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    Arc VI – Taking the Show on the Road 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 61 – Trade Chat III 
 
    Anonymous3, Cookie, RedJenny, Halla, Johnist, Darkmore, Darkmore’s Knight, Fallen One, l33tPally, Might_Makes_Right, Scholar, Firemane, Freed_Drow, Living Dead Girl, Reaper, Light’s Chosen, Sangria Dreams, Leliana, CmdrCullen, Darkspawn Slayer, and Z.Void are in the chat. 
 
      
 
    Freed_Drow: Holy shit! Have you seen the vid streams from that big battle in Duskhaven? Intense! 
 
      
 
    RedJenny: Seen a few, yeah. I was in the thick of it, though, and I can tell you that things were crazier in person. 
 
      
 
    Leliana: Had to have been, for everyone to forget about a dragon during the middle of the fight. 
 
      
 
    Might_Makes_Right: Well, there was already a huge running battle going on, and people got distracted enough by the dragon ripping open a portal in the sky. 
 
      
 
    Living Dead Girl: Yeah, and then everyone was watching as that Zayn and his harem came down from the portal, like they had just used the dragon as a damn taxi. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Well, we wanted to cause a big distraction, and get everyone’s eyes on us. 
 
      
 
    Reaper: Wait, that whole scene was a distraction? What else were you doing? 
 
      
 
    Firemane: Hidden quest related to the event. One of the four families related to the ones who captured Mirelth is now extinct. 
 
      
 
    CmdrCullen: Damn. Wait, you’re not one of the Aria folks, are you? 
 
      
 
    Firemane: No, but I had a pleasant rivalry with their Johnist over in WoD. We were one of the top explorer guilds. 
 
      
 
    Johnist: And I still beat you to a few key secrets, no? 
 
      
 
    Firemane: Hush you. Anyways, we needed a distraction to get some of the guards and players out of the way. So I called a friend, who had helped research the family. 
 
      
 
    Scholar: And I spoke to a friend in Aria. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Who spoke to me. After the dragon agreed to get us through the dome, it was easy enough to get all eyes on me, and concentrate the fighting in the square. 
 
      
 
    Cookie: Which allowed the dragon to sneak up on people and lay waste to them, right? 
 
      
 
    Sangria Dreams: Damn. How do you come up with these plans? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Well, I always liked reading and watching stuff on military battles. Tip for anyone who might start leading troops in AAO, read your Sun Tzu and Clausewitz. 
 
      
 
    Fallen One: So, second Demon’s Duel, and the game is only a couple months old! What did you get for winning this time? 
 
      
 
    Z.Void: *sobs* 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: AHEM! 
 
      
 
    Z.Void: *sighs* 
 
      
 
    Z.Void is now Darkmore’s Bitch. 
 
      
 
    Darkmores’s Bitch: You happy now, Master? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Barely. I’ll punish you for that, later. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: Really, you’d think after the first time she’d learn. 
 
      
 
    Fallen One: Wow. So other than making the Chainbreaker your bitch, what did you get? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Well, I guess it isn’t really a secret. I wanted to discourage people from doing these Demon’s Duels without good cause, so I gave her a ten-part penalty. First, I locked her character so that it couldn’t be deleted, traded, or sold until Icestorm stops running the game. Second, I forced her to use her access as Guildmaster to transfer all the Scions’ stuff to Aria. Any property they had, any gold or items in their guild bank, everything they built is now mine. Third, I had her use her access as Guildmaster to delete the guild. Fourth, I had her transfer all her personal property and funds to me, including what was in her private bank. Fifth, I stripped her of her subclass and profession, and gave her new ones. She is now a Level 40 Hellfire Mistress (Flame Sorceress) / Bard with the Courtesan profession. Sixth, she is now my slave, and is prohibited from wearing any clothes while in safe areas. All her clothing immediately unequips when she enters a safe zone, and reequips when she leaves the safe zone or when combat begins. Seventh, she has forcibly gained the Devoted and Masochist titles. Eighth, she is subject to a specialized charm effect, which makes her extremely… excited while in my presence. Ninth, she is to spend the next four months (game time) confined to my lands in Wyrmwood, where she will be the Village Whore. Tenth, any member of Aria of the Twilight, and any slave, thrall, or summon belonging to me may order her as if they were me, provided their orders do not contradict mine. 
 
      
 
    Fallen One: Holy fuck. 
 
      
 
    Cookie: Only you… 
 
      
 
    Reaper: Hell with that! Why would anyone continue playing the character after that kind of punishment got laid on them? 
 
      
 
    Johnist: Because of the first restriction. You can only have one character in AAO. So if you can’t delete, trade, or sell the character, ever, then your choice is to submit, or leave the game, forever. 
 
      
 
    Reaper: I thought Demon’s Duels didn’t let you fuck with their Struggle.net accounts? 
 
      
 
    Scholar: They don’t. However, everything Zayn did affected only server-side data, and never mentions Zephara’s Struggle.net account or anything about her in real life. This is, most likely, the worst punishment that he could give her within the rules of the game. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Well, there were a couple things I could have added, but I decided to stop there. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: WHAT? What else could you do to shame me? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: You’re not feeling a compulsion to spread your legs for all the horses, dogs, and livestock in town, are you? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: Oh fuck me. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: When we get back, yes. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: DAMNIT! 
 
      
 
    l33tPally: Wait a minute, what are those titles she got? Why would you give an enemy titles? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: Because those titles have certain effects. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Let the whore explain it herself. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: *sigh* Devoted makes me feel satisfaction when doing as Master commands. I also gain +10% to all tests when following his orders. Masochist gives me the ‘Hurts So Good’ quality, and makes me feel pleasure from pain. 
 
      
 
    Might_Makes_Right: And this is why you don’t toss a Demon’s Duel around, just because you have the coin for it, huh? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Exactly. Regular duels are just fine for solving disputes. If you call a Demon’s Duel, you had best be damn sure that you can win, otherwise your life will be hell from then on. 
 
      
 
    Light’s Chosen: Then why did you call that first one, against Kali? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Because sometimes, you don’t just need a conflict resolved. Sometimes you need a problem eliminated. Kali was intent on creating a zombie apocalypse in the game to get her name out there. She had already basically taken over the drow lands, as far as players are concerned. A normal duel or simple PK wouldn’t do anything to stop her. 
 
      
 
    Light’s Chosen: Shades of Torgan, even as Darkmore? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Hah! No, this was all for me. I’ve been working on establishing Aria’s presence in the Wyrmwood, and while I’ve enslaved a bunch of people (mostly NPCs, a couple players) to do that, I haven’t tried to do anything stupid, like unleash the apocalypse. The people I’ve forcibly enslaved were all fighting against me, and trying to ruin the game for everyone else because I’m trying to get my name known just doesn’t do it for me. 
 
      
 
    Darkspawn Slayer: So, how big is this slave harem you’ve got going, anyways? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: Hah! 
 
      
 
    Cookie: Yeah, what is it up to, now? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Well, I actually managed to collar ten more slaves before the fight with Zephara, but three of those were some of the few surviving NPC Scions who died shortly afterwards. So my number of slaves? That’s up to thirty-six. Most of those I wouldn’t consider part of the ‘harem’. Most of them are set as guards for my castle. If you’re talking about the girls I sleep with regularly, then it would be my four girls, including DK over there, the familiar I seduced, one of my thralls, and my new bitch. So seven in total. 
 
      
 
    Firemane: Wow. You’ve been busy. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Oh, and a couple of my guild members take it in turns to dare themselves to take a ride, isn’t that right, Cookie? 
 
      
 
    Cookie: *blush* 
 
      
 
    Johnist: HAH! You can always tell when one of the ladies either took the dare, or lost a bet, by the way they waddle around the next day! 
 
      
 
    Light’s Chosen: What, really? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: Let’s just say he had a moment of childishness during character creation, and put one of the sliders all the way up. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: I haven’t heard you complaining. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: he-he! 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: It can’t be worse than those three days from hell… right? 
 
      
 
    Cookie: Well, your stamina is based off your CON. And he’s got enough to double as a tank, even though he’s a caster. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Don’t worry, pet. You’ll have my attention all night. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Bitch: Damnit. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Fallen One: So, Aria of the Twilight is basically the predominant darkside guild in the game, then? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Don’t know, haven’t checked. We’re not looking to dominate the game, or anything. But most of us were Lords of Light back in WoD, so we’ve got a lot of skill and experience on our side. We’re certainly the most well-established guild in Wyrmwood, but server-wide? Don’t know. 
 
      
 
    Firemane: No plans to expand, then? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Actually, yeah, we’ve been talking about setting up affiliate guilds under an alliance system in other lands. That way, we get around some of the legalities, in game, with me being a Noble in Wyrmwood now. 
 
      
 
    Scholar: Clever way to do it. You’d cause waves if a noble of Wyrmwood started creating a guild in, say, the dwarven kingdom, but if they are simply associates… 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Yep. And I was actually going to pitch it to Firemane here, before she brought it up. We’d like Night’s Requiem to be our first affiliate. Johnist has pretty high praise for you guys, and I’ve seen the streams from your attack on the guild leader. You do good work. 
 
      
 
    Firemane: Oh, wow. I’ll have to talk with the others, you know? I might be the guild leader, but we’re more of a team. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: No worries. Send a message to Lexichan if you need to work out the details. But if you do accept, welcome to the Shadow Alliance. 
 
      
 
    Light’s Chosen: Why ‘Shadow Alliance’? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Because we’re all grey to black here. We might save the world, but that isn’t going to be for goodness and light, but more for the fact that the world is where we keep our stuff, y’know? Likewise, we’re not going to burn the place down, because where would we keep our stuff then? But we’re not going to be bound by the same rules the Lightsiders are. We will lie. We will cheat. We will steal. We will kill. Whatever we want, so long as it doesn’t burn the world down or cause too many problems for the guild. 
 
      
 
    Scholar: And if someone objects? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: They’re welcome to do so, but understand that trying to fight us means we’re not going to have any restrictions on what we do to you. Those who come to us with peace, we will be peaceful. Start shit, and you best bring a bucket, because we’ll rain shit down on you like a monsoon. We don’t have to have any of that annoying ‘restraint’ we showed as the Lords of Light. 
 
      
 
    Firemane: And these affiliates, are they covered, too? 
 
      
 
    Darkmore: Yes. An attack on one is an attack on all. Someone attacks a member of Aria, and EVERYONE gets to play. Whether they’re in the guild, or just part of the alliance. Someone starts a fight with an alliance member, they can choose to handle it themselves, or let it be open season for the alliance. And once the shitstorm starts, it doesn’t stop until the person attacked feels retribution has been sufficient, or until the enemy sues for peace. 
 
      
 
    Darkmore’s Knight: And if you try and push things too far, just remember what happened to Kali and Darkmore’s Bitch here. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 62 – Return to Fathon 
 
    It had been a month since the battle for Duskhaven. When Mirelth’s curse was lifted, those turned into the living dead by her spell regained their ‘living’ status, and were able to leave the city once more. The King, naturally, was grateful to be back amongst the living, but was more than a bit peeved at how the Travelers had behaved while trapped in the city. Rumors that it was a Traveler that had released Mirelth spread through the city, resulting in all Travelers being banned from the capitol unless they had a special passport. 
 
      
 
    Needless to say, a black market sprang up, smuggling Travelers into and out of the city when they needed to complete quests, or see trainers. The Adventurer’s Guild, which had been based in the center of the market district, shuttered that property and opened a new building outside the city walls. Several craftsmen followed suit, and soon there was a small town’s worth of buildings gathered a couple miles from the city, outside the King’s decree. 
 
      
 
    After I announced it on the forums, interest in the Shadow Alliance grew quite a bit. After talking it over with people, we decided to go with one guild based in each kingdom for the alliance, at least at first. Aria of the Twilight would represent Wyrmwood, and Night’s Requiem would do for Ograin. But there were plenty of other countries out there, and I wasn’t going to just add guilds to the alliance without vetting them, first. 
 
      
 
    So that was one of the reasons we were traveling through Ograin again. I left Zephara to be trained by Iqnora in the ways of magic, since she’d been going down the ‘batshit crazy’ path before. Iqnora was happy to do it when I asked her, especially when I promised that Zephara would be making sure she wasn’t ‘lonely’ on those long nights while I was traveling. Zephara, on the other hand, was simply happy to be doing something other than ‘village whore’. The experience she got from that wasn’t as much as questing or killing monsters, but she still gained a few levels over the last month. I still didn’t let her wear clothes in safe zones, however. 
 
      
 
    Our destination for this next round of vetting the potential allies was the Horde Tribeslands. There wasn’t a set Ork or Goblin Kingdom, but the Tribeslands held many different ork and goblin clans, which all competed with eachother, and often raided surrounding countries. Ograin sat between Wyrmwood and the Tribeslands, so we decided to pass through Fathon on our way, partly for nostalgia, and partly to see if anything new was going on. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  For your Charisma passing 500, you gain a perk based on your playstyle: 
    
  Blessed Lover 
  Sharess smiles upon you, and your relentless pursuit to spreading her teachings to as many beds as you can. Laying with you can remove all diseases, and debilitating effects (Paralyzed, Crippled, Cursed, etc.), including restoring lost body parts. Your lovers gain +10 to all stats for 6 hours. Your Fruitful Passion spell now grants the target a permanent +10 to all stats, in addition to its normal effects. This effect only occurs once per person. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Clearing out dungeons on the way got us to level 50 finally, and my Charisma hit 500 base points, giving me the Blessed Lover perk. Basically, sex with me removes diseases and curses, and even giving people back missing limbs, as well as a decent buff. I decided I wouldn’t mention the new side effect of Fruitful Passion. Being a Stud Horse was bad enough, y’know? 
 
      
 
    There were sixteen of us as we came within sight of Fathon. Sure, I could have gotten us there instantly with the dark portal, I didn’t want to get in the habit of simply warping everywhere. Traveling brought its own rewards. In addition to the levels and treasure the dungeons brought us (not to mention the increase in skills), there were other rewards to be had. A crew of bandits, likely trying to take over the territory I freed up the last time I passed this way, attacked us, and were beaten soundly. 
 
      
 
    Six of those unfortunate bandits now marched alongside our horses, slave collars on their necks. We reminded them that, of their band of twelve, they were the ‘lucky ones’. Two others now flanked Hrozne, a Death Knight on one side, and a Skeleton Mage on the other. As for the other four? Well, Hrozne didn’t have all the material components needed for the higher level undead shi wanted, but a level 50 Pale Master (Necromancer) had the Sacrificial Substitution ability, allowing you to sacrifice additional creatures to substitute for the material components needed to create undead. It wasn’t exactly an efficient method of raising undead, as both the Death Knight and the Skeleton Mage took two sacrifices (in addition to the body to be raised) in substitution. Lesser undead, such as basic zombies or skeletons, would only require a single sacrifice. The more powerful the undead, the more sacrifices needed. 
 
      
 
    Suffice to say, we caused something of a stir as we passed through town towards the slave market. For once, my harem wasn’t the biggest surprise, but our drow necromancer, riding on a skeletal warhorse, with two undead at hir side. Still, despite the fact that anyone with the ability to detect magic. Emmete rode behind Severa, not exactly pleased to be shown off as a slave’s slave, but unable to complain about it. 
 
      
 
    When I entered the slave market, I was greeted warmly by Zechariah, the same man who had sold me Yukiko months ago. “Ah, my friend! I have heard great things about you! Helping princesses return to their homeland, saving the lands from undead, drow, and dragons! And all while showing off the fruits of our profession. Your fellow travelers have been eagerly looking for new slaves all across the lands, from what I’ve been told. But don’t expect a discount because of that!” 
 
      
 
    We both laughed, remembering the first conversation we had, and I said, “Well, it would hardly do to go asking such things, one trainer to another. But I thought I would do you the favor of helping to replenish your stock. Bandits seem to be a perpetual nuisance along the Vermilion Road. These six are the survivors of the latest group to try their hand at it.” 
 
      
 
    After a bit of haggling, I had sold off the six slaves, and gained 200 GP. After that was done, Zechariah smiled at me, and said, “Well, I would hate for you to come and only take my gold after all we’ve done. Perhaps you’d be interested in adding another to your troupe? There are still quite a few lovelies left, despite the Travelers picking through them. Actually, some of the more enterprising Travelers have been taking your lead, and capturing their enemies rather than just killing them, and with the markets in Duskhaven not yet recovered, we have more exotics than we normally might.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, and nodded. “Well, I couldn’t possibly be so rude as to not at least look at your stock after such a speech! Come, show me these exotics, and perhaps I’ll be parting with some of your gold after all!” The last time I was here, I found a Traveler, so who knows what I’d find now? 
 
