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    Arc V – Power Base 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 49 – Gaining the Keep 
 
    
    
      
      	  Advanced Class: Hexblade 
    
  Class Abilities: 
  +20 HP per level 
  Hex 
    
  Level 40: Mettle - +30% resistance to magic and elemental effects. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hex (Passive – MAX) 
  All Melee strikes gain the ability to hex an opponent. Duration 60 Seconds. Up to 5 Hexes may be stacked on the same opponent. Stacked Hexes share the duration of the last Hex applied. Each Hex applies one of the following effects (chosen by Hexblade): 
  5% Debuff to one Attribute 
  5% Debuff to Armor 
  5% Debuff to attack speed 
  5% Debuff to movement speed 
  5% Debuff to one Resistance 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    With my choice made, I thanked the trainer, and turned to leave the shrine, my people following me. As I went, I checked the guild chat, and saw Lexichan and some of the others were back in Mylenoris after hunting down the undead, so I called them to meet me at the palace when I went to make my report to the King. I still had to give Lexichan her toy, anyways. 
 
      
 
    We made a fairly impressive group when we had all gathered, and made our way to the palace. We were almost fifty armed men and women in my train, half of them drow wearing slave collars. Lexichan, Raunaeril, Cookie, Bercilac, Ruva, and Athtar were there, as well as a few other guild members. Lexichan was pleased beyond measure to have the drow ranger, Kilyn Keltris, transferred to her ownership, already making designs on heading to the Underdark to explore. I noticed several guild members watching the enslaved drowesses with looks that could be politely called ‘hungry’. I expected they would go and work out some frustrations in the local brothels later on. 
 
      
 
    When we entered the throne room, I bowed to the king. He shook his head slightly, a bemused expression on his face. “Rise, Sir Darkmore. I believe you have news for Us? When last We saw you, there were only three others following your train. Quite different from what We see before us now.” 
 
      
 
    I rose, and said, “Indeed, your Majesty. Some of those you see with me are comrades from the worlds we Travelers have visited before we came to this world, trusted friends who have fought many dangers by my side in the past. The rest I have met upon my journeys here, a few friends, and more than a few enemies who fell under my power.” 
 
      
 
    “Before I begin my tale, I would first make an offering to the Princess Aravae.” I motioned, and Larrel Leokiam, the drow fighter, stepped forward, clearly displeased by the collar around his neck, among other things. “This Drow is a fighter of some skill, who may be used as either a bodyguard or however else the Princess sees fit.” The king nodded, and waved Aravae forward. It was a simple process to transfer Larrel’s ownership to Aravae, who gave me a quick peck on the cheek before returning to her place behind the King, her new slave in tow, eyes beaming. 
 
      
 
    I took a breath, and then began my reporting, first of my adventures in the Depraved Pits, then the fight for Ullelone Village, my fight with Kali, and then conquering the Scheming Caverns. The king looked grave as I described the fight with Kali, but merely nodded when I cautioned that Travelers were people, as any other, which meant the whole range of personalities would be present there. 
 
      
 
    The king nodded when I finished my tale, and said, “You have done many great things for this kingdom, Sir Darkmore, in quite a short time. Indeed, my advisors tell me that, without your aid, the undead would have caused a substantial amount of damage to the kingdom before they could have been put down. We would reward you for your service. Is there something you desire?” 
 
      
 
    I took a breath, and said, “Your Majesty, by your leave, I would like to take my guild and restore Lithaes Castle to the glory it had before the Scourge, and reestablish the town around it as a source for trade. Too long has the castle remained untended, leaving it open to the use of bandits and cultists.” 
 
      
 
    The king nodded. “Indeed, We have been considering what to do with the old keep since word came to us of the demon cultists you dispatched there. And as a Knight of the Realm who has three times now done great services to the kingdom, it is a fitting task for you to bring Lithaes back to her glory of old.” 
 
      
 
    He paused, and then said, “Sir Darkmore, We give to you this choice. Will you take up the mantle of Lithaes Castle and the surrounding lands, defending them and their people and holding them in trust for the Throne?” 
 
      
 
    “I will, my Liege.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Perk Unlocked! 
    
  Lord 
  You have been granted a fief by the king, and are charged with defending your land and the realm. You may claim taxes from those living in your domain, and administer them as you see fit, provided that your actions do not go against the King’s will. 
    
  +300 Fame 
  +10 Leadership 
    
  For being the first Traveler to become a feudal lord, you gain: 
  +200 Fame 
  +20 Leadership 
    
  New Stat: Leadership 
  While Charisma, Intelligence, and Wisdom are all important in a leader, there are times where strength of arms or other concerns take precedence. Regardless, a Leader must always be able to get followers to do as he wishes. Leadership is added into all skill and ability use when they involve leading, controlling, or inspiring a group of people pledged to serve you. For example, it will apply as a bonus when you are using a social skill to rally your troops before battle, but not when attempting to seduce a woman to your bed. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest! 
    
  Claiming Lithaes Castle 
  The King has charged you, as a Knight of the Realm, to travel to Lithaes Castle and claim it and the surrounding townlands as your fief. The keep lies abandoned after a band of adventurers recently killed the cultists living in the dungeons beneath the castle. You may need to do extensive work in order to secure your claim. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  D 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Gain control of Lithaes Castle. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Allow others to claim the castle. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Reward 
  
      	  Experience 
  Ownership of the Castle, Lord of the surrounding townlands. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Reputation with Wyrmwood greatly decreases. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I blinked the windows closed, and bowed to the King once again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    After being dismissed from the royal audience, there was a brief discussion about the next steps, and then people began breaking off into different groups in order to prepare for taking the keep. We would head there the next day at dawn with all the guild members that were left in the city. 
 
      
 
    For me, it was a long day of moving from one place to the other to get my pets their advanced classes. Della picked the War Priestess route, which apparently boosted her combat abilities, giving us another person who could go toe to toe with the enemy, if need be. Severa became a Duelist, enhancing her ability to utterly destroy single targets, and focusing on speed and agility. Yukiko became a Meijikira, or Mage-killer, and gained a fairly awesome ability to slice spells with her sword. I was a bit envious, actually, because that sounded badass. Nithroel’s being a Blackguard and a half-Celestial unlocked a secret ‘Fallen Angel’ advanced class. Basically, it enhanced her ability to royally fuck up good-aligned creatures, though she still held her own against evil creatures. 
 
      
 
    Of course, we hadn’t gone up against too many good-aligned creatures so far. But killing people for their stuff generally works better when they are people no one will miss. As a guild, though, we’re building our power base, and soon we’ll be able to REALLY cut loose and have some fun. I could see myself leading Legions of Terror a few years down the road. 
 
      
 
    Speaking of which, Hrozne picked the Pale Master route for his Necromancer Class. It basically focused less on the general magic and debuffs, and more on controlling as many undead servants as he could. He even got a nice daily ability that allowed him to create a permanent undead with no costs. Sure, it was just a skeleton or zombie, but there was a big difference between a human zombie and a zombie created from the body of a troll, for instance. 
 
      
 
    Looking at my core team, it looked like this: 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Zayn Darkmore 
  Incubus Male 
  Level 40 Hexblade (Warlock) / Dominator 
  Titles: The Executioner, The Sexecutioner, Corrupter, Master Chainmaker, Machiavelli, Dragonfriend, Dragon Consort, Slave Trader, Trophy Hunter, Harem King, Stud Horse, Undead Bane, Leash Lord 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Della Smith 
  Human Female 
  Level 40 War Priestess (Priestess) / Ice Sorceress 
  Titles: Slave, Sadistic, Undead Bane, Devoted 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Severa Rex 
  Human Female 
  Level 40 Duelist (Rogue) / Battledancer 
  Titles: Slave, Heartseeker, Shadow, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kiyabu Yukiko 
  Kitsune Female 
  Level 40 Meijikira (Samurai) / Dark Paladin 
  Titles: Slave, Devoted, Unholy Blacksmith, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Nithroel Crana 
  Half-Celestial Elf Female 
  Level 40 Fallen Angel (Blackguard) / Priestess 
  Titles: Genius, Fallen One, Slave, Broken One, Masochist, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hrozne Bosorka 
  Drow Elf Hermaphrodite 
  Level 40 Pale Master (Necromancer) / Death Knight 
  Titles: Elfslayer, Lichloved, Scholar, Spiderkissed 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Not a terrible mix, all told. We were a little lacking on magical damage dealers, since my spells tended to be ‘battlefield control’ or ‘debuff’ spells. Hrozne’s Necromancer class focused almost entirely on debuffs (and some damn nasty ones, too), including some area debuffs, but they were short on direct damage. That left Della’s Ice Sorceress subclass as our only source of magical asskicking for area effects. Sure, she had some spells that fit that bill, but they were expensive suckers, and not spammable. On the other hand, she had some sustained wide-area debuffs that could paralyze a battlefield without costing too much. She was really good at that ‘Blizzard’ spell. It did some damage, but primarily it clouded vision, slowed movement, froze liquids, and reduced equipment durability. 
 
      
 
    Of course, that was more than balanced out, in my opinion, by the fact that I had three healers, three tanks, two DPS, and so on, all in just a six-man party. As long as we weren’t going out and trying to win a war all on our lonesome, we were in a far better position to take on most challenges than some other groups. For one thing, all my girls could at least hang in melee for a bit if they had to. No glass cannons here. Thinking about it, we were a team that was damn near perfect for hunting bosses and clearing dungeons. Well, so long as they were bosses like the ones we’d faced so far. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t have time to wax philosophical about party composition and game strategy. We still had supplies to lay in for the trip to my new castle. More of the Guild was coming, having finished the quests they were on, and so forth. We had craftsmen in our ranks, but finding supplies in the wilds until the ruined town could be rebuilt would be problematic. 
 
      
 
    There was a bonus in this whole thing that I didn’t expect before. Seems that included in the lands I’d been given, there were a few potential income sources. Mostly the game and herbs from the forest, but there was also a nearby lake which should have fish, some farmland, and a couple nearby mines. Not to mention that, once the guild’s Enchanters and other craftsmen started working, we’d be a source for all sorts of magical goodies. And then, of course, there’d be the normal trade moving from city to city, and anything that the guild brought in… Yeah, we’d be fine. 
 
      
 
    Anyways, between my pets, the guild, and some wily (or just adventurous) merchant, farmer, and craftsmen types who wanted a chance to try and reclaim the old castle and town (and, not coincidentally, have a chance to ply their trade with little competition), we had three hundred people in our little convoy. As the size of the expedition began to become clear, it was decided that we would take another day to prepare. May as well do things right. 
 
      
 
    After tiring myself with my girls (and allowing some of the guild to enjoy the drow) I drifted off to sleep, only to find myself in the middle of what looked like a stone room filled with a white mist. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	    
  Now beginning the Trial of Ascension. 
    
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 50 – The Trial of Ascension, Part I 
 
    
    
      
      	    
  Welcome to the Trial of Ascension. With this, you are able to upgrade your race to an advanced race. You may retain the features of your base race in addition to those of the advanced race you unlock. While there are many advanced races, the Trial you face will depend upon your base race, your play style to date, and the path you choose. 
    
  Base Race: Incubus 
    
  Due to your play style and base race, the following Paths are open to you: 
    
  Path of the Mind: Strengthen your mental abilities, gaining more magic and influence. (Unlocks Greater Incubus) 
  Path of the Warrior: Strengthen your physical abilities, granting you great combat prowess and resilience. (Unlocks Half-Demon) 
  Path of Cruelty: Eschew the physical to draw power from tormenting your foes, even after death. (Unlocks Lesser Soulkeeper) 
  Path of Power: The most dangerous of the paths, for those who seek power above all else, for good or ill. (Unlocks Hellspawned Drake) 
    
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I grinned to myself. The most dangerous path, huh? That was game talk for ‘high risk, high rewards’. I liked the sound of that, and being some kind of demonic dragon would give me a big boost in my quest to build Aria into something to talk about. The other three were cool, but looked pretty limited. That, and Hellspawned Drake sounded the most badass of the four. 
 
      
 
    “I choose the Path of Power.” 
 
      
 
    With that, the world shifted. The smoke-filled room faded away, leaving me in another room, which was reminiscent of one of those old RPGs where you had to jump around and solve problems to open the door. It looked like I was in a tomb of some sort. I really didn’t know enough about ancient cultures to identify it, except that I didn’t see any obvious markings, like a big Eye of Ra or Zeus on a throne or Thor’s hammer. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  The Path of Power 
  Those who wish for power must step through three challenges in order to walk this path. 
    
  Step 1: Mind 
  Escape the room. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Yeah, that’s what I figured. Wiping the blue screen away, I looked at the only door to the room. It was big, like twenty feet wide and forty feet high, and made out of stone. An Earth Mage would be through there in a second, but I wasn’t an Earth Mage. There was no way I was moving it with my abilities, which made sense, since these things were personalized. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the door, and saw that there were two great mechanisms that looked as though they would open the doors, but there were three great stone bars in the way. I didn’t see an obvious way to open them, however. No obvious switches or levers near the door, so I began looking around the room. If this was based off the old crypt raiding games, then there would be something I could use in the environment to free the doors. Hopefully without dying twenty times, since I’m pretty sure dying would make me fail the trial. 
 
      
 
    I decided that now would be a good time to have a second set of eyes, so I used a spell that I’d had for a long time, but never actually used until now. The ‘Summon Demon’ spell I’d gotten when I became a Warlock was something I’d never needed, since I always had my pets with me. Supposedly, it summoned a unique demon based on my level, role, and other such things. Not something I needed before. Now, however, I could use a hand. With that in mind, I completed the spell, and summoned my demon. 
 
      
 
    Green hellfire burst up in a summoning circle before me, forcing me to shield my eyes from the sudden glare. The wall of hellfire prevented me from seeing what was inside, but soon it burned down to a low circle, coming only a couple feet high. In the center was my demon. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kylana 
  Lesser Hellion Female 
  Level 40 Fleshshaper (Transmuter) / Conjurer 
  Titles: Corrupter, Sadist, Masochist, Scholar 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “WHAT THE FUCK?” 
 
      
 
    In the middle of the circle of fire was a red skinned woman with black hair, and horns. She was clearly a demon of some sort, but didn’t look like one of the really powerful ones you always heard about. Maybe ‘Lesser Hellion’ was the equivalent of ‘Human’ in the hell planes? Anyways, she wasn’t a pinup model or anything, but she had some nice curves and a geeky, girl next door kind of charm, which was slightly ruined by the fact that she was completely naked, and sopping wet, clearly in the midst of taking a shower when she was summoned. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes caught mine, and she frowned, trying to hid herself with her hands. Had I actually summoned a prudish demon? Wow. “Great, I finally get summoned, and it is by some pervy incubus. Couldn’t you have at least fucking waited for me to be dressed?” She went on, muttering, “Why couldn’t I have gotten a sexy female elf, damnit!” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled, and said, “And how am I supposed to know what you’re up to, hmm? I’m a ‘pervy incubus’, not a god. And this was my first casting of the spell.” 
 
      
 
    The girl blushed as I said that, coming to the realization that I couldn’t know what she was doing the first time. “Fine, fine. Damnit, let me just…” She trailed off as she cast a spell, conjuring a jade-colored robe that went nicely with the color of her skin. She squinted, as though she were used to wearing glasses, and sighed. “That’s good enough without the books, I guess. Anyways, since you’ve summoned me, I guess you have some kind of problem? Where is this place, anyways?” 
 
      
 
    Down to business, huh? I could deal with that. Especially since her… assets were hidden away now, and not tempting me anymore. “Well, I’m in the middle of the Trial of Ascension. You know about it?” She nodded in the affirmative. “So I’ve got three tasks to do, and this is the first one. I figured an extra set of eyes would help in getting this door open, so we could move on to the other tasks.” 
 
      
 
    “Right. Before we go forward, I guess I should lay a few things out about how this spell works. You’ve summoned me, so I’m supposed to use my abilities as best I can to help you. But I’m no slave, and you can’t force me to do something against my will. And while the magic lets me recover if I’m ‘killed’ while I’m summoned, you won’t get to summon again for another twenty-four hours after that, and I’m pretty certain any demon will be pissed at you if you use them like fodder.” 
 
      
 
    I sensed she was holding back something, but I wasn’t quite sure what. “Are you sure that’s everything?” I was rewarded by a flicker of emotion on her red-tinted ‘librarian’ face. “What aren’t you telling me, hmm?” 
 
      
 
    Kylana sighed, and said, “That is with the basic spell. If you dismiss me, and cast the spell again, you’ll get a new summon, based on your needs at the time. If you want to keep calling me, then you’ll need to… mark me, as a Familiar. The Familiar bond has different effects, but can’t be forced on someone.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Secret Quest! 
    
