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      “Calon.”

      Calon frowned as something poked him in the face.

      “Caloooon.”

      “Mmm?” Calon mumbled as consciousness returned to him.

      “Get up, mum had to leave early, so we have to walk.”

      “Mmm-fuck,” Calon groaned.

      Rubbing his face with his hand, he blinked up at the smirking face of his step-sister Evie-Rae.

      “Hurry up, numb nuts. I’ve got the coffee machine going, so you’ve got less than ten minutes to shower.”

      She stalked from the room, leaving Calon to piece together his thoughts. His step-sister was the best thing that ever happened to him. Well… Technically his father’s taste in women was the best thing that ever happened. After losing his mother to ovarian cancer, that was only discovered as she gave birth to him. Adam, Calon’s widowed father, did his best to create a life for his only son. That led to a support group where he met a lovely woman by the name of Ashley. Ashley had a daughter, Evie, who was a few weeks older than Calon. Calon was in his second year of school when his father was killed driving home from work. And he was entering his third year of school knowing that even though Ashley wasn’t related to him by blood, she and Evie were family and they had never once made him feel otherwise.

      “CALON! Get your fat ass up!”

      Calon groaned and rolled out of bed. “You want some? I got spare you can have!”

      “You staring at my ass again?!” Evie shouted back.

      Calon rolled his eyes. He’d heard all the quips about the hot step-sister. Hell, at twenty-two there was a shamefully firm sock under his bed for just those thoughts. But outside his late night, guilt-ridden fantasies, she really was his best friend. Hell, they were enrolled in the same university where Calon was studying agriculture and Evie was studying to be a veterinarian. Together, they were going to use their inheritance from Calon’s late father to purchase a farm. But that was a couple of years away yet. First, they had to graduate.

      “CALON!”

      “I’m UP!” Calon shouted back.

      “Juuuust checking!” Evie sang.

      Calon sighed and staggered out the open door of his bedroom. He usually preferred to sleep in the nude. But his relationship with his sister meant she could pop into his room at any time. So pants were something he grudgingly got used to.

      Staggering into the bathroom, Calon ignored the bags under his eyes and hopped straight into the shower. Good old hot water and a dose of all-in-one body wash later, Calon was dressed in a shirt and jeans. Staggering slightly more coherently into the kitchen, Evie stuffed a mug of coffee and a freshly baked scone into his hand.

      “Wha?”

      “I got up early and baked,” Evie shrugged.

      Calon shrugged and took a bite. The flavour of real butter hit a moment before the tart mulberry jam did.

      “Om-ah-god,” Calon mumbled.

      “Not with your mouth full,” Evie swatted his arm. “And hurry up. We gotta go.”

      Calon grumbled softly, but switched to the coffee. The mug needed to stay home, but he could walk and eat. So that was the plan. Several minutes later and with a second scone, he and his step-sister were crossing the front lawn.

      “Mum say when she was getting home?”

      “No,” Evie grunted. “She’s working hard again. I think she’s worried about getting laid off.”

      “Evie-”

      “Don’t,” Evie shook her head. “Even if we walked to the bank and took it out in cash, she’d still be so mad she’d probably start a new saving account just to put it back where it can’t be touched.”

      “We can spare it, though.”

      “I know Calon, I know, it’s just…” Evie sniffed. “You smell that?”

      Calon sniffed the air. “Burning plastic.”

      They turned around and looked for smoke, seeing it coming from one of their neighbours’ houses. It wasn’t a lot, but clearly coming from an open upstairs window. Even as they watched, Mrs Jefferson burst out the front door, coughing and wheezing, with a pair of children under her arms. As she careened across the front lawn, she misstep, falling hard with a scream.

      “NO!”

      “Mrs Jefferson!” Calon called, rushing across to help.

      “Calon?” the portly, middle-aged woman still in her nightdress gasped as she clutched her ankle. “Please, Emily, she’s upstairs.”

      Calon froze and looked at his sister, who was eyeing the front door. Right as she started moving. “Evie wait!”

      “We have to get her out!”

      “I’ll get her!”

      Evie was already rushing to the front door when Calon caught up. She may have been the more sprightly of the two, but he had longer legs and knew how to use them. He caught up quickly and grabbed her arm, pulling her around.

      “You have medical training. You stay here!” Calon growled.

      Evie looked like she was about to cry as Calon stood her aside and rushed in. The lower floor was filling with smoke, but he knew the house. Evie had babysat the kids a few times and Calon had come around to help on more than one occasion. Rushing through the kitchen, the stairs were on the other side. Whatever was burning was also on this side of the house, and the smoke became blindingly thick.

      “Help me!” A small voice called.

      “Emily?!”

      “Calon?!”

      “I’m coming!” Calon shouted as he found the stairs.

      He also found the source of the fire. It was recently Emily’s birthday, and they’d seen online how to use a hoverboard to create a DIY electric wheelchair. And it looked like it had gone the way of those other videos and exploded. The flames were climbing the walls and heading for the top of the stairs.

      With a deep breath that Calon immediately regretted for all the smoke, he climbed. Rushing up, poor Emily was at the end of the hall in her room, watching in horror as the top floor of the house filled with smoke. She was still dressed in her pyjamas from bed, but perched in her wheelchair like she was getting ready for the day.

      “I gotcha,” Calon told the frightened girl.

      When she fell into his arms, she cried out a quick, “Thank you!”

      Calon hauled her light frame up into his arms. Holding her close, he turned and headed for the stairs. Only to see the orange of the flames as they blocked the exit.

      “Shit,” Calon grunted.

      “What’s wrong?” Emily squeaked.

      “Nothing, nothing. I just… Need to fix something for you real quick.”

      Changing direction, he took Emily into the bathroom. Turning on the shower, cold water sprayed out. Calon grabbed a towel off the rack and tossed it into the tub one handed and lowered Emily onto the floor. She sat and watched on in a mix of fear and confusion. When the towel was wet, Calon lifted it up.

      “This is going to be cold,” he smiled.

      Emily complained as he wrapped her up, but she didn’t fight, and Calon picked her up in his arms again. Now it was just a matter of getting her out. Turning, he headed back to the stairs as the flames washed over them.

      “Deep breath now and hold it,” Calon told the small girl.

      He gave her a moment and saw her cheeks puff out. With a deep breath of his own, Calon started walking. He needed to be as quick as he could, but he didn’t want to risk tripping while holding the girl. Stepping through the flames, Emily pressed her wet face into Calon’s shirt to hide from the heat. He held her legs close and hoped that the water in the towel protected her. Calon could feel the flames washing over his body, burning his pants and searing his hair.

      “Calon!” Evie screeched.

      Calon kept going towards her voice. Other than the orange of the flames, he couldn’t see anything. Other than the burning pain of the fire, he couldn’t feel anything. And as he took a step, the flames must have weakened the wood as it snapped and his leg fell through.

      “I gotcha!” Evie called. Calon grunted as he felt himself bump into someone, probably Evie, and she pried Emily from his grip. “Come on, let’s go!”

      Calon steadied himself, mindful of the burns he was now covered in. Bracing against the sides of the stairs, he pushed down with his free leg to pull out the other, right as a massive impact slammed into him from behind. It was filled with flames, shrapnel, and it propelled him forward into the wall as his body lost all sensation.

      BANG!

      Calon flinched.

      “Evie?” Opening his eyes, Calon was… “Where the fuck am I?”
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      Calon blinked, but the screen in his vision refused to budge. He could see the very edge of what looked like trees and grass from his peripherals. But the screen covered everything else.

      “If I accept, will the screen go away?”
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      “Can I think about it?” The screen vanished in an instant. Calon blinked and rubbed his face. “What the f-”
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      Calon sighed, “Yes.”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “That’s…” Calon shook his head. “Whatever, ummm… Map?” Calon sat for a moment and let out a sigh. “That was probably too much to ask for. I bet I’d need an actual map before I can view a map.”
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      Calon sighed as the screen vanished from view. “Helpful, real helpful. Is there anything else I should know? I was in a house fire a minute ago. Where’s my sister? Did she get Emily out okay?”

      When no answer came forward, Calon sighed and looked around. It was… Trees, trees, or… Trees. They were thick enough that it was hard to tell what direction shadows were coming from and there weren’t many lines of direct light that made it all the way to the forest floor.

      “Better not be a fucking dragon out here or something, I swear to-”
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      “You gotta be fucking kidding me, seriously?” He sighed when no response came again. “Is this a game? Can I leave? Am I in some simulation designed to house my mind while I recover from being blown up?” He was met with silence. “Fuck you!”

      *growl*

      Whirling around, Calon froze at the trio of wolves that stepped out from behind a particularly large tree. However, ‘wolves,’ just didn’t give the image justice. These wolves were pitch black, with glowing white eyes. They stood almost five feet tall at the shoulder and…

      “Hooman!” The first of three green figures sitting on the wolf’s shoulder screeched while gesturing with… A rusted kitchen knife loosely tied to the end of a long stick. “Surrendar or DIE!”
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      Ffffffffuuuuuu- “Is this one of those moments where, if I surrender, you’re just going to kill me later?”

      

      The goblin frowned and cocked its head. “Why hooman question ask? Hooman surrendar!”

      “What if I don’t want to surrender?”

      The goblin on the left gave the speaker a prod. The speaker turned and engaged in a short discussion. Calon couldn’t make out more than a few words that included “Meat,” and “Feast.” That was more than enough for Calon to quietly as possible slip back into the trees and turn. Face to face with a fourth wolf mounted goblin.

      “Tricksee hooman,” it hissed in laughter.
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      And that’s the story of how a young man goes from dying in an explosion caused by a house fire, to sitting in a cage beside a fire that… Well it quite literally had a metal spit hanging over it, and Calon wasn’t sure if he was going to be tied to it, or…

      “So is this part of the tutorial, or what?” Calon asked, hoping there’d be a hint.

      The goblin camp was… Putrid. The small creatures roamed about doing whatever it was they were doing. Some were banging sticks and rocks together in a rhythm. Others danced in… Well, they jumped in place while turning and… waving their dicks around. That’s not inaccurate. Every now and then, a male would spot a female. They were equally wrinkled, dirty, smelly and outright fucking ugly as the males. If not for the breasts and lack of dick, you couldn’t tell them apart. And when a dancing male spotted a female, he literally took hold of his cock and spun it around like… Calon sighed as he spotted the latest helicopter. That was followed by the female judging if she wanted to copulate where she would bring the…

      “Fuck, do you have to do it here?!” Calon snapped.

      “SHUTUP HOOMAN!” The male screeched.

      Calon closed his eyes and turned away from the awful sight and smell of the copulating goblins. Each and every time they came and did the deed right by the cage, they trapped Calon inside. His only assumption was it had something to do with the way they would both stare at him while they did it. Grimacing, Calon slumped back and absentmindedly dug his fingers into the dirt. Knuckle deep, he felt something hard. Desperate to take his mind away from the horrific grunting of the copulating goblins that had just been joined by a second pair, Calon kept digging.

      Using his fingers, but keeping his eyes closed, Calon felt the buried object. It started off round and then turned almost cylindrical. As he felt down the length of it, there was a cross member at the top. Holding his breath, Calon gently pressed his fingers around the object and felt a sharp edge.

      “HOOMAN!” Calon snatched his hand away at the snarl of the creature. “STOP DIGGING! MEAT BE CLEAN!”

      “What?”

      “MEAT! BE! CLEAN!”

      “And what if I’m dirty?”
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      Calon hit the water hard. Still clothed in… He sat up and wiped the water from his eyes. The long-sleeved tunic he wore was loose and fit poorly. But-

      “CLEAN!” the goblin screeched from the edge of the small lake.

      Calon sniffed and tried not to shudder at the temperature. A small inlet fed the lake at one end and the water probably sank underground from here. Or at least there was no visible way for the water to leave, but no signs it overflowed on any regular basis. Desperate to just put space between him and the creature, Calon walked into deeper water where he could think.

      “Hooman clean yet?”

      “Not yet!” Calon called, fumbling for the knife he’d slid into his sleeve.

      He had little options. There had been a dozen to drag him out of the cage, but only the one stayed to keep an eye on him. All it would take would be a quick stab and… Calon’s fingers missed the hilt, and the blade sank to the bottom.

      “Shit…”

      “HOOMAN!”

      Calon ignored it and stuck his head under the water. Fumbling around in the relatively clear water, it was only murky where he’d walked. Patting the bottom, Calon was almost out of air when his hand hit something hard. Gripping it, he surfaced and rubbed his face to clear the water.
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      “Hooman!”

      “Huh? Yeah?” Calon turned his head to spot the goblin out of the corner of his eye. But other than a quick hint, he couldn’t make it out, so he focused back on the screen.
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      “Shit, does this thing accept everything I say, even without context?”
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      “Shit…”
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      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “Where the fuck is Evie when I need her?”

      “HOOMAN GET OUT OF WATER!”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “I summoned my WHAT?!” Calon yelped, as the stone in his hand shattered.

      Glaring at the small pricks now stuck in his skin, Calon flicked them off, before freezing as he felt the water shift around him. Looking around, there was a swirl of wind tossing some leaves about on the surface of the lake.

      “HOOMAN WHAT DO?!”

      Calon turned and spotted the goblin waving a pointed stick in his direction while others were moving to join it. Only… The goblin seemed to have an issue coming more than knee high into the water. Where Calon was twice its height and almost up to his shoulders. Maybe goblins couldn’t swim? A flash of light suddenly appeared, turning Calon’s attention back to what was happening. A ball of light had appeared in the air above him. Floating in space, it was impossible to look directly at. The ball suddenly stretched up, flattening into an oval-shaped disc standing on one end. From it, reached an arm. Followed by a second, then a torso and a face and.

      “Oh, shit!”

      Evie tumbled straight on top of Calon, sending them both crashing into the water. Calon gripped her around the middle and hauled her up to the surface. They burst into the air, coughing from their sudden splash, and Calon froze. He could see Evie’s face, her hair colour and length. It was… It was Evie. But he hadn’t ever seen her completely nude and… She patted his face.

      “Calon?”

      “Ummm, yeah. It’s me sis.”

      She smiled for a moment. “Good. One sec.”

      “What-”

      “Shh!”

      “Ev-”

      “SHHH!”

      “C’mon-”

      “SHH! Dammit, and before you open your mouth again SHH!” Her eyes flicked from side to side like she was reading.

      “HOOMAN!”

      “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Evie yelled.

      Calon glanced from her to the goblin, who was staring at them with both shock and confusion.

      “Alright, yes,” Evie blinked and her eyes snapped back to Calon. “You are in SOOOOOOOOooooo much trouble.”

      “You think?” Calon grumbled. “See the goblins?”

      “HOOMAN’S COME OUT!”

      “MEAT!”

      “MORE MEAT!”

      “That’s… Nasty,” Evie grimaced. “Alright, I need you to think about giving me more mana.”

      “Mana?”
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      “Get dem! Get dem out!” The goblins snarled amongst themselves.

      “HOOMAN! If come out, promise not eat!” another shouted.

      If the lie wasn’t obvious enough, it was the three others that loudly congratulated it, while laughing about us “STUPID HOOMANS!”

      “Calon, I can help. But I need mana,” Evie whispered. “Also, I’m naked and this water is cold as fuck, so hurry up before my tits fall off.”

      “Right,” Calon gulped softly as he became aware she was pressed against him, being too short to stand in the water at this depth. “Ummm, mana?”
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      “Huh-”

      “FIREBALL!”

      Calon flinched and watched a streak or orange burst out from her outstretched hand. Twirling in the water, he spotted the spear sink into the water, well short of reaching them. But the goblin that threw it was hit in the face with Evie’s fireball and…

      “EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” It started squealing.

      It ran around in circles, before stumbling out of the water and towards the others of its kind. It was… Quite frankly ridiculous as they scattered in terror.

      “I think they’re flammable,” Evie murmured.

      Another screech went up and suddenly there were two flaming goblins running around. That set off the rest, who scattered in all directions.

      “I think we should go.”

      Evie nodded quickly, “Other side, let’s not get too close.”

      “Right,” Calon nodded.

      Evie slipped free of his arms, shuddering as the cool water touched her body again. Calon turned away, so he wasn’t looking at her, and followed as she paddled to the far side of the small lake. They made their way out of the water and rushed into the trees. The screeching slowly faded into the background as they hurried along. And Calon was left with the not-so-subtle reminder that his stepsister was VERY naked.

      “Take them off,” Evie said, sliding to a halt.

      “What?”

      “They’re wet,” she gestured. “You’ll dry better naked and you won’t chafe either.”

      “Ummm.”

      “Calon, just do it. I’m as naked as you will be and I haven’t complained about it once.”

      Calon blinked and nodded. “Right, sorry. This is just…”

      “I know what you mean,” Evie said as Calon stripped off. “Do you know where we are? That window just told me what I was, and that you were my summoner.”

      “Ummm,” Calon blushed as he stood and wrung out his clothing as best he could. “I don’t… I have a tutorial quest to find the nearest town.”

      Evie raised an eyebrow. “That’s… unique.”

      Calon smirked and chuckled softly. “Right, so… Before this gets crazy. Are you actually Evie, or do you just look and sound like her?”

      Of all the answers he was expecting, it wasn’t the slap. His ear rang and his face hurt from the impact as Evie looked on the verge of hysterics.

      She sucked in several deep breaths and calmed herself for a moment. “You don’t get to ask me if I’m real after I watched you die. Do you understand me?”

      “Oh shit, Evie,” Calon grunted. “I’m… Shit, I died from that?”

      Evie’s lip quivered, and she nodded her head, “Yeah, we… We held the funeral last week. They called you a hero for getting Emily out, but… That doesn’t make you not dead, y’know?”

      “Look, I’m sorry I died and… Shit, I have no idea what’s going on. I woke up in this forest this morning and was captured by the goblins.”

      Evie nodded slowly, “Sorry I slapped you.”

      “It’s cool,” Calon smiled, ignoring the throb it caused. “Look, we should get away from here and see if we can find this town.”

      “Right, yeah,” Evie nodded, shooting him a quick smile. “That sounds… Yeah.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah.”

      Calon nodded, “Yeah.”

      “If you say yeah one more time, I’m going to slap you again.”

      “Yea-okay,” Calon corrected as she raised her hand. “Let’s go.”

      With a glance over his shoulder for the goblins he feared were following, they started moving. The forest was a beautiful place. Large trees, moss-covered rocks and small shrubs dotted the landscape. A few birds sang in the branches and what looked like a deer ran off as it spotted them.

      “Does that tutorial tell you anything about where we are?”

      “I asked about a map and it told me in order to see a map, I needed a map,” Calon grumped.

      Evie smirked, “Alright. But did you ask about this place in general?”

      Calon opened his mouth to answer, before frowning. “Tutorial, what is this place?”
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      “Says we’re on the continent of Brittia on Tech Duinn,” Calon remarked as the screen vanished. “Didn’t tell me anything else, though.”

      “Brittia is a mythological island and… So is Tech Duinn. That one’s Irish folklore about the land of the dead. Which basically confirms my suspicions that this place is basically an afterlife.”

      “You’re not dead, though, are you?”

      Evie frowned, “I hope not. Mum’s having a hard enough time as it is. She saw a lot of your dad in you. Last thing I remember, I was getting out of the shower and getting ready to visit Chrissy.”

      Calon sighed. “Chrissy. S’pose that’ll never happen.”

      “You crushed so hard on her, it was sad, but cute in a way.” Evie sighed, “Or well… How’d you summon me here, anyway?”

      “I… Have no idea. I found a summoning stone and accidentally used it.”

      “Picking summoner while captured by goblins was a dumb move.”

      “I didn’t mean to. The goblin you set on fire was yelling at me and I said yeah when the box came up asking if I wanted to be a summoner. Bringing you here was a mistake.”

      “I’m… I’m a mistake?”

      Calon turned and spotted the flicker of hurt behind the smile that she pulled. “Gotcha-”

      “No,” Calon grabbed her and pulled her into a hug. “No, you aren’t a mistake. I had no idea what I was doing, and the first thing I thought of was you being here to help. The system took that literally and brought you here. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

      Calon held her for a few more moments before pulling away. Evie was wide eyed and staring right at him. Calon frowned for a moment before he caught a whiff of something. Sniffing the air, he turned his head, and it went fainter, so he brought his head back and followed the scent, right back to Evie, who was frozen in shock, still in his arms. She… She smelled… Calon’s erection pressed into her leg. The cool contact of her skin on the head of his cock snapped him out of his trance.

      “Oh, shit!” Calon jumped back. “Ohshitohshitohshit!”

      Evie blushed furiously and stepped back, mindful of her own feelings. “It’s okay.”

      “Evie, I just… Oh god.”

      “Am I that disgusting?” Evie frowned.

      “WHAT?!” Calon gaped. “Disgusting?”

      “Never mind,” Evie shook her head. “We still need to get out of here.”

      Calon sighed as Evie started walking. His eyes drifted to the way her ass moved with each step. Closing his eyes, he focussed on anything to make his erection go away.

      “Hurry up, fat ass!” Evie called as she vanished into the trees.

      Calon rolled his eyes and started walking, fat ass or otherwise.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “So… Fireball?”

      Yeah, real charmer with the words our Calon.

      Evie sighed and shook her head as they walked through the trees. “It’s limited. I only have the mana to cast it three times, which is why you need to work out how to recharge my mana.”

      Calon frowned. “Shouldn’t mana regenerate over time?”

      “Not so far,” Evie shrugged. “Maybe when I sleep? I’m not sure. All I got was some real basic information.”

      Calon frowned before his stomach growled. “It’s getting late. Maybe we should think of finding somewhere to sleep.”

      Evie gave him side-eye for a moment, “We need more than sleep. Food, water, how cold does it get here at night? Your clothes are still wet.”

      Calon nodded and let out a sigh. “Then there are the wolves.”

      “Wolves?”

      “Yeah,” Calon sighed. “The goblins that captured me were riding wolves.”

      “You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” Evie grumped. “Calon, the goblins went up pretty well, but wolves are something else and I can only cast fireball two more times.”

      “What about my perks?”

      “What perks?” Evie sighed.

      “I got three of them for levelling up when I summoned you.”

      Evie gave me a blank stare. “You do know I can’t see your little screen, right?”

      Calon blinked and gave her a sheepish grin. “Now that you mention it.”

      “You’re hopeless, you know that?”

      Calon grinned again, “And you wonder why the first person I thought of to help me was you?”

      Evie blushed, which wasn’t normal for her. She was headstrong, determined, and… Beautiful. Her eyes were the same gorgeous blue he remembered. She had long black hair that cascaded over her shoulders, stopping just short of her nipples. Her skin was smooth like porcelain and Calon wondered if it tasted as good as she smell-

      “Calon?”

      Calon flinched, and his eyes snapped away. He grabbed his cock in embarrassment, but that just drew her attention to what he was doing. In the end, both of them just kept walking in silence. Evie, refusing to look in Calon’s direction and Calon refusing to look higher than a spot on the ground several metres ahead, while clutching his erection in a lame attempt to hide it.

      “You said something about perks?”

      Calon shuddered softly and nodded. “Yeah. I get perks when I level up. I don’t know if I can spend them on myself. But it said I could spend them on my summons.”

      “Do you have a character sheet or something?”

      Calon frowned, “Character sheet?”
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      Calon looked over what was essentially a barebones character screen. There was a simple beauty to it. That was all the information he really needed about himself, even listing his experience levels and the quest he was on. It also let him know it was possible for him to learn skills. But didn’t show a way to actually see what those skills could be. Closing the screen, Calon was face to face with Evie, who was giving him a level glare.

      “Sorry.”

      “Mmm,” Evie mumbled. “Come on, we need to find somewhere to sleep.”

      “Yeah,” Calon looked up at the fading light.

      It wouldn’t be true dark for a while yet, but in the forest it was already getting hard to see where the smaller trip hazards were. They continued along for a few minutes, before pausing at the site of a clump of conifers. Calon frowned, thinking they looked familiar, and Evie gave him a look.

      “What?”

      “These look like the ones near home, don’t they?”

      Evie looked over at the tree. “Yeah, I guess.”

      Calon shook his head. “Probably doesn’t matter. But we can use them for shelter.”

      Evie grinned. “Not just a pretty face, are you?”

      “Pfft,” Calon grinned. “Between that and my fat ass, you mean?”

      Evie frowned and bit her lip. “Calon… You know I don’t mean it, right?”

      Calon smiled softly. “We’re siblings. We’re practically supposed to needle each other, aren’t we?”

      Evie frowned harder for a moment and nodded. “Yeah, I guess.”

      This time, Calon was left confused as Evie moved towards the conifers. The leaves of the trees were dense, soft, and small, which made them perfect insulators. The pair of them worked together, prying armfuls of the leaves from the lower branches. They found a nook at the base of one of the larger trees and started piling up the leaves to create a nest. Between the two of them, it wasn’t long before the uncomfortable lump on the ground looked like a warm, hidey-hole. Evie set about patting the bed into shape, while Calon set out some sticks to hang his clothing on. Then he discovered the hell that awaited him.

      Turning back, Evie was curled into the bed of conifer leaves. She’d shuffled herself in so it partially buried her, and she observed him with a careful eye.

      “Come on, we don’t know how cold the nights here get.”

      Calon gulped softly and nodded. Shuffling over, Evie rolled her eyes and patted behind her. Calon took a deep breath and delicately lowered himself into the bed, keeping a space between them.

      “Calon?”

      “Yeah Evie?”

      “How are we supposed to share body warmth if you lay that far back?”

      Calon blinked, “Shit.”

      “Do you not want to touch me or something?” Evie giggled. “Worried about cooties?”

      “Every time I get close to you, I get an erection,” Calon spat out.

      He waited for Evie’s laugh. A cheeky joke. Some comment about being a perv, but all he heard was a soft sigh.

      “I’ll take it as a compliment. Just don’t go putting it anywhere you’ll regret later and we should be fine.”

      “Evie-”

      “Calon, it’s going to be a real cold night if you don’t shuffle over here.”

      Calon sighed and did as she asked, shuffling closer as her scent filled his nose. Immediately, his cock came to attention and Calon let out a soft groan of discomfort.

      “C’mon, I don’t bite,” Evie whispered.

      Calon grit his teeth and shuffled a little lower so his erection would miss poking her in the middle of the back. Shoving one arm under her neck, Evie made a small noise before resting her cheek on his arm. With the other arm, she grabbed and pulled around her stomach. That forced Calon to press himself into her. His cock was so hard it hurt. Evie shuffled, pushing herself back into him, when his cock pressed into something hot and moist.

      “Oh,” Evie squeaked.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” she patted his hand. “As I said. I’ll take it as a compliment.”

      “I should move,” Calon tried to shift.

      Evie gripped his hand tightly. “Please don’t.”

      “Evie-”

      “I’m cold,” Evie whimpered softly. “I’m okay with… With that. But I’m cold.”

      Calon nodded softly and pressed in close. Despite what she said, she felt like a small furnace of perfectly smooth, soft... Calon shut his eyes hard. His cock was so hard it hurt and he could feel it throbbing with each beat of his heart. With each throb it prodded into Evie’s… No, he would not think about that. With a deep breath, Calon tried to relax, completely unaware of Evie going through the same torment he was.

      “Night Calon,” she mumbled as the mad throbbing between her legs grew worse.
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      Many hours and a fitful but warm night’s sleep later, the two of them sat up and groaned at the morning light.

      “I feel like I could eat a horse,” Evie moaned.

      “I don’t know much about foraging,” Calon sighed. “Major rule, don’t eat mushrooms.”

      “I’m not that dumb.” Evie shook her head. “I just wish there were some fruit trees or something around here.”

      Calon nodded. Crawling to his feet, he picked up the clothing he wore the day before. Just a tunic and a pair of pants. At least they were dry. Picking up the tunic, Calon turned and offered it to Evie. She gave him a faint smile and took it from him. Calon went back for the pants and pulled them on. The material was rough, but it moved easily and stayed up without a belt. Turning, he froze at the sight of Evie. Wearing his shirt, it was large on her and hung low. Immediately, Calon remembered reading something about how hot a woman could be, wearing her man’s shirt and… Well, let’s just say Calon was extremely glad he was wearing pants.

      “You okay?”

      Calon nodded and cleared his throat. “Yeah, we should… Go, yeah.”

      “Yeah?”

      Calon blinked, “Yeah.”

      Evie smirked. “So, did you work out how to spend your perks?”

      Calon sighed, “No. Completely forgot.”

      “Probably better for now to bank them till we work out what’s going on, at least,” Evie nodded.

      Calon couldn’t help but agree. And with a direction picked, based purely on the direction they arrived, the pair started walking. The cool morning air was fresh and kept them alert despite their hunger and thirst. The only thing they wanted more than something for their bellies was more distance between them and the goblins. So the sound of a horse was music to their ears. Rushing through the forest as quickly as they could, they spotted a gap in the trees and headed right for it. When they burst free of the trees, it was on a long, dusty, dirt road. And right on cue, an open top wagon being hauled by a horse came around the corner.

      The driver was an old man in a similar tunic that Calon woke up wearing. He wore a wide-brimmed hat and was smoking a large pipe. At the sight of two people in front of him, he hauled back on the reins, bringing his horse to a stop.

      “This ain’t a robbery, is it?!”

      Calon glanced at Evie and shook his head. “No, sir!”

      The old man seemed to slump in relief before straightening up. “Alrigh, so if this ain’t a robbery, what the absolute fuck are you two doing out here?”

      “We’re running from goblins!” Evie called.

      The old man frowned. “Shit… This close to town?”

      “We don’t know where town is,” Calon shrugged.

      The man frowned. “Damn, they chase you that far?”

      “We’re pretty lost,” Evie sighed dramatically.

      The old man nodded. “Right. Town isn’t far. You can climb in the back, don’t be touching none. But there’s a barrel of water you can drink from. It’s for the horse but won’t hurt you none.”

      “Thank you, sir,” Calon grinned.

      With Evie at his side, the two of them stepped around the wagon. Calon climbed on first and offered his hand to Evie, who shot him a grateful smile.

      “Hold on!”

      The crack of the reins was the only warning before the wagon lurched. Evie wobbled, and Calon grabbed her arm to balance her. The pair of them took seats on top of a pair of crates before Calon’s eyes latched onto a large barrel. Leaning over, he started prying at the edges.

      “That’s the one, there’s no ladle, so you’ll have to use your hands,” the old man called out from the front.

      “Thank you,” Calon called as the lid pried free.

      Sure enough, it was a little over two-thirds full. Leaning in, Calon scooped up a handful of water and, after leaning over the back of the wagon, he quickly scrubbed the dirt from his hands. Going back in for a second handful, he lifted it out and turned to Evie. She was watching with a surprised smile as Calon brought the water to her.

      “I can get my own water,” she smiled.

      Calon shrugged. “Then you can get the next one.”

      Evie smiled and blushed slightly as Calon lifted his fingers to her lips. She opened her mouth and Calon gently poured the water into her mouth. The whole time, she kept eye contact, blinking slowly in a way that had Calon feeling rather uncomfortable in his pants again. When the water in his hands ran out, Calon went back to the barrel. While he drank, Evie filled her hands. Then they swapped and repeated the actions until they were both sated.

      “How long were you two out there?” The old man asked, looking back.

      “Goblins caught me yesterday morning,” Calon sighed. “I got away with Evie around noon and we ran till nightfall.”

      The old man frowned. “Shit, that’s lucky. Them little fuckers don’t usually let their meat escape.”

      “They’re not fans of fireballs,” Evie smiled darkly.

      The old man seemed to freeze in place for a moment. “Adventurers?”

      Calon looked at Evie, who looked back. “What’s an adventurer?”

      The old man looked at them like they’d each grown second heads. “Now, how do you not know what an adventurer is if you’re throwing fireballs?” He saw the blank stares he was getting in return and shook his head in disbelief. “You’re a long way from home, huh?”

      “You could say that,” Calon sighed.

      “A little out of this world, you mean?” He judged the looks he got in return and nodded. “Just my luck. Alright, here’s what you need to know. Adventurers run quests for people. We haven’t had one in Beenleigh for a while, so there’s a bit of work to be had. Do the job, but don’t go telling none that you aren’t from this world. The church don’t take none too kindly to the ones brought here by the gods.”

      Calon and Evie glanced at each other again. “Did you say Beenleigh?”

      The old man nodded slowly. “Yeah, you heard of it?”
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      It was a couple of hours later when the town came into view. It wasn’t the Beenleigh that Calon and Evie had grown up in. But the landscape itself had a familiar shape to it. The town itself was set up basically the same. It started on a familiar looking George street, running West to East through the town. The buildings were old or… At least they were old for the time period Calon and Evie were born in. This was like a mirror of earth from the early nineteen hundreds. Only…

      “What is that?” Evie asked.

      Calon glanced over at a platform off the main road in front of what looked like a courthouse. The stand was raised up so people could view it easily. From it was a large wooden frame and a rope. And from that rope hung…

      “Bah,” the farmer grunted. “Beastkin. Probably did something stupid. I doubt the poor bastard got a fair trial in these parts.”

      Calon looked back at the hanging figure. They had a muzzle, padded feet and were covered in hair. Their tail hung limply behind as the corpse rocked slowly in the breeze.

      “That there is why you don’t piss off the church,” he continued.

      Calon swallowed and turned to Evie, who was staring wide eyed at the corpse. Reaching out, he took her by the shoulders and held her close. Evie shuddered and closed her eyes.

      “Right, that’s the job board. Hopefully, there’s sommat on there you can whack out in a day. Use the money for a good feed. Maybe I’ll see you out of the road.”

      “Thank you…”

      The man blinked and shot the two of them a grin. “Burt, the name’s Burt.”

      “Thank you Burt,” Calon smiled.

      “Yes, thank you,” Evie smiled.

      Burt gave them a look over, “Oh, to be young and in love.”

      With a chuckle, he cracked the reins and stared off further into town. Calon felt Evie squeeze his hand with her own and he looked at her expression. It was somewhere between challenging and regret.

      “What?”

      “Nothing, let’s check the board.”

      Calon nodded, and they strode over to it. It was mounted out the front of a large building that looked like an office. There were several people milling around. The overwhelming majority of them were human. But when Calon looked hard enough, he could pick out the occasional furred body, tail or other inhuman attribute. Most of them were doing menial, labour type work. Hauling things, carrying things, or digging and cleaning things. Whereas the humans were nicely dressed and paid them almost no mind.

      “What about this one?” Evie asked.

      Calon turned back to the board to see what Evie had found. The paper was old and folded in the corner, so Calon reached out to straighten it for a better view. The moment he touched it, a message popped up.
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      Calon sighed and nodded as the screen vanished. Evie was giving him an odd look, and Calon shrugged. “New quest says to accept a quest from the job board.”

      Evie giggled softly and shook her head. “Some tutorial.”

      Calon grinned and looked back at the board. The one she had pinned was written out in the same format as the screen that showed up in Calon’s vision. He pondered for a moment if one was based on the other, or if the screen was unique in some way. But it didn’t matter.
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      “Any idea what a bronze is worth?” Calon asked.

      Evie shrugged, “No idea. But if I had to guess, it’s probably a simple, gold, silver and bronze system.”

      Calon nodded, “Right, so… Do I just accept-”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Calon closed the screen and nodded, “Right, s’pose we’re killing something, then.”

      Evie nodded. “You should look at your perks, then.”

      Calon nodded and looked around. “I just wish we could find something to eat.”

      Evie sighed and nodded her head in agreement. Calon sighed as well and opened his character sheet again. Looking over the options, he tried to will them into doing something. He tried opening menus, he tried imagining himself tapping on icons. He thought really hard about wanting to spend his perks. But no matter what, nothing came up, nothing changed.

      “Dammit, how do I spend my perks?”
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      “Fuck,” Calon sighed.

      “What?”

      “I have no skills.”

      “I could have told you that,” Evie giggled softly.

      Calon rolled his eyes. “All it says is that for me to unlock skills, I have to spend perks on my summons.”

      “So… How do you spend perks on me?” Evie winked.

      Calon rolled his eyes and thought about spending the perks. Like before, he got a big fat nothing. He thought specifically about spending perks on Evie, which also got nowhere. Evie was staring at him with an amused grin as he placed his hand on her shoulder and tested if physical contact did anything. But like with himself, nothing seemed to work.

      “Fuck,” Calon sighed.

      “Not working?”

      “No,” Calon grumped.

      Evie nodded slowly. “Maybe you can only spend perks when you level up or something?”

      “I have no idea,” Calon shrugged, thinking of when he levelled up from summoning Evie. There had been no indication of being able to spend the perks. But he hadn’t tried either. Maybe that was the trick? With a shake of his head, Calon took Evie by the hand. “Come on, we need to find out where this farm is.”

      They walked through the town, earning a collection of stares and glares. Not only were they dressed less richly than most of the people in town, they were dressed worse than most of the beastkin.

      “We don’t take kindly to varmints in this town,” a large man said, stepping out from between two buildings. “Thieves, pickpockets and the like all end up gone, one way or another.”

      “We’re looking for McReedy’s farm,” Calon said quickly.

      The man frowned. “And why the fuck do you want to go there?”

      “Job board,” Calon said softly. “He’s offering a job to kill what hunts his sheep.”

      The man blinked for a few moments before bursting into laughter. Calon and Evie stood there while the large man slowly regained himself, even wiping a tear from his eye. “Aye, that’s a good one. What are you really doing here?”

      “Looking for McReedy’s farm,” Calon repeated.

      “Oh damn,” the man chuckled. “The kid is serious.”

      This time, there were a few laughs from the people who had stopped to view the commotion. The large man seemed to revel in being at the centre. “Boy, what’s hunting them sheep is going to chew you up and spit you out. Mark my words. You’re better off picking up that filly of yours and heading back to whatever shithole you crawled out of. But I’ll do you a favour,” he grinned. “Head due East out George Street. Then just keep going. McReedy’s farm borders the river. You’ll see the sign on the road when you get closer.”

      “Thank you,” Evie told the man.

      He just shrugged, “Told you. We don’t take kindly to varmints round here. Either you come back with money, or you don’t come back. Either way, you’re not my problem.”

      Turning, he laughed as he walked into the building with the job board, leaving Calon and Evie alone.

      “You heard him,” a younger man called out. “Clear off, fore I set my dogs on ya.”

      Evie grimaced at the lecherous glare he was giving her. Calon took her by the hand and they started their walk east. They ignored the glares and murmurs from the locals and just kept going. The walk was slow and uncomfortable without shoes. The two of them marched on despite their fatigue from not eating since they had arrived. It only took half an hour to spot the sign and only now did Calon realise Evie was clutching his hand in a death grip.

      “This is so fucking weird,” Evie mumbled.

      Calon nodded. “I know. I don’t really know what to think.”

      “Is this a parallel world or something?”

      “You said it was the land of the dead,” Calon frowned. “Maybe it’s more like purgatory or something. I got a screen when I woke up about ‘actions carried out in life,’ so maybe this is a second chance?”

      Evie frowned, “Maybe.”

      “Either way, I’m glad to have it with you.”

      This time, Evie blushed furiously as she started moving quicker than before. “Come on. Sooner we can get to the farm, the sooner we can find out what this is so I can fireball it and we can get paid.”

      Calon frowned. “What if there’s more than one?”

      Evie sighed. “I have enough mana to cast it twice more. After that, we better find out how to spend those perks and recharge me, or things are going to get rough out here.”

      Calon nodded in agreement as they came to a large gate. It was easy enough to open and the two of them followed a long driveway towards a farmhouse. The front door opened as they approached and an elderly man stepped out the front door. Unlike Burt, this man looked positively ancient, hobbling with a cane. He glared at them, and Calon slowed their approach.

      “What do ye want?!”

      “We saw the job board!” Evie called back.

      The man seemed to think for a moment. “And what makes you think you two can help me? My boy’s been out hunting that thing for weeks!”

      “Can your boy cast fireballs?”

      The man seemed to blink back his shock. “A fire mage?” Neither of us corrected him, and he frowned. “You don’t much look like mages.”

      “I’m not,” Calon agreed. “And we look like this because goblins captured us out west. Lost everything we had and your job looked simple enough.”

      The man seemed to nod to himself for a moment. “Right, right, makes sense. Goblins, shit.” He seemed to have come to a conclusion. “I suppose you lot haven’t eaten in a while, then?”

      “Burt gave us a little water, but no,” Calon answered.

      The old man brightened for a moment and nodded. “Burt’s a good man. If he gave you water, he figured you were harmless enough. Come on in. I have some meat and cheese. Not a lot, but it’ll keep you going before my boy comes back.”

      Evie and Calon gave each other a grin and nodded. “Thank you, sir.”

