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    Foreword 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Yo! Saileri here! Just wanted to throw in a few words before we dive into the book! Also, a huge thank you for deciding to give my novels a try! 
 
    I have seen many people mentioning that it would be so nice to have a short summary of the story at the beginning of the volume and that’s exactly what I decided to include in my book. The section before Chapter 1 briefly summarizes the events of Volume 1, so if you are coming here straight after reading it, feel free to skip it without losing anything. If quite a few days passed since you read my story, I hope it will help you refresh your memory. Of course, it won’t be as detailed as the book itself so I still recommend reliving the first volume completely ;) 
 
    This story is my second bigger project, which I have been writing on the side to take it slowly, and a more serious attempt at a real litRPG. Dungeon Cleaners Inc. is something I thought would be fun—a mix of the usual adventure fantasy, and a bit of limited urban fantasy, with a little sprinkle of non-invasive and mostly supportive litRPG elements here and there, plus a little twist at the conjunction of those two subgenres.  
 
    If you are looking for some exciting fantasy dungeon crawling with a pinch of relaxed atmosphere in the modern world, then this book might be for you! Oh, and a quite smart, collected, inquisitive main character who likes to lead more than get personal with enemies, focusing on building a strong team that brings out the best of his talents, but also doesn’t stray away from getting some blood on his hands maybe? Hop in, then! Let me just mention that it might get a little spicy at a moment or two :) 
 
    One more thing before I stop holding you hostage here. If you like to discuss things related to the story with others or even with me, the author, feel free to join my Discord server! Plenty of people meet there and love to comment on stuff or theorycraft! There’s also a dedicated channel for reporting mistakes so you can poke me there if you stumble on any! Some of them might have been made intentionally :) 
 
    Without further ado, enjoy! 
 
  
 
  
   
    Story So Far 
 
      
 
    Beware! Spoilers from Volume 1!
This is only an extremely brief summary of past events. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucas King was playing one of his favorite PC RPG games with quite tough difficulty while enjoying his brief moment of respite after his company had laid off his team of IT programmers when a weird and slightly creepy message greeted him right past the final boss encounter. After reading the stream of conversation-like messages, he decided to join the company offering him riches for the service of protecting his home realm from monsters trying to invade it through Dungeons opening all over Earth. The company was able to redirect those Dungeons to their employees’ homes, and so, Lucas was going to lead a different kind of team from then on. 
 
    He spent a moment reading through the introductory manuals and his own status screens, provided by the magical visualization system that he could operate through his PC and a provided smartphone. Familiarizing himself with the options, Lucas chose a Class called Overlord and proceeded to summon his first Subordinate. 
 
    A woman with draconic features and the name Aisha showed up in front of him. She had crimson hair often woven into a lush ponytail, a strong, well-toned body covered in some areas by dark red scales, two ferocious horns coming from the sides of her head, and a thick draconic tail. Her eyes were just as fierce scarlet with vertical pupils. She introduced herself as a drakan. 
 
    Lucas and Aisha took a few longer minutes to talk about their situation since she was the more experienced person in terms of defending various realms from the forces of darkness. Afterwards, they prepared some initial equipment and ventured into their first Dungeon where she taught him the basics of adventuring and helped Lucas make his first kill. 
 
    With their first adventure wrapped up, they familiarized themselves with the guides and instructions more and completed a few more purchases like casual clothes for Aisha and other beauty products necessary for all females of her race. Since they were now both limited to the space of Lucas’ apartment, they had to get things through the special store that accepted both Earth Dollars and Dungeon Dollars. 
 
    The next day, Lucas started training with the grimoires he had bought, trying to learn Mana Control and Telekinesis. According to Aisha, who was doing maintenance for their gear in the meanwhile, his pace was incredible and it didn’t take him longer than a few hours. Afterward, they relaxed a little and delved into danger again. 
 
    Scouting the Dungeon, the duo stumbled on some deposits of Darksteel Ore, soon running into more Kobolds mining it. Cooperating together, they took the group of six monsters down, learning more about Lucas’ powers of control over Aisha as his Subordinate, which could help a lot in a bind. Since they leveled up thanks to that, they sat down to check their skills and stats. 
 
    For the next few days, they explored more of the Dungeon while practicing against Kobolds. Lucas continued to map out the caverns, raising his Mapping skill. Through those days and nights, they slowly grew closer to each other and Aisha was becoming bolder and bolder in her teasing, which resulted in them taking a shower together. 
 
    Making some more detailed plans, they tackled the last area of the Tutorial Dungeon. Aisha massacred the Kobolds with her Berserk while Lucas snuck around and killed off the ranged stragglers. When she was chasing the Shaman around, Lucas prepared a trap for the slippery monster and made it step on sharp knives, allowing Aisha to finally catch up to it. 
 
    With the clear confirmed, they returned home and found a congratulatory package from J, the person who had introduced Lucas to his new job, even though they shouldn’t be contacting him after the recruitment. While waiting for their results, Lucas couldn’t take Aisha’s teasing anymore and they decided to spend their time doing something a bit more exciting and took their relationship to another level. 
 
    Surprisingly, after spending an intimate moment together, they managed to unlock the full potential of his Class, which became Overlord of Lust thanks to Aisha’s willing and conscious submission to his lead and not only. They both gained a lot of useful abilities. 
 
    Curious about the entire thing, they searched through the available Wiki and Forums, finding out that Overlords were quite evil people in general, save for Lucas’ version which emphasized consent and the well-being of one’s Subordinates. He felt quite bad nonetheless and Aisha tried her best to reassure him that no Class could be inherently evil. 
 
    They received their payout and rewards, examined their new abilities, and looted the Dungeon before it closed, chatting about various topics related to such places. Soon enough, they received their second assignment and examined it too. The Beginner Dungeon required them to eradicate the Seed of Doom. 
 
    Their first expedition revealed a mossy and earthen environment. The enemies turned out to be wooden monsters resembling humanoid trees with leafless shrubs instead of heads. Lucas recognized them as Woodmen and they retreated to prepare a poison in the form of a saline solution. With the testing coming out very much alright, they ended their day on a quite exciting note, not even making it to bed. 
 
    Then, they decided to put their new poison on the D-Market and it turned out that the saline solution they had put up for sale exploded in popularity and earned them tons of Dungeon Dollars. Spending a day working on a safe stock of goods, they placed them in their storage room and went to sleep, ready for more delving. 
 
    Making their way through the earthen tunnels, they stumbled on a pink Pixie hiding from the monsters. The cute sphere joined them and wanted the duo to follow it, which they did. Running after the pink orb, they found a room with more Pixies, though locked in wooden bird cages and clearly having their energy sucked out. With some effort, they wrecked the place and freed the mystical beings. 
 
    After retreating, they received a Bonus Objective to save all the Pixies from their doom and naturally agreed to help their new friend out. Aisha encouraged Lucas to take their Pixie in as his familiar and he finally caved in, giving it the name Rose. The Pixie was extremely enthusiastic to join them. 
 
    The next day, they began the grand operation of freeing the captive Pixies. To maximize their effectiveness before the Seed noticed their efforts, they split up and headed for different prison chambers. For the first few locations, things looked rather well. At least until a new kind of enemy joined the battle, a short and scythe-armed version of wooden monsters that were extremely fast and agile. 
 
    Lucas summoned Aisha to him as his situation was getting dire and they were ambushed at the exit of the cavern, sent flying by the bulky Woodknight. Enemies swarmed them, and while the drakan lady whacked her opponents desperately, missing her weapon, Lucas was being held down under a pile of Woodmen and their other variants. Moments before a tragedy, he somehow ordered Aisha’s weapon to fly towards him and it landed right in her hand. What followed next was a massacre as she invoked her Berserk. 
 
    Lucas carried the spent Aisha on his back, guided home by Rose. They slowly recovered while reading about Lucas’ new ability called Armsweaving, which allowed him to order a bonded weapon to move according to his will. Not wanting to give the Seed enough time to think up a strategy against them, they shared a quick stat-boosting intimate moment in the shower and headed back out right after gathering whatever they could. 
 
    Locating the last prison chamber, they finally freed all the Pixies and agreed to take a peek into the boss room. They found a giant tree trunk embedded in the wall of an earthen cavern filled with a bunch of different variations of wood monsters. Deciding to thin their numbers a bit before coming back the next day, they jumped into the battle. 
 
    Amidst the fight, the chamber was flooded with the Pixies they had freed, all gathering under the high ceiling. They cast some kind of magic and evoked a barrier that pushed all enemies aside, trapping them against the walls. Unfortunately, the giant tree trunk didn’t like it and ripped itself off its perch, beginning its own assault. 
 
    Through quite some effort and smart planning, they managed to defeat the enemy and vanquished the Seed of Doom. Returning home, they rested a little and decided to loot the Dungeon before the rewards were calculated, finding a massive gem behind the Seed’s sitting place. 
 
    Once more, a message from J greeted them, in which the person explained that they could now leave their apartment for a short time, given to them after the successful clear. Of course, Lucas and Aisha immediately jumped onto that opportunity and went on a little date together. The drakan lady was mesmerized by Earth and enjoyed their time outside greatly. 
 
    But, she enjoyed the most the moment they walked into the restaurant where Lucas’ ex-girlfriend worked. The tease Aisha usually was, she didn’t spare the woman who had dumped him for someone better off, though thankfully, Lucas dragged her away before things got too far. They walked back home ready for more adventures.

  

 
   
    Chapter 1
All In 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I took a sip of warm coffee from my new favorite mug while sitting in front of my PC and scrolling down a bunch of news sources I used to check in the mornings. Literally seconds after I’d learned that you could purchase official merch with graphics and artworks related to my new company—Dungeon Cleaners Inc.—which also coincidentally overlapped with one of the best games, in my opinion, I’d made an instant order for a bunch of small stuff. 
 
    The best thing was the fact that the items available in the Dungeon Store weren’t just under the commercial brand created by the developers. As an employee, I could request custom orders, which were otherwise unavailable. Officially, at least, since no one stopped you from distributing the goods further, but that would be a complete waste of Dungeon Dollars. 
 
    Therefore, after parting with some spare change—gods, I still wasn’t able to get used to the feeling of spending hundreds of dollars casually—I’d gotten myself a nice, big, black mug with an emerald text resembling the game’s theme. The font read World’s Best Employee. 
 
    Quite fitting, I would say. 
 
    As for the news, well, there was nothing new in them. It hadn’t been that long since I’d joined this unusual, paranormal company, and started exterminating monsters inside Dungeons threatening the peace of Earth, or this realm, but the blissfully unaware world hadn’t changed in the slightest. Slightly over two weeks wasn’t that much time here. 
 
    However, my current situation had completely changed how I looked at various accident reports and such. I just couldn’t help but wonder if those were real or just cover-ups for failed Dungeon clears, like the one gas leak J had mentioned during our initial interview. There was no way for me to investigate that, honestly, and it would keep my mind going every single time. Perhaps after I got a few more promotions, I would be able to access some more information through my employer. 
 
    In any way, the world continued moving forward and I felt even more detached from it than I had been even before getting scouted. My ability to interact with anything outside of my apartment had been vastly reduced so there was no use in thinking about those matters too deeply.  
 
    Even if I wanted to, I had limited options to interfere. All I could do was make sure that my job was done, protecting this side of things, and hope that the people in power didn’t fuck it up on theirs, where monsters other than normal humans weren’t really an issue.  
 
    At least I thought they weren’t.  
 
    What did I know in my little, dimension-locked apartment? Maybe the world was really taken over by lizard people wearing human skin. Nothing would shock me anymore, honestly. I was too deep in this paranormal shit. 
 
    And it was so damn exciting. 
 
    The noise of the bathroom opening reached my ears and soft plops soon followed as someone headed my way over the wooden floor. I didn’t have to wait long for a pair of tender peaks to press into my back and for two arms to wrap themselves around my neck. Gradually, my t-shirt absorbed the moisture covering the mysterious person’s bosom, quickly starting to cling to my skin. 
 
    “You are wet,” I exclaimed without turning my gaze away from the monitor. 
 
    A light chuckle answered me. “You are getting better at noticing.” 
 
    I could literally feel the smirk in the playful drakan’s voice. There was not a single word in all existing languages she couldn’t turn into a fucking tease. 
 
    And she knew I loved it when she did. 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I let my head fall to the back and rest on Aisha’s shoulder, meeting her charming, crimson irises, adorned by ferocious vertical pupils. A gentle, teasing smile curled the corners of her exquisite lips. Leaning down, she pressed them into mine and we exchanged an unhurried kiss. 
 
    “No horny wet ladies in close vicinity of the PC,” I rebuked my frivolous partner after our mouths parted, and stole one more peck from Aisha. “No matter how beautiful.” 
 
    She pouted at me adorably. “You are no fun.” 
 
    “Rose.” 
 
    “Ah! Okay! Okay! Ah! I get it! Stop! Ah! I surrender!” 
 
    Aisha immediately took her body off me and jumped away, letting out little whines and yelps as our pink, spherical friend chased her around the apartment.  
 
    I chuckled to myself, shaking my head. It hadn’t been long since we’d learned that Rose could perfectly control her Crippling Discharge ability. Thanks to that, she was currently zooming after the naughty, crimson-scaled woman while repeatedly zapping Aisha in the butt by getting in physical contact with her skin and flesh. And, Rose was always eager to listen to anything I would ask her for. 
 
    Finished delivering her just punishment, the cute, rosy orb floated in front of my face and hovered there, awaiting her reward. With a big smile, I gave Rose a few little rubs and loving pats, making our friendly Pixie buzz with happiness. 
 
    “Who is a good girl? Who is a good girl? You are!” I pet-talked to her a little, which clearly made Rose even more energetic. 
 
    Aisha snorted somewhere behind us and I turned around to see her cross her arms under her delicious chest; her body completely naked and still covered in droplets of fresh water right from the shower. 
 
    “I need you to summon another Subordinate already because I’m getting vastly outnumbered here.” She smirked at me. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “You brought it upon yourself. You know the rules. No uncontained liquids near electronics.” 
 
    “So, I can’t have you take me on the desk?” she asked with a sly smile. 
 
    I squinted my eyes at her. “That’s playing dirty.” 
 
    Aisha laughed at my expression and walked to the drawer to pick up a clean towel. I stood up and followed her, grabbing one more. As she took care of her toned figure, I helped dry her hair. When only the endings were left, she had already been done with her skin and started applying the special oil to her mesmerizing scales. Giving me a coy smile, she let me watch the fascinating process as I took care of the last of her beautiful, scarlet strands. 
 
    “On a more serious note, when are you going to do it?” she suddenly asked. 
 
    “I assume you aren’t talking about me boning you on the desk.” I smirked at her and Aisha winked back. “Well, it would be wise to first see what we are going to deal with next.” 
 
    “Yeah, it would.” My drakan mate nodded. “I can’t wait to see what our next Dungeon is like.” 
 
    “Same. It hasn’t even been two full days since we took down the Seed but it felt like weeks after we got back from our date and started gathering all the loot and materials.” 
 
    “I hope we didn’t forget anything. It’s closing soon, isn’t it?” Aisha took a peek at my face over her shoulder. 
 
    “In a few hours, yeah.” I nodded. “I’m pretty sure we explored it as deep as we could. But, we should get in there one last time.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To let Rose bid farewell to her friends or family,” I replied and we both glanced at the floating ball of cuteness. 
 
    “Right. That’s a very sweet idea. Let me dress up and we’ll have our last trip.” 
 
    Aisha pecked my cheek as I extended my hand, and she left me the vial with the oil before jogging towards the wardrobe we had chosen as fully hers. I stored the extremely valuable substance in a safe place and watched her quickly jump into her favorite sports panties and bra. In just a few moments, she was in front of me, wearing denim shorts and a black t-shirt with some band’s logo, most likely metal, judging by the design. 
 
    We shared a nod and walked to the entrance. Rose made happy circles around either of us, often stopping to hang out near the side of my face, just far back enough for her to not obstruct my vision with her pink body. I opened the door and we left my modern apartment together, stepping into an earthen chamber full of luminescent moss taking the colors of a full rainbow. 
 
    Almost immediately, we were joined by a few more of the joyful Pixies. Without the monsters that had invaded their home, they could now freely roam around the Shadern as much as they wanted. It was a truly breathtaking sight with these cheerful orbs zooming back and forth inside the hypnotizing cavern. 
 
    “This is my favorite place,” Aisha said softly while roaming around with her gaze. 
 
    “Because it’s so pretty?” I asked with a grin. 
 
    She looked at me with a matching smile. “No, because this is where you made me cum three times in a row after our first date.” 
 
    I snorted and shook my head. “You are irredeemable.” 
 
    Just as she said, we had spent some time here after our first outing. Due to Aisha’s quite heavy teasing inside the restaurant where my ex worked, I ended up a bit in the mood. Recalling her mentioning having some fun in this beautiful chamber before, I decided to act a bit more on par with the image of an actual drakan mate and brought my lover here to enjoy an intimate moment under the dancing lights. It was a bit unusual having all those Pixies as an audience, but we quickly lost ourselves in our passionate activity, caring for nothing else but each other’s pleasure. 
 
    Sighing heavily, I took a look around and located Rose. It was becoming much easier to sense her presence over time. With just a second or two, I could recognize our friend amongst her peers. She danced happily with other Pixies, whose number was slowly increasing. It seemed that she had somehow relayed the news to them and more vibrant spheres kept flooding the chamber to say goodbye. 
 
    We watched the show of flashing and floating lights with smiles on our faces. I wasn’t exactly sure how familiar Pixies were with each other. That kind of lore wasn’t present in the game I had played in the past. Even though it was quite extensive, there still were missing parts, most likely those that no one had thought about. 
 
    But, it didn’t seem like this was a mournful event. We could easily tell that the others were happy for Rose. I bet she had oversold us to them like a kid talking about their favorite uncle or aunt, often the one who was barely related to the main family but still spoiled the child way more than anyone else. She just gave off similar energy when we looked at her making loops and bouncing around. 
 
    After a few minutes, our floating companion sped towards us and we winced momentarily. The entire swarm followed her and almost crashed into us, stopping inches before our faces. It was hard to remember that these entities could literally floor their brakes and come to an immediate halt no matter how fast they were going. They were immaterial, in the end. No mass and all that. 
 
    Rose swirled around our heads while her friends bobbed up and down. Exchanging a look with Aisha, we began waving at them while smiling. It felt weird. The good weird, though. Still, the scene resembled the common parting of people whenever they were moving out. I was pretty sure that the rainbowy bunch was telling us to take good care of their friend or even sister. 
 
    Soon, the crowd began dispersing and I glanced at Rose. “Finished with your farewells?” 
 
    She bobbed up and down in her usual, merry way. 
 
    “Great. I have no idea if we will ever be able to come back here so I want you to be sure that you met up with all your friends before leaving. No regrets later,” I added while patting the cute orb. 
 
    Rose wiggled and buzzed under my hand, and I understood her intentions clearly. She was telling me not to worry, and that everything was fine. No doubt that she was extremely happy to come and accompany us on our future journeys. 
 
    “Let’s take one last stroll through the place, then. Together. Your home is a very pretty—” 
 
    I paused when my pocket buzzed. A tad confused since we hadn’t been doing anything worthy of a level-up or some skill-related notification, I pulled it out. But, the vibrations weren’t stopping and I quickly realized that I had an incoming call, as rare as those were. 
 
    Reading the caller’s name tag, I smiled to myself and answered it. “Hi, Mom.” 
 
    Only after that, I realized that we were still inside the earthen chamber. Meaning, another fucking world. Yet, somehow, the call had not only gone through who knew how many realms to reach me but even connected after I had accepted it. A woman’s voice clearly announced that there were no problems on the line. 
 
    “Lucas. You picked up quite fast. Still unemployed?” she asked. 
 
    As rude as it might have sounded, there was no sign of disdain or mockery in her voice. She said it pretty much neutrally, like anyone would make a casual statement or inquiry during a normal conversation. That was part of the reason why I loved my mom so much. Depending on how I answered, she would either go all supportive and offer help, or just move on, trusting that things were well enough and she didn’t have to pry further. 
 
    “Actually, not anymore. I got a job about two weeks ago. I work fully from home so no one can say anything about me answering the phone,” I replied in a kind voice too. “Anything you need?” 
 
    “That’s great to hear! I knew it wouldn’t take you long to solve that temporary crisis. You are a very handy guy.” I could literally hear her smile through the phone. “I’m calling because we’ll be around and could drop by if you have a free moment in the next five days.” 
 
    “Oh. Hmmm…” 
 
    “No pressure, of course. Since you got a new job, you might not want to be distracted for a bit,” she added. 
 
    I thought about it for a second. We obviously had all the time in the world—or worlds—so the date wasn’t an issue. I didn’t see a reason to decline either. It wasn’t like we hated each other with my parents or anything.  
 
    The only thing that came to my mind was the next Dungeon and my new Subordinate. It would certainly be a little awkward to host them with two unknown women present, one of which would most likely not be accustomed to this realm yet and could sound a bit not right in the head. 
 
    Exchanging a quick glance with Aisha, I knew she had read my intentions through our connection. To some limited extent, of course. Plus, her sharp hearing had clearly followed our conversation. 
 
    “What do you think about right now?” I asked my partner. 
 
    “You sure? As I said, we don’t want to incon—” 
 
    “Anytime is fine for me,” Aisha answered with a shrug. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, that wasn’t directed at you, Mom,” I apologized with a wry smile. 
 
    “You got someone over?” 
 
    “Just my girlfriend. No need to worry. You wouldn’t be interrupting any visits or meetings,” I explained. 
 
    “Ah. You got back together in the end?” Mom asked with a curious tone. 
 
    “No. That’s already in the past as I told you. I’ve… met… someone new.” 
 
    “Now, that’s a very good reason to drop by! You have to introduce us to the lady! We’ll be at your place in an hour or two if that’s alright,” she said with a note of excitement in her voice. 
 
    I shook my head with a smile. “Don’t worry about my work. I’m in between assignments right now so I can spare some time. We’ll be waiting.” 
 
    “Perfect! See you soon!” 
 
    The call ended and I lowered my phone, taking a look at Aisha. She had a wide grin on her charming lips. 
 
    “Behave.” I pointed a finger at her while squinting. 
 
    “I get to meet the parents of my beloved mate, of course, I’ll behave, Lucas.” She smirked, placing a hand over her heart. “First impressions matter.” 
 
    I snorted, rolling my eyes. “Like a human, not a drakan.” 
 
    She pouted immediately, making me chuckle. I had spent enough time around Aisha to figure out her thinking process. If I wasn’t careful and attentive to such details, she would happily jump at any occasion to abuse any potential loopholes to tease me while never technically being in the wrong. 
 
    Aisha laughed too and patted me on the shoulder. “Relax. I mean it this time. I’ll do my best to get them to like me. I want them to like me.” 
 
    “Trust me, my mom will be all over you.” I smiled at her sincere expression and we went back to our apartment. 
 
    Our small love nest wasn’t in any big state of disarray or mess but we tidied it up anyway. I wouldn’t be able to just sit down and wait for the guests to arrive, and it looked like Aisha was the same. We constantly scanned the surroundings to find things to do while checking the time every ten minutes or so. 
 
    About an hour later, the doorbell rang.  
 
    Our eyes met. 
 
    “Well. Time to see if the memory-altering wards placed on this room work as well as the ones out in the open,” I said and went to the entrance. 
 
    Taking a peek through the spyhole, I confirmed that it truly was my parents standing in the building’s staircase and not some random Woodman coming for revenge. Now that we had installed a new door with such a useful feature, things were much easier and safer. Hopefully, the developer was affected by the magic too, and thought that it had always been like this. 
 
    Turning the lock and opening the door, I was greeted by the sight of a man and a woman more or less in their fifties. 
 
    My mother was slightly shorter than me and had long auburn hair tied up into a sports-styled ponytail reaching down to her waist. Regardless of her age, she was a person in very good shape and it showed. A bit of her toned navel poked out from under her white crop top while she completed the sporty look with gray joggers and an open chambray shirt on top of it. 
 
    She was part of the reason why I was in more than decent shape too. My mom was a fitness trainer and had properly introduced me to the fit lifestyle quite early. Not forced or coerced, introduced. I had grown to like it but she had been fully ready not to pester me if it wouldn’t have looked like my kind of thing. 
 
    My father was pretty much an older version of me. The same short black hair and similar fashion sense. He wore some simple jeans, a black t-shirt, and an open army green jacket on top of it. No need to even guess who I had taken after. The slight difference was his beard. I had none while he had a somewhat short, black stubble neatly decorating his manly face. 
 
    Like literally everyone in this small family, he was somewhat athletic too. His job was camera operator and photographer. He filmed and shot events and projects professionally, like music videos, clips, public galas, sometimes weddings, and such. Easy to imagine, he was on the move now and then, whenever he had a new contract to work on, most likely also why they were around my place right now. 
 
    The story about how I met your mother was quite simple, really.  
 
    She had been a fitness trainer and he had been an operator, wanting to stay somewhat in shape. He got her as his personal instructor and things slowly went ahead from that point. They were a good fit. 
 
    Heh. 
 
    While his work hadn’t changed much after that, Mom’s career path had. She was a true keeper. No matter that he said that he didn’t care or mind it in the slightest, she didn’t want to let other guys get touchy with her so as not to worry him and switched to coaching mostly women. She still did to this day. Her courses for moms were especially popular. Sometimes, they even worked together during bigger projects where some actors could use a bit of health or diet advice. 
 