  Taming the Librarian 
  Kylana, one of the librarians who looks after the books in the library of the demonic city of Thuressos, has been summoned by you only this once. However, it may be possible to convince her to become your Familiar, granting both of you power in return for her service. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  D 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kylana agrees to perform the Familiar bond with you. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Kylana refuses the Familiar bond. 
  You unsummon Kylana before she agrees to the bond. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Reward 
  
      	  Experience 
  Kylana becomes your Familiar. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Interesting. So this Familiar thing was more like the contracted spirits idea you saw in some games and animes. The contractor got to call on the spirit, and the spirit got something in return from the contractor, but first you had to earn that contract, or something like that. Not really my favorite brand of anime, but I’d seen enough to pick up on themes. Still, those stories typically had multiple ways to get a bond. Some could be forced by overpowering the spirit, if you knew what you were doing. I had the feeling that Kyana was deliberately leaving things out, but for the moment I had other concerns. Nodding to her, I said, “I see. In that case, why don’t we work through these challenges, to start?” 
 
      
 
    When she nodded, I turned, and looked at the room again, starting with the floor. I noticed a few squares that were oddly out of place in the otherwise regular stone floor. Standing one of them revealed it to be a pressure plate that slid down when I put my weight on it. There was a grinding sound, and I looked to see one of the bars retract away from the doors, but the other two were still holding on. I stepped off the platform, and the bar slid back in place. I looked over the rest of the floor, and counted a total of three pressure plates in a triangle on this side of the room, and another over closer to the door. 
 
      
 
    I looked over to Kylana, and said, “Right, looks like the first part is a simple pressure plate system. We’ll need to find weights to keep all three plates down, which should free the door. This puzzle was meant to be solved, so there should be something we can push onto these plates.” From the look in her eye, the fact that I was actually thinking through the problem instead of being a muscleheaded idiot about it raised my stock with her a few points. But puzzles like this were a staple of games, and had been for ages. 
 
      
 
    So I wasn’t too surprised when I found a large rock that you could roll around the room with some work in one corner. Together with Kylana, we got it into one of the depressed plates, and it stayed put. One bar pulled back, two more to go. Simple crypt raiding here. 
 
      
 
    The other two boulders were a little more difficult to manage. One needed me to climb up onto a couple platforms to push it off, that wasn’t too bad, really, but the second one was in a little six-foot ditch off to the side. To get the boulder out of the ditch, I had to push it onto this old wooden freight elevator, and then use my weight on an old waterwheel that no longer had water running over it to turn the gears and lift it up. Finally, though, we had all three bars retracted. The doors, however, remained closed. 
 
      
 
    I sighed, and looked around again. Oh, yeah. Got to find another boulder, it seems. “Kylana, you see our missing rock anywhere?” 
 
      
 
    Kylana, who hadn’t been idle while I was doing the heavy work, nodded, and said, “It is up there, at the top of that statue. I think you need to get up there to release it.” 
 
      
 
    That brought a frown to my face. “Looks like a pretty complicated climb to get up there.” I paused, mapping the route in my mind. The only way I saw that would have a chance of working involved climbing up a series of ledges to another statue across the crypt from the one with the boulder, and then making a leap of faith to grab a rope and swing across to the other statue with another leap of faith, catch myself before falling to the ground, and climb up to a ledge behind the statue. With my stats, it should be possible, but I didn’t like it. 
 
      
 
    Looking over to Kylana, I said, “Your talents include conjuration, yes? Would you happen to have anything that would make getting up there easier?” 
 
      
 
    Kylana smiled, looking fairly pleased that I’d actually considered asking her whether she could help, rather than making orders or just doing everything myself. I felt I’d already earned points in her book by working out the problem on my own instead of being a meathead, but this kindof cemented my view that she was looking to be a partner to whoever got her Familiar bond, not a servant or slave. She responded by producing a set of spectral stairs, and I grinned at her, running up them to the ledge behind the statue, the stairs disappearing behind me as I ran. 
 
      
 
    Once there, I noticed a small nook hidden from below. Inside it was a well-preserved chest. Reacting with my gamer’s instincts, I opened the chest, and was rewarded with a small sum of platinum coins, and several items. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Soulbinder, Grimoire of Ended Dreams 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Spellbook 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Artifact 
  
     
 
      
      	  This leather-bound tome is written in the blood of sentients upon pages crafted from the skin of angels, penned in the language of the Abyss. To say that it is a wholly evil artifact containing some of the most vile and dire magics imaginable would be an understatement of biblical proportions. 
    
  The book is both a grimoire and a treatise on Soul Magic. An ascended being who reads the book completely may learn the Soul Magic skill at Intermediate 1, as well as learning any spell from the book. An unascended being who reads the book completely has their soul ripped from their body and added to the book as a new page containing an original spell based upon their life. Any creature may use the book as a grimoire, using it to cast spells as though they had the Soul Magic skill at Advanced 10. The tome may be used in this way once per hour, but has a cumulative 5% chance of using the caster’s soul to create a new page of the book. This chance resets at dawn one week from the first casting. It is impossible to learn any of the spells in this book without reading it completely. 
    
  Before a creature may read from the book, they must perform a binding ritual lasting one hour, offering their blood to the book. This serves to bind the book to the user’s soul. Aside from enabling the harsher consequences of the grimoire’s use, this ritual prevents any other creature from gaining the power of the grimoire unless they perform the ritual, breaking the previous binding. Attempting to read the book without performing the ritual results in a random attribute of the reader’s being permanently reduced to 0. 
  Restricted: Level 40+ 
  Restricted: Must be able to read Abyssal. 
    
  After Ritual Bond: 
  +20 INT, +20 WIS, +20 CHA 
  +50% to Soul Magic while holding grimoire 
  -50% to healing spells received while holding grimoire 
  Gain Soulsight Perk 
  Gain Soulreading Skill at Beginner 1 
  +1000 Infamy 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Bonecarvin Devilwood Scepter 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Staff 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  60 – 90 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Bludgeoning/Hellfire 
  
     
 
      
      	  Made from a type of tree found in the Lower Planes and inlaid with carved human bones, this staff possesses great power. Half the damage it deals is Hellfire damage, making it useful for those who have resistances to physical or fire-based attacks. A spellcaster’s weapon, it shows its true use when used as an aid in casting spells. 
  Restricted: Must be (or have been) a member of the Hellion race. 
  Restricted: Level 40+ 
    
  +50 INT, +50 WIS, +50 CHA 
  +100% to all magic cast by wielder. 
    
  Enchanted: Mana Shield – May sacrifice MP instead of HP when injured. 
    
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Robes of Demonic Misery 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Robes 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Creatures of the Lower Planes are often called upon to act as Familiars or servants of powerful spellcasters. These robes were created by a powerful wizard in order to help keep his favored servants alive when he hid behind them using them as a shield. The cowardly nature of the creator aside, the robes do provide a substantial degree of protection for the wearer. 
  Restricted: Must be a bonded Familiar. 
    
  Defense +300 
  CON +50 
  +40% to all Resistances 
    
  Cursed: Truthsayer – The wearer of this robe may never lie to their Master. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Once again I silently praised my rather insane Luck score. I’m pretty sure no other Traveler has invested that much in Luck. Honestly, I had way too many points to play with when I reincarnated Torgan into Zayn, and it made me pick things I probably never would have looked at before. The benefits, though, were pretty good. 
 
      
 
    But I had other things to check on at the moment. Turning, I pushed the boulder over the side of the ledge it was on, and heard a loud crash as it fell to the floor below. Fortunately, I didn’t need Kyana to provide me with a new set of stairs, since there was a chain hanging down nearby. It was too far off the ground for me to have reached it when I was getting up here, but climbing down it would give me an easy drop of about fifteen feet. Not rolling out of bed, but not something to worry about if I was careful, even if I was in my RL body. 
 
      
 
    Back on the ground, I pushed the boulder over to the final pressure plate, and was rewarded with the grinding sound of the two stone doors swinging outward to open for me. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	    
  First step completed. Continue on to the next step. 
    
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    With a smile, I turned, and looked at Kylana. “Now, why don’t we discuss how one marks a Familiar, hmm?” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 51 – The Trial of Ascension, Part II 
 
    “Now, why don’t we discuss how one marks a Familiar, hmm?” 
 
      
 
    Kylana looked uncomfortable, and turned her head to face away from me. “W-well, you draw a magic circle, and then you and the familiar get inside. There’s an incantation you have to make, and then you seal the pact.” 
 
      
 
    “What is the incantation?” 
 
      
 
    “Magic to magic, blood to blood. Your power is mine, and mine yours. Walk the path by my side until the end.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Relatively simple, but there was some symbolic merit there, especially when considering the purpose of a familiar that could actually communicate, rather than being just a slightly more intelligent animal, like in some games. “And how do you seal the pact?” 
 
      
 
    At my question, Kylana’s cheeks, normally red, got a fascinating shade of purple as she turned, ducking her head in what I assumed was an attempt to hide her blushing face. “Well, you k—“ Her words slipped into mumbles. 
 
      
 
    Stepping towards her, I captured the woman’s face with my hand, and turned it to face me. I admit I had a bit of a predatory smile on my face when she gasped. “Oh? What was that last bit?” 
 
      
 
    “You kiss.” Now Kylana was definitely blushing. I’d seen reactions like this before, usually on girls who knew nothing of romance except what they read in trashy novels with covers featuring shirtless men with large muscles and long, flowing hair. Could she really be so innocent, being a demonic creature? 
 
      
 
    “You’ve never been kissed before, have you, Kylana?” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes sparked, and she tried to escape my grip. “So what if I’ve never been kissed? So what if I’d rather read books than engage in that stupid competition like a stupid bimbo? I know I’m just a nerd, damnit!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh my dear, I’m going to have such fun with you.” As I said that, one hand reached into my inventory, and pulled out a piece of chalk. With a thought, the dark tentacles sprang up around us, but I kept Kylana’s eyes on mine, while I tossed the chalk to the tentacles. I’d been practicing on fine control, given some of the… unorthodox uses I’d been putting the spell to, so drawing a circle on the ground was easy enough. When that was done, the chalk went back in my inventory, and the tentacles were dismissed. Kylana looked at me, still unsure what was going on. 
 
      
 
    Her doubts were shattered, and replaced by a shocked look when I began speaking. “Magic to magic, blood to blood.” 
 
      
 
    “What? You can’t be serious!” 
 
      
 
    “Your power is mine, my power is yours.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, I’m not ready!” 
 
      
 
    “Walk the path by my side to the end.” 
 
      
 
    Kylana probably would have said something else, but I silenced her with a kiss. If this was really her first kiss, then I felt it was only right that I gave her one that she would never forget. I kissed her deeply, using one hand at the small of her back to help support her as I bent her back like something out of one of those pictures from the end of World War II. 
 
      
 
    When I finally brought her up to breathe, Kylana staggered slightly, and finally managed a single word. “Wow.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, and said, “Was it everything you imagined it would be, my dear?” But any further conversation was cut off as a feeling of power filled us both. The Familiar bond taking hold had tangible effects, it seemed. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Quest Complete! 
    
  Taming the Librarian 
  Kylana, one of the librarians who looks after the books in the library of the demonic city of Thuressos, has been summoned by you only this once. However, it may be possible to convince her to become your Familiar, granting both of you power in return for her service. 
    
  Though not in a typical way, you successfully performed the Familiar bond with Kylana. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  D 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kylana agrees to perform the Familiar bond with you. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Kylana refuses the Familiar bond. 
  You unsummon Kylana before she agrees to the bond. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Reward 
  
      	  Experience 
  Kylana becomes your Familiar. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  You have gained a demonic familiar! 
    
  You gain the following abilities: 
  +10 to all stats 
  Hellfire Immunity 
    
  You gain the following skills from your Familiar: 
  Transmutation Magic – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Conjuration Magic – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Divination Magic – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Shapechange – Basic 1 (0%) 
    
  Your Familiar gains the following abilities: 
  +10 to all stats 
  Charm immunity 
    
  Your Familiar gains the following skills: 
  Sword Mastery – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Dark Magic – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Charm Magic – Basic 1 (0%) 
  Seduction – Basic 1 (0%) 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Kylana was still looking a bit shell shocked, so I broke the ice, and said, “Hmm, it looks like we each got a stat boost, immunity to one of our partner’s racial abilities, and four of the partner’s highest skills at Basic 1. Sound about right to you?” 
 
      
 
    Kylana, finally shaken out of her ‘fish out of water’ impression by a direct question, nodded. “Y-yes. But you’re a warlock, right? Why are swords and seduction in this list for you?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned at that, and said, “Well, I have some swords that grow with me as I level, so I’ve been using them for most of my kills. And I’m an incubus. Seducing pretty ladies like you is what I do.” And before she could react, I leaned in and gave her a peck on the cheek, before pulling out the scepter and robes I’d found earlier. “Here, use these. They should provide you with a better boost than what you just conjured for yourself. And while you change, tell me about this ‘Shapechange’ skill.” 
 
      
 
    “Pretty?” It seems I broke her for a second as she rubbed her cheek, which was cute, but we had things to do, so I cleared my throat, and she blushed again, before going to take the items. A shimmering wall appeared between us, and she began changing. “Right, I became a Fleshwarper about a month or so ago? And I got the Shapechange skill along with it. Basically, someone with the skill is able to change their shape within certain limits at will. The speed and control of the transformation depends on the skill. You’ll need to be at Intermediate, though, in order to do anything complex like creating working wings. And if you want to change other people, you’ll need spells like normal.” 
 
      
 
    That was a very useful skill to have. I’d have to spend some of my downtime practicing it. I wasn’t sure what immediate use it would have, but being able to do the whole ‘doppelganger’ thing would have uses, I had no doubt. Just had to arrange opportunities for myself to use it. But I was stalling. Looking over to Kylana, who looked more mage-ly now that she was armed and had proper robes on, I said, “Let’s see what the next step is.” And with that, we walked through the now open doors. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Step 2: Warrior 
  Slay the Gaia’s Champion 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The room we entered was again made of stone, except this time it was overgrown with vines and other plant matter. In the center was something that reminded me of that old Batman character, Poison Ivy, and her crazy plants. But then, that was a natural place for one’s thoughts to go when faced with a twenty-foot tall plant with a sinewy ‘neck’, vines, and a bulbous head full of teeth. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gaia’s Champion 
  Level 50 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Kylana gasped, “A Gaia’s Champion! They’re a rare kind of plant usually only seen in a far-off continent!” 
 
      
 
    I drew my swords as I considered our options. “So, what do you know about them?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, they’re plants, so things like striking at weak points don’t really work on them. They’ve also got a resistance to elemental magic. And their hide is stronger than leather. Oh, and it can move its vines for attack and defense.” 
 
      
 
    “How do I kill it?” 
 
      
 
    “Unfortunately, it earns the name Gaia’s Champion for a reason. You’ll just have to hit it until it stops moving.” 
 
      
 
    Crud. I’d gotten too used to cheating and striking weak points, and it was showing now. Nodding my response, I considered for a second, and decided that Hellfire may work to help even the odds a bit. Looking over to Kylana, I asked, “If you have any buffs you can lay on me to help me fight, now’s the time. After that, stay back, and watch out for surprises.” After all, boss fights ALWAYS had surprises if you let the boss live long enough to use them. 
 
      
 
    Kylana nodded, and proceeded to lay some simple (but impressive) buffs on me. They all lasted only a little while, but all my stats except Luck and Leadership went up by 20, and then she laid a Stoneskin spell on me, giving me another +50 to Defense. That would have to be enough. I activated my Hellfire Blade ability, and charged in. 
 
      
 
    We had been hanging back, barely inside the cavernous room, but the moment I got ten feet inside, the vines on the floor began rising up, trying to attack me. Of course, my DEX was well over 200 now, and my Defense was approaching 600, so I was able to dodge or shrug off most of those weak outer vines. It was the ones closer to the plant’s core that I’d need to worry about. 
 
      
 
    I unleashed Munsuraisa’s Crescent Moon Slash as I ran, and was both surprised and pleased to see that the normally typeless magical attack was now wreathed in hellfire like the blade itself. The slash severed a couple of the large vines that rose up to protect the core, proving to me that my thought was correct. The creature may have resistance to Fire and the other typical elements, but Hellfire was a different beast entirely. 
 
      
 
    A grim smile crossed my face as I went to work. I didn’t cast any spells, in part because any of the ones I knew would be useless in a direct confrontation with the plant’s magical resistances, and also because I wanted to save my MP for my Hellfire Blade and recasting my Nether Shield any time the damn plant got a good hit in and broke it. At its current level, Nether Shield would prevent 200 damage before breaking, so if I could manage my MP well, that would give me a lot of ‘extra’ HP. 
 
      
 
    The problem, of course, was with Hellfire Blade. 10 MP/Second was harsh. Even if I didn’t cast anything else, I still had little over five minutes until my MP went dry. I couldn’t count on that happening. In this fight, I needed MP. So, I did something most people would call ‘risky’ or, more likely, ‘bat-shit crazy’. I activated my Health Funnell spell, dropping my HP regen to 0, but tripling my MP regen. That would let me stretch things just a little bit further. I’d still need to end this fight inside six minutes or I’d be in serious trouble. 
 