      
 
    Out came six creatures, all bearing slave collars. There were only six, but they were certainly exotics to my eye. After I asked, Zechariah began explaining how they came into his market. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gadriel Lightsworn 
  Archon Female 
  Level 100 Blessed Healer (Priestess) / Divine Songstress (Bard) 
  Titles: Godtouched, Pure Soul, Undead Bane, Demon Bane, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Sualuhn Bloodrazor 
  Pit Fiend Male 
  Level 100 Battle Rager (Barbarian) / Hellfire Sorcerer (Flame Sorcerer) 
  Titles: Ladykiller, Human Bane, Elf Bane, Orc Bane, Sadist, Sexecutioner, Flamesoul, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “The Angel and the Demon over there were in the middle of some kind of blood feud, or whatever, attempting to take over some piddling little town while the country was distracted by Duskhaven’s troubles. They both put out competing requests to the Adventurer’s Guild, asking for their foe to be killed or captured. One group decided to take both requests, and went separately to both the Angel and Demon, convincing them to give them a slave collar that would work on the other. Both of them thought they were so clever, giving the mortals an item that would work on their enemy but not themselves. The clever Travelers betrayed them both, but did so in a way that allowed them to complete both quests.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Most impressive. I liked that kind of thinking. When I asked, I was told that the group, which went by the name Jade Ravens, had left the country, intending to go to the human kingdom of Caledon. I’d have to look them up if I was ever in the neighborhood. At the very least, it wouldn’t be dull. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Deghu 
  Gold Dragon Male 
  Level 20 Dragon / Wizard 
  Titles: Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Zechariah sighed as we came to the next one. “This is a sad story. Some real bastards raided a dragon’s nest while supposedly looking for a way to help Duskhaven. Slapped a collar on this kid and drug him off before his mother came back. Used magic to hide their scent, it seems. Only reason I accepted the kid was to keep him from going to one of the worse places, and I don’t bring him out, except to people I know will treat him right.” 
 
      
 
    “And it wouldn’t do for a slave trader to get a reputation of freeing slaves, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Right. And the authorities would have my head if I released a live dragon in the Kingdom after Duskhaven. Of course, I cheated the bastards good, since I only paid a gold for him. Not wanting angry dragons on my doorstep was a quite effective excuse.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kamla Nightchylde 
  Human Daywalker Vampire Female 
  Level 50 Spellsword (Fighter) / Ranger 
  Titles: Quick-foot, Human Bane, Ladykiller, Manslayer, Hordebreaker, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “This one didn’t learn to read her contracts before signing them. She’s a Traveler, and was commissioned to do something or other for one of the local guilds, but the events at Duskhaven made it so she couldn’t complete the job in time, and failed the quest. Since she couldn’t pay the default fee, the guards collared her, and sent her to me.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Meilietae 
  Nymph Female 
  Level 80 Nature’s Soul (Druid) / Fey Singer (Bard) 
  Titles: Broken One, Manslayer, Corrupted One, Human Bane, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “This beauty is a twisted piece of work, let me tell you. Got a taste for human flesh, she does. No telling how many she’s lured to their doom. Apparently, a human raped her in the past, and she’s taken to hunting men because of it. We only know about it because she caught a few Travelers, who reported the incident. The local lord posted a bounty on her, and is selling her through my shop to recoup the cost, with a discount if she will be taken out of the kingdom.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gryzer Proudstaff 
  Centaur Male 
  Level 20 Barbarian / Dominator 
  Titles: Sadist, Sexecutioner, Slave, Gelded One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gelded One 
  Typically performed on dogs, horses, or other animals to prevent them from breeding, gelding is a common practice to use on animals. In this case, it has been used on a person, with magic applied to the wound. Even should this Traveler be forced to respawn, this will continue, until magic is applied to restore his virility. 
    
  -10 CHA 
  -100% to Seduction against females 
  -100% to resist Seduction from males and hermaphrodites 
  -25% to resist Intimidation or to Intimidate others 
  Is incapable of achieving erection for as long as this title persists. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
      
 
    “Another Traveler. Bastard raped a noblewoman in full daylight, after killing two of her guards. Damn near killed the poor woman, too, before another Traveler put a stop to it. The magistrate decided that since Travelers can’t be killed permanently, that we know of, he’d be made a slave. He’s been gelded, so the raping part shouldn’t be an issue again, unless someone uses magic to fix him, but it hasn’t improved his mood any. He’s sworn vengeance against, well, pretty much everyone. And we don’t know if he’ll come back from being killed with his ‘parts’ intact.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Bastard deserves it, for being a fucking idiot, if nothing else. But you can let people know that the condition will remain until such time as someone uses magic to heal him. If you know someone who is fond of eunuchs, you should let them know, as he’ll be more… pliable for them now.” 
 
      
 
    Zechariah and I laughed, which caused the centaur to glare at me, but he said nothing. Probably because he was ordered to be silent. However, I got a few wonderful PMs from him about how he was going to mess me and my girls up, once his buddies got the gold together to free him. Yeah, right. I chuckled, and then Zecharaiah and I got down to business. 
 
      
 
    In the end, I gave back Zechariah’s gold, and more besides. But I spent four thousand of my own gold on the angel, demon, and the dragon, and the two hundred Zechariah had given me to arrange a spectacle for the noble family that had been harmed by the centaur: a live viewing of letting the Nymph devour the centaur. But I wouldn’t be taking either one of them with me. Too much trouble there. 
 
      
 
    Hrozne, however, surprised me by dropping a thousand gold of his own to buy the vampire. A few seconds later, I received a notification that the Aria of the Twilight had a new member. 
 
      
 
    As we left to head for the Adventurer’s Guild, Zechariah thanked us once again, and made us promise to come back if we passed this way again. Fathon may have been getting more traffic because of Duskhaven being in chaos, but five thousand gold would be enough to make any man one of the wealthiest in town. 
 
      
 
    As I stepped into the Adventurer’s Guild, I heard a yell, and turned to see a foot-long shard of ice flying rapidly towards my face! 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 63 – I Deserved That 
 
    So I hadn’t been expecting an attack just as I walked in the door. Foolish, I know, but fortunately, the ice spear did nothing except shatter on my face. Well, it took out my Nether Shield, which at this point could prevent a full 1000 points of damage before breaking, so I wouldn’t say it wasn’t a good effort on the caster’s part. 
 
      
 
    I quickly reapplied my Nether Shield, and looked at the foolish, foolish caster, who was now in a good bit of trouble as Yukiko and Severa both had their blades poised to cut the Rabbitkin into bite-sized pieces. I smiled at her, and said, “Hello, Instructor Whitetail. I take it this warm welcome has something to do with the fact that you appear to have been blessed by the goddess Sharess?” Indeed, it was the same ice mage who had tested me in this building months before, but this time, instead of her lithe form, I had to keep myself from laughing as she waddled along, obviously well along in her pregnancy. It had been just under six months, in game, since I finished the tutorial and got tested. From what I remembered about rabbitkin, they typically had eight-month pregnancies, so she was fairly far along now. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Canea Whitetail 
  High Rabbitkin Female 
  Level 60 Winterlord (Ice Mage) / Blessed Oracle (Priestess) 
  Titles: Genius, Manslayer, Incubus Bane, Fatebound 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Oh, two titles that gave her bonuses against men in general, and Incubi in particular. No wonder she broke my shield with a single spell. Still, I had power leveled, and gotten my skills and spells up to a point that I could see more information about her than I could before. I didn’t need to use Observe to see that she was pissed as hell at me, though. 
 
      
 
    “You’re gods damned right it is! Look what you did to me! I feel like a goddamn cow!” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help a smile from cracking my face. “Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll be a wonderful mother. And really, didn’t we agree that it was your own fault for taking an incubus alone into a room, and, when he told you he specialized in charm magics, told him to take his best shot?” I took a moment to visibly pan my eyes over her body. “Looks like my best was pretty good, hmm?” 
 
      
 
    By that time, the guild staff came to take the enraged rabbitkin away someplace she could cool her head. Once the girls put their weapons away, I waved off the man from the guild apologizing to me. “No worries. I didn’t get a scratch on me, and you know how emotional ladies can be when they’re expecting.” Still, I did allow them to waive the fee for reevaluating my Adventurer’s Guild status. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Name 
  
      	  Zayn Darkmore 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Race 
  
      	  Hellspawned Drake (Incubus) 
  
      	  Status 
  
      	  Knight – Wyrmwood 
  Lord - Lithaes 
  Consort – Black Rock 
  Consort - Mirelth 
  
     
 
      
      	  Level 
  
      	  50 
  
      	  Class 
  
      	  Hexblade (Warlock) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Profession 
  
      	  Slave Trainer 
  
      	  Subclass 
  
      	  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, Dragon Summoner 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I’d come a long way since I last showed my face in a chapter of the Adventurer’s Guild, and honestly, the rank up from E to C was based almost completely on my massive accomplishments. Most people had to do a lot of quests of the ‘hunt this’, ‘fetch that’, and ‘guard this guy’ nature. Your typical MMO fare, really. But rescuing elf princesses, stopping undead invasions, and freeing a city from a dragon’s control kindof make a mark. The only reason it was still at C, and not higher, was because there were level requirements for the higher ranks. Regardless of your skill, a level 50 shouldn’t be going on the S rank quests, where creatures with levels in the high triple digits could be considered fairly common. 
 
      
 
    While I was there, I picked up a couple quests for the trip to the border. If I’m already headed that way, might as well make some extra coin while I’m at it, right? 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest Alert! 
    
  Hunt Slavers on Blacklake Road 
    
  A band of slavers has been operating on the Blacklake Road between Fathon and the border town of Blacklake, on the edge of the Horde Tribeslands. They have been operating independently of the Slavers’ Guild, and are not under its protection. The Slavers’ Guild wishes to make an example of these renegades. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill or Capture the band of slavers (20/20 remaining). 
  Optional: Defeat the band’s leader, Black Eyed Shyrl. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  The band of slavers escapes the kingdom. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  10 GP per slaver killed. 
  30 GP per slaver captured and turned in to a Slavers’ Guild representative. 
  Increased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  Optional: Profession Upgrade Quest 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Decreased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest Alert! 
    
  Undead on the Highway 
    
  The members of Moradin’s Hammer were to exterminate the undead in the hills near the Blacklake Road. They have not been heard from in some time. Find them, and either rescue them or discover their fate. Destroy the undead in the hills. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Discover what happened to the members of Moradin’s Hammer. 
  Destroy the undead in the Lost Vault. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Arrive in Blacklake before completing the quest. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Increased standing with Adventurer’s Guild. 
  Increased standing with Brudrinen Empire. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased standing with Adventurer’s Guild. 
  Decreased standing with Brudrinen Empire. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    After finishing my business at the guild, I went to the marketplace, so I could replenish my supplies in preparation for a long journey. I decided that instead of getting more horses for the new slaves, I’d get a sturdy wagon and a pair of animals to draw it. That was easy enough to get, and I had enough coin to make sure that the wagon was a really good one. Of course, the reason I got the wagon was because there were both slavers and a dungeon on the road ahead of me, which meant loot. 
 
      
 
    Naturally, I didn’t only buy mundane items. As I was browsing, I noticed a couple lovely magical items that I simply had to have. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Balance’s Last Word 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Dagger 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Damage 
  
      	  50 – 75 
  
      	  Damage Type 
  
      	  Piercing/Slashing 
  
     
 
      
      	  This wave-bladed kris knife has been forged from a rare (and possibly insane) combination of demonsteel and angelsteel. It is a weapon designed to attack both good and evil creatures equally, without prejudice. The blade is solid to the touch, but becomes spectral when drawn, allowing it to pass through armor and strike the flesh beneath. 
    
  +30 WIS 
  Ignores Armor 
  Does no damage to Constructs, Oozes, or Undead 
  Increased Criticals – x4 Damage on Critical Hits 
  Imbued: Fusion Blade – Counts as both Holy and Unholy weapon. 
  Enchanted: Sacrificial Blade – When used to kill a sentient creature, gain a bonus to that creature’s largest stat for 24 hours. If the sacrifice happens during a ritual lasting at an hour in length, the gain is permanent. In this case, the victim must be willing or restrained (physically or magically) for the duration of the ritual. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Sharess’s Blessed Amulet 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Amulet 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Uncommon 
  
     
 
      
      	  An amulet, bearing the holy symbol of the Goddess of Passion, Sharess. This amulet has been both enchanted and cursed, providing much to those who spread their ‘passion’ freely, but taking much from those who abstain. 
    
  +20 CHA 
  +20% to all spellcasting 
  Enchanted: Lover’s Mark – Whenever you have sex, MP Regen increases by +10 per min for 24 hours. (Does not stack.) 
  Cursed: Loveless Suffering – Item can no longer be removed unless a remove curse spell is used while on holy ground. Whenever you go 24 hours without having sex, MP Regen decreases by -30 per min, and you gain a -50% penalty on all stats. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Star of the Morning 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Head 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  It is said that this mithril circlet was once the possession of the original fallen angel, Lucifer. The brilliant white gem inset over the forehead gleams with the energies of creation, or perhaps simply magic. The one who wears this circlet receives a great deal of power from the wearing, but finds himself further from Heaven than ever before. 
  Requires: Must be an Angel. 
  Requires: Must be Fallen or in service of an Evil creature. 
  Requires: Must eat the flesh of a Demon. 
    
  +50 to all Stats 
  +25% to all skills 
  -50% MP cost for all spells 
  +5.0 per min HP and MP regen 
  Immune to negative secondary effects of both Holy and Unholy effects (damage calculated as normal). 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The dagger was an excellent substitute for my old Sacrificial Dagger. The temporary nature of the buff was unfortunate, but it was a better weapon than the old dagger. And it wasn’t like I couldn’t still get the permanent buff by doing a little sacrifice. 
 
      
 
    The Amulet was also a no-brainer. Some would call me oversexed. I had a harem of beauties that tended my needs on a daily basis, so it would be a VERY rare condition to find myself suffering from the curse. I also managed to learn the enchantment for the curse, so I could replicate it myself. Cursing slave collars so that the wearers needed to get laid every day would be one way to punish unruly slaves without damaging them, and possibly dropping their resale value. Plus, I know that there are more than a few potential slave owners who would love lording it over their sex slaves that they are depended on him for relief from the curse. 
 
      
 
    That Star of the Morning went into my inventory for the moment. It was a ‘lucky’ find, and a really niche item that some adventurer had found in a dungeon and was trying to unload at the auction house. Since it had a high list of prerequisites, there weren’t many takers, so I got it at a low cost. Once I’d given Gadriel some training, she’d wear it. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I also purchased a scroll of teleport. This would be useful later, but for the moment, I simply rounded everyone up, and we headed back to the inn. I needed to have a ‘talk’ with an angel. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, I allowed the girls to go do their thing with the dragon, and left the demon on guard outside our rooms. As for myself, Gadriel joined me in my room. She was wearing a lovely shift designed to show off her curves, for the moment. She’d told me earlier that her armor and weapons were bound to her, and she’d had them stored in a summonable space so they hadn’t been stolen from her. 
 
      
 
    “So, is this the point where you violate me? I know what you mortals are like. That slavemaster said that decreasing my sale value was the only reason he didn’t take my purity himself.” She was trying to put up a brave front, but she wasn’t fooling me. 
 
      
 
    “Good. You’re not going to waste your breath on talk of how I can or cannot do this, or how I’ll pay for my wicked ways, or anything like that. To answer your question, though, yes, I will be violating you. You are mine, and I wish to partake of you. However, you may rest easy in the knowledge that I am not one of those masters who delights in torturing and maiming those under their power. Oh, I will do it if necessary, but as a follower of Sharess, I much prefer to see my pets shudder in pleasure from my skills in bed than in fear from my skills with a whip.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed a finger against the angel’s lips before she could respond, and said, “I will be enjoying your body. There is nothing you can do to change that. But service me well, and willingly, and I promise you that no man save me will touch you without your leave and live, so long as I am present in this world. Your life will be as comfortable as one might find it in this material plane. Defy me and resist, and you will be placed in the stocks in my village, for anyone to enjoy as they see fit. Personally, I would prefer not to strip such a wondrous creature as yourself of her dignity with such a spectacle.” 
 
      
 
    As I spoke, I reached up to lightly examine her body with my hands, over the shift she was wearing. I was gentle, teasing, giving hints of pleasure to come, rather than the rude groping one would expect as a public whore. A moan escaped her as my fingers lightly pinched one of her nipples through the fabric, pulling gently on it. I did not rush her decision, allowing her time to consider it while I engaged in foreplay, bringing her to the edge, but not letting her pass over. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after what seemed like hours, but was less than a quarter of an hour, she whimpered, and said, “I will serve willingly.” And then she screamed, as I allowed her to climax for the first time that night. 
 
      
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 64 – Blood Rites 
 
    In the morning, we gathered the horses and our new wagon, and set out after breakfast. Gadriel and the demon had both apparently hidden their armor and weapons, or were able to summon them from wherever they were, so they were both in prime condition, and ready for any fighting we might have to do today. The only one who didn’t look ready for a hard fight was our young dragon, but that was understandable, really. 
 
      
 
    As I expected, the first day’s travel was relatively easy. Bandits don’t care for striking too close to town, where patrols of the king’s guards might catch them, or their prey might escape to. Oh sure, a group of highwaymen might mug a lone traveler, or even a small group on foot, near a city, but it is harder to escape on foot than it is on horseback, and it is easier to lie in wait for prey when you’re not having to deal with being on horseback. No, any bandits who saw us, if they were connected to our targets, would run along warn the others so they could prepare a proper ambush. 
 