    “It’s nice to see you again.” I smiled at them and opened my arms, anticipating the incoming hugs. 
 
    Mom was the first one to step forward and embrace me softly. “We are glad you could find a moment for us too.” 
 
    After she let me go, Dad took her place and we shared a quick hug too, patting each other on the back. “You haven’t changed a bit. I guess that’s a good sign. Your mother was constantly worried about you after they laid you off.” 
 
    I chuckled and stepped back, shaking his hand. “You know that I would let you guys know immediately if I got into any more serious trouble. Even if I didn’t get another job for a bit, I had some decent savings to burn through.” 
 
    “Right. I always forget that you are like your father’s clone in that regard. You two have backup plans for the backup plans.” My mother shook her head. 
 
    They moved inside as I held the door for them and started taking off their shoes. That was when Aisha came into our sight, walking out from behind the bathroom’s wall. I met her gaze and wondered for a moment how she looked to them without her incredible tail and horns. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. King,” she welcomed my parents with a warm smile. 
 
    “Oh, hello. You must be the lady Lucas mentioned over the phone.” My mom hastily approached Aisha and stole her hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Jasmine and this is Dominic.” 
 
    “I’m Aisha. It’s an honor.” 
 
    “Not as much as mine.” Mom smiled back at her. “Thank you for looking after my son.” 
 
    Aisha shook her head. “He’s definitely looking more after me than I am after him. I should be thanking you, Mrs. Jasmine, for giving me the opportunity to meet him.” 
 
    “Alright, let’s move to the table before you start raining compliments on each other, shall we?” I walked past them with my father, who knew as well as I did that Mom could go for hours with someone as polite as her. 
 
    We moved to the kitchen complex and I seated everyone down. It was no fancy lounge or living room but the wide table would have to do, as it usually had. There wasn’t that much free space in my small apartment to slap a big sofa and coffee table somewhere, without cluttering the very middle between my bed and desk. 
 
    But, that was something I could actually influence now. Perhaps I should expand my residence a bit again and add a nice spot for such occasions. Not that much was necessary to make it work, just some simple furniture. When it came to Earth currency, I had more than enough. 
 
    “Have you eaten already?” I asked before joining them. 
 
    “We planned to after this meeting,” Dad replied. 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll order something, then. We found an incredible place with Aisha recently. Any requests? They have everything. And I do mean everything.” 
 
    “There’s no way that’s true.” Mom snorted. 
 
    “Try me.” I smirked at her. 
 
    “Fine. I wanted to grab some Thai. I bet your father would end up going after Mexican as usual, extra spicy. How’s that?” She showed a challenging grin. 
 
    “I’ll have some sushi if that’s okay,” Aisha added, causing my mom to look at her with raised brows. 
 
    “Got it. I could use some tiramisu. I’m not really that hungry.” I winked at her. 
 
    As I made my way to the desk, my mother’s eyes were even wider due to the unusual combination of requested dishes. I said nothing and quickly found the best places to order from, picking high-rated restaurants from all around the world that specialized in those foods. 
 
    I almost hit the order button after throwing everything into the shopping cart but barely managed to stop myself. I had no idea how I would have explained the sudden, instant delivery of our meals or any other aspects related to it. 
 
    Wiping my forehead, I returned to the kitchen. “Should be here in twenty minutes or so.” 
 
    “That fast?” Dad seemed quite surprised. 
 
    “They are as incredible as Lucas makes it sound.” Aisha smiled at them as I sat down next to her. 
 
    “So, what are you doing now?” Mom asked, directing her question at me. 
 
    “It’s kind of a… security company. A very high-paying but demanding job, honestly. While the pro is that I don’t really have to move much, the con is exactly the same. I have to be near my PC a lot and watch over some surveillance systems, simply speaking. An assignment can come literally at any minute, any hour, any day,” I explained, somewhat bullshitting my way through. 
 
    “Sounds pretty boring to me but sitting in front of a desk was never my thing.” She shrugged. “You on the other hand can spend entire days in front of a computer with no sweat. I still don’t understand how you never get headaches or anything, especially during those massive gaming marathons you did in the past.” 
 
    I chuckled wryly. “Might be a generation thing, or because I spent my free time in front of a PC for as long as I can remember. I got used to it, just like training.” 
 
    She scoffed and turned to Aisha. “Never mind this abomination. I’m curious how the two of you met.” 
 
    We exchanged glances and Aisha smiled at my mother. We had come up with a thing or two in case she drilled us like that. 
 
    “It’s actually all thanks to Lucas’ new job,” my drakan girlfriend began. “I was involved in a minor car accident, driving with a friend. He witnessed it through one of the outside cameras surrounding the object of his surveillance on that day. Even though it didn’t concern his company in the slightest, or the owners of the place, he went out of his way to receive permission to secure the footage and reached out to me after his work was done to check if we were okay. It was a really nice thing to do and that recording helped a lot.” 
 
    “Yeah. He would definitely do that. It’s a surprise he didn’t react immediately.” Mom nodded with a grin, setting her chin on top of her hands. 
 
    “As I said, it’s a very serious job,” I joined in. “Who knew? Maybe it was some elaborate plot to get me off the screen and allow some evildoers to sneak in?” 
 
    “You watch too many movies.” Dad snickered. 
 
    “Reality is much more stupid than fiction. Trust me.” I laughed too. 
 
    In the meanwhile, I tapped the order button on my phone under the table and the doorbell rang. Excusing myself, I went to get the food and placed everyone’s meal in front of them. Mom couldn’t believe that we had really gotten all of it from the same place and her expression as she watched Aisha consume her sushi, me my tiramisu, and Father his ultra-spicy Mexican food was just priceless. 
 
    “How old are you, by the way?” she suddenly asked while we were eating. 
 
    “Mom.” I gave her the look. 
 
    “Thirty-seven,” Aisha replied without an ounce of hesitation. 
 
    Mom turned to me with a raised brow. “Would you like to tell me something, young man?” 
 
    “What?” I chuckled awkwardly. 
 
    “A quite muscular figure, a long and lush ponytail, and almost ten years older than you? Is she a fitness coach too?” 
 
    I snorted and shook my head. “Coincidence.” 
 
    “Well, at least we know he has good taste.” Dad shot me a wink while taking a sip of soda. 
 
    “I’m actually a model.” Aisha decided to continue her answer with another of our stories. “I do like working out, though. In any way, I mostly pose for very specific businesses, ones dealing with both historically accurate and completely made-up weapons and armor. You can say that I managed to successfully combine my passion with my job.” 
 
    “Fascinating.” Dad glanced at her curiously. “So like product gallery pictures and promotion materials?” 
 
    “Something like that, yeah.” She nodded. “I can show you some of my stuff if you would like.” 
 
    “You have it here?” Mom asked. 
 
    “Well…” Aisha smiled and turned to me, not sure how to crawl out of the hole she had dug herself. 
 
    “She moved in. We now live together,” I answered. 
 
    “Wow. That’s fast. Didn’t you two meet like two weeks ago or so?” My mother raised her brows at us. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe, but I can assure you that we are quite serious about this already,” I continued, placing my hand over Aisha’s on the table. 
 
    “He is right. I know that this might feel abrupt, but… things just clicked,” Aisha added, stroking my skin with her thumb. “I enjoy myself around Lucas greatly. I promise that I have no ulterior motives like his previous partner. If it would be enough to show my sincerity, I am ready to marry him right after receiving your blessings.” 
 
    Complete silence fell onto the room as my parents froze with their eyes wide like saucers. Needless to say, even my head snapped to Aisha’s face with an equally shocked expression.  
 
    That was not part of the plan. That was not part of any of the plans. 
 
    Dad whistled, raising a brow at Mom. “You sure you had no sister?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, trying to tame down the stupid smile trying to force itself on my lips. “Please, there’s no way—” 
 
    “I think we should do a DNA test, just in case,” Mom interrupted me with a wide grin and leaned forward over the table to grab our hands. “Of course, we would be incredibly happy to give the two of you our blessings.” 
 
    Wiggling my palm from under the pile, I placed both hands on her shoulders and forced my mother to sit back down. 
 
    “Let’s slow down a little bit. It is true that I love Aisha deeply, and I think I have a quite solid basis to believe that she reciprocates that feeling in equal sincerity, but shit, I haven’t even proposed properly yet!” I raised my arms into the air. “I don’t even have a ring! It’s been two weeks!” 
 
    Mom snickered at me. “I thought you were serious about this?” 
 
    “I am!” I replied instantly. “Would you expect one this fast? It took Father two years to get you one! I haven’t even thought about it yet!” 
 
    Aisha placed her palm on my shoulder with a brilliant smile. “I don’t need any rings to know how much you care about me. You showed me that plenty of times.” 
 
    I caught my mother smirking at us and I groaned. “Still. That’s one of the rare traditions that I actually like to uphold.” 
 
    “At least you don’t have to stress yourself over the answer now,” Mom added with a wink at Aisha and stood up. “We’ll leave you two lovebirds to talk it out properly. We have places to be anyway. Thanks a lot for having us, Lucas. I’m really happy to see that you are doing so well. I hope it will only keep getting better.” 
 
    Chuckling wryly, I stood up too and lent a hand to Aisha. We escorted my parents to the entrance and shared a few farewell hugs, which now included my drakan fiancé too. I’m fairly sure Mom whispered something to her ear but I didn’t even want to know what. Not like Aisha wouldn’t repeat it for me whenever I asked. 
 
    After closing the door and confirming through the spyhole that the Dungeon was back, I sighed heavily. “Gods… She always makes a mess wherever she goes…” 
 
    Aisha laughed next to me and threw her arm over my shoulders. “She’s a sweet woman. Your dad is truly a lucky guy.” 
 
    I shook my head and met her gaze. “So, how much of that was just you being a tease?” 
 
    She showed a sly smile and grabbed my collar, pulling me in for a deep, passionate kiss. 
 
    “Not a single word,” she purred at me after we parted. 
 
    Placing my hands on her shapely waist, I spun us around and slammed Aisha’s back into the wall. She managed to let out a moan of surprise before I took over her delicious lips this time, ardently chasing after her tongue. A minute or two of such heated exchange later, we withdrew for some air and chuckled together. 
 
    Then, a pink sphere buzzed next to our heads and I realized that we hadn’t seen Rose for the entirety of my parents’ visit. 
 
    “Did you hide yourself, girl?” I asked the cheerful orb, and she made some positive loops. “Haha, thanks, but you don’t have to. It’s not like they can see you. There’s nothing to be scared of either. You are part of the family now too.” 
 
    She whirred and spun happily before bolting out of our sight. Aisha laughed at our cute companion and glanced back at me. 
 
    “Let’s clean things up and get ready to check out your new assignment.” She grinned. “It should be arriving at any time now.” 
 
    “Finally, you are speaking my language again.” I smiled back at her and we shared one more kiss. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2
A Shitty Assignment 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Leaving the entrance to my apartment, we headed back to the kitchen and took care of the leftover meal boxes. Aisha washed the cutlery we had used in place of the plastic expendables, and I disposed of the packaging. Naturally, Rose whirred around us the entire time. We had already become used to the presence of the cheerful, pink orb in our lives. 
 
    “How much time left before we get to sneak a peek at our new workplace?” Aisha asked, turning off the tap. 
 
    I tossed her a small towel and flicked my wrist to wake up my smartwatch. “A bit over an hour.” 
 
    “Great. I can’t wait. It’s always so exciting, no matter how many times I experience it. You never know what kind of place you will get yourself in next.” She hummed joyfully. 
 
    “Yeah, I get it. I’m pretty much the same. Can’t stop thinking about it too,” I admitted. “It’s going to be hard trying to kill the remaining time but I think we’ve got a few decent activities to remedy that.” 
 
    “Besides pre-battle maintenance?” Aisha raised a brow at me. 
 
    “A good choice, and I would love to join you at it, but there’s at least one more thing we should give some of our attention to first. We still have the attribute points from the last two level-ups to spend.” 
 
    “Oh, right. That’s like fourteen if I’m not wrong.” She nodded enthusiastically. “Let’s get to it, then.” 
 
    Without further ado, we walked to my desk together and sat down in front of the monitor. A moment later, I was already in the DCI Hub. 
 
    “How’s the current shuffle, by the way?” Aisha asked curiously as I moved my mouse over the tiles. 
 
    Since the very moment we had gotten a new Subordinate Token, I’d been checking the Recruit submenu of the Subordinate Management section pretty much every time it refreshed, showing new templates to summon. The refresh option allowed you to bring a new set of character cards every twelve hours. So, I had a chance to find something interesting twice a day. Thrice if I timed the manual resets with the System-based one happening at midnight. 
 
    “Up till now, I haven’t seen anything more than decent, but we should have gained one reload chance already. Why not take a look?” I shrugged as we exchanged glances. 
 
    Quickly navigating to the correct place, I brought forth the twenty-four tiles with Class symbols over them. 
 
    “At first sight, nothing notable again.” Aisha scrunched her nose. “More ranged and magical options showed up at least. I’m pretty sure we’ve been running into mostly physical and melee Classes recently.” 
 
    “It might not look like anything useful right now but who knows how our situation will change after we learn the nature of our new Dungeon,” I said, idly tapping my finger on the mouse. “I would like to find someone good and versatile at magic next. Then, either a dedicated tank or a healer if we get another token off this job.” 
 
    “I can get behind that. The tankiest Classes are usually physical, or at least a major part of their kit is. It would be wise to expand our tricks a little more with me following the physical path now.” The drakan beauty tapped her lips while pondering over our options until they rose a little in a faint smirk. “Plus, female magicians are more easily impressed by wits and knowledge than simple brutes.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her but smiled back too. “I don’t know. So far, my sexy mind managed to capture a hundred percent of the simple brutes I encountered.” 
 
    A playful slug landed on my shoulder right after Aisha let out a snort and shook her head. We then chuckled together and returned our focus to the screen in front of us. Giving the pretty tiles one more glance, I returned to the main menu. 
 
    “What about using the creator?” My mate raised a brow at me. 
 
    “I looked at it yesterday. The choice is still so-so. I guess we would see some more sophisticated options at around Level 15 to 20 or higher. Templates still feel much better,” I answered. 
 
    “It still bothers you, doesn’t it?” Aisha asked, placing a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    I sighed softly. “Well, to some extent. But it’s nothing that would keep me off using it whenever the creator actually becomes a better choice. Putting someone’s soul into a different body, hand-tailored to my own likes, does seem a bit improper.” 
 
    “I have a feeling that you would totally design a body fully compatible with the Class we would be picking for it.” She shot me a wink. 
 
    “Perhaps, but it still happens somewhat subconsciously. A small change here, a tiny tweak there, and suddenly you end up with your ideal girlfriend.” I chuckled. “I don’t know. As I said, I won’t really brood over it whenever it turns out to be better than templates, you can be sure of that. My inner gamer is yearning to create a character so he might one day push out of his moral confines.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t mind letting you change my body more to your liking a little. As long as you don’t give me tits larger than my armor can fit.” 
 
    Snickering to the side, I caught her playful gaze. “There’s no part of your body that isn’t perfect already. On the other hand, I would literally use you as a template for another soul if I could.” 
 
    “Thank you.” A charming smile blossomed on Aisha’s lips. “But, are you sure you can handle two of me?” 
 
    “Fuck. I haven’t thought of that.” I fake-deadpanned at her, causing my beautiful partner to burst out laughing. 
 
    After she calmed back down, we finally moved to distribute our available stats. Since it was closer, I chose to bring out my status first. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 11 (+4) 
 
    Agility: 15 (+2) 
 
    Constitution: 15 (+2) 
 
    Intelligence: 20 (+1) 
 
    Wisdom: 17 (+1) 
 
    Leadership: 11 
 
    Charisma: 27 
 
    [Available Points: 14] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “So, what are you going to do?” Aisha asked, scanning the numbers with her sharp eyes. 
 
    “Up Charisma by three, Leadership by four, so that I’m at a nice one-to-two ratio with thirty and fifteen respectively. That’s half points gone. Next, I guess Intelligence by five and the remaining two into Wisdom since it’s one of the important stats for my Class,” I explained while tapping the plus symbols. 
 
    “I see. I assume you will bring Wisdom to twenty next time we gain some more points. It should be ten if I’m not mistaken since we’ll be Level 11,” she pondered out loud. 
 
    Meanwhile, I felt a tiny, barely noticeable wave of heat spread around my heart, placing my hand over my chest. Aisha glanced at me curiously and I met her gaze. 
 
    “All good. Just felt a bit warm suddenly. I don’t think it’s a heart attack or such.” 
 
    She chuckled and flashed me a cordial smile. “I’m pretty sure that’s just your spiritual energy. I’ve been told by the more mana-sensitive Classes that you can feel the changes in your Soul Band when you distribute stats. The accumulated energy you get from kills and other activities is finally spent and fused with your circuits and body.” 
 
    “Oh, right. J’s letter did explain that it was like cultivation or something. The System helps you assimilate that energy, letting you skip hours of meditation or other necessary techniques.” I nodded to myself. “My Mana Control might be at play here.” 
 
    “Possibly.” Aisha shrugged. “My turn now?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    I quickly navigated to the Subordinate Management menu and brought up her stats. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 40 
 
    Agility: 15 
 
    Constitution: 15 
 
    Intelligence: 9 
 
    Wisdom: 6 
 
    Perseverance: 11 
 
    Fury: 20 
 
    [Available Points: 14] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “What would you personally do?” I asked to prod Aisha a bit for her thoughts on the matter. 
 
    “Hmmmm…” She stroked her chin sagely. “Since my Strength is decently high… I could boost my Agility and Constitution in preparation for the upcoming spike in difficulty… Or perhaps mirror what you did and take Fury to thirty and Perseverance to fifteen. That’s exactly fourteen points.” 
 
    “Nice. See? You can be smart when you give it some effort too.” I smirked. 
 
    Aisha squinted her dazzling, crimson eyes at me but a wide smile curved her luscious lips. 
 
    “I could easily go with either of these options,” I continued. “One makes you stronger, the other makes you tankier, raising your survivability. It boils down to your preference.” 
 
    “You should know well what my preference is.” She gave me a wink. “Time to get even more furious.” 
 
    “You can always add those four points to Agility. Then, you will be fast and furious.” I waggled my brows at her, knowing perfectly well that my reference would go straight over her head. 
 
    Maybe one day I would introduce my fierce drakan to this classic; after we’d get her more used to my world and the metal carriages. 
 
    And, with that, we were done distributing our hard-earned attribute points. We would need to wait a little longer before we could test ourselves in a battle to see if it had any noticeable changes in the handling of our bodies and abilities. Hopefully, we wouldn’t get another Dungeon with super durable inhabitants like the Woodmen. 
 
    “We are saving the random boxes for our new friend, right?” Aisha turned her face to me and I easily recognized her expression. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You will get to open them soon. I promise.” I smiled at her. “For now, let’s check our supplies and consumables. We should restock whatever we are low on, then maybe get the maintenance done.” 
 
    “As you wish. I’ll get started with it already while you go through the shop and market. You know much better what we have and what we lack.” Aisha stood up, placed a peck on my cheek, and walked away. “Do you have any plans for the Residence Upgrade Permit already?” 
 
    “Many,” I replied, switching my attention to the PC after admiring her mesmerizing ass and tail for a brief moment. “But, it depends on who joins us. And no, I’m not thinking about another bedroom. That would be a waste of a good permit.” 
 
    She snorted from somewhere behind me. “You better. Or that would be the fanciest, priciest bedroom I’d ever seen. I wouldn’t be surprised if you can get a royal bedchamber for it.” 
 
    “If it becomes necessary, I’ll just buy a five-by-five or ten-by-five space and throw some simple furniture there,” I explained. “Instead, I thought more about a workshop or something. We didn’t get any amazing production Classes in our shuffles yet but a man can dream. I’ll save it for now.” 
 
    “Yeah, with our budget, it’s smart. We are over ten grand and we still haven’t really touched our spoils of war from the Woodman Dungeon. I bet you that we could double it if we sold a good chunk of our stuff. If only Darksteel Ore wouldn’t take ages to smelt.” 
 
    I shrugged. “As you said, we are not pressed for money. We might get more furnaces soon. Let me know if you would like help with maintenance.” 
 
    “Sure. Though, out of the two of us, I think I’m much more proficient at polishing hilts than you are.” 
 
    I snorted. Now, I wouldn’t be able to get that damn image out of my head. She’d known exactly what to say. 
 
    We spent about three quarters tending to our respective tasks. I used the Inventory submenu to track all our items and ordered what was missing. Besides being able to list everything we had stored in our dedicated storage chamber with quite some additional details, it even had a history tab.  
 
    Anything that had been taken out of the room or the chests would show up in that tab. It was a really neat feature. It even color-coded the entries, painting them yellow if the item had been only taken out of the storage, and painting them red if it had left the safe space of my apartment, not returning back. It helped in finding, sorting, and managing things a lot. 
 
    Rose mostly accompanied me. Her preference was clear, even though she floated to Aisha now and then. That only gave my mischievous companion more opportunities to tease me, saying how I could even seduce Pixies without breaking a sweat. Therefore, I made that Pixie zap her repeatedly for a minute. 
 
    After we were done, the three of us gathered by the PC and waited for the upcoming announcement. I tracked the timer on my phone while Aisha browsed the D-Shop a little, mostly admiring the clothes Earth offered. She had grown to like discovering new things and you couldn’t deny that fashion was one of the most diverse aspects of this realm, which could easily be compared to other ones. 
 
    Then, finally, the countdown reached zero and our devices buzzed at the same time. A notification icon flashed in the top right corner of the monitor, immediately stealing Aisha’s attention from the goth-themed clothing section she was examining at that moment. As she glanced at me, I gave her a nod, and she navigated to the Assignments menu. Thanks to being Bonded, she could do almost everything I could, after we had customized the settings a little. 
 
    “Here it goes,” she said, tapping the flashing tile. 
 
    We saw three entries on the list, with two of them grayed out, the ones we had previously cleared. 
 
    “Looks like they didn’t throw us into deep water right off the bat,” I mused. “Another Beginner Dungeon, huh.” 
 
    “Well, that’s true, but they can have different difficulties too. Besides, easy money and experience.” Aisha smiled at me and unrolled the details of our new job. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    BEGINNER DUNGEON 02 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Type: Group (2-4) 
 
    Remaining Time: 20d 23h 58m 
 
    Clear Condition: Source of Contamination Removed 
 
    Environment: Stone Catacombs 
 
    Environmental Hazards: Minor Diseases 
 
    Common Monster Strength: Lv. 07-09 
 
    Rare Monster Strength: Lv. 09-12 
 
    Boss Monster Strength: Lv. 12-15 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “I might have jinxed us with that talk about deep water.” I chuckled wryly. “It seems that we will finally meet at least one more Defender during our delves.” 
 
    “If they aren’t complete jerks, this will be even easier, then,” Aisha comforted me with her palm on my thigh. “And, if someone does try to cross the line, we can whip them back to shape in a blink. We have a true Overlord on our side.” 
 
    “I kind of wanted to hide my Class not to be associated with those slave drivers,” I admitted. 
 
    “Understandable. You can still do it, though. I don’t mind playing along. You can trick people with that Armsweaving of yours while I just act as the Berserker that I am. Simple.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not that simple.” I shook my head. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It might work at first, but then it can get extremely dangerous really quick. It says that there can be up to four people in the Dungeon. If it actually has four Defenders, when we all run into each other or agree to meet, there will be at least five of us,” I explained. 
 
    “Oh. I didn’t think of that.” Aisha frowned a little. “Yeah, this can be bad, especially if we tell the people we meet early that we both are Defenders and just stumbled on each other. Shit, this does make it complicated.” 
 
    “Unfortunately. I hoped that the System would only show that the Dungeon is a group one, without specific numbers, like it marked the others as solo Dungeons. But, you can’t have everything.” 
 
    “Can’t you assume a different Class? We talked about Commander sometime ago. It works in a similar way, no?” Aisha suggested, visibly putting effort into thinking of a solution. 
 
    “Commander and Guide can technically add other players to their party, even if temporarily, so that would be risky if someone knew about it and asked me to include them for the buffs. But, don’t worry. I should be able to recall a fitting Class. Worst case scenario, I’ll just deal with the odd glances I might get.” 
 
    “Hmmmm… Alright. Let’s move on to the clear condition.” 
 
    “It’s even vaguer than before,” I commented. “Who knows what the source of corruption can be in catacombs?” 
 
    “I just hope it’s not a Lich or worse. We aren’t ready to face such a monster yet,” Aisha added. 
 
    “Did you have the pleasure to fight one in the past?” I glanced at her curiously. 
 
    “Pleasure is the farthest from it.” She snorted. “It was anything but fun, I tell you. We barely made it. Those fuckers wield mana in the most unpredictable ways. And, this makes me realize, the Dungeon will most likely be swarmed by Skeletons and other undead.” 
 
    “Physical Resistance?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Not to an unbelievable level but anything besides blunt weapons will certainly have an issue. I’m really glad I have my Sharpen and Sunder, even though I can’t use them indefinitely.” Aisha sighed. 
 
    “If it doesn’t deviate from the info added to the game, fire and other magic should work just fine on the bony boys. Obviously, the holy element would be the best. Too bad we didn’t see any in the current shuffle.” I rubbed the back of my neck. 
 
    “It’s pretty much confirmed, then. We are going for a magic user next,” my drakan mate stated. 
 