      The old man waved off our thanks as he led the two inside. “Martha, see if you can wrangle up something to eat for our guests.”

      “Right away sir,” a wool covered woman bowed, before clomping on hooves into the kitchen.

      Calon couldn’t help but stare at the woman until Evie gave him a nudge.

      “You have a problem with my sheep?”

      “No sir,” Calon said quickly.

      “Hmmm,” the old man nodded. “No getting any funny ideas. You want a tussle in the hay, take that filly of yours and leave my flock alone.”

      Calon gaped for a moment before turning to look at Evie. She was blushing furiously as she rocked on the heels of her feet.

      “I have the meals, sir,” Martha said, coming back out with a platter with a small assortment of food piled on.

      “Thank you,” Calon said, trying hard not to stare at her as she put the platter on a nearby table.
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      “Thank you,” Evie smiled at Martha, as the two of them sat at the table.

      “As sir requested,” the sheep bowed softly.

      They looked around the small farmhouse. The old man, who could be none other than Mr McReedy, limped over to a large, comfortable looking chair.

      “How in blazes did you get away from goblins?”

      Calon glanced at Evie, “They were riding wolves. Evie got away but I they cornered me. Long story short, as dirty as they are, they wanted me clean.”

      “Weirdest monster trait I’ve ever heard of,” McReedy grunted. “Uncivilised beasts.”

      Calon glanced at Evie as she paused with a lump of meat about to touch her lips. She frowned for a moment and lowered it.

      “Mr McReedy, this isn’t sheep, is it?”

      The old man turned a level glare on the young woman. “Beastkin might not have the best lot in life in these parts. But we’re not uncivilised.”

      “Oh,” Evie sighed softly in relief.

      “That there is wild boar my boy brought down a few days ago. We leave the eating of beastkin to the monsters. Not that those bastards won’t eat us either, which is half the problem.”

      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean-”

      McReedy waved off her concern, “No, lassie. I can see you were just being safe. Does my old heart good knowing you were willing to question me about it. Tells me you aren’t going to be harming my flock.”

      Evie nodded and ate the lump of meat before groaning softly in delight. Calon tried some too, and it tasted just like smoked ham, but with a stronger, richer flavour.

      “Good, huh?”

      “Yes sir,” Calon smiled.

      The old man chuckled, “Just about all I’m good for these days. My boy watches the flock during the day, but he can’t be everywhere and that thing comes in the night. The flock is in shambles most mornings. And I’m stuck here keeping the smoker going.”

      Calon and Evie exchanged a look of pity at the old man’s bitter tone. But there was nothing they could do about old age, even if they could do something about the monster hunting his sheep.

      “Any idea what it is?” Evie asked.

      The old man shook his head, “Big, mean and able to pull an arm off,” he shook his head. “It doesn’t leave obvious tracks and the dogs won’t hunt the scent, which tells us it’s either smart enough to cover its scent, or it’s leaving one that puts them off. Whatever it is, has been coming every night or so for months now. I had just about given up hope of saving this place.”

      “We’ll do what we can,” Calon nodded.

      “Thank you,” the old man smiled sadly.

      Calon and Evie ate the rest of their meal, careful not to overdo it and make themselves sick.

      “Here,” Martha said softly, coming out of a room with a bundle.

      Evie accepted it and opened the bundle, revealing a simple dress. She smiled at the sheep, but Martha placed a finger over the younger woman’s lips. Tilting her head towards Mr McReedy, the old man was snoring softly in his chair.

      “Thank you,” Evie whispered.

      Martha nodded and softly clomped away, grabbing a blanket for the old man. Calon turned his back as Evie stripped off the shirt she wore. A few moments later, she gave him back his shirt, and they were both finally dressed. Or at least covered. They still lacked shoes, a hat or any form of physical barrier against all but sunlight. Evie waved at the door and the two of them headed outside.

      Stepping out into the midafternoon light, they did a lap of the house. The building seemed to be in the middle of a large block. They couldn’t see if there was a fence or not, but it reasoned that if sheep were articulate like Martha, then they would know to stick around. Especially if they were being cared for. Behind the house was a large barn that was filled with hay and other farming equipment. In the distance, in all directions, were thick forests and there were a few trees on the property that provided shaded areas. One of those areas seemed to be where the flock was.

      “Think they could give us some pointers?” Calon asked.

      Evie nodded. “I get the feeling beastkin are treated like kids in courtrooms. People let them speak, but nobody really listens unless it affects them directly. I bet they’ll know more than McReedy told us.”

      Calon nodded in agreement as they started over. The sheep spotted them coming and Calon could see them pull back into a tighter flock as they approached.

      “Who are you?” One, a young male, maybe late teens, challenged. He wore a simple loincloth, and it was impossible to tell his physique under the thick wool covering his body. He had a pair of curved horns on either side of his head and stared at them with heat in his eyes.

      “We’ve been hired to stop what’s attacking you,” Evie called back.

      The sheep frowned. “Why should I believe you?”

      “Why else would we be here?” Calon asked, slightly bemused.

      “Thieves!” a feminine voice called out.

      “Two people against the whole flock?” Evie giggled.

      “Our wool!”

      “Without shears?” Calon added.

      The flock mumbled amongst themselves.

      “HEY!”

      Calon and Evie turned to see a young man coming towards them from the barn. He was holding the hand of a young sheep woman, and he quickly dropped her hand as she hurried along behind him.

      “You McReedy’s son?” Calon asked.

      The man frowned and slowed. “You do something to dad?”

      “He hired us to stop whatever’s harming the sheep.”

      The man seemed to sigh with relief for a moment, then shook his head. “You don’t look like much.”

      “Neither do you,” Evie bit back.

      “You take that!-”

      “Sheepy!” the man cut off the sheep as she rounded on Evie.

      The sheep girl named… Sheepy… huffed with anger as she glared at Evie, but she turned up her nose and stormed past all of them and into the flock, where she vanished into the sea of wool.

      “Sorry, she’s a little protective lately,” the man mumbled awkwardly.

      “That’s understandable,” Calon nodded. “We just wanted to ask the sheep some questions about the attacks.”

      “Like what?”

      “What direction it comes from, what time it usually shows up, what an attack is like, that kind of thing.”

      The young man nodded. “Look, if you can do something, I’ll be forever grateful. I just…”

      “Let us talk to the sheep,” Evie smiled.

      The young man nodded and gestured for them to approach. With the man, the sheep were far less cautious about the new strangers on the farm and they could look over the flock properly. Most of them wore some kind of loincloth. There were only a few males, and most of those were quite young, leaving their challenger as the oldest.

      “What happened to the males?” Calon asked.

      “They were taken early,” the man sighed. “I’m Kevin, by the way.”

      “Calon.”

      “Evie.”

      Kevin nodded a greeting at them both. “The males, as you saw, are protective of the flock, so when the monster came, they tried to defend it.”

      “And it took them first because of it,” Evie sighed.

      “Can anyone tell us what this thing looks like?” Calon called.

      The sheep pulled back for a moment before a cough rang out.

      “I saw it!”

      The herd shuffled and an old sheep woman came out. She looked like Martha’s mother, and her wool was patchy. She was one of the few women in the flock with a binder around her chest because the wool left her exposed.

      “I saw the creature, the second attack, maybe a few months back now,” she said firmly.

      “I don’t know how much info she’ll have,” Kevin shook his head. “Ol Marge has been talking nonsense since it happened.”

      Calon spotted the wince in Marge’s expression and hoped that Kevin’s words hadn’t just shot them all in the foot.

      “What can you tell us?” Evie prodded.

      The old sheep glanced up and outside of Kevin, saw their serious expressions. She nodded, “It’s big. Stands on two legs like a human, but… Bigger.”

      “She’s describing a yowie,” Kevin sighed. “Three metres tall. Big enough to carry off a horse and has a taste for sheep. And I keep telling you, there are no tracks and no stench. I bet what we’re dealing with is an amarok or something.”

      “What’s an amarok?” Calon asked.

      “Like a wolf, but bigger, meaner, and they hunt alone. It would explain the lack of tracks and why the dogs won’t follow a scent.”

      Calon and Evie exchanged a look before going back to Marge, who had a defeated expression.

      “Any chance?”

      Marge looked up and shook her head. “It doesn’t come with a scent. Ain’t no wolf monster.”

      With her final word, she turned and headed back into the flock.

      “Sorry about her, she gets a little headstrong,” Kevin rubbed the back of his neck. “She means well, though, and I hope she calms down once you sort this all out.”

      Calon nodded as Evie rolled her eyes. “Do you know where it comes from?”

      “North,” Kevin shrugged. “It always comes from the North. Attacks come sooner in the night if I move the flock up there and later in the night if I bring them south. So whatever it is, takes its time moving around in the dark.”

      “Doesn’t sound much like a wolf then,” Evie mumbled.

      Kevin either ignored her, or didn’t hear as he continued talking. “I’m gonna get the flock moving. Farm doesn’t sleep and I want to move them as far south as possible if you two are going to be out here tonight.”

      “Right,” Calon nodded as Kevin whistled at the flock.

      The two of them watched as the sheep awkwardly began a slow march to follow him away from the direction of the attacks.

      “This isn’t good,” Evie sighed.

      Calon shook his head slowly. “No, it really isn’t.”

      “I can only cast fireball two more times. I doubt that’ll be enough to kill something big. It probably wouldn’t have killed those goblins, except they’re flammable.”

      “Hair is flammable,” Calon offered.

      Evie rolled her eyes. “It also burns quick. And if whatever comes is big enough, it could just wait for the flames to go out and come right back.”

      They pondered the situation as they followed the flock south. There was nowhere else to be right now, so sticking close seemed the best option. They brainstormed together how to use Calon’s perks and tried various ways to restore Evie’s mana. Not that being able to cast three fireballs was any more likely to succeed than two. But that was hardly the point at this stage. When Kevin brought the flock to a halt, Calon looked at his stats one final time.
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      Calon thought of everything. Modifying his skills, modifying Evie’s skills. He tried to view his own mana, but even that didn’t work. So either he didn’t have mana, or if he did, it came as a skill from somewhere else. He even tried to bring up a character sheet for Evie.
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      Calon frowned as he read through the details. “Did you know you had a second skill?”

      “Really?” Evie frowned. “How come I can’t see that? What is it?”

      Calon shook his head. “It just says ‘unknown.’”

      Evie frowned, “Stupid. Just stupid.”

      “I know,” Calon agreed. “What if there’s mana potions or something?”

      Evie frowned and nodded. “That would be helpful.”
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      Calon grunted in frustration, earning a look from Evie. After explaining the situation, she grunted too. That left them back at square one and the sun was fading. Looking around, they had little choice about how things were going to play out. Best chance they had was to sit tight and wait for something to happen.

      “Hey ummm,” Kevin approached. “It’s getting dark and-”

      “We got it,” Evie nodded. “This is what we’re here for.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, “I’ll… I’ll bring something out for you to eat.”

      “Thank you,” Calon nodded.

      Kevin took a deep breath and gave them a confident grin before heading to the flock. Calon couldn’t be sure, but he was pretty sure that Kevin was speaking with Sheepy. He made it look like he wasn’t looking while Evie was staring north, but he spotted the quick kiss before Kevin turned and headed back towards the house.

      “He’s fucking her,” Evie mumbled.

      Calon grinned. “I mean, they’ve got something going on.”

      Evie nodded, “I can tell. There’s so much arousal between those two. I could sense it when they came from the barn. I bet they sneak off most days to have a little time alone.” Calon shot Evie a look as she blushed and shrugged. “You summoned me as a succubus. What did you expect?”

      “I didn’t mean to,” Calon frowned. “I’d rather just have you here.”

      Evie nodded slowly, “I know.”

      Calon wondered if that’s what she meant the night before. When she said she’d take his erection, poking her in the ass as a compliment. Could she feel his arousal for her? Calon didn’t know if he should be ashamed of himself or not. Shaking the thoughts off, they found a patch of tall grass that had been flattened into a mound to sit on. The sun was dropping below the horizon when Kevin came back out with a second platter. Like their lunch, it was a random assortment, but it came with a large jug filled with fresh water. With an exchange of thanks, Calon and Evie were left alone with their meal as the temperature dropped.

      “You should rest,” Evie whispered. Calon shook his head, but Evie gently tugged him around. “Look, there’s no use to us both being tired. You rest, I’ll stay up. When I’m tired, I’ll wake you and I’ll rest.”

      “Fine,” Calon nodded, “Where should-”

      Calon froze as Evie pulled his head to her lap. He tried not to think about his blooming arousal as she stroked his hair. He did not know how her succubus powers worked, and he didn’t particularly like the idea of her knowing how he felt at that moment. Soon enough, though, her gentle strokes of his hair lulled him into a pleasant sleep.

      A soft giggle snapped him awake some time later, and Calon went to get up. Evie’s hands tensed, holding him in place.

      “What, what is it?”

      “Nothing, sorry,” Evie giggled again. “Sheepy just snuck away from the flock towards the house.”

      Calon grinned, “Alright, that’s kinda cute.”

      “Isn’t it?”

      SNAP

      The pair froze. There wasn’t too much in the way of sticks out here in the fields. So it was a very odd sound to hear. Calon slowly sat up beside Evie. Her eyes were wide as she scanned the darkness and under the moonlight, all he could see was her silhouette. A soft breeze ran over the grass, making it rustle, and Calon almost missed the soft footsteps that took advantage of the soft noise.

      “Evie,” Calon whispered.

      She shook her head and pointed. Calon followed where she was looking and froze. Like her, the creature was a silhouette against the darkness. And it was huge. Hunched over, it looked like a gorilla. As the breeze picked up again, the creature stood and Calon gaped at how tall it was. He wasn’t short, at one-seventy-five centimetres tall, or… Five foot nine in freedom speak. But this thing was closer to three metres. It moved slowly and deliberately, standing on clumps of grass to hide its footprints. That explained why it was so hard to track if it was hiding its tracks. Grass in the fields would hide prints, but once into the trees, if it used fallen logs, rocks and other things to hide its tracks, it would be hard to follow.

      “BAAAAAHHH!” One of the sheep screamed.

      The creature burst into motion as the flock scattered in all directions. Their terrified bleating filled the air as Calon and Evie leaped to action. Rushing in the creature's direction, it lumbered through the scrambling sheep. The young ram who challenged them before came sprinting out and slammed into its hip.

      “Stoopid,” the beast grumbled, taking the ram by the horns.

      “No!” He struggled back. “NO!”

      The monster picked up the ram and Calon watched in horror as it took the young man by the neck.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The flash of orange raced across the field, slamming into the creature’s shoulder. The flames washed over the creature and it squealed like a pig, dropping the ram. As the flames caught its hairy exterior, the creature stumbled around.

      “Ouch! OUCHOUCHOUCH!” He cried, patting his shoulder. “BURNIES!”

      He staggered around and dropped into the grass. We kept our distance as he rolled in the grass, desperately trying to get the flames out. He roared angrily and heaved himself back up as the smouldering, smokey remains of his furred shoulder glowed in the evening light.

      “YOUS!” He growled, spotting us. “YOUS BURN ME!”

      “FIREBALL!”

      His eyes went wide with fear right before Evie’s second attack hit him solidly in the chest. The creature, or yowie as Marge had suggested, roared in agony, falling onto his back as he burned up a second time.

      “That’s it,” Evie hissed. “Mana’s gone.”

      Calon glanced at her and saw an odd look in her eye. “Evie?”

      She turned and stared right into his eyes. The yowie, still howling in pain, turned and ran north, leaving a smoke trail as he went. Calon wondered if they should give chase when something wrapped around his ankle. With a yelp, Calon had his leg pulled out from under him and something landed on his hips. Blinking away his shock, he spotted Evie. But… It wasn’t the Evie he summoned. This Evie stared at him with glowing red eyes. She had a pair of wings that extended from her back and the thing around his leg was a long, slender tail that ended with a sharp point. From her forehead sprouted two long twisted black horns, and she snarled, showing a mouth of razor-sharp teeth.

      “Evie?”

      She hissed in reply as her tail moved around. Taking hold of his pants, she yanked them open. Calon went to stop her, but the barb in her tail pressed under his chin.

      “Stay!” she hissed.

      Calon froze as he felt her warm hand take his cock. Instantly, he became erect. This was the forbidden promise he’d never allowed himself to think about. And as Evie took him in her mouth, Calon shuddered in pleasure. Evie was a machine. Her mouth felt tight, warm, and wet as she slurped on his cock. She forced Calon to lie there as she performed oral on him. He did not know if it was the best or worst thing that had ever happened. He also felt that she wasn’t in full control of herself right now. But with the barb being pressed under his chin, he had little choice. With a wet pop, Evie pulled away and climbed up. Lifting her dress, she took hold of his cock.

      “Evie-”

      Calon blinked at the sudden sensation of his step-sister forcing herself down on his cock. Her pussy throbbed and milked at him as she crooned above him. She looked him in the eye and Calon felt a pulse of energy pass through him. Instantly, he was on the verge and gasped as she smiled cruelly at him.

      “Cum,” she growled softly.

      “Oh shit,” Calon grunted, feeling his lust rise beyond comprehension. Firing his seed into her, Evie whimpered and her eyes rolled back. The milking sensation stopped and Calon frowned, wanting more as his lust refused to fall. Grabbing her roughly, Calon surged and flipped the two of them over. Kissing Evie heavily, she moaned into his mouth as Calon pumped his hips. The sperm he’d fired into her spurted out as he kept pumping his cock into her tight hole. But neither of them cared. Calon was still under the effects of what Evie had done to him, and Evie was still dazed from it happening, to begin with. All they both knew for sure was that what was happening felt fantastic and neither wanted it to end. Slamming his cock to the balls inside her, Calon erupted a second time, pushing out even more of his previous load to make room for the newest. Sighing in relief, he clung to her and shuddered softly.

      “Calon?”

      Opening his eyes, Calon looked down into Evie’s. She was back to looking human. No wings, no tail, no horns. “Are you okay?” Calon asked.

      “You’re inside me,” Evie whispered.

      Calon froze. The lust haze hadn’t subsided completely, but he also knew that-

      “Keep going.”

      Calon blinked and felt her arms pull him closer.

      “I want this,” she confessed. “I want this so bad. I feel you inside me and I know my mana is regenerating. So please?”

      “Are you sure?”

      Evie nodded. Calon leaned down and kissed her. She moaned into his mouth as Calon rocked his hips.

      “It doesn’t make any sense,” Evie whimpered.

      “What doesn’t?” Calon asked, slowing.

      “No, please don’t stop,” Evie begged, so Calon started fucking her again. “I always thought I was gay,” she started. “But I wanted to try a guy to make sure and all I could ever think about was how safe you always made me feel. And…”

      “Do you want me to stop?” Calon slowed again.

      Evie smiled and shook her head. “No, no, I want you to fuck me. I want you to slam that big cock of yours into my little hole until I beg you to stop. I want you to try and murder me with that dick of yours. And then I want you to summon Chrissy so I can eat her pussy while you fuck her as well.”

      Calon froze in shock, making Evie roll her eyes. She arched her hips, driving his cock further into herself, but providing enough leverage to tip him over. Climbing atop, she took hold of his cock and slid it back into herself. She rocked back and forth and Calon’s arms came up to grab her breasts.

      “Yes, like that,” she whimpered. “They’re not big but they’re-”

      “Perfect,” Calon interrupted, pinching her nipples.

      Evie gasped and quivered. Shifted to the balls of her feet, she bounced her hips in place.

      “Cum in me Calon. Cum in me and promise me you’ll bring Chrissy here.”

      Calon grunted at the sensation he was feeling. His only regret was that it was too dark to see her properly. But he could hear, smell, and feel her without a problem.

      “Why Chrissy?”

      “Because she and I were together,” Evie confessed. “She wasn’t just my best friend, she was my girlfriend. I just never had the courage to tell you or mum.”

      Calon nodded, “Okay. I’ll try. Next summon, I’ll try to make it, Chrissy.”

      “Thank you,” Evie shuddered, increasing her pace.

      “Fuck Evie.”

      “Cum in me, Calon,” Evie whimpered. Her legs were aching, and she wanted him to cum this last time. “Just think of me and Chrissy. We’re both naked, we’re making out and rubbing our pussies together. You can be behind us, fucking me for a few strokes, then pull out and straight into Chrissy, and we’ll just lay there while you fuck us-”

      “SHIT!” Calon grunted.

      Evie felt the rush of power that fired into her. It was a waste with her mana already full, but she still felt the overwhelming lust mixed in with the dying remnants of innocent love. What replaced it was a deep sense of possessive love and she could taste it in the energy he pumped into her.

      “That’s it,” Evie whispered, rocking her hips on his cock. “Fill your succubus. You own me after all, and this is what I need to stay healthy.”

      “Oh shit,” Calon grunted, firing one last spurt up into her.

      “Check your perks,” Evie whispered, laying over Calon’s heaving body.

      Calon felt her press against him and shuddered as he realised his cock was still inside her. But he thought for a moment about perks and her character sheet came up.
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      “Alright, have you checked your character sheet?” Calon asked softly.

      “Oh,” Evie said after a few moments. “Yeah, that makes sense. Can you change anything?”

      Calon wasn’t sure, but thought about her skills, and suddenly he got a pop-up.
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      Thinking about no, Calon thought about possession and received no pop up. He wondered if that was because it was a special kind of skill, or if it was because there was a level requirement of some kind. Perhaps even some preliminaries that needed to be completed first.

      “Well?”

      “I can upgrade your fireball for one perk.” Calon nodded.

      “Hmm,” Evie shifted, grating his cock inside her. “I wonder if it’s because we had sex, or if it’s because you’re still inside me?”

      Calon blinked and blushed, “I… I don’t-”

      “We’ll test it. What else can you do?”

      “I’ve no idea.”

      Evie sighed, “What about my mana? Can you increase that?”
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      “I can increase your mana by double for one perk,” Calon told her.

      Evie thought for a moment, “Do you think it will always be double? Because that’s a really good deal. What about you, though? Can you unlock any for yourself?”

      Calon thought about it, but nothing came up. “Not sure, maybe it-”

      “Is it dead?!”

      They flinched and looked up. Kevin was stumbling towards him with what looked like Sheepy on his arm.

      “Later,” Evie whispered.

      Calon nodded before frowning as Evie slipped off his still hard cock. He wasn’t expecting her to suddenly take him in her mouth and his eyes rolled as she sucked their combined juices off them before pulling away.

      “It’s alive, but it ran,” Evie called, standing up.

      “Well, I’ll be damned, you’re alive,” Kevin said with an awestruck tone.
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      Kevin stared at them both with an odd expression. He kept taking casual glances at Evie while trying desperately to stare at Calon. Sheepy, on the other hand, was pouting as she clung to his arm. Calon wondered if she could smell what they had been doing. Putting aside that thought for the time being, he turned back to Kevin.

      “So, you injured it, and it ran off?” Kevin asked.

      “Pretty much,” Calon nodded. “It didn’t like fireballs, but they didn’t kill it either.”

      Kevin frowned before glancing at Sheepy, who was still clutching at him. “So, are you going to go after it?”

      “We’ll keep watch tonight and head off when it’s light enough to follow the trail.”

      Kevin frowned, but nodded in agreement, “Alright, so you’ll keep watching the flock in case it comes back?”

      Calon wondered about the direct questioning, but Evie quickly agreed. They were then given front row seats to Kevin, trying to pry Sheepy off his arm. The harder he pulled, the tighter she clutched, until eventually she reversed his momentum. Calon and Evie hid their laughter as the sheep girl knocked the young man to the ground and promptly sat on him.

      “Come on, we’ll let them have their lovers’ quarrel,” Evie whispered.

      Calon took her by the hand, and they gave the couple their distance. The herd was piecing itself back together. Mostly at the urging of the young ram they’d saved. Calon smirked, seeing more than a few females clustering around him. Considering he probably knew he was going to die, and yet he tried to protect them, anyway. Calon wasn’t really surprised.

      “Hope he’s of a consenting age,” Evie smirked. “Cos he’s about to get his dick sucked, probably more than once.”

      Calon shook his head. “Is that your feminine intuition, or part of being a succubus?”

      Evie shrugged softly and smiled. “It feels like the same thing. Before I’d look at a situation and judge it for what it is. But now, it’s almost like there’s a flavour in the air. There’s a lot of machismo mixed in with a lot of desire to suck something.”

      “Sure you’re not thinking of yourself?” Calon smirked.

      Evie shook her head. “No, I don’t want to suck your dick.”

      “No?” Calon asked, feeling a little disappointed. Which was… odd… seeing as he wasn’t sure if repeating what they had done was for the best.

      “No,” Evie shook her head. “No, I want to push you down and ride you until you cum inside me again.”

      Calon frowned, “Evie-”

      “Calon, you only worked out how to upgrade my skills after screwing me senseless. If you’re about to pull the morality card here, you’re going to kill us both. So for the good of both our lives, I need you to fuck me on the regular, got it?”

      Calon frowned but couldn’t dispute her words, nor the tightness in his pants. “Fine.”

      “Can you still access my upgrades?”

      Calon blinked and thought about it for a moment.
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      “Yeah, I can still see it.”

      “Damn,” Evie muttered. “Can you do my mana and see what changes?”

      “Sure,” Calon agreed, making the selection.
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      “Alright, you have thirty mana now,” Calon smiled. “Should I see if I can upgrade it again?”

      “Check the cost. Another double would be nice.”
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      “They doubled,” Calon nodded. “That makes sense. Mana doubles, cost to upgrade doubles.”

      “Still sucks, though. Do you think if you upgrade my fireball, it’ll make it more expensive to cast?”

      “More to the point, would it mean you had two different levels you could cast, one higher and one lower?”

      Evie frowned. “That’s a good point, too. I’m just worried about the yowie.”

      “It burns, but I don’t know if hitting it more often or with more power is better.”

      Evie seemed to think for a few moments. “You said that upgrading it makes the chance of immolation higher?”
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      “Yup, I just checked,” Calon nodded.

      “Do that then. Might get lucky if he goes up like a fireball on the first hit.”

      Calon didn’t have any reason to dispute her. So far, her magic was the only defence they had.
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      “Oh,” Calon frowned, “I have a new window.”

      Calon quickly explained what he could see, and Evie thought about it for a few moments.

      “So I guess the real question is, do we unlock the new skill, or save for your level up and upgrade something else?”

      “I haven’t seen any way to upgrade myself either,” Calon offered.

      Evie let out a soft, “Hmmm.” Then she shook her head. “Have you tried?”

      Calon opened his mouth, then closed it again. Truth be told, he hadn’t since working out he could upgrade Evie. Thinking about upgrading his skills, Calon received a big fat nothing. With a sigh, he rolled his eyes, then thought about unlocking fireball.
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      Calon rolled his eyes. Of course he’d need to upgrade his mana as well. That put a burr in things. He passed on the information to Evie, who sighed softly.

      “Look, I’m sure charm could be useful. But I don’t know if it’ll be more useful than upgrading fireball again.”
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      “Did you just?...”

      Calon blinked and frowned. “Ummm, yeah.”

      Evie frowned. “I know that I’m literally tied to you and all, and I’m not mad you did it. But please don’t do things to me without telling me first?”

      Calon froze and shot her an apologetic look. “Oh, shit. I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” she gave his hand a squeeze. “Just next time, please tell me before you change me.”

      “I will,” Calon nodded. “I promise. And I never want to change you. You’re perfect just how you are. I just want you to be stronger and safer.”

      Evie slowed their walk for a moment and shot him a smile. “Ok, NOW I want to suck your dick.”

      Calon smirked and pulled her into a quick hug. “Later. We have a job to do.”

      “We do, yes,” Evie nodded.

      Calon met her eyes for a moment and swore they pulsed. Her eyes were fascinating, beautiful, perfect. He could stare into them for hours. She came closer and Calon couldn’t help but beam widely as she approached. Her lips moved, catching his attention. Those perfect, kissable lips. How he would do ANYTHING to kiss those lips. But all he could do was stare. Calon wanted to kiss her soooo badly, but nothing seemed to move. Even as she got to her knees, all Calon could do was stare. And… She was perfect. The most beautiful woman he had ever seen and… That was his dick. Calon wanted to frown as she took him in her mouth. Those perfect lips nuzzling against his flesh. Calon could smell ozone for a moment before something popped in his ears. In an instant, he noticed his surroundings, the grass, the evening sky and.

      “OH!” He choked, feeling minutes of oral pleasure all at once.

      It was like it was all put on hold and he could only feel it once he was out of his trance. Grabbing Evie by the head, she moaned in pleasure while staring up at him. Calon snarled and forced his cock down her throat. Despite the tight seal preventing her from breathing and the watering of her eyes. She still stared innocently up at him. She swallowed around his cock, and Calon shuddered as he started to cum. Evie felt the first pulse and swallowed again, massaging his cock while sucking down every spurt of his cum. He fired a few more spurts before Evie tapped him on the leg. Pulling slowly away, Evie kept her lips tightly sealed around his cock. When just the head remained inside her mouth, she dived forward, sucking him and cleaning him with her tongue, before pulling away with a smile.

      “Did…” Calon blinked. “Did you charm me?”

      “It worked?”

      Calon nodded. “That was weird. All I could do was look at you. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t move. I just stood there staring at you.”

      Evie nodded. “And next time you change part of me without talking to me about it first, I’ll remind you of how it feels to be under someone else’s control.”

      Calon nodded. “Point taken.”

      Evie smiled. “You liked it, though, right?”

      Calon smirked, “I went from being convinced I was in the presence of a goddess, to snapping back to attention with my cock in that goddess’s mouth.”

      Evie nodded. “Right, so if you’re annoying me, you won’t be mad if you wake up inside me. Got it.”

      Calon chuckled and shook his head. “I can’t feel anything when I’m under. It hits me as I wake up, so don’t expect a long time if that’s the case.”

      Evie pouted. “Only to be used for good, then. Got it.”

      “I’m so glad I brought you here,” Calon sighed.

      “Cos I’m the best lay you’ve ever had?”

      “Because you complete me,” Calon said softly.

      Evie smiled and nodded. “See, if I’d been with guys like you back home, it would have taken me MUCH longer to realise I was into chicks.”

      “I thought you said you hadn’t slept with any guys?”

      “I haven’t… Well, back then I hadn’t. But that doesn’t mean I didn’t date.”

      Calon shrugged and nodded in agreement. “Fair. I’ve never been with a guy, but even I knew a lot of them are dicks.”

      “That’s putting it mildly,” Evie harrumphed. “Why calling a woman a ‘flat chested bitch’ is considered flirting by some, I do not know.”

      “Really?” Calon frowned. “Who called you that?”

      “Samuel Blan.”

      “Can I kill one of-”

      “You’re not wasting a summon just to bring him here and kill him,” Evie giggled. “Thank you. But no. That’s all in the past. Right now, it’s you and me with Chrissy coming in the future. This could literally be hell and I’ve never been happier.”

      “I love you Evie. Have I ever told you that?”

      She beamed and shook her head. “Not like that, no. And… For what it’s worth, I love you too, ya big goof.”

      The pair settled in the grass, where Calon insisted on Evie laying her head in his lap. It was his turn to gently stroke her hair as she slept. He remained quiet, calm, and kept watch. After being set on fire, Calon wasn’t all that concerned about the yowie coming back. That didn’t mean it wouldn’t, just that it was unlikely. Thankfully, as the hours passed, the sky lightened and Evie opened her eyes.

      “That was almost as good a sleep as I had last night,” Evie grumbled.

      “I didn’t think that pile of conifer needles was the greatest thing to sleep on,” Calon smirked.

      Evie rolled her eyes and sat up. “No, but you held me all night, and I got my first taste of how much you wanted to bone me.”

      Calon blinked, then nodded, “Alright. I’ll say nothing about the boning, but yes. It was nice to cuddle.”

      “When we get paid, we should buy a big tent and a way we can all sleep together.”

      “We, as in?”

      “As in, you, me, Chrissy, and whoever else we can bring here.”

      Calon blinked, “Who else?”

      Evie shrugged, “Doesn’t matter. I’m just planning for the future. You promised me Chrissy. I’m hoping that part of being a summon will make her crave your dick as much as I do.”

      “Were you always like this, or has being a succubus changed you?”

      “What, being all sexually liberated?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Calon,” Evie looked him dead in the eye. “Do you have any idea how good it feels to orgasm?”

      “...Yes...”

      “Our old world had its hangups. This one… This one I have no idea. But I’m LITERALLY a succubus. Part of it might be that, and the rest of it is probably just the idea that I can do whatever I want, and what I want involves riding your cock while I eat Chrissy. The cock part is confusing, but I spent hours worshipping that woman.”

      Calon shifted uncomfortably at the thought of Evie performing cunnilingus on Chrissy. She must have sensed it because she winked before climbing to her feet.

      “Come on,” she offered her hand. “We’ve got a yowie to catch.”

      Calon took her offered hand and thanked her as she pulled him to his feet. The flock was still clumped where they had been the night before and there was no sign of Kevin or Sheepy. But they did have something. A long line of crushed grass leading North. The creature, clearly not used to being burned, had made no attempt to hide its path. So that made following it that much easier. With Calon in the lead, the pair moved after the creature. It moved in a staggered, but straight, line across the entire farm. They did not know what process it used to get to the flock, but getting away was a straight shot. What surprised them was the sharp veer to the East as it reached the treeline.

      Moving after the creature, they could see where it had forced its way through the trees and underbrush. Rocks, branches, and scrub were trampled, kicked, and otherwise disturbed or broken. It made it child-play to follow. The ground cover itself, though thinned from leaves and branches to mud, before there were a series of ruts down into the water. Stuck in the mud were patches of burnt fur, furrows from where it had clawed at the mud and even a hole.

      “Must have covered its burns in mud, probably to try and stop the pain.” Evie pointed at the lack of mud piled up beside the hole.

      “Makes sense. Came to water, probably hauled itself out and realised what was muddy didn’t hurt as much.”

      “See, you’re not that dumb,” Evie smirked.

      Calon just shrugged at her off-hand compliment. “Until you said something, I’d have figured it was just going crazy and rolled around a bit.”

      “Crazy, maybe, but it looks like it kept going.” Evie pointed at a series of footsteps in the mud, heading back into the trees.

      It was almost comical following it from here. The large creature seemed to want to try its stealth again. But it was obviously partly blind from all the mud and it stumbled around, smacking into things. It also clearly covered itself with as much mud as possible. And every time it walked into something, some of that mud fell off, which probably made things worse. In any case, they had a relatively clear path to follow. What they didn’t have was a set distance. The creature was large. It was possible for it to have run for a long time. It was entirely possible that these trees would open up into more plains, allowing it to sprint. Or perhaps it would double back at some point. Their only suspicion was that going by the town of Beenleigh, if the land layout was the same, the river they were walking beside led into an area surrounded by rivers. It was also swampy on the East side, so it left the north and the west, so long as it didn’t swim across to the other side and keep heading north.

      “What do we do if we find it?” Evie asked after they’d walked a few kilometres.

      Calon sighed, “I suppose just hit it with the fireball and see what happens.”

      “And if it doesn’t work?”

      “It ran last time,” Calon recalled. “Maybe we can drive it off at the very least.”

      “Would that satisfy the quest?”

      “I don’t know,” Calon admitted. “It says ‘head of the culprit,’ so probably not.”

      “Damn,” Evie frowned, before holding up a hand. “You hear that?”

      Calon paused as well, and they stood together, listening. It was only a few moments before they realised what the issue was. This was essentially a forest. And it was perfectly silent. Unnatural for a place where wildlife should run amok.

      “Evie?”

      “Yeah, Calon.”

      “What’s that to our right?”

      Evie twitched slightly and spotted a rather large log. But it wasn’t the log Calon was referring to. Behind the log was a shape. It looked like a boulder at the top, but she could see it shift slightly.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The ball whizzed through the air, accompanied by the yowie’s angry roar. The fireball was only a little larger than the one she had thrown the evening before. But it seemed more red than yellow. As the creature backed away from the attack, the spell hit the tree it hid behind. And like the description said, it burst, sending a spray of molten flames through the gaps.

      “BURNIES!” the yowie roared. “SQUISH!”

      The furious creature burst free of the scrub and rushed at them. Its entire head and torso were covered in mud, while the rest of it was covered in brownish-red hair. It moved in a random pattern that had Evie worried about casting. Which was a problem, as she was the creature’s target.

      Calon looked down and grabbed a stick before swinging it at the creature as it closed in. The stick cracked into the creature’s shoulder, breaking in the middle, leaving Calon holding what was left. The impact did absolutely nothing, but it must have hit a burn as the creature roared in pain. Whirling around, its meaty fist connected with Calon’s face, knocking him to the ground.

      “Calon!” Evie screamed.

      Calon rolled over, ready to defend himself, but the yowie had already turned back to Evie.

      “Charm,” she whispered in a voice like silk seduction.

      The yowie staggered for a moment before his furious glare softened. Evie stepped up to the big creature and gently prodded his mouth open. Calon spotted the erection poking out from the fur between its legs and was about to say something when she covered its mouth with her hand.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The yowie blew backward. The flames burst free of its mouth. Clearly the liquid fire with splash damage had fired right down its throat, burning it from the inside. But that didn’t mean it was dead. Heaving, those same liquid flames burst free, spraying the area, including on Evie, who screamed and threw herself back as the flames hit her.

      “EVIE!” Calon yelled.

      Scrambling over to her, he pulled off his shirt and threw it over her, smothering the flame.

      “FUCK FUCK FUCK!” Evie screamed.

      Calon looked around as the Yowie collapsed, still burning from the inside, and turned his attention back to Evie.

      “That fucker ruined my dress!” Evie cried.

      Calon blinked, before lifting away the shirt he was using to put out the flames, and paused at the sight of Evie’s perfect, unburned breasts.

      “I… I thought…”

      “It’s my magic, silly,” Evie sighed. “But, yes, I was shocked by it as well until I realised the only part of me burning was the dress. I hope Martha isn’t mad.”

      Calon pulled her into a hug. They held one another for a few moments before Calon finally let her pull away. “I’m so happy you aren’t hurt, y’know?”

      Evie smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I know. I’m glad you’re not hurt, either. You went down after he hit you. I just did what I thought I should.”

      “Well, it worked,” Calon smiled and kissed her.

      Evie mewed into the kiss and pouted slightly when he pulled away. Then she frowned. “You know how I became possessed when I ran out of mana?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I think it might be a curve. I’ve cast two fireballs and a charm, so I’m down to seventeen mana and I’m kinda randy!”

      “Did you just use randy in a sentence?”

      “Would you prefer if I told you I was dripping between my legs and was thinking about all the ways I could convince you to fuck me?”

      “That wouldn’t be hard,” Calon shrugged. “But we have to finish this mission off first.”

      “Fine,” Evie sighed. “But chances are, Chrissy is going to want in your pants as well. So I want some alone time before I gotta share.”

      “What if she doesn’t?”

      Evie frowned. “Would you be mad if I kept fucking her?”

      “No.”

      “Would you want to fuck me less?”

      Calon blinked, thinking about the possibility of watching two beautiful women going down on each other, and shook his head. “No, probably the opposite.”

      Evie shrugged. “Then I don’t see a problem arising, do you?”

      “What if she hates me for bringing her here?”

      This time, Evie frowned and nodded. “That… I mean, I hope not. But I can’t make that a guarantee that it won’t happen.” She shook her head. “Anyway, what do we need to finish this quest?”

      Calon looked at the smouldering corpse laying on the ground. “We… Have to bring its head to Farmer McReedy.”

      Evie grimaced. “You don’t have a knife or something, do you?” She saw the look on his face. “Sharp rock? Pointy stick?”

      Calon shook his head, and Evie sighed. Before smirking. “I promise I’m not trying to get in your pants. But I have an idea.”

      “Burn it down to a skull and just rip it off?”

      “FIREBALL!” Evie cast towards the neck. The ball of flames slapped down onto the ground and soaked in to burn.

      Calon grabbed Evie and spun her around so she faced away from the creature. Grabbing her roughly, he shoved her to her knees and pushed her forwards. Evie caught herself on her hands as she felt what remained of her skirt get yanked up, to expose her.

      “You really are wet,” Calon smirked.

      “Please don’t tease me,” Evie begged.

      Calon took his cock and steered it into her molten core. Evie moaned and pushed back as Calon thrust into her. They quickly built a rhythm. Calon fucked her from behind, while Evie rocked back, trying to force him deeper inside. Her insides pulsed and sucked at Calon’s cock with each thrust. It was like her body wanted to physically suck the cum out of him. But he was desperate to make her cum first. Wrapping his hands around her middle, Calon pulled back. Squatting on the balls of his feet, Calon was able to seat her in his lap. Evie squeaked and rocked her hips as his fingers found her clit.

