward for us. Then we attack the fortress.”
“That will take time,” Lillian spoke. “The tower within the fortress is immense, and getting to the top will not be simple.”
“Then we clear it one floor at a time until we do,” I replied, taking an undersized berry and popping it into my mouth.
“Lillian,” Kassandre said with an observant gaze. “You give the impression that you have no desire for anything to change.”
“We’ve proven today that we can keep the Entropics at bay. We don’t need to bring the fight to them,” Lillian argued.
“Yes we do,” Kassandre countered. “They have already brought the fight to us, and every other world they touch. We cannot hide in our sanctuaries, not anymore…”
“Sevantrix warned me you were selfish,” I added. “It sounds like you just wanna stay in your house with a man around.”
“That’s exactly what I want,” Lillian replied with a curt nod so bouncy that it made her hair flutter. “But you all want to go saving worlds.”
“Hiding in one spot in Noxvale? I’d be bored to tears,” I retorted.
“I am bored. I’m also frustrated and tired of foraging. Do you know how long it’s been since I had one of these?”
Lillian slurped another egg much to my chagrin.
“There’s more where that came from if you work with us. From where I’m sitting, Noxvale has gone to shit and all you’re doing is protecting a tiny patch of it.”
Lillian crossed her legs toward me and raised an eyebrow. “And what would you have done in my place?”
“Exactly what I’m doing now. I didn’t have to leave Earth, the Entropics won’t go there. No aethereum. I chose to help because I can.”
“How noble of you. I, however, have no inclination to save anyone.”
“You know, you’re really hot, but you’re kind of a bitch,” I said.
“I’m a demon,” Lillian said with a raised finger. “I don’t care about others, and I have no reason to.”
I leaned toward Kassandre and spoke under my breath. “I don’t think I wanna sleep with her.”
“What did you just say?” Lillian questioned with a glare.
“I said you can level up slowly on your own. You don’t care about anything so I’m not gonna force you to help us. We’ll leave in the morning and use Arcadia as a base.”
“Derrick…” Kassandre trailed off with a sympathetic face.
“I like that plan!” Helga chimed in from the doorway as she chewed on a chicken leg.
Lillian appeared undisturbed.
“Do you see how easy it is not to care about others?” she asked with a bitter laugh. “The moment I say something you find unsavory, you decide I’m not even worth your time. Is this the form your vaunted ‘morality’ and ‘compassion’ takes?”
“It’s not about that. I feel sorry for you Lillian,” I retorted. “You sound miserable, alone, and indifferent. It’s fucking sad, and I wish I could do something about it, but I’m not gonna let you drag us down with you.”
Tired of the conversation, I rose from my seat to leave when Kassandre touched my hand and looked up with an imploring expression.
“Derrick, be patient with her,” said Kassandre. “She doesn’t know any better, but we can show her.”
“I don’t need to be shown anything. The PlanesWatcher has made his opinion of me quite clear,” said Lillian. “He doesn’t approve of me.”
“You attacked us when we thought you were hurt, and you’re not exactly doing anything to make up for it,” I said.
Lillian smacked the table. “I invited you into my home, does that count for nothing?
What do you want, an apology?”
“It’d be a start,” I said. “But I assume demons don’t feel remorse.”
Lillian groaned. “I protect what’s mine and I fight for what I wish to keep, and I wanted you to stay with me without the others taking you away. But I was foolish to think they’d need to persuade you to leave. Apparently, I’ve done that on my own.”
An awkward silence followed, and I kinda felt bad for Lillian. She was still insufferable, but I could see that somewhere in there she just wanted company.
Kassandre tugged on my arm, and with a heavy sigh, I sat back down.
“Apology accepted,” I rasped.
“I haven’t apologized,” said Lillian.
“You explained yourself, and for now I guess that’s close enough.”
“…am I to take that to mean that you’re staying?”
“We’re staying,” I said. “I guess if I wanna save Noxvale, then that includes you too.”
It was slight, but Lillian smiled after that.




Chapter 52

“Got it,” said Nadia as she finished scanning Lillian.
The display that popped up showed an impressive if not revealing list of techniques.
Level Ten Expertise
Capable of the following techniques:
Aethereal Ribbons
Constriction
Corrosive Touch
Cutting Touch
Shadow Path
Curse of Lament
Destructive Requiem
“What purpose does this serve?” asked Lillian, standing in the hallway outside a pantry filled with grain.
“In case you had a power you didn’t know about. Kassandre had to be scanned to learn about one of hers,” I replied.
Nadia yawned.
“I’m getting sleepy,” said Nadia before looking out the window. “I wanna go to bed.”
The sun hadn’t gone down yet, but the sky had changed from overcast yellow to dark pink.
“Helga’s upstairs picking out a bedroom,” I said.
“They’re all the same,” said Lillian.
“Helga won’t see it that way,” said Kassandre as she dug through the pantry to sift through the clay vases, checking the quality of the grain.
“She told me she was going to take a bed from another room and push it together with ours,” I said.
“Hmm,” Lillian voiced. “PlanesWatcher, may I have a word with you?”
She made firm eye contact before turning to walk toward the staircase. Kassandre came out of the pantry with a clay container, looking pleased with herself.
“I can bake with this,” she announced.
Nadia peered down the hall Lillian disappeared through, then nodded at me. “I’ll help Kassandre, you go talk to our host.”
“Alright. Have fun,” I said before following Lillian out to the grand stairwell in the main lobby.
Lillian stood with her arms crossed, her brightly colored blue hair swept behind her back as the twilight rays reflected from her horns.
“What do you need Lillian?”
“I want to thank you,” she said, fidgeting her fingers in front of her tummy.
“Thank me? For what?”
She averted her eyes, looking in the direction of the kitchen. “For listening to the elf…and staying in Noxvale.”
I shrugged. “You’re welcome, I guess.”
Lillian tapped her foot. “It’s not working, is it?”
“What’s not working?”
“You said you wanted me to make up for attacking you, and I’ve given you free rein of my home. It doesn’t seem to be doing much.”
“Lillian, you don’t need to go out of your way. All I meant by that was that I don’t like the idea of you not feeling bad for anything. It makes it hard to trust you.”
“I do feel bad about things, just not everything.”
“Feel bad for others, or for yourself?”
“Myself.”
A snort escaped my nose. “Yeah, I kinda figured that.”
“Just because I don’t care about people I’ve never met doesn’t mean I’m not making an effort.”
“Okay,” I said with a short sigh. “Is that all?”
“No, it isn’t. I want to know if you were serious about what you said before—about not touching me.”
My eyes looked Lillian up and down before I could even tell them where to look. My attraction to her was back in full force, even with the horns. I gulped.
“After I level up…I’ll make sure you’re included,” I uttered.
“I don’t want to have sex with you just for more power, though that is an incentive—I want to do it for fun,” Lillian stressed. “Do you not indulge with the Aethereals for pleasure’s sake?”
“We do, but we’re also dating. It wouldn’t be the same if I didn’t care.”
“Dating…I don’t know what that means.”
“It means we’re in a relationship, you know, lovers?”
“I see…and what came first, the sex, or the relationship?”
“A little bit of both. I’ve known Helga and Nadia for a while, and we’ve gotten closer since I joined the fight. Kassandre was sex at first, but I really like her the more time I spend with her.”
“So, you’re saying you intend to keep them.”
“Yeah, basically. We’ve talked about it, and we’re gonna stay together.”
Lillian tapped her finger to her mouth thoughtfully. “Hmm. So to have a man, I need to have them around too…”
“Is that a problem?”
“It doesn’t have to be…if you treat me the same way you treat them.”
A pause followed her statement.
“Are we talking about what I think we’re talking about?” I asked as my stomach did somersaults.
“We are negotiating a relationship,” Lillian replied. “I offer my home, my power, and my loyalty in exchange for your company—which includes attention and sex.”
Hearing her say that had me feeling all kinds of eager, but I did my best to play it cool.
“You just described almost every relationship ever,” I said with a chuckle.
“And how would I know that?” Lillian said with a sour pout.
“I guess you wouldn’t. Okay, we can start dating and see how things go.”
Lillian took a step closer to me, looking up at my face with the top of her head only reaching my chin. She lifted one hand, then placed it on my chest, which had since been relieved of its armor. She closed her eyes, like she was feeling another person’s warmth for the first time, and sighed with a quivering breath.
“You okay?” I asked.
Lillian nodded, then opened her eyes again.  “I would like to try these ‘snuggles’ the orc spoke of, but not with all of them present the first time. That’s too many strangers at once.”
“Sure,” I agreed, feeling an intense anticipation. “I’ll put the girls to sleep, then spend the night with you afterward. Does that work?”
“Yes PlanesWatcher—I mean…Derrick.”
And just like that, I was seeing a new girlfriend.
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After a long day culminating in fighting off an entire Entropic raid, not to mention expending all my portals, I was fairly exhausted and so was Helga. Even the three loaves of bread that got baked weren’t entirely enough to recoup our energy, but there were other benefits.
Nadia and Kassandre decided to help me put Helga to sleep by turning her into dessert. I’d never seen anything so hot in my life.
Helga lay naked on her back, her legs spread completely for me while my cock split her eager orc pussy open. Nadia, the naughty girl that she was, contributed her tongue by licking Helga’s clit and tasting her folds at the same time I fucked.
Her tongue slid back and forth, spit shining Helga’s green skin and driving her wild with pleasure. Nadia’s naked body was arched on all fours, her ass sticking out to my right where I’d reached over to stick two fingers into her pussy.
Kassandre had taken a liking to Helga’s beautifully enormous tits, squeezing and sucking on them with her nude body angled to my left—where I gave her the same finger-banging as Nadia. The girls whimpered in a chorus of sexy moans, the likes of which I’d never heard anywhere or at any time in my life.
I was in sexual paradise, feeling my cock bury itself in a pussy that had me in a wet stranglehold to the sight of two women enjoying her with me.
“Hohh—oh…oh you all are such—oh!” Helga cried out.
She glanced down to see the three of us doting on her body, then smiled and plopped her head back on the pillow.
Kassandre’s tongue delicately swirled around Helga’s nipple, taking it between her lips and pulling it away for a gentle nibbling motion before going to the other and suckling it. Meanwhile Nadia thoroughly licked and sucked on Helga’s clit.
“Mmm!” Nadia voiced before lifting her mouth away from Helga.
“Hey!” Helga complained. “Nadia, why’d you stop?”
“One second,” Nadia replied with a smile before kissing her pussy reassuringly and looking up at me with a pleasured moan. “Mnh…I wanna see you cum in her.”
“Make Helga cum first, then I’ll cum after,” I said with a grunt.
She nodded obediently then went back to eating her out, eliciting an overjoyed grin from Helga. It didn’t take long, between my rhythmic thrusts and Nadia’s tongue, Helga opened her mouth and shouted louder than I’d ever heard her cry out before.
“A—ah…ahh!”
Helga came so hard she squirted on me. This was the plan: to have her climax before I did to overwhelm her with pleasure. Nadia licked her halfway through the climax, popped her mouth off Helga and watched closely with a fascinated smile as my cock visibly compressed into Helga’s tight pussy, and then started cumming.
Just as I’d planned, having her mid-orgasm as I started filling her up sent her into a wild, feral howl of pleasure I couldn’t begin to imagine. For Nadia’s sake, I withdrew slightly so that a couple inches of my shaft was exposed for her viewing pleasure.
Nadia watched every twitch of my cock inside Helga as I let out the load I’d been holding in all day, then Kassandre’s canal abruptly squeezed my fingers as she joined in on the orgasm.
“Mmmmm!” Kassandre moaned into Helga’s breast, refusing to take her mouth off it.
With my Tantric Transmutation fully devoted to the giving of pleasure, our shared sensation created a circuit that found its way to Nadia, causing her to cum too.
“Really?” Nadia breathed in amazement. “Oh shit—ohh!”
There were no words for how proud and godly it felt to make three beautiful women orgasm along with me. I bottomed out in Helga’s pussy to give her the rest of what I had for her, then we all became a pile of post-orgasmic afterglow.
Nadia gave my cock a few kisses while it was still throbbing inside orc pussy, then laid her head down on Helga’s tummy to catch her breath. Kassandre rolled next to Helga and shivered from oversensitivity, giggling to herself.
I leaned back, sitting on my knees in order to wait for the feeling to fade before pulling out—then I heard snoring.
Helga was already out.
That worked better than I’d hoped. Before I could get up to leave, Nadia took it upon herself to clean my dick with her mouth, ending with a kiss on the tip before laying back down contentedly.
What a rush. At least I didn’t need to wash up now.
“She made you cum really hard,” Nadia voiced, casually playing with Helga’s green pussy lips. “I think it’s hot.”
“That was wonderful,” Kassandre murmured softly, smiling at me.
I kissed Kassandre before I left, stroking Nadia’s hair tenderly before getting into my pajama pants and quietly leaving the room so the girls could rest. Just before I closed the door, I took a moment to appreciate the sight of all three of them.
Wow, all that was mine.
I shut the door and made my way down the hall next, where Lillian’s double-doored bedroom awaited me. The knob was a bronze metal gear that rotated when I turned it, triggering a series of opening mechanisms that made several clicks before opening.
Lillian awaited me inside, wearing a thin black robe made of loosely interwoven lace. Talk about a nightcap. I shut the door behind me, then locked eyes with her knowing full well she heard what had just happened a short walk down the hall.
Her room was a large, luxurious space with a bed easily the size of a California King mattress in length, and nearly double the width. I’d have to roll over twice just to get off it. Black satin sheets, carmine-colored walls, and golden crown molding.
“Are you coming to bed?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “Nice room.”
Lillian didn’t answer, choosing instead to crawl up toward the pillows with a sexy sway of her hips. The woman was fun-sized, but her curves were undeniable. I walked around the side of the bed, then got in to join her.
There was a rotating knob on the arched wooden headboard that she turned, which dimmed every gas lantern in the room before extinguishing them. I got comfortable right in the middle, then Lillian moved slowly toward me.
“How is this done?” she asked.
“Lay right next to me,” I said, feeling rather the cognitive dissonance of being this close to her after our violent introduction.
Lillian scooted herself right up against me, then laid her head down. Careful not to get poked in the face by her horns, I put my arm around her and let her rest her head on my chest.
Her diminutive body conformed well to the shape of mine, her arm draped over my torso while she stared with her eyes open. I liked holding her, but it certainly felt a bit awkward doing this with a demon I’d only just met.
“Let me know if you’re uncomfortable,” I said, projecting just a tiny bit.
“This is fine,” she said.
A long silence followed, and her eyes were still open. I closed my eyes, feeling Lillian’s slow breaths and the heat of her body on mine.
“Derrick.”
“Hmm?”
“Are you falling asleep?”
“I’m trying to.”
“I still feel wide awake.”
With a deep breath, I opened my eyes to look at Lillian, who was already looking up at me. I couldn’t help but think that she was even prettier up close. “This isn’t doing anything for you?”
“It is…but it would be better afterward.”
Before I even needed clarification, Lillian slid her hand down my chest, slowly slipping her fingers into my pants and resting her palm on my inner thigh. I understood: she was too horny to sleep.
My heartbeat increased, and I didn’t do anything to stop her. When it was clear that she was allowed to touch me like that, she moved her hand over and took my hardening dick into her hand.
She stroked it gently at first, building up my arousal with a comfortable grip as she jerked it up and down just enough to send jolts of pleasure through my shaft. I gathered a fistful of her robe in my hand, then she pulled my dick out of my pants so she could touch it more freely.
It was too much of a tease, and we both knew where this was headed. I took the initiative and reached for her waist—then turned toward her, keeping her face close to mine. We laid on our sides facing each other, then she moved even closer.
With my hands on her hips, I felt her bare body beneath her robe, her hips driving into me as she rubbed her clit against the bottom of my cock.
Lillian bit her lip, then in one smooth movement, she pulled her robe back and allowed it to fall down her shoulder, exposing her petite breasts and bare body to me.
“May I?” she asked, hooking her finger on my pants.
Stupid question. I’d already transferred all decision-making to the brain between my legs— there was no way I was stopping after getting this far.
She hiked my pajama pants further down, then slid herself forward to place my tip just inside the entrance to her incredibly snug pussy. Finally, Lillian closed her eyes, then took the rest of me inside her with an airy moan.
“Mnh!” she whimpered.
The woman felt so good I was amazed. Her pussy was snug all around, and in a split second, I completely stopped caring about the mental hang-ups I had around this. Lillian took a moment, breathing and whimpering to the rapid expansion of me filling her.
She smiled, then opened her eyes with devious contentment as I moved my hand from her hips up to her breasts. They were an ample handful, and from the hardening of her nipples, I knew she appreciated being touched.
I didn’t know what I expected, but I was surprised to find that she started to go slow. She put her palms on my chest and leaned on me, taking me in and out repeatedly with her jaw dropped. The way her pussy lips wrapped around my cock felt as good as it looked, and I was instantly sold on sex with Lillian.
She wasn’t a noisy lover, but there was no doubt she was enjoying this. Lillian breathed heavily with unsteady exhales, stifling her moans with strained vocalizations while her pussy spasmed around me. Her volume became less restrained each time my dick disappeared into her.
“Ahh…ah, ah, ah!”
I fondled her breasts, noticing her face and chest become flushed with red as she got even tighter than when we started. Her silence caught up with her and she inhaled with a sudden high pitch cry. It caught me off guard, which is when I realized that she’d been cumming.
That didn’t take long, although for how long she’d been alone I couldn’t blame her. I thrust into her with steady gyrations, keeping a slow pace while I sampled everything I could reach in that position.
Her breasts fit perfectly in my hand, with the slightest bit of jiggle when I shook them, pinching her pink nipples each time her pussy engulfed my engorged cock. She was so hot, and the way she moved was equally so.
Her body felt so light against mine, her legs soft and yielding to my touch. I was too tired to go all night, and Lillian felt too good. She wrapped her arm around me and put her cheek next to mine, moaning in my ear.
“I’m almost there again. Yes, yes—mnh—more, more.”
Her pussy showed no mercy, and I couldn’t hold back. Little did she know that my orgasm was about to trigger hers.
“Lillian, you’re making me cum,” I warned her as I grabbed her ass tightly.
“I can’t stop,” she whined. “Keep going!”
A huge rush of heat and pleasure gathered at the base of my dick. My cock started pulsing as I passed the point of no return.
“Oh shit—I’m cumming in your pussy!” I grunted.
“I won’t stop, I won’t stop, I won’t stop!”
Lillian sped up as I ejaculated, her tightening pussy massaging my cock to a milky finish. I threw my head back and howled as I exploded inside a demoness for the first time. The first spurts were rapid, forceful blasts followed by a series of heavenly gushes.