    “Maybe we won’t have to. Let’s make the decision after we learn who the other people assigned to this Dungeon are. All we know, they could all be casters, and a better option would be to get a tank early to keep them somewhat safe,” I shared my thoughts. 
 
    “True. Even if they are stingy with information about themselves, it should be easy to figure out their way of fighting just from observing them.” Aisha nodded. “Alright. Next, the hazards. Minor diseases are the worst. Ugh. It also confirms that we might have to deal with rotten flesh and such.” 
 
    “Anything you can tell me about your experiences with those? I know some but I mostly saw them as negative statuses on this screen. Real life might be a tad different.” 
 
    “Ever had a sudden, explosive diarrhea which basically blasted your asshole open?” She raised a brow at me. 
 
    “Ah, shit.” 
 
    “Yeah, with the emphasis on shit.” Aisha snickered. “I don’t have it that bad with my attire, but trust me, you don’t want to be near a Paladin or a fully armored Knight when the dam breaks. They never make it out of their armor in time.” 
 
    I shuddered, trying my best not to imagine that. 
 
    “That’s just one thing, obviously, but it illustrates the level of inconvenience the best,” my fierce companion continued. “Take the worst times you felt sick and multiply the intensity tenfold or so. I kid you not by saying that you will wish to have been stabbed instead. Or straight up dead.” 
 
    “Fun.” I shook my head with an awkward smile. “Making ourselves as impervious to any of that as possible becomes our utmost priority right this instant. We can’t turn into chocolate fountains in the middle of a fight. A healer would really be the best option here. Maybe I should consider the creator in the end…” 
 
    “Let’s not rush it.” Aisha squeezed my thigh. “We have money. We can see what the stores offer. Besides, it should be fine to take a peek outside of our home. I don’t believe I’ve been thrown into a truly dangerous or inhabitable area during my entire career. The entrances may possibly be handpicked or something.” 
 
    I nodded at her and we browsed the D-Shop and D-Market for about half an hour. In between purchases, I visited the Wiki to learn more about minor diseases and catacombs as an environment in general. A bunch of the diseases were mentioned there so we hastily stocked up a bit on the consumables fighting those. Just to be safe, we bought some general mixtures that supposedly boosted your immune system by leaps and bounds. 
 
    Nothing beats magical vitamins. 
 
    After the doorbell rang, we moved to the door together, wielding our respective weapons. I glanced through the peephole and quickly confirmed that we were truly connected to something that looked like a spooky stone corridor. Black metal torches hung over the dark gray walls, burning with blue fire. 
 
    I couldn’t see any danger so I unlocked the door and slowly opened it, letting Aisha peek out first, alongside Rose, who bolted outside and stopped by the high ceiling. We stepped into the ominous hallway and glanced around. Our apartment entrance was embedded into one of the corridor walls like countless other doors spanning both sides. 
 
    Honestly, it looked quite comical. All that decay and destruction everywhere around, and then there was our apartment door, squeaky clean and fully modern. It stuck out like a sore thumb amongst all the crumbling wood filling the other archways. 
 
    Looking both ways to make sure that nothing was coming, we shoved the Dungeon Express package inside and returned to the safety of our little nest. Unpacking the goods, we sorted everything properly in the storage, leaving ourselves a few vials and pills for the upcoming scouting operation. 
 
    As we geared up, I spent some time staring at the twenty-four Class tiles in the Recruit submenu, trying to wage the usefulness of each of the displayed options. I didn’t want to miss something important and realize that after the choices reloaded. That was just the worst feeling in the world. 
 
    Soon, we were all ready, as much as we could be. We downed our respective all-purpose potions and headed out. Aisha had her trusty greataxe while I equipped the mace and one handaxe to my belt, and let the other, bonded axe magically glue itself horizontally to my lower back, without touching it, of course. Rose kept close, circling either of us. 
 
    A new adventure awaited us.

  

 
   
    Chapter 3
First Encounter 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We stood in front of the door to our apartment and looked around the dark stone hallway spanning to the sides. The torches bathed it in a slight cyan shade, turning somewhat sapphire between their placements, where the shadow was the thickest. We could spot plenty of stylish details carved into the arches, walls, and the entire corridor. 
 
    “We might want to be more careful than before. This feels like a manmade structure rather than something created by the Void, though I can be mistaken. There might be traps set in place if it is an old crypt or something. But, at least it shouldn’t be as sizable as our previous Dungeons so it will be easier to map out,” I said, stepping closer to my drakan partner. 
 
    “I’m afraid not,” Aisha replied, wrinkling her nose. “Some tombs and burial grounds can reach the size of entire cities. I’m not sure how common such things are in your realm but it’s nothing surprising in mine. We don’t know anything about this Dungeon yet. It might as well be an entire necropolis.” 
 
    I groaned, rolling my eyes. “Then it will be hell to explore and draft. There are so many passages even just here, and they all look almost identical. You can’t purchase a map of a Dungeon, right?” 
 
    She snorted. “That would be a real something.” 
 
    “Oh, well. I guess we will need to think about this. In the meanwhile, I have to put a lot of focus on my scribbles so that we don’t end up lost after the first few turns.” 
 
    Rose suddenly flew into my field of vision and danced around before my eyes. I raised a brow at the cheerful Pixie and extended my hand to pat the cute orb. She nestled herself under my palm and kept buzzing energetically. 
 
    “Really? You think you can do it?” The pink ball of happiness squirmed under my fingers in confirmation. “Alright. We will leave it to you for now. I will still draw my map as usual so we won’t be moving around without a backup plan. Not like I don’t trust you, of course, but you know that I don’t like not having additional safeguards in place.” 
 
    Wiggling a bit more, Rose zoomed away and started making circles under the ceiling. We stared at each other with Aisha for a brief moment and then nodded at the same time. I brought out my trusty notepad and pencil and did a quick outline of our starting point while pondering over the possible ways to automate this process without spending thousands of D-Dollars. I hadn’t forgotten about my IT genius friend. Perhaps I should hit him up after we were back. 
 
    But, nevertheless, I was getting better and better at communicating with our lively companion. If I had any trouble, getting in direct contact and looking straight at Rose helped me get the meaning of what she aimed to convey much clearer. She had assured me that she would have no issues memorizing the layout and said to leave it to her. 
 
    I was a little doubtful, honestly, but who wouldn’t be? She had shown how good of a navigator she could be, but that was in the earthen caverns from the previous Dungeon. That was literally her home. She must have spent tens if not hundreds of her long years there.  
 
    But, I trusted Rose. And in case something happened, I would still have my makeshift map. 
 
    “Alright.” I broke the silence after a few moments, raising my gaze from the page of my notebook. “I’m done. What do we do then?” 
 
    “I don’t know, you are the boss here.” Aisha rested her huge axe on her shoulder and winked at me. “You point at the target, I swing my weapon. The rest is on you.” 
 
    I chuckled while walking toward her. “Don’t act like you're not the one to enjoy being in control.” 
 
    She shot me a grin and turned around too. We began heading further left from the entrance to our apartment. Aisha took the front, as usual. I kept my mental hold on the bonded handaxe ready, with my hands hovering close to the two other weapons too, whenever I wasn't sketching. We had no idea what we could stumble onto but we could make a guess or two considering the theme of this area. 
 
    Before we ventured too far, I suggested we check all the nearby archways and half-destroyed doors in the close vicinity of our home, just in case anything was hiding somewhere out there. My companion quickly agreed and we began taking a peek into the numerous chambers connected to the gloomy corridor. 
 
    Most of them were quite small. That explained why there were so many doorways close together. I could literally fit my bed inside those rooms and have barely any room to step off it to the sides in terms of width. As for length, I guess I could somehow squeeze my desk at the foot of the imagined mattress. 
 
    Inside, they were pretty much empty, most of the time. Now and then, there was a single sarcophagus placed in the very middle. I didn’t really want to fuck with anyone or anything locked inside but it would be unwise to leave such obvious ambush locations unexplored. Thus, with the help of Aisha’s impressive, draconic strength, we desecrated the most likely unholy coffins. 
 
    Luck was on our side as we found nothing more than some old, crumbling bones. After about fifteen minutes of securing our surroundings and me marking the checked chambers on the map, we finally moved ahead with our exploration. 
 
    Gods, I had so much more work to do in this Dungeon in terms of mapping. But, at least the general structure and layout were very linear. There were good and bad sides to our current predicament. Nothing really ever had only the good ones. 
 
    We walked through the stone corridor with our guards up. Our pace was slow. There were just so many angles an enemy could use to get a jump on us. We had to verify every single room we passed. Neither of us wanted to suddenly get stabbed in the back by some random, weak skelly man with an ancient, rusted dagger. Yet, so far, we hadn’t seen a living ghost in this dead place. 
 
    “Should I jinx us like that last time?” Aisha asked without turning her attention away from the front. 
 
    I chuckled. “If you want to find some trouble, you may. I don’t think we will get swarmed by enemies popping out of the walls. Unless some undead is able to phase through the stone.” 
 
    “Like all the ethereal monsters?” I could feel her smile. 
 
    “I guess.” I shrugged. “Do you have any experience with those? Is it the same as in the game, meaning that you can’t hurt them unless your weapon is magical, enchanted, or you use actual magic?” 
 
    “Close enough,” Aisha replied. “Unfortunately, I didn’t have the pleasure to visit many undead Dungeons in my life, besides the one I mentioned in the past. Of the ghost types, we met maybe like a Screamer, and Phantom Pain. And yes, they can’t be damaged by normal weaponry. My axe won’t be of much help against them.” 
 
    “This Dungeon sucks for us then. I hope my Bonded weapon is considered magical to some extent even if its base is a normal handaxe. Armsweaving does feel like magic,” I commented. “Anyway, we’ll see when and if we run into anything like that. The worst case scenario, Rose will save our pathetic asses.” 
 
    The adorable orb floated to the side of my face and I patted our own ethereal friend a few times. Then, she spun around and zoomed towards the wall. Without slowing down even a little bit, she plunged into the hard surface, disappearing inside the gray stone. 
 
    “Right. Forgot she could do that,” Aisha mused. 
 
    Rose reemerged from the wall and stopped in front of it, hovering in place. After we glanced at her again, she phased through the obstruction once more, returning to us a few seconds later. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, having a feeling that she wasn’t just acting playful. 
 
    In reaction to my words, our little Pixie whirred in the air. Now sure that something was going on, I walked closer to the wall while Aisha kept looking around to cover the two of us. Rose was gone the second I was near her and I reached out to place a hand on the carved column. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    But, I almost fell forward, stumbling over my own feet as my hand, arm, and entire body passed through what should have been a solid wall. 
 
    “Lucas?!” Aisha’s shout reached my ears and I glanced behind me. “Where are you?!” 
 
    I saw her figure standing pretty much in front of me with her axe ready for action. She scanned her surroundings with her fierce, scarlet eyes wide from shock. Somehow, she could not see me even though I was just next to her. 
 
    “Here. I’m all fine. I just tripped,” I answered her calls. 
 
    Her head snapped towards the direction of my voice and she furrowed her brows, staring straight at me. But, her eyes still wandered all over the surface of nothing that separated us. Though, I had a pretty good idea of what was going on. 
 
    I leaned forward and Aisha jerked back with a quiet gasp. 
 
    “Gods hold me, I almost made you a head shorter,” she admitted with a soft sigh. “Don’t just pop out of the wall without a warning, would you?” 
 
    Chuckling, I glanced to the sides. “Don’t forget that we can sense each other. I think that ability will be quite important if we are going to run into more cases like this.” 
 
    Rose flew past me and joined Aisha next to her shoulder. From my side, I had been able to see the lovely drakan through a narrow gap without an issue, but looking from the corridor, my head was currently poking right out of the stone column decorating the wall. 
 
    “You look like a trophy.” Aisha smirked and then laughed softly as I twisted my face in an exaggerated dead expression with my tongue out. “So, an illusion, huh?” 
 
    “Seems like it,” I agreed. “I wouldn’t have thought of checking every single segment between the doorways to search for secret passages. But, it looks like our round friend has many talents.” 
 
    The Pixie in question buzzed proudly and we smiled at each other with Aisha. I withdrew my head and watched how she hesitantly prodded the stone surface seen only from her side with her finger. After confirming that it really was immaterial, she stepped through it and entered the hidden passage. 
 
    “We might have to consider recruiting a Thief or someone else with a similar skill set,” my drakan mate suggested. “I don’t think this is the only surprise awaiting us in this place.” 
 
    “Right now, something magical is still higher on the list. We will see how it changes throughout this scouting expedition. So far, we didn’t find any troublesome traps,” I replied. 
 
    We looked ahead into the narrow tunnel. It barely fit two people walking side by side. The same blue torches decorated it, but the walls had no details, decorations, or carved shapes and patterns. They were just smooth blocks of stone, ominous in their own way. 
 
    Exchanging nods, we got back into our usual formation and moved forward, curious about what secrets this passage led to. Rose chose to float ahead of Aisha, perhaps trying to sense more illusory segments or to notice traps after we had mentioned them. I wouldn’t be surprised to learn that she wanted to take that responsibility onto herself after hearing us talk. 
 
    Nothing notable happened for ten minutes. We just walked and walked through the narrow, regular tunnel. I started considering that the entire thing was an illusion meant to trap the curious Defenders such as ourselves, but we finally noticed a change in scenery. There clearly was a chamber ahead of us. 
 
    Rose bolted forward and flew into it. The two of us observed our beloved companion as we neared the entrance. No monster or trap attacked the pink Pixie and she bobbed up and down to signal that it was safe. We picked up our pace, still careful and attentive to our surroundings. 
 
    After finally reaching the empty doorway, we looked at each other at the same time. 
 
    “It’s a trap,” Aisha said. 
 
    “Definitely a trap,” I confirmed. 
 
    Inside the small, square room, was only a single thing. 
 
    A reinforced wooden chest. 
 
    “If that thing isn’t a Mimic, I’m going to be highly disappointed.” My badass partner smirked. 
 
    “Hmmm…” I rubbed my chin. “Should we even fuck with it? There’s no need to put ourselves at risk.” 
 
    Aisha shrugged. “Your call. I would love to get some revenge on the bastard. I lost my favorite boots to its sibling. That’s unforgivable.” 
 
    I chuckled and shook my head. “I’ll remain here while you can go and try to poke it. In case the chamber gets sealed, I will be able to teleport you out without an issue. That should be safe enough.” 
 
    “Great.” Aisha grinned sinisterly while cracking her neck. “I really liked those boots.” 
 
    Calling my handaxe to my hand, I gave her a nod. She roamed her gaze over the small chamber before setting her foot inside. No trap was triggered by her motion. Wary of every single step, Aisha walked closer to the suspicious chest. 
 
    Covering enough distance between them, she raised her weapon above her head and held it there for a moment. Taking a deep breath, she brought it down with a moderate shout. The sharp blade of her greataxe smashed into the reinforced wood. To my amusement and to her disappointment, it was nothing more than an actual, empty, wooden chest, which broke down from the force of her blow. 
 
    “Bummer. Maybe another da—” 
 
    The noise of stone scratching over stone interrupted her. Three more passages revealed themselves in the three other walls as their camouflaged entrances receded into the ceiling. Light rattling filled the room alongside the jingle and clank of metal. Spooky, scary skeletons stepped into the light. 
 
    “So, it was a trap,” I stated the obvious. “Good. They don’t look strong. Can you see how well you fare against them?” 
 
    “Here? Yeah. But I won’t be able to properly swing my weapon in the corridor,” Aisha replied. 
 
    “That’s fine. Have some fun while I keep watch.” 
 
    “With pleasure.” 
 
    Noticing Aisha curling into herself, I let go of my handaxe and covered my ears. As expected, she released a powerful roar into the air, stunning the few first skelly boys that managed to step into her range. She prepped her greataxe and swung to the side, entering a spinning motion.  
 
    I kept my hands on, watching how she used Whirlwind on the poor monsters. Some wore rusted pieces of armor and sparks flew when her weapon collided with them. I still could hear the whine and screech of the old metal getting in contact with Aisha’s blade. 
 
    She wasn’t set against anything notable. Most of the enemies looked like various configurations of Skeleton Warrior from the game, wearing sporadic pieces of armor and wielding various simple weapons. The enemies she had sliced through, fell to the ground in pieces, more or less. Some of them rattled and began rising again, their scattered parts reattaching themselves. 
 
    That was the main problem in fighting this type of monster. You could smash its skull, limbs, and even some segments of its body, but it could still function without them, reassembling itself to an operable state after a moment. Contrary to Woodmen, Skeleton Warriors and other skeletal variations had a nucleus. But, its place was random. It could be anywhere inside their bones as well as even outside, sticking out somewhere. Until destroyed, the monster would often be able to get up. 
 
    I watched how Aisha slashed and stabbed with her massive weapon. Not every swing cut through the reinforced bones with ease. Some of them ended up stuck in the middle, like when she had struck her opponent’s ribcage at a sharp angle. That was just too many bones to push through at once. Plus, they had weapons and armor, which additionally lowered the effectiveness of Aisha’s blows. 
 
    That was until she decided to use Sharpen to fix that issue, or other skills like Whirlwind or Ground Pound. But, our goal in this entire operation was to gain an understanding of how tough our enemies were. And it looked like we truly would have a hard time against them without the help of magic, which was supposedly their weakness to some extent. Bone monsters had too much Physical Resistance while having almost no magical one. And relying on luck to find or accidentally smash their nucleus was just too much. 
 
    I heard some noise and stopped leaning onto the wall at the entrance, taking a glance behind me. 
 
    “Ah, fuck!” I ducked under an arrow just in time. “Party’s over. We have company.” 
 
    More Skeleton Warriors were making their way towards us, accompanied by a bunch of Skeleton Archers. They didn’t move fast since the passage was narrow and they ended up bumping into each other, pushing their allies into the walls and down onto the ground. But, that also meant that our only path of escape was completely cluttered. 
 
    I heard a loud crack and the entire place rumbled a little. Aisha appeared right behind me less than a second later, calming down her breathing. 
 
    “This will be a pain. Best I can do is to charge ahead and use my greataxe as a lance or spear,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll take care of it. You make sure my back is safe,” I replied, peeking over my shoulder to see a small crater on the floor of the chamber, courtesy of the obvious person. 
 
    We didn’t waste any more time and I rushed ahead, flicking my wrist forward. My handaxe stopped floating by my side and shot through the air like a bullet, smashing itself into the first Skeleton Warrior on its path, obliterating its skull into bits. I kicked it down while tracing half a circle with my fingers. My weapon followed the motion, orbiting my waist, and bolted forward once more, snapping another monster’s thigh bone into two. 
 
    This continued for a while. I used Armsweaving to weave my handaxe around and smash the vulnerable parts of Skeleton Warriors into pieces, mostly aiming for legs to bring them down and reduce the chances of them getting up quickly. At the same time, I parried any incoming attacks that reached me with the mace.  
 
    My Telekinesis came in handy too. I could yank the monsters’ feet from under their bodies since their bones weren’t that heavy. Arrows weren’t an issue either as I just altered their paths mid-flight. Unfortunately, having them hit the skeletal boys didn’t achieve much in terms of damage. 
 
    Aisha valiantly fended off our pursuers. It wasn’t easy for her, considering her sizable weapon. Thus, I lent her my other handaxe, which helped her a lot. She could put it to much better use than me with her much higher Strength. 
 
    “Shit. We are almost there but the wall of bones is getting dense. I’m slowing down,” I shouted to my companions. 
 
    “Switch with me. I’ll clear the path,” Aisha answered and pressed her back into mine. 
 
    We spun around and I caught the handaxe she let go of while grabbing her greataxe in both hands. With a loud grunt, she sent a vertical Sunder into the crowd, following it with another one while bringing her weapon back down. Two arcs of crimson mana sliced through the monsters and crashed into the wall of the corridor ahead of us, past the illusory wall. 
 
    I sent Aisha a single thought and jumped onto her back. She caught my legs and wore me like a backpack after I wrapped my arms around her neck. Kicking strongly off the ground, she charged forward before the less-damaged monsters began picking themselves up. She flew out of the hidden passage with a slide, quickly letting me down. 
 
    Before we did anything else, a big shadow cast over us. We turned our faces towards its source and found a Skeleton twice our size. Its bones were dark and it wore a much more complete set of armor in pure black color. With a tower shield in one hand, it raised its massive greatsword at us.  
 
    There was no doubt that we ran into a Death Knight. 
 
    Aisha immediately covered me with her body and set her weapon horizontally to take the hit. But, there was a quiet shiiing, and the monster froze mid-swing. We noticed the tip of a yellow serpentine dagger poking out of its chestplate.  
 
    The dark bones evaporated into black smoke and the armor pieces fell to the ground with a loud clang, revealing a person behind the late Death Knight. A normal, white skull rolled out of the illusory wall to the accompaniment of a rattling and clattering noise. Our pursuers must be no more. 
 
    We watched as our mysterious savior spun his unique dagger around his glove-covered finger and sheathed it behind his back in one, swift motion. They wore a dark gray set of clothes and leather, reinforced armor; a short, black, tattered cape with a hood that stayed on; and a similarly black shawl wrapped around the bottom part of their face, hiding away anything below their eyes. Those were pure black too, while the person’s visible skin had a silvery shade. 
 
    Regardless of their gender, one thing was pretty obvious. 
 
    We met another Defender. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4
Defender’s Stigma 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Aisha returned her weapon to her side, setting the butt of her axe on the stone floor. Yet, she observed our unexpected savior with caution. It wouldn’t be a lie if I said that the guy in front of us gave off quite nefarious vibes. But, since he had stepped in instead of just watching, there was a chance that he wasn’t as bad as he looked. 
 
    “Thanks for the assist. That attack would have at least knocked us back a few meters.” I broke the silence with a grateful nod. “It might be a stupid thing to ask but you are a Defender too, right?” 
 
    The dark-clad man reached for the piece of cloth covering the lower half of his face and pulled it up a little. “A newbie?” 
 
    His voice was deep and extremely hoarse, as if he had some issue with his throat, perhaps. As for his tone, while it sounded a tad ominous, I couldn’t really feel any malice or disrespect in it. He definitely wasn’t the one to show a lot of emotion. 
 
    “He kinda is,” Aisha answered his pondering, setting her greataxe on her shoulder. “It’s like his third Dungeon or so. We actually haven’t talked about the common verification methods.” 
 
    The man grunted to himself and gave me a brief look. “It would be wise to fill him in then, especially considering that he’s… a human if I’m not mistaken.” 
 
    “Is there something wrong with being a human?” I raised a brow at our potential new ally. 
 
    “There are races much more gifted physically, magically, mentally, and in many other areas. As a person quite mediocre in every single one of them, it could quickly get dangerous if you accidentally offended someone you didn’t wish to,” he explained calmly. 
 
    “Sound logic,” I agreed. “So, is there a safe way to ask or do I have to judge each case individually?” 
 
    “Well, the method I always used was to invite someone to my party. No matter if they rejected or accepted the request, you would feel a little flutter in your mind, different depending on the response. And, if the target wasn’t a Defender, you would experience a slight backlash. Nothing serious, just a tap,” Aisha interjected. 
 
    “That’s one way to do it,” the man grunted. “Unfortunately, it requires physical contact, usually done with a handshake. There’s always a lot of suspicion between strangers so not everyone agrees to use this approach.” 
 
    “I haven’t met anyone who rejected it in my life,” my beloved partner added. 
 
    “You are a drakan. Most races would be afraid of offending you, not the other way around,” he replied and Aisha smirked. “There’s a safer method which most people use.” 
 
    “Ah, right, the Stigma.” Aisha snapped the fingers of her free hand. 
 
    “The Stigma?” I glanced at her. 
 
    “It’s like a tattoo we Defenders can force to show up at will,” she replied while lifting her right shoulder pad a bit and rolling up her protective sleeve. “Its placement varies from person to person.” 
 
    She turned the exposed shoulder to me and I watched as some kind of shape began materializing over her mesmerizing scales. It rolled into existence with the effect of a burning paper but played in reverse, I guess. The last glowing embers merged together and formed an extremely familiar mark. A double-edged greataxe of pure black decorated Aisha’s shoulder now. It was no doubt her Class icon. 
 
    “Since you initiated it, it would be suspicious for me not to follow,” the hooded man said and brought his right hand to the front. 
 
    He took one of his leather gloves off, unrolled a bandage wrapped around his gray hand, and turned his palm up to show us. The same smoldering animation played over his skin and the mark formed two somewhat rounded, cascading cones with two points inside the smaller one. Again, I immediately recognized it as the Assassin's Class icon. 
 
    Then, both he and Aisha turned their gazes at me.  
 
    I showed a wry smile. “Haven’t ever done this so I have no idea where mine is.” 
 
    “Just wish for it to show up and you will feel warm somewhere. Trust me, it’s easy to notice,” my mate explained. 
 
    Following her advice, I focused my mind on displaying my Class icon, assuming that it would be the same for me as for them. Soon enough, I did start feeling a slight heat building up on the surface of my skin. But, there was a slight issue… 
 
    “I’d rather not show it, honestly.” I chuckled awkwardly. 
 
    “Why?” Aisha raised a brow at me. 
 
    “It’s in a quite peculiar location. Meaning, right above my dick.” 
 
    She looked at my face, perhaps to judge if I was serious, then dropped her gaze to my waist, and finally brought it back up right before exploding into a fit of laughter. 
 
    “Seriously? You got yourself a pelvic tattoo? What are you now, an incubus?” She kept giggling to herself while smacking my shoulder playfully. 
 
    “That’s truly a peculiar location,” the mysterious Assassin mused. “I’ve never heard of a mark this close to one’s nether regions.” 
 