      
 
    This was no clash of duelists, dancing blade to blade. This was a brawl, a fight between a monster with metal claws and a giant man-eating plant. I was relying on Nether Shield and Munsuraisa’s vampiric abilities to keep me in the game. This was no one-sided slaughter, like most of my fights so far. For once, I was being truly tested. To be honest, if I wasn’t such a cheat character, I would have died long ago. But I had insane stats, and I’d made sure to make myself as hardy as any caster-type could possibly expect to be. Hell, I gave main tanks a run for their money in terms of sheer survivability. 
 
      
 
    I needed all of that in this fight. I honestly could have used more. By the time the plant’s burning corpse finally fell to the ground, I was panting, out of breath. At that moment, my MP ran dry, and the hellfire on my blades extinguished itself. Head spinning from the mana drain, I checked my bars real quick, and was shocked by what I saw. MP was at 0, that was no surprise. But my HP was at 80/3540! As I collapsed with my back to a treasure chest that appeared once the Gaia’s Champion was no more, I released the Health Funnel, and sighed. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	    
  Second step completed. Continue on to the third step. 
    
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    On the far side of the room from the door we entered, I heard the sound of a door opening. I couldn’t bring myself to care at the moment. I wasn’t going anywhere for at least a couple hours, so I could get my HP and MP back. Plus, I could really use a nap… 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 52 – The Trial of Ascension, Part III 
 
    When I came to, I found my head being cradled in something soft. A quick check of the game clock showed that I’d been out for about an hour. Yawning, I looked and saw a blushing Kylana giving me the legendary lap-pillow! I grinned as she sputtered, “W-well, you looked like you were more comfortable this way!” 
 
      
 
    I responded by reaching up to lightly flick her nose with my finger. “Thank you, Kylana. And don’t worry, as soon as we get through with this challenge, I’ll be sure to make you see just how much I appreciate your service.” I chuckled as she somehow managed to blush further, and got up, stretching to work out the kinks. 
 
      
 
    Only then did I realize that I still hadn’t opened the chest Gaia’s Champion left behind. Opening it, I found a nice sum of gold and jewels, as well as some tokens I could give away to people as gifts, but a few things really caught my eye. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Ring of the Emerald Rainbow 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Ring 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  This jade ring inset with a stone that changes colors at random intervals is fashioned to look like a creeping vine. The wearer possesses some of the powers of the Gaia’s Champion, a magical plant creature. 
    
  Plantform – Your creature type changes to Plant. 
  Immune to Critical Hits and Charm effects. 
  Enchanted: Apotheosis – When the wearer dies, they are reborn as a Gaia’s Champion. 
  Cursed: This ring may not be removed once worn. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Champion’s Might 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Belt 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  This belt, while made of leather, is infused with the power of Gaia’s Champion. As such, it conveys a portion of the magical plant’s abilities to the wearer. 
    
  +100 HP 
  +2 HP Regen/Min 
  +20% to all Resistances 
  Enchanted: Greenshield – Plant Creatures will not attack wearer unless attacked first. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Bloodcursed Crown of Dragons 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Helmet 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Artifact 
  
     
 
      
      	  Forged from adamantine stained the color of dried blood, this spiked crown is fashioned to look like two dragons circling the wearer’s head. Between their opened jaws lies a ruby two inches across. The Crown was forged in the fires of Bhirdorul, the ancient dwarven stronghold of the deeps. Quenched in the blood of dragons, it gives the wearer resistance to their abilities, and grants them power when fighting dragons or bending them to their will. 
    
  +100 Defense 
  +20 CHA 
  Immune to Frightful Presence of Dragons 
  +80% Resistance to Dragon breath weapons 
  +100 Attack vs. Dragons 
  +200% to Spells vs. Dragons 
  Enchanted: Dragonsense – Able to sense hidden treasures within 60’. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Blood-forged Shoulders of Cursed Hope 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Shoulders 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Unique Artifact 
  
     
 
      
      	  Forged from corrupted mithril and quenched in the blood of both angels and demons, this set of pauldrons is a unique piece of work, created by the dwarven craftsman Brakgrin Lavagrip of Bhirdorul. Thought lost after the sack of that city before the Scourge, these pauldrons convey the power of both the Higher and Lower planes to the one who wears them. 
    
  +20 STR, +20 WIS 
  +200% to all movement speeds 
  Immunity to negative effects of Higher and Lower planes. 
  Enchanted: Hidden Mind – Wearer is immune to magical scrying and divination spells. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Since some of these were great for me. The Ring of the Emerald Rainbow, however, was definitely out. I’d find an auction house for it, since I was sure someone would want it, even if they didn’t know what a ‘Gaia’s Champion’ was. The immunity to Charm and Critical hits would be worth it alone to some types. 
 
      
 
    The pauldrons were badass. A unique artifact of awesomeness that gave me immunity to scrying and mind-reading was always a big perk. But I didn’t want to put them on, just yet. I’d lose the armor set bonus from the gear I was wearing if I did, so I’d need to get her to make me a new set. Same for the crown and belt, too. But I’d gone twenty levels without bumping up my armor. It was time to get new gear, anyways. Really, the only reason I hadn’t outgrown it long ago was because I was a cheat character. 
 
      
 
    Still, that was enough introspection for the moment. Looking over to Kylana, I said, “Well, my dear, I’m feeling much better now, so let’s get on with it. One more challenge to overcome.” And with that, I led the way through the second set of doors. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Step 3: Cruelty 
  Decide the truth of Iqnora the Red’s fate. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red was a famous elven wizard who lived long before the Scourge. It was she that first came up with the idea of using thaigs, protected underground cities, to escape the Terrors during the Scourge. She disappeared one hundred years before the Scourge, and her true fate remained unknown, until now. 
    
  Before you are three possible fates Iqnora may have suffered. By your choice, the events of the past will conclude in the present. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    This room was different, essentially divided into three different scenes. All three showed the same elf woman, but in various degrees of ‘trouble’. Given what the blue box had said, I was able to guess what the setting here was. Iqnora was a wizard that helped fight the Terrors. The Terrors must have caught her, and somehow unstuck her in time, probably making her experience eternal tortures or some crap like that. So here I come, and am able to choose the elf’s final fate. Interesting set-up, and not something the ‘good’ crowd would be able to handle. 
 
      
 
    I briefly looked at the women in the three scenes, and notice a few differences. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red 
  High Elf Female 
  Level 140 Fatespinner (Diviner) / Dragonfire Mage (Flame Sorceress) 
  Titles: Seer, Undead Bane, Guardian of the Realm, Destiny’s Child, Temptress of Fate, Sacrifice, Broken One, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red 
  High Elf Female 
  Level 140 Fatespinner (Diviner) / Dragonfire Mage (Flame Sorceress) 
  Titles: Seer, Undead Bane, Guardian of the Realm, Destiny’s Child, Temptress of Fate, Sacrifice, Hunted 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red 
  High Elf (Terror-Possessed) Female 
  Level 140 Fatespinner (Diviner) / Dragonfire Mage (Flame Sorceress) 
  Titles: Seer, Undead Bane, Guardian of the Realm, Destiny’s Child, Temptress of Fate, Sacrifice, Corrupted 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    OK, if the woman had an advanced class like Fatespinner, I was going to change my guess. She wasn’t trapped outside of time, she used her powers to change her fate when the Terrors tried to get her. Probably using herself as a sacrifice so that whatever she was working on could be completed. The different titles at the end (and the template on the race in the third one) must reflect the different realities her fate splintered into. 
 
      
 
    In the first scene, Iqnora was stripped naked, her head falling low as her hands and feet were spread apart, chained to two nearby columns. Her back was a mess of crossing scars from a whip, some of which were still bleeding. Around her neck was a slave collar of an interesting design. As I approached, I saw a… creature behind her, like a man, but cloaked in darkness. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hateling 
  Minor Terror 
  Level 40 Lashlord (Fighter) / Rogue 
  Titles: Sadist 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Iqnora’s face rose to meet mine, and when she spoke, it was clear that the magic guided her, instead of any will of her own, since the rest of the scene remained frozen. It was like a puppet talking. “Hail, Adventurer. I am Iqnora the Red, Master Wizard of the Wyrmwood. When the Terrors came, I attempted to change my fate. I failed, and now you must decide it for me. Slay my captor, and I will be your slave.” 
 
      
 
    The second scene showed Iqnora, dressed in tattered robes, trapped in a ring of what looked like twenty wolves, each cloaked in darkness like the ‘Hateling’ in the first scene. Which made sense, since they were all, apparently, ‘Hateling-Possessed Wolves’, and level 35. Iqnora looked at me as I approached her encirclement, and said, “Hail, Adventurer. I am Iqnora the Red, Master Wizard of the Wyrmwood. When the Terrors came, I attempted to change my fate. I failed, and now you must decide it for me. Rescue me from these wolves, and I will be your servant.” 
 
      
 
    The last scene had Iqnora, again, but this time standing alone, dressed in exquisite robes, but with eyes that were wholly black, and a sneer across her face. A dark aura surrounded her. When she spoke, it was like two voices were speaking, one the elf’s and one much deeper, full of power and malice. “Hail, Adventurer. I am Iqnora the Red, Master Wizard of the Wyrmwood. When the Terrors came, I attempted to change my fate. I failed, and now you must decide it for me. Choose me, and I will be your teacher.” 
 
      
 
    I stepped back, and considered the choices. Kylana, thankfully, didn’t interrupt my deliberations. The third choice was obviously a fast-track to forbidden knowledge, if you could trust something that wore people like a cheap suit and was full of malice and trickery. (Hint: you can’t.) So, obvious trap there. The first was a straight-up fight, I kill the hateling, and get a new, powerful slave. The second one, though, was interesting. If I could defeat the wolves, then there was a chance to get a powerful new thrall. 
 
      
 
    Or, I could follow my MO so far, and go for the crazy. I took a breath as I buffed up as much as I could, with Kylana’s help, and then dove into the fray. Hellfire coated my blades as tentacles erupted in the midst of the wolves, grappling and crushing several, even as my blades began striking killing blows. But as the pack began to turn to me, I sprang to the side, entering into the first scene. As I’d hoped, the Hateling came to life as well, and tried to attack me, only to find my blade buried in its gut. 
 
      
 
    I spun, and then kicked out, sending the Hateling into the frenzied pack. Turns out, even if they’re both my enemies, that doesn’t mean they get along. Several of the possessed wolves began attacking the Hateling. Leaping back into the chaos, I focused on keeping myself moving, crippling and maiming enemies as I went if I couldn’t get a clean kill shot. Some of the wolves managed to get a hit here or there, but the vampiric effect of my sword and the buffs I had helped to keep the damage down. Compared to the boss fight I just went through, this was nothing. I just had to focus on sticking and moving. 
 
      
 
    And then, it was over. With Munsuraisa taking the Hateling’s head, and Taiyo no Tsubasa embedded in the skull of the final wolf, I caught my breath, and looked at my HP. 1434/3680. It was a hard fight, but from the start I’d been fighting against larger numbers. My cheat stats made my attacks hit hard, and made it difficult for the enemy to strike me, unless they were more powerful. For a group of mobs at or below my level, without any real resistances to hinder me, this was within my skill level. 
 
      
 
    The two Iqnoras finally unfroze, and looked over to me, shocked. As one, they said, “You have broken the decree of Fate!” And then their figures blurred, and rushed together, the two individuals merging into a single person, now dressed in resplendent robes, and carrying a staff. I quickly checked her with Observe. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red 
  High Elf Female 
  Level 140 Fatespinner (Diviner) / Dragonfire Mage (Flame Sorceress) 
  Titles: Seer, Undead Bane, Guardian of the Realm, Destiny’s Child, Temptress of Fate, Sacrifice, Broken One, Thrall, Devoted 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I chuckled, and said, “I make my own fate.” 
 
      
 
    Iqnora sighed contentedly, and nodded. “Yes, Master. It seems you have saved me. After all these years tormented by the Terrors that threatened our world, I am free.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over to the third setting, where the possessed Iqnora remained, and said, “And the last one?” 
 
      
 
    “That is not me, but the Terror that attempted to claim me as I tried to find a way for my people to survive the coming darkness. The first scene would allow one to claim my body. The second allowed them to free my soul. The third was a trap by the Terror to claim a new victim. You have freed both my body and soul, and left the Terror trapped in this web of fate forever. So now I pledge myself to you, both body and soul.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Iqnora the Red is now your Thrall. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  You have passed all three challenges on this Trial of Ascension! 
  You have gone above what was needed in order to succeed in this step, and will receive additional rewards! 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Willbreaker, Lash of Torment 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Whip 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Legendary 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  100 – 120 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Charm 
  
     
 
      
      	  This whip is a terror in the right hands. Made from leather tanned from the skin of Hellions in the lower planes, this weapon radiates powerful magic, and saps the will of those who feel its bite. This whip cannot kill a foe outright, but can leave them a drooling shell of a creature, their mind shattered by the torments it unleashes. This weapon attacks the mind, not the body, and thus ignores physical armor and physical resistances. It has no effect on creatures of the Plant, Ooze, or Construct types, or on mindless creatures. 
    
  Attack +100 
  Target cannot fall below 1 HP. Targets reduced to 1 HP are rendered Helpless for 1 Hour. Continued attacks may make the Helpless condition permanent. 
  50% chance to stun target for 30 seconds. 
  Creatures struck by the whip have a cumulative -5% resistance to Charm effects for 30 seconds. Each hit resets the duration. 
  Enchanted: Manavore – HP damage dealt by this weapon is also dealt to the creature’s MP. A creature reduced to 0 MP in this way is Paralyzed for 30 seconds. 
  Legendary Weapon: This weapon is a Legendary weapon, and may display other abilities based on the wielder’s abilities and level. Damage increases with wielder’s level. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Cool, another legendary weapon, and this one I actually can use! That was as far as my thoughts got before pain erupted within me, and caused everything to turn to blackness. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 53 – Results of the Trial 
 
    When I awoke, I was back in my bed at the inn, and it was morning. Also, a big blue screen was hovering over my face. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hellspawned Drake (Incubus Base) 
    
  In ages past, the Dragons, immortal creatures of magic, sought to create servants from lesser races. These servants were granted great power and long life, but were magically bound to the dragons they served. The dragons intended for this servant race to be sterile, to control their population. 
    
  The servants, known as Drakes, had other ideas. Legend states that, during a time of great strife, not unlike the recent Scourge, that the Drakes imbued themselves with wild magic, and rose in revolt against their masters. The events of this primordial war have been lost to history, and are even now only in living memory of the very oldest dragons. What stories the Dragons pass down of this time are not shared with the ‘young races’. 
    
  What is known is that, following this conflict, that the Drakes were no longer irrevocably bound to Dragons, and could now bear and sire children, but at the cost of losing much of their former power. While no True Drakes remain in the world, the descendants of those early Drakes bred with various races, producing a wide variety of Drake subraces. 
    
  Descended from Drakes and creatures of the lower planes, much as Incubi and Succubae are descended from the pairings of elves and such creatures, a Hellspawned Drake is a powerful force upon the Material Plane. 
    
  Advanced Racial Traits (Cumulative with Base Racial Traits): 
  +10 to All Stats 
  Immunity to Hellfire 
  Immunity to Dragonfear 
  Dracoform 
  Dragonblood 
  -25% Resistance to Light Spells 
  Dark Spells ignore 25% of enemy resistance 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I was already immune to Hellfire from my Familiar, but it was nice to see that I had a backup in case anything happened to her. The last line made me smile, as well. With gear and other bonuses, it was plainly possible to get over 100% resistance to certain damage types. I’d wondered about that, until I started seeing things on the forums. After level 40, there were ways to ignore resistances, basically the same idea as overcoming Damage Reduction or having Armor Penetration in other games. I quickly checked out Dracoform and Dragonblood, to see what they were about. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Dracoform 
    
  Like all Drakes, you have the ability to change shape into a dragon approximately your size. All clothing, weapons, and armor, as well as any other worn items not suited to the new form are magically subsumed in the transformation, their effects suspended for the duration. They return in their proper place when the transformation is reversed. 
  Cost: 1000 MP 
    
  While in Dracoform: 
  Winged Flight (4x Land Speed, Average maneuverability) 
  Dragonfear – When attacking or using dragon abilities, creatures within 30’ that are equal or lower level than you are must resist a Fear effect (strength based on your CHA). 
  +30 to all Stats 
  Natural Weapons 
  Hellfire Breath 
  -25% resistance to Silver weapons 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Dragonblood 
    
  While not a true dragon, you carry draconic blood in your veins. Because of this, you can be affected by spells and effects targeting the Dragon type. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I checked my status, and saw that I’d managed to get to Level 41 during the trial. I distributed my points, and then tried to get up, only to realize that I was being weighed down by something. That, in itself, wasn’t unusual, since I usually had at least one of my girls in bed with me, but looking down, I saw horns and two heads of hair. It seemed that Kylana and Iqnora both appeared here with me after the trial was over. 
 