      “Calon!”

      “Jesus fuck Evie! CUM!”

      “YES MASTER!”

      Calon was stunned as the words came out of her mouth. But that was quickly driven away as her pussy went into overdrive. As Evie’s pussy contracted, he felt what he could only describe as a pair of lips close over the head of his cock. He knew the anatomy of a woman meant that the whole cervix penetration thing was bullshit. But he couldn’t deny it felt like he was getting a blowjob inside her pussy at the same time.

      “Oh shit Evie,” Calon grunted.

      “Please cum in me!” Evie trembled. “I want it!”

      “God, can you imagine falling pregnant out here?”

      “CALON!” Evie screeched.

      That mouth on Calon’s cock started bobbing furiously, and Calon lost complete control. Evie writhed and wriggled her hips, stirring his cock inside her. But those lips bobbed and sucked on his cock at the same time. The feeling was nothing like he could explain and shudder as he fired his seed up inside her. Biting into her shoulder, Evie whimpered and leaned back into it. Calon resumed his clitoral massage, and the two drifted into the endless bliss of rolling orgasms.
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      “I’ve no idea,” Calon grumbled. “I figured I’d get experience for at least killing the thing.”

      Evie frowned, looking at the charred head he carried under one arm. From her turn carrying it, she knew it weighed a little more than a bowling ball. The blackened piece of spine where they’d finally broken it free from the rest of the body stuck out the bottom. It was annoying for her to carry, as that part caught in the holes of what remained of her dress. Which is why she was thankful that Calon hadn’t asked her to take it back.

      “Maybe you didn’t get the experience because I was the one who killed it?”

      Calon thought for a moment and shook his head. “I’m pretty sure I got the experience when you roasted those goblins.”

      “Then it’s locked behind the quest, then,” Evie sighed.

      “Evie, don’t get your hopes up, please?”

      Evie rolled her eyes. “Sorry. Just level five just feels right for the first big change. And if your class is summoner…”

      “You unlocked a new skill at four, though.”

      “I’m not the MC though,” she giggled. “I’m your summon. A creature designed to submit to your will.”

      Calon frowned and looked over at his step-sister. “I didn’t summon you here for that. You know this.”

      Evie shrugged, “Doesn’t change the fact that if I wasn’t wet from you dripping out of me, I’d be dripping from the thought of you dripping out of me.”

      “Evie,” Calon snorted and shook his head. “Seriously, you were always cheeky, but now you’re like some kind of sex demon.”

      They both burst into laughter as Calon realised exactly what he said. Then he grinned like an idiot when she grabbed his hand. They walked for a while, enjoying each other’s company.

      “No matter what, I still want this,” Evie whispered.

      “Is my hand really that nice?”

      They shared a small laugh before Evie turned serious. “Chrissy. When she comes, things might change. I’m just saying that, what we have right now. I still want it to continue.”

      Calon blushed and nodded his head. “Yeah. I get it. It was a fluke bringing you here. But having my best friend in the entire world beside me is a dream come true.”

      “Let me guess, sleeping with me is just a bonus?”

      Calon nodded. “It’s an unexpected perk necessary for our survival.”

      “Jerk.”

      “Cock hungry slut.”

      “... Ouch…”

      Calon looked over and saw her smirk. “Come on. If you’re right, the sooner we get this delivered, the sooner we can get your girlfriend.”

      Evie smiled and added a skip to her step. “You take such good care of me.”

      Calon smirked and shook his head. “We’ve been here two days. Don’t put me on a pedestal.”

      “What if I wanna get fucked on a pedestal?”

      Calon slipped his hand free of hers so he could reach over and slap her ass. The result was a squeak, a giggle and a brief press of her breasts to his arm as she pulled close.

      “Down girl,” Calon chuckled.

      “With pleasure,” she purred.

      After narrowly convincing Evie that their quest was of a higher priority than his blowjob, she finally relented. Which was a good thing, as they were at the edge of the forest where it opened up into the farmland used by McReedy. They could see the house and the flock in the distance and a single figure broke away, heading towards them. It took a few minutes before Kevin came into view. He gave them a wave and a smile, seeing the bundle under Calon’s arm.

      “I wasn’t sure I would see you two again!” He called.

      “That’s comforting.” Evie rolled her eyes.

      “Sorry,” Kevin shrugged. “So that’s really it? A yowie?”

      “Seems like it,” Calon held up the head. It was ugly, disfigured and extremely dirty from the mud he’d scraped off it. Only vaguely human with ape-like features. He remembered it could talk. That… That was something to think about.

      “That’s nasty,” Kevin grimaced. “Well, you’ll need to turn it in to dad. I’ll bring you over, see if he’s up.”

      “Thanks,” Kevin nodded, tucking the head under his arm again.

      Truth be told, he couldn’t be happier to be rid of the thing. What fur was left was rough and scratchy. It smelled funny, and he felt grimy from all the dirt. Calon just hoped he could talk McReedy into a bath or something when they got back. They crossed the field as the sheep… did sheep things. Calon really did not know. The ones on the outskirts seemed to spend more time looking out while they obscured the ones inside. But where the flock roamed, the grass was shorter, so he figured they grazed while keeping watch for danger. Not that he blamed them.

      “Oh,” Martha smiled, then frowned as Calon and Evie stepped through the front door.

      “Hmm? What is it dear?” Mr McReedy asked.

      “We’re back,” Calon grinned at the old man, who seemed to blink in surprise.

      “And what in the holy hells is that?”

      Martha stepped forward and offered to take the head. Calon gave her a smile and offered it to the sheep. She took it with a grimace and brought it to Mr McReedy, who frowned.

      “A yowie?” He gasped, reaching out to touch it. The moment his fingers brushed the head…
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      Calon blinked at the sudden influx of words in front of his face. Blinking them away, he spotted Mr McReedy with a satisfied smile.

      “Thank the gods,” he nodded, then reached for his side. Lifting a small purse, he opened the bag and checked the contents. “Here,” he tossed the bag at Calon, who caught it deftly in one hand.
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      Calon smiled, “Thank you Mr McReedy.”

      “Burt was right about you,” the old man nodded. “Never known him to make a mistake judging a man.”

      Calon glanced at Evie, who smiled at the old man. “We remember our friends.”

      The old man smiled and nodded. “You kept your word, and you didn’t scalp me when you found out what you were facing. You two are welcome here if ever you’re in the area. Martha, if you have another top for the young lady?”

      “Yes sir,” the sheep quickly clomped into another room. She appeared a moment later with a simple shirt. “This will cover you until you can find more suitable clothing.”

      “Thank you Martha,” Evie smiled, slipping the garment on.

      “Alright, it seems we have some shopping to do,” Calon nodded.

      “That you do,” Mr McReedy grinned. “If you run into Burt, he might be able to direct you better. But, I take it you don’t mind the beastkin?”

      Calon frowned and shook his head. “No sir. They’re fine with me.”

      “Good,” he smiled. “There’s a general store at the south of town beside the latrines. Run by an old nag. Tell her I sent you and she’ll look after you.”

      “Thank you sir,” Evie smiled.

      “Go on, you pair. My boy has a farm to run, and I think I want to cuddle a sheep for a while.”

      Martha bleated softly and suddenly looked anywhere but in their direction. But Calon could see the blush on her face. Evie giggled softly, sharing his amusement that the father, like son, was into sheep. And… Well, back on earth, that was a very obvious joke with vastly different meanings here.

      “Let’s get going then,” Calon smiled.

      The two waved goodbye, leaving Mr McReedy to his sheep. Kevin followed them out, before diverting back towards the flock. Calon and Evie were left to walk back towards town.

      “Did you check how much was in there?”

      Calon frowned. If he hadn’t been paid right, would they have completed the quest? The pouch was still clutched firmly in his hand. It was a simple thing about the size of his fist with a leather tie at the top, cinching it closed. Calon pried off the knot and tipped the contents into his hand. Sure enough, there were five bronze coins that fell into his palm. They were around the size of an Australian fifty cent coin, but round rather than a dodecagon. The stack of five on top of one another was roughly the width of his thumb, tall.

      “Any idea what those are worth?” Evie asked.

      Calon sighed and shook his head. “None at all.”

      They closed the gate at the entrance to the farm and started the long trek back. Though it seemed to go better for them this time. The dirt was soft on their feet, and they were both far more rested than they were. Even if they were a bit hungry.

      “I didn’t ask about a bath,” Calon grunted.

      Evie snickered softly. “It’s fine. Hopefully, this will be enough to stay at an inn or something.”

      “Hopefully,” Calon agreed.

      They arrived back in Beenleigh to an odd sight. Figures in black cloaks were marching down the street. They each carried a pole with a bell at the top. They jangled these bells in time with their march. One step, then the other, thumping the pole into the ground to ring them. It was clearly some kind of ceremony, and the townsfolk lined the streets ahead of them. Calon could see the large man they’d spoken with get on his knees and hold out his hand. One of the cloaked figures raised a wooden cane and lightly thwacked the palm of his hand. The man bowed and mumbled something, but remained kneeling until the procession passed.

      “They’re doing that with everyone,” Evie remarked.

      Calon frowned, seeing the cloaked figures swatting the hand of everyone that passed, men, women, and children. But he frowned, seeing the pained grimace of a stripey-furred woman in a tattered dress, as the cane was brought down viciously on her palm.

      “Seems the church really doesn’t like beastkin,” Calon mumbled.

      “Yeah,” Evie frowned, seeing a similar furred man receive the same harsh swat.

      They entered the town behind the procession and earned themselves glares from the people who got up from the ground at the cloaked figures’ passing. Calon took Evie by the hand and ignored them, right until the large man spotted them coming.

      “I thought I told you two to leave?” He climbed to his feet.

      That caught the attention of the last cloaked figure in line, who turned to face him.

      “Sheriff, this is a town of peace,” a soft, androgynous voice came from the hood.

      “I apologise, your grace,” the man bowed softly. “I was just enquiring with the new arrivals. They may be up to no good.”

      The figure seemed to regard Calon and Evie, though they could see the figure’s face under the deep cowl. “Newcomers, we haven’t seen you at service.”

      “We only arrived in town yesterday and left for McReedy’s farm for work.”

      “Yes,” the figure sighed. “Bad business. I pray that his woe will trouble him no more.”

      “Probably doubled after this lot,” the sheriff grumbled.

      “The yowie is dead,” Evie said stiffly. “We’re here to replace the things we lost in a goblin attack.”

      The sheriff frowned, but the priest… Or whatever they were, seemed to perk up. “The lord be praised!”

      The figure raised the cane as if expecting them to offer their hands to be swatted. Calon’s reluctance seemed to anger the sheriff, and he quickly offered his hand. The priest didn’t comment on the hesitation and lightly swatted his palm. Calon felt the sting, but was otherwise unharmed. He frowned when Evie offered her hand and received the same treatment. They weren’t part of the church, and he didn’t like being pressured into participating in their rituals.

      “I hope to see you both at service,” the priest bowed his head. “May the lord guide you.”

      Calon and Evie watched the figure turn and hurry to catch up with the procession.

      “I’m going to be keeping an eye on you,” the sheriff grumbled. “Any funny business happens in town. I’ll be looking squarely at you both.”

      “Have we done something to offend you?” Evie frowned.

      The sheriff sneered and turned away.

      “Come on,” Evie mumbled.

      They walked down George Street until a road turned south. Calon couldn’t be sure, but it looked like where Kent Street used to start. Being in a world that almost mirrored an old times version of one they were familiar with was as odd as it was comforting. With little reason not to, they ignored the townspeople’s frowns and turned. It just so happened it was beside the large building with the job board. They ignored it and slipped down the road, noting the bad smell that seemed to rise up towards them.

      “He did say latrines,” Evie grumped.

      “Let’s hurry then,” Calon nodded.

      The road it led to wasn’t one that was familiar to them. But it was far enough back to provide some space from the smell to the town. It had a long series of shacks where a few people entered and left. There were several beastkin shovelling something Calon didn’t want to think about from the far end, into a cart. They had pale, sandy fur and looked canine in appearance.

      “Dingo’s maybe?” Evie offered.

      Calon shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      In the opposite direction to the worker, was… Almost a stable, but the front door was open and they could see some shelves inside. Turning towards it, Calon stepped inside first, not knowing what awaited them.

      “Oh,” an old woman’s voice called. “You’re not here to rob me, are you?”

      “Ahhh,” Calon frowned, taking in the sight of the old woman at the counter.

      She was easily in her seventies with white hair and wrinkles. Her eyes, though, were large and bright, showing she was still a formidable woman if tested. And that was without taking in the fact she was eight feet tall and had the lower body of a horse.

      “Mr McReedy sent us,” Evie offered quickly.

      The woman brightened. “Oh, he’s a good one, that man. Did he say what he wanted?”

      “Ah,” Evie frowned.

      “No,” Calon piped up. “We took care of his yowie problem and we’re here for our own supplies.”

      “A yowie?” the woman frowned. “And how on earth did the two of you kill a yowie?”

      “Calon distracted it and I cast a fireball down its throat,” Evie shrugged.

      The woman gaped for a moment before letting out a neighing laugh. Nodding her head, she smiled, “Yup, that’ll do it. Stupid thing shouldn’t have been hunting on a farm.”

      “Is that not normal?”

      The woman shook her head. “No. The monsters, or at least the smart ones, know to stay away. Coming close to the humans only invites trouble.”

      “How do you get away with it, then?” Calon asked, before freezing in shock at what he just asked.

      “S’okay Ches,” Burt said, stepping in behind them. “Hullo, you pair. McReedy’s went well then?”

      “Burt, you know this young couple?”

      “Indeed, I do,” he smiled. “Though I think they don’t know much of this world, if ya know what I mean.”

      Ches, the old woman, seemed to understand and nodded slowly. “Right, right. Well, what are you here for?”

      “We need supplies,” Calon said, offering silent thanks to Burt for removing his foot from his mouth.

      “Supplies for what?”

      “Probably a good traveller pack each,” Burt nodded. “I can probably take care of their food, though.”

      “Oh?” Calon asked.

      The old man nodded, “Sure. You said there were goblins back the way I came. If you two can handle a damn yowie, I’d be willing to pay you to get me home safe.”
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      Calon opened his mouth to answer, before pausing. He glanced at Evie, who smiled widely and nodded her head. “That’s a deal Burt.”

      The old man grinned. “Just the packs, then Ches.”

      “Right,” she nodded, turning her attention back to Calon and Evie. “Packs are two bronze each. If you can’t pay all at once, I’m open to trade or offers of work, seeing as Burt here vouches for you.”

      “We can pay,” Calon smiled, showing the pouch.

      Ches frowned. “I’ll throw in some clothes as well.”

      “Do you have a tent we can sleep in?”

      “That’ll be extra,” Ches nodded.

      “We’ve got five,” Calon held up the coins he extracted from the pouch.

      Ches eyed Burt for a moment. “Clothing, bedrolls, boots, tent, tinderbox, and a knife each for the five.”

      “That’s a good deal. She could easily charge eight,” Burt nodded.

      “Deal.” Calon placed the coins in Ches’s hand.
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      “Evie, you were right.”

      “Really?”

      “Yeah- oh fuck-”
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      “It’s happening now. What would she want to be?”

      “Now?” Evie’s eyes went wide.

      “Yeah, it takes everything a bit literally, so think quick.”

      Evie frowned for a moment. “She always liked cats.”

      “Need a creature. If I say it, it might select on its own!”

      “What’s a cat creature?” Evie asked.

      Burt and Ches were staring at us like we’d grown extra heads, but Ches choked out, “Griffons are pretty much cats.”

      “Well?” Calon frowned, hoping he didn’t accidentally trigger anything.

      Evie sighed, “Yeah, okay, do it.”

      “Griffon.”
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      “Chrissy Smith.”
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      “Let’s see if that worked,” Calon nodded.

      “What worked?” Ches asked nervously.

      A flash of light signalled the arrival of the glowing ball. Unlike before, this one hovered about chest height. Calon realised that was the height it appeared above the surface of the water when he summoned Evie. Like before, it stretched upward and widened slightly before an arm reached through. That was followed by a furred face, a paw and then an entire, centaur-like cat with wings that fell onto the floor with an.

      “Fucking ouch!”

      “Chrissy!”

      “Evie?” Chrissy lifted her head. “Wait, hold on.”

      “That bit’s important,” Evie nodded, coming over as Chrissy’s eyes flicked as she read the screen she could see.
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      “Mother fucker!” She snapped, tearing her eyes away from the screen. She searched the room before settling on Calon and she snarled, deep in her chest, in a way that reminded him exactly of a lion.

      BANG!

      The three of them jumped.

      “Thank you Burt,” Ches mumbled softly.

      “Oh shit,” Chrissy mumbled, seeing the large woman for the first time.

      “You will watch your language in my store, young lady!”

      Chrissy’s eyes went wide for a moment before she pouted. “Sorry.”

      “Better, now. Why in the world did you have to make a summon here?”

      “Uhhhh, mostly by accident.”

      Ches raised an eyebrow. “An accident?”

      “Yeah, like the first time. A bunch of words came up, and I accidentally accepted them by speaking out loud. The words don’t understand the context, they just react to whatever I say next.”

      “First time?” Burt asked, turning to Evie.

      “Ummm, yeah,” Evie smiled nervously as she squatted beside Chrissy, who was trying to work out how to get four feet under her. “I’m… Not human.”

      “Well fuckin shit-”

      “Burt!” Ches snapped.

      “Sorry!”

      The large centaur woman moved around the counter. She approached Chrissy, who suddenly looked very nervous. “Like this dear,” she got on the floor. “Curl one side under you and stick out the other. That’ll roll you flat. Then pull them all under you and push up.”

      Chrissy growled as she mimicked the motion, but managed to awkwardly stand. “This sucks so bad,” she wobbled. To steady herself, her wings flapped, and she yowled in fright as she tumbled to the floor again.

      “Calon, when I work out how to get up. I’m going to kick your ass!”

      “LANGUAGE!” Ches yelled.

      The entire room flinched.

      “Sorry,” Chrissy mumbled again.

      She got her legs under her once again and slowly stood herself up. She wobbled, and her wings shifted, but she remembered they moved and pulled them tightly to herself.

      “This is so weird,” she mumbled.

      “Like watching a foal,” Ches chuckled. “Alright, next lesson!” She moved around to stand beside Chrissy, who shot Calon another glare. “Ignore him and watch my legs.”

      “Okay,” she grumbled.

      “Look. start with a rear leg and step forward. As you move, lift your front paw and put your rear where your front was, then do the same with the other side.” Ches took a few steps forward, showing Chrissy the movement.

      “I’ll help.” Evie took Chrissy’s arm.

      Chrissy then awkwardly tried to mimic the motion. She stumbled a few times and even managed to tread on her own toes. But after turning around, she went back the other way.

      “Great,” Ches nodded. “Now, you keep practising while I gather up what you’ll need.”

      “Right,” Chrissy nodded.

      Ches clomped from the room into the back, where Calon could hear her getting things together.

      “Never took you for a summoner,” Burt mumbled, coming around.

      “It was an accident,” Calon sighed.

      “Hell of an accident,” Burn grumbled. “The church hasn’t officially outlawed your kind. But nobody will take kindly to you once they find out. Monsters aren’t looked upon kindly.”

      Calon frowned. “What’s the difference between a beastkin and a monster?”

      The old man sighed, “What indeed?” He shook his head slowly. “The more… Human, a beastkin is, the more likely they’ll be accepted. At least as far as they can be in society. Most still prefer to live in the wild, away from people, and I don’t blame them for a moment. Monsters are… Less clear. Take a naiad. They’re a water spirit and don’t even have bones, but they’re accepted. But a slime, even in human shape, is considered a monster.”

      “So that yowie…” Calon frowned.

      “Don’t feel none about that,” Burt shook his head. “People, like beastkin, like monsters, come in all shades. That yowie could have stayed out wild and hunted the animals like his kin. Instead, he preyed on an old man’s sheep. He made his bed.”

      Calon nodded. “So big and scary is considered a monster. Where does that leave Chrissy?”

      At the sound of her voice, she shot Calon a glare, which was the exact moment she stumbled. Evie chastised her softly, and they continued their slow walk around the room.

      “You’re going to have to put clothes on her,” Ches said, coming out with several bundles. “Clothes and hope that you get left alone as you leave with Burt.”

      “You still want to hire us?”

      “Aye lad,” Burt nodded. “No, damn goblins will think twice about attacking a wagon guarded by the likes of her.”

      Calon nodded, “Thanks.”

      Ches set out the bundles on the counter. There were four. Two looked like the packs of items they’d agreed on. The third was a simple-looking tunic, and the last was a large stiff bag.

      “I threw in an extra for Chrissy,” Ches smiled thinly. “And I hope you don’t mind me calling on you for a favour should I ever need it?”

      Calon smiled, thinking of what Evie told McReedy. “We remember our friends.”

      “He says after summoning me to a world against my will and stuffs me into a body where I stumble around like an idiot!”

      Calon sighed and picked up her tunic. Bringing it to her, she glared at him until Calon held it up. “Can you get this on, or do you need help?”

      Chrissy snatched it from his hands and heard a heavy clearing of throats from Ches. She paused, “Thanks.”

      “No problem,” Calon stepped back.

      Evie mouthed the word, “Sorry.”

      Calon nodded quickly as Chrissy got the tunic over her head. He turned away, realising that not only were her small, muscular breasts were exposed, but her pussy was clearly visible between her front legs. Calon had no idea what was at the other end, but he wasn’t about to make it obvious about finding out. Heading over to his pack on the counter, Calon quickly changed from the dirty, thin clothing he wore and got into the things provided. The shirt and pants were about the same as he wore already. But they were clean. The bonus was the leather boots, belt and knife.

      “They fit okay?” Ches asked.

      Calon grinned and nodded as he did a quick walk. “They feel great, thanks.”

      “This old gal might not have feet, but I can guess their size pretty well,” she chuckled. “Now, I’ve given you a bag each. Oiled leather to keep out the rain. There’s a waterskin in each, a bedroll, and since you’re the big strapping lad you are, you get the tinderbox as well. This,” she tapped the large stiff bag. “This is your tent which you’ll either have to carry or toss on Burt’s cart.”

      “Cart is fine,” Burt nodded. “No problems there.”

      “Wonderful,” Ches nodded.

      THUMP THUMP THUMP!

      “Open up! We’ve reports of a loud flash and yelling!”

      “What on earth?” Ches frowned.

      “OPEN UP I SAY! We have suspicious people in town. A young man and woman. If they’ve taken you hostage, make a noise and I’ll break the door down!”

      “You’ll do no such thing!” Ches yelled back, before turning to Chrissy. “Into the back room now, quickly.”

      “Right,” she nodded, making her way around the counter, only bumping things a few times.

      “OPEN THIS DOOR!”
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      Calon frowned as Evie moved to stand beside him. Burt shifted away from the door as the thumping increased even as Ches approached the door.

      “Don’t you dare break something!” She snapped.

      Grabbing the latch, she hauled the door open, only for the sheriff to burst into the room, sword drawn and angry.

      “You!” He snapped, pointing the sword at Calon, who held up his hands.

      “What the bloody hell are you doing, man?” Burt snapped.

      The sheriff flinched and turned, spotting Burt standing in the corner.

      “I had reports of a disturbance from this shop. I was acting under the impression there was danger here.”

      “The only danger here is you,” Burt frowned. “Bursting in like that, waving your sword. You almost took Ches’s hand off.”

      The sheriff seemed to grimace for a moment, before shooting Calon and Evie a glare each. “What are you doing here, anyway?”

      “Buying supplies.” Evie rolled her eyes. “Like we told you.”

      “Sheriff,” Ches called firmly. “I’d like you to leave my store.”

      The big man seemed to puff himself up to a full… less than two feet shorter than the elderly centaur. “As sheriff of this town, it is my responsibility to uphold the law and protect the citizens from crime.”

      “And the law states that unless there is a crime being committed, or you have a warrant, then I can ask you to leave my premises!”

      The sheriff looked back at Burt, who gave him a level glare in return. The sheriff snorted and slid his sword back into the sheath. “Despite what the preacher said, I think it’s best if you two leave town.”

      “We’d already be going if you hadn’t burst in here,” Calon chuckled. “We wouldn’t need supplies if we wanted to stay.”

      The sheriff sniffed and turned on his heel before storming out. Ches followed a step behind to close the door and the room seemed to let out a breath of air.

      “What an asshole-”

      “Language, young lady, or I will tan your hide!” Ches snapped.

      Chrissy dropped her eyes to the floor. “Sorry… Sorry. I’ll be good.”

      The grumpy centaur let out a sigh and approached the young woman. “No dear, I’m sorry. You’ve just been dragged against your will to a new world, in a body you don’t understand or recognise.”

      Chrissy sniffed softly and nodded her head. “It’s kinda scary, y’know? Then that big guy kicks in the front door with his sword out and I’m hiding in the back, wondering what the hell is going on.”

      “Oh Chrissy.” Evie rushed to the young woman.

      Calon watched as they shared a gentle kiss before they cuddled for a moment.

      “You’re so warm,” Evie giggled.

      “It’s the fur,” Chrissy smiled, wiping the stray tear from her eye. “I don’t feel hot, but my fingers feel warm when I touch myself.”

      Calon smiled as he watched them both before turning to Burt. “Alright, when are we leaving?”

      Burt sighed, “Probably sooner is better. I like to swing by the tavern for an ale, but I don’t think our lawfully elected sheriff would take kindly to the idea of you lot roaming town.”

      “Sorry,” Calon mumbled.

      But just waved off his concern. “Don’t worry about it none. I already bought the ale I take home. Just nice to have a sip before I leave.”

      “I’ll bring your order out,” Ches nodded.

      “Wagons where I usually leave it,” Burt smiled.

      “Right,” then Ches turned to Calon. “Can you give me a hand?”

      Calon nodded and followed the large woman into the back. Evie and Chrissy were still having their moment, and he left them to it. Ches used the back room for storage. Crates of various items, bags of grain, canvas rolls of all sorts. She looked to have a little of everything. Calon followed to a back door that slid open on a rail to expose a familiar-looking wagon.

      “Right, you jump up and start handing me the crates,” Ches instructed.

      Calon nodded and did as she asked. Hauling himself up, the horse shifted slightly before settling. Calon then got to work. Most of the crates were empty when he picked them up. They also looked similar to the crates that Ches had in storage. It seemed reasonable that he would return them when he was done with them. But it was the heavier ones that Ches was most interested in. She grinned widely when she felt the weight of them. Spotting the interest in Calon’s expression, she grinned wider.

      “Burt’s a farmer. He sells to a few places, but he saves me a few crates of apples.”

      Calon nodded. He wasn’t about to ask if liking apples was a horse thing or not. Not that it mattered. When he passed down the last crate, all that was left was the water barrel and a large pack.

      “Need these?” Calon gestured.

      Ches looked over and shook her head, “Not those. That’s Burt’s pack, like what I gave you lot.” Calon nodded as Ches lifted a large crate with a grunt. “Now, I’ll lift them in, if you can shove them around to line them up nicely?”

      “Sure,” Calon smiled.

      Loading was just the reverse. Ches brought over the barrel and lifted it into the wagon, and Calon shifted it into position. Ches made a few comments about load distribution, but left him to it for the most part. With those went some bags of grains that filled the remaining space available. Ches double checked the job and gave the wagon a couple nudges. Then they spent a few minutes swapping a couple of heavier barrels to the other side before she was satisfied.

      “Got room for this?” Chrissy called.

      Calon stood and looked back as the two ladies came out to stand by the wagon with Burt a step behind them. Chrissy held up the tent, while Evie gave him a small smile.

      “It’s light enough it shouldn’t matter,” Ches nodded to him.

      Calon smiled and took the tent from Chrissy, who looked away from him and focussed on the ground. With a sigh, he dropped the tent in a space in the middle, before hopping down to join them.

      “Head on inside and get yourselves changed.”

      “C’mon, we should hurry so we can all leave,” Evie turned and went back in.

      Calon followed behind and tried not to stare as Evie pulled off the shirt she was wearing. Her ruined dress left her breasts exposed. But that was nothing, as she slipped out of that as well.

      “You can look,” Evie giggled.

      Calon smirked, “Sorry. Old habits.”

      “Let them die, you’ve fucked me,” Evie shook her head. “Hell, I WANT you to look at me.”

      Calon pulled the remains of his clothing off and gave his step-sister a once over. She blushed, but didn’t turn away. Instead, she grabbed one of the packs and tossed it to him. Calon caught it and placed it on the floor. Pulling it open, he dug around and found a clean shirt, a pair of pants, some thick socks to go with their leather boots. The final pieces being what looked like blankets to go along with their bedrolls, but Calon frowned when he opened it up.

      “That’s a cloak,” Evie frowned, touching it. “It’s waxed.”

      “I think Ches was a little more generous than she was letting on,” Calon smiled.

      Evie nodded in agreement. “We should do something nice for her if we can.”

      “Agreed.”

      Evie smirked. “Right now, though, there is something I need your help with.”

      “Mmm?”

      Evie nodded and gestured for him to come closer. Calon approached with a confused smile as Evie pulled him close and kissed him. Calon moaned softly into her mouth as he felt his lust rise up to press against her. Pulling away, he gave her a quick glare.

      “We don’t have time for this,” Calon mumbled softly.

      Evie frowned for a moment, before smirking, “Better make this quick then.”

      Undoing her pants, she quickly shoved them down to expose that beautiful, perfect pussy of hers. Calon was momentarily stunned, giving Evie the chance to undo his pants, pulling his cock free.

      “Evie!” Calon hissed.

      “Shhh,” she giggled, taking Calon by the hip and pulling him forward.

      His cock pressed into her mons, where she took it in both hands. Calon gasped softly as she massaged his length. The naughty smile she gave him was wasted as Calon looked towards the back room as if waiting for someone to come through at any moment.

      “Pay attention,” Evie hissed.

      Calon looked back as Evie shuffled closer. His cock slipped down, parting her labia as she closed her legs over his length. Despite not being technically inside her, she was extremely lubricated.

      “I told you, I’m so wet thinking about you. It’s crazy.”

      Calon shuddered as she rubbed her thighs together. The slick, tight pressure was driving him crazy. Truth be told, with his length pressed between her legs, each movement rubbed it along her clit as well. She was rising to her own end, even as she could tell Calon was as well.

      “Evie stop,” Calon hissed.

      “Nu uh,” Evie smiled, pressing her chest against his own. “I want it.”

      “Evie!” Calon hissed a little louder, before glancing at the back door again. “I’m going to cum, it’s going to make a mess!”

      Evie rolled her eyes. “I’ll lick it up.”

      “Evie!”

      She sighed, then reached down behind herself. Calon flinched as he felt fingers pat the head of his cock. Then she wiggled her hips and applied pressure to the underside of Calon’s cock. The pressure was intense, but he gasped in shock as he felt his cock slip into her pussy.

      “Oh shit, yeah,” Evie moaned. “I didn’t think this would work. You can fuck me anywhere!”

      Calon was just about at his limit. Seeing the delighted smile on her face as she wiggled on his cock, Calon growled. Evie managed a shocked blink right before Calon’s hands roughly grabbed her hips. Despite being pressed together, he could achieve a small amount of penetration by yanking her hips into his own. Evie squeaked, feeling his cock slide further into her, with his length viciously dragging over her clit. Each stroke, in and out, his length rubbed her most sensitive place. She looked up at him and saw his expression. There was no love in his eyes at that moment. Only desire and a deep-seated power and control that told her, deep down, that he owned her.

      “Cumming,” she whimpered softly.

      Calon felt her go limp as her legs failed to hold her any longer. Her sudden shift made him grunt. He could hold her, but he was having trouble continuing to fuck her. The muscles in her pussy throbbed madly as her head rolled back and her mouth opened. With a growl, Calon turned them both, and he firmly shoved her against a wall. Evie gasped loudly, only for Calon to cut off all sounds with a hard kiss.

      He trapped her in place. The wall at her back made it so she couldn’t move away. Her pants tightly bundled around her upper thighs prevented her from lifting her legs to step to one side. His weight pressing her into the wall prevented her from simply collapsing. She was trapped in place, helpless, but unafraid as Calon fucked her into the wall. Each thrust of his cock achieved only a small amount of actual penetration, but was painfully delicious, rubbing over her clit. In an act of desperation, she rocked her hips forward. It relieved some of the harsh pressure on her clit, but gave Calon just a little more depth with each thrust.

      Calon thrust his hips relentlessly. He was desperate to find his own end. The angle wasn’t great for penetration. But he took what he could reach. But what surprised him was Evie shifting in his arms. Her shirt pulled tight and she let out a whimper. That caught his attention, and he looked into her eyes as they started glowing red.

      “Calon,” she whimpered softly, as two black, twisted horns sprouted from her forehead.

      He spotted movement to his right and quickly grabbed her tail as it rose up. Unintentionally, he rubbed his thumb over the blunt end that would disgorge that barb he felt when he saw her like this last time. Evie hissed softly as her body trembled. Calon frowned and gave her tail a gentle squeeze. This time, he felt her pussy clench over the head of his cock.

      “Your tail is sensitive,” he remarked.

      Evie hissed softly, baring her sharp, angular teeth at him.

      He had to handle this before she lost control of herself. He knew she wasn’t really a threat. But having a rogue succubus riding him in the middle of Ches’s store didn’t seem like the greatest idea. Looking at her teeth, he glanced at her tail and came to a decision.

      “Here,” Calon growled.

      Evie squeaked as he shoved her tail into her mouth. Whether by intent, instinct or otherwise, her lips closed around the appendage and she shuddered softly. But she wasn’t about to stop. Her hands roughly grabbed him to throw him back. But Calon wasn’t having any of it. Without the threat of her tail stabbing him, Calon shoved her against the wall. Grabbing both her wrists, he pinned her in place before yanking them down. It was fiddly, but he got them behind her back, before leaning on her. Evie struggled before releasing her tail. Calon snarled, grabbing it as the barb came free. She opened her mouth as if to bite him and Calon, with his hand on her tail, decided it made a good rope gag. Holding it with both hands, he pressed her tail between her lips and pinned her head to the wall.

      Calon held her in place for several moments as her harsh glare softened. The red of her eyes turned to a pink, and she began to whimper and rock her hips. Calon felt his lust rise and, while leaving her tail wedged in her mouth, he kissed her. Being able to feel her tail, he released his hands. Cupping the back of her head, he kissed her hard. The other hand took her by the ass so he could find his own end. Despite the succubus threat, he had never been so turned on. His cock ached for release, and he was going to find it.

      Yanking her hips back and forth, Calon thrust his cock forward to meet her. Each thrust ended with a dull thump as he slammed her hips into the wall. The whole time, he could see the pink from the glow of Evie’s eyes. That soft stare, accompanied by her soft whimper with each thrust of his cock.

      Taking hold of her tail, Calon pulled it from her mouth and held on tight. She whimpered the more he played with it, and he wondered if it was a sex organ for her. In any case, the noises she was making, combined with the throbbing of her pussy, were pushing Calon over the edge.

      “Are you going to be a good little succubus and take all my cum?” He grunted.

      Evie nodded softly, before beaming widely and nodding with more enthusiasm.

      Calon would have laughed, if not for his orgasm bubbling up. Thrusting forward, he buried himself as deeply as possible. He sighed in relief as his cock throbbed inside her. Evie’s eyes drooped as she started cumming yet again. Calon just held her steady, still pinned against the wall. The mad throbbing and sucking of her pussy milking his orgasm. Evie just took it all, cumming her brains out the whole time he filled her.

      “Calon,” she whispered.
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      Calon blinked away the menu and smiled at Evie, who was giving him a doe eyed expression. Then he leaned forward and kissed her. She hummed into his mouth for a few moments before they pulled away.

      “Are you okay?” Calon asked.

      Evie nodded slowly, “I… I didn’t mean.”

      Calon kissed her softly and Evie blushed.

      “Are you two done in there?” Ches called.

      Calon pulled away. Evie winced as his cock dragged out over her sensitive clit as he did so. But they quickly got themselves presentable.

      “Shit,” Evie murmured. Calon turned and saw her holding her horns. “How the fuck?”

      Calon stepped up and gently cupped her face with his hands. Staring into her eyes, he saw the pink slowly fade.

      “That’s it. Bring it all back in.”

      The light receded even further, and her shirt shifted as her wings shrunk back. The horns slowly pulled back beneath her skin, leaving her looking unremarkably human.

      “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” Calon smiled.

      Kissing her softly, he grabbed his pack. Reaching in, he felt around until he felt a hilt. Grabbing it, he extracted a simple dagger. Tossing the cloak over his shoulder, he picked up his pack with the hand holding the dagger.

      “Coming?” Calon asked.

      Evie nodded, “Right behind you.”

      The two of them stepped through the back, where Ches eyed them carefully. Burt was climbing up onto the wagon while Chrissy sniffed at the air. Calon grimaced, realising that she wasn’t human. She could probably tell EXACTLY what they were doing. Hell, Ches might be able to, as well. Keeping his head up, Calon tossed his pack onto the back of the wagon, then frowned.

      “I don’t like our chances of getting Chrissy out of town.”

      Chrissy frowned. “I could run?”

      “Can you run?” Evie asked her.

      “Maybe.”

      Calon shook his head. “You’ll get plenty of practice outside of town. But ‘maybe’ isn’t good enough with that psycho out there.”

      “Are there laws about searching wagons?” Calon asked.

      Ches nodded, “Of course, same as the store. Unless you’ve broken the law, or a law is being broken, the sheriff can’t touch it.”

      Calon grinned. “Alright, Chrissy, on the wagon.”

      “What? Why?” Chrissy frowned.

      Calon climbed up and shifted a few of the bags to make a space in the middle. “Quick now, climb up!”

      Chrissy sighed and very gingerly approached. The horse knickered nervously, but Burt held it steady. Chrissy lifted her human part, which was a little more than just from her ribs upward, into the wagon. Then she worked out how to raise her front paws onto the side and walked forward. It was slow, but it worked, and the griffon flopped into the hole Calon had made in the centre.

      “I hate you, you know that?” She grumped at him.

      “No, you don’t,” Evie rolled her eyes. “You’re just mad at him.”

      Calon shrugged, “Be mad. Right now, I need to get you safely out of town. So lay down, curl up and I’m going to put some things on you.”

      “Fine,” Chrissy grumbled.

      “Horse won’t like this,” Burt commented. “But it should be fine until we’re out of sight of the town.”

      With Chrissy settling into the hole, Calon pulled his cloak over her. It wasn’t quite enough to cover her, though. He was wondering how to place the sacks of grain when Evie tossed her cloak up to him. Calon grinned and used that to tuck around Chrissy, who growled softly at him.

      “Stop it, and I’ll give you scritches later,” Calon smirked.

      “Just you wait until we’re out of town,” Chrissy threatened softly.

      Calon rolled his eyes and sighed as he shifted the sacks of grain around. He made it look more natural, even going as far as placing a couple sacks under the cloak to make it look like that’s what it was covering.

      “That’s… Probably about all I can do,” Calon nodded.

      “Looks good,” Ches agreed.

      “It’s stuffy and my nose itches!” Chrissy complained loudly.

      Evie climbed up and sat near where her head was. “It’s okay. I’ll help you out as soon as we’re clear.”

      “You better,” Chrissy grumped one final time.

      “Calon, you climb up beside me,” Burt shifted to one side of the driver’s bench.

      Ches nodded, “You be safe. I’ll see you next month!”

      “Take care Ches!”

      Calon and Evie waved and said their goodbyes. Burt lightly flicked the reins, and the horse started moving. He brought them around in a wide arc and steered them back onto the road they’d walked down. There were a few beastkin around like earlier, but no sign of the sheriff. Burt kept the wagon steady as he steered through the street back towards the main road. When he reached it, he looked both ways as another wagon passed. This one was for passengers coming into town. When the way was clear, he flicked the reins again, turning to head back out of town.

      “Halt!”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Burt grumbled.

      “I am ordering you to stop!”

      Burt sighed and pulled back on the reins, slowing the horse gradually. Calon frowned, thinking the old man wasn’t about to stop. But the expression on Burt’s face was twisted into a smirk. Calon snorted, realising that Burt was gradually bringing the horse to a stop as the sheriff had longer to run to catch up.

      “Run ya prick,” Burt grumbled as the wagon slowly came to a halt.

      “Why didn’t you stop!” The sheriff snapped as he came around to stand in front of Burt.