    “Would you mind if I invited you to a party? Or you invited me?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “It’s alright. I found you two fighting against the monsters. That’s enough proof, and you aren’t unwilling to provide more.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I nodded at him. “That reminds me, you took down that Death Knight like it was nothing. It’s certainly reassuring to know that someone capable has been assigned to this Dungeon.” 
 
    “It was nothing special. Its attention was entirely on the two of you, allowing me to fully utilize my abilities and strike the nucleus. No matter how powerful a monster is, if it has one, it can be felled in one strike.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if he was just downplaying his skills and experience to lower our guard or if he was just an honest person, but it wasn’t like I had to pick one right away. It was hard to judge from his composed tone and hoarse voice. 
 
    “That still requires some decent finesse. Anyway, thanks again. Are you scouting around?” 
 
    “Yes,” he answered shortly. 
 
    “Right. If you would like to team up, I think neither of us would have anything against it.” I glanced at Aisha and she nodded with a smile. “Naturally, if you would like to continue on your own, we are not holding you back any longer. We’ve already wasted enough of your time.” 
 
    “I prefer working alone. At least until the main objective is discovered. We might have a chance to see each other then. Good luck.” 
 
    He gave us a curt nod and started walking away. Right when he reached that short space between the torches where the shadow was the thickest, his figure blurred in darkness and disappeared from our eyes. He definitely wasn’t a starting Assassin, that was for sure.  
 
    Rose bolted out of the hidden passage shortly after our conversation partner was gone. She had hidden herself for the entire conversation. I wondered if he could have sensed her or something, but he hadn’t shown any signs of noticing a monster nearby, or another entity if Rose wasn’t perceived as such by others. 
 
    We looked at each other with Aisha and she snickered a little. “You will show me, right?” 
 
    I smirked at her. “I know just the position for you to have the perfect view.”  
 
    She bit on her lower lip while taking a peek at my crotch. “Me too.”  
 
    Chuckling, I shook my head. “It will have to wait until we are back. I don’t fancy getting caught with my pants down. Literally.” 
 
    “Bummer.” Aisha pouted. 
 
    ~So, what do you think about our first encounter?~ she asked mentally. 
 
    I gestured with my head in the opposite way the man had left. ~He is a bit scary-looking but I don’t know if he’s just a tough guy with a soft heart or if he is trying to gain our trust by acting nice and cooperative. I wouldn’t exactly like to play into the stereotypes here but he is an Assassin in the end.~ 
 
    Aisha furrowed her brows. ~How do you know? We didn’t invite him to our party and haven’t used any scrolls or crystal orbs.~ 
 
    ~So, it’s just like I thought, huh?~ I rubbed my chin. ~You guys don’t know your Class icons, right?~ 
 
    ~Class icons?~ 
 
    ~Remember the pictures displayed on top of the tiles in the Recruitment submenu?~ 
 
    ~Yeah, of course.~ She sent me a mental nod. 
 
    ~Those are the Class icons. Do you know what’s yours?~ 
 
    ~I don’t think so.~ 
 
    ~It’s on your shoulder.~ 
 
    “Wait, really?” Aisha stopped and looked at me in surprise. “Damn, really.” 
 
    I turned to face her. “It never occurred to you? I guess those scrolls or crystal orbs you mentioned show text instead, but still, a double-edged greataxe? I bet you’ve seen some that matched the gear or weapons others used.” 
 
    “I mean, yeah, but I figured it was just somewhat unique to me since you know, I love greataxes. I thought it was the same for other Defenders, like the Paladin I actually exchanged Stigmas with, who had a sword pointing up with two wings around it. He used one and focused on Healing Magic so it felt fitting. As I said, I usually used the other method.” 
 
    “Oh, well. Now you know.” I shrugged and we resumed walking. 
 
    “So, you can tell who someone is with just the Stigma?” Aisha continued out loud as we moved far enough from the place of our meeting with the Assassin guy. 
 
    “Only their core Class, but yeah. Class icons don’t evolve with gained titles or other attributes,” I explained. 
 
    “That’s plenty already. And, let me guess, you know all of them?” She shot me a sly grin. 
 
    I chuckled, smiling back. “Definitely not all of them but certainly a lot. Plus, I plan on noting the new ones down each time I stumble on them while rerolling the presets. Who knows when this might come useful?” 
 
    “True. If we assume that the majority of Defenders aren’t aware of this just like me, this gives us a huge advantage, especially with someone like you, who has knowledge about different Classes. That guy must have been unaware too or he wouldn’t willingly reveal his Stigma this easily, considering his Class,” Aisha mused. 
 
    “Or he was trying to gain our trust. Or he knew about it but didn’t expect us to know. People who figured it out after seeing the same mark more than once surely exist,” I replied. 
 
    “I’m really glad to have you with me.” She bumped into my waist with her hip. “I’m learning something new and fascinating each day.” 
 
    “You are welcome.” I mirrored the motion, but while I had stumbled after her mischievous attack, she barely budged and I bounced back, making her snicker. “Anyway, why Stigma?” 
 
    “There was none in that game of yours?” Aisha glanced at me curiously. 
 
    “Honestly, I’m not sure. There might have been an option like that, but it’s very likely I disabled it right away if it was just a visual setting. Having a mark on your hand or somewhere else was often a sign of being a chosen one or something like that in most fiction, and I never liked role-playing as a hero. It was much more fun thinking of my character as a common adventurer climbing to the very top with pure effort and motivation.” 
 
    “Interesting. I know many who would choose the opposite. But, I can easily tell that it suits you.” Our gazes met and we smiled at each other. “As for where the name for this thing came from, well, as you are aware, Defenders can go out and interact with people. It’s not in every realm that this profession is kept a secret from the majority of the population.” 
 
    “Ah. I think I can see where this is going.” I cocked my head back in understanding. 
 
    “The way we Defenders live is quite special. To some, it’s comparable to selling yourself into slavery for fame, money, or both. We are like prisoners, as you accurately described it shortly after our first meeting. Not everyone is instantly cheering us on or singing us praises for protecting the universe. It’s more often that people ridicule us, or at least look at us weirdly. Thus, it’s always been a Stigma as far as I can remember.” 
 
    “That sucks but I can see it.” I sighed. “I’m sure most if not all of my relatives and people I know would call my decision to sign the contract moronic or worse. I thought it would be a tad different in the fantasy worlds but I shouldn’t have let the popular fiction cloud my judgment. Society is the same no matter the stage of its technological development or other areas.” 
 
    “You are not wrong but there certainly are some who will describe your sacrifice as a valiant and selfless act.” She put a hand on my shoulder reassuringly. “I’m in this because I’m a crazy bitch with hots for fighting so it doesn’t bother me but you need to focus on the positive aspects and not let it get to you.” 
 
    I threw my hand onto her shoulder pad too and smirked. “You and I are not so different. You might be a crazy bitch with hots for fighting but I’m a crazy bastard with hots for all this Dungeon and adventuring stuff.” 
 
    We laughed together and Rose swirled around us. Confirming with my map that we were close to our little home, I guided us through the last few remaining intersections and Aisha located the quite eye-catching door. 
 
    I really had to figure something out to mask them. This was just too obvious. 
 
    My drakan mate opened the door for us and we stepped inside, taking a deep, relaxing breath. Nothing like the safe confines of your own, private space where no monster was able to get you.  
 
    Theoretically. 
 
    “What now? We did gather some info on the common inhabitants of this Dungeon and even met a Defender. There should be two more if they are still alive. What’s your plan?” Aisha asked as I helped her out of her armor. 
 
    “Aren’t you underestimating them a little? Dead a few hours after receiving the assignment?” I chuckled. 
 
    “You never know.” She shrugged. “If someone else triggered the trap we found, they might have been a goner. That Death Knight would have given us a little bit of trouble and there were other monsters too.” 
 
    “This might mean that we are up against a Dungeon Core or Master in this case,” I mused. “That or this place is again not created but invaded and has always had plenty of traps. In any case, that guy would have been useful if he accepted our invitation.” 
 
    “Why? Are Assassins good with traps?” Aisha asked, starting to take care of my armor. 
 
    “Not as much as Thieves or Rogues but they still have the same core so yes, he should have at least somewhat useful abilities to find and disarm them, and certainly set,” I replied. 
 
    “That would save us a Subordinate Token.” She nodded in understanding. “At least for this run.” 
 
    “Yeah. Especially since I’ve already decided on our next companion. I gotta check the PC if their preset is still there or we will have to wait and pray for something similar to show up in the next rotation.” 
 
    “Now we are talking.” Aisha grinned at me. “Who are you going to bed next?” 
 
    I shook my head while waving my hand at her and walked to my desk. My playful mate and our spherical friend joined me without a second wasted. We sat down in front of the monitor and I navigated through the menus of DCI Hub. Thankfully, the Classes available for recruitment hadn’t yet been refreshed. 
 
    “Which one are we getting, then?” The draconic lady oozed with excitement and I wholeheartedly enjoyed the sight of her swaying tail. 
 
    “Which it is, you are right.” I snickered. 
 
    A look of pure confusion and consternation took over Aisha’s fair visage. Since it didn’t seem like she would get it, I decided to explain my train of thought to her. 
 
    “We definitely need to go with something magical so all the physical melee and ranged Classes have to go.” I filtered the undesirable tiles out, reducing their number to ten. “With you, me, and that Assassin guy, we have quite a lot of muscle for a Dungeon where a lot of enemies might be at least resistant to it. There’s a high chance that at least one more person is similar.” 
 
    “Right. Magic-wielding Classes are slightly more rare. Thankfully, we got a few of them here. Don’t forget to throw away all the dudes.” She winked at me. 
 
    I rolled my eyes as the corners of my lips curled up a little. But, she wasn’t entirely wrong. While I wasn’t looking to definitely turn our new companion from Subordinate to Bonded, it would be wise to leave that possibility open. Not that I had anything against dudes but I wasn’t exactly that much of a guy guy. 
 
    “This leaves us with three, huh.” I scratched my head. “Are magical Classes really that much more male-oriented?” 
 
    “No idea but I guess it did feel like there were more male Mages and Wizards than females,” Aisha replied. “Now, which one? Hmmm… These two look like magicians maybe… Fire and… earth? No idea what this third one is. A cauldron? An Alchemist? Come on! Turn the descriptions on already! You know I can’t recognize as many Stigmas as you can!” 
 
    I chuckled and fulfilled Aisha’s request. The three cards flipped around and showed the details of the respective Classes. We had an Ember Mage, an Earthmancer, and a Witch in front of us. My sexy partner snorted after finally catching up on my earlier joke. 
 
    “While the cauldron is in fact part of the Alchemist’s Stigma too, the key lies in the details,” I began explaining. “For the Alchemist, it has three small vials right above the rim. For the Witch, it has a stick poking out of it and three small serpents symbolizing fumes, I bet.” 
 
    “I definitely would have missed that. But anyway, fire should be decently good against the undead. Earth, not so much. I know nothing about Witches. Why is it your current pick?” Aisha questioned me. 
 
    “Because it’s very universal and aligns with our goals in general, not just for this Dungeon,” I continued. “While their magic isn’t technically as powerful as that of Mages, Wizards, and so on, they don’t focus on a single element or school of magic, collecting many useful spells and making smart use of them. They often deal in curses and something akin to small blessings, perhaps lucky boons. Plus, they know a lot about making potions, magical trinkets, and maybe even artifacts. Overall, an amazing Class when raised properly.” 
 
    “That does sound amazing when you put it like that, doesn’t it, Rose?” Our Pixie friend zoomed around Aisha’s head, clearly agreeing with the drakan woman. “And, I have no doubt in your abilities to properly raise a Class.” 
 
    She shot me a warm smile with a hint of mischief in it. I smiled back and winked at her. 
 
    “But in all seriousness, this is a great pick, right? What about her stats?” Aisha asked. 
 
    We refocused on the screen. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 5 
 
    Agility: 10 
 
    Constitution: 8 
 
    Intelligence: 15 
 
    Wisdom: 25 
 
    Mystique: 5 
 
    Ingenuity: 5 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “I think they are great. Intelligence or Wisdom is usually the main one and both seem to be alright here. The rest is low but that’s to be expected. Her skills, abilities, and magic should scale mostly from those two. I would honestly go for it. What do you think?” I glanced to the side to examine Aisha’s face. 
 
    “It’s up to you, boss.” She chuckled. “I can work with anything. If you feel like you need a smart and knowledgeable woman in your life, I’ll accommodate.” 
 
    Shaking my head, I chuckled too. “You know it’s not about that. I could go with you as the only woman in my life. Don’t forget that.” 
 
    A warm smile grew on her lips and Aisha leaned forward to place a peck on my cheek. “I’ll keep it in mind for whenever I’m going to have to put your unruly harem in its place.” 
 
    “I’m starting to pity the girls that will join it.” We both laughed. “Here it goes, then.” 
 
    I chose the Witch for summoning and went through all the prompts asking me if I was completely sure. The screen reloaded and I was brought back to the Subordinate Management menu with a spinning circle over a shadowy silhouette just like in the past when I had recruited Aisha. The person in question looked at me with curious anticipation and I gestured behind her with a soft smile. 
 
    We then watched a black formation show up on the wooden floor and I covered Aisha’s eyes, already knowing what to expect. After the initial blinding darkness receded, the shadowy motes of light formed a feminine silhouette and began uncovering our new companion. 
 
    Right off the bat, I could pick on an extremely striking detail. The summoned woman had beautiful, light blue skin. A sparse amount of freckles of deep sapphire color decorated the bridge of her small nose and her delicate, pouty lips were of a similar, full, dark shade. She had a somewhat adorable face, yet carried a note of a lady with her long, straight, white-silvery hair which reached past her waist. 
 
    And, in terms of her waist and other features, she was pleasantly slim, having just enough body wherever it mattered. It was hard to judge from a sitting position, but I felt like she was slightly shorter than me, perhaps reaching my eyes or somewhere at that level. She had very modest but perky breasts, currently hidden behind a thin, violet fabric of her bra, which looked more like something out of a swimsuit rather than usual underwear. Her privates were covered with similar material. 
 
    The one feature I had initially missed was the woman’s ears. Hers were much longer than mine or Aisha’s. They extended a bit outwards and up, having a somewhat sharp and thin shape. It wasn’t like they were extremely long but when compared to ours, she definitely was ways ahead of us. 
 
    Then, instead of gasping for air as Aisha had back then, she took a slow, controlled, deep breath, and let it out in the same fashion. Her charming eyelashes fluttered open and I got my first taste of her dazzling, purplish eyes as they scanned both of us attentively. Her eyelids remained a little bit lowered as if she was perhaps a tad sleepy, but I could tell from her inquisitive and intelligent gaze that it was just a very misleading impression. 
 
    I already had a great feeling about her. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
   
 Chapter 5
Proper Introduction 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The blue-skinned newcomer regarded us with a slow, calculative glance. I was sure she wanted to fully examine her surroundings but limited herself to roaming her gaze in our general direction, turning her head only a little bit left or right. It certainly was enough for her to catch interest in a few key elements of my apartment like the desk, PC, and the nearby balcony door and windows. 
 
    Since both of us were still seated, looking up at the charming, slender Witch, it felt a little bit improper. Not wanting it to resemble anything close to a questioning, interrogation, or much worse, some kind of sick presentation, I unhurriedly rose up from my desk chair, doing my best to avoid any unnecessary movements. 
 
    Naturally, the woman’s keen eyes locked onto me instantly. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to react to my action otherwise and I regarded her with a single glance before turning my face to my still-sitting draconic partner. 
 
    “Could you bring our guest a chair to sit on? And perhaps a glass of water?” I asked. 
 
    Aisha met my gaze while sitting cross-legged and cross-armed, and nodded. “Sure thing. I still remember how parched I was when you summoned me. I’ll bring an entire jug.” 
 
    She winked at me and stood up, heading straight to the kitchen complex. The Witch followed her with her gaze for a brief moment before refocusing back on me. I tried to show my most friendly and casual smile. 
 
    “Greetings. My name is Lucas. I assume you are aware of the situation you’ve found yourself in, right?” I decided to check how knowledgeable our soon-to-be companion was about the nature of her arrival. 
 
    I received a vague nod in response. “Indeed, I am. You have summoned me and bound my soul to thyself. As it is natural to respond to a polite introduction in kind, my name is Levia.” 
 
    And the voice that sang beautifully from her lips was pretty much as I had expected. She spoke in a soft and calm tone as if she had all the time in the world to properly and respectfully articulate every single word. You could say that there was a hint of indifference and boredom in it, but I thought it was just part of her mannerism and general aura. She certainly didn’t lack respect and held herself firmly. 
 
    “Here. Get yourself comfy.” My mate returned and placed one of the kitchen chairs behind Levia, holding a glass jug filled with water and three cups in her other hand. “Name’s Aisha, by the way. You a night elf?” 
 
    The blue-skinned woman obediently sat down and extended her hands to receive one of the cups. “If I were to be precise, I am a lunar elf.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Suits your Class much better.” Aisha poured her some water and set the jug on the desk, stopping next to me. “The difference is mostly in their magical capabilities. In terms of appearance, they are easy to mix up, though lunar elves tend to have white hair much more often than night elves, for whose anything other than dark shades is extremely rare. There’s a reason they make the best Witches. Plenty of rituals are connected to various moon phases.” 
 
    Leave it to my incredible partner to anticipate my question before I even get to ask it. Thanks to that, I avoided bringing up a potentially sensitive topic. I was sure now that it wasn’t anything offensive to talk about. 
 
    “If I am not mistaken, you are a human and a drakan, correct?” Levia asked in the same slow tone right after moistening her dry throat a little. 
 
    The two of us sat down not to tower over her and nodded. 
 
    “Right on target,” Aisha replied. “I’m an Annihilation Berserker and this guy’s Subordinate. Well, Bonded to be exact but that’s just another step.” 
 
    “Is Master Lucas a Summoner, then?” The Witch lady moved her gaze onto me. 
 
    “Well, he certainly summoned both of us, but not exactly. He is an Overlord,” my mate answered. 
 
    Since I had been looking at Levia’s face, I somehow managed to catch her seemingly unfazed eyes widening for just a fraction of a second. She then respectfully lowered her head with her palms holding the glass set softly on her thighs. 
 
    “I apologize for assuming incorrectly, My Lord.” 
 
    Aisha snorted to the side. “You don’t need to worry. He is nothing like the stereotypes. Truthfully, you couldn’t have scored a better master considering his focus.” 
 
    “And what is it?” Levia raised her head curiously. 
 
    “Lust and pleasure,” my companion replied with a grin. 
 
    I instantly felt Levia’s eyes on me and definitely saw her limbs squeeze just a little bit closer to her body. Letting out a quiet sigh, I smacked Aisha on the back of her head. 
 
    “Think of what you say and how it can be received,” I rebuked the frivolous drakan. “While I am called an Overlord of Lust, this path doesn’t benefit from anything forced or generally negative. You can rest assured that I don’t plan to abuse you in that way, or in any way, since I literally can’t.” 
 
    Our guest kept her inquiring gaze on me as a relative silence fell onto us. It was obvious that she would have doubts, especially with the usual reputation of Overlords. It would certainly take a moment to get Levia to actually fully believe and trust us. 
 
    “I see. You two must be high-level Defenders to be in your second ascension,” she finally replied, breaking the awkward atmosphere. 
 
    “Technically, we are both Level 10.” Aisha waved her hand. 
 
    That remark captured the Witch’s attention and the white-haired lady turned to my draconic mate. “Only Level 10? How is it possible to advance one’s Class this early?” 
 
    “His doing.” My mate pointed at me with her thumb. “Told you, scored a jackpot getting summoned by him. He’s a genius.” 
 
    “While I appreciate the compliment, we both know that isn’t exactly true.” I smiled at her. “And, considering how the Overlord Class works, I’m yet to advance. I only unlocked the full capabilities of it after…” 
 
    “You made me submit,” Aisha finished. 
 
    I rubbed my eyes. “Aisha, please.” 
 
    “Fine.” She chuckled lightly. “I willingly submitted not just my soul but also my body to you. But, you still made me do it by being so nice and charming.” 
 
    Then, perhaps wanting to cheer me up a bit, our energetic pink sphere floated between the three of us and made some happy circles around my head. After Rose stopped, I plopped my hand on her round top and gave our adorable companion a few pats, noticing a certain newly recruited lady staring at her with a faint trace of shock once more. 
 
    “Is that a Pixie?” Levia asked. 
 
    “Yeah. This is Rose. Rose, meet Levia. Levia, meet Rose,” I introduced them to each other. 
 
    “You managed to capture a Pixie?” the Witch mused. 
 
    Aisha smirked. “Oh, he certainly managed to cap—” 
 
    “No,” I cut her off fast. “Rose is my familiar. We found Pixies in our previous Dungeon, rescued them from their imprisonment, and she decided to stay with us after the clear. She requested to be taken in out of her own volition.” 
 
    Rose hummed merrily and flew closer to our guest. Levia raised her palm and let the cute Pixie nestle herself in her hand. After a few seconds of pleasant buzzing, Rose lifted herself off and returned to hovering in the air in my general vicinity. 
 
    “If you really became friends with Pixies, then I truly would not have to worry about anything,” Levia stated softly. 
 
    “I’m not asking you to trust me completely right at this moment. Just believing that I don’t want to cause you any harm will do fine. I would like you to become part of my team and aid us in clearing this and the future Dungeons. While technically being my Subordinate, as the System calls it, you don’t necessarily have to fully submit yourself to me. You can think of it as me employing your services if you would like to,” I explained with a friendly smile. 
 
    “He’s telling the truth,” Aisha joined in. “Have you ever heard of an Overlord letting their slaves do this?” 
 
    She suddenly slugged me in my shoulder with no warning hard enough to send me hurling to the side as I was sitting on my wheeled desk chair. I barely kept myself from falling off it after slamming into the balcony wall. 
 
    “Hey! What was that for?!” I shouted at her after regaining full stability. 
 
    “See? He’s too big of a softie to raise a hand at a girl. I would have been on the floor writhing in pain right now if it was any other Overlord.” Aisha gestured at me with her head. 
 
    “Oh, I will show you a softie.”  
 
    I jumped off the chair and walked back to the two women while squinting at her. Surprising me again, Aisha lunged off her own seat and crashed into me before I could even react. Her arms wrapped around my body and squeezed hard. By some clearly not accidental twist of fate, my face ended up buried in her impressive bosom. 
 
    She used every ounce of her much higher strength to keep me in a chokehold as I attempted to find some leverage to push myself out of it. My hands continuously restrained with her free arm, the one which wasn’t locking my head between her marvelous tits, I tried to do something with my legs.  
 
    Aisha chuckled mischievously at my struggle but then gasped when I slammed my heel into the back of her left knee and hit the right with a burst of telekinetic force. She literally folded backward and we hit the ground. But, that didn’t loosen her inescapable hold in the slightest and we began rolling around with me gradually getting closer and closer to fainting from the lack of oxygen. 
 
    Thankfully, Aisha’s aim wasn’t to give me the most jealousy-inducing death, perhaps on par with getting your head popped like a melon between a muscular lady’s juicy thighs, and she let me go before I blacked out. I rolled off her while wheezing for air and she lay on her back next to me, breathing just a tad quicker than usual. 
 
    “Fuck… I knew you could kill with those right after laying my eyes on them for the first time…” I chuckled awkwardly. 
 
    She snickered proudly. “My axe isn’t the only thing available in my arsenal.” 
 
    “Yeah… Those definitely count as weapons… Lethal ones at that…” I smiled. 
 
    Sitting up, I noticed that we had ended right under Levia’s chair. Almost slamming my nose into her pretty, blue skin, I was reminded of her state of undress, which could possibly be at least somewhat uncomfortable when in front of a guy who had been introduced as an Overlord of Lust. But, if she was bothered, she didn’t show it, still watching me cautiously with that stoic, somewhat sleepy expression. 
 
    Crawling a little bit to the back to increase the distance between us, I stood up and fixed my clothes. Extending a hand to Aisha, I helped her get off the floor too. Rose circled us but I waved at her, letting our field medic know that we were fine. 
 
    “Alright. Before we continue, I think you might want to actually put something on. I’d rather not have you think that I’m keeping you like this for my own pleasure,” I said, glancing at the lunar elf beauty. 
 
    “Why haven’t I been offered clothes right after getting summoned, then?” Aisha raised a brow at me, setting her fists on her hips. 
 
    “Because I could immediately tell that you didn’t give a single fuck about that from the moment you opened your naughty mouth.” I mirrored her stance and then turned to face my desk. “Now be a good girl and bring the mail in.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” She smirked. “Be right back.” 
 
    I quickly navigated through the DCI Hub and found the section holding our inventory. Locating one of the reward boxes, I right-clicked it to make sure that I wasn’t trying to open the wrong one and nodded to myself after displaying the information about it. We had already decided to use the Woodman-themed armor box on our next recruit and I was actually very curious what kind of apparel would show up after choosing Levia as the target. 
 
    The person in question had also raised herself from her chair and hesitantly walked closer, peeking past my side to see what I was doing. I left the explanations for later and selected the option to open the reward. The doorbell rang and Aisha yanked the door open almost instantaneously. But, judging from the silent curse that rolled off her tongue, she didn’t catch the mailman. 
 
    “I swear, it’s plain impossible,” she complained with a sigh while bringing the package in. 
 
    “Maybe try standing on the other side next time?” I suggested. 
 