Lillian’s entire body flinched, then she screamed loudly with every impact of my cum against her inner walls. I wrapped my arms around her back and held her tight to keep her still—this was not the kind of orgasm I could pump through.
The first load with a new woman was always a big one, and this one was no different. Lillian helped it by pressing her mound down, letting me cum as deeply as I could.
She muffled herself against my shoulder and released a long, deep wail like I’d been edging her for hours. I groaned loudly and without regard—this was fucking great.
It felt so good my awareness of the room suspended itself until my dick stopped pulsating, and it was a long orgasm for both of us.
Even when I eventually stopped ejaculating, the throbbing didn’t stop, and neither did the pleasure. I was shooting blanks at that point, and her milking motions were well-appreciated.
When we both finally came down, Lillian stayed where she was while I kept her in my arms. She and Helga had something in common—she wrapped her leg around my waist to keep me inside her while we cuddled.
Her eyes fluttered open to look at me, an expression of both wonder and curiosity on her face.
“What was that?” she asked, holding onto me with slender hands. “You came inside me and then…I came.”
“That’s what happens,” I explained with a gratified groan.
“You’re telling me I’m going to feel that every time we do this?”
“If I cum inside you, then you will,” I confirmed.
“Then do that from now on. Never waste it.”
“I won’t,” I replied with satisfaction as my dick jumped for joy inside Lillian. “So how do you feel now?”
“I feel like…I like snuggling.”
Now that we’d been intimate, my instincts began to imprint on her, converting my earlier feelings into more protective ones. I suddenly no longer saw her as a threat, but as a woman I needed to take care of.
“Let’s go to sleep,” I yawned. “And then do this again.”
I reached down to withdraw, but Lillian swatted my hand away and tightened her leg lock on me.
“Mmm-mmm,” she voiced while shaking her head. “Leave it there.”
“You know, Helga has me do this too. Fair warning, I might pump in my sleep, or wake up needing to.”
Lillian clenched her pussy in response, damn that felt good.
“Then she’s trained you well,” Lillian replied with a suggestive grin. “Don’t hesitate to wake me with it.”




Chapter 53

If I could bottle the sleep I got and sell it to insomniacs, I’d be an overnight millionaire. My first night with Lillian was surprisingly great. Granted, we went a couple of rounds in the early hours before I passed out again but otherwise, I slept straight through the night.
When sunrise came peering through the thinly veiled windows, Lillian was making the faintest snoring sound, almost like a cat. The woman was out. She was drooling on my shoulder with an imprint on her cheek. For a girl with horns, it was adorable.
Ever so carefully, I got out of bed and made sure she stayed tucked in before finding my pajama pants in the disheveled sheets. The floor creaked as I tip-toed out of the room, followed by the light clicking of the door as I opened it.
Lillian remained asleep.
I went to check on the girls in the other bedroom, but Nadia was the only one left in bed. Unable to resist, I decided to go over and say good morning with a kiss on her serene face. She stayed asleep, so I let her be, grabbed the Shatter pendant, and headed downstairs.
I smelled bread—Kassandre was certainly baking, and from the scent of pork sausages, Helga was working on some of the things brought over from Arcadia the night before.
Rather than disrupt the process of prepping breakfast, as I was incredibly hungry, I went to the other side of the house to open a portal in the library.
Sevantrix greeted me with a smile as her divine presence rushed out of the portal like a wave of warm pressure, causing pages in nearby open books to flitter.
“Hello PlanesWatcher, it is good to see that you are well,” she said with an ethereal echo.
“Hey Sevantrix. So, we’re in Noxvale and I’ve met Lillian.”
“Have you enjoyed her?”
“Multiple times,” I answered with a cheeky smirk. “Thank you for that by the way. I’ve never had this much sex in my life, or been this happy.”
Sevantrix bowed her head. “It is the least I can provide for the service that you render for all our sakes. Are you having difficulty keeping up with them?”
“Actually I’m doing pretty good. Tantric Transmutation pretty much means I can get boners on command.”
The goddess giggled. “I look forward to feeling it.”
My dick twitched at the notion.
“You know Sevantrix…you’ve gotten pretty aggressive in your phrasing. What changed?”
“You did.”
“Me? I don’t get it.”
“I have never physically interacted with a mortal, but you opened that possibility for me,” Sevantrix preened her snow-white hair with a flash of sultry eyes. “The closer we come to finally meeting, I find myself feeling…eager.”
“You’re not the only one…” I admitted. “What level do I need to reach you?”
“It’s not a question of level, it’s a question of concentration. You will need a great amount of aethereum set aside for the task.”
“What’s the fastest way to get it?”
“You would either need to slay a great many Entropics, or acquire it from the one who possesses a vast amount.”
“Rathom,” I said with a snarl.
Sevantrix nodded slowly. “He is the greatest agent Matroxus has ever employed, wielding aethereum from every world conquered thus far. To reach me, you will need his weapon: the Liminal Leyline.”
“I’ve heard of it, he was using it in Arcadia. What’s it do?”
“It is the lance that Shatter came from, made by Matroxus and broken during our battle.”
Looking down at the pendant, I realized instantly why Rathom had been so interested in acquiring it. He needed it to complete the lance—to reach Sevantrix and free Matroxus.
“If Rathom can use this to do his worst, then I shouldn’t have it. You should keep it,” I said.
I tossed the pendant through the portal, and Sevantrix caught it telekinetically before cupping it in her hand. “I cannot keep it. I can extract the power you have gathered, but over time it would absorb all aethereum into itself, destroying my realm along with myself. Matroxus would be freed and unopposed.”
The goddess absorbed the aethereum into herself in a flash of bright light, then fired a jet of it at me. Within seconds I felt a change, knowing I’d ascended. The pendant was returned shortly after.
“I see,” I said. “Then I need to catch Rathom the next time I encounter him…and kill him.”
“Don’t put yourself in danger. Take the lance if you can, but do not seek him out,” Sevantrix cautioned.
“I may not have much of a choice. He’s been waiting for us to make things more convenient, and I can’t let him hurt you.”
Sevantrix paused, looking from my eyes to my lips and back again. “PlanesWatcher…Derrick…I…I want you to know that no one has ever taken the time to think of my well-being. Thank you.”
“You’re always taking care of everyone else, so it’s your turn to be taken care of,” I declared. “We’ve got some things to do in Noxvale before we can kill the Carnifex, but once that's done I promise I’ll get to you.”
She smiled. “And after that, you’ve decided to accept my feelings toward you?”
“Yes Sevantrix, you and I are gonna be together. You finally get to relax, and you won’t be alone. Ever.”
That was the moment I learned that a goddess could cry—she shed a single tear with an endearing smile. She reached out with one hand and touched the portal, rippling it on contact. I did the same, pressing my palm against hers.
“Get here soon Derrick.”
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I snuck up behind Helga while she sizzled some sausages on a cast iron pan, wrapping my arms around her wonderfully wide waist. 
“Whoo!” she uttered in surprise.
“Gotcha,” I teased, kissing her on the neck.
What goes around comes around, because Kassandre snuck up behind me and tickled my ribcage.
“The f—!” I flinched with a start.
Kassandre covered her mouth and laughed at my expense. I spun around and got my revenge with tickles of my own, getting Kassandre to turn as red as her long elven hair.
“If I wasn’t cooking I’d get you both!” Helga spat.
Following our playful exchange, I kissed Kassandre’s lips to say good morning while smelling the bread she had baking in a stone oven.
“You must have been up early,” I said.
“An hour, two at most,” Kassandre replied.
“I smell food,” said the voice of Nadia, who wandered into the kitchen with a big yawn.
Helga froze, turned around while blushing, then pointed at her in an apron far too small for her. “Y—you! What you did last night…why are you so good at that?”
“Hmm?” Nadia rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand, her purple hair a bit disheveled as she came to her senses. “Oh that? I just thought of what would feel good to me, then did that until you came.”
“I get the feeling you enjoyed doing it,” Helga replied as grease from the sausages popped behind her.
“Kinda,” Nadia admitted with a giggle. “When DJ asked me to eat out Kassandre I liked that too.”
“You know how to put on a hell of a show,” I said with a suggestive glare while pulling Kassandre into my side. “And to be fair Helga, there’s a lot of you to go around.”
“That’s true, I am rather glorious,” Helga beamed with pride before turning back around to finish cooking.
“Next time I’m gonna watch Nadia eat you out all by herself,” I said. “Then I’ll give you the dick.”
Helga blushed.
Nadia made a quiet giggle before pulling a wooden chair to sit down at the four-seater kitchen table. “So, how was the demon girl?”
“Lillian was good. I liked it,” I confessed while Kassandre left my side to go check on the oven. “She said she’d work with us, but she doesn’t wanna be single anymore so…we’re dating.”
“I could have told you that was gonna happen the second she bitched about it. Did you grab her horns and take her doggy style?” Nadia asked with a piercing gaze and mischievous simper.
“Good idea, but no. She wasn’t in the mood for rough stuff, she just wanted some steady dick.”
“I’m surprised her little body could withstand anything,” Helga remarked while transferring food to a platter.
“Where is she now?” asked Kassandre, pulling out a large brown loaf with a light rag protecting her hands.
“Sleeping,” I answered.
One by one, Helga served each of us a plate before sitting down. Kassandre cut the bread into thin slices, then we dug in. I had to eat with one hand because Kassandre decided to hold the other while we ate, intertwining her fingers with mine under the table.
Nadia sat across from me, rubbing my leg with her foot again while we all ate. The day had arrived: begin the work of helping Bog so that the forest would have the strength to aid us in reaching the forest.
Then I remembered: there was a tank waiting for us. The only thing more exciting than that was looking forward to leveling up the girls.
“Hey Nadia, do me a favor and scan me. I talked to Sevantrix this morning.”
“Oh!” Nadia chirped with a piece of bread in her mouth, before activating her ability to project a grid around my body. “It says you’re level eleven now.”
“All that and just one level?” I muttered.
“Arcadia made a big difference,” said Kassandre. “I am confident the tower and its Carnifex will give us plenty of aethereum.”
Helga reached over and poked me playfully in the side. “After breakfast, I want the first level up—but not all at once. Split it so it takes twice.”
“What do you mean, split it?” asked Lillian, who was standing by the doorway with a curiously skeptical expression.
All of us took a break to look at her, while Kassandre took the initiative to be friendly.
“Good morning Lillian,” Kassandre greeted. “There is more food if you are hungry.”
“I am,” Lillian answered with a brief nod. “What did the orc mean by that?”
“It means we get to go as slow or fast as we want,” Nadia replied. “It could take once, or it could take ten times.”
Lillian stared at me with slightly widened eyes, putting her hands on her hips. “I want to go ten times.”
“Why go through all that? Aren’t you supposed to be dating him now?” asked Nadia. “Just get the level up and do it for fun after, it’s not like we need an excuse.”
“Nadia is right,” I said. “I’ll get you to eleven on the first try, the rest we’ll do because we want to.”
“Hmph,” Lillian sauntered straight over to me, even though I was sitting between Kassandre and Helga, and sat right in my lap. “So be it.”
Having her there felt pretty comfy, especially for how lightweight and slender she was. I decided to go with it, while Lillian decided to share my plate with me rather than get one of her own.
“You dare taunt me?” Helga said with a quick bang on the table.
“There are four chairs and five people. I am the smallest, so I will sit on Derrick’s lap,” Lillian stated plainly with a wink of her eyelid.
“Damn it…” Helga muttered. “I want to sit in his lap.”
“You can sit in my lap at lunch,” I said in a soothing tone. “But before all that we’ve got portals to open, a forest to feed, and a tank to drive.”
Lillian wiggled her ass in my lap, brushing against my dick in an obvious move to get me hard. “I have something that may help in that endeavor.”
“Do ya now?” I replied. “And what’s that?”
With a quick tap of her finger on my nose, Lillian grinned at me. “Breakfast first, then sex, then I’m going to show you what this house can really do.”
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“What the hell am I looking at?” I blurted out.
The basement of Lillian’s house wasn’t a basement at all. The actual house was the smallest part—most of the structure was below ground.
I stared at what resembled a giant hourglass spinning on its axis inside a golden metal frame set inside a multi-gear apparatus—some kind of intricate clockwork I couldn’t remotely begin to process.
Inside the hourglass was glowing blue sand, stirred by a curved bronze prod in a perpetual circle.
“You can think of this as the brain to my house,” Lillian explained. “Aethereum drives its function, so be careful with that shard of yours.”
“I left it upstairs,” I said. “What all do you keep down here?”
“A factory.”
“And you built this yourself?”
Lillian shook her head. “No. This house and the great machine beneath it were built before I found it.”
Nadia stood behind me with a black cube the size of a pumpkin—the Digicube containing the tank we received from Arcadia.
“I don’t think this can really help us,” said Nadia. “The technology from Arcadia is far above yours, and the magic in Brighthelm is more refined.”
Lillian looked up and sighed. “That is not why I brought you down here. I don’t intend to enhance that box of yours, I intend to copy it.”
“Copy?” I repeated.
With a nod, Lillian continued. “The machine remembers what it is given, and will build things using the surrounding material.”
My eyes widened when I figured it out, and I looked at Nadia who had a bit of a curious frown.
“Lillian, if this machine uses the resources around it to build, then it’s part of the reason everything we see is dead. The land is stripped.” I reckoned.
She shrugged. “My point is that you can multiply that rolling weapon of yours using Noxvale manufacturing techniques, and use them to aid in our assault on the fortress.”
Nadia looked at me meaningfully, I nodded in return.
“How long will it take?” I questioned.
Lillian held out her hands, looking expectantly at Nadia. Reticent, Nadia gave the cube to her and stood back as Lillian walked to a rounded silver platform elevated in front of the steampunk brain.
When she set the cube down, it sunk like a pressure plate into the floor before a six-segment hatch shut over it like metal flower petals.
A series of cranks and clicks vibrated the floor beneath us, then the brain went from rotating slowly, to blisteringly fast. I heard sounds like a choo-choo train beneath us, along with all kinds of gauges and doodads spinning and bobbing on the walls.
“There,” said Lillian. “It will take time, but after it learns how to make your box, we will have an armada.”
***
Kassandre crouched at the edge of shriveling shrubberies on the farthest edge of the property, her palms placed on the soil with her eyes closed in concentration.
As per her request, I walked along the partition where the grass thinned and sprinkled seeds she’d brought from Brighthelm. A dozen brave elves volunteered to bring fresh soil, compost, and water to help cultivate the land.
The first thing Kassandre did was cast her green healing directly into the ground, then used her ability of Elemental Naturist to rapidly grow what we’d just planted.
Within hours, new flowers and weeds had been grown, carefully selected so as to be easily consumable by the native flora and fauna rather than replace them.
She was in her element, tending and cultivating the land far faster than she could ever do before in her life. The serenity on her face was infectious, and even I didn’t mind walking around with a basket full of seeds just to make her happy.
I returned to her after opening a portal to allow another procession of elves through, watching her revivify a blackened tree into something browner.
“How’s it going?” I asked.
Kassandre looked up at me, smiled, then stood up quickly to give me a hug.
“Wonderfully. Thank you, Derrick.”
I moved my hands down her waist and held onto the crest of her hips just above her thighs, giving her a little squeeze. “When you’re done I’m thinking we can do a little leveling.”
She giggled sensuously and gave me a kiss. “I’m going to work until sunset. Perhaps you could ensure that we’re undisturbed later by taking care of the others?”
“I’m way ahead of you,” I said. “I took care of Helga and Nadia, that just leaves Lillian.”
“And are you spending the night with her, or with us?”
“I was planning on staying with you three tonight.”
Kassandre scrunched up her nose and shook her head. “I have a feeling that much like our work here in the fields, she will need special tending until her heart is healthy.”
“You’re suggesting I give her extra attention?” I said.
“At least until you’re more comfortable with each other. You’ve been giving us a lot of focus, and I know I’ve appreciated it.”
“You might have a point.”
Kassandre tilted her head pensively, looking at me with a probing intensity. “Is Lillian someone you can see yourself caring for?”
“Well, I think I can care about anybody if they’re not actively trying to kill us,” I replied with a shrug.
“That is not the same. She is not the same.”
I continued to hold Kassandre, looking over her head to process my thoughts carefully.
“It just needs time like any other relationship. She’s interesting, and we had a good time during sex. I’m still getting used to what she is—shit I’m still getting used to you three. There’s no instructional manual on how to handle four girlfriends, with a fifth waiting for me.”
“I think you’re handling it splendidly,” Kassandre punctuated her statement with a kiss. “I don’t feel neglected, deprived, or that you don’t care. I cannot speak for Helga, or Nadia, but I hope my presence in your life has made you as happy as yours has in mine.”
“Kassandre…” I took her face in my hands and stared into her vibrant eyes. “After what we’ve faced, I don’t know what I’d do without you.”
A series of loud bangs made all the working elves scowl in the direction that it came from, disrupting the quiet peace everyone was enjoying.
“That sounds like Nadia’s weapons,” said Kassandre.
“It is. She said she wanted some target practice to keep busy,” I said.
An even louder bang disabused us of that notion, and it was much further away. That was more than just target practice, something was coming.
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“That’s everyone,” I said before closing the portal to Brighthelm, having evacuated the elves.
Helga came marching out of the mansion in full battle gear, a fierce expression showing her readiness. Kassandre and I made our way toward the back of the house where Nadia was cycling her weapons and checking.
“Derrick, we just started mending the land,” Kassandre pointed out. “Fighting here will undo everything I worked for.”
“Then we’ll bring the fight to it,” I said before looking around curiously. “Where’s Lillian?”
“Right here,” she said from immediately behind me.
I almost jumped out of my skin.
“Jeez Lillian—that shadow thing you do is really creepy sometimes,” I muttered.
“Hmph,” she voiced before staring off into the far must. “I know that sound. What approaches is not an Entropic…it is an Automata.”
“That name means nothing to us,” Helga said with annoyance.
Lillian stepped around me, touching my ass while she did so before gesturing at the house. “This house is an Automata, and there are many scattered throughout Noxvale.”
“They walk?” Nadia questioned breathlessly.
“Some do, yes,” Lillian replied.
“And why would an Automata be coming here?” I asked.
Lillian took a deep breath. “To make more of your tank boxes—”
“Digibox,” Nadia corrected.
“Whatever,” Lillian dismissed. “A greater amount of metal is needed, metal my house clearly cannot acquire from stripping the land.”
“You’re saying it’s here to donate itself?” I inquired.