      
 
    It was a five day trip along the road to Blacklake. I expected to get hit tomorrow or the next day. This meant, of course, that tonight would likely be free for what I considered to be a key part of this day’s agenda. First, I needed to have a talk with the little dragon, so I called Deghu forward. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Master?” The dragon was clearly not pleased at having to call anyone Master, but was smart enough to know that I could make his life miserable if I wished, while he did not yet have the power to resist me. 
 
      
 
    I reached over to the dragonling, and unclasped the slave collar around his neck. “Know that my name is Zayn Darkmore, declared by Mirelth to be a Dragonfriend. You are free now, Deghu, to go where you may. However, Mirelth has caused a great deal of trouble in this kingdom of late, so I do not believe you would find yourself welcome in these lands. Do you have any thoughts as to where you might go?” 
 
      
 
    The little dragon was stunned for a moment, but then recovered his wits nicely. “Well, that certainly wasn’t what I was expecting out of this conversation. I figured this was going to be another ‘talk’ like you had with the angel over there last night. By the way, the walls are really thin in inns like that.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, and said, “Then I hope I gave people a stimulating night. No, this is not that kind of conversation. You truly are free to go where you will. However, you are young, and have yet to grow into your true strength. Tell me, what did you do before you were captured?” 
 
      
 
    The dragon curled up on the seat of the wagon, and cocked his head to the side in an equivalent of a shrug. “In dragon terms, I’m still just a hatchling. Still smarter than most humans, though. But I still have a lot to learn.” 
 
      
 
    “It so happens that I am lord of a castle and some lands around it, in the elven lands. You are welcome to stay on my lands, provided you do not harm my people, and aid in the defense of the keep and the land, should it be necessary. And there are some skilled mages there, who may be able to help with your studies.” 
 
      
 
    “And what is it you gain from this?” 
 
      
 
    “Beyond the prestige of having a friendly dragon living in my lands? Or the fact that having a friendly dragon around may make it less likely for angry dragons to think I’m colluding with their enemies?” I laughed. “Well, you are bound to do some kind of research as you progress as a wizard. I, and my guild, can help with that, and we would share in the bounty of that research. Beyond that, we would learn more about dragons, which is always useful, and about how other creatures use magic. I have the liberty of thinking of things in the long term, instead of being forced to consider only the present.” 
 
      
 
    Deghu nodded, and then said, “Very well, I will accept your offer of sanctuary.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent! Now, this isn’t required, but joining my guild would give you access to more resources. I’ll send you an invite.” And with that, the guild grew by one dragon. 
 
      
 
    With that first bit of business taken care of, I turned to the second item on the agenda. Finding the demon, I commanded him to remove his equipment, which I stored in my inventory, and then lay on the ground, spread-eagle. I also commanded him to not speak, so I wouldn’t have to put up with his posturing or complaints as I drew sigils in the dirt around his naked form. Still, I decided I wouldn’t leave him in the dark. “So, truth time. I really didn’t plan on getting three new slaves when I stopped by market. And I have no interest in keeping a creature like you around. But you’ve still got uses, which is why you’re there, inside this ritual circle.” 
 
      
 
    “So, have you heard of Iaweasom’s Ritual of Demonic Life Consumption? Oh, I can see by your eyes that you have! Well, I’ll go over the basics just in case you’re not familiar with it. You see, this is a special ritual that can only be done when you have certain material components. First, you need a demon to serve as a sacrificial victim. Thank you for volunteering, by the way. Second, you need the virgin blood of an angel claimed within the past month.” I pulled out a vial with red blood in it. “Gadriel sweetly contributed this last night, as you may have heard from outside the door.” I noticed the angel blushing off to the side. 
 
      
 
    I uncapped the vial, and poured it out over the demon’s body. “Once the victim is restrained within a Ritual Circle, you anoint their body with the blood, as so. Now, I’m going to leave off the play by play for a bit, since there’s some incantations and such, but you know how the rest goes, yes? Those participating in the ritual give some blood to help empower it, and so on. Don’t worry, you’ll definitely still be awake when we get to the part where we will eat your flesh to absorb your strength.” 
 
      
 
    It was cute watching this demon, a terrible Pit Fiend, struggle uselessly against the bonds of magic from the slave collar keeping him in place, all in a futile attempt to keep an incubus from using a ritual created by another demon to steal his power. When I told the others about what the ritual would do, and what it required, I was surprised to see that the only squeamish one was the little dragon. “Mother told me demon flesh was poison to pure dragons. I’d rather not test it.” I nodded, and began the ritual proper. 
 
      
 
    I’m fairly certain that when Icestorm included the Ritual in the game, they never intended for players to get hold of it, or be able to use it. After all, the material components were insanely difficult to get. Capturing a demon was difficult. Getting an angel’s virgin blood was damn near impossible. And then you had to actually find the details of the ritual itself. That was, of course, extremely difficult to do, unless you happened to come across a grimoire with the ritual recorded. It so happened that the ritual was originally written down in my Soulbinder grimoire, which I had read cover to cover. 
 
      
 
    Of course, performing the ritual was an act of evil, no doubt. Even sacrificing a demon like this was not something that could be considered ‘good’. But while Gadriel might be hesitant to do it, the others knew that this was a world where power mattered more than anything else. If you had power, you could mold the world how you wished. If you didn’t, you were at the mercy of those who did. Ideals only mattered to those who had the power to uphold them. 
 
      
 
    Each of us partook of the demon’s flesh over the course of the next hour, leaving the demon looking like a pack of animals had ravaged him, but he was still alive. Now all that was left was to seal the ritual with a killing blow. I took out Balance’s Last Word, and plunged it down, piercing the demon’s heart. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  You have successfully completed Iaweasom’s Ritual of Demonic Life Consumption! By completing the ritual, each participant will gain either a permanent bonus to one attribute equal to the sacrificed creature’s level. The results of this may mark you in some fashion. 
    
  You gained +100 to CHA. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Participation in the Ritual has given you a new perk! 
    
  Infernal Charisma 
  Sentient creatures who gaze upon you become enraptured by your unearthly looks, even those who are, themselves, from other planes. Even gods mark your presence! Effects increase the more skin the individual reveals to watchers. 
    
  Increase to all social skills with enraptured people 
  Increased likelihood of gods inserting themselves in your affairs. 
  Increased likelihood of powerful creatures attempting to use you for their own ends.  
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  You have killed a sentient creature with a sacrificial blade! Because this sacrifice was made during a ritual lasting at least one hour, you gain a permanent bonus to one stat based on the victim’s highest attribute. 
    
  You gain +50 STR. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I bit back a curse at the new perk. That was going to cause trouble for me, I just knew it, but there wasn’t anything I could do about that. It was probably a ‘lucky’ result of the ritual ‘luckily’ adding a hundred points to my most overpowered stat. But I shook my head, and reached out with the Soul Magic I had learned from the grimoire, trapping the demon’s soul within the ring that had recently kept the Succubus’s soul. (Said soul was now empowering a lovely trinket I had made for Iqnora, since she was my seneschal, and all.) 
 
      
 
    When I looked at the others, I could tell that they each had received the ‘blessing’ of the ritual. They looked the same, mostly. Some looked stronger, healthier, and so on, each depending on what attribute they’d gained. I’d go through it later and ask them, or not. Definitely wanted to know if any of them had gotten a new perk out of the deal, since the ritual hadn’t mentioned that. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Slave Collar, Angelsteel 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Collar 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  An improvement on the basic slave collars found across the world, this collar shows fine craftsmanship, and is made from angelsteel, rather than lesser metals. When in use, it displays the Master’s personal or familial crest, showing who the slave belongs to. 
  Cannot be used on creatures that are over level 250 at time of capture. 
    
  +200 CHA 
  +1000 HP 
  Angelsteel: Can be used on Demons and other Evil outsiders up to level 350. Can be used on Angels and other Good outsiders up to level 50 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Ah, as I thought this collar was the opposite of the demonsteel collar I’d found back in the Pits so long ago. The existence of such an object was a simple reminder that ‘good’ didn’t mean ‘nice’ and that angels also got lumped into the ‘law’ and ‘order’ aspects as well. In other words, it wouldn’t be too hard to get some of them to make something like this in order to give ‘sinners’ a chance to ‘repent’ or ‘atone for their misdeeds’. The act is the same, but the reasons for it differ. 
 
      
 
    Ok, so I might have had some pent-up frustrations with the way lightsiders acted after spending sixteen years as Torgan. I had to deal with so many self-righteous zealots, both NPCs and players, that I almost went crazy at times. Probably would have, too, if there weren’t always groups of socially acceptable targets to take out my annoyance on. That undead invasion plot in WoD towards the end was a godsend, literally. 
 
      
 
    After we cleaned up from the ritual, we set watches for the night. Tomorrow, we would hunt bandits and undead. Maybe even undead bandits. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 65 – Raiding the Renegades 
 
    That morning, I opened a Dark Portal for Deghu, so he could go to Lithaes, where he’d find guild members who could help him level up, and had Gadriel remain in the wagon, a glamour covering her wings. We already attracted a ton of attention as a group, and having both an angel and a dragon with me would make things worse. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t mind attention, but it had to be the right kind. Walking around with a slave harem makes me a pervy incubus slavemaster with his whores. Walking around with a dragon and a legit angel makes me a threat. Sure, I actually was a pervy incubus slavemaster, but having people think that’s all I was had allowed me several wins that would have been much harder if I hadn’t been playing up the pervy incubus stereotype and gotten them to drop their guard. 
 
      
 
    That’s one reason I didn’t trust stereotypes, either in games or in the real world. Sure, most of them are around for a reason. Barbarians get the reputation as musclebound idiots because, frankly, a lot of them are. Drow get the evil backstabber reputation because as a race they tend to be evil and backstab eachother relentlessly. If someone’s wearing robes and has a big stick, he’s probably a wizard. And the list goes on. So, stereotypes aren’t a bad place to start, when evaluating someone. Problem is, too many people stop there, and don’t do the follow-up, which allows those like me, who are clever enough to subvert the stereotypes, to take advantage of idiots. 
 
      
 
    As we traveled, I checked the maps I’d bought before leaving town. The quest involving the dwarf adventuring company mentioned a Lost Vault. There were a couple ruins between here and Blacklake. I was betting that one of them contained our rogue slavers, and another would hide the entrance to this vault. Hopefully, we’d be able to find traces of the undead before we came too close. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, ‘luck’ was on my side again. It was about midday, and we were about to stop for lunch when we saw a wagon camped along the side of the road, with a man and two women, all humans, sitting by a fire, heating coffee (or something that smelled like it), and getting food ready to eat. Seeing our procession, the man waved us over. As we got closer, I saw that the man was the only one not wearing a collar. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Wilmer Brew 
  Human Male Demonkin Human Male 
  Level 20 Fighter / Merchant Level 40 Blademaster (Fighter) / Rogue 
  Title: Honest One Titles: Manslayer, Sadist, Human Bane, Deceiver 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Zada Rule 
  Human Female High Human Female 
  Level 10 Rogue Level 60 Assassin (Rogue) / Blademistress (Fighter) 
  Title: Slave Titles: Swiftblade, Stealthy, Human Bane, Slave, Broken One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Isabel Dengra 
  Human Female Faetouched Human Female 
  Level 10 Priestess Level 50 Inferno Mage (Flame Sorceress) / Priestess 
  Title: Slave Titles: Pyromaniac, Sadist, Slave, Masochist, Broken One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    This was the first time I had seen a fake status with Observe. Fortunately, my habit of using Observe on everyone had leveled it up enough that I could pierce it. I’d heard that once you got Disguise to Intermediate, you could create a false status for yourself, but I hadn’t seen it before, and I hadn’t bothered to work on Disguise much, myself. There were also items you could get, enchanted rings and the like, which would display a false status, but you needed the disguise skill at Intermediate to enchant them, so… 
 
      
 
    At any rate, it looked like we had found the first of these slavers. I spoke through party chat, to have the girls scan for other enemies in the area, and Severa took the distraction of everyone dismounting to go into stealth. I moved over to the fire, and sat down opposite the man. “Well met, sir. And what is a merchant such as yourself doing in these parts? I’ve heard there were many dangers on the roads, ever since that the King’s forces were put in disarray by the events in the capitol.” 
 
      
 
    The man laughed, and said, “Yes, things have been what you might call ‘interesting’ around here the last few months, but still, a merchant has to ply his trade, you know? And things aren’t getting any better. Ahead, about a day and a half from Blacklake, the road runs within a mile or two of the ruined Tower of Ischall. While we were passing, I saw what looked like a hundred or more of the undead gathered by the tower’s base. We were just lucky that something was drawing them to the tower, so they didn’t notice us. I’ll have to start hiring guards for my next trip!” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Katrin Black 
  Shadeling Human Female 
  Level 50 Assassin (Rogue) / Shadow Sorceress 
  Titles: Stealthy, Sadist, Human Bane, Manslayer, Slave, Broken One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I was about to reply, when I saw a blade flash in the corner of my eye, and heard a scream of pain. And there was the fourth member of this party, a slash across her wrist forcing her to drop the slave collar she had been planning to put around my neck. I snapped my fingers, and Black tentacles rose up. As my mastery of the spell increased, they’d grown to twenty in number, and covered a larger area. Now, they split up, five each, to entrap the man and his slaves, bringing them to their hands and knees. I nodded to Yukiko, and she dispatched the man, decapitating him with her sword. 
 
      
 
    Yukiko blinked, looking at a notification, and then said, “Master, I have taken ownership of the man’s slaves, there are four of them.” She turned and looked at the other three. “Where is Gnag Bonechewer?” 
 
      
 
    Zada sighed. “In the fort, Mistress. He is a goblin, and Master wished him to remain behind, crafting poisons and other things to sell at the market.” 
 
      
 
    I opened a map of the area, and said, “And where is this fort?” 
 
      
 
    When the three hesitated to speak, I glanced at Yukiko, who barked at them to answer the question. Zada seemed to be the spokeswoman for these three, as she pointed out one of the ruins that overlooked the road, Terrorbane Hold, an ancient outpost from before the Scourge. It had not lived up to its name, and was left to ruin in the centuries since. Still, it was set into a rock face, making it a fairly defensible position. 
 
      
 
    “What kind of fighting force do the slavers have? There should be nineteen of them, and how many more slaves would be effective in a fight?” 
 
      
 
    “Our former master was one of the most paranoid of the group, with three combat slaves. The others all have one or two, as well as a few that are simply bedwarmers. Gorthang has five combat slaves, plus his harem. Say fifty combatants all together? Some of those would be left guarding the stock, to keep them from making trouble. We were about to make a run into one of the black markets to sell off the shipment in a few days.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, and then said, “All right, less than four to one against us? That’ll work fine. And every master we take out will remove their slaves from play. To keep it interesting, I’ll tell you all this. When this is over, I’ll buy any slaves belonging to you personally that you gained while we are in pursuit of this quest at a flat rate of ten gold per head. Since most of you are my slaves, or slaves of my slaves, that’s a helluvalot better than you could expect otherwise, I think. Also, the person who captures the most slaves will get another hundred gold as a prize.” 
 
      
 
    This caused everyone to laugh, but I saw them all getting serious. Having an actual stake in the outcome beyond simply living or dying would cause them to fight just that extra bit more. Competition always did that to people. And it wasn’t like we were going to be in that bad a situation. Sure, it was about four to one against us, but that was only if we fought fair in a straight battle. No way that was going to happen, not until we evened the odds a bit, or even turned them to our favor. 
 
      
 
    Severa, Katrin, Kamla, and I moved forward under stealth. As expected, the vampire was quite proficient at stalking prey and her senses allowed her to sense the blood of living creatures, which made the four of us an ideal group for dealing with sentries. We caught two patrols in the forest, both a master and slave. In each case, the master died never knowing what hit him, and the slave was forced to follow our lead. That was how Severa and Katrin both got on the board with two and three, respectively, though Yukiko still had the early lead with four. 
 
      
 
    When we got to the fortress itself, there was only a single guard and her slave, up in a watchtower. And they were… otherwise occupied, given the way the slaver’s breasts were flopping about as she leaned over the tower’s railing. Wrath of Demons was in my hand, and I pulled back the bowstring with a hellfire arrow. I stilled my breath, lined up my shot, and fired, aiming for the woman’s head. Even if it wouldn’t kill her outright, it would keep her from issuing orders to the slave currently fucking her. But things went better than I intended. Apparently, the slave did something extra good, which caused the woman to throw her head back and open her mouth to scream or moan something, just as the arrow got to her. The arrow struck down through her mouth, and pierced her heart. She was dead before she knew it, and now I was on the board with four, though it seemed they all had men’s names. Ah well. 
 
      
 
    Moving forward, I ordered the slave to get dressed, and bring his former mistress’s body down. While we secured the area, the rest of the group arrived behind us, and we formed up into more balanced assault groups. The three combat slaves we just captured were commanded to guard the entrance, in case others attacked. Sixteen slavers remained on my quest log, which meant we had already done a quarter of the work. 
 