      Burt gave the sheriff a long look before leaning over the side. He ‘hmmm’ed’ for a moment and shrugged. “Far as I can tell, I stopped.”

      “You could have stopped back there when I first called for it!”

      “I’m hauling a heavy load today. I wouldn’t want to harm the animal,” Burt leaned forward, patting the horse on the rump.

      “What’s in the wagon?”

      “Supplies.”

      “What. Kind. Of. Supplies?”

      “Farming supplies.”

      The sheriff looked like a blood vessel was about to burst in his neck. “Do I need to arrest you, old man?”

      “Arrest me, for what?”

      “Obstructing the course of justice!”

      Calon could see people coming out to watch. There were frowns on a lot of faces, and not a lot were directed at Burt.

      “Sir,” Burt tilted his head. “Have I committed a crime?”

      “No,” the sheriff spat, now aware of the audience.

      “Am I free to go then?”

      “Where are you going?”

      Burt smirked, “Home, sheriff. I’m going home.”

      “Get out of my town,” the sheriff growled.

      Burt cleared his throat and sniffed. “Well, ah… You mind stepping back. I think hitting you with my wagon would be a crime.”

      The sheriff turned and stepped away. “Clear off you lot, there’s nothing to see here!”

      Burt chuckled softly, earning a glare from the sheriff as he tapped the reins once again. Calon held his breath to stop himself from laughing as the horse very, very slowly moved off. Calon glanced back as the sheriff stormed back into the building that must serve as his office.

      “You’ll have to watch that one,” Burt sighed as we passed the outer buildings of Beenleigh.

      “Can I get out now?” Chrissy called out.

      “Soon,” three voices replied.

      They laughed while the grumpy griffon fumed in silence. The road was wide and relatively empty up ahead. The trees boxed them in on all sides and the town was quickly obscured.

      “Alright, I’ll pull to one side. I recommend that if you hear someone coming, you go off a ways into the trees.”

      Burt brought the wagon to a more reasonable halt this time, while Evie shifted things around to release Chrissy. The griffon let out a low growl as she glared at Calon. Then she clambered to the edge and hopped down, promptly falling flat on her face. With her head down and her ass up, Calon blinked, seeing a very puffy, but human-like vagina between her rear legs. Turning away, he spotted Burt with an identical expression. One of, ‘I didn’t see it, and neither did you.’

      “Mother fucker!” Chrissy yelled. “Why did you bring me here?!”

      “I asked,” Evie said softly, hopping down to help her up.

      “But why… Why this? I’m awkward and I feel weird.”

      “It was kind of an accident,” Calon called back, before checking over his shoulder. Seeing nothing but the glare from Chrissy, he turned as Burt lightly tapped the reins to get them moving. Chrissy sighed and looked at her feet before moving on after the wagon. Evie stuck to her side like glue.

      “What do you mean, an accident?”

      “That window that popped up for you to read?” Calon questioned.

      “What about it?”

      “I get them too, but mine asks questions. I hit level five, and it asked if I was ready to make my first summon.”

      “First?” Chrissy looked at Evie, who gave her a nervous smile.

      “It’s a bit of a story, but you would have been first in an ideal world.”

      Chrissy sighed, “Alright, go on then. How’d you screw this up?”

      “Those questions, they don’t understand context and they don’t ask, if you’re sure. They just accept the first thing you tell them.”

      “So what? You got the window and accidentally said yes.”

      “Pretty much,” Evie nodded. “We guessed he’d be able to summon you at level five, and when he hit level five, he got a notification and told me. I asked ‘really’ and he replied with ‘yeah.’”

      “That’s all it took,” Calon sighed. “From there, Evie said you liked cats and Ches said griffons were pretty much cats.”

      “Fucking horse!”

      “Centaur,” Burt corrected. “And be nice. Ches is an old friend, and she always tries to do right.”

      Chrissy sighed. “You really convinced Calon to bring me here, just so we could be together here?”

      “Uh huh.” Evie bumped her hip into Chrissy’s side, where she stumbled theatrically before catching herself. “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” Chrissy mumbled. “I have to get used to this. I’m going to be here for a while.”

      “You don’t… You don’t hate me, do you?”

      Chrissy sighed, “That depends, really.”

      “On?”

      “Can you still love me, if I’m some four legged, two armed furry monster cat?”

      Evie blinked, then smiled. “I’ll always love you, Chrissy. I just… I hope you’ll still love me a week from now.”

      Chrissy reached over and took Evie by the hand. “I’ll always love you. Even if I think it’s weird as fuck that you’re screwing Calon.”

      Evie bit her lip. “About that..”
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      Soft… Warm… A pleasant scent. Calon squeezed his fingers lightly, enjoying the sensation of-

      “Get. Your. Hands. Off. My. ASS!”

      Snatching his hands away, Calon opened his eyes. Directly in front of him was the brown-furred ass of Chrissy. She’d somehow ended up lying between him and Evie in the middle of the night and Calon had just woken up groping her.

      “Sorry-”

      “You damn well better be!” she snapped.

      With a huff, she rolled onto all fours before realising the tent we were in was too small for her to stand.

      “Fucking seriously…”

      “Here Chrissy, I got you,” Evie mumbled, sitting up to work over the ties holding the door closed.

      Quest Complete!

      Settle down for the night!

      5 exp awarded!

      Tutorial complete!

      Calon dismissed the window with a nod and rubbed his eyes. With Evie working from the top and Chrissy working from the bottom, they got it open in a few moments and the large griffon crawled out on her belly. When clear, she stretched in a pleasant to look at manner, before shooting Calon a death glare and stalking off in the direction of the campfire they’d lit the night before.

      “I sorta hoped she wouldn’t be quite so mad today,” Evie sighed.

      Calon looked at his succubus step-sister. Despite her aura of sexuality, the curve of her petite breasts and the diamond hard nipples that almost demanded Calon’s attention. He pushed through and saw the conflicted frown on her face.

      “It’s fine,” Calon replied softly. “She’s got a right to be mad and I won’t force her to do anything she doesn’t want to.”

      Evie huffed and crawled over to join Calon under the blanket for a cuddle. He ignored her nude form pressed against him. He’d opted to do the gentlemanly thing and sleep in pants, but with Chrissy’s form, that wasn’t an option and Evie had joined her. In more ways than one, if Calon had guessed correctly.

      “She needs it, though.”

      Calon sighed and pulled Evie closer. “You know I can’t do that.”

      “She could die!”

      Calon shook his head. “I don’t think you or she can actually be killed. At least not permanently. Notifications tell me that the only way to permanently remove you is to kill me.”

      “That’s good and bad, I suppose,” Evie sighed. “Seems the best way to move forward is to get you as many summons as possible, then.”

      Calon rolled his eyes. “And what? Bring over every one we hung out with back home?”

      “Like… What was her name, the quiet girl?”

      “Suki?”

      “YEAH!” Evie giggled. “She’s cute as fuck. Those glasses made her way too adorable not to want to choke her on a dick or two.”

      “Evie,” Calon groaned.

      “What?” Evie grinned. “Can you imagine what she would be like as an actual catgirl?”

      “We don’t even know if catgirls exist here… Wait… Cat. Catgirl. Neko-”
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      “Chrissy’s gonna fucking kill me,” Calon sighed.

      “You’re kidding, neko’s exist?”

      “I guess so. Catgirl didn’t get a response, but neko gave me a window. Just says unknown.”

      “Oh, we totally have to bring her here.”

      “Evie,” Calon shook his head. “What if she hates me?”

      “Pfft,” Evie giggled. “Calon, that girl gave you puppy eyes every time you opened your mouth. If she wasn’t so scared of you, she’d probably have crawled under a table if you asked her to.” Calon just blinked and looked at Evie. “Little pointy ears, furry tail, little kitty claws and enough flexibility to lick her own clit while you fuck her into submission.”

      “Are you trying to get a rise out of me?” Calon asked.

      Evie smiled, “Maybe-”

      “Morning you lot!”

      “No,” she pouted.

      “We’ll talk about it later,” Calon sighed. “Morning Burt, we’ll be out in a moment.”

      “You two drink coffee?”

      “Please!” Evie called back, earning them a chuckle from the old man.

      “Alright, hop up,” Calon gave Evie a small push.

      She pouted softly and smiled. “Shame, I really wanted to suck your dick.”

      “Damn succubus,” Calon pushed her a little harder.

      Amongst their laughter, the two of them dressed quickly enough. Then, with Evie off to take care of her morning business, Calon made his way around the tent to pull it down. The tent was remarkably straightforward. He’d seen horror stories from tents made in decades past. But this was rather simple. The tent itself was about two metres long and about the same width. I was triangular and had no vertical walls. Two long, straight pieces of wood slipped into chambers sewn into the canvas at each end to give it shape. Those wooden beams were pressed into the ground and a rope attached at their intersection pulled away to the ground where a wooden stake was hammered into place. The same was on the other side, with another half dozen stakes around the outside to pin the edges down. The floor was just a simple oiled rug with a piece of canvas on top. There was enough room for the three of them to lie inside, but as Calon had discovered, it was a relatively close fit.

      By leaving the wooden beams inside their chambers, it was simple enough to pull the stakes, fold it in half lengthwise and roll it all up. By tossing the stakes and lengths of rope in the middle as he did so, it left Calon with a single bundle that fit back inside the canvas bag they stored it in. All up, it was much heavier than anything Calon had ever tried to camp with before, but he wasn’t about to complain. He only had to carry it as far as the wagon. And with that done, he headed back to the fire where Evie was taking care of breakfast. Burt was pulling up the stakes of his own tent, so Calon went to help.

      “Thanks lad,” he nodded as Calon came around and started pulling. “These old bones don’t like bending none.”

      Calon shrugged, “It’s no bother.”

      Burt nodded, before looking over at Evie. “Y’know, I’ve never met a summoner before. We’ve got tales about your kind going crazy and killing indiscriminately.”

      Calon frowned and shook his head. “I don’t wanna kill anyone. I still feel torn up about the yowie.”

      Burt chuckled, “Yeah, I figured that. Have you thought about what you’re going to do next?”

      “You mean after we get you home?”

      “Right,” Burt nodded. “I mean, I have work that needs doin. But I figure farming probably isn’t your thing.”

      “I suppose settling down somewhere probably won’t work?”

      Burt’s lips thinned, and he shook his head. “Maybe one day. But right now, you’re a loose cannon. Especially with Chrissy over yonder,” he gestured with his thumb.

      Calon turned and spotted the furred woman as she moved through the trees. It looked like she was doing agility training. But she mis-stepped and fell in a heap, before getting up with a huff.

      “She’s a warrior, that one,” Burt chuckled. “If you can win her over, she’ll be a strong woman for you.”

      “We’ll see,” Calon nodded, not wanting to dispute the man.

      “Still though, she speaks, she wears clothes and if you can build a reputation in some towns. Or at least the smaller ones, they might take kindly to an occasional visit.”

      Calon realised what the old man was getting at. Visit towns, see the job board, do it and move on. Short term, that could be a viable option.

      “What would a wagon like this cost?”

      Burt hmm’d for a moment, “Well see, that depends.” Calon frowned, realising the old man actually had an angle here. “You said you were conflicted about killing that yowie.”

      “Yeah…”

      “You understand how that yowie was a monster, right?”

      Calon nodded in agreement. “Yeah…”

      “Up north past Kuraby, which is where my farm is located, there’s a group of bandits making trouble.”

      Calon looked over at Evie, who was smiling as she plated up what looked like eggs and bacon.

      “Talk it over,” Burt nodded. “We’ll get to my farm tomorrow morning unless we want to travel when it’s dark. I can point you towards town, which is only another couple hours’ walk. Probably find someone willin’ to answer a few questions.”

      “Why them?”

      Burt smiled thinly. “Bandits are moving lots of goods. More than if they were carrying things themselves. It’s likely they have a few horses and wagons. The horses you’ll probably have to return, but wagons and other equipment are legal salvage.”

      “Why hasn’t anyone else dealt with them?”

      “This part of the country is pretty quiet most of the year. We’ll get an adventurer or two come through here and there. But unless they pick something up, the problem persists. Of course, if something gets crazy, we send word to Brisbane and they take a look. It’s expensive, but expensive is what brings out the help.”

      “How many towns are between here and Brisbane?” Calon asked, knowing full well that his knowledge from modern geography would be… What’s the opposite of ‘out of date?’

      “We’re just outside of Loganlea now,” Burt scratched his chin. “After that is Kingston, Booran, then Kuraby, where I’ll be stopping. Then it’s Sunnybank, Rocklea and Brisbane itself. Brisbane is the major city around these parts. Even has a port.”

      Calon nodded. “And you’re saying that Brisbane will have other adventurers. Where do they mostly work?”

      “North and west mostly,” Burt scratched his chin before hoisting the tent over his shoulder. “West is more monster related. Further into the wilderness you go, the more you bump into them. It’s our own fault, mostly. We’re pushing them off their land and they’re fighting back. North, though, that’s conflict. Beastkin broke off a few years back and set up their own township. Since then, they’ve been patrolling their roads and charging people to use them. They’re building a new bypass to go around the area, but it’s taking time and they’re not happy. There’s been fighting some, and the usual monster business.”

      “Breakfast!” Evie called.

      Burt smiled. “Kinda nice to have a good woman to look after us.”

      Calon turned and smiled at Evie, who gave him a wink. “Yeah, yeah it is. I’ll have a talk with them on the road today.”

      “You do that,” Burt nodded. “And if you decide before we get home, I might have a few things to help out.”

      With a nod of agreement, Calon and Burt came over and accepted a bowl of breakfast from a beaming Evie. She then took another towards Chrissy, who seemed reluctant to join them. But she returned with the hostile griffon a moment later. Breakfast was a simple fair. Evie had made a scramble from the eggs, and with a lack of salt, she’d cut the bacon and mixed it into the egg for flavour. It was clever, easy and tasted pretty good. That set Evie beaming with delight when they all told her as such. Then, with a quick clean of their dishes using sand and a bit of water, they packed up the last of their things and Burt climbed up on the wagon.

      “Calon, might be an idea for you to learn,” he called.

      Calon nodded. “Might have the talk first!”

      Burt nodded and waved, before flicking the reins and getting the horse moving.

      “I’m not fucking you,” Chrissy mumbled.

      Calon rolled his eyes. “Not what I wanted to talk about.”

      “Don’t care, still not fucking you.”

      “Chrissy,” Evie giggled. “Be nice. He was talking with Burt. I bet this is important.”

      “So’s not fucking him,” Chrissy shrugged, before she started walking after the wagon.

      Calon sighed, and Evie took his hand. “Don’t worry about her. I’ll give her a spanking later and remind her why she needs to play nice.”

      “I heard that!”

      “Then you better remember it!” Evie shot back.

      Calon rolled his eyes, then got to the point. “Any ideas for what you want to do after we drop Burt home?”

      “Oh,” Evie frowned, “Chrissy, slow down. This is actually important.”

      “Fuck,” the griffon swore, but dropped her pace.

      Calon explained about the conversation he’d had with Burt. Chrissy had complained about the part about not being accepted in towns. But they fell silent as Calon brought up the idea of looting a bandit den.

      “So, what exactly are you thinking?” Evie asked. “We sneak in and take a bunch of their shit, or we go in and…”

      “Kill em all,” Chrissy snarled softly.

      “Chrissy!” Evie admonished her.

      “What?” Chrissy shrugged. “We’re in, like, nineteen-hundreds Australia and there're bandits. What are we expecting? Cops to show up?”

      Calon frowned. “Isn’t the first world war supposed to be going on soon?”

      “That’s a good point,” Evie frowned. “Things seem different, though. I haven’t seen any cars, and those started coming over in the eighteen seventies.”

      “Maybe it’s earlier than we thought?”

      “Does it matter?” Chrissy sighed. “We’re here now. There’s no electricity, there’s no cars, and there’s fucking monsters and shit roaming around.”

      “She has a point,” Calon smirked.

      Evie nodded, “So. The problem is then. Do we want to settle down, maybe in this beastkin town to the north? Or do we want to roam about and kill things for money?”

      “Can I kill Calon for money?”

      “Chrissy!”

      “What? I’m kidding,” she huffed. “I know what happens if he dies.”

      “That’s something else,” Calon frowned. “What happens if one of you dies?”

      “We respawn, right?” Chrissy shrugged.

      “Do you?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, if you die, is it just a click of my fingers to bring you back? Or is there more to it than that? What if I can change your species, your personality? What if I bring you back and you don’t remember being here? What if you died in some horrible way and you DO remember it? What then?”

      “I fucking hate you so much right now, you know that?”

      “It’ll be okay, Chrissy,” Evie jogged up to hold the griffon’s hand.

      Calon just sighed and kept on moving.

      “I think we should kill the bandits,” Chrissy said after a while. “We’ll check out where they’re hiding. We kill em, take their shit and see if there’s any more work around here.”

      “Burt was saying they don’t get adventurers south of Brisbane too often,” Calon called softly.

      “So there’s probably a decent amount of work around,” Evie nodded. “And if we can get a wagon like Burt thinks, maybe sell some stuff and see if we can barter a horse-”

      “I want a bigger tent,” Chrissy huffed.

      Evie nodded, “Yes, bigger tent. Need to make room for more summons.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Chrissy, the more summons, the less chance he has of dying. He lives a long life, we live long lives.”

      “Fuck,” Chrissy sighed. “Alright, s’pose, that means I won’t have to put up with him fucking my girl all the time, either.”

      “Ummm.”

      Calon didn’t want to be part of that conversation. He’d crushed hard on her back home. But she clearly wanted nothing to do with him now. Calon thought about his stats and they popped up.
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      He thought about Chrissy’s skills and got her panel instead.
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      Calon thought about changing her skills like he had with Evie and got a big fat nothing. He double checked whether he could do it for Evie. Her character sheet hadn’t changed except for one detail. Focussing on it for a moment, Calon was surprised when it opened in its own window.
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      “You okay?”

      Calon nodded and looked at Evie. That sweet, kind expression on her face. He wasn’t sure she would appreciate the modification. But he had a promise to uphold. “We need to talk about something. You asked me not to change you in any way, but there’s something that happened.”

      Evie frowned, and Calon quickly explained what he’d discovered.

      “And what brought this up?”

      “I was seeing if I could access your skills, and like Chrissy, it seems I can’t after…”

      “Got it,” Evie nodded. “I… Umm… Can I be real honest here right now?”

      “Shoot.”

      “Maybe not tonight, but… Soon. Can I burn through all my mana and-”

      “What, you WANT to experience that?”

      Evie blushed, earning Calon a glare as she listened to their conversation. “Look, that… Possession felt great. It was like being a back seat to my own emotions and letting myself run wild and… It was really hot what we did the other day.”

      “Can you not talk about fucking your step-brother like this?”

      Evie rolled her eyes. “You’re gonna have to get used to it. I like when he spends perks on me and the only way to do it is to feel him dripping out of me.”

      “Ewwww.”

      “See, I thought that too,” Evie nodded. “But trust me girl, when you pull that stick out of your ass, you’re probably going to want him to stick his dick back in to hold your spine straight.”

      “Evie,” Calon snorted.

      “What?” Evie shrugged. “I love Chrissy. I love how she looks, how she feels, how she smells and how she tastes. I could die a happy woman drowning in her girl juices. But you better bet your ass I’d die a happier woman impaled on that cock of yours at the same time.”

      “What’s that smell?”

      Calon paused their conversation and sniffed the air. “What smell?”

      “It’s kinda nasty,” Chrissy wrinkled her nose.

      “I can’t smell anything either,” Evie frowned.

      “Let’s catch up with Burt,” Calon nodded.

      With no disagreement, they jogged to catch up with the wagon. The old man was trundling along at a steady pace as they trailed behind to talk.

      “Ah, you finished your talk, then?”

      “Sorta,” Calon nodded. “Is there anything out here that would smell bad?”

      “Other than the goblins, you mean?” Burt frowned.

      “Shit.”

      Burt shrugged, “That’s why I hired you lot, wasn’t it?”

      Calon looked at Evie and Chrissy. “Evie, you’re on the wagon. I’ll sit beside Burt.”

      “And what, I’ll just run around like an idiot?” Chrissy snarked.

      “Pretty much,” Calon gave it right back. “Be a good kitty and keep your nose out. If that scent gets stronger, it probably means they’re coming closer. Evie can throw fireballs that they REALLY don’t like.”

      “That’s right, and you’re the soft little boy who can’t defend himself,” she nodded. “Whatever.”

      Calon sighed as she stumbled in the process of racing off further down the road.

      “Don’t mind her,” Evie whispered.

      “She’s right, though,” Calon admitted. “I’m just a human. I don’t even have mana.”

      “Maybe think about changing that, then?”

      “If I spend my perks on me, then I can’t spend them on you and Chrissy.”

      “And Suki.”

      Calon rolled his eyes. “That’s minimum like another five, if not ten levels away.”

      “And we’ve a bandit hideout to clear, so who knows?”

      “Fuck,” Calon sighed.

      “Have you even tried to upgrade yourself?”

      Calon went to respond before frowning. He’d tried to upgrade Evie and Chrissy. He’d tried to use skill transfer… but…

      “You haven’t, have you?”

      “No,” Calon sighed. “No, I haven’t.”

      He thought about it and got a window.
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      “It only gives me one option, and it’s to get Mana.”

      Evie nodded. “Summoner classes aren’t known for physical stats. They usually act in a support role. So it makes sense that you can’t do anything without mana.”

      “I guess in the normal progression of things, if I’d levelled up alone, I would spend the first few perks on myself. So there’s probably something in here that could help me.”

      A scream cut off their conversation as Burt swore under his breath. Bursting from the treeline was a trio of wolves with goblins on their back. Calon couldn’t be sure, but at least one of them looked familiar. Chrissy, shocked at their sudden appearance, despite being larger than the wolves, tripped over her own feet, allowing the first wolf to slam into her.

      “CHRISSY!” Evie shouted as Burt slowed the wagon.

      “You’ll have to do something! One’s coming our way!” The old man yelled.

      Calon jumped back into the wagon to their packs and dug around for his knife. In the meantime, he heard Evie take a deep breath.

      “FIREBALL!”

      That was met with a horrible, hellish yelp, and a long, “EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

      “Get off me, you furry fucker!” Chrissy roared.

      Calon got his knife and turned to see Evie running towards Chrissy, who was wrestling with one wolf, while the other had her leg in its teeth.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The red ball of flame launched out towards the wolf, mauling Chrissy’s leg. But the wolf spotted it coming and darted out of the way.

      “Get girl!” The goblin on its back screeched.

      The wolf leaped over Chrissy, who howled in rage. Evie froze as Calon leaped over the side of the wagon and ran towards her.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The flames launched out, and the wolf ducked. But not far enough to spare its rider. She caught the goblin in the face and its high-pitched screams followed it to the ground. But the wolf was too close for Evie to cast again. She raised her hands to protect her face as Calon tackled her from the side. Evie fell with a scream as the wolf went through where she was standing with a growl.

      “Behind me!” Calon snapped.

      “Get away, you fucking idiot! It’ll kill you!” Evie shouted.

      Calon ignored her. Pulling the knife, he held it ready at his side for the wolf as it stalked closer.

      “Calon, if it gets me, I can be re-summoned!”

      “Evie, hit the one Chrissy’s fighting with!”

      “Calon!”

      “DO AS I SAY!”

      “Fuck!’ Evie cried as the wolf closed in. Calon stepped forward, swinging the knife. The wolf seemed to know it was an attack and leaped back as he heard Evie call out. “FIREBALL!”

      That one must have hit the target, and Calon flinched from the howl of pain as the wolf burned. That was two wolves down, at least two goblins down, leaving one wolf and Evie with two more chances to cast fireball. And the wolf in front of Calon chose that moment to rush in.

      Calon lifted his arm as the wolf closed. It hit him square and took him to the ground as he heard a silken voice.

      “Charm.”

      Calon had no idea what she aimed it at, as the wolf bit down hard. Calon yelped in pain, feeling the teeth sink into his arm. But he wasn’t about to be done in. Slamming the knife forward, the wolf huffed in pain from the first stab. Yanking the knife free, Calon stabbed again in a similar spot. The wolf reared back, stumbling, and Calon rolled up to follow. The wolf staggered and Calon leaped on top of it. With a yelp of pain, the wolf collapsed, this time with Calon on top, who stabbed at the animal. Its whining yelps cut off after the third strike to its neck and Calon took a deep breath before looking around. Right as he spotted the last goblin pointing a bow at him.

      “FIREBALL!”

      The goblin’s eyes went wide as it let the arrow fly. Calon flinched as the goblin went up in flames. The arrow sailed harmlessly to the side, missing him by fractions. Blinking away his shock, Calon looked down at the wolf. Convinced it was dead, Calon stood.
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      “Sweet!” Calon grinned, before glancing over to let Evie know the good news.

      Evie, who was on her hands and knees, literally crawling towards him with her tail twisting around in the air. Her wings were trapped inside her top and her horns were on full display.

      “Oh, fuck Evie.”

      “Please, master?” Evie whimpered. “Your succubus is desperate.”

      “What the fuck, Calon?” Chrissy huffed. “What did you do to her?”

      Evie turned her head and locked eyes with Chrissy. “Would you prefer us both, master? It hurts to wait, but it won’t take long to prepare her for you. She reeks of arousal.”

      “What?” Chrissy yelped. “Evie!”

      Evie flinched and turned back to Calon. “I’m sorry, master. It hurts. I want you so bad, please feed your succubus?”

      Calon looked at Chrissy and sighed. “This is actually one of her skills. If she drops too far in mana, she goes all sex kitten. It used to be kinda violent-”

      “You did this to her before?”

      “Not intentionally!” Calon held up his hands. “Just… I got a little forceful with her the other day at Ches’s. And… It made her go from violent to… This.”

      Evie was rocking back and forth on her knees, staring directly at my crotch while drooling.

      “You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” Chrissy huffed. “Fine, you do your thing, but I’m watching.”

      “Oh, please?” Evie whimpered. “I’m ready now? Can I take my clothes off, please?”

      “You, uh… Maybe head off into the trees some. I’ll skin these wolves,” Burt said, scaring the crap out of Calon and Chrissy.

      “Please, master?” Evie whimpered.

      “Ah fuck,” Calon sighed. “C’mon.”

      Turning, Calon headed in the opposite direction the goblins came from. Glancing back, Evie was scampering after him on all fours while Chrissy looked extremely conflicted.
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      Evie shifted slightly and Calon held her a little tighter, despite the ache in his arm from the wolf bite. Calon had no idea it was going to be like that, and Evie, once she’d come down from her high, didn’t either. Chrissy had refused to move away from the wagon, and even Burt was holding his peace. Calon took a deep breath as his cock firmed in his pants again.

      “Calon?”

      “No,” he shook his head softly. “No, you don’t ask me if I’m okay. Nothing you did would make me think any less of you. I just hope you don’t think any less of me.”

      Evie pushed back slightly. Calon looked her in the eye as she stared at him with a soft smile. “Thank you, and… Thank you.”

      Calon nodded. Evie’s shift from harsh and demanding into submissive and begging was a bit of a head spin. He closed his eyes as he held her while she rested on his lap. When she turned on him the first time, she’d held him at the point of her barbed tail, sucked his dick and then rode him.

      “I liked it,” Evie whispered.

      Calon felt her shift as she rubbed herself on his cock. They both knew what he felt. But the image of her writhing on his cock. Tail buried inside her ass as Calon viciously twisted her nipples because it made her pussy clench…

      “My tail is super sensitive and…” She turned her head and looked at Burt, before leaning in really close to whisper. “In my ass, it felt like I had a second clit. Every time you pushed it in, I could feel it.”

      “So I wasn’t too rough with you?”

      Evie shook her head slowly. “Maybe… we could try the opposite way.”

      “You mean…”

      Evie nodded, “It… It’s like my ass got wet like my pussy does.”

      Calon looked over at Chrissy, who suddenly turned away. She had been staring at them on and off the since they got back to the wagon. She had watched, she’d gotten close and eventually she’d moved out of view, but not earshot. Calon had cum twice in Evie by then, followed by one more while Evie was coming back lucid.

      “It hurts, doesn’t it?” She asked in a whisper.

      Calon sighed and nodded softly. His pants had zero give in them. And with Evie perched on top of his erection, he was feeling extremely confined. That was right until she leaned back on one hand and lifted her ass. What Calon wasn’t expecting was for her other hand to pull the tie that kept his pants up, allowing his erection to pop free.

      “Evie!” Calon hissed, looking at Burt, who was concentrating on the road.

      But Evie wasn’t listening. With his cock free, she did the same with her pants, pushing them down off her hips, before taking his cock in hand. Pressing it to her pussy, she slid it between her labia. Rubbing herself up and down, Calon bit his lip to hide the soft groan of pleasure. Despite it only being a few hours since he’d been inside her, he was almost desperate to do so again. So, as she lifted her hips, Calon held his breath. Only the head of his cock passed over the opening to her pussy and settled somewhere much firmer.

      “Evie,” Calon whispered.

      Evie relaxed her legs, slowly taking his cock into her ass. Calon held his breath, feeling the tight ring of muscle at the entrance. It held like a strong o-ring around his cock as she forced herself down around him.

      “I was right,” Evie whimpered softly, biting her lip. “I have more than one clit.”

      “You say somethin?” Burt called over his shoulder.

      Without thinking, Calon grabbed Evie by the shoulders and pulled her close as Burt turned his head. The way she was positioned, sitting sidesaddle on Calon’s lap, Burt could only see Evie sitting there in the same position she was in earlier. Leaning into his chest with her head over his shoulder, holding him tightly as he did the same.

      “How long until we reach your farm?”

      “We’ll get there in the morning unless we push through the night. Though I prefer not to tire the horse.”

      The wagon went over a bump, causing Evie to hop in Calon’s lap. She wasn’t expecting for Calon to force himself entirely into her ass. But she was desperately trying to hold off on cumming while Burt was talking to them. And that bump causing her to bounce on his lap made her squeak loudly.

      “You okay, darling?” Burt frowned. “You still… Suffering from your little bout?”

      “I’m fine,” Evie shivered, biting her lip as Calon gave her a squeeze, causing his cock to grind up inside herself. “Just… Tired.”

      “Ah,” Burt blushed and turned to look forward. “Yeah, I… Yeah.”

      Evie glared at Calon and felt heat rise up inside her as he smirked right back. She concentrated on the feelings she’d had when she became possessed and grinned. Despite Calon’s dick in her ass, she was able to concentrate on a particular feeling and smiled as her tail slowly extended from her body. Calon grinned as Evie frowned at him, but that grin dropped from his expression as that familiar barbed tail came into view. He blinked, before realising she was learning to control herself and… And that barb was getting awfully close. Before Evie could react, Calon grabbed her tail, making her flinch. Then, with a quick thought of what to do next, he grinned. Evie’s eyes rolled as Calon pushed her tail into her pussy. Calon could tell that she was loving it. He could feel her tail through the wall of skin and flesh between her pussy and ass.

      Holding her around the waist with one arm, Calon used the other to thrust her tail into her pussy. He kept the strokes short, but firm to keep the noise and vibrations down. Evie plastered herself to him, clutching at his neck and shoulders as she held back her cries.

      “Please Calon?” She whispered into his ear before kissing it. “Please, I’m begging. Cum in my ass.”

      Calon nodded, tightening his grip around her waist. He sped up the thrust of her tail and he enjoyed the sensation it created. Evie did as well as she trembled and lightly kicked her legs.

      “Calon,” Evie whimpered. “Calon please? I’m… I’m-”

      An orange furred hand cut her next words off. It wrapped tightly around her mouth and choked off any sound. Evie’s eyes rolled back as Calon pinned her hard against his chest. She didn’t even cum this hard when she was in sex kitten mode. But he knew full well if she wasn’t muffled and pinned, she’d be kicking and screaming.

      Turning his head, Calon saw Chrissy glaring at him. She mouthed the words, “Hurry up!” and he nodded his head.

      Gripping Evie tightly, he rocking his hips, while viciously fucking her with her own tail. He wasn’t worried about being gentle. He wasn’t worried about Evie and how she felt. The nails she had dug into his shoulders as her eyes rolled back told him exactly how she felt. With a soft shudder, Calon started to cum. Evie’s ass turned into a suction device. It clamped tight before drawing his cum out with each spurt. Evie went rigid in his arms as she enjoyed what was happening to her. Unable to keep full control of his body, Calon slammed her tail deep inside her pussy and held it there. Even it seemed to throb in his hands and the thought of it cumming inside her, as she came over it, made him groan.

      “If you’re done,” Chrissy hissed softly.

      Calon blinked, shaken from the moment by her blunt words. He looked at Evie, who was somewhere between shooting Chrissy a death glare and staring adoringly back at him. With a roll of her eyes, Evie lifted herself off Calon’s cock before flipping over. Calon got a look at his cock, clean with no traces of just coming out of an ass, right before Evie’s mouth closed over it once again. Calon closed his eyes and thanked his own idiocy for bringing her here. After a few bobs of her head, she lifted off and tucked him away. Then, with a thought to retract her tail, she did up her own pants and sat down beside him. Once settled, she moved around to the water barrel where she got a drink.

      Calon, after sating his own thirst, thought about their current situation. He was in a new world. There were new dangers and after the goblin attack, he was… Pretty much useless. The bite on his arm would have been far worse if he hadn’t started stabbing. The small punctures had been painful to wash out and Burt had sacrificed a dash of some strong-smelling spirit to wash the wounds. Nobody had any bandages though, and that meant he was stuck monitoring it until it healed.

      “You okay?” Evie asked, sitting down beside him once again.

      Calon nodded, then sighed and shook his head. “I have three perks and… Well I think I need to work out how to utilise my class.”

      “That’s for damn sure,” Chrissy huffed.

      Calon wanted to frown at her, but she was on point. The wolf that got her on the leg barely ruffled her fur. They made her of tougher stuff and had happily volunteered to hold Calon while Evie washed his arm. But that still left Calon with the issue of his summons. His perks are what he used to improve them, but he had no improvements for himself either. What happened if something happened to Evie? What if she died and he couldn’t bring her back? Maybe it was permanent if he had no mana?

      “Purchase Mana,” he whispered.

      Calon felt a twitch before a jolt of electricity shot through his spine. Everything lit up hot, then cold as it shot from the base of his skull to the tips of his fingers and back again.

      “Calon?” Evie grabbed him as he tipped in his seat.
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      “Uhhh,” Calon frowned.

      After dismissing them, quickly explaining to Evie and Chrissy what the pop-up showed. He didn’t want to keep it open in case he accidentally said something stupid. He was pretty sure heal would be more beneficial for the time being, but he wanted to discuss it first.

      “Well, we don’t even know what my skill is,” Chrissy grumbled. “But for Evie’s fireball, do you think it just makes it twice as big or something?”

      “What does a second upgrade to fireball do?” Evie asked.
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      Calon grinned and explained what the next upgrade did. Evie smiled and nodded along before shaking her head again.

      “Healing, I think you should unlock heal.”

      “I was thinking the same thing.” Chrissy nodded.

      Calon, with both of them in agreement, couldn’t see a reason to fight.

      “Unlock heal.”
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      Calon frowned, before realising there would not be any sort of-
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      “This thing really needs a better tutorial-”
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      “No,” Calon said immediately, cancelling the window.

      “Yeah, that makes more sense,” Chrissy smirked.

      “What does?”

      “I’m guessing you just got windows?” She tilted her head. “You totally space out. No wonder you select dumb things.”

      “... Thanks?”

      “You’re welcome,” Chrissy shrugged.

      “Be nice,” Evie waved at her girlfriend. “What was the new window?”

      “It offered me two skills. One to revive you if… if something bad happens. But it comes with a lot of shit. You’ll come back crippled and without mana.”

      “That’s fucked,” Chrissy growled.

      Calon nodded. “The other skill is healing hands. And that’s a heal over time for the status effect.”

      “Shit,” Evie sighed.

      Chrissy gave her a look, and Evie rolled her eyes.

      “Status effects. Crippled is obviously one. What about poison, paralysis? I can bet burned and charmed are effects, too.”

      “Can’t check burned for obvious reasons, and can’t check charmed because while it’s active, I don’t think I’d be able to think straight enough to check.”

      “Why, is charm really nasty?”

      Calon looked at Evie and sighed. “No, it makes you think they’re the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen. Like, obsession to the point you stand there like an idiot and stare at them.”

      “I used it to feed a yowie a fireball that burned him from the inside out,” Evie shrugged.

      “That’s horrifying,” Chrissy said in deadpan, rubbing her face.

      “That does sound pretty awful,” Burt added from the front.

      “It worked,” Evie shrugged.

      Calon sighed. “I’m going to get them both.”

      “Revive and soft touch?”

      “Yup,” Calon nodded. “If the worst happens, I can bring you back. Then… I dunno. I suppose we’ll see.”

      “I think it’s a good idea.” Evie and Calon turned to see Chrissy, who shot them a dirty look. “What? I’m allowed to agree with him when he’s not being a dumbass!”

      Calon ignored her and took a deep breath. “Unlock, revive and unlock, soft touch.”
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      “Hopefully I can regenerate mana,” Calon gulped, before confirming on his character sheet.
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      “Maybe you should test that,” Evie suggested, pointing at Calon’s arm.

      Calon frowned, then nodded and held his hand over his injured arm. “Heal.”

      A white glow came from his hand, and he felt a warm sensation flowing over his arm. The ache that had set in after the bite dissipated, before a small, white piece of broken tooth fell out of one of the holes. The white glow faded away, and Calon checked his arm.

      “Well, it doesn’t hurt anymore,” he grinned.

      “It didn’t heal completely,” Evie frowned, taking his hand. “It’s scabbed over, though. Looks like you were bitten days ago, rather than hours ago.”

      “Maybe that’s the baseline?” Calon touched one of the scabs. “The first level will mimic a few days of normal healing. Upgrading it will probably do more.”

      “What else is it capable of? I bet casting it on us is a no brainer. Casting it on yourself is a nice perk, but what about others? Could you accidentally cast it on something you’re trying to kill? What about someone you’re trying to save?”

      Calon frowned. “Hey Burt, you got an injury I can try to heal?”

      “Uh…” Burt turned in his seat. “Turns out I got a little nick when I was skinning those wolves.”

      Calon glanced at the skins draped over the far side of the wagon and tried not to think about the fact it was once covering a living creature. Those creatures had been trying to eat him earlier. “Yeah, that’ll work.”

      Burt offered his hand while keeping an eye on where they were going. It was a small cut on the edge of his thumb. Likely where something had caused his knife to jump, and he’d only just missed catching himself before the blade made contact.

      “Heal.”

      The white glow came from Calon’s hand as he gestured to Burt’s outstretched one. Before their eyes, the small uncomfortable flap of skin closed and sealed. But that wasn’t the only thing. Burt sucked in a deep breath before coughing heavily for several long moments. Evie moved around and gave the old man a pat on the back as he hauled on the reins to stop the horse. When he caught his breath, the old man took several long breaths of air and turned in his seat.

      “What did you do?”

      “Ah,” Calon frowned. “I cast heal on your hand.”

      “My lungs,” Burt stared at him in shock. “My lungs are… I can breathe for the first time in years. Doctors said it was my smoking, but I didn’t think… Lord…” He sucked in a lungful of air, before bursting into a fit of laughter. “Boy! I am so glad you weren’t out to rob me!”

      “Glad I could help,” Calon grinned at the old man.

      “Shit, maybe it’s time I put away the ol pipe after all.”

      Giving the reins a crack, the horse started moving again. Calon exchanged a look with Evie while Chrissy rolled her eyes. The griffon seemed to be doing better on all fours. She didn’t stumble as often and took detours into the treeline. She found fallen logs, rocks, and small obstacles to climb over and jump off. Calon realised she was making sure to never face plant again like she had, coming off the wagon that first time. They continued on until the sun got low on the horizon and Burt pulled the cart off into a clearing by the road.

      “This seems awfully handy having these here,” Evie commented as she watched Chrissy do a loop of the glade, sniffing the air as she did.

      “Supposed to be this way,” Burt shrugged, as Calon handed him his tent. “You’ll find just about everywhere you go. If you keep to a steady pace like I did, you’ll find a place to camp before nightfall.”

      “That’s handy,” Calon nodded.

      “If you’re lucky, you’ll find water in them too, but that’s not common.”

      “That’s why you bring a barrel,” Evie nodded. “Makes sense.”

      “Does indeed. And in fact there is a well here,” Burt nodded to a pile of rocks set further back near the trees. “So there’s a place you can fill your skins.”

      “Smells clear,” Chrissy called out, coming over as Calon climbed down from the wagon with their own tent.