“I am,” Lillian said with a nod. “But there is a problem. Every Automata is hostile to outworlders, which I assume was deliberately done by their creator. I have seen them attacking Entropics, who have since built their tower from their hulls. When it gets here, it will likely attempt to employ a form of pest control.”
“Then why doesn’t your house attack us?”
“Because I control it.”
“But you can’t control these?”
“No.”
A metal whine preceded a bang, causing the ground to quake from its force. There was a single red light glowing through the high trees at a far greater height than even the Titan we fought before. Even though I couldn’t see it, I knew the thing had to be at least several stories tall.
“I have an idea,” Nadia said while holding a finger. “Open a portal right in front of its face, and I’ll blast it with a Kill Shot.”
“You will attract more of them by doing so,” Lillian warned.
“For how much of a mess we’d make, we need a different plan,” I said. “Let the house harvest it. We need to go.”
“Go where?” asked Helga.
“We can watch from the tree line while it decommissions itself,” I explained.
“Aww! I hate clever plans that avoid fighting!” Helga complained.
A long mechanical leg stepped out of the fog, its foot large enough to crush any one of us in a single step. It had bulky shoulders with a bipedal build. Bronze and brown were its primary colors, with a single red eye affixed in the center of its head, which had a crown of metal spikes vaguely reminding me of the Statue of Liberty. Its body was a patchwork of metal plates overlapping in a precise alignment, making a sound like a huge horn being blown strong enough to vibrate my skin.
It was awesome, immense, and inspired instant intimidation on sight. Then, an issue came to mind.
“Uh, Lillian. Didn’t you say these things attack outworlders?” I asked while leaning toward her.
“I did,” she said.
“And does that include artifacts by outworlders?”
Lillian’s eyes went wide with realization, and we all shared a look of concern—except Helga, who just looked excited.
“The Digibox…” Nadia spoke. “It’s going to attack the house.”
“Which means we get to stop it!” Helga clanged her swords together.
“Alright Nadia, you’re up,” I said. “Kassandre, hit it with Magic Cyclone. Helga, you and I will go in to distract it if we need to. ”
“And what am I to do?” asked Lillian with her arms crossed.
“Keep us from falling off.”
The Automata took a single stomping step, then held its position roughly an acre away, its red eye growing brighter as it angled its head down at us.
“It has seen us,” said Helga.
“Then I will give it something else to stare at,” Kassandre replied as she raised her hands to the sky.
Thunder began to echo in the clouds above it, followed by bright flashes of lightning sparking against its head repeatedly as she called down several bolts.
Electricity was ineffective, the Automata didn’t even acknowledge the attack as its crown acted as a lightning rod. Kassandre immediately transitioned to waving her hands in a circle in front of her, causing a funnel of magical energy to descend from the clouds and assault it from above.
This was far more effective, as the Automata began turning its head and looking around while the blue light crashed against its armor plating, bending bits off its crown and flinging shrapnel from it.
Still, the Automata pressed on, even with its damaged torso plating and mangled crown.
“That did less than I expected,” Kassandre quipped.
“Then let’s do more,” I said. “Lillian, wrap me and Helga with your ribbons, and don’t let us go.”
Within seconds, Helga and I received a harness of Aethereal Ribbons around our shoulders and waists, then I opened a portal right on the Automata’s left shoulder.
“Get ready to move after I set up my shot,” Nadia warned.
“What’s the signal?” I asked.
“This,” Nadia held up her plasma gun and fired a swirling barrage of multiple energy streams—that weapon’s version of Explosive Barrage.
Beam after beam, the attack was successful in damaging its body, denting divots into its armor although the construction was resilient enough to endure. Kassandre enchanted each of us, then began hurling Magic Blast at the Automata’s legs.
Nadia’s purple aura flared up around her, then she smacked both of her guns together and caused them to meld into one super-cannon.
“Never seen that before…” I remarked before jumping through the portal.
The moment my feet touched its metal shoulder I started sliding off, but Lillian kept herself secured and thus Helga and I didn’t fall. It was a haphazard balancing act, with each step quaking beneath our feet while Lillian sewed her ribbons into its hull.
“Hey!” Helga shouted.
Like a green berserker, she ran along its surface and struck the side of its head, doing little other than leaving some nice gashes in its metal.
I put the full measure of my Expertise into physical strength, running up to join her and stabbing its head with nominal effort, though none of it did much. The machine was just too big. It turned its head slowly, halting its steps as it looked at us.
“Right…crap,” I blurted out.
It lifted its left arm and reached up toward us, looking to swat us like insects.
“Lillian, jump!” I shouted.
“Wait I’m not done—waaah!” Helga screamed.
Lillian dove off the Automata, taking both of us with her as its hand smacked against its bulky frame, free-falling to a portal I’d opened to land on the opposite side of its head.
I tumbled forward like I was on a swing, then stuck my sword into the side of where its chin would be. Helga ran up along the clavicle area to stick both of her swords in like a pincer, trying to open the metal to expose the components within.
Blue blasts exploded on impact with the Automata, which took another heavy step forward.
“Raaah!” Helga roared as she split an armor panel open to reveal some active gears and clockwork gizmos inside its head.
Much like Lillian’s house, it too had a brain powered by aethereum, which gave me an idea: Shatter.
“I can stop it!” I shouted. “I can shut it down! Umph!”
The Automata backhanded me right off of itself, sending me flying into Lillian which caused her to lose her hold. We flew wildly through the air, with me unable to get my bearings or any sense of direction.
A cold plunge into the nearby river rocked my body as I smacked into it, with my Expertise being the only thing separating me from life and death.
I had the wind knocked out of me, and I couldn’t tell which way was up. Lillian’s ribbons were gone, and I was vaguely aware of Helga tumbling around underwater.
With the last bit of air I still had in my lungs, I opened another portal and swam through it, spilling water onto the shore as Helga was deposited next to me. I didn’t see Lillian.
I punched the ground with my fist in frustration, watching the Automata continue onwards to Nadia and Kassandre.
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I went to check on Helga, who was coughing up water on all fours, but thankfully held tightly onto her swords. Although I couldn’t be certain which ones, it felt like I’d definitely broken some ribs, and my right ankle wasn’t moving right.
Helga was in bad shape as well, I noticed her left shoulder bulging out in such a way that it had to be dislocated. I heard a shift of displaced air, then turned to see Lillian standing there.
“Come on,” I said as I painfully wrapped my arm around Helga. “We gotta get back to Kassandre.”
“Derrick, you two will die if you take another blow like that,” Lillian insisted.
A portal opened just in front of me on a whim, Kassandre came running through before I had a chance to get to my feet.
“Damn you…” Kassandre blurted out as she kneeled between Helga and me.
Within seconds I could feel my bones shifting as a green glow occupied the corner of my peripheral vision. Kassandre healed us in short order, and I got to my feet in order to help Helga to hers.
The Automata continued onward, ignoring us entirely on its way toward the house where Nadia was preparing her finisher.
“Helga, I need you and Kassandre to stay with Nadia. Lillian and I will handle the rest.”
“What?” Helga questioned with a look of outrage.
“You did your part, you exposed it. Once Nadia takes her shot, I’ll use Shatter to siphon the aethereum from its brain. I don’t know if that’ll shut it down, but it’s worth a try.”
“That will slow it, but the machine brain must be destroyed,” Lillian explained.
“Alright. Kassandre, after we get clear I need another tornado to wreck what’s left,” I instructed.
“It will be done,” said Kassandre.
Helga led the way through the portal back to Nadia, with Kassandre going shortly after. With my body and armor soaked, the shield slung to my back felt extra heavy. I took it off and tossed it aside since it wouldn’t do anything to help with the battle we were in.
“Lillian, I need another tether,” I said.
My waist was wrapped by four of Lillian’s ribbons after the request, then I made another portal while brandishing Shatter. We needed to make this quick, or we’d be squished like insects. Both of us dashed through, emerging on the Automata’s shoulder on the same side its head had been torn canned food by Helga.
Lillian wrapped her ribbons into the opening, my boots sliding unsteadily with each stride. I couldn’t keep my footing, so I threw the pendant directly into the metal gash, causing a flash of aethereum light as its brain was siphoned of the energy it contained.
Braaaawww! The fog horn noise it released was deafening, forcing Lillian to cover her ears while it turned to look at us with increasing slowness.
Multiple blasts of magic struck its chest following that—that was the signal. I left Shatter in the machine and jumped, Lillian jumped with me, then wrapped our bodies closely together during free-fall. Everything went dark, then suddenly we were on the ground next to Nadia.
Face to face with Lillian, I took a split second to look into her eyes before she unwrapped us. Nadia’s cannon now had a spinning barrel, with slotted openings glowing blue light with a secondary and tertiary barrel on either side.
It was longer than she was tall, and almost as wide as Helga’s hips—and it was ready to fire. The Automata took a slow lumbering step forward, then Nadia’s purple aura began to glow.
“Everyone cover your ears,” said Nadia as her target became nearly immobile.
Everybody covered their ears, and then the cannon fired. Projectile tracer rounds circled the primary plasma blasts before combining into a burst of superheated slag the size of a beach ball.
A perfect headshot.
The Kill Shot blasted straight through the Automata’s head and exploded out of the back with a shower of shrapnel, its arm lifting up to reach forward. The massive machine took one more step, then froze before its foot touched the ground, locked in a rigid stance like rigor mortis.
Little by little it tipped forward, then began to fall forward—close enough to crush us if it landed.
“Kassandre!” I shouted.
Within seconds she spawned a Magic Cyclone right where its blasted head had been, tearing its torso apart from the force of her magic as the battered husk crashed just short of reaching us.
A tremor swept under our feet, its limbs digging troughs into the soil in the aftermath of its collapse. What remained of its head rolled forward toward us at high speed—stopped by Helga who used her mighty strength to ram it with her shoulders.
Shatter flew out of its head compartment, spinning like a flipped coin before landing on the ground at my feet.
We actually beat it.
“Everyone, down!” Lillian shouted.
It took a split second for dozens of mechanical arms to suddenly burst out from around the house, sprawling past us like metal tentacles and collecting the Automata piece by piece, segment by segment.
Helga started laughing, and I couldn’t help but exhale a breath I felt like I’d been holding since before Nadia took her shot. I rolled over onto my back, spread my arms out, and panted toward the sky.
Nadia’s guns shrunk back down to hand-held size, then she fell to her knees and breathed heavily from the expenditure of power she just put out.
“Okay, that was hard,” she said with a beleaguered groan.
“Yeah it was, that thing’s pimp smack almost killed me,” I agreed with a laborious inhale. “Okay, let’s take a break. How about some food? And sex. Lots of it.”
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There was something about nearly dying that made sex a lot more intense. Nadia and I went at each other like rabbits for a solid hour after getting back inside the house as its many mechanical arms went about the business of taking all the materials left behind by the Automata.
She held onto me after we finally finished, her body barely covered in the sheets while I lay on my back staring at the ceiling. Kassandre was outside tending to the property again, doing her best to recover the soil with help from the elves after I summoned them back.
Lillian was down in the factory doing who knows what, and Helga was busy making food with ingredients from both Brighthelm and Arcadia.
“I vote we just stay in bed for the rest of the day,” Nadia said while nuzzling her face into my neck.
“That’d be great,” I admitted, wrapping my arm around her bare back. “We gotta keep an eye out for any more of those Automata machines. The technology they have here is pretty crazy. Giant robots? Houses with built-in factories? Whoever built all this was a mad genius.”
“Yeah…I don’t wanna fight any more of them though,” said Nadia. “Those things had to be made to defend Noxvale, and one was hard enough.”
“Lillian’s waiting for the house to spit the Digibox back out. She says the attacks will stop once it does.”
“I don’t like waiting. We should ask Helga to just rip it out. It would suck having to fight one of those things at night.”
“Helga already asked to do that, and Lillian says she doesn’t know what that would trigger.”
“Ugh,” Nadia groaned. “I just want a day where we don’t have to do anything.”
“I know,” I said gently. “I’m not really in that much of a position to complain though. I chose to do this, and if I hadn’t, we’d still just be chatting through portals.”
“Was it really that hard of a choice though? You basically got all the sex you could ask for thrown at you, and you don’t pull out.”
“Oh yee of little faith,” I teased. “Sevantrix offered me that because I was all in, not to get me into it.”
“It’s not a criticism!” Nadia protested. “When she did her dream voodoo to talk to me, I practically jumped for joy when she told me what I was getting.”
“What did she tell you? She seemed to have given you all different details.”
Nadia drew a circle on my chest with the tip of her finger. “She said she found a champion, one that would take care of me and everyone like me. She said I’d get power, and the best sex of my life.”
“That’s it?”
Nadia shook her head against me. “She told me at the end that it was you, and then I woke up. I started seeing you differently after that.”
“That explains why you started flirting all of a sudden,” I said with a chuckle.
“I had to make sure you liked me,” Nadia confessed.
“Why wouldn’t I like you?”
“You always talked about Helga, so I kind of thought she was it for you.”
“In my defense, her tits are really distracting, and we don’t have sexy orcs on Earth.”
“Yeah, her body is ridiculous.”
“You’re not feeling insecure are you?”
“No,” Nadia said with a smug flash of a smile. “I’ve seen you checking me out when you think I can’t see.”
Three knocks on the door interrupted our pillow talk, then the door swung open with Lillian standing there, Digibox in hand.
“It’s done,” Lillian announced, her eyes shifting between me and Nadia. “The weapons are being built.”
“Okay, was that it?” Nadia asked with a mild scowl.
Lillian dropped the Digibox on the floor and then kicked it into the room. She turned to leave, but I called after her before she could.
“Lillian wait.”
She hesitated, then turned around with her hands on her hips, looking at me with an indifferent gaze. “Yes?”
I smiled deviously. “I think it’s time I learned what you taste like. Take off your clothes and get over here.”
***
The dining room table was covered in food, a pile of which I had on a plate that I was holding, looking out of the window to watch Kassandre calling forth vines and root systems at the end of the road where Bog’s forest began.
Lillian was sitting in her chair at the head of the table, nibbling on a bunch of black grapes. Her face had a persistent simper, a look of pure satisfaction after the thorough licking I gave her pussy while Nadia played with her tits.
If anything, she was in a far better mood than she was following our fight with the Automata, and Nadia’s flexible taste in women certainly contributed to the fun. I got a great blowjob from Nadia too. She was outside talking to Kassandre, most likely gossiping about our little threesome based on her expression.
Meanwhile, Helga rewarded herself with a mixing bowl full of fish and rice, deciding the middle seat on the long side was the head of the table and not the narrow ends.
Another object of note on the table: the Digibox. I was excited to deploy it, which was the next item on our agenda after Kassandre finished her nature work.
“Four hours until sundown,” I said. “How long until the tanks are done?” I asked Lillian.
“Another hour at least,” she replied. “Keep in mind I’ve never asked the house to do this much before, so for all I know it won’t be done today.”
“Then I’ll have to take the Digibox and scout it out.”
“Alone? The hell you are!” Helga protested.
“My portal power is the only thing that doesn’t depend on aethereum. I won’t be powerless,” I assured.
“And you would know that…how?” Lillian questioned. “You could not enter Noxvale until you reached a certain concentration of aethereum, am I correct?”
“Partially,” I said. “Where I can go is dependent on it, but not the portal opening itself. There’s a Carnifex in their fortress, which means the ward doesn’t affect it. I pop in, check it out, then pop back out. Simple.”
“Simple, but not easy,” Lillian countered.
“Attacking a place we know nothing about is suicide. I’m going to get a lay of the land, then with Bog’s help, we tear the place apart and kill us a Carnifex.”
“And you insist on doing this today?”
“The longer we wait, the longer they have to summon more Entropics. I’d rather get it over with.”
Lillian sighed as she rose from her chair. “Then I will go with you.”
“You don’t need to do that Lillian.”
“Yeah, especially since I’m the one who should go,” Helga argued.
“You are big, green, and loud,” Lillian criticized. “I was able to move through shadows before I became an Aethereal. If you want someone who can be sneaky, I am the best one for it.”
Helga banged the table. “I don’t like this idea.”
With a contemplative breath, I set my plate on the table and cracked my knuckles.
“Helga, I can be as strong as you, but you’re that strong all the time. I need you with Nadia and Kassandre, just in case anything else comes while I’m gone.”
She sank into her chair with a huff. “Oh alright. Fine.”
Lillian took a step closer, her body in a sultry posture.
“Okay Lillian,” I said. “One hour. Then we leave.”
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The convenience of portals would never get old. From the comfort of the living room, I used the same trick I used to find Lillian’s mansion.
Using what I could visually see, I moved the portal to the farthest point on the horizon only this time I didn’t keep it at ground level—I had a bird’s eye view roughly thrice the height of the Automata.
The persistent mist was a bit annoying, but from this perspective I could still see the ground, letting me move the portal at least a full kilometer at a time.
“This is…an interesting use of your power. I thought you said we were leaving?” Lillian remarked.
“We’ll go through after I find the fortress, it can’t be that far,” I replied.
“If you can scout using portals, why bother going in at all?”
“I have a beacon,” said Nadia, who was standing behind me watching the process. “Once it’s on, I can get their exact location on my scanner.”
“And what’s stopping you from opening a portal on top of the tower and simply dropping it?” asked Lillian, who was standing beside the portal facing me.
“You’re right…we can do that,” I replied.
“Not exactly,” said Nadia. “Active electronics always reset when they go through a portal, we’ve tested it during incursions. You can’t just turn on a device and toss it in, it has to be manually activated on the other side.”
“That’s where you come in Lillian,” I interjected. “Your Shadow Path should work inside the ward, so you can use it without being seen. I’ll drop you in on the outskirts, then you sneak in to place the beacon.”
“Look!” Nadia blurted out as she pointed through the portal. “There’s something tall in the distance.”
She was right. Through the haze of gray mist, there was a breach high above the most concentrated part: a black tower with a menacing crown piercing the fog. It was easily taller than the Automata we fought—and surrounded by Entropics.
All of the surrounding trees had been chopped down, leaving no place for anything to hide. Remnants of metal wreckage also dotted the landscape, no doubt the remains of Automatons that failed.
I moved the portal as quickly as I could before anything saw a bright yellow flash in the sky, opening it behind a large piece of metal debris that was once a hand.
“Alright, Nadia you got the beacon?”
She took out a small puck-shaped black disc with a pressure switch on top, offering it to Lillian who eyeballed it with idle skepticism before taking it.
“Get it as high up as you can,” Nadia instructed.
“I expect to be rewarded sexually for this,” Lillian replied.
Nadia rolled her eyes with a restrained smile.
“We were gonna have sex anyway,” I replied with a feral glare.