      
 
    Looking around the room, I noticed several other interesting things. Everyone else was back from their trials, as well. Even Kylana seemed to have advanced, probably due to her bond with me. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kylana 
  Greater Hellion Female 
  Level 41 Fleshshaper (Transmuter) / Conjurer 
  Titles: Corrupter, Sadist, Masochist, Scholar, Familiar 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Kylana’s curves, hidden under that robe, were more pronounced, and I noticed that her horns were longer, and a darker color. Oh, and she now had batlike wings sticking out from her back (the magic robe apparently shifted to allow them through). Very interesting. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Della Smith 
  High Human Female 
  Level 41 War Priestess (Priestess) / Ice Mage 
  Titles: Slave, Sadistic, Undead Bane, Devoted 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Della, on the other hand, looked much the same as she did before, except there was a more noble air about her, even as she slept. Her skin almost seemed to be glowing, as though she were too good to be a ‘mere’ human. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Severa Rex 
  Shadeling (Human) Female 
  Level 41 Duelist (Rogue) / Battledancer 
  Titles: Slave, Heartseeker, Shadow, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Severa looked almost the same as normal, until you realized that the paltry shadows cast by the sun coming through the window nearly hid her completely, even from my sight! While she was still sleeping! Clearly, her new race allowed her to blend easily into shadows, a perfect choice for a rogue. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kiyabu Yukiko 
  Ninetails (Kitsune) Female 
  Level 41 Mejikira (Samurai) / Dark Paladin 
  Titles: Slave, Devoted, Unholy Blacksmith, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Yukiko had gotten her wish, it seemed. She was now a nine-tailed foxgirl. Her hair had turned snow white, to match her new tails, and it seemed as though she’d grown more appealing to the eye. I’d have to ask her about the details of the ninetails form later. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Nithroel Crana 
  Dark Scion (Half-Celestial Elf) Female 
  Level 41 Fallen Angel (Blackguard) / Priestess 
  Titles: Genius, Fallen One, Slave, Broken One, Masochist, Undead Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Nithroel had the most extreme change, her once white wings now turned to black, with what appeared to be a blood red color at the trailing edges. She had gained a pair of short horns that stuck up through her hair, just over her brow, to further signify that the corruption had taken hold. I’d need to find out more about this, too. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. While it was nice having a bevy of beauties all around me, including two lying in bed with me, there wasn’t time for such things just now. We had to get going, and claim that keep, for the good of the guild, and all that jazz. Oh, and to see if there was any loot in hidden treasuries and the like. Never hurt to check for hidden loot… or secret quests. 
 
      
 
    Reaching down, I pinched Kylana’s rear, causing her to shriek awake. Which woke everyone else up. Smiling at them as I proceeded to get dressed, I said, “Well, as we’re all awake, we should get a move on, yes? We’ve got a journey ahead of us to claim the keep and the townlands around it. Oh, and meet my familiar, Kylana, and our new companion, Iqnora the Red. If she agrees, I’ll be naming her my Seneschal so she can handle the running of the keep. We’ll have Athtar act as her aide, I think.” I turned to look at Iqnora, and said, “That acceptable, my dear?” 
 
      
 
    Blushing not only due to finding herself waking up in bed with me, but also to seeing the ‘quality’ I surrounded myself with, and then hearing me call her ‘dear’ gave her cheeks a cute rosy hue. But when she spoke, her words were firm. “Yes, Milord. I would be honored to serve you in any capacity you see fit.” A fit of giggles from Yukiko and Severa brought the blushing to such extremes that it nearly covered her entire head. 
 
      
 
    I decided to rescue her, by introducing the girls to the newcomers. “As you may notice from their ‘accessories’, these women are all my property, and are my inner circle, as it were. Most have been with me almost since I first came to this world.” I paused, and then said, “It will still take a while before we can leave, with breakfast and organizing the train. Nithroel, if you would be so kind as to fly over to the palace and pass word to the Princesses about Iqnora. Tell them that, while we cannot delay setting out to the keep, they are welcome to join us on the journey, should they wish to speak with her.” 
 
      
 
    Della snorted at that. “You just want to try and talk them into a foursome with the archmage.” That got a round of laughs from everyone, and a mock growl from me. Iqnora, on the other hand, blinked, as Nithroel slipped out of the room. “How is it that you can send one of your slaves to call upon the Princesses of this land? And where are we, anyways?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, we are in the Wyrmwood, what remains of the elven kingdom of your time. The Scourge is only in living memory to those races that age slowly, such as the elves. The defenses you came up with were successful in saving the free races of the world from extinction, though lore says the costs were great.” 
 
      
 
    “At any rate, suffice to say that I did some small service to the Princesses, and Aravae, the elder Princess, shares with me the faith of Sharess. Through a series of unremarkable events, I became named a Knight of the Wyrmwood, and was given some few privileges in this land. In thanks for my services, the King has seen fit to give me lordship of Lithaes, with the intent of restoring the castle and surrounding lands to their former glory.” 
 
      
 
    That cause Iqnora to blink. “Lithaes? It still stands? I thought it would have been destroyed when the Terror came to claim me there.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, so Lithaes was your home? Then you should know that while it was abandoned before the Scourge, and has, at times, played host to all manner of unruly sorts, it was recently cleared out by my party. So you’ll get to engage in a bit of a homecoming.” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne met us at breakfast. Shi, too, had undergone the trials. I couldn’t tell under the robes shi wore, but it looked like hir face was more drawn than it was before, as though she’d taken a couple steps down that road to Undeath. A quick Observe confirmed my guess. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hrozne Bosorka 
  Revenant (Drow Elf) Hermaphrodite 
  Level 41 Pale Master (Necromancer) / Death Knight 
  Titles: Elfslayer, Lichloved, Scholar, Spiderkissed, Lifedrinker 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    A Revenant wasn’t exactly ‘undead’, but wasn’t exactly ‘living’. Given that shi had decided to go with a hermaphrodite character, this choice for her ascended race didn’t surprise me at all. Revenants were, after all, essentially to living and undead what hermaphrodites were to male and female. They combined parts of each, making something new and wholly different. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, it took us the better part of an hour to get the train organized. Just with my own property and thralls, as well as Hrozne, there were thirty-two of us. Add in the guild, and those civilians who had joined up for adventure, or a gamble on getting ahead of the game in a place where there weren’t as many professional obstacles, and we were three hundred strong when the train of horses and wagons began riding out of town. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Aravae Liarora 
  Female Elf 
  Level 30 Priestess / Enchantress 
  Title: Princess of Wyrmwood, Blessed of Sharess, Demonbane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Esyae Liarora 
  Female Elf 
  Level 30 Ranger / Fighter 
  Title: Princess of Wyrmwood, Sniper, Sadist 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Lusha Mirajyre 
  Elf Female 
  Level 30 Rogue / Ranger 
  Titles: Dead Ringer, Imposter, Slave, Masochist 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Larrel Leokiam 
  Drow Elf Male 
  Level 30 Fighter / Ranger 
  Titles: Spiderkissed, Weaponmaster, Elfbane, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    As we got to the gates, I was pleased to see Aravae and Esyae were standing there, armored up and dressed for travel, along with their two pets, and four horses. It seemed that they did, indeed, intend to journey with us to the castle. Aravae was the first to speak, as they swung into the saddle to ride beside me. “Is it true? Did you really find Archmage Iqnora after all this time?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, and pointed back to the first wagon, where Iqnora was sitting beside Kylana, talking to one of the guild’s mages. Esyae just shook her head in wonder. “Did you know that she was missing, and thought dead, since before the Scourge? Just what happened? How did you find her?” 
 
      
 
    I relayed the story of finding Iqnora on my Trial. The princesses were suitably shocked. Aravae shook her head. “So, seeing the Terror come for her, she managed to work a ritual that trapped them both in a web of fate? And she was caught there, tortured by the Terror for almost a thousand years until you showed up?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And because of my actions, her body and soul are now free of the Terror that plagued her. I was planning on naming her my Seneschal, so the Keep and townlands can be looked after when events call me elsewhere.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re expecting to leave the Wyrmwood, then?” Esyae looked pensive about that, bringing a smile to my face. 
 
      
 
    “I have business that draws me to seek out the Orks and the Dwarves, as well as an expedition to the Underdark to tend to at some point. But I’ve decided to make Lithaes, and the Wyrmwood, my home base, so I’ll always return here. Besides, I’d hate to see a couple beautiful Princesses cry.” That got a laugh from the others, and two playful slaps from the Princesses. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 54 – Lithaes Village 
 
    I hadn’t bothered looking at it that much the last time I was here, but it was clear that Lithaes Village had seen better days. Better centuries, even. The only hint that a town once stood here were stone-walled buildings forming the core of the town, including what must have been a town hall, and a smithy. The only building that was reasonably intact was a shrine to the elven gods, so it seemed that the holy protections placed on the building hadn’t completely faded over the years. The roof of the shrine was damaged, and it hadn’t been cleaned in forever, but the walls were still solid, and the doors intact. 
 
      
 
    The farms the local townlands encompassed had gone back to nature, but one could still roughly see the area they’d encompassed, an area of grassy meadows. It was past the fall Harvest season, and we’d made sure to bring a store of food with us to get us through the winter, so when the spring harvest came, we should be able to have food grown from our townlands. Looking over to Lexichan, I said, “Organize the farmers, and have them start clearing lands. Tell them that they are to work together for this first harvest to ensure we have enough food, but after the planting enough to ensure our survival, we will begin dividing the claims, and everyone will help clear the land. The hunters and woodsmen are to go into the forest, and gather game and wood so we can begin repairing the buildings we can, and building new ones. Make the smithy and a workshop the first priorities behind shelter. Tell the hunters to send word if they see any bandits or other potential problem creatures.”  
 
      
 
    Turning to Raunaeril as Lexichan moved off, I said, “Take your group, and explore the dungeons. I’ve sent you the map data we had from last time, but I want to know if there are any changes, or things I’ve missed. If anyone’s moved in, or if traps have reset themselves, that would be an unfortunate situation that we need to know about ahead of time.” 
 
      
 
    Next, I looked at my girls, Hrozne, and the drow slaves behind them. “Follow me. It is time we explored the keep in earnest. Iqnora, stay by my side. I’ll want to know your impressions of the building, and if anything has been changed since your time.” 
 
      
 
    As we approached the moat, Iqnora gasped, seeing the holes in the towers and walls encircling the keep. “These walls were made by the best craftsmen of the day. I’ve seen dragons fail to break them before.” 
 
      
 
    “Can they be repaired?” 
 
      
 
    “There was a quarry nearby, where the Greenstone came from. It has properties that make it resist magic and magical attacks, making it very useful for defensive measures.” 
 
      
 
    “I will see to getting the walls repaired once shelters are built for the people. What about this moat? I can feel a sense of unease just looking at it.” 
 
      
 
    “The water comes from the nearby lake, and the waterway is enchanted to be hostile to those not recognized by the artifact at the keep’s core. Once attuned to the artifact, the water is harmless, clear, and safe to drink, for you. Until then, it will act as a potent acid, or worse.” 
 
      
 
    “So the artifact will allow those I designate to cross freely, but keep enemies at bay. An incredible piece of work.” 
 
      
 
    “Much has been lost over the years. The ‘legendary’ or ‘artifact’ items of this day were merely masterworks of a bygone age.” 
 
      
 
    Nodding thoughtfully, I take a good look at the remains of the keep for the first time. For having been neglected as long as it was, the condition isn’t that bad. Most of the walls look to be standing, though it seems damage from a catapult or spell took out part of the upper floors. “ 
 
      
 
    Together, we made our way into the heart of the keep. The place held little of its former glory, but sometimes you could see hints of the elven architecture, bits of stonework that hadn’t fallen into disrepair. But everywhere, there were signs of delicate carvings being chiseled away and defaced, formerly exquisite tapestries either burnt or allowed to molder and rot, and furniture that was all broken and rotten, if not missing entirely. The centuries had not been kind. 
 
      
 
    Trying to keep her eyes off the sad sight, Iqnora led us into the main hall. A huge hole at the far end marked where a catapult had made short work of a massive stained glass window. The stone still lay on a stone dais, now cracked and broken with the impact, the remains of whatever throne may have sat here crushed beneath it. 
 
      
 
    We moved behind the dais, and here Iqnora reached out to touch a stone emblazoned with a black rune. The stone glowed as her magic touched it. “I knew my time in the mortal realm was limited, so before the Terror came for me, I sealed away the castle’s treasuries and armory, to keep the artifacts out of the hands of those not worthy of them. The magic of this place is such that it hid the sealed areas from even magical searches. The control artifact was kept in the most secure vault.” As she spoke, stone shifted, dropping down to become a set of stairs leading beneath the floor. A hidden basement! 
 
      
 
    Iqnora led the way now, deactivating traps and other defenses as we passed through the stone corridors. I noted two large armories, and six lesser treasuries, running the length of the castle. If my internal map was correct, we were now almost directly underneath the entrance hall, and before us was a massive adamantine vault door. Iqnora uttered words of power, and a ward flashed in front of the door, before deactivating, and then the door slid open. 
 
      
 
    Inside was a storehouse of magic items, all of rare or higher grades, I was certain, but in the center was what to anyone from my world was immediately recognizable as desk-sized console, with a luxurious chair behind it. This would be the master interface for this castle, maybe even the whole territory! 
 
      
 
    Iqnora motioned me forward, and said, “Only the Master of the Castle, or those he dictates may use the console. I am no longer the Mistress of Lithaes Castle, and the magic knows this. Take your rightful seat, and we will have some idea about how much work there is left to do.” 
 
      
 
    I sat at the console, and placed one hand upon a marking that was clearly supposed to be a hand scanner. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Initializing… 
    
  New Owner detected! 
  Default parameters loaded. 
    
  It has been 1562 years, 6 months, 23 days, 8 hours, 12 minutes, and 54 seconds since last update. 
  Updating Status… 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Building Interface 
    
  Lithaes Castle 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP 
  
      	  1233608/8500000 
  
      	  MP 
  
      	  900000/900000 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP Regen 
  
      	  0 per min 
  
      	  MP Regen 
  
      	  1 per min 
  
     
 
      
      	  Defense 
  
      	  345690/500000 
  
      	  Shield 
  
      	  0/1000000 
  
     
 
      
      	  24543 PP 
  
      	  303450 GP 
  
      	  15600 SP 
  
      	  125032 CP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Statistics 
  
      	  See building statistics by section or type. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Upgrades 
  
      	  Choose available upgrades to castle. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Settings 
  
      	  Current display and power management settings. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Status 
  
      	  View damaged areas, prioritize repairs. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Huh. So there was more to this than simply throwing rocks together, it seemed. Still, considering it had been over fifteen hundred years since the last time someone played with the interface, this place has held up nicely. Still had most of its defense (I guess that’s what the walls being mostly intact meant), but it was in bad shape, with around an eighth of its total HP remaining. The fact that this place had mana, and a shield, was very interesting, as well. But before I got into upgrades or repairs, I decided to check the settings. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Settings 
  
     
 
      
      	  Command Method 
  
      	  <Manual Interface> 
  
      	  Voice Command 
  
      	  Mental Command 
  
     
 
      
      	  Display Method 
  
      	  <Physical Screen> 
  
      	  Audio Relay 
  
      	  Mental Display 
  
     
 
      
      	  Access Settings 
  
      	  Access List 
  
      	  Edit Access 
  
      	  Remove Access 
  
     
 
      
      	  Shield Charge 
  
      	  ON 
  
      	  <OFF> 
  
     
 
      
      	  Auto-Repair 
  
      	  ON 
  
      	  <OFF> 
  
     
 
      
      	  Physical Defenses 
  
      	  Upgrade Required 
  
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Magical Defenses 
  
      	  Upgrade Required 
  
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I quickly changed the settings to allow Mental Commands and Mental Display. Those were a no-brainer. I was pleasantly surprised, though, that I could now access the building menu anywhere in the castle so long as I gave a mental prompt to bring it up. Looking at the shield charge and auto-repair, I wondered why they were turned off. Upon inspecting them, I found out: 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Shield Charge – Recharges the Castle’s magical shield, to help protect it from attacks. The shield absorbs damage instead of the castle walls, providing an extra layer of defense. It also prevents some harmful spells and effects from entering the castle. It does not prevent enemies from entering the castle. Turning this option on reserves 100000 MP from the castle’s supply, and charges the shield at a rate of 1000 points per hour. Shield recharge is suppressed whenever the Owner or a designated representative is not present within castle boundaries. 
    