      
 
    Those continuing inside split into four groups of three. Myself, Kylana, and Gadriel formed the first group. We had the highest damage-dealer, a powerful support mage, and the best healer. Our goal was to find the boss, and end him. Yukiko, Della, and Severa were tasked with finding the slave pens, and eliminating the guards there. Hrozne, Kamla, and Nithroel would form group three, and secure the artisans and craftsmen. And the three new slaves would be the last group, hunting any of the masters they could. This spread us out, but it also prevented the enemy from coordinating and drawing all their forces together, where it might be enough to beat us. 
 
      
 
    With a whispered command, we set off into the fortress. At the first intersection, the groups began splitting up, but we followed the instructions the new slaves gave us, to try and get to the boss as quickly as possible. I was confident we could beat him on his own, but if he could reinforce any of the other groups, then it may prove problematic. Kylana gained the first kill of our little group, as she used a nasty bit of transmutation to turn the slaver’s blood to acid. I was going to need to make sure and update my protections against that, because it did NOT look like a fun way to die, and Kylana couldn’t be the only one to use such magic. 
 
      
 
    There was only one more flunkie and his slave before we got to the Boss’s chambers, and I got the kill there, my blades cutting the man’s head from his shoulders before he could finish drawing his blade. I checked the quest status, and was pleased to see the count had dropped to 7/20 slavers remaining. The others were having good hunting as well, it seemed. But I put those thoughts aside, as we had arrived at the Boss’s room. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Gorthang Bloodmaul 
  Hobgoblin Male 
  Level 60 Demon Tamer (Warlock) / Battle Raper (Dominator) 
  Titles: Sadist, Sexecutioner, Human Bane, Goblin Bane, Undead Bane, Manslayer, Ladykiller 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
      
 
    Kicking open the door, I found myself face to face with an ugly, yellow-green skinned creature with pointed ears and long, matted hair. He smelled like he rolled in garbage while having sex. Not a great combo, mind you. He was currently on the bed, naked and extricating himself from a pile of at least four women. Five other women stood guard around the room, and they all were geared up, at least. 
 
      
 
    With a cocky smile, I stepped forward, blades at the ready. “Gorthang, I presume? The Slavers’ Guild asked me to deliver a message to you. They have decided that they’re no longer going to tolerate your continued existence.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 66 – Bloodmaul and Shyrl 
 
    Gorthang, dressed in nothing but literally what he was born with, growled at me as he reached over to grab a nasty looking two-handed maul. “You insolent whelp! I’m going to kill you slow, so your pets there can take turns begging me for a ride just to keep you alive a little while longer!” 
 
      
 
    Kylana looked at me, and said, “Can we kill him now, please? His breath stinks all the way over here.” 
 
      
 
    “You bitch! I’ll make you regret that!” 
 
      
 
    I ignored the naked hobgoblin for the moment, and looked at my companions. “Kylana, conjure a wall to keep his pets from interfering, or letting him get to you. Keep it going as long as you can. Gadriel, give what buffs you can to spellcasting and MP regeneration. I’ll take the ugly one.” That was the plan, anyways. 
 
      
 
    Owning slaves allowed you to amplify your combat force, but if you were killed by another sentient, they gained ownership. Well, that’s how it worked for NPCs. I don’t know if it had come up at any point so far for Travelers. I’d need to find out that information, since it could be very bad if someone PKed me. 
 
      
 
    Anyways, as I stepped forward, translucent walls of purple light rose up, sectioning the room to keep Gorthang’s guards isolated, and forming a ring in the center of the room, where Gorthang and I would have our little bout. Seeing this, Gorthang uttered a curse, and summoned his familiar. It was a pit fiend, a four-armed, heavily muscled creature bred for battle in the endless wars of the Abyss. Whereas Kylana was the more bookish sort, this fiend was purely a warrior. 
 
      
 
    It was strong enough to wield a greatsword in each of its four hands, making it a truly nasty foe to go up against for someone who wasn’t a brute-force fighter like myself. OK, so my STR was pretty damn good, but I was still a CHA-type, and relied on DEX more than STR in a fight. I couldn’t risk attempting to parry one of those blows, to say nothing of blocking them. I would have to dodge them all. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, though, I had the Soulsight skill. In addition to allowing me to see the souls of the recently departed, it acted as a kind of aura reading skill for anything with a soul, allowing me to roughly judge intent. Combined with actual experience from both Zayn and Torgan, I was confident I could read the Fiend well enough that I wasn’t worried about his blades. Not much. 
 
      
 
    Honestly, either one of these enemies wouldn’t be much trouble for me in a straight fight. Sure, the idea of a spellcaster who focused on heavy, two-handed weapons like that maul was weird, but if he had the stats and skills for it, then more power to him. A heavy weapon was dangerous because of the strength and weight behind the blow. You risked broken arms and shattered weapons trying to block or parry such an attack. But they were, generally, slower than an agility-type’s attacks, making them easier to dodge, if you knew their reach and could limit the field of battle. 
 
      
 
    As the fiend charged, Gorthang began readying a spell. I could tell that it was some kind of buff, probably buffing himself to substitute for the armor the walls had cut him off from (and that I wouldn’t have given him the time to equip, anyways). With the walls of force in place, our arena was roughly equivalent to a square fifteen feet on a side. I had very little room to dodge, but my enemies couldn’t use their best attacks in such close quarters, because of the reduced room to swing those big weapons. 
 
      
 
    Still, I couldn’t let the enemy control the flow of battle. Leaping out of the way o the fiend’s blades, I kicked off the wall, and then rolled to my feet, now having placed Gorthang between myself and the fiend. A flick of my wrist in passing caused the hobgoblin to drop his casting and curse in the goblin tongue as I came within an inch of ‘unmanning’ him. Yes, I cheat. Get over it. 
 
      
 
    Laughing at the hobgoblin’s displeasure, I continued circling, keeping the fiend from getting a decent strike from around the hobgoblin. Meanwhile, my Hex ability, Warlock’s Curse, Cloak of Chaos, and Shadow of Death had all combined to cause hell for my enemies. A few glancing blows from my blades had dropped the hobgoblin’s attack speed by 25%, making evasion child’s play. Warlock’s Curse dropped his CHA by 10%, reducing his defense from the Dominator class. A glancing blow from the fiend shaved off two hundred of my hit points, but temporarily inflicted it with the ‘Blind’ debuff. And Shadow of Death was doing solid DoT on Gorthang, but also made my attacks hit as crits more often, and I was the kind of bastard that already aimed for crits. 
 
      
 
    Of course, it wasn’t a one-sided slaughter, either. Gorthang got a good hit in when I had to dodge a wild swing by the fiend, dealing almost a thousand damage, but also giving me the ‘broken arm’ debuff, causing my wakizashi to fall to the floor since I could no longer hold anything in that arm. Magic could remove the debuff, but my healer was busy, and I wasn’t about to have them start dropping the walls so casting could occur, and leave them open to the attacks of these two. 
 
      
 
    I slashed out with Munsuraisa, using the crescent slash technique to give Gorthang something else to think about. And then I shifted to my dragonform. As a Warlock, Gorthang had some resistance against my Hellfire breath, but it still hurt like hell, given from the way the bastard roared in pain. Having hellfire on the ol’ bait and tackle wasn’t something most people would like to experience, no matter what. The fiend didn’t even bat an eye at that. 
 
      
 
    I darted forward, using my long neck in this form to strike, snakelike, with my jaws, closing them on Gorthang’s throat. The warlock struggled to try and pry my fangs from his throat, but it was in vain, as I shook him like a rag doll, ending his life. As I saw the experience come up in the combat log, I noticed that the ‘broken arm’ debuff stayed with me when I shifted. Annoying, but expected. I looked up in time to see the fiend, its master slain, disappear into smoke. 
 
      
 
    I spat Gorthang out before shifting back to my normal form, and motioning Kylana to drop the walls, which I just now noticed were impressively soundproofed. Kylana and Gadriel stepped up to my side, and Gadriel healed me up, I checked the status of the quest. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hunt Slavers on Blacklake Road 
    
  A band of slavers has been operating on the Blacklake Road between Fathon and the border town of Blacklake, on the edge of the Horde Tribeslands. They have been operating independently of the Slavers’ Guild, and are not under its protection. The Slavers’ Guild wishes to make an example of these renegades. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill or Capture the band of slavers (0/20 remaining). 
  Optional: Defeat the band’s leader, Black Eyed Shyrl. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  The band of slavers escapes the kingdom. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  10 GP per slaver killed. 
  30 GP per slaver captured and turned in to a Slavers’ Guild representative. 
  Increased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  Optional: Profession Upgrade Quest 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Decreased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Wait a minute! The leader of this band was Black Eyed Shyrl, not Gorthang Bloodmaul, according to the quest. That would mean-- 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Sneak Attack! Critical Hit! You have been struck for 2430 damage by Black Eyed Shyrl! 
  You are Bleeding, and will lose 10 HP/second for 60 seconds. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I yelled in pain as a dagger implanted itself in my kidney, taking off almost half my hit points in a single hit! I was staggered by the blow, but managed to turn and interpose my sword between the next dagger strike. Strangely, the attacks stopped, just as the attacker came into plain view. Oh, yeah, I still had Cloak of Chaos up. The second attack didn’t hit, but the attack was launched, which was enough, it seemed. My would-be assassin was paralyzed for thirty seconds, and slowed for another thirty beyond that. I was damn lucky not to be dead already. Without my insanely high Defense due to cheating CHA, I would have been a gonner before I even knew I was under attack. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Black Eyed Shyrl 
  High Elf Female 
  Level 100 Assassin (Rogue) / Guerilla (Ranger) 
  Titles: Sadist, Deceiver, Traitor, Elf Bane, Human Bane, Dwarf Bane, Goblin Lover, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “STOP!” 
 
      
 
    With that word of command, everyone in the room froze. Including the now incredibly irate Black Eyed Shyrl, who I now recognized as one of the four slaves who had been bedding Gorthang when I arrived. “Everyone but Shyrl relax. You five guards, defend this room from any of the members of this gang. Gadriel, if you please?” I sighed as Gadriel’s healing magic washed over me again, restoring my health. 
 
      
 
    Looking to Shyrl, I said, “Well, now. The quest we got informed us that Black Eyed Shyrl was the leader of this group, but it seems the Slavers’ Guild didn’t know about everything. How did you come to wear the collar. SPEAK!” 
 
      
 
    The elf maiden sighed, and said, “I like a rough hand in the sack, you know? Not like those pretty boy elves. And humans always want to ‘make love’ to me. Goblins and their ilk? They give it to me like I want it, but that makes you a pervert in the Wyrmwood, so here I am. Figured slaving was an easy way to make money, but the guild wanted a lot of gold, and the enchantment for slave collars was not something anyone in the city was willing to teach me without the guild’s OK. So, I decided to forget about the guild, and sell on the side. There’s always a market for merchandise outside of official channels, especially when you start crossing borders.” 
 
      
 
    “That bastard was my partner, and my lover, before he tricked me. Slipped a sleeping potion in my grog while we were drinking one night. Woke up with one of those collars that could still be hidden below your shirt if you wore a high collar, and having to call Gorthang ‘Master’, while the crew thought I was getting too infatuated with the brute and left running the day to day with him.” 
 
      
 
    “And when I killed Gorthang?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s a window, see? Between when the master is killed and the slave first hears the new master speak. You kill the new master before they speak, and you’re not their slave. The collar pops off, and you’re free. Oh, and you own any of their slaves, too. Bonus, that.” 
 
      
 
    “Sucks to be you, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Quest Completed! 
    
  Hunt Slavers on Blacklake Road 
    
  A band of slavers has been operating on the Blacklake Road between Fathon and the border town of Blacklake, on the edge of the Horde Tribeslands. They have been operating independently of the Slavers’ Guild, and are not under its protection. The Slavers’ Guild wishes to make an example of these renegades. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill or Capture the band of slavers (0/20 remaining). 
  Optional: Defeat the band’s leader, Black Eyed Shyrl. (Complete) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  The band of slavers escapes the kingdom. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  160 GP for slavers killed by you or your slaves. 
  30 GP per slaver captured and turned in to a Slavers’ Guild representative. 
  Increased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  Offer of 200 GP for Black Eyed Shyrl’s slave contract from Slavers’ Guild. 
  Profession Upgrade Quest available! See profession trainer for details. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Decreased standing with the Slavers’ Guild. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    As the quest completed, I breathed deeply, and looked to Shyrl. “You’re a pervert, and I’m not opposed to that. More importantly, you’re damn good with those blades of yours. If I didn’t have all this magic and armor protecting me, you might just have gotten your freedom before I could speak. Still might have if you’d thought to strike the throat instead of the kidney. Less overall damage, especially with a healer around, but more likely to keep the target silent.” 
 
      
 
    “So now I’ve got to choose what to do with you. On the one hand, you can be sold to the Slavers’ Guild, for whatever purposes they might see fit to sell you as. Looking at you, I bet they’ll find you a nice posh noble to take you as a sex slave. But you’ve got enough potential that I’d like to see what else you can do. I think I’ll have you stay at my castle until I’ve decided just what I’ll do with you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 67 – Hunting the Dead 
 
    Escaping instant death in a VR game like AAO is just as harrowing as it is in real life. Once the adrenaline wears off, you crash. Fortunately, I was able to keep moving, though my hands were shaking. That was really too close for comfort. 
 
      
 
    As we went, we gathered everyone together, and made a final tally. All the slavers were dead. The final tally, as far as slaves taken, went as follows: 
 
    
    
      
      	  Name 
  
      	  Combat Slaves 
  
      	  Noncombat Slaves 
  
      	  Total Payout 
  
     
 
      
      	  Yukiko 
  
      	  7 
  
      	  5 
  
      	  220 GP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Zayn 
  
      	  7 
  
      	  25 
  
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Kamla 
  
      	  3 
  
      	  6 
  
      	  90 GP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Severa 
  
      	  4 
  
      	  8 
  
      	  220 GP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Nithroel 
  
      	  4 
  
      	  6 
  
      	  100 GP 
  
     
 
      
      	  Hrozne 
  
      	  5 
  
      	  3 
  
      	  80 GP 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Since Yukiko and Severa tied, I was generous, and gave both of them an extra hundred gold. It was important to give rewards as well as punishments. I was only slightly surprised at the number of noncombat slaves I’d captured, since I had gone in figuring that most of the group’s sale stock would be in the ‘care’ of the guild master until sale. And I was right. 
 
      
 
    Now I had a problem. There were simply too many people in this group for me to take them all with me. Even with raiding the slavers’ stores, bringing eighty-three people with me while I was hunting undead was just not a smart idea. Especially when most of them were under level 10. I considered for a moment, and then opened a chat to Iqnora. 
 
      
 
    Zayn: Iqnora, if you’re not busy, head down to the dark shrine for a moment. 
 
    Iqnora: Of course, my Lord. Any particular reason? 
 
    Zayn: Busted up a group of slavers acting outside the Guild. Their stock now belongs to me, and I have undead to hunt. 
 
    Iqnora: And you’d rather them not all die drawing a horde of the things to you, I take it? 
 
    Zayn: Exactly. They are all enslaved under my authority, and I will order them to obey you, and any member of the guild. Some have combat skills that can be put to use bolstering the guards. Others are noncombatants, but they might have skills you can use, or at least could be used as staff around the castle. Let me know if any problems arise. 
 
    Iqnora: Of course, my Lord. 
 
      
 
    With that, I cut the chat, issued my orders to the slaves, and sent them through the dark portal to the shrine under Lithaes Castle. I’ll admit, I breathed easier once I had that lot out from under my foot. There was no way that group could have done anything but cause trouble for me while going about my second quest. 
 
      
 
    As expected, the loot, other than slaves, was fairly light. The gear the slavers used was… well, it was better than starting gear, certainly, and it was enough to intimidate merchants and the like, but there’s a reason why they were a group of rogue slavers, and not front-line adventurers.  
 
      
 
    At any rate, once the gear of the dead was sorted, I opened the portal, and ordered all the newcomers through. As Iqnora had said, I couldn’t have this lot with me as I was traipsing through the countryside hunting a horde of undead. That would be stupid, and while I may be an idiot at times, I try to limit my daily intake of stupid to reading comments on my stream. 
 
      
 
    That left nine of us once again, to hunt down an ancient crypt and see what happened to a company of dwarven adventurers. Of course, when one is hunting undead, one likes to have holy magic around, because that fucks them up like nothing else. Really, that was the main reason I kept Gadriel with me so far. I didn’t like having people who were much-higher level than me around, because they removed some of the challenge. There was a difference between the cheating I normally did, which was me figuring out how to use my abilities in ways people didn’t immediately think of, and putting the game in ‘easy’ mode. 
 
      
 
     But a horde of undead was a horde of undead. The two times I’d faced a horde of undead, back at Ullelone and during the tutorial, I was in a desperate fight, and came close to getting my ticket punched. I had no idea of the size of the horde, or their levels, or what kind of undead we were facing. There might even be a lich, or some other nastiness. But I figured that between having three holy casters and a Necromancer around, along with my natural mayhem abilities, we’d be good. 
 