Lillian smirked back and then pointed at my chest. “I was on top last time, this time you mount me.”
“This is distracting,” I replied as a chubby formed in my trousers. “Get your ass in there so we can get this over with.”
The demoness raised her eyebrow at me but obeyed. She stepped through with the beacon in hand, then I turned to Nadia and touched her cheek.
“I’m going in to keep an eye on her,” I said.
“Please be careful DJ,” Nadia pleaded.
“I will,” I said, punctuating my sentence with my lips on hers.
She grabbed my hand and held it until the last second, and then I walked through after Lillian. The portal shut behind me, and an instant feeling of dread and foreboding tried to overwhelm my mind.
When I looked to Lillian she had an expression of trepidation as well, which I’d never seen from her before. The things we’d fought were fearsome and life-threatening to be sure, but this powerful sense of fear was strange.
“Derrick, I cannot do this.”
“What’s wrong?”
Lillian shook her head. “Something terrible is here, and I don’t want it to see me.”
“Lillian, what’s here?”
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know? Lillian, are you afraid?”
She looked at me with eyes that practically begged, her body language a shrunken defensiveness with her arms tucked close to her body.
The fear I felt was potent, but far more muted thanks to the transformation I’d undergone when I received my Expertise. I felt fear, but it was distant, numbed somehow. It was easier for me to compartmentalize it and act on courage.
That realization, along with how quickly the feeling came once I stepped through the portal suggested that something here was making us afraid.
I put my hands on Lillian’s shoulders and made eye contact with her, trying to keep strong for the both of us.
“Lillian, what you’re feeling might be the ward—or a creature. This isn’t you.”
“I don’t care,” Lillian shook her head. “I’m scared.”
With a quick peek around the wreckage, I saw Maulers and Scourgers lounging around, along with some Entropics I’d never seen before. It was hard to make out in the fog, but there were new shapes and sounds they were making.
Whatever was here, it was much worse than anything we’d faced so far. Ducking back behind cover, I took the beacon from Lillian and then looked toward the barely visible tower. Without a clear line of sight to the top, I didn’t have it saved in my memory to portal up there.
“Damn it,” I muttered. “This thing needs to get high up to transmit effectively. Lillian, I need your help right now.”
“Please don’t make me do this,” Lillian said with a trembling voice. “I can’t.”
The ground shook, and like a wave of air pressure the feeling of terror intensified threefold. Lillian covered her ears, crouched down, and yelped.
The moment she made the sound, it alerted the Entropics. Maulers barked and snarled,  Scourgers released a howling war-cry, and something else made a croaking, wailing sound.
We’d been discovered, and without our powers we’d be slaughtered. There was no choice. I grabbed Lillian and pulled her close, my arms tightly around her back before waving the hand I was holding the beacon in.
The last thing I heard before we vanished through the portal were countless Entropics making their way to our position. We got the hell out of there, the portal snapping shut before anything caught up with us.
We came through in the living room where Nadia and Helga were sitting on the couch, both of them jumping up with weapons drawn as Lillian and I appeared.
“Too quick!” Helga complained. “Don’t startle me like that!”
“What happened?” asked Nadia. “You still have the beacon.”
Lillian exchanged a glance with me, no longer looking afraid, but embarrassed. I chose not to expose her.
“We couldn’t get close,” I said to Lillian’s visible relief. “They’ve got something nasty. We’re gonna have to go in force.”
Nadia vocalized her frustration with a subtle groan, then Helga started hooting at the window.
“That over-groomed elf actually did it!” she said, sheathing her swords to point out to the front.
Lillian grabbed my hand once I started to move toward the window, silently trying to convey what looked like regret. I squeezed her hand in reassurance, letting her know it was okay. Nadia rushed to the window, followed by me.
When I looked outside, I saw a mass of humanoid soil and stone walking around, with Kassandre proudly leading from the front. It was Bog. And another Bog. And another. I counted at least five. More of the spirits rose from the ground with a wave of Kassandre’s hands.
She was raising an army.




Chapter 60

Lillian lay in bed facing away from me in a closed-off posture. She hadn’t gotten over what happened at the fortress and basically avoided everyone after the forest spirits had been raised.
When I came to bed, she wouldn’t even look at me.
“Lillian,” I said. “If you don’t want me here, I can spend the night in the other room.”
Finally, with an irritated huff, she rolled over to face me. “I do not want to talk about it Derrick.”
“Then I’ll talk. Look, what happened out there isn’t a big deal.”
“It was shameful.”
“So you were afraid, who cares? I’ve seen how brave you are normally. Whatever made you feel that way, it wasn’t your fault.”
Lillian picked her head up and propped it on her hand, her arm digging into her pillow. “Are you trying to make me feel less pathetic so I’ll be in the mood for sex?”
I propped my head up next. “I didn’t have a motive, I was just trying to make you feel better.”
“Why?”
I exhaled deeply. “We agreed to date each other, so this is part of my job if I’m gonna be your boyfriend.”
Lillian stared at me deadpan. “I don’t understand, our agreement was that you would give me attention and sex. This was not discussed.”
With a quick roll of my eyes, I slid my other hand across the bed and touched her hand. She recoiled slightly at first but allowed the contact.
“Maybe you can’t understand because you’re a demoness, but if I let you sit around feeling miserable it’d be negligent of me. It’s not about checking off a list of things to do, it’s about taking care of you every way I can.”
She gazed at me curiously for a moment, then looked at the hand I had resting over hers.
“You’re trying to protect me,” she said.
“Basically, yeah.”
“Even if there’s nothing in it for you?”
“I guess there’s something in it for me,” I said with a cheeky smirk.
“Hmm. Which is?”
“Seeing if I can get you to smile at me.”
Lillian’s expression froze, she stared at me like I had three heads, then little by little, she started to crack a smile. Got her.
“There ya go,” I said warmly. “You’ve got a pretty smile by the way.”
“Is that so?” she replied with an uplifted tone of voice, her smile persisting despite my cheesy attempts at flirting.
“Yeah,” I nodded before laying my head down.
Lillian continued looking at me, then moved toward me a little bit at a time until her face was hovering right over mine. Personal space was no factor here, and her eye contact was solid.
Slowly, she leaned her head down, closed her eyes, and kissed me for the first time. The moment her lips touched mine, I reached for the back of her head and clutched a handful of her blue hair, breathing in through my nose as the tension fled my body.
Our lips parted, our eyes opened, and Lillian continued gazing at me.
“I’ve never done that before. It felt good,” she said, her hand rubbing my bare chest with her body halfway across mine.
“You’ve never been kissed?”
“Not even once.”
“Well then—”
I rolled us over to be on top of Lillian, her naked body feeling immensely soft and comfortable beneath mine. She looked at me with distinct anticipation, spreading her legs so I could get situated between them.
We kissed again, for far longer than the first time. Her hands wandered up and down my back, while mine went to squeeze her breasts and caress the side of her body.
She gasped when I slipped a finger inside her, kissing my way from her mouth to the side of her neck.
“Oh…” she voiced.
Out of curiosity, I moved my other hand up her cheek, stroked her hair, then lightly touched one of her horns. Her eyes widened when I did, glancing up and then looking at me with a hint of uncertainty.
“You okay?” I asked.
“My horns—are they disturbing?”
“No,” I said in a guttural bass before moving to kiss her again as my finger continued to slip in and out of her pussy.
“Ohh…you’re teasing me,” she breathed. “Stop teasing me.”
I didn’t have to be told twice. I’d only been inside her one other night, and I’d been looking forward to doing it again. My finger left her pussy with a loud and wet sound, only to be replaced by the raging erection I’d been harboring the moment I got into bed with her.
“Oh!” she cried out.
God she felt good, and the size difference between us made my dick look huge inside her enveloping slit. A mix of emotions followed the feeling of being inside her. There was relief, freedom, and a hint of scandal in what I was doing.
My upbringing on Earth would have clearly advised against going anywhere near a girl with horns, even though they didn’t exist there, but here it felt oddly satisfying. I partially withdrew my dick, then thrust back in slowly with a pleasured grunt as Lillian’s eager excitement rewarded me with whimpers and airy breaths.
“Mmph…mmph…mmnh!” she moaned louder and louder, coating my dick with increasing wetness on every pump.
Like our first time, I felt her climax just from thrusting, her pussy dripping along my shaft and onto the bed. I captured a nipple in my mouth and suckled it eagerly, she held the back of my head until I moved back up to find her lips once again.
I savored her pussy, selfishly slipping in and out knowing it belonged to me. A few dribbling shots of pre-cum were enough to drive her wild while I edged myself continuously inside her.
Lillian started clenching her inner walls, timing them so that my cock was squeezed every time I bottomed out.
“Whoa,” I uttered. “That’s gonna make me cum.”
She didn’t stop doing it, then pulled my head down so I’d kiss her again. Our breathing became erratic, our moans muffled by our kissing as my cock swelled inside her.
Lillian squeezed her eyes shut and broke the kiss to open her mouth and whine. “Don’t hold it in. Ah. Cum.”
I lost control. Before I could mentally prepare, I felt the first spurts of my orgasm shoot all the way inside her. As soon as Lillian felt me ejaculating, she came instantly.
“Yes! Ah—ah!” she screamed.
On impulse I grabbed her horns and held on tight, groaning with clenched teeth while I plunged my cumming cock in and out of her pussy. The pleasure intensified to the point that I had to mash our groins together and enjoy every inch inside her while it pulsated.
The more I came, the more Lillian came, and I came a lot. She was so hot, and her pussy felt so good. Her internal spasms forced more out, which in turn prolonged her orgasm, only to cycle back and milk the last few drops out of me.
We both shuddered and shook from our mutual climax until I finally laid down on top of her to recover.
Only then did I recall that we hadn’t had sex since I leveled up, because a flash of a yellow aura announced her ascension to level eleven.
“Haa…aah…ah…” Lillian breathed with subtle moans to go with them.
“Damn that felt good,” I rasped into the pillow.
“Mmm hmm,” she nodded with her eyes closed.
When I pulled out, a squishy slurping sound went with it—Lillian’s pussy still had one last squeeze to give. I couldn’t wait to have sex with her again.
For the sake of how hot she was, I stroked my cock a couple of times and then rubbed the tip between her glistening pussy lips, savoring the freedom of having my way with her.
A little droplet oozed out, so I pushed it back inside her to give her a burst of pleasure, then took it back out and tapped it against her clit.
“Ooh!” she chirped. “Don’t do that right now, it’s sensitive. Hold me.”
And that was exactly what I did. I rolled over to pull her on top of me, immersing myself in the comfort of our embrace until sleep finally claimed us.
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It took two weeks for Lillian’s mansion to produce almost twenty tanks. During that time, Kassandre worked tirelessly to restore about ten acres of the surrounding land, most of which was concentrated in Bog’s forest.
During that time the forest spirits stood sentry every night to watch for another Automata or Entropic attack. Having the extra help took a huge load off our shoulders, allowing us to focus on preparing for our imminent assault.
Speaking of loads, I was blowing a lot of them. We were still wrapped up in the novelty of our relationship, which meant we were having sex every single day. She’d gotten comfortable enough with me to allow the other women into her bed, starting with Nadia. You couldn’t pay me to be in a bad mood.
By the third week, I’d had the women in every combination I could think of, including a fun game where Lillian jerked me off into Helga’s pussy, then Helga returned the favor by jerking me into Lillian’s mouth. Best. Love life. Ever.
I’d stopped waiting for level-ups to talk to Sevantrix too, summoning portals for the pleasure of talking to her. She appreciated that.
We had one task left: the beacon.
“Sure I could portal back to the fortress,” I said. “But I can’t get a good view of the top. Trying to portal directly there will be tricky, but I’m confident I can pull it off.”
Another completed tank rolled out of a huge, metal-plated conveyor belt as multiple articulating robot arms assembled the final components and fastened the wheel tracks. We were down in the factory level of the mansion as our armada was arranged neatly in rows of steampunk-looking tanks based on Arcadian technology.
As each one was built, they folded and compressed in on themselves, transforming into bronze and gold cubes the size of a knapsack. Unlike the original Digicube, the Noxvale version weighed as much as the tank itself, so we couldn’t move them once they were done.
“Why do we need that stupid thing up there anyway?” Helga questioned. “If you already know where they are, we don’t need a beacon.”
“It’s not just a locator beacon, it’s a 3D imaging system,” Nadia explained. “Once we got it on the highest point, I’ll be able to get a readout of the entire compound. We’ll know where they are, and how the building is laid out.”
“They’re going to see Derrick’s portals appearing in the sky. We won’t have the element of surprise,” Kassandre pointed out.
“We don’t need the element of surprise,” Helga blurted out. “We’ll lose that the moment those contraptions appear.”
“I don’t want them checking the roof Helga,” I said. “If they see me trying to get up there then there’s no point trying to place the beacon.”
Helga growled in frustration. “Augh!”
“Then I will do it,” Lillian chimed in, an insistent glare in her eyes. “I won’t fail this time.”
We all looked at the diminutive demoness, who had her fingers clutched into fists.
I shook my head. “Lillian, if you don’t think you can then I won’t—”
“No, I will do it,” she asserted with stern eye contact.
The sincerity in her eyes was persuasive enough, and frankly we needed her.
“Alright Lillian, the beacon is your job,” I said.
Helga snickered. “I see Derrick’s magic cock fucked some bravery into you.”
Lillian spun on her heel toward Helga, looked up at her with angry defiance. “That is not how it works!”
“Don’t talk about DJ’s cock in front of me,” Nadia complained. “I’m easily aroused, and it’s getting addictive.”
Kassandre blushed.
Helga scoffed. “You are not addicted, I am addicted.”
“Both can be true,” Nadia said with a shrug. “Making his cum into the ultimate sex substance was a dirty trick.”
Now I was getting worked up, and we needed to focus. When we weren’t figuring out our next move, my girlfriends were all I could think about. Sevantrix did a good job getting us all to fiend for each other.
Time to change the subject.
I walked to the rows of Noxboxes and tapped one with my foot. It was completely solid, easily weighing many tons.
“I’ve been thinking, Bog and his buddies don’t know how to drive these, so how are we gonna use them?” I asked.
“Control Clutches,” said Nadia. “I took enough from the Director the last time I was in Arcadia. I’ll put them in and run them as drones from the main computer.”
“Cool,” I said. “Alright girls, get your gear and get ready. It’s time to raid that tower.”
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The Entropic tower loomed in the distance as our party stood on the outskirts of the Automata debris, concealed by fog as the sun reached the top of the overcast sky. Helga stood right beside me holding the Digibox, with Kassandre and Nadia forming up behind us.
After waiting for an unbearably long time, Lillian rose out of the central shadow our bodies cast from the formation we’d taken.
“It’s done,” she said, her hand resting on her chest with short breaths. “I hated every second I was up there.”
I turned around, grabbed Lillian, pulled her into a hug, and kissed her on the cheek. “Good job.”
“Thank you…” Lillian said softly, her hands lightly pressing against the back of my armor.
Once I released the embrace, I saw Lillian tilt her head down slightly. Affection wasn’t quite her thing, but I knew it made a difference to her. With the first phase finished, I turned around and thrust out my hands to call a portal parallel to the ground.
One by one, a Noxbox fell to the ground with an immensely heavy thud—zero bounce—as I summoned each one sequentially a proper distance away from the other in a long line.
“It’s live!” Nadia announced.
Her wrist assistant displayed a blue holographic projection of the entire fortress, a slew of enemies surrounded what looked like a large temple serving as the foundation of the tower.
From the arrangement of the temple relative to the tower, it was like a menacing scorpion, its stinger erected as a monument to its prominence.
“Where’s the Carnifex located?” I asked. “I’m assuming the top of the tower.”
“This is weird, I’m not reading it in any one place,” Nadia reported with a frown.
“Where is it then?” asked Helga.
“It’s…the temple? No no that can’t be right,” Nadia pinched her fingers on the hologram and zoomed in with a quick swipe, then her eyes widened. “According to this, the building is the Carnifex, and the tower is the ward.”
“Then we’ve brought the perfect thing to take it down,” I said, before opening another portal behind us.
Bog was the first to emerge, having taken the form of a mighty stone golem with muddy dirt forming the joints. Whereas he once stood as tall as a human, his new form towered over us by several feet.
He was not alone.
Dozens of forest spirits emerged from the portal I summoned, all in similarly rocky forms.
“Welcome back Bog,” I greeted.
Kassandre did a polite curtsy. “Great forest spirit, thank you for your help.
Bog nodded courteously. “It is I who must thank you, for rescuing a world that is not your own.”
“Tell me what to kill so I can kill it,” said Helga.
Everyone looked at Helga with varying degrees of amusement, while Bog remained unreadable with a face made of rock and soil.
“Alright here's the plan,” I said as I turned around to look in the direction of our destination. “Nadia will take point in the tank and lay siege to the tower itself. Kassandre will ride with her and cast spells as necessary.
“Bog and the forest spirits will defend the tanks and keep the Entropics away from them. Helga, you and I will go after the stronger enemies and draw their focus once the ward is down. Lillian, I need you to be the wildcard. Lay down those curses and keep them off balance so we can finish them off.”
Helga handed the Digibox to Nadia, who carefully carried it in both hands toward the line of tanks before us. With her hand holding it from the sides, she spread her fingers and pressed them into the side—her fingers went right in like hidden pressure plates.
The Digibox started spinning and rotating like a Rubix cube, expanding and assembling itself around Nadia’s body before a three-dimensional outline of a futuristic tank drew itself around her.
Bit by bit, plate by plate, the tank manifested itself like millions of tiny pixels forming into a solid object until the entire vehicle was built around Nadia. With a bassy rumble accompanied by an electronic hum, the double-turreted tank activated to my abject amazement.
Nadia poked her head out of the top hatch with a hoot. “Woo! Come on Kassandre, let's fuck up some Entropics!”
Kassandre smiled back, then moved into a running jump to climb on top of the tank before going inside with Nadia. Helga laughed before drawing her swords.
I equipped my shield, pulled my sword from its scabbard, then looked at Lillian who acknowledged me with a firm gaze. All the other tanks fired up their engines with loud clattering and metallic banging in unison, creating a chorus of mechanical roaring to announce our presence to the enemy.
The drone tanks rolled out first, followed by Nadia’s Arcadian tank safely behind a vanguard of two four drones. Bog and the forest spirits began lumbering forward like the menacing forces of nature that they were, while Lillian vanished into a shadow.
I marched on foot with Helga, keeping pace with the mechanized calvary when the foreign feeling of fear returned. It came in waves, only this time the presence of our army bolstered my spirit.