  Auto-Repair – Uses available materials to repair the physical structure of the castle, restoring lost HP and Defense. Must have a supply of the correct materials to begin repairs. Rate of repair is 1000 HP and 250 Defense per hour. Repair If used in conjunction with someone using an appropriate skill (Construction, Woodworking, Architecture), repair speed increases based on user’s skill rank. Turning this option on reserves 200000 MP from the castle’s supply. Auto-Repair is suppressed whenever the Owner or a designated representative is not present within castle boundaries, or when there is no available material to use for repairs. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    That explained it. Since no owner was around to provide the commands to the console, the functions shut off. They used an ungodly amount of MP, and would take over a month for the shields to charge, and a helluvalot longer for the castle, if I didn’t find a way to speed it along. I might be able to upgrade that Auto-Repair function. Anyways, I turned them both on, reserving a full third of the castle’s mana supply. Best start things charging up early. While I was at it, I went ahead and added Lexichan and Iqnora as authorized users, though their permissions didn’t match mine. I designated Iqnora my Seneschal and Lexichan my ‘Heir-Designate’. Basically, if I got kicked out of the game somehow, Lexichan became the new owner. 
 
      
 
    Looking up at the others, I said, “We’re in business. There’s a lot of work to do, but I’ve started charging the defense shields and the auto-repair functions. If we can get proper materials to the castle, and craftsmen to speed the process, the castle will repair itself. I’ll have to play around with upgrades to see if there’s anything to speed that up.” 
 
      
 
    I looked around, and said, “For now, Della, you take the girls and find rooms for us to set up in until the residential areas of the castle are rebuilt. Then you may all pursue your own ends until dinner.” 
 
      
 
    When they left, I went back to the interface, and called up the Upgrades page. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Facility Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Name 
  
      	  Cost 
  
      	  Description 
  
     
 
      
      	  Advanced Auto-Repair 
  
      	  100000 GP 
  
      	  Auto-Repair increases speed to restore 1% of castle HP and Defense each hour, provided appropriate material is present, but eliminates worker bonus to speed. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Mist Workers 
  
      	  50000 GP 
  
      	  Unlocks Mist Worker ability. Registered users may summon Mist Workers to do physical, unskilled tasks around castle. Mist Workers cost 100 MP and last for 24 hours. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Mystic Forge 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades the current Forge and Smithy to a Mystic Forge, allowing the processing of magical metals and materials. Allows advanced smithing techniques. 
  (Locked until Forge repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Alchemy Lab 
  
      	  2000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a basic Alchemy Lab, allowing the creation of potions and other alchemic works. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Research Lab 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a lab suitable for magical research. Is an upgrade of the Enchanter’s Lab. 
  (Locked until Enchanter’s Lab repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Craftsman’s Workshop 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades the Workshop to a Craftsman’s Workshop, giving +20% bonus to all general crafting skills (Woodworking, Sculpture, Painting, and so on). 
  (Locked until Workshop repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Library 
  
      	  500 GP 
  
      	  Creates a basic Library. Additional levels increases space. Books purchased separately. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Tailor/Leatherworker 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a Tailor/Leatherworker’s Shop. Allows crafting of Cloth and Leather goods. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Stables 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Creates basic stables for up to 20 mounts. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Throne Room, Lv 3 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades Throne Room to Level 3. 
  (Locked until Throne Room repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Living Quarters 
  
      	  Special 
  
      	  Creates residences, kitchens, dining halls, baths, and so on for castle residents and staff. Price depends on options selected. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dungeons 
  
      	  Special 
  
      	  Creates a dungeon to keep prisoners secure. Price depends on options selected. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Training Hall 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Constructs a Training Hall, suitable for weapons and magic training. Allows Class Trainer upgrade. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dark Temple 
  
      	  20000 GP 
  
      	  Upgrades Dark Shrine to Dark Temple. +20% to all divine spells cast by Evil or Neutral characters. Additional +20% to all divine spells cast by worshipers of the Goddess venerated at the Temple (Currently: Sharess). 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Area Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Locked until new features explored. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Townland Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Locked until townlands settled. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Defensive Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Area Scan 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Provides detailed map of area, including enemy troop movements.
(Locked until Astrogatorium built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Veil 
  
      	  100000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical veil that hides the castle from view to anyone hostile to the Owner or the residents. Reserves 50000 MP from Castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Everfilling Well 
  
      	  100000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical well and cistern that constantly refills itself with clean, pure water. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Deathwater Moat 
  
      	  50000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes filled with Deathwater Poison, killing enemies that touch it. Useless against Undead or Constructs. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Acid Moat 
  
      	  5000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes filled with potent acid, dissolving everything except for earth (will affect allies as well). No effect on Earth-type creatures. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Flaming Moat 
  
      	  10000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes perpetually filled with flaming oil, doing damage to all who try to cross it. Smoke may impair vision. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Augmented Walls 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Augments castle walls with various effects. Price based on options selected. 
  (Locked until Magical Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Weapons Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Ballista 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical ballista. Can be upgraded or enchanted for further effects. Ammunition costs 1 MP per shot from castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Trebuchet 
  
      	  10000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical trebuchet. Can be upgraded or enchanted for further effects. Ammunition costs 10 MP per shot from castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “Well, fuck. What am I going to do first?” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 55 – Basebuilding for Beginners 
 
    Well, there were a few no-brainers. We had a shortage of skilled craftsmen, and their talents could be better served rebuilding the town and the surrounding area. So ‘Advanced Auto-Repair’ was a given. Plus, I liked the idea of being able to stockpile material and have my castle repair itself. 1% per hour wasn’t much, but it changed the repair time from months to days, and that wasn’t bad. 
 
      
 
    Next on the list was the Mist Workers. While the description suggested that they’d be useless in a fight, being able to summon manual laborers was always good. I wouldn’t trust them for something that required a degree of fine motor skills, like picking fruit. Even basic things like cutting trees or mining would best be left to those who had the skills. But hauling the trees, stone, and ore around? Or preparing ground for building? Or plowing a field? Or clearing debris? That was all possible. Maybe more, once I figured out their limits. So they were purchased, too. 
 
      
 
    That cost me 15000 PP, but since I paid for it from the castle treasury, I didn’t mind as much. The next thing I really, really wanted was that ‘Area Scan’ upgrade, but it was missing a prereq, and that ‘Astrogatorium’ wasn’t on the list of things I could build. Which probably meant that it was something that you had to build after one or two other things were up, like in those RTS games, where certain units or buildings couldn’t be bought until a couple other things had been built. In my case, that probably meant the Magic Lab needed to happen first, which was one more reason to get that repair work done soon. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to wait until the walls and towers were repaired before deciding on defensive weapons and emplacements, so I left that for the moment. I did, however, get the Everfilling Well, Alchemy Lab, Tailor/Leatherworker Workshop, Training Hall, and the Library (which held 5 book lots). The result was that a new section opened on the Upgrades list, called ‘Extras’. I’d look at that in a sec. First, I needed to make this place livable. So I opened the Living Quarters upgrade section. 
 
      
 
    There was a LOT of stuff going on here, but when it was done, I had a master suite for myself and my harem, nice rooms for guild officers, Iqnora, and visiting dignitaries, barracks for guild members when they were in the castle, some well-equipped kitchens, a dining hall that also served as a guild hall, and baths (including a separate, and more luxurious, one for myself, my pets, and the officers). I also had a private study/office. All to the tune of 25000 GP and 200000 MP from the castle stores. Of course, most of that was just bare space, with the basic equipment needed. I’d have to get craftsmen to make furnishings. 
 
      
 
    That done, I opened the Upgrades page again, to see what had changed. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Facility Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Name 
  
      	  Cost 
  
      	  Description 
  
     
 
      
      	  Mystic Forge 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades the current Forge and Smithy to a Mystic Forge, allowing the processing of magical metals and materials. Allows advanced smithing techniques. 
  (Locked until Forge repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Research Lab 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a lab suitable for magical research. Is an upgrade of the Enchanter’s Lab. 
  (Locked until Enchanter’s Lab repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Craftsman’s Workshop 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades the Workshop to a Craftsman’s Workshop, giving +20% bonus to all general crafting skills (Woodworking, Sculpture, Painting, and so on). 
  (Locked until Workshop repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Stables 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Creates basic stables for up to 20 mounts. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Throne Room, Lv 3 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Upgrades Throne Room to Level 3. 
  (Locked until Throne Room repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Living Quarters 
  
      	  Special 
  
      	  Creates residences, kitchens, dining halls, baths, and so on for castle residents and staff. Price depends on options selected. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dungeons 
  
      	  Special 
  
      	  Creates a dungeon to keep prisoners secure. Price depends on options selected. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dark Temple 
  
      	  20000 GP 
  
      	  Upgrades Dark Shrine to Dark Temple. +20% to all divine spells cast by Evil or Neutral characters. Additional +20% to all divine spells cast by worshipers of the Goddess venerated at the Temple (Currently: Sharess). 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Area Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Locked until new features explored. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Townland Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Locked until townlands settled. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Defensive Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Area Scan 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Provides detailed map of area, including enemy troop movements.
(Locked until Astrogatorium built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Veil 
  
      	  100000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical veil that hides the castle from view to anyone hostile to the Owner or the residents. Reserves 50000 MP from Castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Deathwater Moat 
  
      	  50000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes filled with Deathwater Poison, killing enemies that touch it. Useless against Undead or Constructs. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Acid Moat 
  
      	  5000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes filled with potent acid, dissolving everything except for earth (will affect allies as well). No effect on Earth-type creatures. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Flaming Moat 
  
      	  10000 GP 
  
      	  Moat becomes perpetually filled with flaming oil, doing damage to all who try to cross it. Smoke may impair vision. 
  (Current Moat: Cursed Moat) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Augmented Walls 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Augments castle walls with various effects. Price based on options selected. 
  (Locked until Magical Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Weapons Upgrades 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Ballista 
  
      	  1000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical ballista. Can be upgraded or enchanted for further effects. Ammunition costs 1 MP per shot from castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Magic Trebuchet 
  
      	  10000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a magical trebuchet. Can be upgraded or enchanted for further effects. Ammunition costs 10 MP per shot from castle stores. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Extras 
  
     
 
      
      	  Everful Larder 
  
      	  2000 GP 
  
      	  Creates a larder that never runs out of beginner-level ingredients. Not as bad as field rations, and starvation isn’t an issue, but still… 
  
     
 
      
      	  Basic Book Lot 
  
      	  100 GP 
  
      	  A lot of books providing a 10% bonus on skills relating to a single subject (such as Alchemy, or History). 
  
     
 
      
      	  Intermediate Book Lot 
  
      	  500 GP 
  
      	  A lot of books providing a 25% bonus on skills relating to a single subject (such as Alchemy, or History). Counts as 3 book lots. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Advanced Book Lot 
  
      	  1500 GP 
  
      	  A lot of books providing a 50% bonus on skills relating to a single subject (such as Alchemy, or History). Counts as 5 book lots. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Master Book Lot 
  
      	  5000 GP 
  
      	  A lot of books providing a 75% bonus on skills relating to a single subject (such as Alchemy, or History). Counts as 10 book lots. 
  
     
 
      
      	  General Book Lot 
  
      	  200 GP 
  
      	  A lot of books providing a 5% bonus on skills relating to any subject. Counts as 3 book lots. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Class Trainer 
  
      	  100 GP 
  
      	  Creates Trainer Orb, allows user to unlock most Classes and Advanced Classes. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Training Dummy 
  
      	  100 GP 
  
      	  Creates basic training dummy for weapons and spell training (indestructible). 
  
     
 
      
      	  Enchanted Training Dummy 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a construct training dummy enchanted to fight back. 
  (Locked until Enchanter’s Lab repaired.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Transport Tiles 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a teleport tile that transports those who step on it to a designated spot. 
  (Locked until Magic Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Secret Passage 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a ‘Passage’ that allows two-way travel between two points. Options: Concealed, Password, Master only. Further options may be unlocked with later research. 
  (Locked until Magic Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Portal 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a two-way Portal to a single point. 
  (Locked until Magic Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Mystic Gate 
  
      	  N/A 
  
      	  Creates a one-way Portal to a point determined by traveler. May result in mishaps if user is not familiar with destination or imprecise with directions. 
  (Locked until Magic Research Lab built.) 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I was definitely going to have to get those magic facilities repaired! But some of the extras were appealing immediately. While I doubted we’d be using it much with Cookie around (no way would she use ‘beginner’ ingredients unless there was no choice), I picked up the Everful Larder, because having food to go with the water from the well would make a siege much easier to outlast. The Training Dummy and Class Trainer orb were also immediate buys, so that when my slaves and guildmembers needed classes or advanced classes unlocked, they wouldn’t have to run off if they didn’t want to, except for obscure classes. And being able to train weapons and spells on an indestructible dummy was a no-brainer. 
 
      
 
    Then I picked the ‘Advanced Book Lot’ for History, to put in the Library. I’d have to expand that library later, or add in new ones around the castle, but given the angry dragoness, Iqnora, and all the other things going on, being able to research lore was going to be a potent weapon in this game. 
 
      
 
    I realized I’d been at this for a whole hour! I took a brief look at the building interface again, and was pleased to see that at least some of the damage to the building and defenses had been repaired. Apparently, the debris from the attacks counted as having at least a bit of the appropriate materials on hand. I still needed to go and see about getting resources, though. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Building Interface 
    
  Lithaes Castle 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP 
  
      	  1318608/8500000 
  
      	  MP 
  
      	  400060/900000 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP Regen 
  
      	  0 per min 
  
      	  MP Regen 
  
      	  1 per min 
  
     
 
      
      	  Defense 
  
      	  350690/500000 
  
      	  Shield 
  
      	  1000/1000000 
  
     
 
      
      	  9043 PP 
  
      	  173750 GP 
  
      	  15600 SP 
  
      	  125032 CP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Statistics 
  
      	  See building statistics by section or type. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Upgrades 
  
      	  Choose available upgrades to castle. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Settings 
  
      	  Current display and power management settings. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Status 
  
      	  View damaged areas, prioritize repairs. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    But first, I ought to take a look through these treasuries, right? Just to get an idea of what was in there besides a (now reduced but still quite) extreme amount of money? Yes, I really must! Of course, the mental interface went and ruined my plans of ‘Scrooge McDucking’ through the vault, and just popped up an inventory sheet. Spoilsport. 
 
      
 
    There was pages of stuff in the list, broken down by different factors. Of the six ‘lesser’ treasuries, I found that there was one each for different types of crafting materials, and they were all chock full of magically preserved, high level stuff. Which of course meant that none of our crafters could use them yet, but once someone got to the point where they could make things out of mithril or Hellspawned Spider Queen’s Silk or other such things, then we’d be in good shape. The storehouses were for Ores, Stones and Gems, Herbs, Fabrics, Leathers (including bones), and Miscellaneous (things like drop items from quests and such). 
 
      
 
    The magic items in the main vault were all really too high level for me, but once I got to level 80 or so, I’d be able to trick myself out with some truly badass gear. Same story with the armories. They were great, for your level 80+ characters, but for those of us who had just started, we were going to need to wait a while. 
 
      
 
    Dismissing the inventory sheet for now, I got up from the console, and sealed the vault once more. I didn’t want to do any more upgrades until everything was repaired, and we were going to need more Greenstone in order to make that happen. Which meant I’d have to organize a work party, and head out to the quarries to see about getting the stone. Even if we got more than was needed, having a supply laid in for the auto-repair if we came under attack wasn’t a bad thing. 
 
      
 
    As I considered these options, I found myself moving through the keep, towards the new living quarters. That wasn’t what concerned me, however. What concerned me (well, maybe ‘concerned’ is too strong a word) was the moans I heard from one of the rooms. Female moans. Like any good pervert, I was very interested in seeing what was going on. 
 
      
 
    Stepping into one of the servants’ quarters, I found myself presented with Severa, naked from the waist down, with a winged human woman kneeling submissively between her legs, servicing her. I could tell it was a woman, despite her armor, due to the shape, without even Observing her. Severa looked up as I came in, but didn’t stop the woman’s attentions. 
 
      
 
    “Mind telling me what the fuck is going on?” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 56 – Initiative and Boundaries 
 
    Severa moaned as the woman’s tongue continued its work, and said, “Master, it is as you see, this slave is pleasuring me because I ordered her to. Emmete is learning her place after giving me lip.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. “Oh? I thought you hated it when I used those methods to teach you, slut. And tell me, why do you have authority to make this woman eat you?” 
 
      
 
    A look of displeasure crossed Severa’s face, and she said, “I did hate it, and you. I still do. But it is effective, I’ll give you that. And I have the authority because she is my slave. I caught her while on my trial, but the magic wouldn’t let me bring her back into your chambers, so she was kept in stasis until we arrived here.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled at that, and took a moment to Observe the woman, while I considered the implications of this. I knew that a slave of someone who was then made a slave would be transferred into the new owner’s property, but it appeared that someone already a slave could take another as a slave. Very interesting. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Emmete the Valiant 
  Half-Celestial Human Female 
  Level 41 Valkyrie (Paladin) / Rogue 
  Titles: Blessed of Uhona, Valiant One, Undying, Humanbane, Manslayer, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Oh-ho! This was another powerful catch, and would do nicely as a guard for this place, along with the drow. I considered, and then said, “Severa, order your slave to stop. Then, you will give her the following orders: She is never to attack me, my property, my associates, or those of my guild save in self-defense after being attacked; She is to aid in the defense of this castle; and She is to follow the commands of myself, Iqnora, or any officer of my guild. And I forbid you from countering any of those orders later.” 
 