      
 
    At least we wouldn’t be wandering around aimlessly looking for the ruin that the undead were guarding. The slavers had already found it for us. Oh sure, they didn’t tell us as much, being dead, but the map in their common room that showed the local area had a hint. The ruin with a big ‘X’ on it, with a skull drawn next to it, over a written “NO!” underlined several times was probably the place. Or a Taco Bell. 
 
      
 
    On the off chance it wasn’t the home of gas-inducing faux-Mexican food, we headed towards what used to be a monastery of some sort. As we approached it, it was clear that we were in the right place. The smell of death and decay were heavy in the air as we sighted the ruined building from the road, and while that could still mean that it was a Taco Bell, I wasn’t sure even burritos could cause the grass and trees to be dying in what looked to be a perfect circle around the building. No, this was Blight. 
 
      
 
    Blight happens when corruption and other nastiness are allowed to linger too long in an area. It is basically taking unholy, despoiled land, and putting it on crack and steroids at the same time. Living creatures who aren’t protected from the Blight take a constant damage over time just from standing there, while Undead are healed by the Blight, and even those undead creatures who are vulnerable to sunlight are able to walk under the noonday sun within Blighted lands. Something was terribly wrong here. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest Alert! 
    
  Blighted Monastery 
    
  A monastery formerly belonging to disciples of Moradin has been defiled by the Blight. What caused the Blight to come here? Why is it centered upon this monastery without spreading? 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Discover the cause of the Blight. 
  (Optional) End the Blight. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Die, or give up the quest. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Experience 
  Unknown 
  Increased Reputation with followers of Moradin 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased Reputation with followers of Moradin 
  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Oh-ho! Seems that coming here activated a quest! Well, even if we weren’t going to be going there anyways, now we had to go get to the bottom of this. I turned to look at Hrozne, and asked, “How will the Blight affect you?” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne got that faraway look one had when looking up information on their status screens, before saying, “I’m good. Since I’m neither living nor undead, it washes out. Same with the protection spells the holy magic users have. It won’t hurt me, but it won’t help me much, either.” He nodded to Kamla. “You’ll want to leave Kamla out of the holy protections, though.” 
 
      
 
    The vampiress grimaced. “Yeah, I’m a daywalker, but holy magic still hurts like hell. The Blight will up my damage and regen, though.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “All right, here’s the play. Kylana, stay here with the horses and the cart. If anyone causes trouble, blast them. Gadriel, you’re our most powerful holy caster, so lay your best long-term protection on the living members of the group, and renew it when it goes out. If your MP gets below half, let us know, and we’ll take a break. You’re going to be the key to this whole thing.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone agreed, so Gadriel put a blessing on us, which would protect us from the Blight for an hour. Unfortunately, it also made us glow with holy light like torches, so stealth was out completely. But it was better than trying to heal constant DOT and other nasty debuffs from the Blight while trying to fight our way through. 
 
      
 
    And fight we would have to, as the moment we stepped into the Blight, the undead began to approach us. For the most part, they were merely skeletons, though there were Skeleton Mages and Skeleton Knights in the mix, as well. They were all level 40 or so, which meant that we weren’t having any real trouble with them. We had to make sure to manage MP well, as this was going to be a gauntlet-style dungeon crawl, from the look of it, but we could do it. The only real problem was that what loot was available was too tainted by Blight for us to take. High level purifications could remove the Blight, but those would probably weaken or change the magic of any enchanted items, and none of what we found was more than dealer trash, anyways. 
 
      
 
    Finally, we arrived at the entrance to the ruined monastery. The symbol of Moradin was above the doorway, but the iron doors that formerly stood there were lying on the ground. Standing guard was a spectral figure. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  The Grim Warden 
  Dwarf Ghost Male 
  Level 40 Wraith (Spirit) / Fighter 
  Titles: Deathsworn, Ethereal Blacksmith 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The ghost looked at us and said in a low voice, “Halt, travelers! This ground is cursed, and no place for the living. Turn back if ye value your lives!” 
 
      
 
    I took a breath, and then said, “Noble spirit, we know that the ground we stand upon is cursed, and that is part of the reason we have come. If possible, we would lift the curse from this land. Is that not the reason the dead are restless, and do not lie quiet in their graves?” 
 
      
 
    “Hah! More fools walking to their doom, then, like the last group. If I am not mistaken, your group is no stranger to the dark and evil deeds man may do to another, and yet perhaps it takes one used to the shadow to bring light where it is needed.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed. Though one may walk in darkness, why can they not have the same goal as one who clings to the light? The only difference is the methods one might be willing to entertain, and the reason for taking up the task. For myself, and my group, we are adventurers, and took up a job to seek out another party that has been lost in this area for some time, and to clear a lost vault of the undead. As we approached, we were granted another quest, to find the cause of the Blight, and end it, for which we were promised a reward. But should we succeed in cleansing the Blight, would that make it any less a boon to the lands around us?” 
 
      
 
    “Hah! You speak like one of those snake-tonged nobles back in the Dwarven lands! But ye be right in this. The Blight needs to be stopped, and ye no doubt guessed that the vault below this monastery is where the Blight is spreading from. Only the wardstones keep the Blight from expanding over the entire countryside, but they have been weakening of late.” 
 
      
 
    “How did this Blight come to be? What caused a place defended by proud disciples of Moradin to fall so low? This building, though it is in ruins, is far too intact to have been lost in the Scourge. So this must be something more recent, yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed. One hundred years ago, when the Scourge was ending, relations between the humans and dwarves were not what they are now. This monastery was set up as a beacon of friendship, and as a place to train smiths in the dwarven style.” 
 
      
 
    “But humans are greedy creatures, always seeking more than what is good for them, and looking for shortcuts to power they haven’t earned. An apprentice Runesmith by the name of Felix, frustrated by the slow progress of his path, summoned a demon in a foolish attempt to bind it into a weapon. Not nearly ready for such a task, the Runesmith managed to summon not a demon, but a Terror that had been sleeping. The result was… distasteful to talk about, to say the least.” 
 
      
 
    “Many died fighting the Terror, but they could not kill it, for it had no true form of its own, but possessed the bodies of others. When its shell was killed, it would pass into another, often the one that killed it. Still, the elite of the monks and the disciples were able to trap the fiend in the Vault below the monastery, at the sacrifice of their own lives. Unable to find a new host, and unable to escape, the Terror was trapped.” 
 
      
 
    “And then an idiot Traveler went and ruined everything.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 68 – The Vault 
 
    “And then an idiot Traveler went and ruined everything.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed, hiding my face with my palm. “Of course they did. Let me guess, they ignored the warnings, spouting some crap about ‘cleansing evil’ or the like? Or were they just trying to loot whatever gear remained after all this time?” 
 
      
 
    “Have a lot of overzealous idiots amongst your lot, huh?” 
 
      
 
    “Traveling to other worlds means we don’t always have to live with the consequences of our actions in the worlds we visit. Makes it easier for people to be stupid. Same idea with coming back from the dead.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you’re going to go down there anyway, you might as well keep an eye out for the dwarves. Group of five went down there, trying to cleanse the place. Don’t know what they did to deserve it, but they were all cursed by Moradin himself.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “We’ll do what we can to find them. But before we head in, do you have any advice on how to end the Terror?” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, I knew I liked you. You’re the first to bother asking about that, thinking that we’d been anything other than idle in death all these years. Well, lucky you, there is a way to destroy the Terror. My brother and I forged two items to help you in your quest, if you are able to find them. The first is the Soul Trap. It will prevent ethereal creatures from passing its boundary. The second is the Ghost Chain, which can snare any ghostly creature, making them solid again.” 
 
      
 
    “To destroy the Terror, you must destroy the host within the Soul Trap, so that it does not have a chance to escape and possess another. Then, bind it with the Ghost Chain, and it will not be able to possess you, while your blows will damage it directly.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Really? I would have thought it would be more complicated than that. If you had such knowledge, why not use it before, while you lived?” 
 
      
 
    The ghost laughed. “Because I didn’t know it then, you whelp! Do you know how many years my brother and I had to train in order to forge ethereal items? Not those enchanted items that a ghost can pick up, mind you, but true ethereal items? I never had the time for such studies before I was dead!” 
 
      
 
    Yeah, I should have expected that. As we went down the stairs into the vault, I said, “So, find the Trap, find the Chain, kill the host, kill the Terror. Sounds like we have ourselves a plan!” And indeed, when I checked the quest log, we did have a plan. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Blighted Monastery 
    
  A monastery formerly belonging to disciples of Moradin has been defiled by the Blight. You have learned that the Blight is caused by the taint of a Terror that has been trapped in the Vault of the monastery for decades. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Bring news of the Blight’s cause to one of the Holy orders. 
  (Optional) End the Blight by slaying the Terror. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Die, or give up the quest. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Experience 
  Unknown 
  Increased Reputation with followers of Moradin 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased Reputation with followers of Moradin 
  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  WARNING! 
  YOU HAVE ENTERED A PERMADEATH DUNGEON! 
  Some enemies or objects in this dungeon may have the ability to cause permadeath. NPCs who die to a permadeath effect cannot be resurrected. Players who die to a permadeath effect have their characters deleted, and must start Character Generation at level 1. (Legacy bonuses from World of Destiny will be replaced with bonuses based on your current character’s progress.) 
    
  Note: This dungeon is not instanced. Clearing the dungeon will permanently remove it. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    And there was the downside. No doubt anything involving something called a Soul Trap or a Terror was going to be something that could cause the permadeath effect. Yukiko, Hrozne, Kamla, and I shared a nervous look, before I sighed, and said, “Well, we’ll just have to not die, right? Let’s get moving.” 
 
      
 
    From the map data we had, the Vault was originally laid out as a long hallway, with a series of rooms along either side of it, most likely for storing materials and crafted goods, as well as any treasures that might be found. Unfortunately, things weren’t going to be a simple jaunt to the end. Centuries of abuse by weather, undead, and time, not to mention active fighting, had caused several collapses, and there were a couple barricades as well. We would have to snake our way through the Vault to clear this mini-dungeon. 
 
      
 
    I’d heard on the forums that there were two kinds of dungeons. Instanced dungeons were like the ones you found in all other games. You ran it with your group, and you would be the only ones to be able to enter that instance. Moreover, you would be locked to that instance until you cleared the dungeon, meaning any time you entered the dungeon you would be in the same instance until you fought the boss, which prevented people from farming first floor mobs and chests for easy loot. Instanced dungeons had a two-week (in game) cooldown once you cleared them. 
 
      
 
    Non-instanced (or ‘event’) dungeons were often mini-dungeons or lairs, like the bandit lair, or the mine we cleared out. The Event in Duskhaven could be considered an event dungeon. Apparently, dungeons could change from instanced to non-instanced, if you did something extraordinary. In the case of the two main dungeons I’d played through, they had both been temporarily turned into Event dungeons, the Depraved Pits because I captured a floor guardian and removed them from the dungeon (and then been given title over the keep and the dungeon), and the Scheming Caverns because Kali had started her zombie invasion there, upsetting the natural order of the dungeon. If I went back to the Caverns, I could fight through the dungeon properly, and would get normal challenges (and normal rewards). 
 
      
 
    That this dungeon wasn’t instanced meant that we could stumble upon other groups here, and that our actions would affect groups that came after us should we fail. If we were forced to retreat, the monsters may change their locations and tactics. Or they might even try to follow us from the dungeon! On the other hand, other players could come and join us in the assault, if they were nearby. But that seemed unlikely. 
 
      
 
    Ahead, there was a rough barricade combined with a cave-in, making the hallway impassible without a lot of work. I flipped a coin, and we headed into the room on the right. Two mummies awaited us, evidently risen from some nearby crypt. Unfortunately for them, we brought three holy casters, a necromancer, and a shit-ton of damage dealing with us. Also, they were both level 40 or so, which meant we all had at least ten levels on them. On the other hand, the loot was pitiful, and the XP was barely worth mentioning. But hey, we got to grind our skills some, right? 
 
    In the following room were several forges, attended by a ghostly dwarf and several human skeletons. Since they didn’t immediately try to attack us, I called out, “Hail, master dwarf. Are you the kinsman of that Grim Warden outside?” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Folgrun Hammerhold 
  Dwarf Ghost Male 
  Level 40 Wraith (Spirit) / Fighter 
  Titles: Forgemaster, Deathsworn, Ethereal Blacksmith 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “Aye, that be me. If that idiot is still calling himself by that pretentious title, instead of Bruenor, like an honest dwarf, then I’m guessing you’re another pack of fools to try and challenge the Terror? And ye’ll be wanting the Trap and Chain? Well tough luck to ye. Those damn fool dwarves took the trap, but they were all under Moradin’s Curse, so they’re weak as kittens.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “I see. In that case, what can you tell me of the dungeon’s denizens? Are there more like you, who retain the sense of who they were?” 
 
      
 
    “Meaning are there others that won’t attack ye on sight? No, me brother and I are the only ones. We have some limited power over the weaker undead here, but that is all.” 
 
      
 
    Well, that was good to know, at least. “So if the Dwarves have the Soul Trap, where is the Ghost Chain? I know we’ll need both to finish this.” 
 
      
 
    “In the halls ahead. There’s a spring that has healing powers. It was the best place to keep the chain safe, so I tossed it in. Of course, you’ll have to get past the guardians, but I’m sure you’ll be fine. But hey, if you bring me some Essence of Undeath, I can make something that’ll help you out for that final battle.” 
 
      
 
    Right. Of course we’d have to get past the guardians. Still, if this was a non-instanced dungeon, then there was hope that any monsters the dwarves had cleared out wouldn’t have all been respawned yet. Since we’d come to a dead end here, we decided to check out the other room. And along the way we’d need to find sixty units of this ‘Essence of Undeath’. Not sure what it was, or what it would do for us, but I bet that the fight against the Terror would be a helluvalot easier if we had it. 
 
      
 
    Whatever storerooms and treasuries were down here, they’d clearly not fared well. There were some stores of raw materials, mostly metals, but they were all basic grade materials like iron. Any cloth or leather had rotted away over the years. Any that remained had been hopelessly corrupted by the Blight, meaning only Undead could use any materials coming from this dungeon unless we found a way to purify them. 
 
      
 
    Collecting the Essence of Undeath was difficult. It dropped at a rate of about one unit per three or four undead in the dungeon. The undead we faced were mostly weaklings in the 30 to 40 range, but there were a couple more mummies and a few ghouls. But clearly the ranks had been thinned. We would have to catch up to the dwarves if we wanted a chance of getting all that Essence for the upgrades. 
 
      
 
    The dungeon, which had originally been a long, straight hall, forced us to take a serpentine path through the storerooms, passing through rough tunnels dug into the earth, and at one point we had a tough fight where a pair of barricades had been set up in a long room, with archers behind the far one, with melee types by the first. All skeletons, but mindlessly ruthless in their methods of attack. That room would have sucked if it weren’t geared for undead. As it was, it was basically a speedbump. 
 
      
 
    When we crossed the main hall again, and found ourselves in another room with five dwarves, all looking severely worse for the wear. Apparently, being cursed by a god would do that to you. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Korir Shadowthane 
  Duregar Dwarf Male 
  Level 200 (40) Weaponmaster (Fighter) / War-leader (Marshall) 
  Titles: Cursed of Moradin, Thrall 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Braznas Coalmaul 
  Iron Dwarf Male 
  Level 200 (40) Assassin (Rogue) / Shadowdancer (Rogue) 
  Titles: Cursed of Moradin, Thrall 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Rafrig Alecloak 
  Half-Dragon Dwarf Male 
  Level 200 (40) Hellfire Mage (Flame Sorcerer) / Glacial Master (Ice Sorcerer) 
  Titles: Cursed of Moradin, Thrall 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hanwuna Battleforge 
  Stonetouched Dwarf Female 
  Level 200 (40) Fallen Servant (Priestess) / Shieldmaiden (Fighter) 
  Titles: Cursed of Moradin, Thrall, Masochist, Broken One 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Kindag Chainhelm 
  Mountain Dwarf Male 
  Level 200 (40) Rage Lord (Barbarian) / Battle Raper (Dominator) 
  Titles: Cursed of Moradin, Sexecutioner, Corrupter, Sadist, Traitor 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    And it would seem we had found the members of Moradin’s Hammer. I was able to get some details on their curse, which amused me. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Curse of Moradin 
  The bearer of this curse has committed great sins against the Father of Dwarves or his chosen. The bearer suffers an 80% reduction in effective level, as well as an 80% penalty on all attributes, resistances, skills, damage done, and healing received. MP costs of all spells cast increased by 80%. Some titles may be lost, while others are suppressed. Gain no experience for fighting creatures beneath true level. Cannot be removed without the assistance of a priest in good standing with Moradin whose level exceeds that of the character’s true level, or by completing a trial of penance set by Moradin himself. 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Note to self: Never, EVER piss off gods in this game. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 69 – Hammer of Death 
 
    So, these were the members of Moradin’s Hammer, hmm? I hadn’t thought that I’d get to see them so soon, especially with the level gap. Fortunately, I knew just what to do with these guys. I stepped forward, my weapons in hand as I spoke. 
 