    “That’s… an intriguing idea. Why haven’t I ever thought of it?” She raised both eyebrows at me and then turned to Levia. ”See? A genius.” 
 
    I snorted and took the box from her hands. Expecting it to be heavy considering the most likely material, I was taken off-guard by its unusually low weight. Without wasting too much time pondering over that fact, I threw the package on the bed and Aisha cut it open. 
 
    Inside, instead of blocky pieces of armor, we found something akin to robes. There was a simple, ankle-long dress of light gray color, which somewhat resembled the vulnerable flesh of Woodkinghts and Woodscythers; a slightly shorter black coat with widening sleeves, an open front, an additional, short amice, and a hood, this time resembling the strong, external armor of the aforementioned Woodknights; a black, floppy, wizard hat with a wide rim and slightly crumpled cone; and a pair of dark shoes made of the same material 
 
    We were slightly confused with Aisha about how this set could be Woodman-themed but then figured the reason out after looking at the pieces with more attention and running our fingers over the supposed cloth. 
 
    While the gray dress looked smooth and soft, its texture was something akin to an extremely flexible and velvety paper. It didn’t seem rough or awkward. On the contrary, it seemed to offer quite the comfort for the wearer while still being somewhat tough and durable. I had a feeling that it wouldn’t be that easy to make a hole in it. 
 
    As for the black coat, we quickly noticed peculiar patterns all over it. They were hard to spot at first due to its deep color but they definitely resembled the swirls and patterns often seen on wooden planks or wood in general. And yes, it was much harder than the dress, though still incredibly elastic, perhaps close to high-quality reinforced leather. This could be capable of not only protecting the wearer from stabs and slashes but also absorbing the blunt impact to some extent. 
 
    “Now, I wouldn’t have ever expected such a result. We should have used this on you. It looks durable yet easy to move in,” Aisha commented. 
 
    “Maybe, but we can’t know how it would have come out if we did that. My Class could have made it into that creepy, spooky armor Overlords fancy. I’d rather not look like a walking, withered tree with numerous sharp branches poking out of my shoulders,” I replied. 
 
    “I guess that would look stupid, yeah.” 
 
    I laid the coat I’d been holding on the bed and turned to look at Levia. “What do you think about these? Will they be fine?” 
 
    The silent Witch stopped rubbing the dress between her fingers and gave me a faint nod after finding my eyes with her mesmerizing, purplish irises. 
 
    “I have never worn robes made from wood-type monsters but this material appears to be surprisingly comfortable in touch. I do not mind trying them out,” she replied calmly. 
 
    “Great. I’ll take a quick bathroom break and give you some privacy, then.” 
 
    Aisha snorted and I shot her a brief glare to stop the unruly drakan from throwing in any improper comments. I knew Levia had been interacting with us in just her underwear the entire time and she would just be putting things on, but I’d at least try and show her some respect to slowly ease her mind into relaxing a bit around me. She had nothing to worry about and I wanted to convince her about that as soon as possible. 
 
    After three minutes, Rose phased herself through the bathroom door and let me know that the girls were done. I followed the adorable orb of pure energy and saw Levia examining her new attire, now fully covering her lithe figure, while Aisha kept walking around her and nodding her head in approval. 
 
    “How is it?” I asked, arriving by their side. 
 
    “Unexpectedly pleasant,” the Witch responded. “It does not impede my motions or movements.” 
 
    “You can mistake it for normal robes from afar,” Aisha added. “This is good. Really good. Can fool not one monster. Or Defender.” 
 
    “I express my thanks for this gift, Master.” Levia politely lowered her head, tilting the big hat alongside it. 
 
    I must say, the entire costume looked incredibly fitting on her, but the wizard hat was the icing on the cake. It completed her appearance, hiding the top of her hair inside the snug indent, giving her a truly witchy look. Its tip bent near the end and adorably flopped down to the side, making it even better. 
 
    “Don’t mind it.” I waved a hand at her. “And you don’t have to call me master or anything of sorts. Just Lucas is fine. As I mentioned, I would like to ask you to aid us. As a companion, party member, not a slave. Are you willing?” 
 
    “I have been summoned for that exact purpose and will certainly use my knowledge and abilities to their utmost capabilities to thwart the Dungeons alongside you and your other companion, Lucas. My own fate relies on that,” Levia replied slowly and matter-of-factly. “Alas, it is not as if I can return without experiencing another death.” 
 
    Seeing her softly shake her head while closing her eyes, I rubbed my chin. “I can just use the Dismiss option to send you back, no?” 
 
    “You can?” She seemed a tad surprised by the revelation, but then her eyelids rose even a little bit more. “You would forgo one of your valuable attempts at summoning just to do that?” 
 
    “If you would have anything against working with us or desired to stay out of this entire situation and get back to the pool of souls, then yeah. I need reliable companions who trust me and each other, and who give their all for the team and our objectives. Everyone has to be on board to achieve that. We have to be a unit.” 
 
    “Mmmmm… You are so sexy when you go full leader mode…” Aisha purred from my side, looking at me with a quite wolfish expression. 
 
    I rolled my eyes while glancing to the side. The corners of my lips curled up involuntarily. It was hard to hold them down. Even more so when Rose tried to convey something similar to my lustful mate, certainly in a praising way. 
 
    Nevertheless, I returned my attention to our new recruit, hoping that Levia would actually join us as a companion. After a moment of silence, she found my gaze with her slightly hooded eyes and I held it firmly, showing a gentle smile. I wasn’t sure what she was searching for in mine but I made sure she had all the time she needed to find it. 
 
    “Then, it will be my pleasure to explore Dungeons as a member of your group, Lucas,” she finally responded with the same, tiny nod, now more apparent thanks to the hat. 
 
    “Perfect. I’m really glad to have you. I’ll make sure you don’t regret that decision.” I made a polite bow too. “Now, then, Aisha? I think we should check Levia’s status and see what she retained from her previous run. Would you be so kind?” 
 
    “On it, boss.” 
 
    My drakan mate stepped between us and raised her wrist to the level of her chest. Our newly recruited Witch observed her touch the magitech smartwatch, most likely unable to grasp what exactly she was doing. Then, an illusory display popped up from it and spooked the blue-skinned lady a bit. Her eyes opened much more at the sight of text related to her abilities. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    GENERAL 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Darkvision (C) 
 
    Dagger Proficiency (D) 
 
    Arcane Proficiency (B) 
 
    Mana Control (B) 
 
    Foraging (B) 
 
    Dismantling (C) 
 
    Enchanting (C) 
 
    Circuit Creation (C) 
 
    Cooking (B) 
 
    Brewing (C) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Damn, she has so many more higher rank skills that carried over than me.” Aisha whistled. “Also, Arcane Proficiency at B? I thought Witches specialized in hexes, curses, knickknacks, concoctions, and such. You can’t level that up unless you literally study and practice a wide range of spells.” 
 
    After a few long seconds, Levia realized that she was expected to answer and drew herself back from taking in the fascinating sight of the holographic display. 
 
    “While that is true, I felt like I could not rely only on those, thus I designed a medium that allowed me to evoke a plethora of weaker spells in case of emergency. For that, I abandoned the idea of using a staff or another magical catalyst,” she explained. 
 
    “Impressive. You acknowledged your weakness and attempted to get rid of it. What did you come up with?” I asked. 
 
    “Something resembling talismans that Talisman Masters use but prepared with magical formations and arrays that Wizards specialize in. It is not as powerful as either of those techniques but raises my offensive capabilities substantially.” 
 
    “That’s exactly what we’ve been looking for,” Aisha chimed in. “Even your usual, minor magic and other magical aspects of your Class would have been great, but with this, we will have a much easier time dealing with those annoying sacks of bones.” 
 
    “I’m curious about those, actually. Could you switch to the Class-Related section?” I asked my drakan companion. 
 
    Aisha didn’t reply but just did as I had requested. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CLASS-RELATED 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Hex (F) 
 
    Voodoo Magic (F) 
 
    Ritual Magic (F) 
 
    Potion Making (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Sounds fun. I can’t wait to see your abilities in action,” I commented with a smile. 
 
    “I will properly showcase my capacity to you, Master.” 
 
    Even though Levia answered quite fast this time, it felt more like an automated response with her mind elsewhere, namely the illusory rectangle, where her eyes and entire attention were. 
 
    I chuckled quietly. At least a little bit of explanation awaited us first. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6
The Witch’s New Abode 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, what’s next? Are we going to give our new friend a test run in the Dungeon?” Aisha asked after turning her smartwatch off. 
 
    I shook my head. “Slow down. I know you are excited to get back there and see Levia in action but she doesn’t even have any viable weapon yet. Just the robes won’t cut it, no matter how good they are.” 
 
    “Right. But, she mentioned something about not using a staff or other focus. What was it?” 
 
    “A medium similar to talismans,” Levia reminded my forgetful partner in a calm tone. 
 
    “Yeah, that. Sorry, but it doesn’t say a lot. Care to elaborate a little?” Aisha raised a brow at her. 
 
    “I think it will be faster to hold a brief presentation.” The quiet Witch glanced around. “Could I receive a sheet of paper and a piece of coal?” 
 
    “No issue with paper but I don’t really have coal on hand. Is it necessary?” I asked while turning to my desk and opening one of the drawers. 
 
    “A piece of burnt wood will do fine. I need it to draw on the paper,” she answered, observing my movements. 
 
    “If you need something to draw then I have a bunch of pencils available.” I gestured at her to come closer and Levia obliged, reaching my side.  
 
    Taking out a few A4-sized sheets of paper, I placed them in front of us. After rummaging through the drawer for a moment longer, I fished out the pencils and held them out to the blue-skinned lady. She took one from me and examined the tip. 
 
    A few seconds later, she held it back towards me. “I am afraid that it is too thin for me to use. I prefer thicker things.”  
 
    Aisha’s quite apparent snort reached my ears from behind but I chose to ignore it. We didn’t need her chiming in with the usual comments. While I had already gotten used to watching my words as we spoke to avoid giving her too many chances to tease me, I felt like a new source of opportunities had just shown up. Levia certainly had a quite unique way of expressing herself. 
 
    Giving another drawer a try, I picked up a black marker with a decently thick tip. “Will this do?” 
 
    Levia took a glance at the pen and nodded. “Yes, this one shall suffice.” 
 
    “Great. These are all yours, then.” I gestured at the empty pages. 
 
    She ran her fingers over the white surface and paused for a brief moment. Then, the curious Witch laid the marker down and picked up one of the sheets, giving it a few pokes, tugs, and bends. 
 
    “Is this really paper? It is so smooth yet so durable,” she mused quietly. 
 
    “If that’s getting you all amazed already then oh boy.” Aisha snickered. 
 
    “I guess it somewhat differs from what you are used to. Will this be a problem? We can try finding something that matches your requirements on the D-Shop,” I suggested. 
 
    “Unnecessary.” She shook her head. “I think it will do much better than the paper I usually had access to in my previous life. I shall begin now.” 
 
    I gave Levia some space and Aisha joined us by moving closer to peek at what the Witch was doing from her left side. We watched her skillfully trace beautiful and enchanting patterns near the top left corner of the page. Her movements looked like something out of those videos on the web where talented people slowly drew fancy fonts stroke by stroke but done in a flash. It was closer to watching a programmed machine follow the given commands rather than a person using a black marker. 
 
    After just fifteen seconds, Levia had created a rectangle with a stylish border and filled the inside with mysterious sigils. Then, she raised the pen from the paper and her eyes scrutinized every little bit of her work. Most likely happy with the result, she put it away and took the sheet into her slender fingers. 
 
    And, with the same, completely perfected movements, she bent the page two times, once near the bottom of the drawn patterns and once near their right border. A quiet ripping noise broke the silence that had filled the apartment as she tugged on the bent edges and tore the rectangle away from the sheet. I wasn’t sure if I could achieve such a flawless cut even with scissors. 
 
    Turning her face to me, she held the separated piece of marked paper between her pointer and index fingers. It was more or less the size of a common playing card, just missing the rounded edges. An intricate magic circle was present in its very middle. 
 
    “This is closer to a low-level talisman but illustrates the idea decently well,” she said and briefly closed her eyes. “Ember.”  
 
    The lines and symbols suddenly glowed orange and a flame consumed the entire piece of paper, burning it away in an instant. But, even after the fuel was gone, a fist-sized orb of fire kept dancing above Levia’s extended fingers, showing no signs of stopping. 
 
    “Interesting,” the Witch commented, observing the flame. “Ember usually takes a much smaller form, closer to a candle flame. Either this paper or this unusual pen is enhancing it. Or both are.” 
 
    “That’s neat. It’s like we’ve got a little mage on our team now. How powerful can these get?” Aisha asked, genuinely impressed. 
 
    “It depends on a number of factors. For talismans, it would usually be the spiritual ink besides the potency and strength of the user’s mana. For this kind of medium, which I call arcana, both the base material and the compound used for the patterns matter greatly. Another important variable is the accuracy of the drawn elements, which is not that crucial for talismans. To put it simply, the less uneven, rough, irregular, jagged the lines are, the more efficient the magic is,” Levia explained. 
 
    “I assume that depending on these, there are limits to what magic can one use?” I asked. 
 
    “Correct.” She nodded faintly. “It is impossible to reach the level of actual spells cast by the spellcasting Classes without the use of a proper focus or catalyst, no matter how amazing the materials are. But, the time to cast is greatly reduced, with the spell often being activated by a keyword.” 
 
    “Still, that’s quite impressive. You came up with this alone?” Aisha poked the still-going flame with her finger. 
 
    “It took a lot of trial and error but I managed to find ways to bring out spells of various levels from such mediums. Most of that time was spent on mixing correct ratios of multiple magical ingredients to create a blend with enough spiritual conductivity to withstand the pressure behind the energy coursing through the drawn circuits. The second most time-consuming element was designing the proper sigils, symbols, and patterns that associate well with the desired spell,” Levia continued. 
 
    “This might be a stupid question but all of this is quite new to me. How is this any different from talismans and how the Talisman Masters you mentioned earlier do their magic?” My drakan mate raised a brow at our new friend. 
 
    If the request to elaborate further bothered Levia in any way, she certainly didn’t show it. Her somewhat droopy eyes and calm, neutral face remained just as they usually were. She just switched her attention from me to the other woman. It was hard to get a read on her. 
 
    “Talisman’s main function is either to guide the caster’s spiritual energy and thoughts into taking the form associated with the desired magic. Meanwhile, in the case of my arcanas, it is to evoke the spell through the combination of the material, the patterns, the paint or other resources used to draw things, and the user’s mana. That is why I could not have used that pencil earlier. The lines making the circuit responsible for evoking Ember would have been way too thin.” 
 
    “It’s a really versatile system. But also extremely complex and difficult. You have to put a lot of work into each step to manifest the spell you are aiming for.” I rubbed my chin. “I’m in awe of your dedication and patience. It’s fascinating to see someone overcome the boundaries of their Class with pure wits.” 
 
    “I appreciate the praise.” She made a tiny nod towards me. 
 
    “Yeah, I feel like you two are equally obsessed with being a perfectionist in your approach.” Aisha chuckled and winked at me. “These fancy slices of paper aren’t all you can do though, right? You still have your Class-specific magic. Do you need anything else for it?” 
 
    “You are not mistaken. In the case of my Voodoo Magic, I can still use my self-invented medium for most of the spells. Ritual Magic is unfortunately too complex to be contained in such a small area, no matter how intricate and efficient the circuits would be. Additionally, there are many other conditions that have to be met for it to work. For my Hex, I usually require either something closely related to the target or a piece of matter from their body,” Levia answered, snapping her fingers and finally dismissing the flame. 
 
    “Now, I would like to ask a question. What are Voodoo Magic and Hex capable of?” I scooped some remaining ash into one small pile on the desk. 
 
    “The former focuses on small curses and blessings, often involving environment and items rather than entities directly. They combine well with enchanted trinkets, mixtures, potions, and even weapons. It is possible to curse a dagger to inflict rot on the wound immediately after dealing a blow. Therefore, Voodoo Magic is often synonymous with Curse Magic.” She slowly drew another arcana while speaking. “As for the latter, it is like a powerful negative effect cast on the chosen target. Hexes vary in what they can do, ranging from sapping on the target’s strength, vitality, or mana, through making them blind, deaf, or disoriented, ending at making them more susceptible to various elements and types of damage.” 
 
    “Then besides that arcana of yours, you are pretty much a supporting Class, huh,” Aisha added. 
 
    “Witches were always a mix of debuff and production aspects,” I replied. “Their main means of direct fighting was throwing acidic and poisonous concoctions alongside their curses. Voodoo Magic was able to lay magical traps too if I’m not misremembering things. It’s just that Levia brought so much more versatility to her Class with what she has developed. This is way more than I had in mind when choosing her as our next companion.” 
 
    “You seem to possess quite a deep knowledge about Witches.” Levia turned her neutral face to me. 
 
    “This guy is like a walking library when it comes to that.” Aisha smacked my shoulder with a big grin. “I bet he is already looking through all the books sitting in his brain to pick the best path for you to take.” 
 
    “Right now I’m thinking about these.” I pointed at the slip of paper Levia had just finished drawing. “It must be hard to store them properly and keep them unbothered by external influence. If I understood correctly, getting wrinkled can lower their effectiveness or even cause the spell to malfunction.” 
 
    “Yes. That is why I have been researching different types of materials to improve that aspect. Unfortunately, before I managed to reach a satisfying conclusion, I lost my life in a Dungeon. Naturally, I still remember all the progress I made before that, but the lack of proper equipment and materials will slow down that process.” Levia examined the finished arcana and I could discern a tinge of sadness in her purple eyes. 
 
    “Well, we better fix that, then.” I placed a hand on her shoulder and smiled warmly at the Witch. “Care to grab another package, Aisha? I have an idea.” 
 
    “One more time and you will exceed your limit of free deliveries. Each subsequent request after that, I will need to be properly rewarded for my effort.” She shot me a mischievous smirk and I knew instantly that she was up to no good. 
 
    Waving my hand at the playful drakan, I turned my attention to the monitor in front of me. Grabbing the mouse again, I navigated into the D-Shop and switched to the General Goods section, which offered products from my own world. Levia’s eyes followed the changes on the screen, absorbing the unknown with visible interest. 
 
    After finding the category that I was looking for, I browsed through a few types of products and decided to throw three different ones into the shopping cart just so that she could test them out. The doorbell rang and Aisha soon returned with a small package in her hands. 
 
    “They are clearly hiding something.” She huffed in annoyance. “I stood outside and kept an eye on all angles when I suddenly felt a presence behind me and my head snapped towards the source just to see nothing. When I looked ahead again, the box was already on the ground.” 
 
    I chuckled while taking it from her. “One day we’ll get them.” 
 
    Quickly opening the package, I brought out a palm-sized, rectangular box made of cardboard and handed it to the curious Witch. Levia figured out how to gain access to its treasures and spilled the contents onto her hand. 
 
    “Are those cards?” she asked curiously. 
 
    Picking one from her, I nodded. “That’s right. But, they aren’t your typical playing cards. These have one side empty so that you can draw or write anything you want on them. They are decently durable and the inner surface prevents smudges and smears from appearing as long as the patterns dry up properly. Coupled with correct markers which I’ll get later, they should work wonders. What do you think?” 
 
    Levia wasted no time pondering over them and began drawing the familiar patterns on one of the cards. The different, slicker coating surprised her, and she made a small mistake, drawing a tiny bump on one of the paths. She had most likely expected the same rough surface that the normal paper had. 
 
    But, as she paused with a tiny, clearly disappointed in herself frown, I came to the rescue and used a piece of cloth I kept nearby to wipe the black patterns off. Her brows rose just a little bit at the sight of a fully clear once more card and I smiled as she glanced at me. Thankfully, the marker I had handed her wasn’t a permanent one. 
 
    Receiving another chance, she hastily got to it again, keeping in mind her earlier experience. This time, she finished all the lines, sigils, and circuits without a hitch and brought the finished arcana up between her fingers just like before. I fully recognized Ember’s patterns and that was exactly what she cast by using the same keyword. 
 
    After the drawings flashed orange, they disappeared from the card and it was enveloped by a fist-sized flame. But, there was one major difference. The paper hadn’t burned away. The card remained still between Levia’s fingers, in the very middle of an ongoing flame. I had no explanation for how it was completely unaffected by it so I just went with the usual one, which was magic. 
 
    “These cards are of surprising quality. It looks like they can withstand multiple activations. This is extremely good. If I were to pair them with an equally good compound, it might even be possible to cast the same spell a few times without having to recreate the circuit.” She got rid of the flame and checked the card for any changes but there were none visible. 
 
    “Great. Now I know who not to play poker with. I bet you could create fakes almost indiscernible from the real ones.” Aisha snickered. “Imagine having cards with multiple layers which can disappear when infused with mana. You just can’t lose with such a deck.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that they are to your liking. Now, since we are already at it, let’s make sure that you will be able to work on those compounds you mentioned, and everything else too, in the best possible environment,” I said, zooming through various menus again. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve been waiting for this! Are we using the permit?” My enthusiastic mate pushed herself into my back to leer over my shoulder. 
 
    “Of course. Levia deserves nothing less.” I chuckled and tried to ignore the soft, pleasant sensation pressing into me from behind. 
 
    The blue-skinned girl hadn’t yet caught up with our intentions and just observed the two of us from the side. I easily found my way into the Residence Management submenu and started browsing options available to turn into reality with the use of the permit we had received from our last Dungeon clear. 
 
    “It looks like there are quite a few variants to choose from,” I mused, reading the detailed descriptions of different chambers called Witch’s Den, Witch’s Study, Witch’s Lair, and such. “The question is, should we go with something more traditional or pick one with a slightly more modern touch.” 
 
    “Even I was able to grasp most of the incredible technology of your world so there’s no doubt someone as intelligent as her will have no issues getting homey with it,” Aisha commented. 
 
    “Hey now, you can be pretty smart whenever you want to.” I snickered and she rolled her eyes as the corners of her lips rose a little. “In the end, what would the soon-to-be-owner wish for?” 
 
    “What are we talking about exactly?” Levia asked, perhaps not yet able to decipher the quickly moving text and schematics displayed on the monitor. Aisha had already gotten used to my browsing speed. 
 
    “Your new lab and workshop,” the drakan lady replied. “Lucas is wondering if you’d prefer it to be equipped with things you are familiar with from your realm or if you’d like it to be improved with his world’s technology. Personally, I would go with the latter.” 
 
    “I did not expect to receive such an opportunity this early.” The usually expressionless Witch showed a decent deal of surprise on her face. “Are you certain that you want to use your valuable permit for it?” 
 
    “Without a doubt.” I nodded. “We’ve been holding onto it for this exact situation after summoning the next person. The two of us already have pretty much all we need while you could definitely use a well-equipped space for your craft. So?” 
 
    We gave Levia a moment to think about her decision. She stared at the monitor absent-mindedly, most likely pondering deeply over her answer. Honestly, I was curious to see how the modern version would turn out. Would it look like a true, advanced drug den or chemical lab? 
 
    “Is it perhaps possible to find something in between?” she asked after a while. 
 
    “I’ll see what we can do.” 
 
    I filtered out the full fantasy and modern options, which was a very nice feature, and focused on checking the mixed variants. As expected, only two options remained on the screen. Having a bunch of them just for a Witch’s workshop was a surprise already. 
 
    “Alright. This one sounds good. Where are we going to put it, though? It’s literally the size of the apartment, minus the bathroom and kitchen.” I scratched my head. 
 
    “Since the storage and the forge are both on one side, why not set it past the opposite wall? Maybe position the entrance in the kitchen? She wouldn’t have to walk far to get water or whatever else,” Aisha suggested. 
 
    “Yeah. Let’s do that. Here it goes, then.” 
 
    I dragged the massive block around the floorplan of my apartment and watched it literally double in size after I placed the new section down and confirmed my choice. At the current pace of things, it wouldn’t take long before my little nest stopped being so little. One or two people more and it would grow into the size of a small mansion. 
 
    Aisha peeled herself off me the very moment the new addition had materialized and bounded toward the kitchen complex. I gestured at Levia with a smile and the two of us followed the eager drakan. An impressive metal door had appeared in the west wall, getting rid of one of the hanging cupboards and a cabinet with drawers standing on the ground. I just hoped that they had been thrown into the inventory or something. 
 
    We walked into the new room and glanced around. At first sight, it looked anything but modern. The walls, ceiling, and floor were made of light brown wood and planks, giving the entire place a neat atmosphere. Plenty of darker cupboards, cabinets, wardrobes, long counters, and various types of hanging and standing racks were spread throughout the chamber.  
 
    One wall was covered entirely in small drawers, most likely used to store and organize ingredients. In one of the corners, ceiling-tall shelves filled about one-fifth of the room, arranged in three rows. An impressive fire pit was placed in the very middle, with a massive cauldron hanging right above it on adjustable chains that were attached to the ceiling. A bunch of lamps fitted with purplish crystals decorated the walls, bathing the chamber in a mystical, violet shade. 
 
    As I stood at the entrance and took in the sights, Aisha hopped around the workshop and took a closer look at various appliances. Levia started doing the same, though at a much slower pace. She must still be a little smitten by the vastness of her new lair. There was a chance she had something much bigger and more complex in the past but this was a good starting point for sure. 
 
    Curious about the other things besides the visible equipment, I walked up to the nearest counter with hanging cabinets and examined their contents. As expected, they were filled to the brim with glass vials, cups, containers, jars, plates, and a plethora of other items. Most of them had a decently modern look with white or black painted measuring markings all over the surface. 
 