      “I’ll put some dinner on,” Evie offered.

      “I’ll get the tent up. You need a hand Burt?”

      “Nah lad. These old bones of mine feel ten years younger now I can breathe proper.”

      “You’re welcome,” Calon grinned.

      Sure enough, by the time Calon had the tent up, Burt was watching him from beside the fire Evie had lit using the tinderbox from Calon’s pack. He thought about his mana and wondered if it had regenerated or not.
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      Calon nodded as the last point of mana was restored. Dismissing the screen, Calon did some maths. They’d travelled about another hour before pulling up. That meant he was regenerating at a rate of one point every twelve minutes. Which… Was slow, but not horrible. That was the equivalent of one heal an hour. That meant saving a life was entirely possible. Someone bleeding out would probably live an hour if Calon could stop it. Then, an hour later, he could start putting them back together. Within a few hours, he might even prevent infection. For now, healing would be a slow process, but it could be done.

      Calon turned to head towards the others and the fire, when he heard a soft rustle in the nearby trees. He paused before turning back and looking at the source of the sound. He couldn’t make out anything. But he sensed there was something watching him.

      “Chrissy?” Calon called out.

      “What?”

      “Can you come over here?”

      “Pfft,” Chrissy chuckled. “Fuck no, I just sat down.”

      Calon turned to face her when he heard the rustle again, followed by frantic footsteps heading away. That was loud enough. Chrissy turned her head at the sound and gave Calon an odd look.

      “Thanks Chrissy.” Calon shook his head.

      “You… You shoulda-”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Calon came over to join them. “Whatever it was is gone now, anyway.”

      “We should do a watch,” Evie frowned.

      “Fuck,” Chrissy sighed. “I’ll-”

      “I’ll take the first watch while the night is early,” Calon interrupted.

      “Thanks, Calon,” Chrissy sighed, looking guilty.

      “You’re right. Whatever it was is probably long gone,” Burt commented. “There are a few monster types that run around between the towns. Most come in, take a look, steal a bite to eat if they can and run away.”

      Calon, Evie, and Chrissy exchanged looks and nodded.

      “I’ll take the second watch,” Evie volunteered. “That way you get uninterrupted sleep,” she nodded at Chrissy.

      “Can… Can we?”

      Evie looked at Calon, who nervously nodded his head. “Yeah Chrissy. You’re a bigger bitch here than back home, but you’re my bitch.”

      Chrissy snorted and nodded her head, then frowned. “I kinda am, huh?”

      “I’m sorry Chrissy, I didn’t mean it,” Evie said softly, coming around and taking the griffon’s hand.

      Calon looked down at the hotplate with several pieces of meat frying. He checked them and turned them, before doing the same with some potatoes left on the coals. Evie returned a moment later and took over, leaving Calon to sit back and look at his arm.

      “Heal.”

      The white glow started up again and Calon smiled as the scabs fell away, leaving small dotted scars from each puncture wound.

      “Never seen or heard of a summoner doing that,” Burt shook his head.

      Calon nodded, then wondered. “If they’re as bad as people think, they’re probably just letting their summons die, then reviving them.”

      “That’s awful,” Evie grimaced.

      “I’m just saying. I’ve never heard of a summoner healing people. Stealing, murdering, raping, thieving sure. But healing? Never heard of it being done.”

      “If they’re so bad, why haven’t they been outlawed altogether?” Chrissy asked.

      “Because sometimes they’re paid to steal, murder or… Y’know. Like I’ve hired you lot. You handled those goblins and wolves fine. A few guys with swords might have managed the same, but there would have been injuries, maybe a death or two.”

      “Shit, summoners are muscle for hire.” Calon shook his head. “Though I suppose that’s not far off from what we’re doing.”

      “Not sure taking jobs off a board is the same as roughing up travellers on a particular stretch of road,” Burt grumbled.

      Calon shook his head, then froze. “Burt, the bandits…”

      “It’s a possibility,” Burt conceded. “From the sounds of things, you stumbled into it. But anyone from this world becomes a summoner. They do it for a reason. Most if they wanna become adventurers, pick up a sword, a wooden club or have a parent who can show them a spell or two. Those types are rare, but.”

      “I became a summoner by activating it when I found a summoning stone,” Calon commented.

      “That’s more or less how it happens. Either you find something that wants to be used for a class, or you pick something generic.”

      “Did you ever think about doing it?”

      “Nope,” Burt chuckled. “My daddy ran the farm, since my grandpappy died. I’d hoped to find a good woman one day, and she’d give me a son or a daughter to run it once I was too old, but… Well, that didn’t seem to happen. But I’ll be damned if I leave my farm!”

      Calon smirked and nodded his head. “Well, here’s hoping I don’t turn out like the rest of them then. Because honestly, I wouldn’t mind hanging around if I can find somewhere nice to settle down one day.”

      “Can’t imagine you as a farmer,” Evie giggled.

      “Probably not,” Calon agreed. “But a nice block of land beside a little town. Keep the monsters at bay into retirement and old age.”

      “Not sure you’re going to have that any time soon,” Burt chuckled. “Way things are going, humans, beastkin and the monsters are going to be at each other’s throats before long. Though… S’pose that means a man like you would make an interesting intermediary.”

      Calon sighed and thanked Evie as she handed him a plate of food. “I dunno Burt. Right now, I just want to work out how to make it to the end of next week.”

      “Don’t we all,” the old man sighed.
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      Calon smiled, seeing the farmhouse set amongst a plot of fruit trees. The house wasn’t as large as McReedy’s was. It seemed about the right size for a single man and maybe some occasional company. There was a barn around the back that was closed up tight. And there were a half-dozen men and women in the fields. Some looked like they were weeding, another was using a pair of horses to pull a plough. But every one of them had stopped working and were watching as Burt came down the driveway. It probably wasn’t Burt they were watching, though.

      “This is creepy as fuck,” Chrissy grumbled.

      “Give em a moment. Tony will come out and introduce himself and he’ll get them all back to work.”

      “Who’s Tony?” Calon asked.

      “Foreman,” Burt nodded as a large man came out from a small door on the side of the barn. “That’s him there.”

      The big man had a few years, a few inches, and a few meals on Calon. He scowled as he approached the wagon while Burt slowed to a stop in front of his home.

      “Burt? You okay?”

      “Fine Tony,” Burt chuckled. “This here is Calon, Evie and Chrissy,” he gestured to the three of them.

      Tony hostilely glared at Chrissy for a moment before grimacing at Calon. His eyes lingered over Evie for a few moments, and the succubus pressed herself into Calon.

      “Right. What are they doing here? I can’t see a summoner being much use on a farm.”

      “You’d be correct there, boy,” Burt emphasised the last word. “Calon and his friends here saved me from a goblin attack. I figured they might be interested in taking a gander at the job board in town.”

      “Bandits,” Tony spat. Then he shook his head and offered his hand. “Summoners don’t have the best reputations in these parts. There’s no proof, but the local sheriff thinks one of your kind is in charge of the bandits somewhere in the North. But if you kept ol’ Burt here safe, then you’re fine in my books.”

      “Trust me, I don’t regret it, but I never intended to be a summoner.” Calon smiled and shook the larger man’s hand. His grip was firm, but it was natural. None of that false machismo bullshit where you try to crush the other guy’s hand. “Evie and Chrissy have made this life wonderful.”

      The big man glanced at Evie before giving Chrissy a quick look, too. Calon could see a conflict in his eyes, but he put it aside. “Well, I don’t understand it myself. But I won’t judge a man. What are you planning now?”

      “Now he’s getting paid, then I think I’ve got a few things around here he could put to use,” Burt cut in, before waving for Calon and the others to follow.

      “Right,” Tony nodded, before looking around. “I’ll get everyone settled in then.”

      “You do that,” Burt nodded.

      Calon, Evie, and Chrissy followed the old man inside. The house was all wood. It had that ‘rough around the edges’ kind of appeal. It told Calon that this place was built to last, not look pretty. But the timber had its appeal and Calon enjoyed the aesthetic.

      “First up, this is yours,” Burt said, tossing Calon a pouch.
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      Calon grinned, “Thanks Burt.”

      “You’re welcome, now… Are you three gonna take on the bandits, or are you going to move on to safer pastures?”

      Calon looked at his two summons and saw the looks in their eyes. They had discussed it previously. But the looks they gave him told him they would accept his decision.

      “Yeah, I think we’ll take a look, see if we can find them at least.”

      Burt nodded slowly, then gestured for us to wait. He turned and stepped through a door that led to a room filled with crates of various sizes. The trio listened as he grunted and shifted a few things before he called out, “Ah ha!”

      He nudged the door open again, stepping back out of the room with a long pole in one hand and a leather bag in the other. Burt grinned as he turned around. Placing the bag on a nearby table, he held up the pole. It was around seven feet long and had a leather sheath on one end. Burt pulled that off, showing a dark, metal, triangular tip. It was clearly not some old master's work. More like an old shovel with the metal head cut and hammered into the final shape. But a spear was a spear.

      “Here Chrissy, this might serve you better,” the old man gestured towards the griffon.

      Chrissy padded forward and took the spear. “Why me?”

      “You’re faster, stronger and have better height and reach than Calon or Evie,” Burt grinned. “I wasn’t an adventurer, but I’ve had my fair share of trouble over the years, so I learned to make do. It’s not pretty, but it won’t let you down none.”

      Chrissy looked it over, admiring the wood and testing the edge, while Burt went back to the bag. “This,” he turned to Calon. “Is for you.”

      Calon frowned as a modified hammer was pressed into his hands. It looked like it had once been a large claw hammer. The head was a little larger than he was used to for a hammer of his time. The claws had been bent mostly straight before they were hammered together and filed to a point. Even the handle had been replaced with a solid piece of wood almost two feet long.

      “Burt, we can’t-”

      “Yeh can,” Burt grunted. “I’m an old man, despite you fixing up my lungs. I’ve still got a few things lying about. But with Evie tossing fireballs, her best bet is a knife, which she already has. Chrissy has those claws of hers the moment she actually tries using them and the spear to give her some extra reach. And now, if you go running into danger, swords, shields, armour or no. You hit something with that. It’s gonna hurt.”

      Calon looked at his war hammer and nodded. That was a solid point. Even if it were a sword, he’d just be swinging it around. A blunt weapon he could hit someone with made far more sense. And this hammer wasn’t particularly large and unwieldy like some maces could be.

      “Thank you Burt,” Evie smiled, before stepping in and hugging the old man.

      Burt blushed beet red as the succubus pressed herself against him. He stammered a quick “You’re welcome,” and gently pushed her away.

      “Thanks Burt,” Chrissy nodded.

      “Yes,” Calon nodded, offering his hand. “Thank you. You’ve helped us a lot.”

      “Pssh,” Burt shook his hand while his face slowly returned to its normal colour. “Can lead a horse to water. You can’t make it drink. Besides, if I hadn’t helped, we’d both probably be dead right now.”

      Calon nodded. “How about we promise to stop by if we’re in the area?”

      “I’ll look forward to it. If I’m not here, I’ve gone to Beenleigh. Tony usually sends most of the produce North, but I head South.” He frowned, “Though I’m not sure that’ll happen again any time soon.”

      “Maybe someone will put up a job for it,” Evie grinned. “If we can take care of some bandits, some goblins couldn’t be too much worse.”

      Burt nodded, “Still though. You three need to be careful. The road from here to Kuraby should be safe enough, and Sheriff Goodman isn’t as big of an ass as the one down south. He might give you a hard time at first, but tell him I sent you and he shouldn’t trouble you none.”

      Calon nodded, “Thank you.”

      Burt just waved off the thanks and gestured for the door. The four of them trooped outside. Tony was out in the fields talking with a few of the workers. Burt led the way back to the wagon and started pulling a few things off. “Here,” he set out a few wrapped bundles. “Some salted pork and some bread. There’d be vegetables as well, but I just sold them.”

      “You don’t have to do this,” Evie smiled at the old man.

      “I don’t have to do a lot of things,” Burt shrugged. “I’m old, and I have workers. Could sit on my porch and watch the world go by without a care in the world. But others aren’t so lucky. If I can help you, you might help others and then we all benefit together.”

      “Just thank the man already,” Chrissy grumped.

      Burt chuckled, and Calon grinned, climbing up onto the wagon. He retrieved their packs and the tent. Then loaded the supplies Burt had given them into each pack.

      “Here Calon,” Chrissy called. “I’ve got the tent.”

      “You sure?” Calon frowned at the large woman.

      Chrissy sighed, “Yeah.”

      “Thank you Chrissy,” Evie smiled.

      Calon watched as they exchanged a brief kiss. Burt turned away, going red in the face while Chrissy’s facial fur stood on end as she did her own version of a blush. Evie bit her lip before whispering something so softly Calon didn’t catch it. But Chrissy quickly glanced at the ground and back before nodding quickly.

      “Deal,” Evie giggled.

      Calon just shook his head and did as he was asked. Hauling the tent onto her back, she grunted under the weight. Burt grabbed out a length of rope without being asked and used it to tie a basic harness to hold the tent in place. With that settled, Calon handed the lighter of two packs to Evie and slipped on his own. That earned him a soft kiss from the succubus, and they turned to Burt.

      “You three be safe now,” he nodded. “Stop by if you’re in the area.”

      “Will do,” Calon shook the old man’s hand.

      Chrissy and Evie said their goodbyes, this time without making him blush, and the trio headed back towards the road. With their packs alone, Calon held the hammer close to the head, letting it naturally swing in his arm. Chrissy used her spear as a walking stick and he found the soft tap of the wooden shaft on the ground to be somewhat soothing.

      “How many do you think there are?” Chrissy asked after a while.

      Calon thought and shrugged. “More than a dozen, less than fifty.”

      “What makes you think that?” Evie asked, more curious than anything.

      “Burt says they have a wagon and probably some horses. But they’re not attacking the town itself. So they’ve got a few mouths to feed. But they’re not an army.”

      “That’s… Reasonable,” Evie nodded.

      “How many do you think we can take in a fight, though?” Chrissy asked.

      That was something else entirely. “I’m not sure,” Calon admitted. “That’s why I wanted to look first. See if we can find them at all.”

      “Alright, that works,” Chrissy nodded. “Are we still going to set watches at night?”

      “Out here, with bandits?” Calon snorted. “Definitely.”

      “We need another summon or two,” Evie sighed.

      Calon shook his head. “I’ve got my hands full with the two of you.”

      “Not yet, you don’t,” Evie giggled.

      Calon rolled his eyes while Chrissy frowned and shook her head. They walked for a time, enjoying the quiet atmosphere. Occasional birds flew over the road. They looked relatively familiar. The small lizards and things they found on the roads all looked familiar, too. Though Calon was glad there wasn’t much in the way of snakes. This was Australia, after all. There had to be snakes out there somewhere.

      It was late in the day when the town of Kuraby came into view. If the trio thought Beenleigh was small, this place was even smaller. Just a single row of buildings on one side of the road. With a single building on the other. It looked like the sheriff’s office and a gaol combined. The row of buildings included a small trading point, a tavern and a couple of crafters that looked like a blacksmith and carpenter that doubled as a leather worker. There were also a LOT of roads that led off from the town.

      “Must be a farming area,” Calon thought out loud. “Nobody really lives in town.”

      “Explains how the bandits can get around so easily. If all these roads connect and they’re moving in a wagon, they can hide their numbers.”

      Calon nodded, seeing the job board in front of the sheriff’s office. “This sounds pretty complicated.”

      When they approached, there were a few requests for farm hands. Someone wanted firewood. A blacksmith was apparently hurting for iron after the bandits stole his shipment. And tacked in the middle of it all was a wanted poster.

      “Can I help you?” A voice asked.

      Calon turned to see the middle-aged man with his hand on a belted sword. The man eyed Calon suspiciously while glancing at Evie and Chrissy.

      “Burt told us you had a bandit problem,” Calon said softly. “Are you the sheriff?”

      The man blinked before relaxing slightly. “I am. How do you know Burt?”

      “Evie and I escaped from some goblins. Burt found us on the road and took us to Beenleigh, where we did a job on the McReedy farm. Then Burt hired us to guard his wagon on the way back home.”

      The sheriff seemed to ponder for a moment, “Right… Did you say goblins to the south?”

      “Yeah,” Calon nodded. “They attacked us on the way back. Three goblins on wolves.”

      “Shit,” the man sighed. “First bandits, now this.”

      “Which is why we’re here,” Evie smiled. “We were going to look at the bandit problem for you.”

      The sheriff looked at the three of them and nodded. “S’pose, this is the best we’ve got then.”

      Calon reached out and touched the poster.

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Calon quickly accepted and closed the window, even as it popped up to congratulate him. It would only hold the same information he just read, anyway.

      “We’re going to check it out at least,” Calon smiled reassuringly at the man. “No promises though.”

      The sheriff sighed, “Sheriff Goodman,” he offered his hand to shake.

      Calon nodded and took it in his own. “Calon, this is Evie and Chrissy,” he gestured to each.

      The man nodded. “I’m sorry for the hostile reception, but you should know. We think one of your kind runs the bandits and… Well, I wouldn’t have put it past you to just walk into town to gloat, y’know?”

      “I get it,” Calon nodded. “If it helps, I became a summoner by accident. I don’t want to cause trouble.”

      “Well, if you can take care of these bandits, that’ll put you firmly in my good graces.”

      “We’ll see what we can do,” Calon nodded. “Out of curiosity, how much are a couple of rooms at the tavern?”

      Sheriff Goodman frowned, “Sal would probably charge you a bronze, especially if you want Chrissy to have her own room.”

      “Why? I’m not going to hurt anyone,” Chrissy frowned.

      The sheriff sighed. “I know, but some people are a little less inviting than others. He would probably want you to sleep in the barn around back with the horses. But if I take you in, he’ll at least treat you like a beastkin.”

      “Is it safe at least?” Calon asked.

      “Yeah, the bandits don’t come too close to town. They usually hit the traders on the north side, or hold up the farmers as they move stock.”

      “What’s it to be, ladies?” Calon asked.

      “Can we bathe?” Evie asked.

      “It’s extra,” the sheriff nodded.
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      Sheriff Goodman was right. Sal, the owner of the tavern, was a piece of work. He spat after every second or third sentence and would only address Calon directly. Evie and Chrissy he ignored entirely if they spoke, and it only seemed to piss him off even more if Calon repeated their questions. But with Sheriff Goodman’s assurance, a promise to stay civil and two bronze coins, they had what they needed. Two rooms, access to the bathing room and meals. Sal was very clear that drinks would be extra, though. Not that the trio had any intentions of drinking.

      With a pair of keys in hand, Calon, Evie, and Chrissy brought their bags upstairs and dropped them in their rooms. The only thing they carried were their weapons and money as they left the tavern. The next couple of buildings over was a leatherworker. Stepping through the front door, a beastkin that looked like they were part fox seemed shocked at their arrival.

      “May I help you?” He asked in a rough voice.

      “Maybe,” Calon smiled. “I’m wondering how much it would be to make a sling or something for Chrissy’s spear and a loop, or something, for my hammer.”

      The fox beastkin eyed them both before stepping around the counter and approaching. “Hammer is easy. I cut you a belt and sew on a thick loop. Hammer goes in the top and stays put. Spear…”

      He moved towards Chrissy, who watched him wearily. It surprised Calon at the lack of fear in the fox’s movements as he looked Chrissy over. He got her to move to the back of the room so he could see how she moved with it. In the end, it was decided a thin strand of leather cord would be wound around the top of the spear. That would create a sling to go over her shoulder. It would be long enough that she could easily slip it over her shoulder and head so it would stand upright. She too would then wear a belt. This one would have a modified leather sheath that would hang below that the butt of the spear would sit inside. It would leave her hands free while she travelled, but keep the spear ready at her side when she needed it.

      “Will keep clear of wings as well,” the fox beastkin nodded.

      “Wings,” Chrissy nodded, “Yeah.”

      “Finish tonight. Be ready in the morning. I do it all for one bronze.”

      “Deal.” Calon handed the beastkin the coin.

      The man seemed to blink for a moment. “You need it now?”

      “Tomorrow’s fine,” Calon smiled. “We’re staying tonight in the tavern. Tomorrow we’re hunting bandits.”

      The fox beastkin’s eyes went wide before he nodded. “Yes, yes. Will have this done tomorrow.”

      “Thank you,” Calon smiled as the fox beastkin practically ran into the back to start working.

      “I think he expected you to haggle with the price,” Evie nudged him.

      “Can griffons fly?” Chrissy suddenly asked.

      Calon and Evie looked at her, while she experimentally opened her wings part way.

      “We’ll ask someone,” Calon offered.

      The trio left the store and returned to the tavern. Sal studiously ignored them as they dropped their belongings up in their rooms. With their keys in hand, Evie led the way out the back into the bathing area. There were tubs set up with a small hand pump for water. It would not be heated, but there was soap available. Small lines were set up beside each tub and Calon realised it was to wash their clothes as well.

      “Right, Calon, get your pants off,” Evie ordered.

      Calon sighed and stripped, tossing his clothing into the first tub. Evie did the same with the second, and Chrissy pulled off the oversized shirt she wore and tossed it in the third. It was oversized, so it covered between her legs. Calon tried not to think about it, but there was nothing covering her rear pussy other than a bit of fur and a tail.

      “Stop looking at me, fucking pervert,” Chrissy snapped.

      “Sorry,” Calon turned away.

      “Don’t you get mad at him for looking,” Evie snapped. “You watched the whole time he took his shirt off!”

      “I… I was…”

      “It’s fine,” Calon piped up, trying to diffuse the situation. “I’ll try to be more courteous in the future.”

      Calon ignored the pointed look from Evie as she brought him water. But soon he was scrubbing his clothing, while Evie and Chrissy did the same, respectively. Nobody came in as they got to work. Whether by luck or design, Calon didn’t know. But after wringing out as much water as they could from their clothing, they hung them to dry. The bath was… not as bad as they thought it would be. Cold, yes, but they’d been grimy and hot after scrubbing their clothing, so it was more relaxing than uncomfortable. Even if Chrissy didn’t quite fit. The large woman took several tries to get herself comfortable in the too small tub.

      There they remained until their clothing looked like it had at least started to dry. The light coming in from the windows above was getting dim as well, so the trio got out and dressed in their still damp clothing. When they came out of the bathing room, the tavern was doing steady business. Farmers and farm hands, for the most part, were the majority. Even Tony was there, drinking with a couple of familiar faces. They waved a greeting, but some of the others seemed less happy to see a griffon in the building. So they collected their evening meals and headed up to their rooms.

      “I’m going to spend a little time with Chrissy.” Evie kissed Calon on the cheek.

      “Have fun,” Calon nodded and unlocked his door.

      “We will,” Evie giggled.

      Calon blushed, thinking about what they were about to do, and slipped into the room. The first thing he did was strip out of his still damp clothing. There was a fireplace stacked with wood against the wall. It wasn’t large, but there were more of those drying lines hung in front. So, after arguing with a supplied tinderbox, Calon got the fire going and set his clothing out to dry. The meal was under a covered tray and it surprised Calon to find a hearty stew beneath. Eating his fill, he set the remains aside and wondered what to do next. And with no better option, Calon laid down.
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      It was the subtle shift of the bed that brought Calon to consciousness. But it was the soft kiss of lips that really caught his attention. They kissed for a moment before pulling away, letting Calon taste the saliva.

      “What?” He mumbled,

      “She tastes amazing, doesn’t she?” Evie whispered slowly, mounting him.

      “Is that-”

      “Uh huh,” Evie giggled. “She’s sleeping, but I made sure to bring you a taste of her.”

      “Oh shit, Evie,” Calon groaned, feeling her bare body rub itself over him.

      “I’m sure she tastes like me right now too,” Evie breathed. “But my little Chrissy is scared of you.”

      “Scared?” Calon blinked, trying to regain some kind of control of the situation. “Why’s she scared?”

      “Same reason I was confused.” Evie gently massaged his hardening cock. “As I said, I’m pretty sure I am, or was, gay. Chrissy was too and now…”

      “What, you both magically want, my dick?”

      “Mmmm,” Evie raised his cock to her entrance. “Don’t mind if I do.”

      “Evie,” Calon groaned softly as her pussy slid down on his cock. There was no need for foreplay. With how wet and ready she was, it was obvious what she and Chrissy had been doing, if not for the taste on her lips.

      “Whatever it was that brought you and us here made us compatible,” Evie whispered, grinding her hips into Calon’s. “I look around at the people here. And there’s been more than a few attractive ladies. But no men have caught my eye. But you,” Evie giggled softly. “I love Chrissy, and I’m very satisfied after what we just did to each other. But there’s a part of me, deep inside, that needs to be scratched just like this.”

      Calon watched as Evie sat herself up. Settling her weight on his hips, she grinned as she rode him. He ran his hands over her body and she luxuriated in the attention. She could see in his eyes the absolute lust taking over as his sleep faded into the background. His hands grabbed her hips and Evie beamed in delight as he started muscling her into position.

      “Slutty little succubus,” Calon chided her. “Even after wearing out her poor girlfriend, she couldn’t resist her master’s cock.”

      Evie blinked slowly as his words slowly sunk in. Calon seemed to pause as he realised what he had said. They both stared at one another until Evie took a deep breath.

      “Do you respect me as a person, Calon?”

      Calon flinched and nodded. “I do, yes. And I’m sorry-”

      “No,” Evie shook her head. “No, please don’t be sorry. I just… This world is so fucked up. I need to know that… That out there, with the monsters, I can count on you to treat me like your equal.”

      “You are me equal,” Calon frowned, cupping her face with a hand. “Don’t ever think you aren’t. We’re a team, Chrissy too.”

      “What about Suki?”

      “Her too,” Calon nodded. “I’m sorry. I got caught up in your whole sex kitten act and-”

      “It wasn’t an act.” Evie rocked her hips. “I just… When we’re alone like this. And it’s private. I don’t mind if you call me names, give me orders and stuff.”

      Calon blinked, “I love you Evie.”

      Evie smiled as a tear rolled down her face. “You love me, even if I’m a slut?”

      “My slut,” Calon nodded. “My sexy, slutty little succubus, desperate to fuck herself stupid on her step-brother’s cock until he calls her a good girl.”

      Evie snorted and laughed softly as she wiped away the tears that were forming. “You’re such a dick.”

      “No,” Calon shoved his hips upward, causing Evie to squeal and pitch over. Rolling with her, Calon ended up perched on top of Evie while she stared up at him. “No, this is a dick.”

      Thrusting hard into her impossibly wet pussy, Evie trembled in pleasure. Her only regret was Chrissy’s reluctance to join her.

      “Are you going to cum for me?”

      “Uh huh,” Evie shuddered.

      “Go on then,” Calon kissed her softly. “I’m not going to stop fucking you, though.”

      Evie shuddered as Calon’s cock renewed its pace, sliding fully into her. The sensation was so intense, so powerful, she felt her abdominal muscles begin to spasm. Looking up into his eyes, she shivered at the powerful glare he pinned on her.

      “Cumming master,” she whimpered.

      Calon pulled her tight, feeling her pussy muscles clench. True to his word, he didn’t stop thrusting the whole time she writhed beneath him. The whole time she came, he muffled her screams with his hand while whispering in her ear over and over again, just two words…

      “Good girl.”
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      Calon, Chrissy, and Evie were seated around a table in the dining room of the tavern the following morning. Sal had done his absolute best to be as rude as possible to both the ladies. At least until Evie summoned her tail and subtly lashed it from side to side while she politely asked for salt for her eggs.

      Calon had grinned as Sheriff Goodman stuck his head in the door ten minutes later before leaving again. Someone had obviously panicked when Evie revealed herself as a summon. Clearly, the shock of realising the only human female of the group was actually a monster or beastkin, had ruffled some feathers. But the trio ignored the hostile glares, the harsh whispers, and the silent treatment from those around them. At least, that was until the door burst open and three men staggered in. And staggered was the correct term.

      The first man’s face was swollen on one side, while a cut around his eye seeped blood. Second was a man with a bandaged arm. The third had a heavy limp, he was trying to hide. As the trio shook their heads, the early morning customers of the tavern fell silent.

      “Bandits?” someone asked.

      “Yeah,” the swollen-faced man nodded. “Got us this morning while we were bringing in a load of corn.”

      “Someone needs to do something!” A voice shouted.

      “What about them?” Someone demanded. Calon felt a pit form in his stomach when he noticed they were the centre of attention. “Isn’t the leader a summoner like im?”

      “Get ready,” Calon whispered.

      Then he slowly got to his feet. The room seemed to inhale and the trio of injured men looked very unsure of themselves. Calon raised his hand to the first man and took a deep breath as his eyes went wide with fear.

      “Heal.”

      A familiar, soft, white glow appeared in Calon’s hand. It floated around, not leaving his body, but the man’s eyes went wide.

      “What are you doing?!” Sal roared.

      Calon ignored the tavern owner as he could see the swelling visibly reduce on the injured man’s face. He held it for a few moments before he felt the flow of mana stop.

      “Ben, you okay?” The man with the injured arm prodded.

      The man turned to face his companions before touching his face. “It’s… It’s better.”

      “Better?” the third man asked.

      “I haven’t got a lot in me, but I can do a bit more if you like,” Calon offered.

      “What do you want?” Ben asked.

      Calon shook his head. “I’ve taken the job to hunt the bandits. We only got here last night and just about everyone we’ve met has given us the stink eye.” There were a few murmurs from that, but Calon ignored them. “If you can give us any information, I’d appreciate it.”

      Ben touched his face softly, then nodded. “Can you help Denis? His leg is worse than he’s letting on.”

      “I’m fine!” The man with the limp hissed.

      “I’ve got two more of those I can cast,” Calon nodded. “It’s only the equivalent of a few days of bed rest, but I can repeat it.”

      “Do that,” the man with the bandaged arm nodded. “He’s got a young’un on the way. He can’t afford to take time off.”

      “Hern, I swear to the gods…”

      “Shut it Denis,” Ben shook his head. “Sal, three meals and I’ll pay for… For the summoner and his…”

      “My friends,” Calon shrugged. “This is Evie,” Calon gestured to the smiling succubus. “And this is Chrissy.”

      “Lovely to meet you both,” Ben smiled awkwardly.

      There were a few murmured complaints around the room. But most of everyone was now enraptured by what was going on. Ben, Hern and Denis moved to a larger table where Calon, Evie and Chrissy could sit with them. The trio brought over their breakfast while Sal took his time getting three more serves ready. It was simple fare, bacon, eggs and a thick piece of heavy toast. And with a bit of salt to taste, it was really quite good.

      “So, are you going to heal him now, or?”

      Calon nodded and raised his hand to Denis, who grit his teeth nervously. “Heal.”

      The man blinked as the white light appeared in Calon’s hand. He took a quick, sharp breath of air at the same time and relaxed slightly. Calon checked his stats quickly and saw he had six points of Mana left. His estimation of one point of mana every twelve minutes seemed accurate.

      Raising his hand again, Denis seemed far more relaxed about it when Calon said, “Heal.”

      A second glow of white light and the man seemed to nod to himself as he sat a little straighter.

      “What’s actually wrong with you?” Calon asked.

      Denis sighed. “Hit me in the leg with a club. I don’t think it broke clean, but it hurts to put weight on it.”

      Calon nodded, “Mild fracture. What I’ve done is the equivalent of maybe a week of resting. I can cast one of those heals again every hour if I don’t use my mana on anything else.”

      “Why are you helping us, really?”

      “Because I’m not a dick.” Calon shook his head. “I get it. I’m a summoner. We have a rep. It costs me nothing but a bit of time and mana to do a little healing. And maybe, just maybe, some of you will stop treating me like an asshole!”

      Calon looked around the room as a few people grimaced. Evie giggled softly while even Chrissy smirked as she chewed on her toast. Sal didn’t seem impressed, though. It was almost like his natural frown was now an intentional one that was almost comical.

      “In any case,” Calon continued, a little quieter. “What can you tell us, location, numbers, weapons, et-cetera?”

      “We only saw about five or six of them,” Ben exchanged looks with Denis and Hern, who nodded in agreement. “All men except a big orc woman.”

      Calon frowned. “Was she in charge?”

      “Seemed like it,” Denis grunted. “But they didn’t respect her. They did as they were told when she growled at them, but they made fun of her for it as well.”

      “So what actually happened?”

      “We were bringing in a wagon to town from Harrison’s farm. Had it loaded with corn. The orc woman stepped out from between the trees. I tried to run her down when the others pushed long wooden poles into the spokes of the wagon. The front wheels broke, I fell off, which is how I injured myself…” Ben sighed and shook his head.

      “What about you two?”

      “They hired us as muscle and they set on us when we fought back.”

      “They didn’t kill you?” Evie asked with a frown.

      “They tend not…” Hern frowned. “If they started killin, they’d have a bigger bounty and someone from Brisbane would have come down already.”

      Calon nodded. It made sense. The summoner was probably hiding in the trees and watching. The orc was probably his summon. He… or she, let’s not have any internal bias here. They? They probably use the orc to enforce their will on the bandits, while treating the orc how they wanted. That would create a situation where the orc would crack heads, but have zero respect.

      “No other creatures?” Calon asked.

      “Nothing we could tell.”

      “New summoner then,” Evie nodded.

      “What do you mean?” Chrissy asked.

      “Can’t be that new,” Denis frowned. “This has been going on a whole season now.”

      “Has there always been an orc?”

      That made the men pause and think.

      Calon exchanged looks with Evie and Chrissy, who had both cleared their plates. So, with a nod, Calon caught Ben’s attention.

      “We’ve got some leather work to pick up, then is there anyone who can lead us to where you were attacked?”
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      “How’s it feel?”

      Chrissy glanced over at Calon before lightly tapping the spear. From what Calon could tell, it was a perfect fit. The spear sat in the sheath and swung beside her. With it leaned over, pressed into her back with the cord looping over her opposite shoulder, it sat comfortably. She hadn’t stumbled, bumped or kicked it at all since she put it on. More to the point, she could reach down to grab it in the middle and quickly flick it off and to the ready in an instant, which she had practised more than a few times since they started walking.

      “It’s nice,” Chrissy nodded.

      “You don’t want to say anything else?” Evie asked.

      Chrissy sighed while Calon tried to wave off Evie’s concern. Ben, who was tagging along, simply stared off into the distance like he wasn’t here.

      “Thank you, Calon,” Chrissy murmured after a few heartbeats.

      “You’re welcome,” Calon smiled, before giving Evie a nudge with his hip.

      Chrissy saw the bi-play and sighed again. “Look, I’m not good at this. It’s great, really. It’s comfy, it’s easy to use, and it works. Thank you Calon, I appreciate it.”

      Calon blinked in shock for a moment. She said it once. He didn’t expect her to try again with more sincerity. He took a moment to meet her eyes as she glared at him. Though it wasn’t an angry glare. Hostile, surely. But not angry, at least. Not angry at him.

      “You’re welcome, Chrissy.” Calon smiled gently. “I appreciate you telling me.”

      Of all things to see, it wasn’t for her to blush. Her furred face stood on end, giving her a mottled texture. With her fur stood up, it exposed a little of her skin and her face developed a pink tinge. Calon just turned away as Evie stifled a giggle.

      “We’re coming up on it in a moment,” Ben interrupted, to the relief of everyone except Evie, who grinned wickedly. “Just around this bend. They’re usually pretty quick clearing off after an attack.”

      Calon lifted the hammer from the loop on his new belt. The fox had kept his work simple, but it was well-made and would last a long time. The belt was adjustable and had a few loops sewn in to act as anchor points for whatever Calon needed. Chrissy’s was mostly the same in design, just slightly larger to accommodate her feline hips. Calon made the mental note to get a belt for Evie when they got back. She hadn’t said anything, but Calon wanted her to have something nice as well.

      Hammer at his side, Calon kept an eye out as they rounded a bend in the road. Up ahead, the point of the attack was obvious. The wagon was still there. The horse was nowhere to be seen, though. Not that it mattered. With the front wheels broken, the wagon was pitched forward and clearly wasn’t going anywhere.

      The four of them remained quiet as they approached. The forest was filled with the usual sounds. Birds chirping, lizards scampering the occasional wild mouse. All things that pointed to the area being deserted. As they approached the wagon, it was clear to see someone had emptied it of everything. They had kicked the dirt and gravel around from movement and there was a splash of blood from Hern’s cut arm.

      “Where was the orc?” Evie asked.

      Ben frowned and gestured to a larger tree with branches that hung over the road. “She was behind that.”

      “C’mon Chrissy,” Evie led the griffon off.

      Calon watched them go for a moment before turning back to the wagon. He looked over the marks in the dirt. The way they scuffed and seemed to be mostly heading in the direction opposite to the side the orc was hiding. Calon followed the steps and could see a faint trail leading into the bush.

      “Anything in that direction?”

      “Just another farm,” Ben frowned. “Millers I think. They’re an offshoot for the main hub of their family up in Brisbane.”

      “Sounds like they’re well off, then. Not likely they’d be working as bandits.”

      “Naw,” Ben shook his head. “Ted and I are old buddies. I was hauling his stuff last week.”

      “What about the road? Is it far?”

      Ben suddenly looked worried and shook his head. “No… If they walked that way for a bit and turned to the right, they’d hit the road in about twenty minutes.”

      “Well, it took us an hour to walk out here. It would have taken you at least that to walk in with Denis. We took an hour for breakfast, so that’s plenty of time for half a dozen men to carry off a wagonload of corn.”

      “Makes sense,” Ben frowned.

      “What are you thinking?” Evie asked, approaching the two of them.

      Calon turned and spotted Chrissy moving through the trees back near the tree. She seemed to sniff things, and Calon wondered how good her nose was. Dogs were better trackers than cats, but he wasn’t about to pass judgment on a griffon. Turning his attention back to Evie, Calon quickly divulged what he suspected had happened. And it meant an uncomfortable truth.

      “There’s an informant in town,” Calon sighed.

      Ben nervously wrung his hands. “You can’t be serious.”

      “These roads only lead to one place, right?”

      “Right.”

      “That means they know where they can leave their wagon while they load up. They know what roads are clear and when. This wasn’t some random incursion. I’d bet they knew you were coming.”

      “Oh,” Ben slumped when he thought about it. “It could be anyone. Most of the township lives on their farms. We’re tight knit, but we don’t see each other very often.”

      Calon nodded slowly before meeting Evie’s look. She seemed to have arrived at the same conclusion. If the farmers only saw each other sporadically, that meant whoever was informing was probably in town.

      “Alright, I wanna see where the wagon went,” Calon announced. “Ben, are you coming with us or heading back?”

      Ben let out a nervous sigh. “I’ll come with you. Probably just my nerves, but I don’t like the idea of heading back on my own right now.”

      “Fair enough,” Calon nodded. “CHRISSY!”

      “Yeah?!”

      Calon waited as the griffon emerged from the trees and approached. “You find anything?”

      “Not really,” she admitted. “I think I have the orc’s scent, it’s… Weird.”

      “Weird how?”

      Chrissy frowned as she looked at Calon. “If you summon an orc, I’m going to wander off into the bush somewhere. This shit is nasty.”

      Evie giggled while Calon shrugged. “No orcs, works for me.”

      Chrissy led the way into the trees. It wasn’t the easiest path, but a large bodied individual had cleared it. Most likely the orc in question. She sniffed here and there, pulling a face each time.

      “The orc went this way?”

      “Yeah,” Chrissy nodded. “And a bunch of arseholes that need to shower.”

      They continued on through the bush. Calon could see where the bandits had split up to go around rocks and trees in various places. But they all headed in the same general direction. And right on the twenty-minute mark, the trees broke, and they appeared on another road. This one had fresh wagon tracks and a multitude of footprints, including a much larger set, most likely from the orc.

      “Well, that settles it.” Evie pointed at the tracks from the horse. “They went back towards town, not to the farm.”

      “Not the Millers then,” Calon nodded, noting Ben’s relief.

      “Should we just head back to town then, see where these tracks go?” Chrissy asked.

      Calon looked around at everyone, including Ben, who gave a slightly fearful look back through the trees.

      “Yeah,” Calon nodded. “It’ll be interesting if they went back through the town itself.” He paused and caught Ben’s attention. “Any enclosed wagons come through?”

      “All the time,” Ben shrugged. “Some crops wilt in the sun, others can’t get wet.”

      “That doesn’t narrow it much then.” Evie frowned.

      “Alright, let’s see if they turn off then.”

      With their heads on swivels, the four of them started moving toward town. The wagon tracks were fresh enough that they didn’t need to pay extra attention to them. Their main concern was the bandits themselves. There was always the chance that if they knew they were being hunted, that they’d be waiting in ambush. But it was only as they neared town that they spotted the first change.