      
 
    “You have been judged by Moradin for your crimes against one blessed by him, selling her to a Demon to be used for things that can only be called depraved, even by my standards. That was stupid of you, and while you’re already paying for that mistake, I do believe that a certain Paladin has said that you are not paying nearly enough yet. You’ve been judged by Moradin, but you still have the judgement of Brylres Hardbottle to deal with.” 
 
      
 
    The barbarian spat at the ground. “That bitch should have just done what I said, instead of always going on about how I’m too violent, or that we shouldn’t play with the bitches we fight.” 
 
      
 
    “In other words, she wanted you not to be an evil bastard, and wouldn’t become your Thrall, like these weak-willed fools? No, I’m sure you were completely blameless in all of that.” And then, without warning, I launched myself at the barbarian, twin blades promising death. Killing him in his weakened state was not hard. That curse was nasty. His axe only did 150 HP of damage to me, before I relieved him of his head. And by that time the other four were dead as well. I kept the heads as proof of death for Brylres. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Betrayer’s Due 
    
  Brylres Hardbottle was betrayed by her comrades in the adventuring party Moradin’s Hammer, and left to be enslaved by the demon Neozhur and his pawn, Jynerra. She now asks your aid in gaining her revenge. 
    
  You have slain the members of Moradin’s Hammer. Now you simply have to venture to the Dwarven kingdom and report your victory. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  A 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill the former members of Moradin’s Hammer. And return proof of death to Brylres. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  You do not return with proof of death or prisoners. 
  Give up the quest. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Unknown 
  Increased Reputation with Brudrinen Empire 
  Increased Reputation with Hardbottle Clan 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased Reputation with Hardbottle Clan 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Checking the gear the dwarves had, there was a lot of high end gear, as appropriate for a group of level 200 adventurers. Clearly the only reason they hadn’t died so far was because of this gear. Too bad all of it was restricted to dwarves only. Still, it would fetch a good price at the auction house. We also found the Soul Trap, so that was good.  
 
      
 
    Continuing on, we fought our way through more defenders, level 40 specters, incorporeal undead which ignored most physical attacks. That probably explained why the Dwarves hadn’t proceeded on, and were just camping in the dungeon. They were trying to figure a way to fight the specters. But once past the specters, who were little problem for us, we eventually came to a pool of pure water, clearly enchanted beyond what even the Blight could do to it.  
 
      
 
    Gadriel sighed in contentment as she looked at the water. “This is a pool of radiance, created by the power of a god, almost certainly in person. Any living creature who has not been claimed by evil may set foot within and be cleansed of any disease, curse, or affliction, even those set by the gods. But an evil creature will be constantly damaged, should they even get a drop of its water upon them.” 
 
      
 
    “Then I guess it is good that you have not yet been wholly corrupted by my charms.” With a laugh, Gadriel nodded, and went into the water, returning with the chain. “Very good. Hold on to that until it dries. I’ve decided that one should never take the gods lightly in this world. Especially when they give warnings like that.” 
 
      
 
    “A wise choice, Master.” 
 
      
 
    Pressing on, the fights were more or less the same. While the curse made it so that the Dwarves were unable to progress through the dungeon, we were higher (effective) levels than they were, and weren’t weakened. Plus, we had a Necromancer and oodles of healing on our side. So that always made undead fights easier. 
 
      
 
    Finally, we made it to the center of the vault, a large treasury of some sort, but anything within had long crumbled to uselessness through time and the Blight. Stone columns around the walls of the room helped to support the high ceiling. In the center of the room was a raised dais, with five stone statues surrounding it. They had clearly been men and dwarves once, before they were locked in this final act, sealing the barrier around that dais, on which a woman was standing, seemingly frozen in time. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Abbie Williams 
  Human (Terror-Possessed) Female 
  Level 20 Fighter / Craftsman 
  Titles: Pure Heart, Martyr 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Xonohr the Malignant 
  Terror 
  Level 80 Weaponmaster (Fighter) / Assassin (Rogue) 
  Titles: Corruptor, Soul Reaper, Dwarfbane, Human Bane 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    “Set up the Soul Trap around the dais, before we break the shield. Don’t want it escaping.” The Soul Trap was basically a series of six stakes that, when driven into the ground, created a barrier preventing incorporeal creatures from passing it. A single use item to make sure this boss didn’t do untold damage that we would get blamed for. 
 
      
 
    Once the trap was in place, and all our buffs were re-upped, I took a deep breath, and stepped forward, breaking the plane of the shield that had been keeping Abbie-Xonohr contained, causing it to fail entirely. The woman stirred, and spoke with what seemed like two voices at once, though slightly out of synch. “Ah, a new meal has come to feed me! It has been so long since these foolish mortals trapped me here, even sacrificing this tasty morsel to do so. I had hopes for better, when that one traveler entered this vault, but unfortunately he died, even though he managed to kill my servant in his last breath. A pity. But now you are here, to be my new host!” 
 
      
 
    Ugh. Monologuing. What is it with villains and monologuing? You ruin so many perfectly good plans by stopping to talk about it! At any rate, I was simply waiting for Severa to get in position. When I nodded, she stabbed the woman through the throat, killing her instantly. A ghastly green form began rising from the woman’s body as it fell, and I yelled, “BACK!” 
 
      
 
    Jumping back out of the Soul Trap, we left the now-free Xonohr unable to possess anyone. “Gadriel, the chain!” 
 
      
 
    Xonohr screamed in rage and frustration as the Ghost Chain bound its incorporeal form, and then the rest of us rushed in. With the Terror losing its most effective weapon and defense being both unable to possess anyone and trapped in corporeal form, it was a shockingly easy fight, especially with blessed weapons. But in its final moments, Xonohr cursed, “You may have defeated me, but I will have my revenge! I hadn’t spent these years idle, even though I was trapped in that damn cage! Meet the Hammer of Death!” 
 
      
 
    And then the ground rumbled as the dais began to slide to the side, revealing a platform rising from below. And what I found there was very much NOT what I wanted to see. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Hammer of Death 
  Corrupted Mithral Golem 
  Level 80 Golem 
  Titles: Terrortouched, Deathbringer 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    A ten-foot tall golem in the form of a dwarf male, made entirely out of mithril that had apparently been stained black by the corruption, and wielding a massive hammer in each hand, that looked like it could flatten a troll in a single strike. Damnit. The Monastery must have created it before the Terror came. Probably as a sign of devotion to Moradin. And the Terror had completely corrupted it. 
 
      
 
    “Yukiko, Nithroel, to the front! Hrozne, you and me on the flanks! Severa and Kamla stay away from the hammers, and do what you can to damage that thing! Della, Gadriel, to the rear! Focus on keeping the front ranks healthy, and any buffs you can manage. This is going to be a long slog!” 
 
      
 
    With a basic plan in motion, we began what was probably the only ‘traditional’ boss fight I’d been in since starting this game. Golems were nasty like that. They were big. They were tough. They had oodles of HP. And they didn’t have easily exploitable weaknesses, meaning we had to literally wear them down to nothing. 
 
      
 
    What followed was a long, painfully drawn out slog against the golem. There were special techniques one could use to fight golems, but we didn’t have any of them. Given the nature of our team, our only saving grace was that we had plenty of healing available, because otherwise we would have been paste. 
 
      
 
    Even so, a backhanded blow with one of the hammers caught me off guard as I was landing a blow on the damned thing, and gave me a glancing shot. That ‘graze’ sent me flying off my feet, and took off more than a quarter of my total HP, even with all my protections! Still, I felt the light of healing magic hit me immediately after, and got up, ready to throw myself into the fight again. So far, we had drawn it down to almost 50%, over the last half-hour’s work. 
 
      
 
    By now, we were all starting to get tired, even though we had been pacing ourselves. Thankfully, the golem’s attack patterns didn’t change too much, since it was acting autonomously. If the bastard had been activated while the Terror was still around to command it, we’d have been fucked. Still, we continued fighting, and eventually, a full hour after the battle began, the golem fell to the ground, defeated. 
 
      
 
    But before we could rest, two things needed to be taken care of. First, looting the body. Second, making sure that nothing came out of that room that suddenly revealed itself when the magic barrier shattered. Third, reading the notification about my quest. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Quest Completed! 
    
  Blighted Monastery 
    
  A monastery formerly belonging to disciples of Moradin has been defiled by the Blight. What caused the Blight to come here? Why is it centered upon this monastery without spreading? 
    
  You destroyed the Terror that was at the center of the Blight, giving this land a chance to recover from the corruption. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Discover the cause of the Blight. 
  (Optional) End the Blight. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Die, or give up the quest. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Experience 
  Golem Builder’s Handbook 
  Increased Reputation with followers of Moradin 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Huh. From the golem, we got what amounted to a shit ton of mithril. Enough to make a golem out of. Funny that. The rest of the loot included some cool items that helped round out the others’ gear. I, on the other hand, took a grimoire found in the loot. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Rusty Codex 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Grimoire 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Uncommon 
  
     
 
      
      	  This codex is covered in leather bound in rusted iron. In it is contained the secrets of the Rusting Grasp spell, a spell of the Transmutation school, used for fighting heavily armored foes like knights and golems. Teaches the spell when read, then disappears. 
  Requires: Transmutation Magic 
    
  Learn the Rusting Grasp spell. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Golem Builder’s Handbook 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Skill Book 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Artifact 
  
     
 
      
      	  This book contains the secrets of the art of Golem Creation. Few masters of this ancient craft still remain, and fewer still can be found outside the most ancient of the dwarven thaigs. 
    
  Teaches Golem Creation at Beginner 1. 
  Allows creation of Clay Golems. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Of course, I used both books immediately. I was pleased, however, to see that the Golem Builder’s Handbook didn’t disappear after use, so I stored it after letting Yukiko learn the skill as well. It wouldn’t be a bad idea for all the craftsmen in the guild to learn it, just in case. Having golems to help defend the castle would be a big status symbol, and since they were rare, they could probably be sold for a pretty penny. 
 
      
 
    That done, I looked into the room that had been sealed off, and smiled. Looks like we found the vault where all the most precious shinies were kept, and the magic barrier protected them from the Blight. Now, to run through the loot… 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 70 – Blacklake 
 
    
    
      
      	  Bloodloord’s Breastplate of the Damned 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Chest 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  Made of Mithral, this breastplate has been worked to resemble a dragon’s skull. There are runes upon the breastplate that provide additional protection than just the armor itself. When the wearer bathes in blood, the breastplate speeds their strikes. 
  Requires: Level 45 
    
  +120 Defense 
  +30 STR, +30 DEX, +30 CON 
  +35% Resistance to Piercing, Slashing, and Bludgeoning 
  Bloodied Haste – When you deal over 100 points of damage to an enemy in a single strike, gain +100% attack speed for 10 seconds. Each additional strike that qualifies extends the duration of the haste. 
    
  Enchanted: Unholy Might – +40% Resistance to damaging Divine Spells 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Treznor’s Bracers of Conquest 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Bracers 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Unique Rare 
  
     
 
      
      	  These bracers were originally used by Treznor the Wicked. As a Dominator, he liked to make his chosen prey helpless while he worked his way on them. The fact that he chose mainly beautiful women to subdue and enthrall is purely coincidental. He died when he chose poorly, attempting to enthrall a monk who he coveted. 
  Requires: Must be a Dominator or Dominatrix 
  Requires: Level 50 
    
  +20 Defense 
  +30 INT, +30 CHA 
  +40% Resistance to Charm effects. 
  Paralyzing Grasp – Cooldown 60s. If you touch the target, they may be paralyzed. Length of paralysis depends on target’s WIS. If target’s WIS is less than wearer’s CHA, paralysis lasts 1 min. If equal, paralysis lasts 30s. If greater, paralysis lasts 10s. If target’s WIS is 50+ greater than wearer’s CHA, wearer is paralyzed for 30s. If target’s WIS is 50+ less than the wearer’s CHA, paralysis lasts until released. This counts as a Charm effect. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Helmet of Conquered Freedom 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Helmet 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Legendary 
  
     
 
      
      	  This helmet belonged to Kothar the Bold, a legendary dwarven warlock who led armies against the Terrors before the Scourge. When the time came to seal the thaigs against the Scourge, Kothar soon rose to dominance within his thaig, ruling it with an iron fist. Legends say that none could stand against him, for those who tried, ended up dead, or worse. 
  Requires: Level 50 
  Requires: Non-Good Alignment 
    
  +30 Defense 
  +30 INT, +30 CHA 
  Immune to Charm spells cast by lower level creatures. 
  Creatures with lower level automatically succumb to wearer’s Charm spells/effects and social skills. 
    
  Enchanted: Hellfire Attuned – +10% damage to all Hellfire attacks. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Greaves of Dark Corruption 
  
     
 
      
      	  Type 
  
      	  Legs 
  
      	  Rank 
  
      	  Uncommon 
  
     
 
      
      	  Made from the hide of a Dusk Wolf, these greaves provide protection from Dark spells and effects. In addition, enemies within 5’ take a penalty to resist Dark spells and effects. 
  Requires: Level 40 
    
  +25 Defense 
  +30 WIS, +30 DEX 
  +40 Resistance to Dark Spells and effects 
  Dark Corruption – Enemies within 5’ take 40% penalty to resistance against Dark spells and effects. 
  Enchanted: Shadowed – +20% to Stealth 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The loot we got, in addition to some other high-end materials, included several pieces that would be good for each of us. Big windfall all at once, but kindof to be expected after a mostly lootless permadeath dungeon. We had been starting to level out of our old gear, especially since most of it was level 20-30 stuff, and we were all now sitting at Level 52 after clearing the dungeon. 
 
      
 
    For the first time in a while, I checked my full status, to see where I was at in my training. As expected, I was somewhat of a cheat character. My abilities almost certainly made me the strongest player in the game, even if I was behind on levels a little. I was confident in my ability to take on any single player within ten, maybe even twenty levels of me, depending on their build. Of course, that was in a straight fight. Sneak attacks are another thing entirely. Almost getting killed outright by a sneak attack had shown that I wasn’t invincible against unknown enemies. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Name 
  
      	  Zayn Darkmore 
  
      	  Alignment 
  
      	  Chaotic Evil 
  
     
 
      
      	  Level 
  
      	  52 
  
      	  Race 
  
      	  Hellspawned Drake (Incubus) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Class 
  
      	  Hexblade (Warlock) 
  
      	  Sub-Class 
  
      	  Dominator 
  
     
 
      
      	  Experience 
  
      	  1328600/1388000 
  
      	  Profession 
  
      	  Slave Trainer 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP 
  
      	  4970/4970 
  
      	  MP 
  
      	  4910/5110 
  
     
 
      
      	  HP Regen 
  
      	  29.9 per min 
  
      	  MP Regen 
  
      	  51.9 per min 
  
     
 
      
      	  Fame 
  
      	  3010 
  
      	  Infamy 
  
      	  2880 
  
     
 
      
      	  6334 PP 
  
      	  8 GP 
  
      	  3 SP 
  
      	  9 CP 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Attributes 
  
     
 
      
      	  STR 
  
      	  273(323) 
  
      	  INT 
  
      	  334(419) 
  
     
 
      
      	  DEX 
  
      	  255 (295) 
  
      	  WIS 
  
      	  266(358) 
  
     
 
      
      	  CON 
  
      	  249(279) 
  
      	  CHA 
  
      	  678 (772) 
  
     
 
      
      	  Luck 
  
      	  208 
  
      	  Leadership 
  
      	  60 
  
     
 
      
      	  Defense 
  
      	  +140 
  
      	  Attack 
  
      	  +463 
  
     
 
      
      	  Points Remaining: 0 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Titles 
  
      	  The Executioner, The Sexecutioner, Corrupter, Master Chainmaker, Machiavelli, Dragonfriend, Dragon Consort, Slave Trader, Trophy Hunter, Harem King, Stud Horse, Undead Bane, Leash Lord, Dragon Summoner 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Resistances 
  
     
 
      
      	  Piercing 
  
      	  55% 
  
      	  Bludgeoning 
  
      	  55% 
  
     
 
      
      	  Slashing 
  
      	  55% 
  
      	  Fire 
  
      	  75% 
  
     
 
      
      	  Ice 
  
      	  55% 
  
      	  Water 
  
      	  55% 
  
     
 
      
      	  Wind 
  
      	  55% 
  
      	  Lightning 
  
      	  55% 
  
     
 
      
      	  Earth 
  
      	  55% 
  
      	  Light 
  
      	  30% 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dark 
  
      	  95% 
  
      	  Charm 
  
      	  130% 
  
     
 
      
      	  -50% Charm Resistance vs. Females (-100% if CHA equal or lower than foe) 
  +25% Stun resistance to attacks vs. crotch 
  Hellfire Immunity 
  +40% resistance to damaging Divine Spells 
  
     
 
      
      	  Deity 
  
      	  Sharess 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Proficiencies 
  
     
 
      
      	  Simple Weapons 
  Exotic Weapon (Spit) 
  Swords 
  Dual Wielding 
  Bows 
  Exotic Weapon (Whips) 
  Light Armor 
  Hellfire 
    
  Languages: 
  All (100% - MAX) 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Qualities 
  
     
 