    Besides those, I found some tools and utensils like knives, spatulas, mortars, bowls of different sizes, and plenty of stuff I had not the slightest idea what they were used for. One thing was certain, this chamber had come equipped to the brim and definitely didn’t lack anything Levia could need for her mixing, brewing, cooking, crafting, or whatever else. Well, besides the materials and ingredients, of course, but those would be provided by me and the Dungeons. 
 
    I caught up to the short Witch as she was studying one of the measuring cups in her fingers. Not wanting to spook her, I stepped into her field of vision with enough movement to catch her attention. 
 
    “Acceptable?” I asked with a soft smile as she looked up at me. 
 
    “These tools and appliances are much more precise than my previous ones. I am sure that I should be able to limit wasting the ingredients to the minimum with their help. I shall humbly accept this gift and do my best to surpass your expectations of me.” She made a small bow towards me. 
 
    “I’m sure you will. There’s no rush, though. First, make yourself at home here. If there’s anything lacking, let me know right away and we’ll get it for you.” I brought her back up and patted her shoulder. 
 
    “Are we done here, then?” Aisha appeared next to us with a big grin and hands on her hips. 
 
    I sighed with a wry smile. “More or less. I guess we can feed Levia a bit by giving her a quick carry through the Dungeon already. Since we wouldn’t be going too far, she doesn’t need to prepare lots of her arcana. This could potentially let her figure out a thing or two that can help us with the monsters.” 
 
    “Good idea. I was starting to get hungry too.” Aisha rubbed her stomach. 
 
    “I can walk by myself perfectly fine.” Levia glanced at her legs. 
 
    Chuckling to myself, I shook my head. “I meant it as to feed her experience, but sure, let’s grab a bite anyway and show our new friend what materials we have in store before heading out.” 
 
    “Perfect!” Aisha threw her arm over Levia’s shoulders. “Come on! You really need to try sushi! I swear you will love it!” 
 
    I exchanged glances with Rose, who hovered next to my head, and we watched the two women walk back into my apartment. It looked like my life was going to get even more fun and entertaining from now on. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7
Blood-Stained Treasure 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After walking back into the kitchen complex, I found Aisha already seated in front of the PC with Levia by her side. My drakan mate had kindly lent our new friend her chair while she’d gotten comfy in mine. They clearly were browsing food, though I could already tell what they would end up with after Aisha gave Levia a brief introduction to the available options. 
 
    Closing the door to the newly constructed workshop, I patted Rose a few times and let her join the two women while I headed to the apartment’s entrance. It didn’t take long before the doorbell rang and I picked up the order. Aware of my actions, Aisha led Levia back to the kitchen and sat the elf lady down, grabbing some cutlery from the cupboards. I laid the aromatic boxes on the table and joined them. 
 
    As expected, everything was just various types and kinds of sushi. At least she’d added some for me too and not just for them. The only issue was that I had to eat fast if I truly wanted to fill my belly. After Aisha devoured her part, she would shamelessly go for mine. There was no love or respect in this relationship when the last piece of sushi was on the plate. 
 
    Levia took off her wide, witchy hat and rested it on the nearby, free chair. She looked so mysterious with it on but I couldn’t decide if it was more worth it to see her with her pretty white hair covered or not. Additionally, she removed the armored coat and hung it on the backrest. That left her only in the smooth, long, light gray sundress. Suddenly, Levia seemed more like a beautiful, petite, noble lady rather than some mystic and enigmatic Witch. Both images fit her well, to be perfectly honest, and she emanated an aura of knowledge and wisdom with either. 
 
    We dug in together after Aisha instructed our new companion on how to use chopsticks. She’d grown very fond of them after I’d shown her how people ate such delicacies in the country of their origin. She was consuming not just the food but also the culture now. As she’d said once, a country capable of doing something so incredible with their fish couldn’t be more interesting. She clearly was deep in it. 
 
    A little wary about a dish she hadn’t tried ever before, Levia was soon happily eating on par with us. Well, I said happily, but it wasn’t like her expression changed or anything. Even though she remained as calm and distant as usual, I could tell that she was enjoying the food from the little movements she made. She gently picked a piece up and took tiny bites with her pouty lips, unhurriedly savoring the fresh taste. And, of course, I had to halve my portion to donate it to the starving drakan population. Aisha had enough tact not to go after Levia’s share but I was sure that it wouldn’t take long before that became the norm. 
 
    With our brief snack break over, the two of us tidied things up while our new roommate watched us operate the kitchen appliances with visible interest. It wasn’t hard to notice Levia’s droopy eyes following mine or Aisha’s fingers. 
 
    “If you have any questions regarding anything, feel free to ask anytime,” I said to her while drying my hands with a towel. “And if you are wondering, the taps aren’t running on magic or anything. The water systems are pretty decent in this realm.” 
 
    She gave me a curt nod and I was sure that I had just answered one of her unspoken questions. But, after that, I didn’t receive any requests to elaborate further, nor any inquiries about anything else. It didn’t seem like the Witch would open up to us this soon. 
 
    “Let’s get a move on it, then,” Aisha chimed in, throwing her own towel over her shoulder. “It will start getting late soon.” 
 
    “Alright. Before we go out, we should show Levia our storage. She might find something useful there,” I suggested. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Follow me.” My drakan mate tossed her towel to me and guided Levia away while I hung hers and mine in their proper places. 
 
    A minute later, I arrived in the storage room with Rose by my side. The silent elf lady was in the process of picking a thing or two and examining it while Aisha mentioned what it was and where it had come from. That continued for a while, at least until they ran into a weird shape wrapped with white sheets. The two of us immediately recalled what it was and Aisha stopped Levia from approaching the mystery carelessly. 
 
    “You better be careful with that. It’s crystalized mana we stole from the boss of our latest Dungeon. I bet you are aware of how dangerous those can be,” she explained as the shorter girl looked up at her curiously. 
 
    “I appreciate your warning and concern.” Levia made a light nod. “May I still see it with your assistance?” 
 
    “Of course.” I smiled softly as she turned her face to me for her question. “Your input will surely be valuable so it’s not like we are planning on limiting your access to anything we own. Also, if anything here catches your eye, you can freely take it to your workshop. Just let us know if you do so that we can keep things up to date.” 
 
    “What about those?” She pointed at one of the shelves with glass vials while Aisha gradually uncovered the bundle on the floor. “Woodmen’s Bane. I have not heard of anything like that either in my pre-Defender life or during it and both were filled with Woodmen to the extent that I began considering myself cursed.” 
 
    “That’s because this guy made it like two weeks ago.” Aisha gestured at me with her head. “Our last run was full of them while both of us were almost purely physical fighters so he used a strategy from his… uhhhhh… let’s say past.” 
 
    I nodded after our eyes met. It might be a bit too troublesome to explain everything about games and such so that was a good half-truth. 
 
    “And did it work?” Levia picked one flask up and uncorked it, very carefully wafting some fumes towards her face, which scrunched delicately in a gentle frown soon after. “I can sense salt in the mixture but… There is nothing else.” 
 
    “Damn. You can deduce this much from just a sniff?” Aisha raised a brow at the slightly confused elf. 
 
    “I am a Witch. It is my specialty to mix and brew various concoctions. After years of practice, I have become sensitive to most substances that I am aware of,” Levia explained. “And, with ingredients as simple as such, there is no possibility that I am mistaken. I am confident in stating that even if you used an odorless substance, I would have noticed the difference.” 
 
    “Aisha is right. Damn.” I looked at her with awe. “You are one hundred percent correct. As for its effectiveness…” 
 
    “It hurts so much that those stick bastards choose suicide over any other options in less than ten seconds,” Aisha continued after me. 
 
    “Is that not just salt?” Our local Witch seemed even more confused. 
 
    “We are all allergic to something.” My playful companion shrugged, making me snicker. “If we ever find another, I’ll show you. Until then, you need to believe me. We were able to more or less breeze through Woodmen, Woodknights, and Woodscythers with Lucas’ concoction. One tiny cut and the grunts were out for good.” 
 
    Levia seemed to look at me curiously and I just smiled back at her. “I only followed a rumor I’ve heard in the past. I had no idea if it would work.” 
 
    “I see.” She nodded, more to herself than to me. “You made quite a lot of this Woodman’s Bane.” 
 
    “That’s because we decided to sell it while clearing the Dungeon. I think you can imagine how cheap and easy mixing salt and water is. At least for Defenders. People living in poor realms where salt is a rare commodity might disagree,” I added. 
 
    If Levia wanted to continue the conversation on our saline solution gig, she unfortunately didn’t get to do that as her face showed a great deal of shock for the very first time. This much emotion felt a little out of place even, but I guessed that her reaction was justified. Her eyes opened wide at the sight of the uncovered, dark emerald orb when Aisha finished unwrapping it. 
 
    “This is…” she muttered quietly, slowly reaching toward the ominous sphere. 
 
    I quickly placed a hand on her shoulder and she paused at once, turning her attention back to me. “I meant what I said earlier about anything in here but are you sure it’s safe to just touch it like that? My friend here made it sound quite dangerous.” 
 
    We stared at each other for a few seconds before she withdrew her arm a little. 
 
    “It should be for me. I was only going to confirm if it is not a fake. That is if it is what I think it is. Thank you for stopping me. I should have inquired more before taking action,” Levia replied calmly. 
 
    “No worries. I was just being cautious. Wouldn’t want you to get hurt on your first day.” I smiled warmly. “We found this in a hidden chamber that belonged to the boss monster in the Woodman Dungeon. The monster was seeping energy from the entire Dungeon and its inhabitants and we think that’s where all of it went. What do you think it is?” 
 
    “A Spirit’s Heart. And it does check out with your assumption,” she said, moving her gaze back to the crystal ball. “It is an extremely valuable item amongst magic users but not only. You should be able to sell it for a very high price. Or…” 
 
    “Or…?” I raised a curious brow at her. 
 
    “Or I could utilize the highly condensed mana making it up to greatly enhance any of my future alchemical creations. There are ways to liquefy the stored energy. If I had your permission to process it, I might be able to strengthen many things in the future.” 
 
    “That sounds great. We should do that, right?” Aisha grinned joyfully. 
 
    “Yes it does, but…” Levia continued. 
 
    Aisha sighed while rolling her eyes. “Here it comes. There’s always a but.” 
 
    Her comment made Levia a tad uneasy so I nodded at the charming elf lady to go on. 
 
    “Both during the procedure of extraction and processing, and applying the liquefied essence, the chance of failure is quite high. It depends a lot on the skill of the person working on either but that is not enough to fully eliminate the undesirable outcome,” she explained slowly. “In the first case, it only affects the extracted substance, but in the other one, it may ruin the target of the enhancement. That is why only people with commendable wealth gamble with it, or those with a connection to a good processor.” 
 
    “And how good of a processor are you?” I stroked my chin while pondering over the new information. 
 
    “I estimate my failure rate at about twenty-five percent at the current moment. It will drop lower after I acquire some experience with the Spirit’s Heart. I have to honestly admit that working with one was nothing more than a dream for me so I am in possession of the necessary knowledge but can not back it up with practice,” Levia answered. 
 
    “What about the chances of others?” Aisha asked. 
 
    “Forty to fifty percent, I would say. For the majority of them, of course. There certainly are individuals matching my prowess and even surpassing it. But, such an opportunity to work on a Spirit’s Heart is very uncommon. People often do not want to leave it in the hands of less experienced processors due to the risk of a huge loss and they choose the services of the few who are well-known and established.” 
 
    “You seem to know a lot about it, then,” I said. 
 
    “Liquefied Spirit Heart’s Essence, or Purified Liquefied Spirit Heart’s Essence, are ingredients that can have an immense influence on Ritual Magic. Many Witches are aware of it but they do not expect to ever get their hands on it. Such endeavor is often extremely dangerous and risky, or unnecessarily expensive,” she explained. 
 
    “So, in simple words, the choice is to either get rid of it for a good sum of money as a short-term solution without any stress, or to hold onto it and let you process it while aware that a decent part of it might get lost during the process but the rest ends up as a possible long-term investment since it can make plenty of other stuff better. Am I right?” Aisha summed everything up. 
 
    “That would be it, yes.” Levia nodded gently, looking between us. 
 
    “Hmmmm… What would you prefer to do?” I asked her after a moment. 
 
    “I am just a subordinate and I will follow your lead. Since I can not promise not to make mistakes and disappoint my master, I would advise putting it up for an auction after researching the current prices of Spirit Hearts. I should be able to identify a good moment to sell it.” 
 
    “But, you would definitely like to work on it, right?” I could feel a faint smirk curling my lips. 
 
    Giving Aisha one more glance, Levia made a tiny nod. 
 
    “How much?” I pointed at the orb with my thumb. 
 
    She quickly caught up on my intention. “It depends on many factors. A few thousand Dungeon Dollars at least. The prices might reach tens of thousands.” 
 
    “Granted it’s real,” I mused. “You said that you can verify it?” 
 
    “Yes. I may do so at any moment.” 
 
    We exchanged glances with Aisha and nodded at our elf friend. Levia got to work immediately, kneeling in front of the emerald globe. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. We could hear some quite eerie whispers leave her lips as she inched closer and closer to the orb’s surface with her slender palm. 
 
    Shortly before she made contact with it, five points started faintly brightening up, just under the tips of her fingers. Her palm was pulled into the tough crystal in a blink and the contents of the sphere began to swirl like a trapped galaxy, twinkling mesmerizingly in the same, dark green color. 
 
    After a few seconds, we noticed Levia’s breathing getting faster and a little hitched. When she began listing forward and jerking back like someone trying to fight off the drowsiness after not sleeping for longer than they could handle, I hastily crouched next to her.  
 
    I had no idea if touching her skin counted as me touching the orb too but we couldn’t really leave her in this state, which was clearly worsening with each second. Aisha entered my line of sight and nodded, taking a deep breath. I knew exactly what she was planning without having to exchange a single word. Reassured a little, I nodded back at her and grabbed Levia’s wrist. 
 
    Thankfully, my soul wasn’t suddenly sucked away, nor had my body imploded from the intake of an unbearable amount of spiritual energy. Aisha’s prepared tackle wasn’t necessary. I was able to peel Levia’s hand off the orb with just a little bit of resistance and her eyes immediately snapped open; her breathing still quick and somewhat shallow. 
 
    “Are you alright?” I asked with great concern; I could feel her heart thumping in her chest hard. 
 
    “Yes…” she whispered, slowly calming herself down. “I apologize. I did not expect this much… pain and sorrow. It seems that this Spirit’s Heart was not formed naturally, or even artificially by condensing multiple clusters of spiritual energy. This thing is a fruit of pure evil. For many long years, hundreds if not thousands of Pixies had their life force completely emptied out to condense this Spirit’s Heart. Countless lives have been lost forever. The mana stored inside is soaked with their grief and misery. It is something unthinkable. It is even more lamentable when you realize that there is no trace of resentment in all of it, just pure sadness.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t think about warning you about that. It’s my fault,” I apologized honestly while tenderly holding her palm. “I guess you would find it hard to work on something so distressing so we don’t really have any other choice than to sell it.” 
 
    “I am afraid that it might not fetch a hefty price.” Levia softly shook her head. “It might be considered impure. Not mentioning the method of creation in the auction might feel dishonest, and doing so will certainly cause most people to turn away too. It is an incredibly old and dense Spirit’s Heart but not many will be willing to work with it, for obvious reasons.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Aisha clicked her tongue in annoyance. “So it turned out to be a piece of junk. Fucking Seed.” 
 
    I watched with Levia how my lovely drakan huffed and cursed both the item and its creator. It was unfortunate but it wasn’t like we could do anything about that. We had picked it up for free so we hadn’t technically lost on it. 
 
    “Would destroying it do anything for the fallen Pixies?” I turned back to look at Levia and asked. 
 
    “No. They are already gone, their existence erased,” she replied and I sighed heavily. “But, while this kind of Spirit’s Heart has been created maliciously, it still is an impressive Spirit’s Heart and it would be a great waste to destroy it. If you wish for it, it should be in my capability to work on it properly after accustoming myself to its peculiarities.” 
 
    “I appreciate this, really, but I don’t want to force you to interact or even be around something that causes you so much distress. It clearly was tough to bear earlier. I don’t mean to say that you are weak mentally or anything like that, of course. It’s just not my style. That’s all.” 
 
    “And I can confirm that,” Aisha chimed in from above; her arms crossed under her chest. “He really cares about the well-being of his Subordinates. Or rather, his companions. Instead of getting ordered around like the slave that I am, I’ve been treated like a roommate since the very first moment I came here. He means good.” 
 
    After listening to her words, Levia looked at me. “The Pixies can not be brought back. Their energy is in this crystal. I think they would be happier knowing that their stolen lives are going to serve for something meaningful rather than simply dissipating after suffering so much. Is that not right?” 
 
    She glanced past me at the sole Pixie present in the room. We all turned to Rose and watched her float calmly in one place for a moment. Then, she slowly hovered toward the emerald orb and stopped right above it. She buzzed faintly but it was enough for all of us to understand that she agreed. A note of sadness could be felt in her intentions coming through our connection, but tinged with appreciation, most likely for saving the rest of her friends. 
 
    I reached out to pat the adorable entity with a warm smile. “Alright. We’ll keep it and see what we’re gonna do next in the near future. As I said, I don’t want you to force yourself into doing something painful, Levia. We can approach it slowly.” 
 
    “That is alright. Thank you.” She gave us a bit more apparent nod. 
 
    “Shit! Now I feel like smashing something because of all this!” Aisha stomped her feet on the ground; her tail swaying in clear agitation. “Dungeon. Now. I’m in need of some walking stress relief puppets.” 
 
    I chuckled lightly. “If Levia doesn’t have anything against it, we can gear up and go.” 
 
    “I am eager to release some of the accumulated negative energy too. The suggested course of action would be more than welcome,” the calm-again elf lady replied while standing up with my help. 
 
    “Great. Let’s give the Dungeon some calcium deficit. Let’s go.” I winked at my animated mate. 
 
    We exchanged nods and I led us out of the storage chamber after messily covering the evil creation. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8
Whack-A-Skelly 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Alright. Let’s grab all our stuff and get moving,” I said as we walked back into the apartment. “Though, would you like some more time to prepare your arcanas, Levia?” 
 
    “If we are not in a hurry, I could write down a few simple spells.” Our Witch nodded slowly. 
 
    “That’s fine. I think we will first open the weapon box and you can work on them in the meanwhile,” I replied. 
 
    “Oh? Are we opening that one? What are we getting? Are you planning to give something to Levia just in case?” Aisha raised a brow at me. 
 
    “Not necessarily.” I shook my head as we approached my desk. “We can buy something simple and small for her. Instead, we should try to get a weapon that will help us a little in the current Dungeon. Specifically you.” 
 
    “Ah. I think I can guess what you are planning. Something blunt could be of use to reduce the wear on my greataxe.” My drakan mate stroked her chin. 
 
    “Pretty much that,” I confirmed and gestured to Levia to sit down by the desk. 
 
    Our blue-skinned friend followed my instructions and I handed her a full deck of empty cards with all the markers I had on me. After she received everything, I brought my wheeled chair closer and sat down too.  
 
    I fully expected Aisha to take another chair from the kitchen to take a spot next to me, but no, she just nonchalantly dropped her sexy butt onto my lap with an impish grin, wiggling herself into my waist like the tease she was. Levia gave us a brief glance before returning to her drawing. 
 
    Ignoring my playful lover, I quickly navigated to the Inventory and located the random box with the weapon. Opening it up the same way as the previous one revealed a horizontal spinning minigame similar to what we were used to. The difference was that there was a dropdown menu where I had to pick a weapon type before trying my luck. 
 
    “Hammer? Mace? Something else? What would you like better?” I asked Aisha after displaying all the options to us. 
 
    “Hmmm… Two-handed mace would be the simplest choice…” she pondered out loud. 
 
    “Unfortunately, it doesn’t look like we can narrow it down that much. It’s all between weapon types like slashing, piercing, throwing, blunt, ranged, magical, and so on.” I frowned. “Though, there’s a division between one-handed and two-handed, which is nice.” 
 
    “As expected. We might have to rely on my gacha luck again.” She smirked at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Bring us something good, then.” I grinned back at her and handed her the mouse. 
 
    Aisha chuckled excitedly and selected the two-handed blunt category. The silhouettes visible on the gacha strip switched up a little bit and we could more or less recognize some of them as hammers, maces, perhaps clubs, and some other, unidentified weapons. 
 
    After trying to intimidate the minigame by glaring at the monitor intensely, she tapped the start button strongly. The row of rectangular blocks of various colors sped to the right in an instant and we watched them zoom from one side to another. 
 
    Just as they began slowing down, we heard a soft thud and our eyes snapped to the side. Levia was just raising her face from the desk while rubbing her forehead with a soft frown, which looked incredibly adorable with her neutral, dreamy expression. She must have been observing our actions and had gotten too engrossed in the animation. 
 
    “Sorry. I forgot to warn you.” I snickered quietly as she looked at me in slight confusion. 
 
    “You can’t focus on the animation or it will make you dizzy.” Aisha smirked. “No one can fault you for doing so, though. It’s way too mesmerizing for the first time.” 
 
    “Is your forehead alright?” I asked, trying to peek behind her white fringe. 
 
    “Yes. It just stings a little. That was unexpected,” she replied quietly, still massaging the spot. 
 
    “Let Rose take care of it if you don’t mind,” Aisha suggested and our Pixie companion appeared between us. 
 
    She started the treatment while the two of us turned our attention back to the screen. I had a feeling that this would be a recurring trope amongst our newly recruited companions without any prior experience with modern technology. 
 
    The animation had long finished and our prize was visible in the middle section with a red border and a thick arrow pointing at it from above. 
 
    “A double-headed war hammer, huh?” Aisha mused. “Not gonna lie, I kinda wanted to try one back in the past.” 
 
    “Seems like your thoughts were too loud and someone up there heard them.” I smiled. “It’s time I relinquished my role of the smasher to someone more fit for it.” 
 
    She looked back at me with a playful grin. “I don’t think even dwarves come anywhere close to how good you smash.” 
 
    We chuckled together while staring each other in the eyes until we realized that Levia was looking right at us. My cheeks grew a little warmer and I cleared my throat. Of course, Aisha didn’t back down this easily and ground her ass into my crotch with a grin to support her statement. 
 
    “What was that animation?” our witchy friend asked in the most natural manner. 
 
    “A fancy illusion-like thing to make opening the random rewards more fun and exciting,” my tease of a girlfriend answered. 
 
    “And addicting,” I added. “It’s a little, exciting activity that can easily make you crave more.” 
 
    “I see.” Levia nodded softly. 
 
    Aisha slid off my lap with the tip of her tail grazing my cheek and sauntered towards the door without looking back. I knew perfectly well that she was smiling to herself from both this little action and the prospect of getting a new toy. I quickly ordered the delivery and she got the package shortly after the doorbell rang. After dragging it between the bed and the desk, she cut it open with a kitchen knife she’d grabbed on the way. 
 
    What greeted us after she brought the contents out was a war hammer of a similar size to her greataxe. Dark, almost black wood made its entirety, from the butt at the bottom to the sharp spike at the very top end sticking out from between the two big hammerheads on the sides. 
 
    Besides the decently sizable section of the grip, everything had a twisty design, like multiple branches were wound together. It resembled those massive metal cables upholding suspension bridges. The coiling pattern unwound near the top as it split to the sides where the hammerheads were. Their flat surface was comparable to my head in terms of size. 
 
    “Neat,” Aisha commented, taking a few swings. “It’s quite light, actually. It still has enough weight to be recognized as a proper hammer but you can feel the difference. The balance is surprisingly good too considering how it looks.” 
 
    “Won’t it break easily?” I mused. 
 
    “I assume it’s made of something similar to the armor we had seen on the Woodknights,” she replied. “Possibly strengthened with magic to some extent. We won’t know until we test it out and there’s only one way to do that.” 
 
    She grinned at me, resting the weapon on her shoulder. 
 
    I shook my head with a wry smile. “I can already imagine the havoc you wreak with your Ground Pound.” 
 
    “Still won’t be as messy as when you are the one doing the pounding.” She winked at me. 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I stood up from the PC too. “How are your cards, Levia?” 
 
    “I finished four of them. It should be enough for me to be useful,” she replied and showed her creations to me. 
 
    “I have no doubt about that.” I smiled at her. “Do you have a way to store them?” 
 
    Levia glanced at the chair in the kitchen. “The coat has inner pockets. They will be sufficient. I might need to figure something out when I want to carry a bigger supply.” 
 
    “It will be easier to have them where you can easily access during a fight… Hmmm…” I stroked my chin for a moment and turned to the PC once more. 
 
    With a few accurate keywords, I found what I had in mind and bought it immediately. Aisha kindly fetched the package and placed the small box on the desk. I brought out the item and showcased a pretty, leather card holder to the elf Witch. It had neat straps to attach itself to a belt and a stylish latch on two connecting pins to cover the open top. 
 
    “This should do much better, right?” I opened the holder and let Levia put her cards in it before taking it from me. 
 
    “Thank you. I shall make efficient use of this tool. It looks like it can fit a lot of cards.” She made a small bow. 
 
    I nodded and we got to gearing up. She hastily grabbed her coat and hat before sliding her belt through the openings in the side of the holder. It ended up at a perfect height for her to pull the arcanas out. In the future, we could strap additional ones to it if we had the need to. 
 