The barking calls of Maulers and battle roars of Scourgers met our advance, coming out of the fog and running at us at full speed followed by the emergence of something I could only describe as an Eldritch monster.
It was a gaunt, obsidian creature with many writhing tentacles sprouting from its back, and when it looked at me, I felt a sharp rush of fear implanted directly in my mind. I was right: it was a creature doing it, one that used fear itself as a weapon.
Being out of range of the ward’s effect, I put my Expertise into my courage and resisted it, aiming my sword at the Entropic as a challenge. A curse mark appeared on its chest, along with some of the Maulers charging the line.
That was when Helga and I stopped, with Lillian appearing next to me. The forest spirits charged in, and the tanks all began firing both at Entropics and the tower itself.
The battle had begun.
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The forest spirits kicked and smashed Maulers under their stony clubs while Nadia’s tank battalions blasted away with glowing orange projectiles that reminded me of tracer rounds.
Scourger waves cut down forest spirits, who would simply reconstitute their bodies with available materials, their existence being non-corporeal in nature.
Even better: when one of our tanks was destroyed, the forest spirits would claim the wreckage and incorporate it into their bodies to become even larger and more terrifying.
We were stomping them.
With Shatter tucked beneath my breast plate, I could feel it warming up in anticipation for the aethereum it was ready to collect. The tower for its part was holding up decently enough, as it was taking longer to bring down despite the firepower taking chunks out of it.
Meanwhile, Nadia called to me from an earpiece I’d put on prior to the battle as the tentacled Entropic moved toward us, moving rapidly across the battlefield to avoid being destroyed by the tanks.
“DJ, I just scanned that thing, it’s called a Terrorizer!” she said via voice chat. “Destroy the tentacles, that’s how it causes fear!”
“Helga, did you catch that?” I asked while touching my earpiece.
Bewildered at being communicated via technology, Helga contorted her face with a frown before nodding in acknowledgment.
“Let’s kill it fast,” she said.
The Terrorizer crawled over a drone tank, but then flinched in pain as one of the Maulers connected to it via Curse of Lament had its skull crushed by Bog.
In retaliation, the Terrorizer aimed all of its tentacles at Bog, wiggling them in a grotesque dance before the forest spirit suddenly froze. Bog started looking around wildly, then suddenly ran off in a wild sprint.
“No!” he shouted in obvious horror, running past the tanks and opening up a hole in our line.
One after the other, the Terrorizer kept sending our forest spirits running around wildly, the effect lasting long enough to let the Mauler and Scourgers destroy four more of our drones.
“Damn it,” I cursed. “Helga, jump.”
I ducked down, held my shield over my head, then gave her a boost as she leaped straight over a twenty-foot gap in order to tackle the Terrorizer to the ground.
As soon as she was over there, I opened a second portal and summoned both Helga and the Terrorizer outside of the ward’s area of influence.
“You’re mine now!” Helga shouted, hacking away at its continuously sprouting tentacles which started wrapping around and constricting her.
“Oh no you don’t!” I shouted.
Fuck this thing, I jumped on top of it to help her pin it, bashing its ugly head with my shield before aiming my sword at its face.
Helga’s body was completely wrapped in black tentacles so that I couldn’t even see her. I slashed downward to sever some of them, allowing her to shoot an arm out and grab it by the throat.
With the brief second I had, I plunged my sword down right into its featureless face, twisted it, then pulled my blade right out the side of its head.
The Terrorizer’s tentacles went limp, and a disgusted Helga tore herself out of it before kicking its corpse and spitting on it. The forest spirits regained their composure, but more Scourgers were on their way, along with teams of Titans aided by Bruisers who went to block the line of fire for the tanks.
Lillian whizzed through shadows, casting Curse of Lament as her Aethereal Ribbons sliced and diced any Entropic that got too far outside of the ward’s range.
Kassandre took action by summoning a root system underneath them, entangling their legs to buy us the precious time our tanks needed.
I decided to go for a Hail Mary, and charged up an Entropic Eradication while the tanks focus-fired on the tower, which was losing pieces but refusing to fall.
Using maximum Expertise, I created a blast the size of a basketball, my mind emptying itself of anything else other than the desire to destroy Entropics. With a mighty shout, I hurled the blast forward, watching it strike some sort of invisible shield that caused bits of it to disintegrate the further it traveled through the field.
My target was the largest Titan blocking the way for Nadia and her battalion, and enough of my attack persisted in time to blast its upper torso clean off, causing it to topple over and clear a path for our concerted efforts.
“Nadia, now!” I shouted.
Every tank turret abandoned their other targets, aimed at the most damaged spot on the tower, then blasted all at once. The concentrated assault resulted in a cascade of explosions, making every Entropic there hesitate in order to turn around and watch as the tower snapped in two before tumbling toward the temple.
“Yes!” Helga cheered with a fist pumped in the air.
The huge spire hit the top of the fortress, breaking off a temple steeple along with some roofing to reveal a fleshy Entropic mass inside, from which a deep growl rumbled.
Nadia was right: the temple wasn’t a temple at all, it was armor for the Carnifex. The forest spirits didn’t relent, and a Magic Cyclone immediately swirled into existence within the area the ward once protected.
The ward was down, we could get closer and still have our powers. A purple explosion was the next thing I saw—Lillian cast Destructive Requiem and blasted three Bruisers at once with all the damage she collected, fighting at full power as she cursed and corroded everything she came across.
Our plan was working, and we were gaining ground, but we had a new problem.
A bright red flash came from the large archway serving as open doors for the false temple, and then a horde of Entropic flyers and Flamestalker emerged. The flyers numbered in the dozens, and I’d never seen an incursion this size before.
With the ward down, the Carnifex was pulling more of the Entropic forces through en masse, and the segments of the temple I once took for cloisters were starting to move…
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I bashed a Flamestalker into the air with a single swing of my shield, before slashing to my right to disarm a Scourger before Lillian took its head off with two ribbons moving in opposite directions.
Transitioning to a crouching spin, I chopped at another Scourger’s knee and caused it to kneel, before using my shield to swat its swords down and impale it through the head.
Even with the pendant concealed beneath my armor, there were so many Entropic corpses being left on the battlefield that I was collecting aethereum during combat. The blue light funneling toward me was no doubt making me a target, but not easy to get to.
Helga was in full berserk mode, a wild smile on her face as she cut through the hordes like a whirlwind, her green skin being splotched in black blood as she rampaged. Lillian was all over the place, cursing and constricting enemies in order to set them up for a finish by a forest spirit or myself.
Kassandre called down lightning from the safety of Nadia’s tank, which was blowing holes in Bruisers and Titans while the drones mowed down anything on her flanks.
A flash of purple exploded in the middle of the battlefield as another Destructive Requiem was unleashed, as Lillian continuously cast the technique every time her Curse of Lament targets went down.
Nadia popped out of the top hatch of her tank in order to begin an anti-air assault with her Gatling gun attached to her plasma weapon, using what I now knew to be Reflex Accuracy and Rapid Fire Flurry. Her eyes glowed purple and her constant shots were solid projectiles coated in plasma from their consolidated hybrid-fire barrels.
She didn’t miss. Flyers fell out of the sky as their bodies were blasted to pieces while Kassandre swept up the furthest group with Magic Cyclone to great effect, keeping most of the fodder limited while we worked on the stronger Entropics.
Black blood drenched the battlefield, coating the land in obsidian sludge as the invading creatures fell to our enduring assault.
Massive cracking noises accompanied the crumbling of the Carnifex temple, as the beast shifted carefully without shedding too much of its protection—and it was still bringing more Entropics through.
“I’ve got a plan!” I shouted as I blocked a Scourger wave with my shield, staggering back before parrying a sword strike from another.
“Tell me!” Helga shouted as she barged in from the flank and engaged my attacker, dual wielder versus dual wielder.
The second Scourger stepped back as three Flamestalkers hurled fireballs at me, breaking the enchantment on my shield and knocking it out of my hand.
“The mouth!” I yelled before super jumping over the second Scourger to get to the Flamestalkers.
I swung my sword sideways as hard as I could, beheading one before impaling the second Scourger at the same time Helga scissored her blades to take its torso clean off.
The two remaining Flamestalkers activated their fire auras, then Lillian suddenly appeared and constricted both of them in her ribbons before corroding them into a mangled mess, extinguishing their heat.
Destructive Requiem instantly cleared the area around us, giving me a brief second to catch my breath.
“The Carnifex—the gateway. I need a clear shot,” I said. “They keep coming and we can’t do this forever.”
Helga wiped her swords off on her armored sleeves, then huffed loudly. Lillian picked up eleven Entropics by the neck—one in each ribbon—hit them all with Curse of Lament, then took their heads off with a single squeeze of Cutting Touch.
Another salvo of Destructive Requiem cleared more of a path for us while Nadia and Kassandra blasted away at the flyers in the sky. The forest spirits began to overrun the Entropic horde, combining their bodies much like Bruisers could in order to become as big as the Titans themselves.
Our homegrown version courtesy of Bog’s friends was almost completely covered in the metal of destroyed drone tanks, only they could break back down into smaller bodies as needed. It was awesome to see—and a huge advantage for us.
“Lillian. Helga. Keep my flanks clear for a second. I’m using my big gun,” I said.
“I’m the big gun,” Nadia asserted through the earpiece.
“If this doesn’t work, you’re up next Nadia,” I replied.
I reached up and clutched my fingers in the direction of a flyer coming toward us, using Entropic Enslavement to divert it back to its buddies and keep the space over me clear a little while longer.
My orange aura burst into being as I devoted everything I had into Entropic Eradicator, my entire forearm covered in its purging light. I planted one foot forward, spun on my back heel, and then turned into a mighty throw.
The attack launched from my hand like a fastball, prompting a Titan to abruptly run into its path. Entropic Eradicator struck the Titan, then carried it back into the mouth of the Carnifex before exploding into a tidal wave of fiery orange light.
A wall of displaced air dispersed around the burst in a dome shape of invisible concussive force, rocking the drone tanks back and forth while the forest spirits dug into the ground to hold themselves steady.
Multiple thunderous sounds followed as the temple collapsed to the ground, falling away from the hidden Carnifex within and revealing a monstrous, legless beast with two bulky arms—one with a crab-like pincer and the other with a mass of fleshy tentacles.
A cluster of yellow eyes of varying sizes stared in every direction above its fanged maw, which had part of its mouth hinge blasted off.
It was big, it was angry, and it had Rathom stepping out of the portal in its damaged mouth.
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“Well done!” Rathom declared with a churlish grin, a golden lance with glowing blue streaks running through it: the Liminal Leyline.
I didn’t even bother to wait, I immediately tried to summon another Entropic Eradicator with my full Expertise, but it fizzled out between my fingers with a distinct sense of fatigue coming with it—too soon.
The Carnifex snarled menacingly behind Rathom, who casually walked onto the battlefield to admire the carnage that had taken place.
“I’m blasting his ass,” Nadia reported through the earpiece, followed by every remaining drone including her tank to aim their turrets at Rathom.
Within seconds, Nadia’s armada opened fire, and Kassandre cast Magic Cyclone right on Rathom’s position. At the same time they attacked, a column of red light shot up into the sky from where Rathom was standing, dispersing the tornado and leaving him unharmed.
“What the hell is that?” Helga snarled.
“Absolute Rejection,” Rathom boasted proudly. “I can’t attack you, but you won’t be getting me either. Now I’m a little short on time so you’ll have to excuse my manners, but go ahead and collect your spoils from all these corpses—then give me the shard.”
“I think I’d rather kill you instead, and take that lance you’re holding.” I retorted with a grim tone.
“Unfortunately for you, that’s not going to work out,” Rathom said with carefree dismissal. “You only got this far because I need you to get to Avalon: the realm your little goddess resides in. Complete the lance, open the portal, and I’ll be on my way.”
The forest spirits continued battling the remaining forces, creating a loud ruckus. Rathom looked visibly irritated, then snapped his fingers. The Carnifex lifted its massive pincer, then swept it across the battlefield, knocking over drone tanks and felling Entropics along with the bodies of forest spirits.
“That’s better,” he said.
Lillian appeared next to me, Nadia changed position and backed up her tank to stay out of the Carnifex’s melee range.
“As soon as that barrier comes down, curse him,” I said to Lillian.
Rathom laughed. “You still intend to fight? Over her? A cosmic accident too foolish to understand the true value of aethereum?”
“Sevantrix understands it better than you,” I responded. “She’s literally made of it.”
“Water doesn’t understand thirst,” Rathom countered. “She is a resource trying to hoard herself from a greater world. When she is destroyed, life will have the ability to thrive.”
Kassandre jumped out of the tank with a livid expression as the clouds above us began to darken.
“You dare speak of life?” she raged. “You who has aligned with the force of death itself?”
“Settle down girl,” Rathom replied, pointing the lance at me. “Matroxus is no different from that thing you call Sevantrix—they are resources to be employed and destroyed at the whims of those who reside in the realms themselves. Matroxus will destroy her, then I will use it to remake the cosmos into a vibrant, living world where anything can be created. Instantly.”
“You think you’re the hero of this story?” I spat with a bitter chuckle. “You’re a megalomaniac with delusions of grandeur—a tool of something even worse.”
“Delusions? I came from a world with nothing, and now I lead the greatest army in all of creation. I don’t need delusions, I have results.”
“I’m getting bored,” Helga grimaced. “Can we kill them now?”
“It seems you need an incentive,” said Rathom. “Complete the task I’ve given you, or my Carnifex will kill the Aethereals you seem so fond of.”
“Or—” Kassandre spoke. “While you hide in your sorcery, we can kill your beast and save you for last.”
Massive pillars of raw stone rose from the ground as a tremor shook beneath us, rising one by one like a cage around the Carnifex. The forest spirits reformed large golem bodies, charging at the large creature and gripping everything they could reach in an attempt to restrain it.
Bog assembled a huge body of soil encased in drone tank armor, stomping to the front of the line while the Carnifex angrily began beating against the cage blocking its movement.
A mass of tentacles sprouted from beneath it, viciously pulling apart the forest spirits who had to continuously rebuild themselves before it could attack the pillars.
“Heroes of Noxvale,” Bog spoke. “I will face this creature head-on, but you must finish it!”
Bog charged in, initiating battle with the Carnifex as it opened its maw to engage him directly.
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Rathom remained in his protection spell as the Carnifex spit out a Titan to intercept Bog. The other forest spirits diverted to distract the Titan, then it was a battle between giants as Bog bashed the Carnifex in its ugly face.
I had no idea how to fight something this big, and my best attack was going to be hard to land at this range. Then it hit me: my sword.
“If this works…” I said to myself, channeling one level of Expertise into Entropic Eradicator a second time, while splitting the remaining ten levels between my durability and speed.
This time, instead of putting it into a ball, I sent the energy into my weapon—and it worked. An orange glow began to ignite from the surface of my Arcadian-enhanced elven blade, keeping itself contained there.
Helga’s eyes widened when she saw it, while Lillian raised an eyebrow.
“That’s new,” said Lillian.
“This can work…Nadia!” I called out. “Get a Kill Shot ready, and use every level of your Expertise!”
Nadia acknowledged me on the earpiece. “In that case—”
I’d forgotten that any gun Nadia wielded could be transformed by her, and at that moment, the whole tank was her gun.
The entire vehicle opened up in a mass of metal and rebuilt itself around her like a mechanized armor, planting struts in the ground for stability as the turrets pressed themselves together like a giant double-barreled shotgun.
With Nadia as its heart, her body remained embedded within a cocoon of metal, a loud whirring sound signaling weapons powering up.
Kassandre immediately enchanted the entire thing, then powered up Magic Blast to add some artillery to attack the Entropics coming out of the Carnifex.
That just left me to find a way to attack it directly. I turned to Helga and gestured with a tilt of my head toward the monster. “Ready?”
She clashed her sworded together. “Ready!”
“Go!”
We both broke into a full sprint, and I left the tower shield behind—where I was going I needed two hands.
The Carnifex saw me coming and thrust its tentacles toward us, but Helga moved in the way and severed the incoming appendages with a double slash before we juked to the left, heading for the nearest stone spire.
I opened a portal ahead of us, then dashed through, emerging on top of the Carnifex. Helga was right behind me, stabbing her swords into its hide for stability and then running with me to split it open like a zipper.
The creature had extraordinarily thick skin, and we weren’t any closer to exposing its innards. It was time to test out this new application of my power.
Even as the Carnifex shifted, there was enough flat surface area to remain on top of it, so I took the five levels of Expertise I was using on defense and split them between my channeling and my strength.
Time to test it.
I aimed my sword straight down, grasped it in both hands, and plunged it straight down into an outward cut. A wave of orange cascaded from my sword, slicing a swath of flesh away and exposing a writhing mass of muscle underneath.
The Carnifex wailed angrily, moving and shifting about as it bashed against the cage of stone pillars. It snapped its pincer at Bog, bending and rending the metal on his right arm as he threw a punch with it.
Knowing that this could really work, I put more power into my imbued blade and stabbed straight down into the creature, doing the same thing as Helga and splitting it open from the top, running alongside her toward its head.
Helga laughed with irreverent joy as we ripped and tore it from the top, before jumping off and falling through a portal to land safely by the other girls.
Lillian nodded in approval, then tucked her chin with narrowed eyes. “My turn.”
A purple explosion went off on top of the Carnifex, wounding it deeply enough that black blood shot out of its mouth. Kassandre added insult to injury by summoning a Magic Cyclone, the largest I’d ever seen, razing the surface of its exposed innards and sending a gibbed mess in every direction.
Bog grabbed its howling maw and held it open, then moved aside to give Nadia a clear shot.
“Fear not for our bodies, they are but vessels!” Bog announced.
“Now Nadia!” I shouted.
“Bye-bye,” said Nadia.
Shakuum! What came out of those cannons couldn’t be classified as energy or projectile, just pure photonic force. I couldn’t even see what it shot, just a flash of light followed by Bog, the forest spirits, and the Carnifex exploding into a mess of various substances.
The Kill Shot carved a large trough in the ground, leaving nothing remaining in its wake as its exposed ribs formed an arching tunnel on either side of what used to be its body.
Nadia’s apparatus vanished into blue blips of fading pixels, leaving the Digibox on the ground in front of Nadia before she aimed her projectile cannon upward.
“One last Explosive Barrage,” she said.
She let off a bombardment of arcing shots right toward the dam blocking the river, blasting it apart in a single hit. Kassandre looked toward the river with fierce resolve, then lifted both arms palms facing up and forced the water through in order to wash away the obstruction.
The river now flowed freely.
A slow series of claps from Rathom brought our attention to the fact that he’d since dropped his protections. Despite his attempts at intimidation, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of impending triumph.