      
 
    Severa grimaced as the implications of those rules crossed her mind, but complied, not having a choice in the matter. That done, she looked up to me, and said, “Is there anything else I can do for you, Master?” She sounded resentful. Well, I’d just spoiled an attempt to free herself from me, it seemed, so that’s too bad. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. You showed good initiative with this little scheme, but it seems you need to remember the importance of boundaries. Turn around and bend over. Command your slave to watch, so she can see the lesson, as well.” I paused, and looked down at the new slave for a moment. She was strikingly beautiful, like a warrior goddess. Or a warrior slave queen. It was an alluring look, to be sure. “Emmete, was it? I am Zayn Darkmore, and your Mistress is my slave. She has commanded you to obey me, but do not worry. Serve well, and I won’t order you to defile yourself with me. If I take you, it will be for one of three reasons. You have done something worthy of punishment, your Mistress sent you to me, for reasons of her own, or you come to me of your own will.” 
 
      
 
    That done, I pulled off my pants, and said, “Now Severa, you remember when we first met?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Master.” 
 
      
 
    I lined up at the woman’s back door, and smiled, “Time for round two.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    (LATER) 
 
      
 
    After thoroughly showing Severa why she shouldn’t try to push the boundaries of her enslavement to me, I had Emmete clean the girl up with her tongue. Severa was not really coherent at the moment, so I decided to get more information about her trial later. It seemed I was going to have to talk with all my pets to see what they did on their trials, and keep any other surprises from coming up. 
 
      
 
    For now, though, I considered the question about getting supplies to heal the damage to the castle. Stone and lumber could be gathered in the surrounding areas, and the mist workers would easily be able to drag them back to the castle, but securing them in the first place would be a problem. For that we needed men. 
 
      
 
    Well, I took that back. After checking the interface again and seeing the descriptions of the mist workers, I figured that I could have them harvest raw stone from the quarry easily enough. That didn’t take much in the way of skill since I only needed the raw stone, not worked blocks, and I didn’t need to separate them like I’d have to do mining for ore and gems. Anything more complicated than ‘slab of stone’, and I’d need actual people. I summoned a few of them, and sent them to work. 
 
      
 
    Right. Now what was next? I’ve set the castle rebuilding itself, so I should check in with the drow slaves, and make sure they had orders to guard this place and serve the guild members. They would hate that, so I was looking forward to hearing their reactions. That reminded me, I still had to go to drow lands and see what my new properties looked like, but I’d want to be stronger before I did that. 
 
      
 
    There was too much to do. If I tried to do it all at once, I’d go mad. And I had a new bedroom complete with a nice comfy bed that I was eager to see. Might as well set my chambers in order. After giving the generic orders to the women, I picked out four of the drowesses, and had them follow me. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Ratha Yelris 
  Drow Female 
  Level 33 Priestess / Fighter 
  Titles: Spiderkissed, Manslayer, Elfbane, Blademistress, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Ayla Inasys 
  Drow Female 
  Level 32 Swashbuckler / Ice Sorceress 
  Titles: Sadistic, Spiderkissed, Frosttouched, Elfbane, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Thaola Daera 
  Drow Female 
  Level 35 Rogue / Priestess 
  Titles: Catlike, Elfbane, Ladykiller, Poisoner, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Jastra Sylrya 
  Drow Female 
  Level 38 Bard / Monk 
  Titles: Beautiful One, Cunning One, Stonefist, Manslayer, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The drowesses followed silently to my chambers, apparently not trusting their mouths not to get them into the same trouble they’d seen Enania get into. As we walked, I explained how things were going to be from now on. “As I am lord of this castle, it is only fitting that I post a guard on my chambers. You three,” I pointed to Ratha, Ayla, and Thaola, “are going to be my Guardians. At all times of the day or night, one of you shall be posted by my door, safeguarding my chambers, and any guests I allow inside, while keeping at bay any who do not have my leave to enter. You will leave your post for no reason save for my command, or your relief comes at the appointed hour. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    The slaves nodded. This wasn’t an uncommon thing, so they understood the basics well enough. There was still some resentment at the fact that they were slaves, but I noticed the rogue understood that they were going to be getting some special treatment because of this. She would be one to watch. Either she would become a problem, or she would become one of my more successful slaves. 
 
      
 
    As we entered the master’s suite, I saw that Kylana and Iqnora were already there. I split the three guards into shifts. Ratha would have the first shift, stretching from 4 AM to Noon. Ayla would have the second shift, lasting from Noon to 8 PM. And Thaola would guard through the night, from 8 PM to 4 AM. That meant that it was now Ayla’s shift, and I allowed the other two to go relax until someone called them or it was time for their shift. 
 
      
 
    Looking to Jastra, I said, “You shall be my Stewardess. Your job is to manage my chambers, prepare my clothes for the next day, and so on. You are a monk, yes? You shall share my bed unless I say otherwise, and shall use your skills to protect myself and guests to my chamber. Understood?” The drow shuddered as she realized what she’d be doing, but nodded, none too pleased with these events. She was a proud drowess, not a maid, and now she was an incubus’s sex pet. The thought was galling to her, to be sure. 
 
      
 
    I turned to look at the other two, and was amused by Kylana’s embarrassed look at me telling the drowess that she’d be warming my bed for me. Reaching up, I lifted the Hellion’s face up to look at mine. “My dear, you’re going to have to get used to the fact that, regardless of my new nature, I am still an Incubus, and have needs. You’re my familiar, not my slave, so I will never force you to indulge me, but I can promise you many new experiences if you simply let me.” 
 
      
 
    Iqnora cut in, her arms slipping around my waist as she pushed herself against my back. I could feel two large and lovely orbs pressing against my shoulder blades. “Master, if she isn’t willing, I still haven’t thanked you properly for saving me from the Terror.” The tone of her voice left little doubt about how she wished to ‘thank’ me. 
 
      
 
    Looking back at Kylana, I leaned down and kissed her lightly upon the lips. “You may stay and watch, or join in. I’ll let you decide.” Looking over to Jastra, I said, “Pleasure yourself as you watch the show. You may stop when I fall asleep, or command otherwise.” The drowess simply scowled, but began pulling her clothes aside so she could do as commanded. 
 
      
 
    I turned my back on Kylana to look at Iqnora as I began pulling off my clothes. The woman blushed, and muttered something. “…in front of an audience!” I simply smiled as I finished removing my clothes, and placed one hand on the elf woman’s shoulder, guiding her down to her knees. “Oh, wow!” 
 
      
 
    That shook Kylana out of her shocked reaction, and she moved down to her knees as well. “I’m joining in!” 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, I had a very good night. 
 
      
 
    In the morning, however, I was inundated with reports on the status of the castle and the village. As I’d instructed yesterday, work had begun on making suitable living areas for the people of the village. While it was a far cry from actual homes, thatched rooves had been made to cover the remains of several buildings, at least providing shelter for the people. 
 
      
 
    Some of the farmers had begun a survey of the nearby fields. While there were still low stone walls denoting the edges of the fields, the fields had not been tended in centuries, and had begun growing wild with both weeds and useful things intermixed. There was even an orchard with a good many apple trees that would need tending to, but offered fresh fruit at this time of year. Clearing the land would have been difficult with the simple tools they brought, if it were not for a couple of the farmers knowing enough Earth Magic to help with the task. 
 
      
 
    With the game the hunters brought back from the forest, we looked to be in good shape as far as food and shelter went. I also told my lieutenants to let the villagers know that I had arranged for the Everfilling Well and Everful Larder, so that they could know that, even if it took a while for the village to be self-sustaining, there was no risk of their children starving. That, and the Mist Workers helping to clear debris and plow the fields once they had been cleared would do wonders for morale, now that most people at least had a roof over their head. 
 
      
 
    The big news, though, came from one of my guild members, who thought to work on his Mining skill in the nearby mines. We had Undead in the mines! 
 
      
 
    Hrozne was practically giddy. It was sickening, really. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 57 – Cursed Mine 
 
    On the way to the mine, I forced Hrozne to spill why shi was so happy. As I thought, it was more than just a necromancer with the ‘Lichloved’ title being weird about undead. Oh sure, the fact that there were undead shi would be able to ‘enjoy’ was part of it. We all had our fetishes, so I wasn’t going to judge, but I drew the line at mindless undead. Hrozne, on the other hand, did not. OK, so maybe I’m judging just a bit. But zombie boning just isn’t my deal. 
 
      
 
    It seems that, while Severa picked up a hot chick to enslave, and I grabbed a couple women as well, Hrozne had picked up a quest from Mirelth’s daughter, Merkath. Merkath the Dark, actually, and she was a vampiric dragon who had been trapped in the trials much like Iqnora had, except I gathered there wasn’t much about it that was Merkath’s choice. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Free the Dark Daughter 
  One of the last daughters of Mirelth the Adorable, Merkath the Dark, has survived defeat at the hands of those who captured her mother by becoming a vampire, but she has been trapped within a tomb in the Wyrmwood. Seek the tomb where she has been sealed, and release her. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Free Merkath the Dark from her imprisonment in the Astral Planes. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Give up on the quest. 
  Refuse to free Merkath the Dark. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Reward 
  
      	  Experience 
  Gold 
  1 item from the Dragon’s hoard 
  Increased faction relationship with Mirelth 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased faction relationship with Mirelth 
  Dragon’s Curse 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Once the quest was shared, and everything was explained, I admit I was more excited to go hunting undead. Not like Hrozne, but still, this looked like it would be a solid chunk of XP, and a secret chance to move that Mirelth quest event forward. Plus, I needed to get these undead out of my mine so I could get Mithral gear! 
 
      
 
    Finding the mine was easy enough, given that the guildie that found it marked it on the guild map so someone could play exterminator later. It was your standard fantasy-style mine. Wood beams, rails for the cars, and so on. Oh, and it was dark, but Hrozne had a Shadow Magic spell that gave people darkvision, so we didn’t need to carry torches for the humans in the group. 
 
      
 
    As we entered the mine, I saw a notification that this was the ‘Cursed Mine’. Apparently, the mine was now a minidungeon now that we knew undead were crawling around in here. It wasn’t long before we saw the first ‘volunteer’ for destruction. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Miner 
  Elf Zombie Male 
  Level 42 Zombie 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Slightly stronger than our individual levels, but nothing we couldn’t tear through easily. Especially since the only one without the Undead Bane title was the necromancer. The loot was basic, since it was only wearing tattered work clothes. The shoes and clothing was all beyond hope, and the only gear the zombie had on him were a mining pick and a dagger. The pick was fairly mundane, if well-made and still in good condition after all this time. The dagger, on the other hand, had been embedded in the zombie’s back, pinning a note there. The note was written in blood. That made it a LOT more interesting. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Renard’s Dagger 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Dagger 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Uncommon 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  60 – 85 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Piercing 
  
     
 
      
      	  Forged from steel, this dagger is a solid military piece, though the design is from ages past. Intended to be as beautiful as it is deadly, the blade is engraved with the image of a crashing wave, while the hilt is inset with the symbol of a knight’s order. 
  Requires: Good Alignment 
    
  +50 Attack 
  +20 DEX 
  Blessed – Deals 50% more damage to Evil creatures. Deals 50% less damage to Good creatures. 
  Enchanted: Dragonbane – Deals 3x damage to Dragons. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  To whomever reads this note, know that the work is not yet done! I tracked the beast to the land of the elves, but the coming Terrors have kept them from all sense about the dangers of the beast and her kin. They will not aid me in my quest. 
    
  Despite Grendit’s interference, I tracked the beast to a temple to the elven gods, and found the damned elves trying to aid the beast. They were attempting to remove the wasting curse that had been placed upon the beast, restoring it to full power! 
    
  I have stopped them, but my body is broken and the beast is not yet dead. I beg of you, send word to the order, so that this evil might be purged. 
    
  Sir Renard Proudmore the Black 
  Order of St. George 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest alert! 
    
  The Knight’s Missive 
    
  Sir Rendard Proudmore the Black, a Knight of the Order of St. George, has written a message in his own blood, begging those who read it to see that the evil his order pursued into elven lands is destroyed. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Discover Sir Renard’s fate and report to the Order. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Refuse to report to the order or protect Sir Renard’s quarry. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  An item from the Order’s armories. 
  Order of St. George faction reputation increases to Friendly. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Order of St. George faction reputation becomes Hatred. 
  Bounty placed on your heads by the Order. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    So most gamers wouldn’t have a clue what this meant, except for a quest to get some gear and the friendship of a knight order. For lightsiders, especially warrior or paladin types, this is a no brainer. But living in WoD and the lore there, which often pulled from real life history, I knew a few things average people might not. Like St. George. Sounds like some Catholic dude, right? Except he was supposedly a Knight who went about slaying dragons. So this was a Dragonslayer order. 
 
      
 
    Add on what Hrozne’s quest told us, and the Knight’s note, and I was starting to get a picture of what happened here. Merkath tried to free her mother from slavery, but was forced to flee. Apparently, the dragonslayers put some kind of curse on her, to boot, and she came to the elves to try and get free of the curse. The knight interrupted a magic ritual in the middle of casting. This resulted in Merkath becoming undead, and trapped in the Trials somehow, and who knows what else. 
 
      
 
    So at best, this order was a bunch of well-meaning zealots who saw it as their holy mission to wipe out dragons and blah blah blah. More likely, there were a few ‘true believers’ in the mix, but most were assholes out for power, and wanted a cause that sounded righteous. And I had a feeling they were already going to be hating me quite a bit, since I was a Dragonfriend and Dragon Consort. Oh, and I had freed a dragon goddess. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Let’s keep going. Seems there’s more going on here than we thought.” 
 
      
 
    Ancient abandoned mines are tricky things. Cave-ins are a major concern, as the age of support beams becomes questionable. Magic doesn’t help much in that regard, since even permanent enchantments can fade or become warped over centuries. Especially if any damage happens to the item enchanted. Mines are also dark, and torches are a major risk, because sometimes gas builds up in places, and fire tends to make it go boom. Then there’s underground chasms, flooded tunnels, and more. And that’s just the NATRUAL issues. When you start thinking about monsters, bandits, or greedy people, then there’s a reason that any miner with a high skill level probably also has some decent combat skills. 
 
      
 
    Which made the fact that all these miner zombies we kept seeing all the more worrisome. If they had all been killed by the Knight on his way in, that was one thing. But that didn’t seem quite right. Hrozne said that Merkath told him the entrance to the cave was elsewhere, and had since caved in. The mine later broke into the temple corridors by accident, likely long after whatever happened with Merkath and the knight. Which meant something else killed these miners and raised them as undead. 
 
      
 
    The zombie miners continued to come at us, sometimes in groups of two or three, and occasionally a Foreman in the mix, a few levels higher. But they were mindless, and we were high enough level that they weren’t much trouble. Honestly, the biggest difficulty with these mindless undead types is that they weren’t like living people. You had to beat them until they stopped moving. A quick blade slitting their throat wouldn’t do it. Annoying! 
 
      
 
    Eventually, we found our way down to the place the miners broke through into the temple’s tunnels. I could tell, because there was a big hole in one wall, where someone obviously broke into another passage, with a golden barrier set up, keeping the undead back. It looked to be powered by runes gathering local mana to keep the barrier going, rather than the caster powering it. Which was good, since the skeleton wearing a knight’s plate mail on the other side of the barrier didn’t look like it was capable of maintaining a holy barrier. 
 
      
 
    Severa checked the barrier over, before using her rogue skills to take it down without blowing us all up (always a plus). Scratching one of the runes with her dagger caused the barrier to flicker, and then fade. The key was in scratching the right rune. Take out the one that draws in mana, and you’re fine. Take out the one that channels it, or the one that tells the mana what to do, and you’ve got a bomb set to go critical. 
 
      
 
    As I stepped forward, the skeleton stirred, and rose to its feet with a clacking of bones and the sound of shifting metal. And when it spoke, it was in a cold voice, tinged with magic. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Renard Proudmore 
  Human Deathless Knight Male 
  Level 60 Holy Avenger (Paladin) / Dragonslayer (Fighter) 
  Titles: Knight, Pious One, Undead Bane, Demonslayer, Dragonslayer, Elf Bane, Cursed One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “Hold, adventurers! I seek no quarrel with you, but shall allow none to pass. Beyond this point, a great evil has been sealed.” 
 
      
 
    “Evil? I think not. Just a dutiful daughter trying to free her mother from slavery, no?” I chuckled. I had to admit, I enjoyed getting a rise out of the ‘holier than thou’ types. That might explain why the New Jehovah’s Witnesses never came to my door after that first time when I tried to convert them to being Jedis. 
 