    We helped each other with Aisha and didn’t fall too far behind. It was already second nature to us. I could fasten her pieces of armor at the same time as she positioned my own gear on me as we stood in front of each other and turned around now and then to deal with some belts out there. 
 
    She handed me my one-handed mace and I snapped my fingers after slotting it into the ring at my belt. Through the open door to the storage, my trusty, bonded handaxe flew out and soared towards me. I caught it without a hint of trouble and dropped it into the ring on the other side. These two would be enough with the buckler on my arm just in case. 
 
    “You can use Telekinesis to move weapons?” Levia asked as she walked closer. 
 
    “Ah. I don’t think I showed you my abilities yet.” I cocked my head to the back. “While I do know Telekinesis, it’s still a little too early for me to uphold things this heavy for long. I possess an ability called Armsweaving which lets me bond with weapons. I form a deeper connection with them that way and can manipulate them freely. Or more like, they listen to my wishes.” 
 
    “I was sure that Overlords focused mostly on physical strength and mental domination, yet you have it?” 
 
    I made a weak gesture toward her and sent a light wave of force at her face, blowing her hair a little bit. 
 
    “I guess, but that doesn’t mean everyone has to follow the same path, right?” I shrugged. “I learned it on my own through a grimoire. Your Mana Control is already high so I can give it to you. Being able to manipulate objects will surely be handy for someone working with many ingredients.” 
 
    “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind giving you some private lessons too,” Aisha added with a sly smile. 
 
    “And I’m sure Levia is talented and experienced enough not to need advice from someone who is making first contact with magic through it.” I squinted at her. 
 
    “If that will not be of inconvenience, I would like to take you up on the offer of studying the grimoire,” Levia requested respectfully. 
 
    “Sure. I’ll bring it out after we are back.” I nodded. 
 
    “I wonder how long it will take for her to master it,” my drakan companion mused. 
 
    “About half an hour? Maybe less?” I guessed. 
 
    “What?” Levia frowned gently. “That is impossible. My prediction would fit in the range of three to five days most likely.” 
 
    “Really?” I stared at her in surprise. 
 
    Aisha laughed heartily before slugging me on the shoulder. “Told you. You are a freak. I could tell even without being a magic user.” 
 
    Levia looked between us for a moment before stopping her curious gaze on me. “How long did it take you to master Telekinesis?” 
 
    “Something like an hour?” I scratched my head. 
 
    Pure shock took over Levia’s composed visage as her eyes opened wide.  
 
    Damn. I might have really done something outrageous, then. Was it not supposed to be that easy with the help of the grimoire? Perhaps my additional knowledge had truly played a critical role in it. 
 
    “Let’s discuss it after we get back from the Dungeon,” Aisha interrupted the sudden silence. “We’ve been delayed a lot already.” 
 
    I exchanged glances with Levia and we both nodded at our draconic friend. As we started heading towards the entrance to the apartment, I brought up my phone and scrolled through a few options. 
 
    “This will be a good opportunity to test the experience distribution function. I’m setting it to a hundred percent on Levia,” I said. “As for our formation, Aisha in the front, Levia in the middle, and me in the back. Rose will be our scout. Just don’t move away too far.” 
 
    “You think you can make me work for free, you slave driver?” Aisha snorted. 
 
    “I’ll make it up to you.” I winked at her. 
 
    She focused on the front again and peeked past the door. Not spotting any immediate danger, she signaled us to move into the Dungeon. We entered the spooky, stone corridors of the crypt or whatever it was. 
 
    “I really need to get in touch with Zeke after we are back,” I said to myself while looking around. “We’ll get lost one day when I mistake a turn even with the map. That’s how similar everything is.” 
 
    “Just leave it to Rose. She will save our asses. Right, girl?” Aisha patted the cheerful orb a few times and the Pixie buzzed happily. “Which way then, boss?” 
 
    “Let’s go the opposite of the last time. Maybe we will stumble on some enemies in the open instead of hidden passages and traps.” 
 
    “Perfect. My hammer is itching for some heads to smash.” 
 
    We started moving in the previously mentioned formation while I explained a thing or two about the Dungeon to Levia through Thought Communication. We didn’t know much but it was definitely better for her to know what to expect even if the information was limited.  
 
    Our first prey found us quite soon. A lone Skeleton Warrior wandered the hallways and I stopped scribbling my map. It was equipped with a shortsword and a round, wooden shield. Both were damaged by the passage of time and some other, more physical sources. 
 
    Confirming that there was no backup in sight, Aisha rushed ahead without wasting even a moment. She dashed towards the monster while it had its back turned to us and raised her wooden hammer above her head.  
 
    The pitiful Skeleton Warrior didn’t have a chance to react in time and received a powerful blow to the top of its skull. Aisha’s weapon drove through its entire bone body, shattering it into bits and pieces, and hitting the ground in a flash. 
 
    After all the bones fell to the ground with quite pleasant clacking noise, she bent forward and reached out for something in the pile of whitish tubes. Bringing out a deep blue nucleus the size of a thumb, she held it between her fingers and grinned at us while resting her weapon on her shoulder. 
 
    “It will be so much easier to collect these now. And so much more fun.” She chuckled excitedly. 
 
    I smiled wryly and checked my wrist. “And our new friend has just reached Level 2. It looks like we won’t have any issues with boosting.” 
 
    “Already? It was just a single monster and I have not done anything.” Levia’s brows rose ever so faintly and she stepped closer to me to peek at my wrist. 
 
    “The common monsters here are like Level 7 to Level 9 if I remember correctly. That’s an average of Level 8. You were Level 1 and all the experience was redirected straight to you. So, from a technical standpoint, it’s like you were the one to slay it purely on your own thanks to the peculiarities of my Class,” I explained and then turned on the illusion display for her. “Here. You can check it yourself.” 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    As you push through adversity together, your Subordinate has gathered enough experience to strengthen themselves. 
 
    Levia: Level 1 -> Level 2 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 5 
 
    New Class-Related Skill Learned: Minor Elemental Magic (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “This is convenient. You receive such a detailed notification whenever you level up?” she asked as her gaze consumed the novelty hungrily. 
 
    “This and many other things,” Aisha chimed in, reaching our position. “As long as you are going to act like a good girl, you will receive yours in no time.” 
 
    I sighed and glanced at the pretty Witch. “Don’t listen to her. We will get you one whenever we are able to. I can’t be more specific than soon. You will be able to see your own notifications without having to go through me.” 
 
    “Regardless, it seems that we found some more magic for our new magical companion. That’s certainly a great first skill.” Aisha nodded to herself after reading through the text. 
 
    “It must have been influenced by my earlier activation of Ember. Minor Elemental Magic is nothing much. It lets the user manipulate the basic elements to the extent of allowing them to light up a candle with a small flame, create some drinkable water, dig a hole in the dirt, produce a weak flash of light, and other similar feats,” Levia replied. 
 
    “Well, it should at least come in handy around the workshop.” My drakan mate shrugged. “Shall we continue? We might be able to raise Levia’s level to five or higher before it gets late.” 
 
    “That’s the plan.” I nodded and turned to the blue-skinned lady. “Is there anything useful for you in these Skeletons or do we care only about the nuclei?” 
 
    “Bone dust is a quite common and basic ingredient that could be of use. It is not of high importance, though,” Levia calmly answered my question. 
 
    “Since I didn’t bring a backpack, let’s collect it next time. I don’t think we’ll run out of bones here.” I shook my wrist to disable the watch and refocused on the path ahead. 
 
    We resumed our journey. Since all the arches, columns, doorways, and other parts of the stone corridors looked like someone had just copied one section and furiously hit paste, our pace was slightly slower than usual. I had to make sure that I noted everything down correctly and marked the regular, geometric intersections properly. It was surely a change moving from twisty, uneven caverns into straight, polished hallways. 
 
    With Rose’s scouting, we were able to spot our targets before they noticed us approaching. Whenever we stumbled on a lone skeletal monster, Aisha stepped forward and dealt with it quickly and efficiently. She used those encounters to get accustomed to her new toy and figure out the best ways to strike her enemies down with just one hit. 
 
    Finally, after almost an hour of slow wandering, we found an actual, bigger chamber. All the previous rooms we had passed by were nothing more than small resting places for a single coffin at most. Now, we had an incomparably wider place with its ceiling noticeably higher. 
 
    From the looks of it, it was something akin to a ceremonial chamber. Rows of ancient, decaying, wooden benches filled it. They were placed in multiple rows, all turned towards the center, where a raised, stone platform rested. On top of it was a solid block of intricately carved stone, where I’d assume the body of the deceased lay during some kind of ceremony or something. Besides the blue torches, a few bigger braziers lit up the inside, with one giant chandelier hanging from the ceiling right in the middle. 
 
    And, perhaps whatever community had operated this place in the past, hadn’t managed to escape whatever had come for them. Five monsters lingered in this small chapel. Amongst all the Skeleton Warriors, we could clearly see one wearing yellow tattered robes and wielding a neat but also utterly damaged staff. They weren’t doing anything special other than loitering around as a spread-out group.  
 
    ~Are we taking them down?~ Aisha asked telepathically, eyeing her upcoming prey. 
 
    ~It shouldn't be that much of a problem if this magician doesn’t surprise us with something game-changing,~ I replied. ~What do you think, Levia?~ 
 
    ~Judging by their attire, I do not think that this person was in a high position. Therefore, they should not have known any powerful spells during their life. But, if you would like to make sure nothing unexpected happens, I can inconvenience them a lot,~ Levia answered. 
 
    ~Let’s do that, then.~ I nodded. 
 
    ~Please, make sure to protect me as I need to prepare the spell through an arcana as I do not possess the necessary catalyst to cast it otherwise. The magician might notice my actions,~ the elf lady added. 
 
    ~Got it. Aisha, take three. I’ll lure one to myself while staying near Levia. Leave the caster to me too. Let’s go.~ I exchanged nods with both women and we stepped forward. 
 
    Unhooking my bonded handaxe from its holder, I sent it hurling forward with just my thoughts while reaffirming my grip on the mace and holding my buckler ready. As soon as my flying weapon smacked one of the Skeletons in the back of its head, Aisha activated her Launch and soared in the other direction. Levia crouched down and brought out the black marker I had handed to her back at home, starting to carefully paint something on an empty card. 
 
    All the enemies in the room became aware of our presence and clacked their clicky teeth in annoyance. The one I had attacked was now jogging my way leisurely while two Skeleton Warriors lay on the ground next to Aisha’s kneeling posture. She had blasted the poor target of her Ground Pound into oblivion, tripping the rest of the squad. 
 
    The magician turned to her, perhaps judging her as the biggest threat, but I gave it no time to even take a glance at my beautiful Berserker and sent the handaxe after it while receiving a kind of strong blow onto my shield coming from the shortsword-wielding fighter. Parrying its attacks continuously, I did my best to peek at the mage now and then to verify that my trusty handaxe was doing its work of messing with the monster properly. 
 
    Loud cracking and clacking of falling bones filled the chamber as Aisha smacked her enemies around. After a while, I managed to fit a counter into my opponent’s wild flailing and struck its knee joint, obliterating it on the spot. As the bony fella fell to the ground, I smashed its skull, and then all the other joints just for a good measure. I had no time to shatter all of its body in search of the nucleus. 
 
    A slight tingle made the hair on the nape of my neck stand up and itch a little bit. The Skeleton Mage’s hollow eye sockets snapped to me. 
 
    No. They didn’t snap to me but to the person behind me. Most likely thanks to my proficiency with mana, it wasn’t the only one who had sensed the change in spiritual energy. It hastily smacked my floating handaxe away with its staff and started casting something, clearly aimed at Levia. 
 
    Bit by bit, thin, sharp, blue spikes began forming above its head. It took about three seconds for one ice javelin to achieve its final form. Taking a quick glance at Aisha, I confirmed that she was doing her best to finish off the last Skeleton Warrior and head right for the magical sucker. Just in case she didn’t make it, I stood between it and Levia, focusing my all on repelling the projectiles with my buckler. 
 
    But, before it finished its spell, the Witch was already done. 
 
    Levia quickly stood up with the card she had prepared surrounded by a silvery wisp of mana. She placed one hand on my shoulder and peeked past me with half of her lithe frame. The arcana flashed and she threw the card forward. Shortly after leaving her hand, it disintegrated, and the light gray energy took the form of two small serpents that flew at the monster while coiling around each other. They reached the target in a flash and sank their ethereal teeth into the Skeleton Mage’s spine. 
 
    For a moment, nothing happened, and the monster finished its casting. I gritted my teeth in anticipation of at least one or two javelins reaching me before Aisha turned the mage into bone dust… but they never came. 
 
    As the ancient priest directed its staff at us, the projectiles whirred threateningly... and proceeded to explode, one by one. It threw the monster off as tiny chunks of ice rained onto it, not doing much damage besides that. Before the poor Skeleton could figure out what was happening, my daring drakan partner forcibly made it about halfway shorter with the skillful use of her war hammer. 
 
    Letting her have some fun flattening the poor bastard into the floor, I glanced back at Levia. “What was that?” 
 
    “A low-level curse. Mana Eruption. If the target attempts to cast any spell, the gathered spiritual energy will violently burst out during the activation phase,” she explained in a calm manner. “It is easy to notice and simple to counter, but since I timed it at the last moment, the target had no chance of stopping itself.” 
 
    “Amazing. If this is low-level, then I’m really looking forward to what kind of stuff you can pull out with mid or even high-level curses. Thanks for the save.” I smiled at her warmly. 
 
    “I only did as I promised, fulfilling my role.” She made a polite nod. 
 
    “You gotta get used to it,” Aisha said, arriving next to us. “He gives praise whenever it’s due. No point rejecting it.” 
 
    “Did the priest have anything on him?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope. The robes are trash and the staff is so rusty I ain’t ever touching it even with my hammer.” She shook her head. “Especially not with my hammer.” 
 
    “No need to pick up waste.” I shrugged. “Now, do you want to wander around a little more?” 
 
    Aisha snorted. “You ask? I could do it all day. Besides, I bet Levia didn’t level up further than up to three with this. We haven’t reached our goal yet.” 
 
    “I agree.” The person in question nodded. 
 
    “I’m just asking.” I raised my hands in surrender. “I’m curious to see more of Levia’s magic so let’s bonk a few more Skeletons back to the unliving.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9
Stored Surprise 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We split for a moment and did a thorough investigation of the underground chapel and its dead-again undead inhabitants. Levia and Aisha took it upon themselves to examine the skeletal remains of our enemies while I looked around the walls, benches, and the raised platform in the very center of the chamber. 
 
    I had expected to find some murals or carvings with at least somewhat interesting depictions but there weren’t really any intricate artworks anywhere in the room. The structure of the small shrine was decorated with some simple patterns here and there but it didn’t feel like anything special.  
 
    The most complex element was obviously the stone slab. Unfortunately, it didn’t show any hints regarding its past purpose. It certainly didn’t look like a sarcophagus or some other container so it was pretty easy to assume that it was a kind of ceremonial table or counter for hopefully not-too-evil rituals. I found no hidden compartments or switches even with Rose’s help. 
 
    After the girls collected all the nuclei that survived their meeting with Aisha’s new hammer, I quickly sketched the room onto my map as it was a great orientation point and we decided to move forward. There was only one other exit besides the doorway that we had come in through so we didn’t have to think too hard about directions. Our formation remained the same and Rose took the lead. 
 
    Past the chapel, it seemed that the number of enemies increased just a little bit. We hadn’t explored much of the Dungeon yet since it was still day one, so it was hard to tell if we had ended up spawning somewhere on the outskirts of this place or closer to the assumed center. But, if we took the growing presence of monsters as a sign, then we should be heading deeper right now. 
 
    Therefore, we raised our wariness as we continued. Our goal was just to get familiar with Levia’s way of fighting in the team and feed her some experience on the side. Lone enemies or small groups were perfect for that. With Levia lacking anything more useful than her newly bought and created arcanas, her repertoire of abilities and spells was limited. It was best to avoid bigger confrontations during this expedition. 
 
    But, as it usually would happen in life, things didn't like going according to the plan too often. 
 
    After fifteen minutes of wandering, we stumbled on another bigger chamber. This time, it looked like a dining area of some sort. Plenty of long tables with benches on both sides filled the stone room. Of course, they were as damaged as everything else in this place. Four metal chandeliers hung from the ceiling and burned with the same blue fire. Three other doorways led out of the spacious room, with one additional, closed passage found behind what looked like the serving counter, most likely hiding the kitchen area or storage. 
 
    At first look, we didn’t spot any extremely dangerous variants loitering around the ruined mess hall but that wasn’t exactly the problem here.  
 
    Their number was. 
 
    I counted twelve Skeletons in various states of disbonement—yeah, I just made up that word, so what—and wielding a wide range of rusted, falling apart weaponry and armor. Assuming that no more of them poured into the chamber through the other entryways, which always was a possibility. 
 
    ~Rose, could you carefully float up to the rest of the exits and see if there are any monsters in there?~ I asked our Pixie friend mentally. 
 
    The pink sphere whirred enthusiastically, gave me a peck on the cheek, and flew out into the open, zooming toward the ceiling to avoid detection. Aisha smirked at me and I rolled my eyes at her with a small smile. 
 
    ~I should be able to put a Hex on them if you wish,~ Levia suggested. 
 
    ~A Hex? What would it do?~ I turned to face the blue-skinned lady. 
 
    ~Work like a barrier and prevent the low-level undead from passing through. They would be repelled when coming close to the doorways. You can say that it is close to a weak barrier,~ she explained. 
 
    ~Ah. I thought you meant the Skeletons when you said ‘them’.~ I cocked my head back. 
 
    ~That can be arranged too. I should be able to create a curse of Slow with my arcana, capable of affecting all the monsters in this chamber,~ Levia replied. 
 
    A quiet chuckle reached my mind.  
 
    ~Our little Witch certainly is very capable. As expected from someone chosen by you.~ Aisha smiled at both of us. 
 
    ~I don’t think I had anything to do with that.~ I smiled back at her and turned my attention back to Levia. ~So, what do you need to make that work?~ 
 
    ~The cards you gifted me are of great help in terms of the preparation of my magic. Even if I make a mistake drawing the patterns out in the field, which might happen often in such circumstances, I can quickly rectify them just by erasing the incorrect part.~ She brought a clean card out of the holder and held it between us with respect. ~I need a few minutes to finish the circuit. Then, I can seal off the exits.~ 
 
    As she finished her message, Rose returned to us and I focused my mind on talking with the cute orb. From her report, it seemed that there were a bunch of other Skeletons here and there in the passages leading out so we all agreed to go with Levia’s plan. The monsters hadn’t noticed us yet so we scanned the room with our eyes while the skilled Witch hastily did her thing. 
 
    After she was done, we curiously observed as Levia brought out three nuclei we had picked up from the Skeletons earlier and placed them on her palm. She closed her eyes and focused deeply, starting to whisper some chant as quietly as she could. Her words felt ominous and a tad creepy, like they tickled something deep in me as I listened, and it certainly wasn’t a nice and pleasant tickle. 
 
    The three uneven stones floated up from her palm and something akin to a faint spiritual flame of green and black surrounded each of them. They spun around, emitting weak flashes as Levia continued speaking in a trance. After about twenty seconds, they fell back down into her hand and only barely noticeable wisps of black and green smoke wafted from them now. 
 
    ~I am finished. We need to place them down in the exits and I can activate them remotely. I am confident in my throwing ability but the noise might alert our enemies to our presence so we should be ready to fight when we do so,~ Levia said as I lent her a hand to stand up. 
 
    ~That won’t be necessary. Let me take care of that,~ I replied, still holding my palm in front of her after helping her up. 
 
    She obediently passed me the three stones and I immediately felt uneasy just from them touching my skin. Curses and Hexes might just have this effect on people not accustomed to them. It was an eerie feeling, but also interesting and somewhat entertaining. 
 
    Without delaying it too much, I made the nuclei float with Telekinesis and slowly sent them to each of the doorways. No one noticed anything as the crystals hovered under the ceiling and delicately descended to the ground at their correct destinations. This might not be an extremely powerful offensive ability but it shone the most during times like these. 
 
    ~Alright. We start right after you cast your curse. Stay close to me at all times. Aisha, you do you,~ I said after wrapping the delivery up. 
 
    ~Brilliant.~ My drakan mate grinned excitedly, reaffirming her grip on the hammer and correcting her stance. 
 
    Levia held the prepared arcana up in the air. A white flash briefly illuminated our surroundings and the card dissipated into nothingness. The Skeletons all turned their spooky heads toward us and we noticed that their bodies gained a delicate glow of the same color. As they launched themselves at us, it became clear that Levia’s magic worked perfectly as intended. Their movements looked like they were in a slight slow motion. 
 
    “That’s neat,” I commented with a smile. 
 
    “Super neat!” Aisha laughed and rushed forward with her Launch. 
 
    “Shall we go, then?” I raised a brow at the short lady next to me. 
 
    “I will leave my safety in your hands as I support you from behind.” Levia nodded, fetching another card from her holder already. 
 
    We followed after our companion shortly and engaged with a few troubled Skeleton Warriors on our own. There was no reason for me to worry about Aisha with her opponents being simple and fragile monsters like these, even powered down significantly. If I could easily avoid their impaired moves, she would definitely feel like she was in front of a free all-you-can-smash buffet. 
 
    My handaxe orbited me protectively as I purged the unholy with my mace. Just to be completely sure, I didn’t get overconfident and used my buckler to block or parry now and then. I had a person under my care and there was no place for any silly mistakes. Levia could get hurt if I fucked up a dodge or something, which wasn’t impossible with multiple opponents aiming for my neck. 
 
    As we fought the skellies, I took notice of the Hex she had cast doing wonders. A few monsters stood still right in front of the dropped nuclei, staring into the chamber blankly and clicking their chattering teeth together. They could do nothing else but watch us turn their friends and family into dust. It didn’t seem like they were able to just kick the stones or something to clear up their way. 
 
    Loud shattering and clattering noises filled the dining hall as Aisha wreaked havoc everywhere around. She clearly had a blast dancing around the slow Skeletons and practicing her skills with a war hammer.  
 
    From what I could see, whenever she used Sharpen on it, hitting an enemy with the flat side would send them flying in pieces from somehow raised force of impact. Needless to say, her Ground Pound worked much better with a hammer than an axe. As for Sunder, it wasn’t that compatible, eating up a lot more mana in exchange for a much larger blade of energy. 
 
    As I smashed the pelvis of some poor bastard—judging by the shape, certainly a dude—Rose informed me about three more assailants heading for my back, and therefore, for my witchy companion. But, before I could turn around to face them, I saw a weak flash and heard a quiet whoosh of something akin to a weak wind. A chilly sensation hit my back and I shivered involuntarily. 
 
    Finally taking a glance in that direction, I saw Levia extending her right arm forward with a card between her fingers and directed ahead too. A misty gust of frost spewed out of it like an ice-based flamethrower as she chilled the undead trio to the bone. She redirected the cold stream between the three targets and kept them more or less incapacitated, allowing them to move only half a step whenever she altered her aim. 
 
    Not wasting any time, I rushed ahead and while carefully observing the floor so as not to slip on the icy ground like a complete idiot and removed one sack of bones from this world with two well-aimed strikes. She kept the other two almost permanently frozen and I dealt with them easily thanks to that, suffering only a little bit from the chilly draft that still headed my way. Her card disintegrated before I finished off the last Skeleton so the spell clearly had a duration limit, perhaps enforced by the material the arcana was made of. 
 
    A few minutes later, we were done, standing together in the middle of the carnage. The already crumbling furniture had been obliterated into splinters and a sea of cracked, broken, crushed-to-dust bones littered the floor. All of that was in front of a few spectators staring lifelessly into the chamber from the three blocked exits. It was kind of anxiety-inducing seeing them just exist there, doing nothing. I constantly checked on them, feeling like they would suddenly choose to ignore the Hex and join in on the fun. 
 
    “Will they just remain there forever?” Aisha asked, resting her hammer on her shoulders like a simple bar and hanging her arms over it. 
 
    “The only way to remove the magic is to destroy the medium. There is of course a chance that it could cease to work at some point in the future but that could take a few years at least. This is not some complex and energy-draining Hex but a simple spell with just one goal. A monster’s nucleus being its core also has an influence on it since it is full of energy and needs no resupplying,” Levia explained her magic. 
 
    “Crafty. We could technically use something like that to create a safe zone if we needed one, right?” My mate grinned. 
 
    “Albeit that is not the intended use, you are not wrong. It definitely is not something for people of faint heart, though.” 
 
    The impish look Aisha directed at me made it painfully clear what she had in mind. The lack of any safe zones inside the Dungeons was somewhat limiting as the only time we could leisurely chill out and admire the place was only after we had succeeded in clearing it. Levia’s recent showcase introduced a way to bring some excitement to our lives and I had a feeling that a certain thrill-seeker was going to crave new experiences soon. 
 
    “We will certainly find a lot of uses for your incredible spells. Was that Ice Brea—” 
 
    I stopped mid-sentence as Aisha raised her clenched fist in the air. She had a focused, no-nonsense expression on her face. As frivolous and mischievous as her nature was, she could drop the silly antics in an instant if the situation required it. And, it looked like it just did. 
 
    We waited in silence as she scanned the room with her inquisitive eyes, definitely being able to spot more details with her Darkvision than me at least. She then turned towards the serving counter and furrowed her brows. 
 
    “There’s moaning coming from that direction,” she announced, staring towards the only door in this entire place. 
 