We finally had this bastard right where we wanted him.
“No more Carnifex, nowhere left for you to escape through,” I said as I picked up my shield and formed up with the girls.
“Very good PlanesWatcher,” said Rathom. “Your Aethereals survived the Carnifex, but now they have to survive me.”
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One slow step at a time, Rathom stalked toward us with the lance in hand. His expression was one of menacing joy, like a predator about to play with his food.
“Nadia, scan him,” I said.
“Already on it,” she replied as she tapped her cyber bracer to deploy a blue grid over him.
The grid went up and down as it usually did, but then flashed red before her device buzzed twice. It returned no result.
“What happened?” Helga questioned.
“The hell?” Nadia smacked her bracer. “That’s never happened before.”
“He resisted it?” asked Kassandre.
“Hmph,” Lillian huffed. “Let’s see how he handles this.”
Lillian used her Shadow Path to get right into Rathom’s range, whipping her ribbons in a rapid lash to stick him with a Curse of Lament, marking him on every limb within a fraction of a second.
He lunged at her with a cackle, thrusting the lance toward her—she moved out of harm’s way and jumped back toward us. That was the first time I’d seen her curse a target on multiple body parts.
“There,” said Lillian. “He’s slow, and no matter where we strike, everything will suffer.”
“You think that,” said Rathom. “But you’d be wrong.”
The marks on his body started to burn like paper, vanishing from him like ashes in the rain.
“What the…” I trailed off.
“Indiscriminate Reversal,” he said smugly. “For every wound I inflict, I can cancel another.”
“You haven’t wounded anything,” I snarled.
“Haven’t I?”
“Lillian!” Kassandre shouted.
I turned quickly and saw Lillian look down at her stomach which had begun to bleed. She looked confused, then fell to the ground.
“Kassandre, heal her!” I barked. “Helga, you’re with me.”
“No knives to a gunfight,” Nadia blurted out before aiming her weapons and opening fire.
Rathom spun the lance in front of him, which rotated in a golden blur as fast as an airplane propeller, deflecting her plasma bolts and ricocheting her projectiles in a shower of sparks. Kassandre got busy healing Lillian, then used Revivification afterward.
Lillian jumped up in alarm, and I moved to the front of the group with my shield raised racking my brain for an idea of how to deal with this guy. We couldn’t read what he could do, and he was giving off some overpowered vibes.
“Alright, don’t get too close,” I said. “Lillian, hit all of us with Curse of Lament, so that way Kassandre’s healing will transfer to all of us. We need to surround him to give Nadia a clear shot. Kassandre, hit him with everything you got, then Helga and I will keep him busy. Lillian, tie that bastard up if you can and get the lance away from him.”
A series of thick roots burst out of the ground and wrapped around Rathom’s legs at Kassandre’s command, then Lillian whipped all of us in quick succession to mark us.
“Derrick…” Helga spoke. “The shard. I’ll distract him, you get all the aethereum.”
“Not during combat,” I replied.
“If this accursed reprobate is too strong, we will need the help of the goddess,” she replied.
I’d never seen Helga be so thoughtful during a fight before. If she was trying to be tactical, then I had no doubt she was concerned about what Rathom could do.
Rathom chuckled in amusement, looking at the entangling technique Kassandre used on him with a sigh before severing them with a swing of the lance.
Helga was right: I needed a backup plan. I took out the pendant, put all eleven levels of my Expertise into speed, then dashed off faster than a cheetah.
Rathom laughed, then suddenly took off after me, displaying that he had super-speed as well. Shit. I zipped up and down the battlefield, collecting aethereum from everything that had fallen but he was too quick.
The villain was catching up, forcing me to run into a portal and pop out elsewhere. Rathom skidded to a stop to figure out where I’d gone, then went after me again.
I led him on a merry chase, collecting aethereum while using a series of unpredictable portal points to emerge at different positions before he could get me.
Finally, Rathom stopped going after me, then turned to look at the Aethereals instead. With a malevolent simper, he changed course and started running for them. I watched them brace themselves for combat as Rathom twirled the lance in his hand before holding it forward, prepared to run them through.
Miraculously, a dome of stones rose up around Rathom and buried him in a massive tomb of rock and metal—forest spirits! The head of Bog sprouted from the ground, shouting urgently.
“You must flee! This being is beyond you!” he warned. “The Automata are coming!”
The sound of a great horn reverberated for miles, followed by another, and another. With the ward down and the battle having wrought so much carnage, there was no doubt we’d been detected by them.
“Shit,” I spat.
The containment dome exploded outward as Rathom exerted his strength with a single swing of the Liminal Leyline, blasting the rock and metal away with seemingly little effort.
Not so easily beaten, the forest spirits reformed their containment traps continuously, forcing Rathom to fight his way out only to be buried again—but this was only buying us time. Rathom wasn’t being hurt, he wasn’t even getting dirty.
I wanted that lance—I had to at least try.
With a quick portal back to the Aethereals, I put my shield on my back and grabbed the Digibox.
“Everyone, I’m gonna open a small portal to that lance. As soon as it pops through, grab that damn thing and yank it as hard as you can.”
“Hurry PlanesWatcher, we cannot sustain this!” Bog shouted.
Lillian readied her ribbons, Helga sheathed her swords, Nadia lifted her guns, and Kassandre began to cast healing on us preemptively.
I opened a portal no larger than a dinner dish, then Lillian sent all of her ribbons through, pulling out Rathom’s arm with the lance in hand.
“Grab it!” I shouted.
With all of my strength, I gripped the lance in both hands and started to pull, but the man was strong. Nadia shoved her guns right through the portal and started blasting, then Helga lifted both swords and started hacking at his arm.
She failed to chop it off, managing to only superficially scratch his clothing. Just what in the hell was this guy made of? Nadia didn’t stop firing, and despite my best attempts along with Lillian, he wasn’t letting go of the lance.
With a frustrated roar, he stuck his other arm through, then used the lance to jam the portal open and started stretching it wider. He was going to escape, and the thunderous steps of the Automatons were getting closer.
“Shit, he’s getting out! Everyone let go!” I yelled.
With a menacing cackle, Rathom changed the color of the portal from yellow to red, steadily widening it until we could see his chilling smile.
“DJ, close the portal!” Nadia cried out.
I’d never closed a portal with something halfway through before. I had no idea what it would do, but I had no choice. With a shout of exertion, I shut the portal forcefully, but with Rathom’s arm still sticking out of it.
A cascade of every color of light exploded from the event, consuming us entirely before I was sent through a swirling maelstrom of iridescent light. Flashes of other worlds zipped around me, some of an abstract nature I couldn’t begin to comprehend.
I saw faces, shapes, and concepts I could never conceive of my own, and my body felt like it was being pulled in several directions at once. There was no sense of direction, place, or time. If I didn’t get out of wherever I was, I felt like I’d be lost forever.
My mind went from image to image, trying to find a place to portal to, but all I could think about were the Aethereals. Helga, Kassandre, Nadia, and Lillian all flashed before my eyes.
With the last remaining bit of sense that I had left, I clutched Shatter and squeezed it firmly, releasing a wave of concentrated aethereum as the face of Sevantrix came to mind.
A portal opened, not in front of me but all around me, and then everything went white.
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Infinite brightness encompassed me. Complete silence. I had no indication of where I was, lacking a body to even move around. Time meant nothing, with no orientation for up or down. I was formless, shapeless, and timeless.
Then I felt something, a sensation. Suddenly I felt like I was lying on my back, with clothes on my skin, and armor on top of that. I had weight, I had mass, and I had a mind.
The white light dimmed around me, but not into darkness—a place. I was looking up into the smiling face of Sevantrix, who was cradling my head in her lap.
I was in Avalon.
“Sevantrix?” I uttered.
The goddess nodded her head. “Hello Derrick.”
I sat up abruptly and glanced around, finding myself on the bottom of a grand ivory staircase leading to a celestial castle—her domain.
A cosmic abyss dotted by innumerable star-like points of light hovering above us, close enough that I felt like I could reach them from the top of the highest tower.
“Where are the others?” I asked.
Sevantrix put her hand on my chest. “They are safe.”
The remembrance of the battle returned, and I didn’t have the lance.
“Rathom…I tried to get the lance. He’s too strong.”
“You are not yet ready to defeat him,” said Sevantrix. “That will come in time.”
“Time…” I repeated. “How long was I out? When did I get here?”
Sevantrix looked up and swayed her head from side to side. “Now. It is always now. You are with me, and you have been with me since before Rathom arrived.”
“I don’t understand.”
“You all entered Avalon at the same time, but time does not flow in my presence. From your perspective, they have not yet arrived, and you will not perceive them until we move forward.”
“So they’re all here, but I’m existing in a single moment, like a frozen frame?”
“That is a good way to see it.”
Feeling physically fine, I got up to my feet while Sevantrix rose gracefully to hers. Being in her presence was a warm, sublime thing, and she was even more beautiful up close.
“If Rathom is here…then I failed. This is what he wanted, and I led him straight to you. How did I even get here?”
Sevantrix lifted her hand and placed it in my hair, stroking my head affectionately. “You used the aethereum stored within the shard. Although most of it was used to reach Avalon, there was still enough left to empower you further.”
“Okay, let’s do it.”
Sevantrix held up the pendant—she already had it. “I’ve done it for you. There was enough to bring you to level thirteen. Come. I have things to show you.”
She reached out for me, taking my hand with a light squeeze, closing her eyes contentedly with a quiet coo.
“You okay?” I asked.
Sevantrix opened her eyes slowly, looking at me with palpable satisfaction. “Touch. It is…wonderful.”
***
The interior of her castle was a perfect temple, a shrine to her divinity. I didn’t see any furniture typical of a mortal home, but each room was an abstract concept. It was impossible to describe what I was looking at in some of the rooms because they were self-evident concepts themselves.
To look upon one of them was to understand it, and know it to be an absolute truth. The room containing the concept of mercy couldn’t be explained in any human words, and didn’t exist in a three-dimensional physical state.
Instead, my comparatively primitive human mind could only comprehend a shadow of a higher-dimensional object folding into itself.
Emotions, thoughts, and concepts were objective realities, each one a multiverse unto itself. It was like being in God’s toolbox, and Sevantrix was one of the many treasures stored here.
The walls emitted their own light, violet stones and gleaming golden metals made of photons. I could see their surfaces, along with the underlying laws of their creation encoded visibly, but not on or inside it—they were in-between existence and non-existence.
Seeing this was transcendent, and I knew I’d never be the same after. Upon looking away from the abstractions, my mind couldn’t contain the knowledge and I would quickly forget with only a whisper of recollection of what I’d seen.
This was beyond anything a human could fathom, and in that moment I knew humanity would never grasp the secrets of the universe as mortals.
After a tour, she took me to a high balcony on an upper floor, overlooking an aurora of light beyond the edge of the plane the castle was built on.
“Sevantrix,” I spoke in astonishment. “I can barely comprehend what I’m seeing, but it feels like this place is the source of all reality.”
“It is,” said Sevantrix. “All things begin here, and all things end here. Creator and created encapsulated in the center of eternity, and I am the force that brings life.”
“You created life?”
Sevantrix shook her head with a giggle. “I am the animating principle, the thing that makes nothing into something. I am magic manifested in all things, and aethereum is the fabric of my being.”
“But you’re a woman,” I pointed out.
“I have to be, my energy is feminine in nature. I do not act upon, I am acted upon. Through imagination and desire, my properties are invoked so that creation can occur. But I have my own desire, and I need your help.”
“To stop Matroxus, so that everything else can exist,” I surmised.
“That is part of it, but I also yearn for mortality and the pleasures of the flesh. Then you came…and took up the sword for my sake. I became smitten, and selfishly fixated on being with you. That is when I knew I had to give up immortality—when all this is done.”
Sevantrix never stopped holding my hand, and turned toward me as I moved to face her.
“I don’t know what to say,” I confessed. “Now that you’re right in front of me… But how? I want to help, but I don’t know how I can.”
“Your essence will grant me mortality, and allow me to give you full control of my power. After we make love, you’ll have the means to disperse Matroxus.”
Being reminded that we were going to have sex put my brain in the gutter, but I did my best to keep my wits about me and focus on the quest at hand.
“Disperse? Don’t you mean destroy?”
She shook her head. “Matroxus is a fact of existence. He cannot be truly killed, but he can be reduced to a state of non-awareness. It is his ego we will destroy, not his essence.”
“And how are we supposed to help you?”
“You will understand soon Derrick, but right now it is time for worship.”
“Worship? You want me to worship you?”
“No,” Sevantrix said with an intense gaze. “Gods are not to be worshipped. We who need nothing, who do not change, who do not strive—we simply are. Mortals are the true miracle; the ultimate goal of the Most High. You will not worship me, I will worship you. Now, let us begin.”
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Sevantrix led me into a large chapel chamber with torches burning with what looked like purple glass fire frozen in time. The grand architecture held a single object on the far end where an altar would be: a single large bed with shimmering alabaster sheets.
Knowing what she intended had me in a state of anticipation so compelling that I practically swallowed my Adam’s apple upon seeing it. For her part, her expression was nothing less than serene satisfaction.
We arrived at the foot of the grand mattress, where she stopped in her tracks and turned toward me. She placed her hand on my breastplate, then waved it off to the side, removing my armor along with it.
My entire gear set simply came off me like it was made of molded gel before it was deposited in a neat pile off to the side. I was reduced to complete nudity in an instant, Sevantrix looked me up and down with a hungry smile in her flowing white, purple, and gold gown.
Her eyes met mine, then she leaned in slowly while staring at my mouth. I moved my face forward, my heart palpitating profusely, and then our lips met.
The first kiss was a gentle peck, followed by another, more forceful kiss. The only sound in the divine temple was the moisture of our tongues touching, and my fingers slipping through her snow-white hair.
“Mmm,” she hummed, transitioning from a kiss to full-on making out.
I was getting extremely excited, rising to a raging hard-on that poked her enough to break the kiss with a desperate gasp. She went about her routine like it was a solemn duty, guiding me to sit down at the very edge of the silky bed.
With the grace of an otherworldly creature, Sevantrix got down to her knees in front of me. I realized then that I hadn’t bathed since the battle in Noxvale, and didn’t want to offend her with any untoward odors.
“Sevantrix, wait,” I said. “I’ve been sweating up a storm, I need to clean it up first.”
Undeterred, the goddess took my cock into her hand, her eyes dimming like she was in a trance—she kissed the tip with solid eye contact.
“Leave it to me,” she said.
She pushed my cock up against my groin, kissing the underside of the shaft all the way down until she reached the crown jewels. Without so much as a frown or hint of disgust, she flattened her tongue and licked my scrotum from bottom to top.
“Oh God…” I groaned.
Sevantrix gave me a thorough cleaning, her eyes filled with euphoria before fluttering shut as she took a testicle into her mouth and suckled lightly. There was no sense of urgency in her ministrations, she clearly enjoyed what she was doing.
She let my dick rest on her face while my nuts were in her mouth, a lewd sight I couldn’t believe I was seeing. It felt so good that if it went on long enough, I could probably get off. As great as that would be, I wanted more.
My wish was mercifully granted when she finished cleaning me with a single kiss on each of my testes before licking the entire shaft up to the tip, looking proud of what she’d done.
“How am I doing?” she asked.
“Are you kidding? You’re doing perfectly.”
Sevantrix giggled as she took my dick into her hand, stroking out an oozing dribble of pre-cum. She licked it off and showed it to me before swallowing it. More came out, leaking from sheer excitement which the goddess continuously cleaned.
Being edged like this was becoming unbearable, but she said she wanted to do it so I let her. After every bit of my package had been covered in her glistening spit, Sevantrix held my dick right in front of her mouth, her lips parted slightly.
She had nothing else to say and opened her mouth wide before moving her head forward. The end of my cock disappeared in the shadow of her mouth, then her lips clamped down and slid back and forth.
I watched the tip of my dick squeeze between her lips with each pleasurable bob of her head, her movements going deeper until she was halfway down. Holy hot damn. Sevantrix wasn’t playing games, and seeing her face doing something like this caused my excitement to spray into her mouth as cum.
“Oh f—” I groaned while Sevantrix swallowed me.
The goddess stroked my twitching dick and held still while I anointed her tongue in my massive load, smiling the entire time I came in her mouth.
I expected her to stop after I finished cumming, but instead, Sevantrix went right back to sucking up and down. When it was clear this was more than post-head aftercare, I watched in amazement as she sucked me from hard, to soft, to hard again.
If time were a factor, I’d have thought she blew me for half an hour at least. Either by arousal or divine magic, she kept my sensitivity fresh as if I never came, allowing me to enjoy her marathon without being overwhelmed.
When I came the second time, Sevantrix didn’t even bother stopping, she just kept going like she couldn’t get enough, and watching her was making me even hornier.
Her hand went to clutch at her clothing between her legs with a whimper, and then she finally took her mouth off me with a dazed expression.
“PlanesWatcher…” she said.
She rose to her feet, staring at me lustfully before employing an awesome magic trick—her clothes simply fell down around her feet, revealing her nude body in all its divine glory.
Talk about thick, Sevantrix was not a stereotypically fit woman. Instead, she represented a slightly chubbier ideal, with a soft stomach, large breasts, and magnificent thighs. If my cock got any harder it would solidify into steel.
“Holy shit Sevantrix…your body—”
“—Now belongs to you,” she said as she presented herself to me. “I have a gift for you. How good would you like it to feel?”
“What do you mean?” I said after a pleasured grunt, my dick quite happy at the moment.
“You can cum on your own time, or I can grant you an endless orgasm.”
“Let’s try it your way.”
I couldn’t resist any longer, I grabbed Sevantrix by her amazingly and satisfyingly soft waist and pulled her soft body into my lap, fiercely kissing her as I fell back onto the bed. We rolled several times, our legs wrapped between each other while our hands clutched and fondled each other.
With a firm grip, I grabbed her breast and sucked her nipple with a slight bite as her mouth fell open with a smiling, airy laugh. Sevantrix was loving this. I flipped her over again, lost in the comfort of her cushioning body before squeezing her tits together in order to lick between them and grant each one a proper tribute.
I bucked my hips so that my cock brushed her slit, flicking her clit with the tip of my shaft, and she jumped so hard one would think she’d been zapped. Sevantrix gasped, holding into my shoulders and spreading her wondrous legs for me.
“Please…” she whined. “Join me in ecstasy.”
Time to take a goddess’s virginity. Not needing to be told twice, I hurriedly aimed my dick and penetrated her wet pussy. Divine was barely the word to describe it, like it had been made specifically for me.
“Unh!
Ohh…” Sevantrix breathed.