      
 
    The deathless knight visibly bristled at this, and drew his sword, a wicked greatsword that still glowed with a holy light. I wondered, for a moment, about how the undead creature could bear to hold it, before realizing it was speaking again. “Have the years been so long that fools have become senile enough to think that dragons are ‘people’? They are not! They are monsters born of evil that thrive on the suffering of mortals! It is the duty of all righteous souls to stamp out their filth wherever they can be found.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, no. See, my name is Zayn Darkmore, and I am called Dragonfriend. And you are not worth my time. Hrozne? Deal with this fool.” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne chuckled, and stepped forward, a staff in hir hand. “Ah, I hadn’t hoped to meet a ‘Deathless Knight’! A rare kind of undead that sometimes happens when a holy warrior is cursed or killed by some powerful necromantic effect, no? I shall enjoy studying you!” 
 
      
 
    The knight uttered a curse, the dark red orbs where the skeleton’s ‘eyes’ would be seeming to grow brighter with his rage. “Insolent necromancer! You and all your friends shall be purged by the holy light! In the name of Pelor, God of the Light, Protector of the Righteous, I shall end you!” And with that, the knight launched himself forward, his glowing two-handed sword raised high above his head, aiming to cleave Hrozne in two with a single blow! 
 
      
 
    And Hrozne just smiled, and cast a single spell. “Death’s Slave.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 58 – Knightmares 
 
    The deathless knight froze in place as Hrozne’s spell took hold. The necromancer chuckled, and said, “Honestly, don’t you paladin types learn anything besides propaganda? You may call yourself ‘deathless’, but you are an undead. Which means that a necromancer like myself is quite capable of making you my toy.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, and said, “Well, that was good. Now, shall we continue on and free the undead dragon so she can join her mother?” 
 
      
 
    The knight laughed smugly, and said, “You may have enslaved me, but you’ll never find Mirelth! The Order made sure of that! She was too much for us alone, but when we made her an enemy of all lands, we were victorious!” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, so you manipulated events so Mirelth attacked the kingdoms, and they sent their best warriors against her to do what pathetic, hateful weaklings like you couldn’t. Got it. Anyways, that’s not an issue. I personally freed Mirelth months ago and I believe she’s currently hunting down the descendants of those who captured her. I’m sure she’ll be happy to know that your Order was behind it all.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    (Elsewhere) 
 
    Jayden cursed as she turned the corner into what had been the slums of Duskhaven. Used to be, back before the Duskfall, which is what people were calling the Dragon’s Curse that had isolated the city and turned everyone into the living dead, bound to the city’s borders. 
 
      
 
    The Churches and the government were in disarray after the Duskfall. Hell, the entire kingdom was in disarray, according to what she had heard from the Travelers who had allies outside the city. It made sense with the King and high-ranking ministers trapped within the city. And none had found a way to soothe the dragon’s anger. 
 
      
 
    Not until now. Jayden was a Traveler herself, and her college roommate was in the Brudrinen Empire, and had gained enough rep with the scholars in Thol Darum that he had access to the Royal Libraries there. He had uncovered an account in the archives, listing the surviving members of the group that had taken down Mirelth back in the day. There were four individuals that had survived that battle. That much was known to loremasters. But between her friend’s research, and her own ventures into the Duskhaven Royal Library, she had found the surviving family of one of those men, the Shieldweaver line. 
 
      
 
    Stanway Lashlord and his two surviving children were the direct descendants of the Shieldweaver from the ancient story. When she found that out, she’d gotten a quest to kill Lashlord and his entire house. It offered a lot, but the big thing was that it would advance the Duskfall Event. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Jayden Redmane 
  Half-Celestial Human Living Dead Female 
  Level 50 Assassin (Rogue) / Ranger 
  Titles: Silent Killer, Human Bane, Manslayer, Lightfoot, Poison Master, Dragoncursed 
  Guild: Night’s Requiem 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Jayden sighed as she looked at her status. The ‘Living Dead’ and ‘Dragoncursed’ parts still annoyed her. They had been given to everyone who had been caught in the city when the dragon Mirelth unleashed her spell, trapping everyone. Her guild, Night’s Requiem, had been working with the local Thieves’ Guild to try and sort out those annoying Scions of Torgan that were disrupting trade. 
 
      
 
    Now, she had a chance to get herself, maybe the whole guild, free of the city. She just had to return alive with the information she carried. When she found the name of the Shieldweaver descendant, she had obviously done some research. He was the head of the Slavers’ Guild, but according to what she could see, his level wasn’t all that high. Neither were his kids’ levels anything to be afraid of. She had been planning her assault, when three strange knights came out of nowhere, and tried to kill her! 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Knight of the Order 
  Human Living Dead Male 
  Level 30 Knight (Fighter) / Paladin 
  Titles: Undead Bane, Dragonslayer, Dragoncursed 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    She had levels on the three mobs, but they were armored up, and she didn’t have surprise on her side. Worse, the Rogues of the city had quickly found that while the ‘Living Dead’ bit had some nice bonuses, there were drawbacks. They took damage in the sunlight (not an issue inside this dome of eternal darkness), and were treated as undead. That meant that things like poison or critical strikes were useless against them, except maybe for getting past a bit of armor. The kicker, though, was that as undead, she was vulnerable to holy attacks, which Paladins specialized in. And with the ‘Undead Bane’ title, they’d hit even harder. 
 
      
 
    So she ran, all the while calling on Guild chat to try and get a group together to help take out these knights. They had an ambush planned, not far from here, but she had to live long enough to get there. She’d already been hit a few times as she ran, taking a fifth of her HP. But it wasn’t far now… 
 
      
 
    She ducked, as a sword flashed from the darkness and embedded itself in the wooden wall behind her. Cursing, she was off again. At the far end of the block, she saw the hastily erected barricade, and smiled, diving behind it as the five other members of Night’s Requiem emerged from the shadows, attacking the bastards. It was over almost as soon as it began, now that the agile, but HP-poor Rogue was no longer the target of all three Knights. When the last knight fell, they found they’d gained a chunk of XP, but more importantly two quests (though the first one seemed to go out to everyone in the city), and a nice bit of faction XP with Mirelth. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Event Quest Alert! 
    
  Knight’s Nightmare 
    
  Knights from the Order of St. George have been found in the city. Those seeking to oppose the Dragon Goddess Mirelth may seek them out to gain training in their knowledge of fighting dragons. However, slaughtering the Knights may be a good way to seek the Dragon’s favor. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Join the Order of St. George. 
  Protect the Knights in Duskhaven from harm (22/25 Remaining) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  The Knights in Duskhaven are slain. (22/25 Remaining) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Experience 
  Dragonslayer Title 
  One Item from the Order’s Armory 
  Reputation with Mirelth faction becomes At War 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Experience 
  +1000 Reputation with Mirelth faction 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Guild Quest Alert! 
    
  Broken Chains 
    
  You have learned that Stanway Lashlord, head of the Slavers’ Guild, is the descendant of Voghan Shieldweaver, the cleric of Loviatar that chained Mirelth millennia ago. Eliminating that line may lessen the dragon’s ire towards Duskhaven. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  A 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Capture Stanway Lashlord and his household, and deliver them to Mirelth. 
  OR 
  Kill Stanway Lashlord and his household, and give proof of their deaths to Mirelth. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Give up on the quest. 
  Stanway Lashlord escapes the city. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Experience 
  One Item from the Dragon’s Hoard (Each) 
  Faction Reputation with Mirelth becomes Friendly 
  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Faction Reputation with Mirelth becomes Hatred 
  Individuals killing you gain Faction Reputation with Mirelth. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh shit. This was our ticket to the big time! Looking at the rest of the guild, I said, “I’m going to log off and make some calls. In the meantime, I’m sending you everything I found on the mansion the targets are staying at. Start planning the raid. I’ll see if I can’t find some support.” Everyone nodded, and we agreed to meet at the inn we’d been calling home since the start of the Duskfall. 
 
      
 
      
 
    (Back in the Mine) 
 
    With the zealot knight under Hrozne’s control, we entered the tomb. The miners had, apparently, broken into what looked like an antechamber near the main entrance to the tomb. I could see collapsed stone in the face of the original entrance. If the whole thing was sealed off ages ago, then they probably never knew it was here. 
 
      
 
    With the runes protecting the place broken, we were able to enter, and found ourselves confronted with a trio of undead. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Risen Priestess 
  High Elf Zombie Female 
  Level 60 Zombie 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    They were dressed as priestesses, though it seemed that whatever had happened here had transformed their corpses into mindless undead. All three looked to have been killed by slashing weapons, like the sword Sir Dumbass had. I looked over my shoulder at Hrozne. “I believe this is your territory. Let’s avoid fighting everything we see until we know how Merkath feels about them. We can release them later, if need be.” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne nodded, and moved to the front of the group, using his ability to calm the undead, and control them. It wasn’t as total a control as if he had made them, but the mindless undead began following him like rats after a piper. All the while, Sir Dumbass kept muttering how, once the Order found out about this, that they would purge us all, in the name of the light. Or some such crap. I ignored him. Though it sounded like he and Zephara would get along. Maybe, once I ran into Ms. Void again, I’d introduce them. 
 
      
 
    As we walked, I looked around the old temple. My darkvision allowed me to see, but it was in greyscale. I could tell shapes, even recognize individuals, but things like color were lacking. There were some statues, perhaps depicting the elven gods, but I didn’t know any more than that. There could have been paintings and murals on the walls, or they could have been flat marble, for all I knew. Once things were settled, I’d have the temple looked at, and maybe restored. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until we got to the main altar of the temple that anything changed. Three undead Knights were there, in a triangle formation. They appeared to be holding a barrier in place, a golden orb of light that had a form hiding within it. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Knight of the Order 
  Human Deathless Knight Male 
  Level 50 Spellblade (Fighter) / Priest 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    All three were hybrid fighter/casters, it seemed, which is why they were keeping the barrier in place, instead of Sir Dumbass, I guessed. At any rate, it seemed like their attention was fully on keeping the thing up. I looked to Hrozne, catching hir eye, and then nodded my head at Sir Dumbass with a grin. 
 
      
 
    Hrozne caught my meaning, and grinned in return. Looking at hir new slave, shi said, “OK, Renny, I want you to go and kill those three. Don’t stop until all three have been destroyed.” 
 
      
 
    “Curse you, Necromancer! Your actions condemn you to the fire! In this life or the next, I promise you that I will have my revenge upon you, and all your kind!” The knight was not happy, but had no choice but to take his greatsword and bring the holy blade down on each of his fellows in turn, destroying them while the rest of us went and picked up the loot. Most was nice, but not worth keeping for myself or my group. I’d toss it in the guild vault. But there were a couple gems. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Light of Hope 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Scimitar 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  80 – 140 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Holy 
  
     
 
      
      	  Forged from mithril and quenched in holy water blessed by priests of warrior deities, this weapon is a massive boon to those who fight on the side of the heavens against the lower planes. Evil characters cannot bear its touch. 
  Requires: Level 50 
  Requires: Good Alignment 
    
  +120 Attack 
  +10 STR, +10 DEX 
  Imbued: Blessed – Deals x2 damage to creatures with Evil alignment. Deals x4 damage to Evil Outsiders. 
  Enchanted: Brilliant Energy – Weapon ignores nonliving material. Ignores worn armor. Blade ineffective against Undead and Constructs. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Blessing of Pelor 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Ring 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Uncommon 
  
     
 
      
      	  This gold ring is blessed by a priest of Pelor, and has been given a portion of divine power because of that. 
  Requires: Deity - Pelor 
    
  +20 WIS 
  Cure Light Wounds – Heal touched creature for 2 HP per user’s level. (Heal for 4 HP per user level if user has Divine Magic at Advanced or higher.) Useable 1/min. 
  Daylight – Creates sphere of pure daylight, radius 40’. 1/hour. Duration 10 min. 
  Enchanted: Purity – Wearer is immune to nonmagical poisons and diseases. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Angel’s Wings 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Cloak 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  This cloak, fashioned to look like a pair of white feathered wings, is a rare item that, on command, transforms into angelic wings, allowing the wearer to fly. 
    
  +25 CHA 
  Angel Wings – On command, Fly at speed equal to land speed. Cost: 10 MP, 1 MP/sec 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Now sure, the first two were pretty much useless to my group, but the reason I wanted them was for Enchantment purposes. I wanted to learn how to make the enchantments on them, but I also thought it would be possible to change or transmute the enchantments. Perhaps corrupting the ‘good’ items would allow them to be used by my party? It was worth a thought. 
 
      
 
    At any rate, the barrier was falling, revealing a sleeping dragon lying before the altar. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 59 – Dark Daughter 
 
    The dragon was not that large, as dragons go, only about forty feet long, with ten of that in the tail. But then, she had been a young dragon when she became undead, from what I heard. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Merkath the Dark 
  Vampiric Dragon Female 
  Level 100 Shadowmistress (Dark Sorceress) / Loremaster (Diviner) 
  Titles: Fallen One, Human Bane, Elf Bane, Orc Bane, Dwarf Bane, Undead Bane, Lichloved, Greedy One, Great Scholar, Daughter of Mirelth 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Looking over to Kylana, I said, “Conjure us some lights, my dear. I’d like to see the dragon properly.” Then, I turned to look at Hrozne. “Perhaps you’d like to do the honors? You’re the one she asked to rescue her, after all. Though I’d suggest making you make your new pet do it. Sleeping dragons, and all.” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne chuckled, and I turned back to look at Merkath as my familiar conjured several orbs of light around us, casting the room in a soft glow, enough for us to see, but not blinding to our eyes that had been adjusted to the darkness. Her black scales glimmered in the lights, looking like a serpent’s scales. She was built like a western-style dragon, with powerful limbs and wings that had to span at least forty feet. 
 
      
 
    Grumbling about his obvious fate as a sacrificial victim, Sir Dumbass went forward and did as Hrozne told him, shaking a dragon awake. If someone who still possessed free will did it, I would have been very impressed. Since it was a slave doing it, I almost felt bad for it. Almost. But Sir Dumbass was a zealot, and they deserved worse for ruining everyone’s fun. 
 
      
 
    It surprised literally no one when the dragon yawned, and bit the undead knight in two, even before opening her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Hoh, so, Mortal, I see that you’ve succeeded in making your way here. Come closer, and let me look at you, all of you.” 
 
      
 
    We stepped forward, all seven of us, and looked at the dragon vampire. Her eyes glowed red in the light of the orbs, and she took her time looking each of us over. She nodded slightly, having confirmed something. Looking at us again, she said, “Hrozne Bosorka, you and your allies have done as you said. Your actions since coming to the mine show your character. I see one of you is already a Dragonfriend. I now name the rest of you as such. Each of you shall gain an item from my horde, in accordance with your deeds.” 
 
      
 
    I dimly noticed that the quest completed sign came up. We all got some gold (meaning I got 100 PP, while Hrozne and Kylana both received 20 PP), and enough experience to bump us all up to Level 42. Oh, and we each got a magic item from the dragon’s horde. Can’t forget that. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Wrath of Demons 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Bow 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  80 – 100 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Hellfire 
  
     
 
      
      	  This bow was made from the bones of demons, and strung with the hair of a Greater Succubus. It exists solely to inflict the tortures of the lower planes upon the living. These bows are often carried by mid-level demons or their allies. 
  Requires: Evil Alignment 
    
  +20 Attack 
  +40 DEX 
  All damage dealt by this weapon is Hellfire damage. 
  Hell’s Quiver – Spend 1 MP to generate 1 arrow. Arrow is made of hellfire and disappears after use. Applied when bow is drawn with no arrow on the string. 
  Inferno Arrow – Spend 1 MP to coat normal or magical arrow with hellfire, allowing it to be fired from the bow. Applied when bow is drawn with arrow on the string. 
  Imbued: Lifeseeker – Will only hit living creatures. Ignores shields and armor. Cannot attack Undead or Constructs. Passes through nonliving material as though it were not there. 
  Enchanted: Demoncaller – When delivering the killing blow, there is a 5% chance of the soul of the victim being sacrificed to summon a demon of the target’s level. Demons called in this way serve the wielder of this bow for 48 hours, after which time they are released, but remain on this plane. The wielder, or any other creature, must use normal methods to persuade or coerce the demon into serving past that time. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I smiled as I looked over my pretty new bow. It looked intimidating enough, which was good. I was amused to see that Merkath gave me a weapon that, while certainly effective, would, under no circumstances, be able to harm her. But that was fine. I’d already thought of a bunch of great ways to use this weapon. 
 
      
 
    I let Hrozne and Kylana chat with Merkath, since they were the scholars in the group, and turned my attention to the guild chat, which just blew up for some reason. 
 
      
 
    Zayn: What’s going on? 
 
      
 
    Lexichan: Good, you’re on. Johnist, tell them what you told me. 
 
      
 
    Johnist: OK, so I’ve been keeping track of events in Duskhaven, through a friend from college. His roommate is caught in the city with her guild, Night’s Requiem. They’re a small guild, only six members, but they’re all former WoD players who reincarnated. 
 
      
 
    Yukiko: Night’s Requiem? Wasn’t that the guild that was racing you for the ‘Explorer’ titles? 
 
      
 
    Johnist: Yeah, they’re the ones. We actually became something like friendly rivals for a while. 
 