      
      	  Black Bible of Kitami Reika 
  How to Serve Woman 
  Infinite Blade Works 
  Subs or Dubs? 
  Strange Attraction 
  Sucker for a Pretty Face 
  The Usual Suspects 
  Why Would You Post Something Like That? 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Skills 
  
     
 
      
      	  Pheromones – Advanced 3 (8%) 
  Charming Gaze – Intermediate 2 (30%) 
  Dark Magic – Advanced 4 (15%) 
  Charm Magic – Advanced 4 (12%) 
  Cooking - Intermediate 7 (20%) 
  Sword Mastery – Advanced 9 (57%) 
  Survival – Basic 1 (56%) 
  Skinning – Basic 3 (1%) 
  Mining – Basic 3 (0%) 
  Herbalist – Basic 4 (2%) 
  Alchemy – Basic 4 (0%) 
  Leatherworking – Basic 3 (0%) 
  Blacksmithing – Beginner 5 (0%) 
  Tailoring – Intermediate 5 (0%) 
  Enchanting – Advanced 2 (10%) 
  Architect - Beginner 3 (0%) 
  Seduction – Master 3 (0%) 
  Negotiation – Basic 9 (0%) 
  Gambling – Basic 2 (0%) 
  Disguise – Beginner 5 (0%) 
  Lying – Intermediate 9 (0%) 
  Sneak – Intermediate 9 (10%) 
  Move Silently – Intermediate 9 (10%) 
  Identify – Intermediate 8 (22%) 
  Poisoner – Beginner 8 (0%) 
  Observe – Intermediate 9 (75%) 
  Sleight of Hand – Intermediate 2 (0%) 
  Bow Mastery – Basic 8 (20%) 
  Throwing – Beginner 6 (0%) 
  Unarmed Combat Mastery – Basic 3 (0%) 
  Intimidation – Intermediate 8 (0%) 
  Whip Mastery – Intermediate 2 (0%) 
  Training – Advanced 9 (0%) 
  Dagger Mastery – Intermediate 3 (10%) 
  Hellfire Mastery – Intermediate 5 (2%) 
  Research – Beginner 8 (3%) 
  Transmutation Magic – Basic 4 (0%) 
  Conjuration Magic – Basic 4 (0%) 
  Divination Magic – Basic 4 (0%) 
  Shapechange – Intermediate 4 (0%) 
  Soul Magic – Intermediate 3 (2%) 
  Soulsight – Beginner 3 (3%) 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Class Benefits 
  
     
 
      
      	  Warlock 
  +20% with Dark Spells 
  +20 MP per Level 
  Light Armor Proficiency 
  Hellfire 
  Skills and Spells added 
    
  Level 10: Hellfire Blade 
  Level 20: Demon’s Gaze – See in darkness, even magical darkness. 
  Level 30: Summon Hellsteed – Summon a horse from the nether planes to serve as a mount. 
  Level 40: Demonic Power – Add INT to Attack 
  Level 50: Blood Contract – Able to make binding contracts with blood. 
    
  Advanced Class: 
  Hexblade 
  +20 HP per level 
  Hex 
    
  Level 40: Mettle – +30% bonus to all Magical and Elemental resistances. 
  Level 50: Curse of Brittle Steel – 1/day Durability of all target creature’s gear drops to 1. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Sub-Class Benefits 
  
     
 
      
      	  Dominator 
  +20% with Social Skills 
  +20% Charm Resistance 
  +20 HP per Level 
  Thrall 
  New Spells added! 
    
  Level 20: Shield of Charisma – Add CHA to Defense when wearing Light armor or No armor. 
  Level 40: Binding Words – Charm Spells cost 50% less, last twice as long. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Profession Benefits 
  
     
 
      
      	  Slave Trainer 
  Gain skills, proficiencies, recipes. 
  +10% to Training 
  +15% to Whips 
    
  Level 10: Obedience Training – Slaves under your command are more obedient, and better at following orders. Slaves are +5% to actions while following orders. 
  Level 20: Slaver’s Mark – Slaves branded with your mark sell for 10% more. 
  Level 30: Breaker – Attempts to break a troublesome slave’s resistance +10%. 
  Level 40: Tracer – Concentration allows one to know direction and distance to any slave branded with your Mark, so long as they are on the same plane. 
  Level 50: Skill Trainer – Able to teach any skill he knows to slaves under his command. 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Perks 
  
     
 
      
      	  Able Learner 
  Silver-Tongued Devil 
  Artisan Soul 
  Mercantile 
  Strength Focus 
  Dexterity Focus 
  Constitution Focus 
  Intelligence Focus 
  Wisdom Focus 
  Charisma Focus 
  Luck Focus 
  Soulforged Weapon (x2) 
  Feudal Lord 
  Soulsight 
  Blessed Lover 
  Infernal Charisma 
  
     
 
      
      	    
  
     
 
      
      	  Subordinates 
  
     
 
      
      	  Demons: 
  Midnight – Hellsteed Mare 
  Kylana – Hellion Female 
    
  Slaves: 
  Della Smith – High Human Female 
  Severa Rex – Shadeling (Human) Female 
  Kiyabu Yukiko – Ninetails (Kitsune) Female 
  Athtar Keystina – Elf Male 
  Nithroel Crana – Dark Scion (Half-Celestial Elf) Female 
  Vashti Erxidor – Drow Female 
  Enania Xyrzumin – Drow Female 
  Ratha Yelris – Drow Female 
  Jastra Qijeon – Drow Female 
  Ayla Inasys – Drow Female 
  Arnarra Enfiel – Drow Female 
  Ahrendue Urineiros – Drow Female 
  Arlyana Dorrieth – Drow Female 
  Iefyr Gilcene – Drow Female 
  Nimronyn Oriwenys – Drow Female 
  Glarald Phimys – Drow Male 
  Ninleyn Zumfiel – Drow Male 
  Riniya Xilwenys – Drow Female 
  Thaola Daera – Drow Female 
  Allisa Omahorn – Drow Female 
  Sharia Fenhana – Drow Female 
  Jastra Sylrya – Drow Female 
  Hamalitia Dacan – Drow Female  
  Lierin Wranfiel – Drow Female 
  Alays Elkaalyn – Drow Female 
  Zalerria Glynnan – Drow Female 
  Ysmyldria Bidi – Drow Female 
  Lyeecia Umeberos – Drow Female 
  Joseph Parker – Human Male 
  Godwin Janner – Human Male 
  Ivette Cheddar – Human Female 
  Emmit Clarke – Human Male 
  Eta Landrie – Human Female 
  Fogneck Oakfury – Dwarf Male 
  Gisaena Flaskview – Dwarf Female 
  Zephara Void – Corrupted Human Female 
  Black Eyed Shyrl – High Elf Female 
    
  Thralls: 
  Shagar Bloodthistle – Orc Female 
  Iqnora the Red – High Elf Female 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    When we had all rested, we made our way back out through the dungeon, and I found the ghost dwarves standing side by side in the entrance hall, looking stunned. Folgrun laughed, and said, “Told ye they’d do it!” 
 
      
 
    The Warden just grunted, but said, “And the sinners who went before you?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, and said, “Off to wherever a dwarf cast out from Moradin’s gaze goes when they die without atoning for their deeds. Though the curse was Moradin’s punishment for their sins, the one they betrayed wished for her own vengeance, and tasked us with hunting them down to make sure they did not get the chance to regain Moradin’s favor.” 
 
      
 
    Folgrun simply nodded. “And let that be a lesson to ye, boy. You’ve got a nice selection of ladies around you, but don’t be thinking those collars will save you if you do them wrong. Women are scarier than dragons!” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, and nodded wholeheartedly to the forgemaster, which got a smack to the back of my head from Della, who said, “This one likes to make pretty words with lady dragons, too. I don’t know what he’d get up to if he didn’t have us to keep him in line.” This got a general round of laughter from everyone. 
 
      
 
    After a bit more small talk, the dwarves had one of the skeletons give us a letter, which we could take to the Smith’s Guild in Thol Darum for an introduction to the Hammerhold Clan. We thanked them, and then watched as they (and the remaining skeletons) disappeared, going on to their well-deserved rest. 
 
      
 
    Once we rejoined Kylana by the wagon (and saw several craters where apparently very heavy objects had fallen on hapless undead), I turned to everyone, and said, “Well, now our business is completed here. The Blight should go away over time, so let us be off. Blacklake awaits, and beyond that, the lands of the Orcs and other such races. Gadriel, now that we have dealt with the undead, I would have you go to my lands in the Wyrmwood, and help by being the primary Healer for the castle and village there. We won’t grow stronger if we rely on your presence all the time, and we definitely need to gain in strength.” Gadriel looked like she had mixed emotions about this, but nodded, and passed through the portal to Lithaes. 
 
      
 
    With that settled, everyone mounted up, and we set off for Blacklake. With the slavers gone, and most of the undead confined to what would be a steadily shrinking patch of Blight, the rest of the trip was fairly mundane. A few monsters, but nothing near our level. Oh, I had some fun with Kylana to make up for her having to miss the dungeon, and we all pretended we didn’t notice Hrozne and Kamla slipping off behind the wagon for some ‘fun’. Those two were cute, holding out as long as they did together. But watching me and the harem all the time would wear on anyone’s control. 
 
      
 
    The city of Blacklake was one of the more prosperous in the kingdom, thanks to the trade between Ograin and the Horde Tribeslands. The troubles in Duskhaven meant that there had been fewer people coming down the highway from the capitol until recently, but enough trade still passed through to the rest of Ograin (and to the Wyrmwood beyond) that Blacklake didn’t suffer too badly. 
 
      
 
    At any rate, our first stop was the local chapter of the Slaver’s Guild, so I could turn in the quest we’d gotten to deal with the rogue fools. They were a little upset that I kept all the captured slaves for my own use, but nothing in the quest talked about turning the stock over to the guild or setting them free. I got paid 200 GP for the quest, and received a notification. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Profession Quest Available 
    
  Conditions met for Profession upgrade quest: 
  Own over 40 slaves 
  Have slaves from at least 4 races 
  Reputation with Slaver’s Guild at least Respected 
    
  Upgrade from ‘Slave Trainer’ to ‘Slave Master’ available. 
  Accept quest? Yes / No 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Naturally, I selected Yes. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  New Quest Added! 
    
  To Become a Master 
    
  There is a difference between a simple owner or trainer of slaves, and a true Master. Those who do not know this difference think mere ownership is all that matters. A true Master knows that he must care for his slaves, for healthy, happy slaves are productive slaves, less prone to ‘accidents’ or ‘misunderstanding’ orders at inconvenient times. Whether they are a general laborer, a combat slave, or a harem girl, all slaves have needs and desires. Prove that you have the necessary talents to be a Master instead of a mere Trainer. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  F 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Satisfy the secret desire of Jastra Sylrya, your stewardess. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Compel Jastra Sylrya to tell you her desires. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Slave Master profession upgrade. 
  Increased Reputation with Slaver’s Guild. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Reduced Reputation with Slaver’s Guild 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Hoh. That was interesting. I would have to go and see about the drowess’s needs when I returned to Lithaes. Fortunately, I had some time to figure out how I would get her secrets from her without compulsion. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Luna Quinn 
  High Human Female 
  Level 80 Spymaster (Rogue) / Slave Trader (Merchant) 
  Titles: Deceptive, Silver Tongued, Chainmaker, Desired 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    I was about to leave the Slaver’s Guild when the local guild leader stopped me. It was rare to see a female slaver, especially one as a leader of the local guild, but Mistress Luna, as she was called, was apparently a canny businesswoman, among other things. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, good, I was hoping to catch you before you left, Sir Darkmore. Would you be interested in a bit of a proposition? Certain types of slaves come along so rarely, or are so highly prized that keeping up with demand can be troublesome, as I’m sure you can imagine. So, we keep a certain amount of stock back for the purpose of breeding. Much less trouble to simply breed certain types than going into, shall we say, very hostile territory. News of your *ahem* exploits have spread and I was wondering if you might help us out a bit.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled, and said, “Well, let us say that you’ve got my attention now. What would you ask of me?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, as you may know, there is a rather large market for pureblood Incubi and Succubi, given their… talents. Unfortunately, these purebloods only come about in a union with a succubus or incubus and another of their kind, or with a demon. Demon summoning is understandably frowned upon in the kingdom, and having the holy orders become too interested with the workings of the Guild is not something we wish for.” 
 
      
 
    “So, since an incubus just happened to come through town, you’d like me to breed a couple of your girls, to start raising the next generation?” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly! Obviously, there is compensation, beyond the act itself. The Guild sets aside a small stipend for such ‘services’ when they are rendered. We have five pure succubi in stock, and would be willing to pay you fifty gold per ‘service’.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, how can I say no to that? One change, though. You keep the money, and give me an hour of your time when I’m done ‘servicing’ your stock. What do you say?” 
 
      
 
    “Ha! Oh, you are just as cocky as all your kind. But it has been a while since I got a good incubus in the sack. They tend to get gobbled up quickly when they come across the block, mostly lonely housewives and widows, and they don’t typically want to share. Fine, come seek me in my office when you’re done.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 71 – Wild Oats 
 
    Visiting the ‘breeding stock’ was as simple as heading into a back room, where the staff provided a private room with a simple, but comfortable bed, and some basic refreshments. Before heading back, I gave the girls some money so they could replenish our supplies, and enjoy themselves for a bit. I told them I’d meet them at the local Adventurer’s Guild office, so we could pick up more quests before heading into the Tribeslands. They seemed to find the fact that someone wanted to use me as a stud horse amusing, and went off in good humor. 
 
      
 
    The five succubi who were brought into the room were in less good humor. Seems that the offered ‘compensation’ for breeding them only applied to incubi or guild members. However, there were plenty of rich merchants who would pay to sample the goods, as it were. So they were less than pleased to see me, but since they’d been ordered to obey my commands, they stripped so I could enjoy the view. I did enjoy seeing their expressions when I stripped as well. One of them actually whimpered. 
 
      
 
    I was going to enjoy this. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, thanks to using my magic on myself, the last of the women was laying back on the bed as I got dressed, my seed leaking from between her legs. Just to make sure, I had used Fruitful Passion on each of them. The other women were mostly recovered, but had been ordered to remain here until they were collected, so I ordered them to clean themselves up and to help the fifth one, and left to find the guild master. 
 
      
 
    As expected, I found her in her office, in the main part of the guild building. She was currently in battle with the bane of all leaders since the dawn of time, paperwork. Well, there wasn’t as much paperwork in a medieval magical society like this, but you still had income, expenses, budgets, and the need to keep all of them in line with one another, so that created a bunch of work. And while the Blacklake branch wasn’t small, it wasn’t big enough to warrant having a dedicated accountant to manage the books. 
 
      
 
    It soon became easy to see why she was so quick to agree to my ‘alternative compensation’. She was stressed from the whole guild leader thing. Normally, there were multiple small problems that she could have shuffled off to Duskhaven. But first with the chaos in the capitol, and then the Slavers’ Guild there getting thrown into disarray by the death of the Guild Master and his family, she couldn’t rely on the capitol to settle things. It was part of the reason why the rogue slavers along the road hadn’t been handled before I came through. 
 
      
 
    Looking up at me, she smiled. “Well, only two hours? I hope the girls didn’t tire you out too much.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m quite all right. And you’ll be happy to know that the blessings of Sharess are upon them.” 
 
      
 
    Luna blinked at that, and laughed. “Of course, the incubus is a follower of Sharess. You probably used that spell her followers have, right? The one that ensures pregnancy?” I nodded. “On all five?” I nodded again. “Well, that’s the best news I’ve had in a while. Now, I suppose you’re looking for your ‘compensation’, right?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned, and said, “Oh, indeed. But I thought I would go one better, and show you something those ladies didn’t get to see. It would be an experience you haven’t had before, I’m sure.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, still cocky, are we? You do realize that a lot of slaves come through here, and I get my pick before sending them on, yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps we can make a wager, then?” 
 
      
 
    Her face lit up at the prospect of a wager. “Well, what is it, then?” 
 
      
 
    “The bet is that I can give you an experience you’ve never had before, something that will leave you slack-jawed and with your eyes rolling up in your head long before I’m through. If I succeed in that, I win. If that doesn’t happen, then you win. Either way, you win.” 
 
      
 
    “Hah! The best kind of wager. All right then, what are the terms?” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you tell me what you’re wanting, and I’ll match it with something of similar value that I’d like?” 
 
      
 
    Luna chuckled, and said, “We’re both slavers, yes? Why not put a slave or two on the line?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, and then nodded. “I will wager a pair of drow captured from the caverns beneath the Wyrmwood, then. A male and a female, so you can increase their stock yourself, if you wish. What do you have that would match that?” 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, Drow aren’t that common around here. Well, you’re in charge of a settlement in the Wyrmwood, right? Then why don’t I wager a Dwarven blacksmith and a Gnome artificer? That would be quite a boon for your town, yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm. A couple crafters, especially for the day to day work the village needs, would certainly be useful. I agree to this wager.” I leaned forward, and said, “So, how shall we do this? Would you like me to warm you up first? Or perhaps I should rip your clothes off and ravish you?” 
 