      “They stopped,” Evie pointed.

      Calon glanced down and saw what she was talking about. It wasn’t the wheel tracks that changed, but the horse’s gait. Here, in one place, were several steps, like they had pulled the horse up and it shuffled slightly from side to side, leaving a few extra tracks. Then it had continued. Calon looked around at the tracks and didn’t see any reason for the stop, but it was Chrissy who moved off slightly, who pointed out the cause.

      “The orc got off,” she declared, before pointing down at the ground just off the road.

      Calon joined her with Evie and Ben to see a deep set of boot prints.

      “Orc jumped and headed into the trees.” Calon frowned. “Wagon went off without her.”

      “We’re close to town,” Ben mumbled. “This… This feels like I got dropped in the deep end.”

      “We’ll get you back and you can take a load off,” Calon assured the man.

      Ben just smiled thinly and nodded. The four of them continued back to town, still looking out for potential attacks. Especially knowing the orc slipped off into the bush beside the road. It was entirely possible they were being watched. Regardless, they entered the town limits with no problems arising. Ben began to relax seeing the tavern, and more so when Sheriff Goodman spotted them and headed over.

      “Ben, you okay?”

      “Yes Sheriff,” he nodded. “I was just showing Calon and his friends where I was attacked this morning.”

      “Wasn’t sure you’d be up for the walk,” Sheriff Goodman frowned.

      “He healed me.” Ben smiled nervously.

      “Healed?”

      “I picked up the skill,” Calon shrugged. “They came into the tavern while we were eating. People started pointing fingers, so I threw a heal on him.”

      “What about Denis?”

      “We’re going to do what we can,” Evie smiled. “We have to be careful not to leave ourselves vulnerable, but we’re happy to help.”

      Sheriff Goodman nodded for a moment, then smiled. “I gotta admit, I hoped you weren’t the culprit to all this.”

      “So are we,” Calon joked.

      “Ben, you can head off. I’ll send Calon over when we’re done talking.”

      “Right away, Sheriff,” the old man smiled.

      They watched as he moved out of earshot before Calon turned back to Sheriff Goodman, who was now looking far more serious. “So?”

      “Someone in town knows more than they’re letting on. The attack was coordinated. They knew who was coming, what they were bringing, and how to get away. The summoner has an orc woman under his control who distracted Ben while the bandits broke the front wheels. Ben fell and hurt himself. The other two tried to fight back and were injured in the process.”

      “Shit,” the Sheriff swore. “I figured somebody knows something, but to think they’re an active participant.”

      “There’s more,” Evie interrupted.

      “They came through town, probably in the last hour.”

      “You’re kidding?”

      Calon shook his head. “We followed the trail. They paused just outside of town and it looks like the orc leaped into the trees to come into town. Not sure if that means the summoner lives here, or if they’re talking to the informant. But the wagon continued through town.”

      “Be one of those covered ones, then. A big convoy came through from the south, heading to Brisbane.”

      “Gotta be an informant,” Evie sighed. “That’s too much to be a coincidence. A timed attack, a perfect getaway, then they joined a wagon train and left town with no one being able to point them out.”

      “It is certainly well thought out,” the sheriff sighed. “The convoy knows about the bandits, which is why they’re in a group to begin with. But they wouldn’t think twice about a farmer tagging along in the short run out of town. It’ll be weeks before they’re back to even think about questioning them.” He paused for a moment and looked at Chrissy. “Unless, of course, you fly.”

      “No,” Chrissy growled softly. “I can’t fly.”

      Sheriff Goodman frowned for a moment and seemed like he was about to ask something, then he shook his head. “Well, if that’s out, we’re back at square one, then.”

      “How often do the attacks happen?” Evie asked.

      Sheriff Goodman shrugged. “Changes all the time. Sometimes there’s one every few days, sometimes it goes weeks without incident.”

      “Definitely insider information then,” Calon grumbled.

      Sheriff Goodman nodded, “Look, I’ll put out a few feelers, see if I can stir something up. Where can I find you if I need you?”

      Calon thought about his last two bronze and frowned. “Depends. We’ve enough to stay with Sal for another night, or we save it for meals and camp.”

      “Well, let me know what you decide,” he nodded slowly. “And… You three be careful now, okay?”

      “We will,” Calon nodded.

      “Chrissy?”

      Calon turned and spotted Chrissy heading out of town. Evie was rushing to catch up. With an apologetic frown at the sheriff, Calon rushed after the pair of them. Chrissy was making good time and Evie could barely catch up. Calon lagged behind for several minutes before Chrissy finally slowed down and stopped.

      Calon could see as he jogged to catch up that something was wrong. Chrissy was agitated, pacing around, before flapping her wings, which she hadn’t really done before. Evie was trying to reassure her of something with lots of palms open gestures. As Calon approached, he could hear them more clearly.

      “Can you just tell me what is wrong?” Evie demanded.

      “You’ll think I’m crazy.”

      “Why the fuck would I think you’re crazy? Have you seen this place?”

      “What if I’m wrong?”

      “What if you’re right?” Calon called out.

      Chrissy froze and bit her lip. “I think the sheriff is the informant.”

      Evie and Calon froze for a moment. It wasn’t completely out of the question. But it was a hell of an accusation.

      “What makes you think that?”

      “Because he smelled like the orc.”

      “Could the smell have been on him from the orc just hanging around?”

      Chrissy shook her head. “You walk past Evie and I, I can smell you. But she smells like you for hours after you two fuck.”

      “So… He’s fucking the orc?”

      “No,” Chrissy sighed. “I don’t think so. He didn’t smell like sex, he just smelled like the orc. That means they stay in the same place, or they have lots of close contact. Not like the orc just walked past or kept an eye on him from a distance and the wind changed.”

      “Shit,” Evie swore.

      “Shit is right,” Calon nodded. “People in this town seem to really like him. It’s not going to go well if we tell people he’s responsible for the attacks.”

      “There’s something else we need to think about here,” Evie nodded.

      “What have we missed?” Calon frowned.

      “If I smell like you after we fuck-”

      “No!”

      “Chrissy!”

      “NO!”

      “Chrissy, just admit it!”

      “Why?!”

      Evie gave the griffon an exasperated sigh. “Chrissy, I love you. But you’re not making this easy.”

      “You think having four legs AND arms is easy?”

      “Stop deflecting!”

      “Stop making me think about shit!”

      Calon just looked from one to the other and shook his head. “What are you arguing over?”

      “Nothing!” Chrissy snarled. She took a deep breath and calmed herself. “Nothing. Nothing is wrong. Nothing needs to be spoken about. I’m fine. Right now, I have bigger things to worry about.”

      “Like?”

      “Like I just told the bad guy I had a weakness, and I don’t have a lot of time to fix it.”

      “Oh,” Calon realised what she was talking about. “So, what are you going to do about it?”

      Chrissy looked down each direction of the deserted road. “Stay here.”

      With a surprising level of grace, she turned and ran back towards town a couple hundred metres. Then she pulled up, turned and opened her wings.

      “She’s crazy,” Calon groaned.

      “But she’s our crazy,” Evie giggled.

      “Yours mayb-”

      “Shh!” Evie slapped his stomach. “Keep an eye on her.”

      Chrissy started running towards them. She was keeping an even stride and trying to work out her wings at the same time. It was obvious she was concentrating. Her wings bobbed with each step. Then she flapped. She made a couple of experimental leaps and held her wings out. It wasn’t a lot, but she managed extremely short glides as she approached. And as she reached Evie and Calon, she tried the combination of leaping and flapping.

      She crouched slightly before springing into the air. Her wide, powerful wings beat down hard. The force was so great, she pitched up violently and threw her legs out to catch herself. Without continuing to beat her wings, Chrissy swiftly fell to the ground with a heavy thump.

      “Owwwwwww,” she groaned. “Ow, that fucking sucked so bad!”

      “Calon?” Evie prodded.

      “I got it,” Calon sighed and approached the crumpled griffon, raising his hand at the same time. “Heal.”
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      Calon snorted awake at the sound of loud voices. Someone was yelling outside the tavern and the cause was instantly obvious. Rolling, Calon tumbled out of bed and grabbed his clothes and boots. Staying on the floor, he hastily pulled them on before grabbing his belt, hammer and pack. The floor was getting hot, and he needed to get to the-

      BANG!

      “CALON!”

      “I’m here!”

      “We need to get out! This place is burning!”

      “Really?” He asked.

      “THIS IS NO TIME FOR SARCASM DUMBASS!”

      Calon stayed low to breathe where it was clearer. Evie took his hand and the two of them went into the hall. The orange light from the flames was licking the tops of the stairs and Calon had flashbacks to the house fire with Emily.

      “Calon?”

      “I’m fine,” he shook his head and followed Evie back into their room, closing the door behind them.

      Chrissy was beside the window with a piece of wet blanket wrapped around her face. He could see it because she was using one of her great wings to beat fresh air into the room via the open window. When Calon got a look at Evie, she had a similar rag pressed against her face. With one hand.

      “What now?”

      “Window, genius!”

      Calon looked at Chrissy and shook his head. Crossing the room, he looked out over the two-storey drop onto the hard packed dirt below. It was also the first time he’d seen the outside. There were a dozen people out the front. They were using buckets in a very slow chain gang to wet down the buildings on either side. Even Sal was out there trying his best beside Ben and Hern. Denis, despite now being able to walk, was sitting down like he was resting after an initial attempt at putting in a similar effort.

      “You need to get out!”

      Calon spotted Sheriff Goodman at the rear. He was directing people in the chaos. But all he could see was the drop. It wouldn’t be life threatening, but it was going to hurt a lot. And it would be the perfect opportunity to ambush him if he was injured. Pulling back from the window, he looked at Evie and Chrissy.

      “If I jump, I’m probably going to hurt myself.”

      “If you don’t, we’re all dead,” Chrissy growled.

      Calon thought for a moment as the orange glow of the flames was visible around the doorframe. If all three of them jumped, it was likely all three of them would be injured and he would have to use all his mana healing them all back up again. If he jumped and left Chrissy and Evie in the tavern, he would still be injured, and then he had to decide between healing himself and summoning the ladies back one by one. But there was a third option.

      “Evie, can you summon your wings?”

      “I barely know how to use my tail,” she shook her head. “I mean, I think I can make them come out, but I’ve no idea how to use them.”

      Calon grit his teeth as he could feel the heat of the floor through his boots. Poor Chrissy was dancing from foot to foot to keep them cool.

      “Chrissy, I need you to carry me.”

      “I can’t,” she shook her head.

      “You can,” Calon insisted. “You managed to glide yesterday. That’s all you need now. Me on your back, open your wings and just glide down to the ground.”

      “But… What about Evie?”

      Calon looked at his stepsister and saw that she understood the situation. “Once we’re down, I’ll try to summon her to me. If that doesn’t work, then… I suppose it’s up to her if she wants to try jumping.”

      “Fuck-”

      “CHRISSY!” Evie snapped.

      Then the succubus ran into the griffon’s arms and Calon watched them kiss passionately for several moments.

      “Please don’t make me do this?” Chrissy squeezed the succubus.

      “All that matters right now is Calon,” Chrissy opened her mouth to argue, but Evie pressed a finger to the woman’s lips. “Trust me?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then get Calon out, please?”

      Chrissy paced nervously for a moment before lowering her head. “Fine, but I fucking hate this, and I fucking hate you for making me do it.”

      “I love you too,” Evie pecked Chrissy’s lips once more, before waving for Calon to approach.

      “And fuck you too while I’m at it,” Chrissy growled, before turning and sticking her front half out the window. “Hurry, dickhead!”

      “Go on,” Evie smiled nervously.

      Calon kissed Evie quickly before meeting her eyes. “As soon as I’m on the ground, I’ll try to summon you to me, okay?”

      “Please try?” Evie smiled nervously. “I know that… I know-”

      Calon kissed her. “I’ll see you soon, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      “Hurry the fuck up!”

      Calon gave Evie another smile before heading over to Chrissy, who was standing with her front paws on the outside of the window. Her wings were sticking out and held wide while her rear legs were still inside the building. He quickly put on his belt, but dropped the bag on the floor. There was no way it was going to fit. Calon found it awkward, but by laying flat on her back, he could crawl up her body. Once clear of the windowsill, he could sit himself up and lean into Chrissy’s shoulders.

      “You touch my tits, I’m going to chew one of your fingers off.”

      Calon swallowed nervously and adjusted his hands lower on her stomach, just in case.

      “I fucking hate this so much,” she sighed.

      And then she tipped forward. Calon felt like he was about to fall as her body rotated forward. But at the last moment, Chrissy sprung away from the building. It was terrifying for a moment as they moved into the open air. Her wings shifted and gravity seemed to fight with her for a long few moments. But as the sound of rushing wind filled Calon’s ears, he realised they were travelling away from the burning tavern, rather than towards the hard packed earth.

      “You’re doing it!” Calon yelled. Then he looked ahead at the treeline and realised they were most likely going to crash. “Tilt your wings!”

      “I’m trying!” Chrissy yelled back.

      “Try harder!”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?!”

      “You’re the tough bitch! Why don’t you work it out?!”

      Reaching back, Calon could feel the feathers of her great wings. With no other real option, he leaned on the upper edge of her right wing and felt Chrissy roll.

      “CALON!”

      “Just hold it there!” Calon shot back.

      It wasn’t quite enough, though, and both he and Chrissy knew she was going to clip the trees with her wing unless they did something drastic.

      “FLAP!”

      “I can’t!”

      “Don’t flap so hard!”

      “Calon!”

      “FUCKING FLAP BITCH!”

      “I’m gonna kill you!”

      Calon grit his teeth as the trees closed in, but he felt Chrissy’s muscles flex beneath his ass. It was a little shaky and uneven. She wobbled scarily in the air, but Calon felt it when she did it. One little beat of her wings and they were almost clear.

      “Again!”

      “I’ll try!”

      She flapped again, turning them even further from the treeline.

      “Now straighten up!” Calon ordered.

      He felt another shift and Chrissy rolled back to a neutral position while they pointed North to follow the road out of town.

      “I’m doing it!”

      “You are!” Calon laughed.

      “I’m going to take us down!”

      Calon held on as Chrissy slightly angled towards the ground. He felt their speed increase, but she held it comfortably, gliding down the road for a couple hundred metres.

      “Try to flap backwards!”

      Chrissy nodded and did as Calon suggested. The first couple of flaps increased her altitude, but a couple more and she was slowing as well. The height she gained wasn’t enough to be dangerous though, and the two of them dropped to the ground from a safe enough height. Calon slipped off her back, careful not to hit her wings in the process, and wracked his brain.

      “Summon!” He said, but realised immediately nothing had happened. “Summon Evie!” Again, nothing. “Summon succubus!” He turned and looked back towards town, where the smoke was rising into the night sky. They were a way off and he did not know what he was doing, so he pulled up his stats.
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      “Shit.”

      “What?” Chrissy asked.

      Calon frowned, “It’s not summon, it’s revive!”

      “Calon!”

      “I know! FUCK!” Calon shook his head, then turned to Chrissy. “You can fly.”

      “Not well!”

      “Well, enough to go get her!”

      “I’m gonna kick your fucking ass if this doesn’t work!” Chrissy snapped.

      Calon was going to retort, but it shocked him when the large Griffon slammed her lips into his. It was firm, uncomfortable, abrasive and as she pulled away from the kiss, he knew it was an enormous leap for her.

      “Go get her Chrissy,” Calon nodded.

      “Right,” she nodded.

      Turning, she started running back towards town. Her wings opened wide, and she made a few experimental flaps. Those turned into quick hops before she stumbled and made a larger than normal flap. That was enough to send her into the air. Calon flinched, thinking he was about to see her crash, but she followed up with another flap. Instead, he cheered as she climbed into the night sky on her way back into town.

      CRACK

      Calon whirled around to identify the source of the sound. A pair of glowing red eyes watched him from the darkness beside the road. They were almost seven feet off the ground, but the figure was obscured in darkness. Calon retrieved his hammer as the eyes blinked, seemingly amused by his action.

      “Behind you.”

      Calon jumped at the voice, but whirled around as an enormous figure charged in from the trees. Swinging the hammer around, the figure sidestepped and swung a large club right at his head. Calon dropped to the ground as the attacker let out a feminine grunt.

      “Hold still, you little shit!” She snarled.

      “And why would I do that?” Calon asked, rolling to his feet. He checked the trees for the red eyes and while he knew where they were, the space was now empty.

      “Just let me kill you! I’ll make it quick!”

      “Why?” Calon frowned. “What have you been ordered to do?”

      “Capture if I can, kill you if I can’t. But trust me, you don’t want to be captured.”

      “Is Goodman the informant?”

      The orc paused, “I can’t say.”

      “Did your summoner tell you not to speak about themselves, or not to speak specifically about Sheriff Goodman?”

      “What does it matter, human?” The orc hissed. “Either I kill you now, or I listen to your screams later. Either way, you end up dead.”

      “Answer the question, please?”

      “You’re ballsy for a human,” the orc hissed. “But, for what it’s worth. Certain personalities may cross, and I cannot answer your question.”

      “Goodman is the summoner?”

      The orc grinned, “I didn’t say that, just like I was ordered.”

      “FIREBALL!”

      Calon leaped to the side as the orange ball of flames flew towards them. The orc had the same idea, leaping aside as the flames hit the dirt. They washed out, leaving a patch several metres long as a raging inferno. The orc scrambled to her feet, before leaping clean over the flames towards Calon. He held up his hammer, aiming to block the weapon, but the orc’s superior strength sent it careening off into the darkness.

      “GET AWAY FROM HIM!”

      Chrissy slammed into the orc as Evie tumbled to the ground. The orc let out a pained yelp as Chrissy pulsed with anger. Her feline features were hardened, and it transformed her face into a wicked looking beak. She opened her mouth and let out a terrible screech, causing the orc to freeze in place. With the orc unmoving, Chrissy reared up, grabbing the large woman in her paws.

      That seemed to snap the orc back into action, but it was too late to stop herself being slammed into the ground. Pinned under the griffon, she was too late to prevent Chrissy’s beak clamping around her neck. The terrifying visage of what was Chrissy yanked back, tearing the hooked beak out, taking a lump of flesh with it. As the orc thrashed beneath her, Chrissy screeched into the night sky, while Calon and Evie watched on in awe.
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      “Chrissy?”

      The griffon let out a long huff before her beak retracted. She turned and regarded Calon for a few moments before looking down at her chest.

      “Oh, what the fuck…”

      “I dunno,” Evie giggled. “That’s kinda hot. You all bloody is kinda sexy.”

      “Excuse me?” The trio froze and spun around at the sight of a dark shadow. In it were those same glowing red eyes. “Are you going to eat that?”

      Calon looked down at the dead orc before swallowing nervously. “Chrissy, come back over here for a moment.”

      The griffon awkwardly stepped away from the orc and the red eyes pulsed in the darkness.

      “We don’t want any trouble with you. You’re welcome to the corpse,” Calon nodded quickly.

      “Why thank you,” the voice replied. Its amusement was rather obvious.

      From the darkness, a smokey black tendril extended. It drifted just above the ground until it wrapped around the orc’s ankle. Then it dragged the corpse down off the road and into the trees.

      “Are we free to go?” Evie asked.

      “Hmm?” The eyes blinked. “Of course. Thank you for the meal.”

      “Out of curiosity,” Chrissy mumbled, “But what the absolute fuck are you?”

      The eyes flashed brightly for a moment, before the voice chuckled darkly. “Why, that one’s easy. From your world, I suppose some would call me the bogeyman. Others would call me the personification of fear, but I… I simply refer to myself as a nightmare.” Calon blinked as the eyes narrowed as the nightmare let out a mirthless chuckle. “Go now, children. Your dreams are safe from me.”

      “Thank you,” Calon nodded, then paused. “And thank you for the heads up.”

      The nightmare paused, then the smoke parted and an ethereal beauty stepped from the smoke. She stepped up onto the road, visible in the moonlight for the first time. She was completely nude, but cloaked in smoke and shadow. Her eyes glowed red as she smiled down at Calon. It wasn’t the mirthless smile he imagined when she chuckled, nor was it a particularly friendly smile. But the smile one might have when they found something of particular interest, like a cool-looking bug.

      “Go deal with the sheriff,” she whispered. “Then follow this road for an hour and turn right when you see the broken signpost. There will be a large tree and on one of the lower branches there will be an arrow carved to point the way. Follow the arrows marked in wood and stone until you find their camp. I will be waiting.”

      She stepped back as the darkness enveloped her and her form swept back through the trees, taking the corpse of the orc with her as she went. Calon took a deep breath, before looking around at Evie and Chrissy, who were staring at the treeline.

      “Is it just me, or is she kinda hot in a scary-but-will-fuck-you kinda way?” Evie asked.

      Their answer was the distant chuckle in the dark, followed by the wet smack of flesh being torn from bone.

      Calon shook his head and turned back towards town. “Let’s go then. The Sheriff will take time to revive the orc.”

      “Shit, and when he does, she’ll be crippled, won’t she?”

      Calon nodded slowly. “I think so. But he might have upgraded things and… Who knows if he has another?”

      As the trio headed for town, Calon checked his stats again. His exp had increased by fifty points, making him only one-hundred and fifty to level seven. He also had a perk. Calon mentioned this to Evie and Chrissy and they could only assume that being a summon made the orc more valuable. Kinda like how in video games, you got more experience from defeating a player controlled enemy, rather than a random encounter.

      Calon nodded, thinking that was most likely as they entered the outskirts of town. Sheriff Goodman was shouting at a group of men to move down the side of the tavern to put out some embers that had taken hold on the building beside it. As he turned to check his surroundings, he spotted the trio approaching and smiled nervously.

      “Lucky escape you three. Any injuries?”

      “None, not even after your summon attacked us.”

      Sheriff Goodman blinked while a few of the men turned to look, hearing the accusation. “Now, why on this green earth would you go making an accusation like that?”

      “The bandit attacks are calculated. They’re informed, well organised, have planned escape routes and seem to know when convoys are coming through town. That takes a level of planning that all but ensures whoever is in charge lives in town and there’s not too many of you.”

      Sheriff Goodman nodded, “Makes sense, but I’ve been hunting these fiends for a season now. How’d you come to the conclusion it’s me?”

      “We’ve had more progress in a single day than you’ve had in a season,” Evie grinned. “Either you’re incompetent, or you’re complicit. And after your little orc let slip that she couldn’t talk about you, the summoner and insinuated they shared a personality, we’ve a pretty good hunch that at the very least, you’re involved.”

      “Sheriff?” one man called softly.

      “Calm down now. We need to worry about the fire!”

      Calon looked over the smouldering ruins of the tavern and shook his head. “Fire’s handled. Just a few hands to keep the embers from spreading. Why don’t you spend a few minutes convincing us you’re not involved at all?”

      “Maybe the orc works alone?” The sheriff offered.

      “An orc wouldn’t be working with humans,” Ben called softly. “That she orc is working for a summoner. The bandits that attacked me yesterday followed her orders, but weren’t happy about it.”

      “There could be any number of explanations,” Sheriff Goodman laughed. “How do we know you’re not the one we’re after?” He pointed at Calon.

      “You vouched for me yourself yesterday,” Calon shrugged. “Besides, I’ve two summons and neither of them are orcs.”

      “You could have three!”

      “Never heard of a summoner with three,” one townsman commented.

      Sheriff Goodman frowned at the man, and Calon put that information aside. It made sense. Any decent summoner probably wouldn’t get the experience to level up, and the bad ones probably attract too much attention and get killed.

      “Sheriff?” Evie called sweetly, getting the man’s attention. “Charm.”

      Her voice had that silken edge that made Calon want to worship her. The people in the street gasped as well, but they were only on the fringe of the effects. Sheriff Goodman, on the other hand, was staring right at her and seemed to go slack where he stood.

      “Sheriff?” Evie giggled softly

      “Uh huh?”

      “Sheriff, are you the one responsible for the bandit attacks?”

      “Uh huh.”

      “Do you have proof?” Evie smiled, keeping the man’s attention.

      “Bedside table.”

      Calon looked around at the shocked faces in the street, “You heard him, someone get some rope!”

      Sheriff Goodman struggled to collect himself as the townsfolk got to work. He twitched and shook himself before blinking and whirling around, pulling his sword. The townsman who was approaching with the rope dropped it and stepped back quickly.

      “Berserk!” Goodman growled.

      Where Calon had seen the white glow of his healing powers, Sheriff Goodman’s eyes glowed emerald green. His shirt tore as his torso expanded and his pants split down the seals as his muscles bulked up. He was now even taller than the orc had been and stared right at Calon with murderous intent.

      “Everyone get away!” Calon roared.

      The townsfolk scattered as Sheriff Goodman charged. He was faster too, but Calon doubted that included agility. As the man approached, Calon reached for his hammer, only to grasp at the empty space where it should have been. He remembered the orc knocking it into the darkness and swore at his own stupidity.

      Diving to one side, he heard the whistle of Goodman’s blade passing by, only missing him by the narrowest margins.

      “Run Calon!” Chrissy screeched.

      He turned to see the griffon rear up on her hind legs to bat at the deranged sheriff. He seemed capable of holding her back, though, and even succeeded in shoving her back a step.

      “FIREBALL!”

      Calon grinned as the red ball of flames hit the sheriff in the back. He roared in pain as the liquid fire wrapped around his torso like it had the yowie. He spun around, freeing himself from Chrissy’s clutches as he tried to put out his flames. Evie rushed over to Calon, shoving him away from the gigantic figure thrashing around with his sword.

      With Sheriff Goodman off balance and screaming, Chrissy leaped back into action. She pulled her spear free and thrust out a quick stab. The blade must have struck from the pained cry that escaped the sheriff, but it didn’t slow him down. Instead, he used it to pinpoint her direction and lashed out with his sword, slashing her across the arm.

      “Fuck!” Chrissy yelped, dropping her weapon.

      The sheriff let out a cry and lunged in her direction. But Chrissy was pissed. Leaping aside, she shoved him as he went past, sending the oversized man to the ground. As he tried to get up, Chrissy grabbed him by the ankle and yanked him off balance.

      “Get him Evie!”

      “Right,” the succubus nodded. “FIREBALL!”

      Sheriff Goodman howled as the flames engulfed him. He tried to roll to extinguish them, but the liquid effect of Evie’s attack prevented him from extinguishing himself. As he thrashed, Calon noted he was shrinking, and he realised that whatever the berserk spell was, it had a time limit.

      “Chrissy, get him out of the flames,” Calon ordered.

      The griffon glared at Calon over her sharp beak, but seemed to think better of the situation and nodded. As her beak retracted back into her jaw, she dragged the groaning and badly burned sheriff clear of the flames.

      “Help,” he shuddered. “It’s so cold.”

      “He’s burned as fuck,” Chrissy giggled.

      “Please?” the sheriff begged.

      Calon raised his hand, but Evie pushed it back down. “If you heal him, his nerves will wake up. He’ll go from cold to screaming in pain, so unless you wanna sit here and heal till he shuts the hell up, leave him for a moment.”

      Calon nodded, then looked over at Ben, who was one of the few townsfolk still hanging around. “Ben, can you send someone over to check the sheriff’s bedside table?”

      “Gods, please?” The sheriff whimpered as Ben moved into action.

      “Are you the summoner?” Calon asked.

      “Yes.”

      “Are you responsible for the attacks on the town?”

      “Yes,” he answered again, as his body shivered and twitched. “Thirsty.”

      “I figured.” Calon looked around and spotted Sal. “Get some water for the sheriff. I don’t want him dying before I find proof he’s the one responsible.”

      And for the first time since Calon had met the man, he didn’t scowl when he was addressed. Turning, he rushed in the direction of the town well, quickly returning with a bucket and a ladle he’d fetched from somewhere. Sal frowned at the smell of burned flesh and hair, but approached to give the sheriff water as we waited for Ben to return with what he found. And thankfully, that wasn’t long. He came back with a troubled expression and a leather-bound journal.

      “Here,” Ben said, handing it to Calon.

      Calon brought it to Evie as Chrissy looked over their shoulders while Calon opened the book. It was a ledger, filled with everything a bandit would need to plan the perfect score. It had everything. Who was growing what, when it was being moved, how many people were with it. Specific dates, times, even notes on ambush points. There were names listed, with marks next to some and lines through a few as well.

      “These,” Calon tapped a name scratched out and showed Ben. “Do you know them?”

      Ben frowned and nodded. “Yeah, there’s only been a couple of deaths. These…” He looked down at the sheriff and shook his head. “I can’t believe it.”

      “I’ll stop,” Sheriff Goodman groaned. “I swear, I’ll make it right.”

      “Goodman is the summoner!” Ben roared as people started sticking their heads out. “We have proof! It was all caused by him!”

      “Please?” Goodman groaned as Sal took away the water.

      “Job board said five bronze per head,” Calon mumbled. “Who do we collect from if the sheriff is gone?”

      “There’s still money in the gaol,” Ben offered. “Paying you won’t be a problem. We just need to figure out who set the fire first.”

      “It was him, or his orc. She ambushed us outside of town when we escaped the building. If I were you, I’d use whatever spare coin he has stocked up to rebuild Sal’s tavern.”

      “Thank you.”

      Calon looked up at the grizzled tavern owner and saw a measure of respect for the first time.

      “What about him?” Chrissy pointed at Goodman, who was weeping softly.

      “Give me the spear,” Calon growled.

      Sheriff Goodman cried out as Calon kicked him onto the flat of his back. But he only let out a gurgling gasp of pain as Calon pushed the spear into his chest. The sheriff managed a pained grimace before falling limp. What he wasn’t expecting was for the sheriff’s body to crumble into dust, leaving a familiar looking black stone.

      “What is that?” Evie asked.
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      “Yes.”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “Calon?” Evie prodded, seeing his odd expression

      Calon ignored her, “Neko.”

      “What?” Chrissy growled.
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      “Suki Shio.”
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      The glowing ball appeared as Calon had remembered it from twice before. Evie and Chrissy pressed into his sides as the ball flattened and expanded into the full doorway. Townsfolk stepped away from the scene, unsure of what was happening. And then Calon spotted movement. From the light stepped a minuscule, barely four foot tall figure, with pointed ears and a tail. She stepped through and staggered as her tail flicked around for balance. Her small digitigrade paws supported her weight as she wobbled. Calon admired her calico fur and her slender, petite, yet athletic frame as her eyes flicked from side to side as she read her screen. Nodding to herself, she blinked and looked over at Calon.

      With a wobble, she stepped closer, reaching out and digging her claws lightly into his pants before climbing. The trio watched as the small catgirl climbed until she was nose to nose with Calon and she stared deeply into his eyes.

      “Hello master,” she purred.

      Before Calon could respond, her lips were on his. Her the vibrations of her purring were intense, and he grabbed onto her tightly. Her kiss was deep and long as she rubbed her crotch on Calon’s chest. He had no idea where this reaction had come from, but Chrissy’s voice was unmistakable.

      “What. The. Fuck?”
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      Calon sighed once again as he waited in the darkness. Beside him, Evie looked on with a worried expression, while Suki and Chrissy checked the tree. Just as the… nightmare had stated. They walked for about an hour. The broken signpost didn’t look out of place. There were others nearby with similar signage and this one looked like it just hadn’t been removed. Just off the road to the right, they could make out a large, twisted tree. Unfortunately for Calon and Evie, their vision wasn’t good enough to help much, as Suki and Chrissy’s feline vision proved far superior.

      “Did you know?” Evie asked.

      “Know what?”

      Evie sighed as she listened to the furry women pushing through the scrub. “Did you know she was going to throw herself at you the moment she got here?”

      “No,” Calon answered. “No, I had no idea she was going to do that.”

      “I thought she might freak out at least.” Evie nodded. “But there she is, halfway up a tree like she owns it.”

      Calon snorted and shrugged his reply. He was saved from trying to speculate by a soft cry of delight.

      “Got it, Master!”

      With a soft sigh at the title, Calon nodded for Evie to follow. They weren’t far from the tree, just giving the two feline women their space to look. It was Suki who found the arrow. They carved it into a spot in the crook of a branch. There was a shadow cast over it, but when the wind blew, the branches swayed and for just an instant Calon spotted what she was talking about. A carved arrow pointing further into the trees.

      “Good find-”

      “I’ll go find the next one,” Chrissy huffed and stormed off in the direction indicated.

      Calon watched her go as Evie gripped his arm to stop him following. “She’ll come around,” Evie whispered.

      “I hope so,” Calon watched the large griffon’s retreating form. “She kissed me, y’know?”

      “I know,” Evie nodded. “She was plucking up the courage.”

      “Should I have waited to bring Suki here?”

      Evie looked over at the small neko, who was climbing down the trunk to join them.

      “It’s okay,” she smiled toothily. “I don’t mind you talking about me. Master owns me now. He can do as he wishes.”

      Calon rolled his eyes while Evie stifled a giggle. “I’m going to go catch up with Chrissy.”

      “Alright,” Calon accepted a quick kiss before the succubus jogged off after the griffon. That left Calon with Suki, who stepped up and was rubbing her face on his side.

      “Are we going, Master?”

      Calon rolled his eyes yet again, but nodded. “Yeah, and you don’t have to call me Master. You know that, right?”

      “I figured,” Suki smiled, keeping up with Calon as he walked. “But it’s easier to remind myself that you own me, if I call you Master.”

      “Does that bother you?”

      “You owning me?”

      Calon nodded, “Yeah.”

      Suki giggled softly and nudged him with her shoulder. “Master, growing up, I was the prodigal child. Art, science, music, I was expected to be the best at everything my parents dumped in my lap. I know that one day, my self that is back home will grow up, get a good job and escape to be my own person. But here, right now?” She grinned and shook her head. “You remember how we met?”

      “You were reading a comic over my shoulder and I offered to let you read it,” Calon frowned. “I remember you ran away.”

      “I did,” Suki agreed. “My parents would have been disappointed in me if I didn’t get my study done and boys were a big no.”

      “I guess I can understand that.”

      “Then can you understand that I maybe sorta followed you around campus a few times when I wasn’t busy?”

      “That’s-”

      “And I maybe sorta used to fantasise about you catching me, throwing me up against a wall and doing horrible things to me.”

      Calon stopped in his tracks and turned to the neko, now staring at her paws beside him.

      “When I stepped through into this world and saw you standing there, I realised there were only two outcomes. Either this is one big hallucination, or it’s real.”

      “Which would you prefer?”

      Suki shrugged, “Doesn’t matter. My life is one of strict discipline, control and domination of every detail of my life. Here, now, I’m literally some cute little catgirl and I can smell your sperm leaking out of Evie’s pussy.”

      Calon snorted and coughed at the same time. It took him a moment to clear his throat before he looked back at Suki, who was giving him a shy smile. “You can, huh?”

      Suki nodded slowly. “Are you going to fuck me like you do her, Calon?”

      “Do you want me to?”

      Suki smiled and gave a small shrug. “It’s not up to me, master. I’m just a cute li-le kitty cat, all scawed and awone in the worwld.”

      Calon clenched his eyes shut at the thought of shoving his cock down her throat. He took a few deep breaths before Suki snorted.

      “Calon, look at me, please.”

      Calon blinked and met the neko’s steady gaze.

      “You’re not some jerk. You’re not cruel and you don’t use people. So whether you want to treat me like a pet that sleeps at the foot of the bed, or like a toy, you’re going to fuck when the succubus isn’t around. I know you’re not about to hurt me.”

      “It was Evie’s idea to bring you here,” Calon admitted suddenly.

      “Well, I look forward to whatever plans she has for me then. Seriously, whatever you have planned is somewhere between a video game and a holiday for me. So let me preen and call you master. I have this strange compulsion to start licking myself and for whatever reason, I keep thinking it’s because I want to do it for you.”

      “Got it!”

      Calon looked up at the yell. It came from a short distance off into the dark. He shook his head and turned back to Suki, who smiled at him.

      “Chastise me, fuck me, or rub my ears.”

      Calon admired the curve of her lips as she smiled up at him. But he pushed the thought aside and reached for her head. She let out a cat-like purr as he gently scratched, and she pushed her head into the sensation. Calon couldn’t help the smile that broke across his face before he pulled away.

      “Come on.”

      “Or in,” she purred.

      Calon blushed and started moving. Through a small scrub and a few bushes, he found an impatient-looking Evie and Chrissy. The griffon was practically glaring at him with rage as she pointed at the small arrow carved into a medium-sized boulder.

      “Hurry up, fucker!” She snapped.

      “Sorry-”

      “Save it!”

      The griffon turned in the direction the arrow was pointing and started moving. Evie let out a sigh and followed as Suki darted ahead of Calon to keep up. Calon shook his head and followed along. But he could swear he could feel eyes boring into the back of his head. And considering the nightmare roaming the forests, he wasn’t sure if he was imagining it.

      After the boulder was another tree. This one had damage from a lightning strike that caused a branch to fall. That branch was the one with the arrow on it. Calon, with Chrissy’s and Evie’s help, lifted the branch and guessed its orientation while Suki worked out the heading for the next one. The whole time they found themselves further and further into the woods until finally Calon realised the sky was getting light again. Nodding, he met Evie’s expression and could see she’d come to the same realisation.

      “Just a little further.”

      Calon’s skin crawled as he felt a cool breath on the back of his neck. Suki seemed to freeze in place with only her eyes moving as she watched something move silently through the trees, while Chrissy let out a soft growl.

      “Was that?”

      “I think so,” Calon shuddered.

      “Are we in danger?” Suki asked.

      “Yes.” “Yes.” “Yes.” “Yes.” Everyone, including the nightmare, replied at once.

      “That is creepy as fuck,” Calon shuddered.

      The only answer was a soft, dark chuckle and the word, “Hurry.”

      Shaking off the sensation of spiders crawling over his skin, Calon nodded at the next marker. “Let’s go.”

      Stepping away from the damaged tree, they got moving again. With the nightmare floating around, the four remained vigilant as they monitored their surroundings. They didn’t want anything to get close enough to surprise them. Soon, though, they had a direction in mind. As the gentle breeze through the scrub changed direction, Calon grimaced alongside Evie. Poor Chrissy and Suki clutched their faces with a look of disgust.

      “That smells like shit,” Calon mumbled. The three women glared at him until he nervously cleared his throat. “Follow the scent, then?”

      Chrissy groaned in annoyance as they started off in the direction of the smell. It wasn’t all that long before the direction the scent was coming from became more obvious. If the cone was narrowing, that meant they were getting close, so the four of them slowed down to keep quiet.

      It was a good thing too, as they approached the source of the smell. A latrine, dug between two large trees. A large, middle-aged man with no shirt stumbled across from a nearby… Shack. That’s probably the best description for it. A wooden box with an angled roof. It looked like they had hammered together it from scrap timber, logs, mud, and tree bark. There were actually a few of them dotted about. As the man staggered over and dropped his pants, Calon saw him squat and looked away.

      The encampment had a little over a dozen men, from what he could see. Most were asleep, huddled in groups under tarps strung between trees. On the far side was a roped-off area with a small herd of horses alongside a single wagon in good condition. It made sense that if there was a hierarchy, that some members would have private quarters.

      “I never asked what we’re doing,” Suki whispered.

      Calon cringed and gave her a small nod. Leaning down, he cupped one of her furry ears and explained the quest. Suki nodded along for a few moments before stepping back and rubbing her ear.

      “Tickles,” she frowned, pawing at it.

      “How are we going to do this?” Evie whispered.

      “I could sneak around to the other side, create a disturbance?” Chrissy offered.

      Calon shook his head. “No, we’re better off dealing with most of them asleep. Last thing we need is someone in charge organising a proper defence.”

      Chrissy glared at him for a moment before nodding in agreement.

      “Quiet then,” Suki nodded. “Want me to kill him?”

      Calon looked from the neko to the man, who was in the process of wiping himself.

      “Do you have a way to do it quickly?”

      “Got a knife?”

      “Here,” Evie pulled hers out.

      Calon watched Suki take it and sighed. “Quiet, or we’re all going to be running blind out here.”

      “So you stand back. It doesn’t matter what happens to us if you escape.”

      Calon was about to open his mouth when Chrissy snarled softly. “Shut the fuck up, Calon, and do the smart thing. Fucking idiot male!”

      Calon blinked at the furious tirade and chanced a look at the bandit who, thankfully, hadn’t noticed them yet. But as he looked at Evie and Suki, he realised they were in agreement.

      “Fine,” he mumbled. “I’ll try to stay as safe as I can.”

      “Thank you, Master,” Suki purred softly. “I’ll be right back.”