With my nethers already soaked from her tongue, I pushed balls deep and immersed my dick in her leaking folds.
“Holy shit,” I said. “You’re so warm.”
“Yes…” Sevantrix smiled before opening her eyes to gaze upon me. “Are you ready?”
“Ready for what?”
Sevantrix didn’t give me a chance to fuck her properly. Something invisible went from her body into mine, and her energy overloaded my nerves and filled my dick with a massive burst of plateauing pleasure.
“Oh my God. Oh my God! Oh my God!” I shouted. “I’m cumming!”
She compelled me to cum, her pussy lips fully enveloping my uncontrollably pulsating cock as I cried out. The second my semen entered Sevantrix, her jaw dropped.
“Ahh!” she screamed, her voice echoing throughout eternity as the entire room vibrated.
We came together, but my dick didn’t just shoot a few times and then stop—it was what she said: endless. I ejaculated fully, then immediately came again. My mind started breaking down, and we clutched tightly onto each other while I kept cumming inside her.
Sevantrix moaned continuously. “Ohh—ohh. Ah. Ah! Aah!”
Her climax continued without end, and all I could do was ride wave after wave of throbbing pleasure while we cried out in mutual orgasm that showed no signs of letting up.
My body gave all it had, going from a full load to dribbling spurts, eventually running low so that I was shooting dry pulses with a few forceful shots every so often. There was no stopping it, and the feel of Sevantrix spasming and tightening around me made me realize that this was dangerously enjoyable—to the point I never wanted it to end.
It went on for longer than I could measure, I might have been jizzing for up to what felt like an hour—locked in an unceasing orgasm until I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled out, my dick still pulsing as I stroked out another ejaculation that went all over Sevantrix’s mound and covered her lovely lips.
Now that I wasn’t inside her anymore, my dick finally stopped climaxing, and my brain started working again. I collapsed next to her, sweating and breathing hard from the exertion of moaning and bucking my hips for that long.
Sevantrix reached over and took my dick into her hand, jerking it on my behalf to squeeze the last bit out. A big drop of cum rolled down my dick and onto her hand, then she licked it clean before going back to stroking me.
“Ho. Lee. Shit.” I groaned. “You weren’t joking.”
The goddess giggled at me as she shuddered and cooed from her own immense afterglow. She rolled over on top of me, her white hair draping around my head before kissing me. Her pussy was soaked, and the amount of cum she leaked was ridiculous.
“I had to pay tribute, at least once,” she said.
“I’ll remember that orgasm until the day I die,” I admitted.
Sevantrix answered me with a long kiss, sliding her pussy suggestively against the bottom of my dick. “I yearn for more of you. Can we stay in this moment a while longer? Our enemy can wait…let me take you to heaven.”
I responded by putting my dick back inside her, only this time she rode me for as long as I wanted before another unknowably long orgasm. I sucked and squeezed her abundant breasts with unrestrained fervor, her body triggered my utmost lust.
She made me cum over and over, her needy pussy taking gushing spurts of my load while my cock throbbed and twitched inside her. This was the ultimate satisfaction. I had no burden to perform, only to let her receive my seed to her heart’s content.
Sex with the goddess Sevantrix was indeed heavenly.
***
I knew there was no time in Avalon, but if I were to compare the amount of lived experience to some semblance of what I could measure, Sevantrix and I had sex non-stop for days. There was no need to sleep, eat, or perform bodily functions.
The only function my body cared about was pumping Sevantrix with enough loads to impregnate a small nation. She was worse than I was, wanting it over and over again like someone discovering a new toy.
Sometimes she’d let me go for a few pumps, make me cum normally, then let me fuck her intermittently before having me fill her up again. The woman liked her orgasms, long or short, and every one of mine guaranteed hers.
The only time we took a break was to visit a kind of hot spring deep within the bowels of the castle, and that was just to clean off the mess we were making—only to have sex there too.
By the time we’d gotten through it all, she made me cum almost everywhere she thought I’d enjoy, many times over. I came on her face, in her mouth, between her tits, on her tits, in her hands, all over her stomach, on her pussy, and inside her pussy.
Most of it went in her pretty pussy of course.
But there was more to it than just sex, power was being exchanged. Every so often, a blue glow would encompass both of us, and Sevantrix gained the ability to sweat as our marathon went on.
She was becoming mortal, and was giving me control of her power little by little.
“The fight is gonna be soon, isn’t it?” I asked, caressing Sevantrix’s cheek while she rested naked on top of me. “You’re starting to get tired.”
“Time is circling me, yes,” she confessed. “When you are ready, I will move us forward one instant in time, and the Aethereals will join us…then I will take you to Matroxus.”
“So that’s why you need our help…I get it,” I realized. “Mortals are bound to time, and entropy only happens over the passage of time, so Matroxus can’t act so long as you keep him in eternity.”
Sevantrix kissed my cheek. “You understand.”
“Then it’s a stalemate until we get him or Rathom gets us. How do I beat them?”
“The same way you got here, with your power to create portals.”
“That was a total accident. I closed a portal with something halfway through it and then—”
Sevantrix smiled as the realization hit me.
“Wait,” I said. “Does Matroxus have a body?”
“What he has, is a thought form, which you would perceive as a body but it is in essence a shadow of mind.”
“Then if I can trick him into a portal, and hit him with Entropic Eradication, that should break him down into a non-entity. He’ll just be a part of physics after that.”
“When you do so, it must be with time.”
“With time? Meaning what?”
“To aid your battle, I have bequeathed eternity unto you until my immortality is expended. You will be able to alter the flow of time to your advantage. You may slow it, or stop it for an instant. You will know this ability as Moratorium.”
I smiled at Sevantrix and pulled her into a passionate kiss. “Then can I ‘moratorium’ in that pussy of yours one more time?”
She giggled at me, then climbed on top to spread her legs spread wide so I’d be able to watch it go in. “As much as you want…then the Aethereals have some catching up to do.”




Chapter 70

With Sevantrix’s hand in mine, we walked down the grand stairwell to the edge of Avalon where an infinite abyss lay beyond the initial pathway.
The entire place was essentially an island floating in a cosmic void, and the bottom of the stairs was something of an entry point where Sevantrix stood whenever I opened a portal to talk to her.
We’d spent so much time being intimate in a single moment of time that I couldn’t imagine a better honeymoon, which is what this felt like.
I knew my relationship with Sevantrix was irrevocably changed after this, and calling her my girlfriend didn’t feel quite right. It didn’t need to be said, but it was understood that the intention was to be together forever.
And not just her, but I had no plans to let any of the others go, not even Lillian. The demoness was a work in progress, but she’d warmed up to me enough that I felt confident in thinking that she liked me. I liked her too.
The high I felt after all the sex I’d just had made me feel unrestrained and unashamed of what I felt for them. Kassandre had grown on me more deeply than any root she could summon, Nadia shot her way into my heart, and Helga cut down my resistance to her aggressively passionate affections.
Once we set foot at the bottom, Sevantrix and I looked to each other, then she bowed her head before pointing at the spot for me to open a portal.
A yellow circle appeared where I willed it, then Sevantrix lifted a single finger and all four Aethereals emerged from it in a state of complete bewilderment.
Helga had her swords drawn, Nadia was aiming both guns forward, Lillian had all of her ribbons curved outward ready to constrict, and Kassandre was channeling magic in both hands.
All of them stood down once they saw me standing there with Sevantrix.
“Derrick!” Helga exclaimed as she dropped both of her swords.
I got tackled with a hug as her strong arms wrapped around me.
“Derrick? Goddess?” Kassandre dropped down to one knee and bowed her head.
“Um…” Nadia spun her guns around her finger and holstered them, looking around in utter astonishment.
Lillian said nothing, crossing her arms with her body leaning away.
“Hello Aethereals,” said Sevantrix. “Welcome to Avalon.”
Helga squeezed my shoulders, which were covered only by the fabric of my normal clothes as I wasn’t wearing my armor. She laid a loud smooch on my lips then back away to take notice of the goddess holding my hand.
“What’s going on?” Helga questioned. “This makes no sense. We were fighting Rathom, and now we’re here? And why do you smell like pussy?” —Helga leaned in and sniffed twice— “A lot of pussy.”
“We’ve been having sex,” Sevantrix confessed with mischievous dimples on her cheeks.
“Bullshit,” Nadia wiggled her fingers next to her guns, ready to draw them at any second. “We all got here at the same time.”
“Yeah, time is a little different here. I kinda got here first,” I explained.
“Lovely,” Lillian said bitterly while rolling her eyes. “Now that he’s had a taste of her, there goes the rest of us.”
Sevantrix looked at me with understanding, which I answered by lifting her hand to my lips and giving it a kiss before walking over to Lillian who kept her defensive posture. She didn’t look at me, but that didn’t stop me from taking her hands and staring resolutely at her.
“Lillian, you’re crazy if you think I’m gonna let you get away that easily,” I asserted.
The demoness looked at me with a glimmer of skepticism in her eyes. I decided to speak with actions over words and pulled her in to kiss her. Her shoulders sunk, her body relaxed and she leaned into me with an airy sound of satisfaction. To drive the point home, I didn’t stop kissing her until she ended it.
“No more acting like you’re expendable to me, we’re past that. First, we’re gonna have sex to get you powered up, then we’re gonna have sex for fun, then we’re gonna have sex for fun again, and then we’ll get this fight out of the way so we can be together in peace. Sound good?”
Lillian’s look of skepticism was replaced by a glimmer of hope, then she nodded. Helga scoffed, rolled her eyes, then marched over to us and opened her arms.
“Come here you little shit,” Helga blurted out much to Lillian’s visible panic.
She scooped Lillian right up into a hug so tight I heard her back crack, lifting her feet off the ground. “Derrick likes seeing you naked, I like seeing you naked. I’m staying. They’re staying, and you’re staying—even though you’re a pipsqueak with tiny tits.”
Helga released Lillian after that, dropping her down with an irritated expression.
“They’re not tiny,” Lillian argued. “They’re nice.”
“Yeah they are,” I agreed.
“About the extra fun, does that go for all of us?” Kassandre asked with a sly grin.
“Baby, we’re about to have so much sex that time will literally stand still,” I answered with a smirk.
“You’re really gonna cum inside all five of us?” asked Nadia.
“Several times.”
“One on one, or all together?”
“Both.”
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“This way,” said Sevantrix, leading us down a flight of hovering white panels in a perfect Fibonacci spiral.
We entered the cardinal tower of the castle leading up to the fractal circle rotating in the center. The interior had no solid walls. Instead, it featured a swirling undulation of golden light leading up to what looked like a pool of ethereal water.
All of the girls were now level thirteen after immensely long orgasms, with a couple of new tricks to show for it. After some mind-boggling revelations about the nature of creation after seeing the abstracts, it was time to finish what we started.
I went first, stepping up into the waters which didn’t impart a sense of moisture, just pressure and flow. Once fully submerged, I found myself in a completely new space, one that didn’t logically follow the stairs that preceded it in terms of dimensions and shape.
A vast expanse of gold and blue with twirling tendrils of white light twisted in the center of a floorless realm—a vortex of pure energy. Despite the lack of any solid objects, we were able to walk as if on a force field.
For once, Lillian’s indifference was replaced by an anxious face. Kassandre’s eyes were filled with wonder and curiosity while Nadia and Helga looked utterly gobsmacked.
“Where are we?” I asked.
“This is time itself,” said Sevantrix. “Once I step into the light, what remains of my immortality will leave, and the aethereum contained within my body shall flow out into the multi-verse. When that happens, my control over Avalon will cease to be, and Matroxus will arise.”
“And Rathom?”
“That is where your power of Moratorium will be needed. He will not be able to resist it, but any levels of Expertise you put into it will be unavailable until the effect wears off, and the less you use the shorter it will be.”
“Goddess…you will be vulnerable,” said Kassandre.
“Yeah, you should just stay the way you are. Being mortal is overrated,” Helga added.
Sevantrix smiled warmly, closing her eyes to shake her head no. “I am more vulnerable as I am. Until I am mortal, the Liminal Leyline can reduce my essence into raw power. If it touches me inside the chrysalis, I will be gone forever.”
Everyone went silent for a moment, but all I felt was anger. Nobody got to hurt my girls. Nobody.
“Alright this is the plan,” I began. “Everyone stay close and protect Sevantrix. When I time-lock Rathom, hit him with everything you got.”
“And how do we deal with the big bad?” asked Nadia.
With a deep breath, I clenched my fist and looked at it resolutely. “We gotta make an opening for me to blast him into a portal the same way we got here.”
“And how are you to lock both Rathom and Matroxus?” Lillian wondered with her hands on her hips.
Everyone got quiet and looked at me.
“I’ll get creative,” I said.
Poppycock. I had no idea how we were going to pull this off, I was operating on faith.
“That’s worryingly vague,” Lillian replied.
“We’ll use Nadia’s new ability: Tactical Shot. She’ll find a weak point, and we target that,” I responded. “Lillian, that Karmic Sentence you just got is the perfect way to punish Rathom every time he deals damage. But be careful, once he realizes he’ll get as good as he gives we don’t know how he’ll counter.”
“I still don’t know what my Miraculous Flash does,” said Kassandre. “All I know is that it’s random.”
“Use it when you can,” I said. “Once you understand its effects, shout it out.”
“And what am I to do?” Helga asked with a grumbling scowl.
“You’re strong enough to bend metal now. Do what you do best,” I said with a wink. “Hit things.”
“Derrick…” Sevantrix spoke, drawing everyone’s attention to her.
The goddess walked toward me, stopping close enough to take my hands and press her lips together in an expression resembling nervousness.
“Yeah?” I asked.
“I want you to know how much all of this has meant to me, how much you mean to me. Whatever happens—”
“Don’t do that,” I interjected.
“Do what?”
“You’re starting to feel afraid,” I said. “But I swear I won’t let anything happen to you.”
“Still…” Sevantrix licked her lips. “I want you to enter this battle knowing how much you are loved, I have done my best to surround you with it.”
“Aww!” Nadia gushed.
Lillian averted her eyes, visibly uncomfortable in the presence of all the feelings being expressed.
“He gets to keep the magic cock after we win, right?” Helga asked with a toothy grin. “I like that he can go over and over again.”
“So do I,” I said with a chuckle.
Sevantrix laughed whole-heartily before nodding with enthusiasm. “All I did was unseal the gifts you had within you…with a little input of my own in Derrick’s case—but yes, all of you will retain your Expertise…permanently.”
Helga jumped up a full ten feet with a fist in the air. “Yes!”
Kassandre began casting Enchantment on every single one of us, including our equipment. Glowing with an intermittent, strobing blue, our cyber-enhanced gear from Brighthelm was as good as it was going to be.
“One last thing,” said Sevantrix. “Shatter.”
She reached into her cleavage and took out the pendant, then I watched it dissolve in the palm of her hand before she placed it against my chest, projecting its material directly into my body.
“What did you just do?” asked Lillian.
“I have sealed the shard within Derrick. He will now attract aethereum directly, giving him the power he needs to open greater portals.”
She kissed me a final time, then looked at me with conviction.
“Well then, let’s get started,” I said.
Reticently, I let go of Sevantrix’s hand and watched her walk into the twisting filament of bright light. Each one clung to her like threads, wrapping around her body before bursting into a column of solid iridescent light.
I shielded my face as a wave of pressure rushed away from her, the golden void around us cracking with black rays jetting through.
The light became orange, then red, followed by streaks of black. Like a house of glass, the dimension around us broke away and shattered in an outward explosion of shards made of the fabric of space.
We were now standing at the top of the castle tower, the roof having been blasted away to reveal Avalon—and there was more. The vibrant cosmic backdrop became chaotic, rippling with blood reds and eerie yellows before a tremor shook the entire foundations.
From our vantage point, I could see a portal open at the bottom walkway, then Rathom stepped through with the lance in hand. He stopped abruptly, looking all around in astonishment followed by a devilish smile.
He raised the lance, then stabbed it down into the ground with a flash of every color, leaving it stuck there like a totem. Particles began to rip away from every surface like tiny grains of sand, flowing toward the Liminal Leyline before assembling themselves into an ivory ramp—leading straight to us.
To make matters worse, a great darkness mixed with crimson embers expanded out of every window of Sevantrix’s castle and gathered itself into a titanic upper torso large enough to reach every part of Avalon from where it hovered above us.
It lacked texture, but possessed shape and form. Its mouth was wide with jagged teeth, and to look within it was like looking into a volcano. Its eyes were black voids, and six horns swept back out of its head like a great dragon. Each arm ended with a mass of tentacles ending in sharp claws, and it was looking right at us.
Matroxus.
“We have to fight that?” Helga blurted incredulously.
Even with my augmented courage, Matroxus inspired fear. Everyone looked terrified, and Rathom retrieved the lance before taking his time strolling up the ramp as his laughter echoed throughout Avalon.
The corners of my vision lit up with glowing aethereum, startling me enough to get me to look at where it was coming from—Sevantrix. Her aethereum flowed into me from the lustrous chrysalis, and the first thing I did was walk to the edge of the tower ledge before calling upon Moratorium with my full Expertise.
I thrust my palm out, prompting a wave of distorted space to expand in all directions. Everything around us stopped, and Rathom froze in place along with Matroxus who completely faded from view without time to exist in.
My desire was not to freeze the Aethereals, and I hadn’t. All of them looked around bewildered. This was our chance.
We all moved to the top of the ramp, with Nadia and Kassandre taking the front. Then they unleashed hell. Nadia used  Explosive Barrage from her Gatling pistol to destroy the ramp itself, while Kassandre hit Rathom directly with one Magic Blast after the other.
Rathom’s body did not fall when the ramp was destroyed, with his body in a state of suspended animation he remained exactly as he was while time didn’t pass for him.
Nadia closed her eyes, then she started firing reflexively at each of Rathom’s joints with her plasma—Tactical Shot. Lightning bolted down after that, hitting Rathom directly.
I prepared a portal in the space above us where Matroxus had previously manifested, and while it was bigger than usual, with a more energetic boundary, it wasn’t big enough to do what I needed.
The problem was time—I needed more of it to absorb Sevantrix’s aethereum and get the portal I needed. Lillian stepped forward next, then used Shadow Path to appear right behind Rathom, clinging to him using her ribbons and tagging him with a glowing version of the mark her curse left: Karmic Sentence.
Nadia and Kassandre ceased fire, then Lillian somersaulted over Rathom and hit with whiplashing strikes of Corrosive Touch, then appeared next to me.
Lillian caught me off guard when she stuck a quick kiss on my cheek. Then Matroxus returned, and time flowed once again. Rathom abruptly showed battle damage on his regal outfit with abject confusion before falling toward the rubble below.