      
 
    Zayn: So what’s up? 
 
      
 
    Johnist: They’ve found the family of one of the four ‘heroes’ that trapped Mirelth. They got a guild quest to eliminate the family. But that isn’t their problem. 
 
      
 
    Bercilac: Let me guess, they’ve got better protection than they ought to. 
 
      
 
    Johnist: Right in one. The guild leader, Jayden Redmane, was chased away from the house by three Knights of St. George. When the guild ambushed the pursuing knights, it kicked off a subquest for the Duskfall Event, saying that there were 22 more knights to kill. Or people could join up with the knights, to learn their secrets of dragonslaying. 
 
      
 
    Zayn: I can see where this is going. What do they need? 
 
      
 
    Johnist: They’re going to end the family (who turns out to be the head of the Slavers’ Guild), but they are going to need help with the knights, and anyone who decides to join up with them. They reached out to me, seeing if we had any resources in the city. 
 
      
 
    Zayn: Wait one. 
 
      
 
    Turning away from the guild chat, I cleared my throat to get everyone’s attention. Looking at Merkath, I smiled, and said, “Lady Dragon, as you know, your mother has taken possession of the city of Duskhaven. Through the use of Traveler magic, I’ve learned that members of the Order of St. George are in the city, protecting the family of one of the four that chained Mirelth. Do you think you’ll be able to get us through the barrier surrounding the city?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    (Jayden POV) 
 
    I cursed as I saw what was ahead of us. In the hours since the event quest with the knights was announced, players in the city had taken sides. A running battle had started between some of the Knights and members of the Thrillseekers guild, trying to collect the bounty and get out of the city. Others, mostly ‘lightsiders’, had started intervening on behalf of the Knights, to try and gain the skills to slay a dragon. Those Scions of Torgan emerged from the shadows and declared themselves allies of the Knights and those that fought with them. This caused more players to enter the battle, fighting against the Knights to get the reputation bonuses from killing Scions and their allies. 
 
      
 
    In short, the city was a mess, and the guard on the target’s mansion had not eased up in the slightest. In fact, according to what Shadrack, our Goblin Ranger, said, the guard had increased, in number, if not in quality. It was going to be tough for six players to break into the mansion, even if the guards were all lower level than we were. Unfortunately, the guards ranged from 30 to 65, and I knew the guard captain and the guild leader were in the neighborhood of 100. We couldn’t rely on a brute force approach, not unless something happened to give us an opening. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, Scholar (that was his forum name, anyways) had come through. He wasn’t specific, but he said one of his classmates was Johnist, that guy from the Lords back in WoD that we’d competed against. He had always been good people in game, but I was surprised to learn how close we were in RL. Anyways, apparently Johnist had made a couple calls, and we should expect a distraction soon. 
 
      
 
    “Fighting is getting awfully close, Jay. We’re going to get blown if we don’t move soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Keep it together, Shadrack. We’ve got a distraction incoming.” I looked at the time display in my HUD, and said, “Thirty seconds. Don’t know what the distraction is going to be, but we give the guards thirty seconds after it goes down to respond, and then we move while they’re facing the wrong way. Everyone ready?” Five heads nodded at me, and I smiled. I was about to make some kind of witty remarks to pump up the team, when the silence was broken by a dragon’s roar. 
 
      
 
    Reflexively, we all looked up, to see a dragon, much smaller than Mirelth, fly through an open portal… fifty feet above the ground. Several other figures stepped out of the portal over the town square, and stood on a platform of hardened light. One of the figures transformed into a miniature dragon, and he and an angel flew down towards the square, while the rest began sliding down a chute of hard light to join them. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Event Quest Alert! 
    
  Return of the Dark Daughter 
    
  Many centuries ago, after Mirelth was captured, one of her surviving hatchlings attempted to free her mother, but was sealed away by Knights of the Order of St. George. Her whereabouts lost to the ravages of time, only now has Merkath the Dark been found, and freed, looking to join her mother once more. 
    
  Will you aid the dragon? Or will you fight alongside the Knights? 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Merkath survives the battle until the Knights of St. George are defeated. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Merkath dies before the Knights of St. George are defeated. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Experience 
  Title 
  Duskfall Event conclusion 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Gold 
  Experience 
  Title 
  Duskfall Event conclusion 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I blinked, and then laughed, as I looked to the group. “MOVE IT! That’s our distraction!” 
 
      
 
    Khatouhm, our Human Monk, chuckled as we broke cover, and ran for the mansion. “Who did you call to arrange THAT?” 
 
      
 
    “You guys remember Johnist from WoD? Seems he’s my roommate’s classmate. So I called my roommate, he called Johnist, and Johnist, it seems, called his boss.” 
 
      
 
    Shadrack redoubled his pace. “We better hurry, then! That bastard’s had enough glory. Now it is our turn!” Still, we were all laughing as we struck the guards, cleaving through them like a hot knife in butter. I just hoped we could do this before Zayn went and did something completely crazy. 
 
      
 
    As if unleashing ANOTHER dragon into the city wasn’t crazy enough! 
 
      
 
      
 
    (Zayn POV) 
 
    This was the first time taking my dragon form, and I found I was enjoying the hell out of it! Of course, all my gear melded into my skin with the change, which actually made me slightly weaker than I was, but the ability to fly and breathe hellfire mostly made up for it. 
 
      
 
    Especially when Nithroel was at my side. We made our way to the city square, where most of the fighting was, and between my hellfire breath and Nithroel’s blast of unholy power, it was like a bomb went off in the middle of the fighting, clearing a spot for the rest of us to land, while Merkath circled around. 
 
      
 
    Transforming back to my original form, I smile at everyone, and then yelled, “HELLOOOOO DUSKHAVEN! ZAYN DARKMORE IS IN THE HOUSE! So glad you all turned out for this. Now, I’m sorry to interrupt your squabbling, but will all of the Knights and Scions please line up in an orderly fashion so we can start killing you? I’ve got a family reunion to get to, so I’d rather not spend all day trying to catch you cowardly little rats.” 
 
      
 
    There was a scream of rage at my words, as I hoped there would be, and I easily took a step back to avoid a jet of flame that passed in front of my face. “YOU BASTARD! I’LL KILL YOU A HUNDRED TIMES FOR ALL YOU’VE DONE! BY THE FIRE BE PURGED!” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Zephara Void 
  Corrupted Human Living Dead Female 
  Level 40 Hellfire Mistress (Flame Sorceress) / Terror Cultist 
  Titles: Chainbreaker, Former Slave, Broken One, Corrupted One, Flametouched, Undead Bane 
  Guild: Scions of Torgan 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I turned, and smiled at the woman on the other end of the path that quickly opened itself between us. “Ah, Zephara. I promised you that I’d be seeing you soon, didn’t I?” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 60 – The Liberation of Duskhaven 
 
    (Jayden POV) 
 
    ‘That bastard’, as Shadrack called Zayn, had given us the perfect distraction. All the players in the area were concentrating on the square, and even most of the guards had gone, in an effort to kill the dragon and end the event. Zayn had basically drawn agro for the entire city. 
 
      
 
    We’d prepared for this fight well. Devon, our Cleric, was able to bless our weapons, giving us a boost to damage against undead creatures. With the distraction, we didn’t bother with total stealth. The single guard outside the home barely noticed our running in the direction of the fighting until we turned, and killed him. Without wasting time, we continued on, weapons drawn and ready. 
 
      
 
    There were only ten people in the house, and five of them were on the first floor. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Aspar Blackhand 
  Human (Living Dead) Male 
  Level 90  Brute Lord (Fighter) / Mauler (Barbarian) 
  Titles: Sadistic, Human Bane, Violator 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Guild Guardians 
  Human (Living Dead) Female 
  Level 40 Guardian (Fighter) / Huntress (Ranger) 
  Titles: Slave, Human Bane, Broken One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Typical of the guild to use slaves as their guardians. Fortunately, the ones here were all warrior-types. While that would make them difficult to take on without being able to sneak attack them, they didn’t have any healers with them, which made all the difference as our blessed blades cut the small fry down to size. 
 
      
 
    Aspar and Regent, our fighter and main tank, were going toe to toe, keeping the level 90 off us until we cut down the small fry. The fight didn’t last too long, since five of us were easily able to keep Aspar away from Devon long enough for him to unleash some powerful single-target holy magic. Since undead were unholy abominations, usually, and Aspar had low magic resistance to begin with (being a musclebrained idiot who just got off on hurting people as captain of the Slavers’ Guild guards), the result was just what you’d expect, taking off almost half of Aspar’s health in a single spell. On top of the wounds we’d already given him, it only took a few more hits to destroy the bastard. 
 
      
 
    I led the way up the stairs, and saw the Guild Leader standing there, sword in hand, with his family cowering behind him. His wife, two sons, and a daughter, which accounted for all of his living (or unliving) family members. Good, that meant we didn’t have to try and hunt everyone down. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Stanway Lashlord 
  Half-Demon Human (Living Dead) 
  Level 100 Mindslayer (Dominator) / Assassin (Rogue) 
  Titles: Chainmaker, Sadistic, Elfbane, Violator, Willbreaker, Corruptor 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “So, at last, one of Mirelth’s flunkies has come to…” I’m sure he was going to continue on, but I simply motioned to Devon. A mass healing spell took out the family (all level 10 to 20), and made the Guild Leader stop monologuing like a B-movie villain. 
 
      
 
    “ATTACK!” At my command, we launched into the attack, committed to ending the Lashlord line this night. 
 
      
 
      
 
    (Zayn POV) 
 
    The silence following our entrance to the square didn’t last long. Soon the fighting resumed, with greater ferocity than before. The Knights of the Order fell back behind the core of Travelers that were protecting them, mainly lightsiders and those idiot Scions. The neutrals and darksiders crashed on them like a wave. Like a spear, I led my group through the front lines, towards Zephara and her Scions. 
 
      
 
    The Scions of Torgan were in horrible shape, honestly. They’d been hunted continuously for weeks as they were sworn enemies of Mirelth, thanks to me. Their NPC members had mostly all died, and the Travelers had all been killed enough that, except for Zephara, their levels had dropped into the 20s. Well, there were only about thirty Travelers in the whole city that were over level 30 before we came through the portal. Six of them were the Night’s Requiem guild that had been restocking before setting out again to explore the world, and were in their 50s. All the players were in crap gear, too, since money for maintenance and materials or quests to get new gear weren’t coming in. 
 
      
 
    So, naturally, I took the opportunity to gather more slaves, since I still had a bunch of low-level collars from when I was grinding Enchantment experience. Of the thirty surviving members of the Scions, ten were now my pets, and another fifteen were sent to respawn. In front of me, Zephara, along with her four minions, bristled as I approached. Three of them broke, and turned to run, disappearing into the crowd. That left just Zephara and a melee type. That melee type soon found that it is a bad idea to turn your back on a Death Knight when you’re undead, and became Hrozne’s bitch. 
 
      
 
    Zephara screamed at the betrayal and capture of her minions, and pointed at me. I couldn’t hear what she said over the din of battle, but the effects were obvious. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Zephara Void has challenged Zayn Darkmore to the Demon’s Duel! As Challenger Zephara has paid 1000 GP as required by the terms and conditions of the EULA, this challenge may not be refused. Both players may decide on the death penalty for their opponent should they prove victorious. The death penalty may be anything, up to and including character deletion. Death penalties may not affect your opponent’s Struggle.net account or reveal any financial or personal information about the player. Attempts to do so will result in a permanent ban from all Icestorm products. 
    
  Enter your opponent’s death penalty now: 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Processing death penalties… 
    
  Both players have selected allowable death penalties, as per the EULA. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I chuckled as the battle was interrupted by a blue screen. Looking over to Yukiko, I called, “Kill the knights while I’m gone!” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  ATTENTION! 
    
  A Demon’s Duel has been declared by Zephara Void, challenging Zayn Darkmore. This duel will be to the death. There is no restriction on spells or abilities. No other creatures may participate in this duel unless summoned via magic.  The contestants will be summoned to the Duel Arena in 3… 2… 1… 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Once again I found myself in the arena, this time with Zephara standing in front of me. Looking imperious as only insane zealots can, she said, “The time has come, foul creature! I shall purge you of your sins, and restore Torgan to his rightful place in this world! The flames of hell shall consume you!” 
 
      
 
    Zephara was talking about something, but I didn’t really care about her villainous monologue. If I wanted to be preached at, I’d go to church. However, when she started throwing hellfire at me like the crowd throwing beads at topless coeds during Mardis Gras, I had to laugh. I didn’t even dodge the attacks. Why would I need to? I was immune to hellfire! 
 
      
 
    Charging through her flames without taking damage caused Zephara to shriek in fright. The bitch actually turned, and ran, trying to get a bit of distance so she could go to ‘Plan B’, whatever that might be. I could hear her chanting as she ran. Couldn’t quite identify it, but it was a summoning of some sort. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gnasher Swarm 
  Terror Other 
  Level 40 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Well, fuckityfuck. Seems that ‘terror cultist’ class wasn’t just for show. The arena was suddenly swarming with what had to be at least a couple dozen three foot high, bipedal creatures that were all teeth and mindless appetite. And they were WAY too interested in me. Leaping up onto a nearby wall in order to avoid the gnashing teeth, I saw Zephara standing back a ways, laughing, as though she had already won. 
 
      
 
    OK, so this was a tight spot, but I could still work with this. Running along the wall, I jumped off in the direction of Zephara. She didn’t seem worried, since I still had a swarm of the beasties between me and her. But I summoned Midnight where I would land, my feet finding the saddle nicely. Midnight crushed a couple members of the swarm with her summoning, but wouldn’t stand a chance in straight combat, so I unsummoned her as soon as I lept off her back, successfully getting past the swarm of none-too-bright Terrors. 
 
      
 
    The look on Zephara’s face when I landed at a run past her terrors, who took a few moments to realize where I had gone, was priceless. With my DEX of 230 (after items), I was easily able to reach Zephara before her own shock wore off. Casting any more spells would not be allowed, so I ended up stabbing the bitch in the gut with my wakizashi, before cutting off her head with my katana. With that, the duel was over. 
 
      
 
    (Yukiko POV) 
 
    After Master was teleported to the Demon’s Duel arena, the fighting in the square didn’t just end. However, Master had enslaved quite a few of the Scions, and our push had allowed the people trying to kill the Knights to press the attack, but we were unable break through the enemy lines. The ‘light-siders’ were disorganized, but still holding firm. 
 
      
 
    And then suddenly there was a roar from the other side of the square. In their rush to either kill the Knights or protect them, and with Master causing quite a stir, it caused everyone to forget about Merkath. This proved… unwise. 
 
      
 
    A blast of dragonfire swept over the rear of the pro-Knight faction (and more than a few of the Knights themselves). At that moment, AoE attacks from mages and other casters blasted the core of the Knights as well. Spellfire, holy light, and dragon’s breath combined to form a massive pillar of destruction. And when it faded, there was only one of the Knights remaining, surrounded by three defenders. But they fell to the ground shortly after, succumbing to their wounds. 
 
      
 
    With a warcry, I brought my katana down, separating the Knight’s head from his shoulders. With that, a blue screen appeared before us, just as Master returned from the duel. As the dome overhead shattered, revealing the daylight sky for the first time in months, I looked to see what we got. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Event Quest Complete! 
    
  Return of the Dark Daughter 
    
  Many centuries ago, after Mirelth was captured, one of her surviving hatchlings attempted to free her mother, but was sealed away by Knights of the Order of St. George. Her whereabouts lost to the ravages of time, only now has Merkath the Dark been found, and freed, looking to join her mother once more. 
    
  Merkath the Dark has survived the battle, and the Knights of St. George in Duskhaven have been wiped out. This, along with the slaughter of Mirelth’s enemies, has moved Mirelth. Those who fought against the Knights shall be rewarded! Woe to those who angered her by aiding the Knights. But for now, Duskhaven is free once more! 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Merkath survives the battle until the Knights of St. George are defeated. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Merkath dies before the Knights of St. George are defeated. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  2500 Gold 
  10000 Experience 
  Title based on actions taken 
  Duskfall Event conclusion 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Those who aided Merkath receive the following Title: 
    
  Dragonfriend 
  All dragons start at Indifferent or better towards you. 
  +20% to social skills vs. Dragons 
    
  Those who already have the Dragonfriend title instead gain the following ability: 
  Dragon Summoner 
  1/day, summon a dragon construct to aid you. Dragon type depends on alignment, and will be equal in level to you. Dragons summoned in this way serve for 1 minute per level, or until slain, and then return to where they came from. 
    
  Those who fought Merkath receive the following Title: 
    
  Dragonfoe 
  You are the enemy of all dragonkind. Any creature with draconic blood in their veins starts as Hostile to you. 
  -20% to all social tests with Dragons. 
  +5% damage vs. Dragons 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Master clapped his hand on my shoulder, and called out to the crowd, “Duskhaven is free again!” The cheers that broke out were deafening. 
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