      Calon blinked, but before he could speak, she was already moving. Silent as a wraith, she crept along through the underbrush towards the man. He was standing up as he lifted his pants to tie them in place. Which was the perfect opportunity for Suki to strike. Leaping suddenly, she slammed Evie’s knife into the back of his head. From what Calon could see, it was the soft point where the neck met the skull. His death was instantaneous, as he dropped to his knees. Suki leaped to one side as the man pitched back, landing in the latrine with a wet splatter.

      Calon checked the sleeping men to see if anyone had noticed, as Suki quickly returned. Either it was too quiet over too long a distance, or these men were used to ignoring sounds. Considering they were bandits, the latter was probably the most likely.

      “I can’t believe I did that,” Suki hissed softly.

      “It was pretty badass,” Evie grinned.

      Calon nodded and gave the neko an encouraging smile. “You did well. How did you know to stab him there?”

      “Saw it in a movie once,” she shrugged.

      Calon couldn’t disagree with that logic. It worked, after all. “Alright, I think we sneak in, take them quietly one by one.”

      “We sneak in, you mean,” Evie frowned.

      Calon looked at the three women in front of him and rolled his eyes. “C’mon, I’m not about-”

      “Don’t make me fucking hit you,” Chrissy growled.

      Calon frowned at the sudden hostility she was giving him. Considering she had kissed him earlier, the hostility really threw him off.

      “Fine,” he nodded. “I’ll… I’ll wait here I guess.”

      “Good,” Chrissy snapped, and started moving off.

      “Thank you,” Evie smiled, kissing him quickly.

      Calon watched them leave before looking at Suki, who was smiling expectantly at him. With a smile, Calon reached out and rubbed her ears for a few moments. She purred and pawed at him like any house cat he’d ever seen. Then, just as sudden as the affection, she was gone. Calon barely heard their steps as they spread out to do whatever it was they were doing. And with them gone, it became quickly obvious there was a cool sensation on the back of his neck.

      “Are you actually friendly?”

      “Would it comfort you to know the truth?” The nightmare chuckled darkly.

      Calon shook his head slowly, “Probably not. What’s your name?”

      “Oh?” She sounded surprised at the question. “It’s been a long time since an offworlder has been so forward with the likes of me.”

      “Should I not be?” Calon nervously asked.

      The silence filled the space he hid for a moment. Ahead, he could see Chrissy strike with her spear, while Evie and Suki descended on their own targets.

      “Hannah.”

      Calon flinched, hearing that directly in his ear. Turning his head, nothing was there. But he could make out the smokey mist in the shadows of the trees. Swallowing nervously, Calon turned and saw those glowing eyes. They were directly behind him, shrouded in smokey darkness despite the brightening sky.

      “Thank you for your help earlier, Hannah,” Calon nodded in her direction.

      The smoke parted as the nude woman stepped forward. In the dull light before sunrise, Calon could see more of her than he could last night. She looked mostly human. But all of her features were twisted, sharpened or angled to give her an exotic, almost Elven look. Calon stared at her. She was impossibly beautiful, despite the glowing red eyes that stared right back. The dark smoke that clung to her features blew, giving tantalising glimpses of the flesh beneath.

      “Do you desire me, Calon?”

      He took a deep breath and swallowed his nervousness. “I have the feeling you’d be insulted if I lied to you.”

      “Extremely.” she smiled dangerously.

      Calon nodded. “You’re probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life, and you scare the shit out of me.”

      Hannah chuckled darkly, “You’re sweet.”

      Calon wasn’t sure how to respond, but he heard a shout. Turning, he saw chaos erupt. One man had woken as Chrissy had gone to stab him and jerked aside. Instead of her spear puncturing his neck, silencing and pinning him, it carved into his shoulder and he let out a cry of pain. In an instant, all the surviving bandits sprung up from their spots on the ground. Most weren’t wearing much of anything. But that also meant most weren’t armed properly either. A few pulled knives from under their pillows, while others ran for their weapons.

      Calon could see a small group try to band together. It was three on three, with the men arming themselves while the ladies confronted them. One shack burst open and Calon watched as Evie sent a fireball at the man, who stormed out. She hit him in the centre of his chest and he went up with a scream. Calon ignored the soft giggles coming from the darkness behind him. Every ounce of his body wanted to run in and help, but he had to remind himself that this wasn’t a normal situation. Three human men were fighting three inhuman women. One was stronger and more capable than any human. One could throw fireballs and the other was deceptively sneaky.

      But it pulled away his attention as the door to a shack off to one side opened slowly. It was closer to him than the ladies, and they had their backs to it. In the low light, he could see a man stick his head out and look at the commotion. Satisfied that the three ladies hadn’t spotted him, he pushed the door further open. Calon’s eyes went wide at the sight of the crossbow.

      “Here.”

      Calon flinched, feeling an ice-cold hand taking his arm. But they stuffed something into the palm of his hand and vanished. Looking down, Calon saw his lost hammer. It was covered in a fine layer of frost. But he’d worry about that later. For now, the man was getting into position to fire.

      Rushing ahead, Calon tried to keep his movements as quiet as possible. He could see the fight wrapping up for the ladies. But that just meant they’d be easier targets for the shooter. Closing the gap, he watched the crossbow rise to eye level. He watched as the man closed one eye and his hand shifted as he squeezed the trigger.

      “HEY!”

      The man jerked, and the crossbow fired. The bolt whistled as it flew. But it wasn’t as loud as the wet thud of it, striking flesh, followed by a pained shriek. Calon saw red. The man spun around towards him, shocked at his sudden approach. Calon didn’t give him an instant to think about how he should have run. Instead, Calon swung his hammer. The man held up the crossbow to block and Calon’s weapon smashed it to pieces.

      “Fuck!” the man shouted, falling back into the hut.

      Calon followed as the man held up his hands. But Calon didn’t care. One of his women was out there, bleeding and shot. He could either fix that, or revive her later. For now, he wanted to make sure this man hurt no one ever again. Raising the hammer overhead, the man lunged back, making a grab for something. Calon swung, slamming the hammer into the man’s hip. The metal thunked, while the bandit screamed out in pain as a wet crunch echoed in the confined space. Raising the hammer again, Calon ignored the terrified, “Wait!”

      Bringing the weapon down again, the bandit screamed. Calon continued to beat the man with all his might, breaking ribs, cracking bones, and shattering joints. Until he finally left, the bandit, broken and twisted on the ground. There was a long knife laying beside him he was trying to retrieve when Calon started his assault. Dropping the hammer, Calon picked it up. It was long, single-edged, and unlike the simple knife he carried already. This was heavy, like it was used to hack and slash. The bandit’s eyes went wide as Calon grabbed him by the hair.

      He ignored the spray of blood as he brought it across the man’s neck. He continued to ignore the agonal twitches as he sawed from side to side. Until finally, with a scream of rage, Calon stood, holding the decapitated head of the man in one hand, and the knife in the other. Turning around, he paused. Before him, on the edge of what looked like a bed, was Hannah. Her glowing red eyes were thin slits as her legs twitched. Her hand buried between her legs was the obvious cause as she muffled her cries with the other. Transfixed, he stared as she came down from her high and slumped back against the wall.

      Calon looked from her, to the headless corpse, and back. Then held out the head. “Want it?”

      Hannah twitched and gently shook her head. “No, you need that.”

      Calon nodded, then turned and stepped towards the door.

      “Thank you for the offer, though.”

      Shaking his head at the softly spoken words as he stepped out. Evie was standing in front of him. She was smiling, but it looked more like a grimace as she looked him over. Her eyes went wide at the head dangling from his grip.

      “Is that?”

      Calon dropped it and took her arm. The bolt had gone right through the muscle at the top. It looked clean, neat and had no signs of anything nasty despite the blood.

      “Heal.”

      Evie frowned at the fierce expression on Calon’s face and looked at the smashed remains of the crossbow on the ground. She had intended to chastise him for risking himself, but now, she only felt deep gratitude to him. That and arousal. She had to trample that down, but Calon, taking charge like this, was really turning her on.

      “Heal,” Calon repeated, casting the spell again.

      Suki watched Evie and Calon from the other side of the camp. The trio of women had broken in different directions after the fight. It had been swift, messy and yet oddly satisfying. She found humans weren’t quite as fast as she expected. Predicting their movements while simply outmaneuvering them was easy. She snorted and turned to see Chrissy glaring at her from over by the horses. She thought about the griffon’s hostile attitude and shrugged. Suki was pretty sure this world was real. If so, that really was Chrissy, Evie’s girlfriend.

      The griffon turned to move away as Suki approached, but she skipped ahead and planted herself in front of the angry griffon, who glared at her.

      “You don’t like me very much.”

      “Fuck off.”

      Suki giggled and shook her head. “Seriously, what’s wrong?”

      “You wouldn’t understand.” Chrissy sighed, trying to step around the smaller woman.

      Suki moved to block the larger woman and smiled. “Try me.”

      “I could smack you into next week, you know that?”

      “Would it make you hate me less?”

      Chrissy sighed, “I don’t hate you, alright?”

      “Well, you don’t like me very much, so what’s up?”

      Chrissy sighed, “Alright, I changed my mind. I do fucking hate you.”

      “Why?”

      “BECAUSE I COULD HAVE BEEN YOU!” Chrissy snarled as Suki took a step back, suddenly on the defensive.

      “What do you mean?” Suki asked softly.

      “I always had a thing for cats. Evie and I would… That’s not important. Long story short, I came here and I’m stuck in a body like this. And just days later, you step out of a portal and kiss him. You’re so sweet and perfect it sickens me!”

      Suki blinked and let Chrissy step past. But she turned and followed.

      “So you hate me, because you want to be me.”

      Chrissy sighed. “That’s a gross oversimplification. I’ll get over it.”

      “You should. That’s a pretty dumb reason to be mad at someone.”

      “Oh, shut up!” Chrissy snapped. “Who are you to tell me how I should feel?”

      “Because I’m almost your exact polar opposite, and I think you’re looking at this the wrong way.”

      Chrissy blinked. “Fine, explain it to me.”

      Suki grinned. “You’re a tough bitch. And I don’t mean that in a derogatory way. You’re a TOUGH. BITCH. Why the fuck do you wanna be small and cute when you can be powerful and menacing? You could literally do whatever you want, to whoever you want to. And it would force just about everyone around you to just watch. And if ever you came across something that could fuck with you, you can just fly away.”

      “That… That doesn’t get me what I want.”

      “Calon, you mean?”

      “Sh-”

      “I can smell it,” Suki interrupted. “I don’t know how good your nose is, but I can literally smell when you rub those furry thighs together when you look at him.”

      “Fuck you,” Chrissy hissed softly and turned away.

      “I’ll make a bet.”

      Chrissy sighed, “What bet?”
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      Calon frowned as his mana went dry. The wound on Evie’s arm was mostly healed, but he could still see it wasn’t right. She could move it without difficulty, but he could tell it wasn’t comfortable.

      “Calon?”

      Startled, he turned and saw Chrissy and Suki standing beside him. He hadn’t even heard them approach. Chrissy looked nervous, while Suki smiled like she’d found some cream. The small neko gave Chrissy a nudge, and the griffon rolled her eyes. Then, before his eyes, she grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Calon stared in shock as her petite breasts came into view. They sat proudly on her chest, and her nipples were firm.

      Chrissy stalked forward, pressing her hand over Calon’s mouth to stop him from talking. Calon was forced back under the griffon’s grip until she pressed him against the wall of the shack. Chrissy glared at him, before laying down on her feline stomach. With a bit of shuffling, she bent over and removed her hand from his mouth.

      “Chrissy-”

      “Shut it!” She snapped.

      Calon closed his mouth and tried to keep breathing as she yanked the front of his pants down. His erection popped out, smacking Chrissy on the chin as it did so. She blinked, almost in a trance. Then opened her mouth and licked the tip. Calon flinched, making Chrissy look up at him. It was such a sweet, innocent look. So different from the harsh glares he was used to receiving. It contained nervousness, innocence and, above all, lust.

      Opening her mouth, Calon watched her sharp teeth close over his cock. But they didn’t touch him. Instead, he felt the soft warmth of her lips and tongue. Then she started to purr. The vibrations started in the back of her throat and up towards her lips. She purred in waves as she licked and suckled on his cock for a few moments. Then she started moving her head. Calon was trapped, unable to look away from the sight of this terrifying woman gently blowing him.

      “Chrissy,” Calon grunted.

      She looked up at him. With those big, kitty cat eyes. Pushing herself down as far as she could, Calon gaped as his cock vanished entirely into her mouth. With a shudder, he trembled and fired the first rope of cum into the back of her throat. Caught by surprise, Chrissy pulled off, only to catch the second spurt across her chin. But she dived back on, suckling as Calon gasped in pleasure. The whole time, he stared down at her innocent expression as she stared right back.
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      Calon stood, feeling dirty now that he had calmed down. His initial reaction to decapitating a man was one of rage. Now, picking through the corpses, he just felt… wrong. But as he carried the last head towards the wagon, Calon put the thought from his mind. Fifteen heads, including the one with the crossbow. Calon felt a little vindicated from his original estimate. The only issue was, there were a lot of empty beds. Not enough to suggest there were hundreds of bandits hiding out in the woods. But another dozen wouldn’t be out of the question.

      As Calon reached the wagon, he grimaced seeing Suki stacking the heads. She had a grim expression, but did her best holding them in place. Evie was with her, shifting boxes of supplies around to wedge them in place. None of us had a clue how much a horse was going to cost and the mission was to return as many as possible. According to the late sheriff though, legal salvage made everything else their property. And they had quite the collection.

      It seemed like they actually traded most of the things they stole. All the vegetables and other crops were missing. They had kept a small amount in barrels that Chrissy was bringing over to be loaded. But the lack of wagons suggested the bandits were still shipping the goods. Which was probably how they skirted under the radar. Supply and demand, they just inserted themselves as middle men so nobody with a demand became suspicious. And if only a few small towns had issues, nobody important would show up.

      It was obvious they kept other things, though. The shacks were made of sections of cut up wagon. There was an abundance of farming implements. Not that they were used to farm. But hoes could help sculpt land to neaten a latrine, and rakes caught small stones to make sleeping rough a little easier. They had even used saws and mallets in the construction of makeshift furniture. Whatever they didn’t need and didn’t sell still made good firewood. And that was obvious by the collection of axe heads and other metal components from broken down equipment.

      Calon offered the last head to Suki, who took it with a strained smile. And the moment it left his hands, he received a notification.

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “Calon?”

      He blinked and shook his head, clearing the screen before he smiled at Evie. “I just levelled up.”

      Evie frowned, “Really? Did you get any other notifications?”

      He shook his head. “No, which is weird.” Thinking about his character sheet, he checked the details.
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      Calon frowned as he checked all the details. He did a quick bit of counting in his head and concluded that the bandits must have been worth 20exp each. He voiced his assumption, and Evie nodded along.

      “Why now, though? You didn’t get any experience from the yowie, did you?”

      “No,” Calon shook his head. “Maybe it was because of the tutorial phase?”

      Evie shrugged. “It’s not like it was easier at the start. I got here while goblins had captured you.”

      “That’s a good point,” Calon agreed. “Maybe if I was born here, the tutorial would have been growing up. Here it had to sort something out and make it work.”

      “Maybe who, or whatever, it is that’s responsible for bringing you here to begin with, took the experience as payment?”

      Calon blinked, then frowned. “You don’t…” He trailed off before shaking his head. “Y’know what? I don’t want to think about it. If there’s some deity out there scarier than Hannah, I don’t want to know about it.”

      “Hannah?”

      Calon looked back at the black smoke leaking out the open door of the shack he left her in. It had been silent for a while, but they had all heard the sounds of her eating while they gathered supplies.

      “Did you fuck her?”

      “What?” Calon whirled back to his step-sister. “NO!”

      “Awww,” Evie pouted.

      Calon rubbed his eyes and changed the subject. “So we’ve cleared the area? It’s just the horses now, isn’t it?”

      “This is the last of it,” Chrissy grunted, lifting a crate up onto the wagon. “There might be a couple things laying on the ground somewhere, but all the big stuff is here already.”

      Calon checked the three crates left on the ground. Between them and the barrels, there probably wouldn’t be room for Chrissy. After glancing around, Kevin nodded in satisfaction.

      “Good job. I’ll start on the horses.”

      “Do you know what you’re doing?” Chrissy snarked.

      Calon smiled, “Not really.”

      As it turns out, it was pretty simple. The horses wore a bit. Calon could attach each bit to another via a rope. Each horse was pretty comfortable being touched. Calon brought out one, leading it by the rope and moved it into position at the wagon. He figured most of the horses were probably used to pull wagons, so he wasn’t all that surprised when it cooperated. It was a lovely blue roan and seemed happy enough to do as he asked it. Calon tried not to admire it too much, knowing it was likely he wouldn’t get to keep the magnificent animal.

      Despite not actually knowing for sure how to hitch a horse, Calon had seen how Burt had done so. And by following along, he managed it without too many troubles. He then went back for the rest of the horses. It was a little finicky getting them all moving, but by creating a long lead, he could tie one to the one in front and create a line. That line, he tied to the back of the wagon. The horses seemed nervous about being near Chrissy, so after rolling her eyes, she kept her distance.

      “You think you can do this?” Evie asked.

      “Just in case, how about you walk with Chrissy for a bit?” Calon smiled.

      Evie bit her lip before agreeing. “Be safe.”

      She hopped down from the wagon and jogged over to join Chrissy, leaving Suki behind. “Are you going too?”

      “I trust you,” she shrugged.

      Calon thought about ordering her off. But he put the thought aside. She liked to call him master, but he wasn’t about to order her around. So if she wanted to stay, that meant she got to stay.

      “Alright, just hold on.”

      Suki grinned and made her way to the bench where the driver sat. Her wide grin told Calon everything he needed to know as he climbed up beside her. With a sigh, he took the reins and gave them a gentle flick. The horse perked for a moment and took a step. Almost immediately, the leash for the rest of the horses pulled tight and drew them to a halt. There was a bit of a tug from both ends, before the horses at the rear started moving and the roan up front set the pace.

      Calon grinned as he slowly led the awkward parade around the bandit camp. He stayed clear of the latrine. He didn’t want the wagon getting stuck, or heaven forbid one of the horses hurting themselves in it. So he kept turning, taking him past the shack where Hannah was hiding. Pulling gently on the reins, he brought it to a stop as he peered into the dark interior.

      “You okay in there?!”

      She answered his question with a dark chuckle before a pair of red eyes appeared. They lacked their glow from the evening before, but they were unmistakable.

      “You’re far too forward with me, offworlder. Some people may find that… strange.”

      Calon thought for a moment and shrugged. “You’ve done right by me and I’m not one to turn away a friend.”

      The eyes narrowed for a moment. “Friend?”

      “You look like you could do with a friend,” Calon shrugged.

      Hannah burst into laughter. Unlike the mirthless chuckle from earlier, this one had genuine delight behind it. And Calon smiled despite himself. When she calmed, he could see her eyes curled slightly, like she was smiling.

      “Very well, my friend,” Hannah hissed. “I am not helpless in the light. I will be fine, and tonight I will feast.”

      Calon smiled uncomfortably, thinking about all the headless corpses strewn about. But he wasn’t about to judge a literal monster for acting like one. “I’ll keep an ear out for strange noises in the night, then. Don’t be a stranger!”

      The eyes watched him as he cracked the reins and moved off. She chewed absentmindedly on the femur of the man left inside as she tried to recall the last conversation she’d had with a willing companion.

      “Friend indeed,” she chomped down hard, snapping the bone in her jaws.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Calon grinned as the town came into view. It wasn’t all that hard to find his way back out to a road from the bandit camp. The directions that they had taken to find the camp to begin with were more direct if you were on foot. The road they used to get out, though, was in shambles. Clumps of grass, boulders and more. It was hard to tell if it was neglect, or something the bandits had put together to make it look like nobody used it. In any case, it was slow, uncomfortable and Suki had been clawing into his side since she slid off the seat on her furry ass. She hadn’t been hurt at all, but Calon had told her to grab onto something and she picked him.

      The poor quality road came to the back of a dilapidated farm. Someone had burned out the house, and it was obvious nobody lived there. From the farm, the road was much easier to navigate. Calon grinned as a call went out as Chrissy ran ahead. It was odd seeing her being ridden by Evie, but he wasn’t about to question it, either. They were closer to each other than they were to him. At least back in their own world. Here, things were a little more up in the air.

      “Oh, thank the gods,” a woman cried as they came into the city limits.

      Calon gave her a nod as he brought the wagon into town. There were a few wagons passing through on a wagon-train and they stared with worried expressions as he came to a stop.

      “Don’t worry, at least for the short term. We have dealt with the bandits.”
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      Calon blinked before quickly dismissing the screen. It blinded him for a moment and it frustrated him that it would pop up like that. If they’d been going faster, or he was in the middle of a fight, that could have killed him or someone else. Despite the pain it could cause, there was little he could actually do about it. With a grin, Calon pulled on the reins and stopped in the middle of the street in front of the old sheriff’s office.

      “So,” Calon called softly. “Who do I talk to about getting paid?”

      There was a bit of murmuring from that before Evie shrugged and headed into the building. Calon watched with an amused grin as Chrissy came to stand beside him. Not a minute later, the front door opened, and a middle-aged woman came out with a clipboard.

      “You brought these back?” She asked.

      “As the job board requested.”

      She nodded, then started counting the horses. With a satisfied smile, she waved at someone behind Calon. He turned to see who it was and grinned at Ben, who approached with a smile.

      “Good to see you’re back,” Ben offered, his hand to shake.

      “We had a job to do.” Calon shook the man’s hand firmly.

      “Job he says,” Ben waved dismissively. “Denis is up and walking, thanks to you.”

      “Ben,” the woman called with an air of authority. “Can you check the horses so I can make a note for payment?”

      “There are heads in the wagon,” Evie mumbled.

      The woman frowned before stepping closer. She looked over the contents, before flinching at the severed heads stuffed in the back.

      “H-how many?”

      “Sixteen, including the sheriff,” Chrissy growled, showing her teeth.

      The woman shuddered, then shook her head, “I’m… Not sure the sheriff-”

      “He was the ringleader, Marge,” Ben called out. “He set this whole thing up himself. You missed it after the fire.”

      Calon spotted a sad glint in her eye, but she nodded. “Sixteen it is then.”

      “What about the horse’s?” Evie asked. “What are they worth?”

      “Well,” Ben scratched his head as he moved down the line. “These all have markings on them, so they have owners. All local farmers, I can get the word out.” He worked his way back up the line, double checking each one until he made it to the wagon. “There’s twenty-seven with marks, all in good health. A couple need to be shod, but that’s understandable. The issue is this one,” he patted the blue roan that was pulling the wagon.

      “What’s wrong with him?” Calon asked.

      “There’s no mark,” Ben frowned. “It’s not unheard of to not have a mark, but it’ll be hard to track down an owner without one. Might be from a travelling merchant that came through in the last year.”

      “So what do we do about it, then?” Calon looked from Ben to Marge and back.

      “Well,” Marge frowned. “If there’s no mark, it would be classed as looted goods.”

      Calon tried not to let his excitement slip out.

      “Would you want to sell him?” Ben asked.

      “Ah,” Calon froze. “What’s a horse actually worth?”

      “Good horse can be worth a few silver.” Ben rubbed his chin. “That one, he’s not been gelded, and yet seems pretty docile. Did he struggle with the wagon at all?”

      “No,” Calon shook his head. “Pulled it the whole way here without a complaint.”

      Ben nodded. “With a hoof trim and some shoes, I’d pay a silver for him.”

      Calon nodded like he was thinking things over. Truth be told, he was just trying to work out what a silver was worth without letting slip that he did not know about the value of currency. Logic would suggest one-hundred bronze made a silver and there was probably something higher than that as well. But he didn’t know for sure and he didn’t want to ask in case it made it obvious that he wasn’t from here.

      “How much for the trim, shoes, and some feed to keep him going?”

      “He’ll eat grass just fine,” Ben nodded. “But you’d be looking at five bronze for the work and feed.”

      Calon wondered about the prices of goods in the town. Sal had charged only two bronze for the stay and meals. The fox beastkin who did their leatherwork only charged them one. But shoeing a horse and some feed was five. It made Calon think supplies were relatively cheap, as was beastkin labour. While humans valued their time more highly. It wasn’t a pleasant thought that there was discrimination. But he was hardly in a place to challenge the notion either.

      “Alright,” Calon nodded. “Can we start with getting paid? Then I think we have some trading to do while the horse gets looked after.”

      “Marge?”

      Marge nodded. “Twenty-seven horses and sixteen bandits. Are we in agreement?”

      “That sounds right,” Calon nodded.

      Marge made a scribble, then held the clipboard to him. Calon looked at what she’d written beside a figure: Three silver and fifty bronze.

      Smirking at the accuracy of his guess, Calon accepted the fountain pen she was using and put his signature beside her own. With a nod, she took both the items and went inside.

      “Who put the horse in?” Ben asked.

      “Ah, me?”

      “It’s a little loose,” Ben commented. “Horses learn to hold their breath while you tighten the straps, so give them a moment to exhale before you do them up. Too much room and the harness can chafe them.”

      “I haven’t hurt him, have I?”

      “Nah,” Ben waved off Calon’s concern. “All day over rough terrain would be a different matter. But he’s fine.”

      “Good,” Calon smiled.

      The doors to the office behind him opened, and the woman stepped out with a pouch dangling from her fingers. She ensured the leather strap around the top was tight before handing it to Calon.

      “Thank you for your service. I don’t like how it all turned out, but the bandits were going to ruin us all.”

      “There still might be a few out there,” Calon admitted as he opened the bag and withdrew the five bronze for Ben. “There were a lot of empty beds in the camp. Maybe this number again hiding out there.”

      “That… Is not good news,” she frowned.

      “At least they won’t be organised,” Evie offered. “Without getting instructions from Goodman, they won’t be able to target the farmers so accurately.”

      Marge nodded. “That will have to do, then.”

      Calon nodded and held out the five coins to Ben. He took them with a smile and led the horse off to get cleaned up. Marge, with her work done, turned on her heel and went back inside. And that left Calon with Evie, Suki and Chrissy, who gathered around.

      “So what now?”

      “Is there a general store or something?” Calon asked.

      “What about a tent?” Chrissy reminded everyone.

      Calon thought for a moment, “Alright, I’ll go speak to the fox. You see if there’s a general store.”

      “What should I do?” Suki asked.

      “You can come with me, if you want?” Calon offered.

      “Right,” Evie agreed.

      After an exchange of kisses, they broke and went their separate ways. Calon couldn’t help but watch the sway of Evie’s ass as she went with Chrissy. The succubus turned and spotted him watching, so she put in a little extra sway for him.

      “I thought it might be odd seeing you acting like that with your step-sister,” Suki commented.

      “I still think it’s a little odd,” Calon admitted. “Even if she’s the hottest woman on the planet.”

      Suki smiled, “Come on, Master. Let’s go talk to the leatherworker.”

      Calon nodded in agreement and started heading towards the familiar shop. They had saved it from the fire that had claimed Sal’s tavern. But the building between had suffered some burns. The structure had been spared, though, which was probably a relief for whoever owned it. Stepping through the front doors, it was much as he remembered. The fox smiled as he recognised Calon and made a small bow.

      “Welcome back, summoner. I trust you haven’t had problems with my work?” He asked in that familiar rough voice.

      Calon smiled and shook his head. “No, I’m actually here for more business.”

      Suki trailed off to look around as Calon ordered a new belt for Evie. Adding to the list of things, he also put in an order for some heavy duty leather bags. They would be to hold clothing, the tent and anything they wanted to keep dry but still move around if necessary. The fox asked many questions about what size and whether they needed to remain dry while submerged, or just to keep the rain off. And it was as they started discussing the price, Calon felt a small tug on his arm.

      “Master?”

      Calon looked down and saw her nervously shuffling her pawed feet. Clasped in her hands, she held several pieces of dark leather that Calon didn’t know the purpose of.

      “What’s that?”

      “Something… That I want.”

      Calon blinked, then looked up at the fox, who was giving her a curious look. But he straightened and got back to business.

      “The bags as described with an adjustable belt for the young lady. Then the collar and leash for the neko…” Calon blinked in surprise. “Five bronze and I’ll have it done in two days. The bags will be a bit of work, as I have nothing I could modify to fit.”

      “Tell me,” Calon asked, not daring to look down at Suki, who was now nuzzling her cheek on his hip. “Is five bronze enough to pay for parts AND labour, or is that just what you’re expecting I’ll pay?”

      “I make a small profit,” the fox mumbled. “It is not my place to demand extra payment. I am content.”

      “Tell you what, I’ll pay you ten, and you come with me out to the wagon. I’ve parked in front of the sheriff’s office. If there’s anything in there you could use, we’ll deduct it from the ten.”

      Calon watched the confusion run through the fox’s expression. But he seemed hesitant to argue with Calon about it. With Suki following demurely behind, Calon led the fox out to the wagon and allowed him to sort through the loot. Unlike Marge, who seemed nervous about all the severed heads, the fox spat on them as soon as he saw them.

      “Not a friend?”

      “Bah,” the fox growled. “That one, on top. He set my counter on fire one time. I hadn’t realised he was in with this filth.”

      Calon looked at the topmost head and frowned. It was the one they caught at the latrine. Putting the thoughts aside, the fox was holding up a set of mallets with rounded heads of various sizes.

      “These would help me, but I’m not sure I can afford them.”

      “What do you think they’re worth?”

      The fox turned them over and showed Calon a small mark stamped on the handle. “These are worth at least twenty or thirty bronze.”

      “Deal,” Calon smiled.

      The fox frowned. “I cannot afford these.”

      “I’ll pay the five bronze, as agreed. You keep the mallets, and you put a rush order on any work I send you.”

      The fox blinked, then looked down at the mallets in his hands. “I… I accept.”

      “Great,” Calon plucked out the five bronze. The fox dropped onto the ground, holding the hammers like a child, pressed into his chest, before taking the coins with a dumbfounded expression.

      “You… You are sure?”

      “Perfectly,” Calon grinned.

      The fox smiled and gave him a deep bow. Calon felt a little uncomfortable, but he said nothing before the fox darted back to his shop.

      “You just gave those away?” A voice asked.

      Calon turned and saw Evie standing beside an older man. He held a clipboard and was frowning in the direction of the leatherworkers’ shop.

      “Is there a problem?”

      “What did he offer in return for those mallets?”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Calon frowned at the man.

      Calon didn’t like the attitude he was using. And the man didn’t seem to like the fox. Evie looked nervous and as Chrissy appeared on the other side of the wagon with a hessian sack, she was loading with heads. She looked downright angry.

      “What can I do for you?” Calon asked, getting his attention.

      “Are you the owner of the wagon?”

      “That’s me.”

      “Excellent. Your companion said you had supplies, mostly for farming and such. I was hoping to take inventory and make you an offer.”

      “Great,” Calon nodded. “Evie, can you give him a hand?” he asked, hoping she would get the implication to watch him.

      She nodded and climbed up onto the driver’s bench as Chrissy huffed and started dragging off the heads. The man sniffed and shook his head before climbing up to join Evie.

      “Master, can you hold this for me?”

      Calon held out his hand and felt her place something within it. Looking down, he frowned at the leather strand. Following it down in a loop, it came up and was connected by a wire ring to a collar now secured firmly around Suki’s neck. She stood by nervously, but obviously pleased about wearing it.

      “Suki?”

      “Yes, Master?”

      “Do you want to be my pet?”

      Suki shivered and shook her head. “What I want doesn’t matter, Master.”

      Calon sighed and looked at Evie, who was glaring at him with an expression that told him he may need to buy a second leash at some point. But she shook herself and nodded for him to go. So, with a shrug, Calon turned and started walking, feeling the slight tug of the lead in his hands. Suki trailed a couple of steps behind him, and Calon sighed.

      “Suki?”

      “Yes, Master?”

      “Can you walk beside me, please?”

      “Certainly, Master.”

      Calon listened to the patter of her feet as she skipped up beside him.

      “Is that better, Master?”

      Calon growled softly in the back of his throat, before changing direction towards the treeline.
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      “What do you want?” Calon growled.

      Suki shifted for a moment amongst the trees. “It does-”

      “Cut that out,” Calon snapped. “Right now, you’re Suki Shio and I’m Calon Wilson. I’m just some guy on campus, and you’re just some girl. What. Do. You. Want?”

      Suki shifted nervously before tugging gently on her leash. Calon thought about releasing it, but he noticed it seemed more like a comfort thing than any discomfort.

      “I…” Suki frowned. “I want you to own me.”

      Calon sighed. “I think we’ve established that much. What else? Spell it out, so it’s absolutely clear to me.”

      Suki blinked, then slowly nodded her head. “I want headpats.”

      Calon froze, then grinned and reached out. His fingers drifted over her ears and she pressed her head into his palm. Her fur was soft as he stroked her head, and he grinned at the small smile that broke over her features.

      “Good,” Calon nodded, digging his fingers into the sensitive spots around her ears. “What else?”

      Suki took a moment to think before she whispered, “I want to be your pet.”

      “Explain that to me more. What exactly do you want?”

      “Feed me, pet me, when I’m good, call me a ‘good kitty’ and let me sleep on the bed,” she trailed off as Calon removed his hand.

      “And if you’re a bad kitty?”

      Suki trembled softly. “Bad kitties need to be punished.”

      Calon narrowed his eyes slightly as Suki refused to look at him. “What kind of punishments?”

      “You could tie me up, make me sleep on the floor.” She shifted slightly, “You could spank me, or call me awful names, or… Hurt me.”

      “Hurt you?” Calon frowned, before catching the quick glance she made at his crotch. “Suki, I’m… I’m not sure what you’re implying, but I’m not crossing the boundaries of consent…”

      “I know, Master,” Suki shivered. “That’s why I want this so bad. I wanna be your kitty. I want you to pet me. I want you to call me your good kitty. I want your praise. And when I’m feeling naughty… Have you thought about how small I am?”

      Calon froze, “I… Ah.”

      “It’s going to hurt so much when you force that thing inside me,” Suki continued.

      “Suki, look, I-”

      “STAN!?” Evie’s voice rang out.

      Stan froze, still unsure of what he was about to say. Suki just smiled at him with wide-open eyes. She looked so innocent as her tail swished from side to side.

      “We’re not finished talking about this,” Calon growled.

      “Yes, Master,” Suki smiled cutely.

      Shaking his head, he gave her leash a tug and started heading back towards town. Evie was a few metres down the road from where they emerged. She had seen them both go in, and her expression looked worried as they both appeared.

      “There you are!” she shouted, jogging over. “I was worried. Someone said you walked off into the trees and hadn’t come back out. But…”

      “But?”

      Evie shifted uncomfortably. “I’m… A succubus.”

      “What? Do you pick up when I’m horny or something?” Calon grinned, before seeing her expression. “You know when I’m horny, don’t you?”

      Evie nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

      “What about,” Calon nodded towards Suki whose facial fur was standing on end.

      “I can when we’re this close, so now I’m more confused than concerned.”

      “Right,” Calon sighed, not having a clue how to talk about this whole situation. “What did you need me for?”

      “Oh!” Evie shook herself. “Right, the trader wanted to haggle. He’s done with his writeup.”

      “Oh cool, let’s go then.”

      The trio headed to the wagon, where the man was waiting with a professional smile. But it was Chrissy’s stern expression from the other side of the wagon that set him on edge.

      “Ah, Calon, wasn’t it?” the man smiled. “I have taken an inventory, and I was hoping to discuss the price.”

      Calon nodded and gave the man a polite smile. He still didn’t like him much. From Chrissy’s attitude, he had probably said or done something he wouldn’t agree with if he found out. But for the sake of a bag of coins, he was willing to put up with him just this once.

      “Right, so what are the totals?” Calon asked before spotting Chrissy patting her right breast.

      “The farming implements are in decent enough condition, picks, axes, shovels and whatnot. There’s also woodworking tools. Not as high a quality as those hammers you bargained away. But there are several good quality saws that would fetch a high price.”

      He rattled off a dozen other things he’d found, including the food items that Calon was thinking of holding onto.

      “All up, taking into consideration my fee for counting inventory, my own profit margin and the method of your acquisition. I can offer you one silver.”

      Calon spotted Chrissy aggressively patting her breast again and frowned for a moment. Before looking back at the man. His rather crisp shirt had a pocket sewn into his breast. And one of them had a conspicuous bulge.

      “Three,” Calon countered.

      The man chuckled. “I’m sorry. I thought you were a reasonable man. By the time I’ve sold all this, I’m only going to make two silvers. So, I’m offering you this silver upfront while I take the risk on goods whose value may drop in the coming weeks.”

      Calon nodded as Chrissy looked like she was about to scream. “That’s a fair reasoning, I suppose.”

      “So-”

      “But I was asking for three to compensate for whatever it was you stole and are hiding in your breast pocket.”

      The man blinked, then sighed softly. “With all due respect-”

      “You’ll return what you stole from me, or pay me three silvers,” Calon shrugged.

      “I don’t-”

      “You were spotted. Chrissy, right behind you.”

      The man looked back and sighed. “Sir, I thought you were smarter than to take advice from an animal.”

      Calon’s eye twitched as Chrissy looked ready to commit a murder. Evie’s fists were curled like she was contemplating burning the man. Even Suki let out a quiet growl of anger.

      “Empty your pocket,” Calon ordered.

      “Now see here!”

      “Now!” Calon growled, lifting his hammer from his belt.

      The man eyed Calon cautiously. “There’s no need for violence,” he murmured. “Just… A family heirloom.”

      He reached into his breast pocket and withdrew a red gemstone. Calon saw it and nodded. “And you just happen to keep family heirlooms in your breast pocket while you take inventory?”

      “I could hardly leave it in the store-”

      “There were gems in your safe behind the counter!” Evie snapped.

      “Brandt?” Ben called.

      The old man turned his head and saw the farmhand approaching. He grit his teeth. “I can’t afford three silvers.”

      “What’s that gem worth?” Calon asked, as Brandt grimaced and held it up.

      “At least three alone,” Ben frowned. “I thought better of you, Brandt. Have you been cheating the rest of us as well?”

      “No!” Brandt shook his head. “No, I… I’ve always had honest dealings with the townsfolk. I swear it.”

      “Says the man caught red-handed holding a stolen gemstone,” Chrissy growled, finally speaking up.

      Brandt frowned and looked like he was about to retort angrily, when he shook his head and let out a sigh.

      “What is the punishment for thieves in this town?”

      “Sheriff Goodman would usually decide a punishment that fit the severity. We usually had a child stealing an apple, work in the store they stole from, doing chores and such. An adult might face a fine.”

      “And a shopkeeper stealing a gemstone?”

      Ben shook his head. “I… I don’t really know. But it’s severe enough to take it to the magistrate in Brisbane if you wish to have him formally charged.”

      Calon spotted Brandt’s flinch when Ben said that. This was a situation the man knew was probably going to go very badly for him. Kuraby was a small town, but lots of trade came through. Enough that if he came into hardship for any reason, another trader would probably arrive and take over. And with a reputation as a thief, he would be helpless to stop it from happening.

      “I’m willing to come to a deal.” Calon crossed his arms.

      Brandt sighed. “Let me hear it then.”

      “One silver, you take all the goods except the food. I keep the gem, then we take a little trip over to your store and pick up a few things to help outfit us for our travels. You do that, and the magistrate never hears from me about this, and I don’t tell anyone else about it either.”

      “I suppose, in that I have no choice then,” Brandt shook his head, then held out the gem.

      Calon reached out and Brandt dropped it into his palm. It was a decent sized gem. Slightly egg shaped, it was uncut, and he could comfortably close his fingers around it. He just wished he knew its actual worth. With a shrug, Calon tucked it into his coin pouch for later and smiled at the man.

      “Lead on.”

      With Evie, Suki, and Chrissy at his side, Calon followed behind the dejected store owner. Ben followed along, like he wanted to keep an eye on things.

      “Oh, before I forget, your horse will be done in a couple of hours.”

      “Thanks Ben,” Calon nodded at the man.

      “Do you need me to hitch him back up when he’s done?”

      “Ah,” Calon frowned. “Maybe wait for me, so I can get a proper lesson on it. Burt was going to show me and we got distracted after a goblin attack.”

      “Goblins?” Ben sounded horrified.

      “Goodman didn’t tell anyone?”

      Ben shook his head. “No, nobody’s heard anything about goblins!”

      “They attacked us. Three riding wolves while we came into town,” Calon told him.

      “That… Isn’t good,” Ben frowned while Brandt grumbled something that sounded like, ‘all gone to shit.’

      “Can you put a job on the board?”