He crashed loudly, and my levels of Expertise returned with all techniques available. The tactic worked—but it also pissed off Rathom. In a burst of power and speed, he jumped up from the place where he’d fallen and landed in a menacing pose before us, his cape billowing out behind him.
And other than a few scuffs on his skin, he was unharmed.
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“Get ready!” I called out.
Rathom’s lip twitched once, then his expression went from angry to its more usual carefree demeanor.
“You’ve done what I needed you to do, you got me here. Now, I have no need to spare your lives.”
Helga stepped forward, clanging her enchanted swords together as her powerful thighs flexed with every step. “I still owe you for the tavern.”
“Helga…don’t,” Kassandre warned.
I moved to Helga’s side, blocking her path with my sword. “Hold on.”
Nadia had her weapons aimed at Rathom, while Matroxus raised his arms, changing the color of the cosmic void to crimson and orange.
With a confident smile, Helga tapped a sword over mine, gently lowering it. “Make your portal. I’ve got this Derrick, trust me. Hey Kassandre, try out that new ability of yours!”
Kassandre clapped her hands together, and when she pulled her hands apart, two overlapping rings of white light were summoned between them. The rings began spinning on their axis at such a speed that they formed an orb with a bright core lighting up in the center.
“Miraculous Flash,” she spoke before casting it down to the ground.
Curved arches of geometric light exploded outward, doing little else but bringing some warmth with it. Helga inhaled deeply, then dropped her chin with a feral smile.
“That’s what I thought,” said Helga. “Let’s do this! Raaah!”
She charged in with both swords swept out to her sides, then brought them both up to slash down at Rathom. He raised his over his head, blocking both although his arms showed signs of buckling.
“Not bad,” he said.
Rathom spun the lance into a parry, angled the tip at Helga’s chest, then lunged it forward. I opened a portal right between them with the exit behind him, causing Rathom to pierce his own back.
“Gah!” he cried out, pulling his lance out of the portal before swinging the lance to vanquish it.
His red eyes became a bit brighter, then he thrust forward too fast for me to react and pierced Helga’s chest armor, going deep enough to stab her flesh.
The instant Helga took the hit, a Destructive Requiem exploded backward at Rathom—caused by Karmic Sentence—engulfing him entirely and causing the tip of the lance to be withdrawn.
Helga stumbled back, bleeding from her wound but laughing. Rathom went flying across the way, crashing into a different tower before its roof collapsed.
Matroxus cackled at the events unfolding before him, then raised his arms as a series of black vortices appeared all around us, calling forth a horde of Entropics. On instinct, I conjured Entropic Eradication at one level, then fired it at him.
The blast blew away some of the shadows comprising his shoulder, though it was like lighting a flare in a cloud and failed to kill him.
Kassandre deployed her healing ability on Helga, and then I used Moratorium once again, slowing everything to a near standstill this time but not freezing it entirely.
“Helga what the hell was that?” I groused as we closed our formation around her.
“He didn’t hit anything important. I had a feeling I’d get lucky if Kassandre used her miracle thing,” said Helga. “Lillian’s mark means if Rathom hits us then he hits himself, we can kill him with his own strength!”
“You beautiful reckless orc,” I praised. “Next time let me know ahead of time. Rathom knows we’re the real deal now, so I’ll take him. Get ready to move.”
“We’re leaving Sevantrix?” Nadia questioned.
“No. I’m going to force Rathom to chase me while Helga fends off the Entropics. Kassandre and Nadia, you all support Helga and fire at Rathom. Lillian, you’re the wildcard. Back us up and mess them up.”
Time resumed its normal pace, then Nadia started blasting while Kassandre started casting. Lillian vanished into the long shadow cast by the light of Sevantrix, teleporting from enemy to enemy, unleashing every combination of her curses and lethal ribbon techniques.
I ran into a portal to appear on a separate rooftop, running across the top with my Expertise split between power and speed. The rubble Rathom was buried under exploded outward as he emerged from it, wasting no time to jump across toward the girls.
He flew right into a portal I opened for him, forcing him out ahead of my path much to his disorientation. He skidded to a stop, ripping up roof tiles and glancing around just as I swung my blade full force at him.
Rathom blocked it, and it felt like I was attacking something as rooted as a mountain. I took my Expertise out of my speed, then split them between swordsmanship and durability, transitioning into a ramming shield bash before thrusting the tip of my blade at his face.
He parried it, but his attention was divided. He was distracted and kept looking at Sevantrix as her aethereum flowed toward me continuously. I wasn’t at a high enough level to beat him yet, but I could definitely annoy the fuck out of him.
“What’s the matter Rathom? Can’t hurt me without hurting yourself?” I taunted while he remained defensive.
“Hmph.”
Rathom responded to my provocation by grabbing the top of my shield and yanking it out of my hand. He then used it as a bludgeon to knock me onto my back, causing me to roll off the roof.
I fell into a portal to stop my descent, reappearing above and behind Rathom with my sword aimed right at the space between his neck and shoulder. Rathom took off before I landed in a kneeled pose, my sword stabbing the rooftop instead as he made his way toward Sevantrix.
Flocks of flyers dove toward the Aethereals around the chrysalis, but a Magic Cyclone caught most of them in its whirlwind power to rip them apart. Nadia was picking others off cleanly using Sniper Shot and Reflex Accuracy in conjunction—she didn’t miss a single headshot.
Helga single-handedly barreled through scores of Scourgers and Flamestalkers, her great strength overpowering and sending them flying as she went full berserk. Lillian was all over the place, causing group damage thanks to Curse of Lament and slicing and dicing to Bruisers on her own.
Destructive Requiem went off all over Avalon as the effect was triggered repeatedly, and Matroxus was beginning to glow with an ominous red light.
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A Scourger jumped in my path as I ran along rooftops to go after Rathom, launching its energetic double slash with moments of landing.
Using one level of Expertise, I invoked Moratorium to slow everything down to a tenth of its speed. With everything moving in slow motion, I could see Rathom leaping up to a nearby tower parapet, so fast that even with time slowed he moved faster than everything else.
I ducked down into a baseball slide as the Scourger wave flew over my head, then jumped back up to my feet before swinging my blade outward to take its head off. The next thing I did was go through a portal to intercept Rathom, two hands on my sword aiming straight for his skull.
Time resumed its normal pace, and Rathom blocked in time with the pole of his lance. We clashed in mid-air twice before he used the flat of his lance to smack the side of my torso to send me crashing onto a lower rooftop.
Rolling backward in recovery, I slid back into another portal and came out in front of Rathom, my blade held out to my side with eyes full of killing intent.
Rathom came to a stop, then rolled his eyes with a sigh.
“You’re starting to annoy me,” he said.
Matroxus channeled his energy into his mouth, and I realized then he was about to go full-on kaiju-style mouth blast. Another low-level Moratorium followed by a low-power Entropic Eradicator and I tossed it right into his gaping maw.
The explosion rattled its mouth like trying to eat a cherry bomb, causing Matroxus to recoil angrily as he swung his tentacled arm wildly at the castle, destroying the upper levels with a touch.
In the time it took me to evade flying debris, time returned to normal which is when Rathom decided he’d had enough of my interference.
I saw the tip of his golden lance heading straight for my skull, milliseconds away from impaling my brain—then a burst of Miraculous Flash suddenly caused Rathom to miss by mere inches, cutting the side of my face and drawing blood.
A Destructive Requiem blasted him backward, but it was too weak to do anything, it simply singed the hairs on his eyebrows. With the little damage he inflicted, I saw him use Indiscriminate Reversal to heal the minor char marks on his face.
Lillian appeared after that, wrapping every single one of her ribbons around his body and channeling green energy through it for a Corrosive Touch. Rathom used Absolute Rejection immediately after being bound, taking him out of the fight temporarily.
Scrambling as fast I could, I jumped through another portal at the same time Lillian took a Shadow
Path back to attack a Titan that was breathing flames at the other Aethereals, blocked by Kassandre’s Magic Cyclone and swirling it upward and away from Sevantrix.
With a mighty jump, I landed back with the rest of them, just behind a Terrorizer which I stabbed through the back before splitting it upwards, causing it to peel apart with gushing black blood.
“Everyone!” I shouted to them. “I’m going to freeze everything, give them everything you got!”
“Ready!” Nadia affirmed.
“Ready!” Helga added.
I maxed out my Moratorium, then everything except us was locked in time. Nadia transformed her guns into the Kill Shot cannon, Kassandre called down lightning that split off into multiple bolts, Lillian flitted from target to target to split them from balls to brains, and Helga leaped onto the Titan only to lobotomize it before moving onto the next.
Meanwhile, I hacked and slashed at every Flamestalker encroaching on our position—then time went forward. Dozens of Entropics suddenly died all at once, loading me with their precious aethereum while Matroxus answered this with an un-telegraphed tentacle wrap.
All of us were caught, and the moment the creature touched us, I could feel my life slipping away. The girls screamed, and my strength began to flee, like I was aging and rotting at an accelerated rate.
Rathom’s Absolute Rejection expired, and then he took a single mighty jump toward us, a look of wild glee in his eyes as he aimed the lance forward on his descent toward Sevantrix. My vision started going black, then I did the last thing I could.
Entropic Eradicator. Maximum level.
My orange aura burst into being and spread its light through Matroxus, loosening its grip just enough for me to register blue pixels flashing beside me. Nadia escaped using Digitize and immediately used a Power Shot to knock Rathom off his trajectory.
Lillian was free next, then zipped around to hit each of us with Curse of Lament. Kassandre got out next, healing herself which then transferred to all of us. Helga’s strength returned to her, then she simply tore her way out of the being’s grasp before jumping straight up at Rathom without her weapons.
I threw my sword straight up like a throwing knife, then Kassandre invoked another Miraculous Flash. The sword straightened out in the most unlikely stroke of luck, allowing Helga to catch it and meet Rathom in mid-air.
With a mighty thrust, she stabbed him in the exact same spot he once struck in the tavern.
They both landed in front of Sevantrix, who emerged from the light and fell to her knees. Helga moved her face close to Rathom, baring her teeth with a murderous smile.
“I told you, I owe you,” she said.
Helga pulled her sword out of Rathom and then kicked him onto his back before kicking the lance away from him. He was still alive, but surely wounded.
The stream of aethereum coming from Sevantrix ceased, with all of it having been transferred to me. Rathom reached out for her, his clutching fingers covered in his own black blood.
“No!” he shouted.
“Let’s finish him!” I shouted.
All of us converged on Rathom while Helga lifted my borrowed elven sword up, then Matroxus slammed its tentacles down to claim him.
We all skidded back, watching as Rathom was rescued by his master, being brought up to its bosom like a plaything before turning its fiery eyes upon us.
“Nuh-uh,” I said. “Not this time.”
Entropic Eradicator at full strength. With one hand I channeled a wildly spinning orange blast. With the other, I opened the portal to end all portals opened above Matroxus. Massive and wide, it covered Avalon in its vibrant light as my arm buckled from the strain.
Aethereum continuously leaked from my body, flowing toward the boundaries of the portal to maintain its opening. I didn’t know where else to send him, so I targeted the liminal space we traveled through to reach Avalon.
Matroxus looked at us, then up at the portal, and cackled with a rumbling bass.
“You want out? There’s your way out!” I screamed.
The entity no longer had any interest in us, now looking at a way to any world it wished to go to. Rathom’s eyes shut, his head dropped down, but Matroxus did not drop him. The being began to move up, its head breaching the boundary between Avalon and the multiverse, going almost halfway through to take Rathom with it, and then I smiled.
“Made ya look,” I said.
All I did was aim my hand and the Entropic Eradicator blasted right at Matroxus, striking the part of its body inside Avalon with a massive orange flash.
I closed my other fist and the portal snapped shut. A burst like the Big Bang followed, sweeping over the entire dimension and threatening to throw us off the platform. All of us huddled together over Sevantrix, holding onto each other as tightly as we could.
Everything shook, the chrysalis dissolved, and the red void washed away like sand. The power and pressure broke away structures and reduced debris into pure aethereum, my ears started ringing, and then everything went white for the second time.




Chapter 74

I sat up with a deep gasp, my body on full alert as I looked around to see Avalon in tatters, with islands of debris orbiting around the main castle. The primary structure still stood, which is where all the abstractions were housed.
Entropic corpses littered the realm, and the corruption had since been reversed to the cosmic display of celestial bodies and lights above and around us.
The Aethereals all had their heads down, and Sevantrix had since awakened, clutching her own head defensively.
“Girls,” I said with a heavy breath. “It’s okay.”
Lillian jerked her head up first, her ribbons splayed out ready to attack something. Nadia waved her arm around, aiming her gun randomly but targeting nothing. She looked up next, followed by Helga and Nadia.
Sevantrix finally lifted her face, her eyes showing utter wonderment.
“Did we…” she trailed off.
“We did,” I said. “Blasted his ass through the portal and shut it on him. Rathom went with him.”
“And the lance?”
I pointed at the Liminal Leyline laying on the ground. “Right there.”
“Then I truly have succeeded,” Sevantrix said like she couldn’t believe it. “I’m mortal now.”
“I still say you should have kept your powers,” Helga quipped.
“On that, we agree,” said Lillian. “Becoming powerless was…nonsensical.”
“She won’t be powerless for long,” I said. “She’ll be an Aethereal after I put a good load in her. Also…” —I went over to the lance, picked it up, and handed it to Sevantrix— “Not a bad piece of gear to start you out.”
“What happened to all that energy you got from her?” asked Kassandre.
“Spent,” I said. “I might have gotten to keep some of it though, and there’s still some corpses to siphon.”
Nadia used her Scan ability on me, then confirmed the readout as it projected above her wrist. “Yup. Level fifteen now. It’s gonna take more than a good load to catch her up.”
“And I look forward to every single one,” Sevantrix replied with a smile.
“How do you feel?” I asked.
Sevantrix looked at the Liminal Leyline with satisfaction, then touched her tummy when a growling noise rumbled from it.
“I feel…I’m not sure what I feel,” she said.
“It sounds like you’re hungry,” said Nadia.
“My mind it’s—it’s so much smaller. I can only concentrate on one thing at a time,” Sevantrix explained.
“Get used to it,” said Lillian. “Now you can suffer as I do.”
“Suffer?” the former goddess tilted her head with a curious raising of her eyebrow.
“Before I met Derrick, all I thought about was how much I wanted sex,” Lillian enunciated. “Now that I am having sex, all I think about is having more sex.”
“That’s exactly what I think about!” Helga declared.
“And me,” said Nadia.
Kassandre slowly raised her hand, blushing as she did so.
“You’ve turned us all into addicts,” I said with a smirk. “I hope you’re ready for the consequences.”
Sevantrix beamed mischievously, tapping the bottom of her new lance on the surface of the cracked floor. “Do your worst.”




Chapter 75 - Epilogue

For the first time since we’d arrived in Noxvale, the clouds above Lillian’s house finally broke to reveal a glittering golden sun. The Noxboxes had all been returned to the property, with the Digibox returned to Arcadia.
I received the equivalent of five million dollars in gold, which would have to be transferred and paid through the Earth division of the DPD so that my income had a good explanation as a private contractor.
We now had two people with the power to absorb aethereum: myself via the fused pendant and Sevantrix via the Liminal Leyline.  We left the realm as it was, as Sevantrix no longer had the power to control the castle as she once did.
None of us had any idea what would happen, or what new being would manifest there.
As for all the sex, that was a work in progress. After the first time being with Sevantrix, she became an Aethereal with a white aura. But now that she was mortal, her pussy had limits. After the fourth or fifth time, she got sore.
The woman could eat too.
After contacting Bog we found that the forest spirits were multiplying and doing what they could to restore the land—or at least their part of it. There was still so much to explore, but if we ever needed assistance Bog would answer our call at a moment’s notice.
He also gifted us with a special wooden staff that Kassandre could channel her power of Elemental Naturist through. New life now sprouted, the river flowed freely, and now all that was left to do was choose where and what we wanted to do first.
The first rays hitting my eyes woke me up from the pile of pussy I shared Lillian’s bed with, my dick firmly inserted into Helga who I’d spent the night sleeping on top of.
Granted, I came a couple of times but an orc girlfriend gets what an orc girlfriend wants. Between her and the demoness, they took turns—except Lillian was too little for me to lay on so we did the opposite and let her rest on top.
Helga awoke when I pulled out, then I went about the business of waking them all up with kisses.
“Ugh,” Helga groaned. “Why does it have to be time to get uuup?”
“Because today’s the day I take you all to Earth for a date,” I said. “Come on, get up and get dressed.”
Nadia sat up with her brilliant tits drooping toward her arms, yawning loudly. Kassandre rolled over gracefully onto her back to show off her nude body, looking at me with teasing eyes.
Lillian rolled to her stomach, then arched her ass up into the air and stretched with her arms out in front of her before turning around to sit on her knees.
“How are Helga and I supposed to travel in your world without alarming your humans?” she questioned. “We are obviously not human.”
“They won’t think you’re a real demoness, and they won’t believe Helga’s an actual orc,” I explained. “They’ll just assume you’re in a costume.”
“What about my ears?” asked Kassandre.
“You’ve got long hair, just keep it down,” I said.
“From what you’ve told me of Earth people, they’ll either be impressed or livid at the number of women with you,” Nadia pointed out.
“Fuck 'em,” I replied.
“No Derrick, fuck me,” Sevantrix countered.
Everyone turned their heads fast to look at her, reclining on her side like the white-haired minx that she was.
“Oooh!” Nadia teased. “Getting a little vulgar are we?”
“Should I not speak like that?” Sevantrix asked with a face of genuine confusion.
“Save it for the bedroom,” I said with a wink.
“Where are we eating?” asked Helga as she got out of bed to collect her clothes.
“There’s this great sushi place I want you to try. Also, there’s this burger place I know you’ll like. It should be open by now. Hold on I’ll check.”
I called into my memory the vision of one of my favorite burger joints, but visualized it from above the building so that nobody would see it. With a single open-handed gesture, I opened a portal—then froze.
Everyone jumped out of bed when they saw what I saw, coming over to look with wide-eyed shock at the images coming through the portal.
I said nothing. Sevantrix met my eyes, then nodded in solemn agreement before everyone went to get dressed. I walked to the corner of the room, grabbed my clothes, and picked up my sword. We had business to attend to before breakfast.
Entropics were invading Earth.




A note from the author

Dun dun dun, there shall be a sequel! If you enjoyed this book, kindly leave a review.
And stay tuned for sequels to all my current series, in addition to a couple new ones!
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