      
 
    Luna licked her lips, and said, “As much as I would love a good ravishing, I’ll be needing to actually wear clothes the rest of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “Then you’d best get those clothes off so I can win our wager.” 
 
      
 
    Luna simply smiled, and then began to tease me as she stripped off her clothes. She wasn’t a supermodel or anything, but she was still fit, and had a ‘girl next door’ look to her. Probably served her well as a Spymaster. At any rate, while she wasn’t as gorgeous as some of my girls, there was nothing to complain about with what I was seeing. 
 
      
 
    Finally, when she was done with her strip tease, she stood, with her back to her desk, leaning backwards to give me an excellent view of her body, and said, “Well, aren’t you going to ravish me? Might want to take those clothes off first.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, and said, “Oh, I don’t think that will be necessary. Magic is a wonderful thing, you know.” And with that, I changed. Skin became scales, as I grew into my ‘drake’ form, looking every bit a miniature abyssal dragon, with black scales, sharp claws, and pointed teeth. I was also a solid ten feet tall, meaning I had to hunch slightly in the suddenly confined space. My ‘friend’ had also changed proportionally to my newfound size. 
 
      
 
    Luna looked up at me, slackjawed, and then started to stutter. “W-wait a minute now. Maybe we can go with slow and tender instead? I don’t think I’m in the mood for a ravish-aaagh!” She stopped talking as I picked her up in my clawed hands, easily lifting her, before slamming her down upon my cock, which had emerged from beneath my scales, quite hard and ready to go to work. 
 
      
 
    She did say she wanted a ravishing, and so a ravishing I gave her, despite any second thoughts she might have had. We didn’t make love, or anything like that. It was simply a rough, brutal fuck, as I took her body and made it my own. Hard and fast, and it seemed she loved it, even though she protested at first, it didn’t take long for her to start screaming my name, when she could be bothered to scream anything sensible. I paced myself, not letting myself get carried away or ending things too soon. 
 
      
 
    She never even noticed when I cast Fruitful Passion on her, like I had on the succubi. She did, however, appear to have her biggest orgasm so far when I used all my strength to slam her all the way down onto my cock as I began cumming inside her womb. I kept her on my cock until I was done, before lifting her off with one hand, and lowering her to the floor, where she was on her knees, panting. 
 
      
 
    I pressed my cock against her face, and said, “Clean it.” The woman, still dazed from the rough treatment, simply leaned forward and did as she was told, licking my cock until it was clean. I placed one clawed hand on her face, gently lifting her head so she was looking up at me. “Good girl.” 
 
      
 
    Then I changed back to my ‘normal’ form, and smiled down at her. “So, can we agree that I won our little bet? Or would you care for round two?” Luna gulped, and shook her head, but didn’t seem to have the energy to speak just yet. I could have left her to recover on her own, but one thing I’d learned over the years (both here and in WoD), was that part of being a ‘Dom’ was in making sure the other party was taken care of afterwards. So I helped her stand, and get back into her clothes. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after a few minutes, she started snapping out of her daze, and said, “Wow. You are right, I’ve never seen that before. I even got the ‘Dragon Layer’ title because of that!” She laughed, and said, “Seems it gives me a boost to stats, and helps resist the effects of dragonfear. Useful.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed it is. Now, shall we settle up? I’ve left my girls waiting for quite a while now, and I know how they miss me.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes. I promised you a Dwarf and a Gnome, yes? Let me summon them.” 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Thatet Kegback 
  Iron Dwarf Male 
  Level 60 Bladesmith (Craftsman) / Axelord (Fighter) 
  Titles: Ironblood, Orc Bane, Forgemaster, Master Crafter, Demon Bane, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The dwarf was very much what you expected a dwarven blacksmith to look like. Short, squat, and built like a solid wall. As an Iron Dwarf, he had a greyish hue to his skin, and likely weighed a ton. It was said that an Iron Dwarf actually had iron bones. Regardless, this definitely fit his idea of a proper dwarven blacksmith. Despite the fact that he was wearing only simple clothes, it was clear he would be useful in Lithaes. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Teprit Zisslesquee 
  Deep Gnome Female 
  Level 50 Arclight Master (Artificer) / Fleshcrafter (Grafter) 
  Titles: Insane Genius, Goblin Bane, Undead Bane, Tinkerer, Abomination Maker, Slave 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    The gnome, on the other hand, barely came up to his waist, but looked like a drug dealer who had sampled a few too many of their own hallucinogens. Well, maybe not quite that bad. She had a half-crazed look on her face, and her hair was pulled back in two ponytails. For some reason, she was dressed in red and black clothes. Given her titles, I wasn’t sure what to do with her. 
 
      
 
    Once the particulars of transferring their ownership to me was taken care of, I led them to an empty room nearby. It was a conference room, but for now, I would use it to conduct my initial meeting with my ‘winnings’. “All right. I know your names, and a bit about you two. But let’s cut to the chase. I am in need of craftsmen for my village. You’ll both start by making such items as are needed to get the village out of the state of disrepair it is in now. When that is done, should your work prove up to the task, you’ll have the opportunity to help outfit a citadel that remains from before the Scourge, and see to it that it can stand up to any and all comers. What I want from you now is a description of your specialties.” 
 
      
 
    The dwarf nodded, and then got down to business. “I’m Thatet of Clan Kegback, and I’ll put any incubus craftsman you have to shame when it comes to turning metal into a blade. You give me metal and a forge, and I’ll make you anything you want, especially since I don’t have a choice, but blades are what I’m known for.” 
 
      
 
    Teprit almost bounced in anticipation when I looked to her. “Ooh, I’m an Artificer, so I build all kinds of machines to make life easier, or to blow people up. Sometimes both at once! Oh, and I also got the Grafter class, which means I learned about how to take people and make them better!” 
 
      
 
    I had a bad feeling about this, but I had to ask. “How?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s simple! Take humans, for instance. Most of them are really weak, you know? But take one of their arms off and replace it with a bear’s arm, and suddenly they’re strong! That’s my hobby, but it got me in trouble when I accidentally fused the mayor’s son with a slime.” 
 
      
 
    “You did WHAT?” 
 
      
 
    “Totally not my fault! How was I supposed to know he would try casting magic in the middle of the process? I was trying to give him the slime’s ability to sense everything in its area through vibrations. It would have totally worked, too, if he hadn’t freaked out and started trying to heal himself while I was working. Anyways, now he’s a horrible half-man, half-slime, and I think they destroyed him, while I ended up a slave.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what can I work on first?” I couldn’t help facepalming. I should have lost this bet on purpose, damnit! 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 72 – Away from Human Lands 
 
    I sent the two to Lithaes, along with VERY explicit instructions that the gnome wasn’t allowed to experiment without supervision. Damn crazy gnomes. 
 
      
 
    With a sigh, I entered the local Adventurer’s Guild. Like most guild halls, there was what amounted to a tavern for guild members in the lobby, so I grabbed an ale while my girls came up to me. I needed a drink or two to focus on business. 
 
      
 
    It was Severa who spoke first. “So, Master, it looks like there are a few interesting jobs going into the Tribeslands. Would you like to look them over?” With a nod, she brought the list of available jobs over to me, and I quickly saw a few that I would enjoy taking on. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Slaughter Them All 
    
  Vorpal Bunnies have been harassing farmers in Cadbury. Kill them all! 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  C 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill the Vorpal Bunnies. 30/30 remaining. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Let the bunnies live. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Cadbury farmers will hate you. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Delivery to Black Rock Hold 
    
  Merchant Gabrun has a package that he needs delivered to Black Rock Hold, but the roads are too dangerous for him to go himself. Deliver the package for him. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  D 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Deliver the package to the Chief of the Black Rock Tribe 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Lose the package 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Increased Reputation with Black Rock Hold 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Decreased Reputation with Black Rock Hold 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Find the Heir 
    
  Minsee Hardstaff, a goblin shaman, is rumored to be the descendant of one of the Four Heroes who defeated Mirelth, Bane of Cities, before the Scourge. She was last reported to be in the Tribeslands. It is known that the Dragon Goddess is searching for the kin of the ones who defeated her. Find Minsee and deliver her to the tribesmen of Gogruk Hold. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  A 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Find Minsee and protect her until she reaches her clan at Gogruk Hold. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Kill Minsee. 
  Deliver Minsee to the Dragon Goddess’s agents. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Increased Reputation with Gogruk Hold. 
  Decreased Reputation with Mirelth. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Gold 
  Increased Reputation with Mirelth. 
  Decreased Reputation with Gogruk Hold. 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Flames of Vengeance 
    
  The Trolls of Trollmoore have gone too far! Their attacks on humans and dwarves traveling the Tribeslands must end! Put these trolls out of everyone else’s misery. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rank 
  
      	  B 
  
     
 
      
      	  Success 
  
      	  Kill the trolls of Trollmoore. 50/50 Remaining 
  Kill troll chief Bigstaff. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Failure 
  
      	  Let the trolls live. 
  
     
 
      
      	  Rewards 
  
      	  Gold 
  Experience 
  Unknown 
  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  Consequences 
  
      	  Unknown 
  
     
 
      
      	  
      	  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    OK, so a couple of these weren’t really all that interesting, but Cadbury was just a little ways on the other side of the border, and I was already headed to Black Rock Hold, so having a quest leading that way was simply bonus points. The quest to find the heir was seriously good news. Anything that made a goddess happy with me was something I was interested in. I could care less about the goblins. 
 
      
 
    The real tricky thing would be taking on the trolls. Trolls were big, strong, stupid, and regenerated quickly. But they were also weak against fire, which was something I could use. Of course, none of my main party members had much in the way of fire abilities, but maybe it was time to see whether Zephara had lost any of her attitude since I’d set about humbling her. I’m sure she would love to go spreading some fire all around the Trollmoore area. 
 
      
 
    But I’d think about that later. Anyways, unless I found another Dark Shrine somewhere, it would be a pain to get the slut here, since my portals only allowed me to send people to a Shrine I’ve visited before. Sure, there were other means of teleporting, but that wouldn’t be something I’d trust Zephara to do on her own, and dragging one of my guildies from their own fun just to tote my slave around wasn’t exactly good leadership. 
 
      
 
    Considering our options, I decided that it would be best to set off in the morning. The girls had already restocked our supplies, so all that was left was a journeying across the border, and into the Tribeslands. Honestly, I didn’t know what to expect. There wasn’t much info on the Tribeslands, as most players didn’t choose those races (amazing how many people wanted to be the stereotypical ‘good’ races). Our group was probably going to be one of the first to do a big push into the Tribeslands, especially since until now everyone had been focused on Duskhaven. 
 
      
 
    As we were heading up to bed, Hrozne and Kamla stopped me, slightly embarrassed, it seemed. “What’s up, you two?” 
 
      
 
    They looked at eachother, and then Hrozne spoke up. “So, we were wondering if you could do us a favor, before we headed off to these barbarian kingdoms? The girls have been talking, extensively, about you, and that got Kamla curious. And I’d be lying if the thought had never crossed my mind, as well. So we were wondering if you could, well…” 
 
      
 
    Kamla burst in at that point. “We were wondering if you could fuck us both senseless?” 
 
      
 
    Hrozne sighed. “Tactfully put, Kamla.” 
 
      
 
    Ok, so whatever I had been expecting, it wasn’t that. “So, you both want me to take you, and fuck you until you can’t see straight? I’ll be honest, I’ll sleep with Kamla if you two are fine with it, but I’m not into the futa thing you have going on Hrozne. Sorry, that’s just how it is. At any rate, it won’t be tonight. I promised the girls some attention, now that the Angel is gone. Plus, they know what I’ve been doing all day, so they’re a little jealous right now.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as I moved past them, to where my girls were watching, and giving me scary looks until I smiled at them, and began ushering them upstairs. In stories, having a harem is all fun and games, but the reality is that it is easier managing a guild than it is a harem. Relationships are a pain in the ass, but the benefits can be worth it. The secret was to make sure that my girls knew I’d always put them first. That way, when I had my fun on the side, they were at least willing to cut me some slack. 
 
      
 
    Yeah, it was playing with fire. But so far I hadn’t been burned. 
 
      
 
    Anyways, I was very glad for my CON being at 249 before items, because it took a lot of time to get my girls settled down that night. So we didn’t actually get that much sleep. Also, by the looks some of the people gave us the next morning at breakfast, we probably kept a few others from getting much sleep, as well. Oops! 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, we headed out of town, towards the border. We were finally going to be going into areas that weren’t controlled by humans or elves! I was actually pretty excited, since I didn’t know what to expect. By this point in these big MMOs, there’s usually not much mystery involved in the major locations, but the Tribeslands had been mostly ignored so far. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, they were going to have to wait for a while longer, since we’d barely gone more than a mile from Blacklake before idiots began making an appearance. 
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Jondirera the Fierce 
  Amazon Female 
  Level 60 Blademistress (Fighter) / Battle Raper (Dominatrix) 
  Titles: Manslayer, Human Bane, Willbreaker, Sexecutioner 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    
    
      
      	  Amazon Warrior 
  Amazon Female 
  Level 40 Blademistress (Fighter) / Ranger 
  
     
 
    
   
 
      
 
    Amazons in AAO were a race of humans that were entirely female, and were all warriors of some kind. I think it was one of the options a human female could ascend to if she had a warrior class, but I wasn’t sure. At any rate, they were characterized by being about 8 feet tall, built like bodybuilders, and generally being battle freaks. The flip side of that is that they didn’t have any men, so they typically stole men as slaves for breeding and other purposes. Because of the size difference and numbers, human men didn’t typically last too long as a slave of the Amazons, so they were always looking for more. 
 
      
 
    And there were ten of them, plus the leader, blocking our path. This trip was turning out to be a nonstop run of surprises. I mean, playing with an angel, adding a Dragon to my guild, a permadeath dungeon, breeding succubi, and now female slavers were looking to add me to their harem! Honestly, who would have expected this? 
 
      
 
    The leader stepped forward, and spoke, “Zayn Darkmore! Your evil ways stop now! Surrender, and I’ll let you serve as my bedwarmer. Resist, and you will be put in the slave pens, where you’ll be taught a man’s proper place, at a woman’s feet! The Patriarchy will fall!” 
 
      
 
    Oh great, it was a player, and one of those crazy people who always blathered on about patriarchy and how men are evil, and other stuff I couldn’t be bothered to listen to. I had a similar reaction to PETA and those belligerent vegans, who go around saying ‘meat is murder’. I suddenly get the urge to get a hamburger and eat it in front of them.

I wasn’t paying attention, but the leader was still talking, giving some kind of speech on something I couldn’t bring myself to care about. So I shut her up by casting Black Tentacles. She, like the rest of her troupe, were dressed in a breastplate with chain under it, and a mail skirt to allow freedom of movement while providing protection from weapons. It didn’t provide protection from tentacles grabbing her arms and legs, and then violently forcing themselves into her mouth, pussy, and ass. Seriously, if she’d been watching my stream, she should have known better than that! But a lot of people with causes tend to get too caught up in their righteousness, and don’t stop to think. 
 
      
 
    Not bothering to draw my blades, I said, “Girls, and Hrozne, do what you like with the rest. The leader is mine.” They leaped into action, surprising the amazon warriors who were surprised at how quickly I disabled and humiliated their leader. They were lower level, and while they were battle maniacs, my girls were used to fighting larger numbers, and usually those of higher levels. Plus, they didn’t want to miss the show. 
 
      
 
    For the first time, I used Golem Creation. The skill had two ways to use it. I could imbue ‘life’ into a crafted construct, like a statue, or I could ‘shape’ a golem from existing material. The second one used more MP, but gave you freedom to reshape the golem according to your desires. So I used the dirt all around us to create a Clay Golem of myself, except grown proportionally so that it was ten feet tall. And yes, I made sure ALL of the golem was proportional to the new size. 
 
      
 
    Then I created a second one. Together, they moved to grab the Amazon, and secured her between them before I released the tentacles. I gave the fool half a moment to breathe, before I commanded the golems to begin fucking her, and to not stop until they were destroyed. If she logged out, they were to continue the rape immediately when she logged in again. Of course, this technically counted as combat, so logging out was impossible except for forced logoffs due to time, server maintenance, or RL medical issues. The Amazon was about to speak, but it turned into a scream as the truly obscenely sized phalluses penetrated her from the front and back at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I enjoyed the screams as I took her weapons and armor. By this point, the others had subdued the rest of the amazons, and taken their gear. Four were unconscious, while a fifth was currently being turned by Kamla. An Amazon Vampire, huh? That could be useful. The dead I let Hrozne deal with as shi willed. Having some undead warriors around could be useful.

The four ‘lucky’ survivors, however, I decided to make an example of, to act as a set piece for the screaming Amazon. Using Transmutation magic, Kylana and I created four columns of stone, positioned at the four cardinal directions around the golems. On each column, one of the naked amazons was mounted upon a stone phallus in both her holes, her hands and feet sealed behind her within the stone. Then, I used Soul Magic to bind the four Amazons’ souls to the stone, so that destroying the stone imprisoning them would destroy their souls. 
 
      
 
    With my good deed for the day done, I smiled as we left human lands. Honestly, I should have taken a road trip like this MONTHS ago! 
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