      “Ah…” Ben frowned as they approached the shop. “Technically, anyone can put a job up. But if you put it up, you’re responsible for paying. So the sheriff usually did something like that and…”

      “Yeah,” Calon frowned. “That woman, Marge, can she?”

      “Maybe?” Ben shrugged. “I’m sorry, I mostly just work on farms. I don’t know how things are supposed to run.”

      “Fair enough. I think we’ll go talk to her after this then,” Calon nodded.

      “Right, I’ll… I’ll go check your horse then.”

      As Ben wandered off, Brandt opened the shop door and let the four of them inside. The shop was rather large and sure enough, there was a decent sized safe behind the counter. It was impossible to miss by anyone who stumbled in.

      “So, let’s get this over with.” Brandt gestured to the room. “What are you after? I may be able to quicken this along.”

      Calon decided not to point out it was his actions that led to this deal. So instead, he thought about what they needed. “A tent, large enough to fit all of us comfortably. Some food that will last on the road, something to cover the wagon and some clothing for each of us.”

      “Is that it?” Brandt sighed, noting everything Calon said in a ledger by the front counter.

      “One more thing,” Evie smiled. “If ever you come across something called a summoner stone. You hold on to it for us.”

      Calon gaped at his step-sister when Brandt cleared his throat and narrowed his eyes. “Those are worth almost as much as the gemstone.”

      “We’ll pay for it then,” Evie continued. “But I stand by what I said. You see one of those, you put it aside for us.”

      Brandt sighed softly and nodded. “Fine, fine. I’ll supply everything you’ve asked and keep an eye out for the damn stone.”

      “Thank you,” Evie smiled.

      “There’s some clothing in the back corner,” he gestured before stepping around the counter towards the back room. “Please be reasonable, though.”

      Calon watched the man leave before looking over at the clothing. There was a decent selection of items. Multiple sizes, and almost none of it was designed for looks. It was all rugged travel type clothing.

      “Winter things,” Evie smiled, pulling out a thick, fur-lined jacket. “We should get a change of clothes each and something warm for the winter.”

      “Look for boots and see if they have child sizes,” Calon thought out loud.

      They piled things up as they found them. Calon and Evie pulled out an entire set of clothes each, while Chrissy found a few shirts. Then they added winter clothing to the mix with jackets, boots, and some gloves. Chrissy, despite her initial distaste, accepted a horse blanket for her lower half for when the weather was cold. But it was Suki that gave him the most trouble.

      “What about this?” Calon asked, holding up a child’s shirt.

      “No,” Suki frowned.

      “We’ve gone through the whole row,” Calon sighed. “You need to pick something.”

      “No, I don’t,” Suki shook her head. “I’m your pet. I don’t wear clothes.”

      Calon opened his mouth to argue, but Evie cut him off. “We’ll get you something warm for winter, though.”

      “What?” Calon frowned.

      Evie shrugged. “She’s completely covered in fur, Calon. Stuffing her in a shirt and she’ll be boiling.”

      “Her kind usually just wears a grass skirt, if anything at all,” Brandt said, cutting their conversation short.

      Calon turned and regarded the man. He seemed to be doing some mathematics in his head at the pile of clothing they’d selected.

      “I could wear a skirt,” Suki mumbled softly.

      Calon glared for a moment before going back through to where he saw an old skirt. It was made for a child and was obviously second hand. But it would do. Adding it to the pile, Brandt smiled thinly.

      “I have your items in the back. I’ll hold on to them here until you bring the wagon around.”

      Calon nodded. “That’s fair. And out of curiosity, how much would all this have cost?”

      Brandt grimaced, “The clothing, maybe fifty bronze. At least that again for the tent and the cover for the wagon. Call it a silver all up.”

      “Cheaper than a trip to the magistrate’s, though, right?” Chrissy asked.

      Brandt pursed his lips. “As you say. Travel expenses alone to get there would cost this much and they would likely not acquit me. After paying the fines the magistrate would place upon me, I would likely return to a competitor stealing my business.”

      “So why’d you do it?” Calon asked.

      “It seemed like easy money,” Brandt admitted. “The town has been struggling. Fewer merchants have been passing through and money was getting tight. That gem would have been a way out, come the worst.”

      Calon nodded. He understood Brandt’s situation, even if he didn’t approve of his methods. The man was looking out for himself, and Calon couldn’t condemn him for that. With a nod, Calon sighed.

      “Fifty bronze.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “That’s half a silver, isn’t it?”

      Brandt narrowed his eyes. “Yes.”

      Calon nodded. “You’re an asshole Brandt. But you were just trying to survive. So the deal still stays as it is. But I only want fifty bronze for it, not the silver.”

      Brandt had just paid him and stared until the four of them had left his shop. They strolled back to the wagon to wait for Ben.

      “Why’d you give him an out?” Chrissy asked. “That asshole wouldn’t even let me inside his shop the first time.”

      “He’s a money hungry prick and a racist, yeah,” Calon nodded. “And now he owes us.”

      “So what?” Evie frowned.

      “So, now we have a trustworthy merchant.”

      “Pfft-trustworthy.”

      “For profit,” Calon nodded. “He’ll do anything for a paycheck. So any loot we find, we bring it to him. He buys from us, he sells it to the merchants who come through town. Now the bandits are gone. That’ll be more frequent.”

      “What about the goblins?” Suki asked.

      Calon nodded. “We’ll have to take care of them soon. I think whatever bandits weren’t home are going to be the bigger problem short term, so we deal with that first.”

      “This doesn’t explain why you did him a favour, though,” Evie frowned.

      “Merchants travel. If all our loot goes to the one place, there’s a reason to stop and gossip. Sheriff Goodman was an asshole, but he was probably honest about how they don’t get adventurers down south very often. So we set up shop, maybe even here in town, and build a reputation. Whatever loot we get we sell to Brandt, and he’ll probably start feeding us information. Anything out there bad enough to upset a merchant will hurt profits, and Brandt will probably tell us. Especially if he knows we’ll sell anything we find back to him.”

      “Can I still hate him?” Chrissy asked.

      Calon grinned. “Of course. I never said we’d be friends with the guy. He’s going to use us for goods, we’ll use him for information. A man like that is interested in greed. We line his pockets. He’ll be honest about it. Win-win.”

      “I’m with Calon,” Suki held her hand up.

      “Of course you are.” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

      “I agree too,” Evie nodded.

      “I fucking hate all of you,” Chrissy growled and turned away from them.

      Calon watched her leave, when he felt Suki’s leash tug. Looking down, she was prying it from his hand when Evie nudged him from the side.

      “What?” Calon asked, looking at them both.

      “Go talk to her,” Evie hissed softly.

      Calon looked down at Suki as she stepped away and gave him a smile. Rolling his eyes, he jogged to catch up with Chrissy’s retreating form.

      She must have heard him because she slowed for a moment before continuing on her way as he caught up. Calon positioned himself beside her as she quickly made her way around to the treeline.

      “Chri-”

      “Shut up,” she hissed softly.

      Calon closed his mouth and continued to follow as she moved into the trees. Her large form was surprisingly adept at moving quickly and rather silently through the forest. Calon could only keep up because he moved directly behind her. She pushed in for a while before an opening allowed her to pause and turn around. It was a small clearing between a clump of trees.

      “What did he actually say to you?” Calon asked.

      Chrissy rolled her eyes. “It wasn’t what he said. It was how he looked at me. Like I was… Lesser.”

      “Chri-”

      “For fuck’s sake, Calon, can you not interrupt me?”

      “Sorry,” Calon mumbled.

      Chrissy sighed. “What the fuck is wrong with me?”

      “Nothing,” Calon answered immediately.

      She let out a groan and covered her face with her hands. “See, that’s what I’m talking about!”

      Calon blinked and watched her pace for a few moments as he waited to see if she’d speak again. “Look, I’m real confused right now. So please, tell me what I can do to make it right?”

      Chrissy froze, then turned to Calon. “Pants.”

      “Pants?”

      She rolled her eyes. “Take them off. Now.” Calon blinked, then watched as she unbuttoned her shirt. “NOW!”

      Calon ignored his rising erection and pushed down his pants. His cock sprung free and Chrissy eyed it for a moment.

      “Would you believe I’ve never seen a real one before?”

      Calon gulped as her shirt dropped off. It was all she had been wearing since they left Ches’s store. Nothing else they found could fit her unique structure, and Calon couldn’t help but take a peek at her breasts.

      “Ummm, yes?”

      Chrissy blinked. “Are you asking me, or answering me?”

      “Yes, I can believe you’ve never seen a real one before. Evie told me you were together, so… I assumed.”

      “Sit down Calon.”

      He sat, and Chrissy moved closer. She squatted down on her feline front legs and stared at him. Her torso was about the same length as his. Ignoring her feline lower half, she was proportional to any human above the hips.

      “Chrissy?”

      “Calon, I’m going to fuck you. And if you try any machismo bullshit, I’m going to bite you, and then fuck you anyway. Got it?”

      “Got it.”

      Her lips crashed into his as he finished those words. Chrissy held her sharp teeth in check as she kissed him. Calon moaned into her mouth as her tongue danced over his teeth. She pressed forward, knocking Calon onto his back. Her hand took him by the cock and Calon felt the tip pressing into something wet and warm.

      “Ready?” Chrissy asked.

      Calon wondered if her question was more directed at herself than for him. But he nodded anyway. “Ready.”

      Lowering herself, Calon watched the small flutters of her eyes as he slipped inside her. She let out a long gasp and Calon pulled her back into a kiss. Chrissy, being unable to lie on him like a human could, had to improvise. Standing on her rear legs, she balanced on her front paws and rocked back and forth. The sensation for Calon was almost like a slow twerk. Her pussy moved back and forth almost as much as it moved up and down. And it was doing wonders for Chrissy.

      Each rock forward of her hips caused Calon’s cock to push into her depths. But as she rocked back, his cock would drag down the front wall of her pussy, grinding her g-spot. She trembled in pleasure as Calon watched her move. She was like a work of art. Her defined muscles shifted beneath her fur. He reached up and touched them, admiring the way she felt as she rode him.

      “Fuck, Calon, is it always like this?”

      “I don’t know,” Calon grinned. “I’ve never fucked a griffon before.”

      “Not.” She shook her head and frowned. “Don’t be an asshole. I meant, is it always like this to fuck a guy?”

      “Ah,” Calon frowned. “I… I don’t know how to answer that.”

      Chrissy frowned and shook her head. “Shut up and let me fuck you, then.”

      Calon closed his mouth, rather than argue the point that she was the one who started talking. But he quickly opened it again to gasp as she began to violently thrust herself up and down on his cock. Taking her hips in his hands, Chrissy let him steer as she impaled herself over and over again.

      “I…” Chrissy twitched. “Calon, I…”

      “Let it out,” Calon whispered. “Cum for me.”

      Chrissy nodded her head and slammed her hips down as quickly as she could. Calon felt her pussy clench as she started to cum. But she lost her balance as her legs jerked and she pulled off, tumbling to the ground beside him.

      “Oh fuck,” Chrissy whined as her legs kicked reflexively as she came. “Sorry!”

      Calon, with his dick throbbing, looked at the way she held herself. Her pussy was still contracting from her orgasm, and he didn’t like the angle she was on. But… Shifting around to her rear, Chrissy had a second pussy. This one was covered in grool. It was stuck in her fur, and Calon wasted no time. Getting to his knees behind her, he lined up his cock and pushed in.

      “Calon!” Chrissy whined.

      Chrissy rolled flat on her back. With her torso sticking out straight, she seemed extremely tall. And Calon realised she still had a human figure. Despite her feline attributes, her feline body still had the shoulders, hips and chest of a humanoid. Only her legs and paws really matched a cat. The only reason he hadn’t noticed before was his lack of closeness and her fur. She didn’t even have nipples like cats did, just the pair of breasts on her upper torso.

      “Warn me next time!” Chrissy snapped, getting his attention.

      He was about to apologise when he saw her reach down between her front legs. He stared at the two fingers that disappeared inside herself and started thrusting.

      “Slow down, please?”

      “Sorry,” Calon did as she asked. “Are you still sensitive?”

      “You think?” Chrissy snarked. “I was a virgin there until a moment ago.”

      Calon froze, “Oh.”

      “Yeah, oh,” Chrissy snapped. “You’re lucky though. This feels fantastic and you deserve to finish.”

      Calon took her thighs in his hands and rocked his hips. He made slow, but deep thrusts. Enjoying the sensation of her second pussy. Chrissy continued putting on a show, fingering herself in front of him. Her rear pussy seemed to clench each time her fingers went in and Calon was closing in on his own orgasm. He thought about wanting to kiss her for a moment and froze. If she was entirely human, where her front pussy was would be a mouth.

      Leaning over her, Calon ground his cock deep inside. Chrissy seemed to not be paying attention right until he pulled her hands out of herself.

      “What the-FUCK!”

      Calon slid his tongue into her. Calon groaned as her lower pussy throbbed over his cock. Chrissy grabbed him by the hair and ground his face into her crotch as he licked her enthusiastically. Laying on her back, she could twitch and writhe all she wanted without fear of falling over. And Calon was more than comfortable laying on her furred lower half. Shifting his mouth, he located her clit and closed his lips over it.

      “Oh, shit!” Chrissy growled.

      Burying himself inside her, Calon felt his cock pulse as he started to cum. Chrissy must have realised as she rocked her lower half up into him. But her movements became more erratic as Calon suckled on her clit. Treating it like a sensitive nipple, Chrissy yowled as she came from both ends at once, her mind going blank as she twitched on the ground. Finally spent, Calon slumped down and laid over Chrissy’s lower body. He could feel the rumbling in her chest as she purred her content, and he smiled.

      “Calon?”

      “Yeah, Chrissy?”

      “Can we do this again sometime?”

      It wasn’t the question; it was the tone in her voice that caught his attention. This wasn’t just about sex. She was worried that he’d think less of her. That maybe he hadn’t enjoyed it as much as she hoped. Calon just nuzzled his face into her fur for a moment, careful not to get her pussy juices all over him.

      “As often as you want,” he murmured. “You were amazing.”

      “Good.”
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      “It’s not so bad,” Evie smiled.

      Chrissy shot her a glare before walking towards the ruined building. After packing their newest purchases into the wagon, they’d unpacked everything for Brandt and tried to figure out where exactly they should go. Without Sal’s tavern, they couldn’t stay in town, so they needed to find a spot to camp. Which led to the only place they could think of, nearby, that would be deserted.

      “Well, let’s take a look inside, see how bad it is.” Calon nodded at the burned out husk of a farmhouse.

      “You can’t be serious!” Chrissy snapped.

      Calon sighed, but didn’t respond as he climbed down from the wagon. The small thump behind him was followed by the small leash being stuffed into his hand. Calon glanced down at Suki, who gave him a sweet smile. Calon shook his head and adjusted the leash in his grip before setting off. Chrissy glared at him until he got close. Unperturbed by the griffon’s harsh expression, he cupped her chin and pressed a quick kiss to her lips as he passed. He ignored the sudden intake of air and the shocked sputter that escaped as he continued on.

      “This really is bad, Master.”

      Calon nodded as he stepped through what was the front door. The door had actually survived, despite being scorched. It had collapsed onto the floor and had a light covering of dirt that supported a few sprouting weeds.

      “I don’t think anyone has lived this place in for months,” Calon glanced around. “I get the feeling the bandits probably didn’t set the fire. But it may have been a convenient excuse.”

      “It might explain why they stopped using the forest path,” Evie called, stepping in behind them.

      “How’s Chrissy?” Calon asked, not seeing the largest member of their group.

      Evie sighed softly. “She’s mad, so she’s taking a walk.”

      “Good, I doubt there’s anything out here she couldn’t handle,” Calon nodded. “This, on the other hand…”

      Evie nodded as she stepped up beside him. They exchanged a look before heading in opposite directions. Calon gave Suki’s leash a small tug and moved to the far end, while Evie stepped into a partially collapsed room. Calon admired what looked like an old kitchen. It reminded him of a setup from a historical village he visited while at school. No modern plumbing, but it still had a sink and a stove. Though the metal plate for the stove was missing and the chimney was fairly rusted. This part of the house was the most badly burned and looked like it was the source of the fire originally, which made sense. The cupboards were visible, but they were mostly charcoal, and the floor squelched underfoot like a firm sponge.

      Turning, Calon spotted a staircase that looked mostly solid, so he headed in that direction. Most of the upper floor was collapsed, but that didn’t mean there was nothing to find. As he reached the stairs, he spotted Evie coming out of the room on the far side, but she waved him off as she moved into the next. So Calon left her to do it as he tested the stairs. The fire blackened them, but they felt solid underfoot as he pressed his boot down.

      With a satisfied grin, Calon climbed up the stairs, testing each one as he went. The roof in this section of the house was still intact, but there were signs of water damage on the walls. Heading up to the second floor, a burst of movement surprised Calon. A trio of birds shot out and raced into the sky, leaving a nest behind that contained a few eggs. They built it on a section of floor that jutted out over the hole. From this position, Calon could see that most of the second floor was likely a loft, but it still had an intact room on the far side.

      Noting that for later, Calon turned and felt a small tug on the leash. “Suki?”

      “I think I can get over there,” she pointed.

      Calon frowned, “How?”

      “Boost me up,” she pointed to a section of the collapsed wall. “I can climb up there, and get on the roof, then I can just jump across.”

      Calon looked at the shape of the roof and the hole in the middle. He didn’t like it, but she wasn’t all that wrong, either. For a human, it would be a bit of a jump, but she wasn’t human anymore. And she’d already been climbing up and down trees quite successfully.

      “Fine,” Calon sighed, “let me take that leash off.”

      “Just the leash,” Suki gripped her collar.

      Calon nodded and undid the metal clip to release the leash. “There, you ready?”

      “Let’s go!”

      Calon grinned and scooped the small woman into his arms. She gently turned and hauled herself up to perch on his shoulder. Calon moved to the wall and held steady while she gripped the edge and lifted herself up. It was odd watching her. She was humanoid, but flexible enough to move like an actual cat if she wanted to. Watching that furry tail flick around as she balanced before hopping up was adorable. Seeing the pouting labia between her legs as she squatted in position.

      Calon sighed and closed his eyes for a moment. It was more important to watch her and keep her safe than ogle her. And the soft giggle he heard told him she knew what she was doing. Looking up again, Calon watched her climb up the broken sections of wall and onto the main roof support. The beam stuck out over the collapsed section and had broken in the middle from the flames when they were at their highest.

      That was Suki’s target as she climbed up. It may have been possible to climb up from the other side, but they were here now. Evie stepped out of the room below and frowned, seeing the neko getting into position.

      “If you fall, I’m going to do terrible things to you!”

      Suki giggled, “Yes, Mistress!”

      Evie snorted and rolled her eyes as Suki sprung forward. The gap was a couple of metres wide, and she made it without a problem. Landing on her forelimbs, she sprung forward and let her feet catch. Her tail waved for balance before she stood up with a triumphant grin.

      “See!”

      “Congrats,” Calon called with a clap of his hands. “Go check the room and come back already.”

      “Yes, Master!”

      Calon rolled his eyes as Evie giggled. The neko moved along the beam before getting to the section of floor still intact outside the room. Turning, she crouched down and slipped off the beam, holding onto it with her paws. Propping herself off the wall, she looked between her legs before dropping. Calon’s heart froze for a moment, but she landed in a squat and shot him a toothy grin. Calon smiled, but shook his head as she stood and wandered into the room at the far end.

      “Oh!”

      Calon frowned as the neko darted back out of the room, clearly shocked by something. And with the distraction of whatever it was, she mis-stepped and tripped on a loose edge of the floor.

      “EEEEK!”

      “Suki!”

      Calon shouted, as the neko tumbled head over heels. He was helpless to do anything as he watched her fall. Only for Evie’s wings to snap out as she flapped hard. Closing the distance quickly, she caught Suki on her chest and collapsed to the floor in a heap, sending up a plume of dust.

      “What was that?” Chrissy shouted from outside.

      Calon rushed down the stairs and across the floor towards them both. And he was relieved to see Evie sitting up, with Suki perched on her lap. But before he could arrive, Chrissy burst in, holding her spear ready as she whirled around, looking for a fight.

      “Whoa!” Evie shouted. “Chrissy, we’re fine!”

      “What happened?!”

      “I fell,” Suki squeaked. “I fell and got scared. Evie caught me.”

      The enraged griffon turned and looked around the room. Calon saw the beak and knew she’d activated her ability. Stepping closer, her eyes snapped to his and for the briefest moment, Calon felt like he was about to void himself. But she closed her eyes and turned away.

      “Sorry.”

      Calon sighed as he watched her beak retract, and he rushed over and grabbed her in a hug.

      “Don’t you ever apologise for being you.”

      Chrissy harrumphed, but put an arm around him. A moment later, she shifted and Calon let go. Chrissy was still glaring, but she was in full control of herself again.

      “See!” Suki snapped. Chrissy frowned at the small neko as she got up from Evie’s lap. “That was badass! Why the hell would you want to be anything like me?”

      Chrissy frowned, then sighed and nodded softly. “I suppose one of us has to be the tough one, while the other gets to be a furry fuck-toy.”

      “Not yet, I’m not,” Suki giggled.

      “Not till I’m done with you, either,” Evie growled.

      Suki shuddered, but she had a smile. “May I make a request, Mistress?”

      “What kind of request?”

      “I just… I want Master to be my first… Y’know.”

      Evie’s haughty expression softened for a moment as she wrapped her arms and wings around the neko. “I’m just going to torment you a bit. Nothing permanent, I promise.”

      “Thank you, Mistress.”

      “Why do you call her mistress, and not me?” Chrissy frowned, then she shook her head. “Actually never mind. I don’t want to know.”

      She turned to leave, but Calon grabbed her by the wrist before she made it out. Turning, Calon smiled at her, making the terrifying griffon shuffle nervously.

      “Thank you Chrissy. I know we’ll always be safe, thanks to you.”

      Chrissy blinked slowly before leaning down to kiss him. Calon smiled at the sensation of her lips. It was gentle, chaste, and lasted only a few moments. But it was on her terms, and that meant it was real. She blinked slowly, before turning and stepping out into the yard.

      “I’m going to look around and see if anything is nearby. Maybe one of you should set up the tent. I don’t think we’ll be sleeping inside.”

      “That's fair,” Calon agreed and turned to Evie and Suki. “We’ll need a fire and some food, too.”

      “I can get some firewood,” Evie offered.

      “I’m a decent cook,” Suki smiled. “I’m sure I can wrangle something up from our supplies.”

      “Settled then,” Calon smiled. “Chrissy, keep an eye out for game. There might be something out here we can hunt for meat.”

      “On it,” the griffon nodded and trotted out towards the treeline.

      “And you, little miss,” Evie growled, catching Calon’s attention. “You are going to cook us a wonderful meal and then I’m going to give you what you deserve for scaring all of us with your little stunt! What was up there anyway?”

      Suki’s facial fur stood on end, and she looked at the floor. “It… Ummm… Stuff.”

      “Stuff?”

      Suki nodded. “There was a bench.”

      “A bench?” Calon frowned.

      “With shackles.”

      Calon frowned. “You mean like a dungeon?”

      Suki shook her head, then nodded and let out a little sigh. “It was wrapped in leather and blankets, and there was other stuff too. A big cross, lots of rope, some paddles.”

      Calon’s eyes went wide as Evie started laughing.

      “Typical. This is the place we end up with,” Calon sighed.

      “We totally have to live here!” Evie shot back.

      Calon shook his head. “We don’t even know who owns this land.”

      “Then claim it!” Evie grinned. “The bandits were using it, and the quest said you could keep the loot.”

      “Is it really that simple, though?” Calon frowned. “Am I going to get a little window that asks if I want to claim this land?”
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      “For fuck’s sake,” Calon sighed.

      “Did it just-”

      “Yeah,” Calon nodded. “Yeah it did.” He ignored the frantic giggling from the succubus and the neko as he read the notice and nodded. “Yes.”
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      “What should we name it?” Calon asked.

      “Do you have to name it right now?” Suki asked.

      “It might be nice to talk about it over dinner,” Evie offered.

      “Sounds like a plan,” Calon nodded, dismissing the screen. “Let’s get tonight sorted, then.”

      With the agreement of the two ladies, Calon led the way out to the wagon. The tent was rather large and heavy, so Evie helped hold one end while Calon climbed down to help lower it to the grass. Then, with a kiss on the lips and a head scritch for Suki, he sent them off for firewood while Calon got busy.

      The tent wasn’t like modern ones where you stuck the poles together and slotted it into sheaths until it popped up. This was a pavilion style tent with a central wooden post and multiple layers. The post was the hardest part. Calon had to hammer it into the ground until it could stand upright on its own. It had a pointed top that fit into a leather ring sewn into a round section of thick canvas. That made up the roof section and had a dozen small lines that had to be pulled back and pegged down.

      Then went in the horizontal braces. There were another dozen, one to match each line. It fit into a groove on the central post and a sewn pocket on the canvas roof. When Calon was finished, it didn’t look unlike an old wooden umbrella, just much larger. The next part was the walls. It was a long strip of canvas that was hung from the top, using loops and wooden dowel. The dowel was attached to the wall piece, and by pushing it through the loops sewn into the edge of the roof, it would hang securely.

      By the time Calon had the wall in place, Suki was tending to a cookfire, while Evie was off collecting more wood. She brought it back in bundles, placing it inside the ruined house where it would stay mostly dry. With a smile, Calon turned back to the wagon to grab the last piece of the tent. It was just a heavy tarp that would act as a floor. The thick grass made a good cushion, but unless they wanted to sleep on the grass itself, this was necessary. It didn’t attach to anything though, relying on stiff, curled edges to keep water out in case it rained. It was shaped like a circle, with a single cut from the outer edge to the centre, which made it easy to push around the central post.

      “That looks good,” Evie called.

      Calon turned and grinned as she handed him a bundle of blankets. She went back to the wagon as Calon set them inside. By the time he got back to the entrance, she had a second bundle, so Calon just accepted and continued until they had all their belongings inside.

      As the sun got lower in the sky, the smell of stewed meat filled the air. Suki was humming softly as she added a few herbs to whatever it was she was cooking. She had borrowed a knife earlier to cut some potatoes and some other things. Calon wasn’t expecting a masterpiece, but his stomach rumbled as she stirred the pot that bubbled over the coals.

      “Oh, thank fuck for that,” Chrissy sighed as she strolled into the campsite.

      “Welcome back.” Evie got up and gave her a kiss.

      Calon smiled, seeing the softness of the large woman. She was brash, abrasive and rude on the outside. But he and Evie knew better. Once alone, where she was safe and comfortable, she could be soft. And the murderous glare she shot his direction just added to his amusement. They both knew what he was thinking.

      “Don’t.”

      “I wasn’t going to say anything.” Calon shook his head.

      “I don’t care, just don’t.”

      “Fine,” Calon smiled. “Can I have a kiss, though?”

      Chrissy’s eyes narrowed, but she stepped closer and lightly pecked his lips before whispering, “Fuck you.”

      Calon snorted and stepped away, despite her grin. With her point made, Chrissy moved over to the fire and laid down on her side.

      “How’d it go?” Evie asked, sitting beside her.

      “There’s a fence that goes all the way around. It’s fallen down in a few spots, but it’s a smaller job than the house.”

      “That’s a relief,” Calon nodded. “I claimed the land, and it’s handy to know where the boundary is.”

      Chrissy nodded, seeming to just accept Calon’s claim. “There’s also a small dam. We’ll probably have to boil the water we pull from it, but it smells fresh enough.”

      “Sounds like we hit the jackpot,” Calon smiled.

      “Maybe,” Chrissy frowned. “There’s more than a few animal tracks that I didn’t recognise. Some were boots, others… I don’t know.”

      “Animals are to be expected,” Evie smiled. “This is still basically the bush. As long as nothing comes close, it should be fine.”

      “Agreed,” Calon nodded. “And Chrissy, I don’t think some random animal is going to want anything to do with you. And I doubt a bandit is dumb enough to want anything, either.”

      Chrissy smirked and shook her head as Suki ladled the stew into some bowls. Calon collected his bowl and sat beside Evie, before patting the ground for Suki to sit beside him. Only, she didn’t bring a bowl.

      “Where’s yours?” Calon asked.

      Suki smiled. “I’m your pet. I didn’t know if I deserved a bowl.”

      Calon rolled his eyes and gave her a nudge. But he put the thought aside for another time. The stew was rich and hearty. She cooked perfectly the vegetables and everything had a wonderful earthy flavour. The meat, from the stock of salted pork, was tender and, oh, so very good. It went down well and Calon ended up eating a second helping, alongside Chrissy, whose larger frame afforded her a larger appetite. When all was said and done, Calon heard the horse knicker and kicked himself for not remembering to look after him.

      “I’ll be back. I gotta take care of the horse,” Calon put his bowl aside.

      Getting up, he hurried over to the wagon, where the large animal gave him a reproachful glare. With a murmured apology, Calon set about unstrapping the beautiful blue roan. The big horse shook himself and Calon grinned, seeing his mane flicking about.

      “You need a name,” Calon nodded to himself as he took the lead.

      Turning, he walked with the horse to a thick patch of grass by a tree. Calon looped the lead over a branch and made his way back to the wagon for a longer piece of rope. He noted along the way, that all three of the ladies were missing. But Calon put that from his mind as he did what he needed to. The horse had given him no trouble, so despite being shown by Ben how to fix a hobble, Calon put the thought aside. Instead, he just made a long leash and tied it from the lead to a thick branch, giving the horse some room to move. After collecting a bucket with a sturdy base and filling it with water, Calon went back to the fire.

      Seeing the bowls on the ground from their meal, Calon figured it was his turn for dishes. He thought they were probably off relieving themselves or something. Picking up the bowls, Calon took them back to the wagon and, with some fresh water and soap, he scrubbed them clean. Only, in the few minutes it took for him to do so, he still hadn’t seen or heard from the ladies. And while Evie and Chrissy may have moved off, Suki would have attached herself to him.

      With a frown, Calon went over to the tent and stuck his head inside. The blankets and pillows had been set out neatly, but even in the growing darkness, he could tell they weren’t inside. Straightening, Calon took a deep breath to call out, when he heard a faint tapping sound coming from the ruined house. With a frown, Calon headed in that direction. As he approached, the tapping got louder, and louder until he figured out it was more like the sound of something slapping against skin. And he could also make out voices.

      Smack!

      “Nineteen, I’m sorry Mistress.”

      Smack!

      “Twenty, I’m sorry Mistress.”

      Calon stuck his head into the house and froze. Chrissy had Suki from behind, under her knees. The neko was held aloft with her legs in almost a complete split while pinned with her arms behind her back against the larger woman’s chest. Evie was holding the end of her tail, swinging it around in a small loop with one hand. With the other, she was circling the neko’s clit with her thumb.

      “Now, pet, what have you learned?”

      “That I shouldn’t be so reckless.”

      Evie raised her tail and removed her hand, before bringing it down with a sharp SMACK right over Suki’s glistening pussy. The neko shuddered and strained in the griffon’s arms, before mewling softly.

      “Twenty-one, I’m sorry Mistress.”

      “Better,” Evie chuckled. “Now that was part of the lesson. What else?”

      Suki frowned and seemed to really think about her answer. Calon was completely gobsmacked by what he saw and stood by, watching with a dumb smile.

      “I’m sorry, Mistress. I don’t know.”

      Evie giggled. “The lesson was that I’m a succubus. And I know what makes you squirm.”

      Sliding to her knees, Suki let out a squeak as Evie lapped at the smaller woman’s pussy. Calon watched the neko’s toes curl as she struggled in Chrissy’s grip. She rolled her head around before chancing a glance in Calon’s direction. Her eyes pinned him as she tried to get a grip on reality, when a single word escaped her lips.

      “Master!”

      Chrissy’s head snapped up towards him, while Evie turned her head. Though she still allowed her inhumanly long tongue to trace Suki’s labia.

      “Keep holding her, Chrissy,” Evie ordered. “Calon, come here.”

      Blinking, Calon continued staring at Suki as she panted in Chrissy’s arms. He saw the way she was staring at him and moved towards her. Evie smiled from her position on the floor and, as Calon came within range, she started untying the front of his pants.

      He blinked as he felt the cool air on his cock and looked down as Evie engulfed it in her mouth. Bobbing a few times, Calon frowned when the full depth of the situation set in. Evie smiled as she popped free.

      “Come on, time to fuck your toy.”

      Calon looked up at Suki, who was staring at him with a look only matched by the way she struggled to escape Chrissy’s grip. Chrissy held perfectly still as Calon approached and Evie steered his cock towards her entrance. The feeling of her furry pussy on the head of his cock seemed to knock Calon back into full consciousness.

      “Give her to me,” Calon ordered softly.

      Suki mewled as Calon wrapped her in his arms and took her from Chrissy’s grip. Feeling behind, he found her wrists had been bound together with her own leash. She was completely helpless, and she was smiling so very widely.

      “Please, Master?” She mewled softly. “I want it, please?”

      Calon felt a small tug on the neko and noticed Evie trying to pull her down as he pressed his cock up into her virgin hole. Calon saw the look in neko’s eye and relaxed his grip slightly. The head of his cock felt like it was being crushed as it slipped inside her. But her expression twisted from shock, to pain, to deep satisfaction. Calon, concerned at the first two, came to an immediate halt.

      “No, Master,” Suki whimpered. “You need to push it all in.”

      “It’s hurting you,” Calon protested.

      Suki just smiled and nodded. “It’s okay.”

      “Suki…”

      “Please?” she begged. “Just one thrust. Push me down on your cock. Make me stretch to fit you.”

      Calon blinked and looked into her eyes. She was so earnest, but he couldn’t help wondering if this was what she wanted. Or what she thought HE wanted.

      “She wants it,” Evie mumbled.

      Calon looked her in the eye, and Evie looked right back. She, of all people, could read this situation without a doubt.

      “Distract her with that tongue of yours.”

      Evie frowned, but Calon took Suki by the tail and lifted.

      “Oh, that’s nasty,” Evie giggled.

      But it was Suki’s eyes that suddenly widened that told Calon she had gotten the idea. Before Suki could say anything, Calon kissed the neko, hard. They trapped her with the head of Calon’s cock buried just inside her entrance, while Evie lapped at her ass.

      “M-master,” Suki whimpered.

      “It’s okay,” Calon smiled, rocking his hips slightly.

      Suki gasped and trembled in his arms. Her legs, pinned to each side, stretched and retracted as she kicked uselessly in the air. Her mouth opened and her tongue hung out. Suki’s pussy pulsed, and it surprised Calon when her body forced his cock almost completely out of itself. But that was what he was waiting for. As her muscles relaxed between convulsions, Calon pulled her down. Her body was like a vice as it crushed him inside herself. Her eyes went wide as she opened her mouth to scream. But Calon muffled it with a kiss, pushing his tongue into her mouth. Instead, he felt her next orgasmic contraction as it pulsed down the length of his cock, pushing him half way back out again.

      Calon rode that wave for as long as he could. Each contraction of her pussy muscles would force his cock part way out of her body. And the moment they relaxed, he pushed her down, hard. She had tears rolling down her cheeks, but he knew she was enjoying the experience as she held onto him with her toe claws. All of this led up to Calon’s eventual end. Gripping her by the shoulders, Calon pulled down with all his might.

      Forcing himself to the base inside her, he could tell there was literally no more room inside her. But that didn’t stop the pulse of cum as he fired into the back of her pussy. Instantly, she started cumming all over again. Even with Calon still kissing her, she screamed, but Calon was ready. As her pussy pulsed and tried to force him out, he crushed her to him and refused to budge. The muscular contraction instead milked his length as the beautiful neko writhed helplessly in his grip.

      Each squirt of his cum forced out the last, and Evie shifted to lick Suki’s pussy to collect Calon’s sperm. But she didn’t swallow it. She knew what Suki wanted and collected it all in her mouth, right until he finally stopped pulsing inside her. Calon shuddered as Suki finally went limp in his arms. He saw the smile on her face and knew she was okay, especially as she was staring right at him as she did.

      “Clean us up,” Calon ordered, before gently extracting his cock from the neko.

      There was no hesitation before he felt Evie’s mouth close over him. She sucked gently for a few moments as she licked every inch of him. Then she pulled away and Suki squirmed in Calon’s arms as she received a similar treatment. She stood a few moments later and leaned over. Suki, without thinking, accepted the kiss before letting out a sudden purr of contentment.

      Calon realised what they must be doing and shifted slightly to give them better access to their kiss. Which was the wrong move, as he stepped on a slightly different section of floor. Between the fire and the rain over the months, this section was particularly weak. And with almost no effort, his foot collapsed the board beneath and Calon fell over with a shout.

      “You okay?” Evie laughed, holding onto Suki from when Calon released her.

      Calon sighed and nodded. “Yeah, I’m good. Stupid floor needs replacing.”

      “You’re telling me,” Chrissy sighed, offering her hand.

      Calon took it and she tried to help him up. But the angle the wood was at it had trapped his leg and dug in when he tried. Calling it to a stop, he looked at how to get free.

      “I’m… Kinda stuck,” he admitted.

      “You suck. You know that, right?” Chrissy sighed.

      Calon smiled at her as Evie unwrapped Suki from her bindings. The griffon bent over and pushed the wood down, away from Calon’s leg. But it was still catching on his boot, so with a grumble she got her paws into it. Gripping the soft wood, she heaved upward, tearing a sizeable chunk out of the floor.

      “Thanks Chrissy.” Calon grinned and lifted his foot out, only to freeze in place.

      Shifting to get onto his knees, Calon reached into the hole where a small open top wooden box had been hidden beneath. He reached into the box and lifted the small black stone.

      “Oh shit,” Evie gasped. “Is that what I think it is?”

      Calon stared at it for a moment until the pop-up appeared.
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      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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      With the memories of a promise weighing on him, Ryan tries not to lose hope.

      

      Their small group, is now a functional town. A little piece of Heaven nestled in the bowels of Hell. And like all small towns battling for survival, there's always someone who's willing to take what they want. So when a cult rears its head, and Ryan learns they have kidnapped the one person in charge of it all, he will do everything he can to get her back.

      

      With the fate of millions of lives, resting on Ryan's hands, not everything is as it seems. And it may just be time to wake up.

      

      So join Ryan and his wives, as he meets new friends, fights new enemies, and tames new pets.

      

      It's one Hell of a ride!

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF, violence, gore and everything you could expect after reading book 1.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/4EL2r0
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      “… No…”

      A humble refusal from a humble young man. And yet, Stan never thought he’d utter those words in the face of John Lennernan. At twenty-three, Stan was all too well aware that bullies still existed in the world and at five feet four inches, he was the first they targeted. So, his utter refusal to hand over the phone number of the gorgeous Kelly, Stan’s long time BFF and neighbour, shocked them both.

      Of course, that was when the world changed. With a flash of light, a loud pop and a searing headache, our young hero finds himself the master of an unlikely skill… And pretty much nothing else. Terrified, alone and in danger, Stan runs for home, where he stays until a sword wielding intruder steps through the front door.

      Blood dripping from her newly acquired rapier, it turns out Stan isn’t the only master on the block.

      And maybe… Just maybe… There’s a way to share those skills.

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF+, violence, gore, minor stat progression, corrupt government agencies, the mob and a grandma you don't wanna mess with.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/3y1Wge
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      Meet Colin.

      

      Your garden variety, tall, skinny, geek with about as much luck with the ladies as... The frog that got that kiss?

      

      Only this time, there's no frog. There's just an impossibly hot woman who just realised Colin's meathead roommate has fallen asleep on her. And when she turns her eyes on Colin, well...

      

      For the denizens of hell, might makes right. And Colin is the living embodiment of might. And it's one hell of a learning curve.

      

      Contains a harem, explicit scenes of gratuitous violence, gore and adult situations not appropriate for anyone under the age of 18.

      

      books2read.com/u/m2eqLO
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      Lieutenant Evan Brown never thought he'd spend the height of his career as a test pilot.

      

      He especially didn't expect to be a test pilot for a deranged genius named... Jerry.

      

      FURTHERMORE! He didn't expect to accidentally fly an experimental prototype jet though a wormhole into an alternate version of Earth...

      

      But when Myth meets Machine, there can only be one winner. And who knows... Maybe that Myth is far more attractive then one may originally think?

      

      Myth & Machine contains a man, a woman, several dragons, an experimental prototype jet and a futuristic 3D printer. There's also violence, blood, gore, talk of, but no description of sexual assault, violent retribution for said assault and just a smidge of romance. Contains the beginnings of a harem

      

      books2read.com/u/31RzQn
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        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/formatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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