    I had no doubt that she didn’t mean that kind of moaning so I grew serious too and focused deeply. 
 
    “There might just be something,” I agreed. “I’m not as sensitive as you but I think I can hear some groans.” 
 
    “I am now able to notice the sound too.” Levia nodded softly. “We should be wary. This might be the work of some kind of a monster. There are many undead creatures that specialize in ambushes and trickery.” 
 
    “True. That would also mean that it’s aware of us.” I rubbed my chin. 
 
    “What do we do? Smash the door from a distance to surprise it?” Aisha asked, taking her weapon off her shoulders. 
 
    “Rose, could you check if you can go through that door?” I glanced at our lovely friend. “Just, be super careful. Don’t fully phase in.” 
 
    She bobbed in front of me and zoomed towards the mentioned door. Slowing down in front of it, she gradually pushed herself into the wood bit by bit. We watched more of her spherical body plunge into the material, and soon, most of her was gone. 
 
    I furrowed my brows as soon as Rose’s message reached me. “It’s a person.” 
 
    “A person?” Aisha glanced at me curiously. 
 
    “Seems to be another human. He wears light gray robes with a hood. From what she says, he seems to be injured. A metal staff with a detailed cross is lying on the floor next to him. There is no immediate danger in sight,” I relayed everything to them even though they should surely be able to listen to our conversation if they focused enough. 
 
    “That still might be a trap. An elaborate one.” Aisha scrunched her nose. 
 
    “I can try to cast a curse aimed only at humans to confirm his race at least,” Levia suggested. “If he is a monster in disguise, we will know immediately.” 
 
    “Do you know anything that won’t make it worse for him?” I asked. 
 
    “I will make him temporarily blind. That should not extend his injuries in any way,” she replied confidently. 
 
    “Will we have to open the door anyway?” Aisha wondered out loud. 
 
    “If your Pixie friend managed to pass through this door, so should my magic. I might require help in aiming it properly.” Levia brought out one of her cards. 
 
    “Rose will assist you. Just ease your mind and connect with her properly. I assure you that she doesn’t mean you any harm,” I said and the white-haired lady nodded. 
 
    I prepared myself with Aisha for the worst and we escorted Levia to the door, listening to the more audible groans. She activated her card and closed her eyes. Black darkness seeped out of it as the Witch focused on locating her target. After a moment, the evil smoke leaked toward the floor, and the arcana dissipated. The shadowy mist made its way through the gap in the door and disappeared. 
 
    “W-What? My eyes? What the hell?” A man’s shocked voice reached us soon after. 
 
    We nodded at each other with Aisha and opened the door. Just as Rose had told us, an injured guy sat on the ground in this small storage, resting his back on one of the walls. His head snapped to us and his unnaturally black eyes frantically jumped around, unable to see who or what had peered into his shelter. 
 
    “You can deactivate it,” I instructed our quiet Witch and she obeyed without a word, returning his eyes to a normal green shade. 
 
    “Oh, thank gods… I thought I got found out by those monsters but it’s actually—” 
 
    The man paused right after his sight returned and his expression turned even more surprised than when he had heard us open the door, perhaps also somewhat confused. 
 
    “Something wrong?” Aisha squinted at him, brandishing her war hammer. 
 
    “Ah, no, mmggghmmm…” He grunted with a wry smile, pressing a hand to his stomach. “I wasn’t expecting to see so many people, hahaha…” 
 
    “What happened to you?” I asked, gesturing at his bloodied clothes with my head. 
 
    “An ambush, I’m afraid.” He let out a strained moan. “I stumbled on the room you three walked in here from and started fighting with the Skeletons. It wasn’t anything dangerous in my eyes. I’ve dealt with bigger numbers even before becoming a Defender. But, something appeared behind me while I was in combat and someone stabbed me in the guts with a dagger. I swung at them but they were too nimble and escaped my reach, diving into shadows after gaining some distance.” 
 
    “How are you sure that it was someone?” Aisha kept glaring at him. 
 
    “Some of the Skeletons turned towards that person for a brief moment. It’s only thanks to that lapse in their attention that I managed to get here and slam the door closed. If that someone didn’t get away so quickly, they would definitely have attacked them. Ugh…” 
 
    I exchanged glances with my drakan mate. We did know a person fitting the image and situation, at least to some extent. But, it wasn’t right to make assumptions with just this much. 
 
    “For someone bearing the insignia of a Priest, it does not seem like you are able to heal yourself,” Levia said calmly, recapturing our attention. 
 
    “Very observant of you, my lady.” The man shook his head dejectedly. “That’s right. I’m pretty much out of mana. If I tried to heal this kind of wound, I would inevitably pass out in the middle. And that means certain death in my current state.”  
 
    “I assume that you are going to ask for our help?” I crossed my arms under my chest. 
 
    He looked up at me with a crooked smile. “Should I even do that without knowing if you don’t hold the same intentions towards me as the previous person? You might have as well come to finish me off after that failed assassination. There are four of us here, which means there should be no more Defenders in the Dungeon. No matter how I look at it, it doesn’t bode well for me, does it?” 
 
    “Yet you still shared your sad story with us,” Aisha said. 
 
    “It took me a moment to realize.” The man chuckled quietly and switched into a coughing fit. “Blood loss doesn’t have the best effects on one’s critical thinking.” 
 
    “Well, one thing is sure. There are more Defenders in the Dungeon,” I stated calmly, causing him to look up at me once more with some curiosity in his weak eyes. “I’m a Commander and those two are my party members. You can say that we count as one.” 
 
    “Ah. So I still have a chance.” A wide smile curved his lips. “I don’t have much to offer but you can ask for anything if you save my life. I’m sure that would throw the culprit off too and make it easier to identify them. Being certain is better than having to suspect two people, no?” 
 
    “I guess you are right. Besides, a healer is definitely good to have in any Dungeon. If you are aiming to clear it as a team, that is,” I smirked. 
 
    “Which usually makes them the first target of the Defender Killers,” Aisha added with a firm nod. “If that person plans on sabotaging our run, it’s not a surprise he went for the Priest right after meeting him, not giving the rest of us any chances of meeting up.” 
 
    “If you wish, I can take a look at his wound. I do not have enough ingredients on me to prepare anything stronger but I am proficient in applying first aid,” Levia suggested. 
 
    “Please do. Rose will assist you.” I nodded. 
 
    The man gasped as a cheerful ball of pink descended from the ceiling and made loops in front of him. Our Witch friend stepped closer too and knelt in front of the poor guy. Aisha kept a watchful eye on him, holding her hammer in the readiest position to react as fast as she could. It didn’t make him too comfortable but we had all the right to be doubtful of this situation. It still could be a trap. 
 
    Levia examined the wound and cleaned it up a little bit. She confirmed that there didn’t seem to be any poison involved or other nefarious things. The cut was pretty deep though so she applied the healing salve she had grabbed just in case before we’d left. Rose phased herself halfway into him and began her work too. I gave him a regenerative potion to help his recovery. 
 
    After the external wound closed up, we helped the guy get up to his feet and Aisha picked him up into a princess carry. He smiled at her anxiously, sweat dripping down his forehead, clearly not just from his weakened state. 
 
    “Are you able to find your way back?” I asked, stepping back into the dining hall first. 
 
    “Pass me my staff,” he requested and Levia did so after I nodded at her. 
 
    The man whispered a few words and hit the ground with its butt. The cross atop his weapon shone briefly and a pulse of light slithered out of it like a serpent. It wound around the corners, refreshed every few seconds. 
 
    “Pathfinder. It looks like you aren’t utterly useless.” Aisha smirked. 
 
    I took the staff back since he had trouble even holding it and we carefully headed after the magic GPS. It took us about half an hour to reach the entrance to his realm. We stumbled on a few Skeletons on the way there, of course, but I dealt with them swiftly, supported by Levia’s neat curses and minor spells. 
 
    “Thank you. I owe you guys my life,” the man said as we set him on his feet. “I would have invited you over but I’m certain that I will pass out the instant I relax.” 
 
    “We have to go back anyway. I’m sure that we’ll be seeing each other often so there should be plenty of chances for that.” I smiled at him. 
 
    “Right. Be careful on your way back. Though, I don’t think you will get attacked as blatantly with your numbers.” He roamed his gaze over all of us. “Ah. I didn’t even give you my name. I apologize for the late introduction. I’m Stophen. A Priest as you have already figured out.” 
 
    “Lucas.” I shook hands with him. “I’ll abstain from revealing anything about my companions in case anyone would be eavesdropping. You already know about me too.” 
 
    “Wise choice. The less information that bastard has on us the higher our chances of subduing them.” Stophen nodded. “I shall take my leave, then. Good luck once more.” 
 
    The man opened the door leading to his Personal Domain and we got a peek into a simple wooden home, a pretty fitting image of a medieval-fantasy structure. He didn’t try to hide anything as he entered, letting us peer inside, and waved at us before closing the entrance. I brought out my map and quickly scribbled the path we had taken with Rose helping my memory, of course, also marking this dude’s dwelling. 
 
    We shared a silent nod and moved away from the door, starting to head back home. After passing a few intersections, Aisha turned to me. 
 
    “Do we believe him?” she asked. 
 
    “Hard to say.” I sighed. “It’s best not to make assumptions too early. Both he and that Assassin guy could be faking it, having some beef between each other, or whatever. We don’t know who is the last person here with us either. It should get easier after we meet everyone. We might have to wait until then before making any conclusions.” 
 
    “True.” She nodded, stroking her chin. “Also, are we hiding you in the end?” 
 
    “It should be fine. With a murderer amongst us, no one should be focusing too much on that, especially considering the fact that this killer’s skillset is vastly different from mine. I can’t manipulate shadows as a Commander, and neither can any of you who are under me.” 
 
    “You put a lot of thought into your actions in that short moment we met that person. It is impressive,” Levia commented calmly. 
 
    Aisha laughed openly and slapped my back a few times. “That’s how it is with him! If that psycho thinks they can outsmart us, they have no idea who they are up against! They will be playing into Lucas’ hands in no time!” 
 
    I chuckled wryly while shaking my head. It would be impossible to get rid of that impression Aisha had of me anyway. I could only live up to her expectations. 
 
    We didn’t dilly-dally too much and went straight back to our apartment, keeping our guards up for any possible ambushes the entire time. Rose took it upon herself to be even more vigilant and we showed her our appreciation for her efforts. She checked every nook and cranny all around us, which certainly made us feel safer. 
 
    After finally reaching our destinations, we made one last check to see if we hadn’t been followed and if no one lurked around our home. Finding nothing more than layers of dust, we hopped inside the confines of our safe space, letting out a sigh of relief. I helped Aisha get out of her armor and she reciprocated the goodwill. 
 
    My dazzling drakan girlfriend stretched right after with an alluring moan, showcasing her toned belly and slight abs to the world. “My ass is so sweaty it’s like a river down the crack. You look like you could use a good dip too, Levia. We surely dragged you around quite a bit today.” 
 
    “My body could definitely benefit from some refreshment before I head to my workshop.” The Witch nodded sagely, brushing her fingers through her long, white hair. 
 
    Aisha stepped closer to the shorter lady, looping an arm around Levia’s neck, and turned them both my way as they stood in front of me in just underwear. 
 
    “Why don’t we show our new friend the wonders of modern showers, Master?” She grinned at me impishly. 
 
    “Don’t be pushy.” I raised a brow at her. “You two can go together if Levia isn’t uncomfortable with it. I’ll jump in next. And that’s not negotiable.” 
 
    My playful mate clicked her tongue. “Fine. We’ll have so much fun without you. You can blame only yourself for missing the face she will make once she experiences the unimaginably accurate temperature range for the first time.” 
 
    She turned them around once more and led Levia toward the bathroom. It didn’t look like she was dragging her against her wishes so I left them be. They both were grown-up women and could solve it between themselves if the need arose. 
 
    In the meanwhile, I took a brief look at our modest spoils of war and went through the notifications that had popped up due to Levia’s increasing level. She had managed to arrive at Level 5 just as we had intended, gaining quite some stat points and one more ability, which was called Cartomancy. If I wasn’t mistaken, it was some kind of Divination Magic involving cards. 
 
    Quite fitting, I’d say. 
 
    A distinct click brought my mind out of its depths and I turned my head toward the source. My brows rose to my hairline as I spotted a fully nude Aisha in front of the door to the bathroom, holding the knob while looking straight at me with a wide smile.  
 
    She started walking towards me as I sat on the bed, clearly putting lots of effort into making all her curves bounce and sway as she prowled my way, including her beautiful tail. It was impossible not to stare right at her delicious, completely exposed body and my eyes bore into her inspiring peaks and mesmerizing valley below, decorated with hundreds of droplets all over. 
 
    “You are dripping all over the floor and I do not mean your arousal this time.” I smirked and stood up just as she arrived right in front of me. 
 
    She chuckled alluringly and pushed her chest into mine. “I quickly took care of the most important parts. Levia is so entranced by the shower and the gel that she hasn’t even realized I left. I should have bought us enough time for something quick.” 
 
    I gazed deep into her enchanting eyes and ran my palm down her appetizing stomach, evoking a lusty sigh from the draconic beauty as my fingers neared the promised land. 
 
    “Who would have thought that you could be this considerate?” I grinned at her and continued down south, enjoying the sight of Aisha nibbling on her lower lip. “I guess you deserve a reward.” 
 
    An excited glint flashed through her crimson irises as a wide smile curved her delicious mouth. Before I knew it, her tongue was already entwined with mine and we fell back onto the bed. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10
Risky Games 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I groaned softly as the drakan lady fell onto me with her entire body, weighing down on my chest with her hefty frame. Aisha chuckled into my mouth and kept pursuing my tongue without giving me even a moment of rest. Her fingers found my hair and started hungrily brushing through it as we made out. I was more than aware of her magnificent and perky breasts even through the t-shirt I had on me. 
 
    My hands ventured to her back and grazed over it gently. A slight shiver passed through Aisha’s figure from time to time as my palms inched closer to her tender butt or neatly squished bosom which spilled past her sides. Occasional moans full of longing tickled my mouth as I continued teasing my lovely mate right on the edge of anything more serious. 
 
    She finally had enough of it and broke the kiss, staring down at me with a lustful gaze. I smirked back at her and glanced at myself, spotting my increasingly wet attire. 
 
    “Correct me if I’m wrong but I do not see anything spelling towel anywhere on this.” I chuckled after finding her eyes once more. 
 
    A playful grin took over Aisha’s pouty lips. “Oh, my… My deepest apologies… I must have made a mistake somewhere… Let me just get off right away…” 
 
    Keeping our gazes locked, she began moving around while trying her best to get off me just as she’d said. As a result, her soft bosom rubbed all over my chest in every possible direction, taking my wet t-shirt with its movements. She pushed herself lower and pressed her warm pussy into my thigh, starting to drag it up and down my skin in an attempt to find a way off me. 
 
    Needless to say, the longer she kept at it, the wetter I got, while also experiencing a heavenly massage with all the intimate parts of my mischievous drakan girlfriend. On the plus side, her skin was gradually getting dry, excluding perhaps her inner thighs and girly mound, which were increasingly more covered in her hot arousal. I could feel it on my own leg and that sensation was making me real hard. 
 
    Aisha didn’t miss that small detail and nibbled on her lower lip alluringly while dragging her underbelly up enough for her lower lips to run into the rising tent in my boxers. Releasing amorous sighs, she humped my erection repeatedly and the heat of her need pushed past the material, reaching my eager member. Besides droplets of water, it was getting bathed in her leaking love juices too. 
 
    “Too bad we don’t have much time,” she purred at me with a slightly saddened expression. “I would love to take you up on your promise right here, right now.” 
 
    “Trust me, I want nothing else, but that kind of stuff shouldn’t be rushed. Where would be the fun if I was the only one enjoying it?” I smiled at her and pulled her face down for a quick kiss. 
 
    “Next time, then.” She winked at me. “Now, as much as I love seeing you all hot and bothered like this, let’s get moving or I won’t even get to cum once before we have to wrap it up.” 
 
    Without further ado, Aisha grabbed my t-shirt and pulled it off me over my head as I helped her out a little bit. Her pleasant humping ceased as she leaned forward and left a trail of sucky kisses all over my front, heading toward the obvious place. Arriving at the line of my boxers, she yanked them off me in a flash and a wolfish grin curled the corners of her mouth up at the sight of my lively member. 
 
    The next thing I saw and felt was Aisha’s heavenly lips and tongue around my tip. I groaned quietly and tucked my hands behind my head, choosing to fully enjoy her efforts.  
 
    And, she spared none of them while sucking me off like it was her calling.  
 
    Sneaking a glance or two at my face, she continued bobbing her head up and down on my cock. Since her abundant, dark crimson hair was not tied up, it partially obstructed her face and Aisha seductively hooked those loose strands behind her ear. 
 
    But, while the view was first-class and the sensations were out of this world, it didn’t lay right with me to a certain extent. Perhaps due to the limited time, an idea popped up in my mind and I smirked to myself, imagining the execution. 
 
    “Bring your ass over here,” I commanded, imbuing my words with a trace of mana. 
 
    Aisha’s body shook delicately and her eyes widened as she paused her divine blowjob for a second. She didn’t fight back the given order though and I watched her turn around, crossing over my head with her knee. A pretty, pink flower hung right over my face so I did the only thing that could have been done in front of such an offer—greeted it with a passionate kiss. 
 
    A muffled moan reached my ears as Aisha’s mouth was still occupied with my hard member. Ending up in a proper sixty-nine, we started working on each other instead of indulging in the previous, one-sided show. My tongue greedily lapped Aisha’s sweet nectar straight from the scorching source as I helped myself spread the fragrant crevice with my fingers.  
 
    As a response to my actions, the fierce drakan warrior doubled her efforts and went after my dick with a crazy devotion. Her soft tongue swirled all around my tip while her supple lips pressured my entire length. She employed her skillful fingers to pump my shaft alongside the bobbing of her head and even caressed the priceless jewels at its base. 
 
    Not wanting to be left behind, I snuck a finger into her inviting channel and focused my own tongue on her timid clit. The reaction was almost instantaneous as more vibrations tickled my cock and Aisha began pushing her delicious pussy stronger into my face. She started dragging herself all over my mouth in an attempt to raise her pleasure even higher. 
 
    “Mmmmwwhmmm… Mmmwwhhhmmm… Mmmmmhhhmmm…” 
 
    Aisha’s stifled voice somehow escaped her sealed lips and kept growing louder and louder as she approached her climax. Unfortunately, we couldn’t have that so I decided to take matters into my own two hands and flipped us over by rolling us to the side. I ended up on top with Aisha under me while still in a sixty-nine. 
 
    But, now I had a bit more maneuverability. 
 
    Spreading Aisha’s legs aside, I gave myself nicer access to her precious lily and intensified my fingering, not forgetting about her pretty clit either. Before she could break the seal of her lips around my shaft, I raised my hips on my own and thrust down with some controlled force. I quickly felt a much tighter sensation, both around my cock and my fingers buried deep in Aisha’s glistening honeypot. It looked like nailing her throat caused quite a spike in her pleasure. 
 
    I kept banging my underbelly into her chin to the accompaniment of extremely lewd and indecent noise leaving her delicate lips. A small gag or two joined the cacophony of lustful sounds but my fierce pounding didn’t bother the strong drakan even in the slightest. I had effectively prevented any louder cries and moans from escaping her throat by plugging it shut with my dick. 
 
    Soon, Aisha’s soft insides began constricting on my fingers and her legs crossed behind my neck, pushing my mouth into her needy snatch with all her strength. I worshipped her clit with all the reverence I could muster and drove my digits into her tight channel with as much might as I had to spare. I only hoped that the wet slapping of my hand into her puffy folds wasn’t loud enough to penetrate the bathroom’s walls. 
 
    “Mwwwhhmmmmmmmmmmm!” 
 
    I felt Aisha gag on my dick a few times right as she reached her high, evoking a grunt from me. Her pussy twitched in front of my face as she climaxed hard and I kept flicking her bean the entire time she rode her orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck…” I groaned, getting dangerously close myself too as her throat continued milking me like crazy. 
 
    I managed to make four more thrusts before Aisha claimed her kill and I exploded into her mouth, driving myself as deep down as I could shortly after she finished. With a few gentle pumps, I unloaded in her tight throat and she drank all of the creamy delicacy to the very last drop, pushing me even farther with her hands pressing into my ass. I naturally obliged and gave her everything. 
 
    Letting out a long, satisfied sigh, I slowly pulled out and glanced down between our bodies. Aisha coughed softly after my member slid out of her throat and she did the same, smirking at me impishly from between her magnificent breasts while wiping off her mouth with the back of her hand. 
 
    “Looks like you are getting the hang of imitating a true drakan male.” She snickered lightly. 
 
    “I’m learning from the best.” I chuckled. 
 
    I felt a little tickle as Aisha rolled her tongue around my glans and pulled it into her mouth for a brief moment, letting it out with a quiet pop, finishing fully cleaning me up after her completed job. She shot me a grin and I shook my head with a smile, sitting up behind her head, being careful of her horns. Her gaze followed my cock and she went cross-eyed for a second after I sat up as it towered over her face, making me snort. 
 
    Helping her up with a hand, I pulled Aisha into a loving kiss and she purred into my mouth as our bodies rubbed against each other. Her hand slid over my stomach and her fingers wrapped around my member, giving it a few tender pumps while I was finding my access to her leaking pussy. 
 
    “Someone is very proactive today,” Aisha breathed into my ear sensually. 
 
    “Someone has to or else you will play with me for hours,” I whispered back into hers. 
 
    A quiet whine escaped her lips when I finally found my way in and slipped into her love nest from the front. I quickly sealed her mouth with mine to prevent any more from getting out and slowly entered Aisha’s hot embrace until her wet folds kissed my underbelly, setting us in a lotus position. 
 
    Aisha wasted no time and began rolling her hips back and forth to do some work on her own, clearly announcing that she would play a little with me anyway. I let her push her incredible pussy onto my cock for now and ran my palms over the length of her thick tail, grazing over those mesmerizing, crimson scales. If not for the fact that she would definitely moan into the heavens, I would also rain down loving pecks onto the delicate plates decorating her delicious neck. 
 
    But, I loved caressing them way too much to pass on that as I brought my left hand back from Aisha’s tail and put it over her mouth, interrupting our slow exchange. She glanced at me curiously as I angled her face slightly to the side and her eyes widened faintly moments before I pushed my lips into the scales on top of her shoulders. My hand vibrated softly from the luscious moan it had stopped and I smiled to myself. 
 
    “Mmmm… Mmmm… Mmmm…” 
 
    Very pleased by my actions, the dazzling drakan lady raised the pace of her hips, smacking into me with more ferocity. I sighed heavily every few loving strokes my member received from her snug passage. My breathing seemed to tickle Aisha’s scales too as a more apparent moan answered each warm puff. I tried my best not to lose focus and accidentally release her voice from under my control. 
 
    One of Aisha’s hands rested on my chest while the other one strongly kneaded her fair breast. I had a decent view of her actions from the nice angle over her gorgeous neck. Whenever the fingers of my right hand reached dangerously close to the underside of her draconic tail, Aisha squeezed her soft hill stronger, often going straight after the stiff peak atop it. She was having as much fun from getting teased all over as I had from watching her reactions while having my cock bathed in her scorching embrace. 
 
    Since there obviously were even better places to give her what she needed, I trailed with my lips all over the side of her face and passed her ear. Aisha didn’t realize what I was after until the very last moment and her entire figure shuddered when I closed my mouth around her sharp horn. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmmmm…” 
 
    Even with my hand tightly sealing her mouth, she let out such a vibrant moan that it had barely been muffled out. Her eyes tried finding mine but I was way past her field of vision and she couldn’t get any idea of my movements, left at the full mercy of my unpredictable actions. I dragged my tongue from the base of her dark crimson horn to the very tip, causing Aisha to raise her tempo even more. 
 
    She abandoned her breast and locked her arms behind my neck, hugging me tightly. Her stiff nipples grazed my skin as she jumped up and down from the motion of her hips. She ground herself into me faster and faster, almost breaking through my palm with her powerful cries. I kept my hand on firmly while starting to suck on that charming scarlet javelin with all I had. 
 
    “Mmmmhmmmm! Mhmmmm! Mhhmmmm!” 
 
    Immediately, she grew even louder and I groaned as her amazing pussy tugged on me with a tighter embrace. It was pretty obvious that she was nearing another peak, which was actually good. My hand was starting to get so wet from her hot breaths hitting my palm that my skin would soon end up like after a three-hour-long dip in a swimming pool. 
 
    I joined her thrusting with some swaying of my own hips to meet her leaking snatch in the middle of our joined bodies and sank my teeth into her durable but extremely sensitive during such an intimate moment horn. A powerful jolt shot through Aisha’s spine and she arched her back strongly, yanking my hand alongside her face, which was directed straight at the ceiling. 
 
    She came fast and hard, convulsing on my cock. I licked her horn and kneaded her tail until the very last shiver, letting Aisha ride her orgasm to the fullest. Knowing for sure that she would not let out any more of her fervent cries, I took my hand back and used both palms to caress her tail while she caught her breath. 
 
    “Hooooooh… That was something…” She chuckled with a contented smile. “I think you earned yourself a nice reward.” 
 
    With a devilish grin, Aisha pulled herself off me while giving me the best possible view of her appetizing boobs and pretty pussy lazily dripping with desire. She turned around and bent forward, running her palms over her legs, displaying her alluring slit right at the exact height of my eyes. Getting to her knees, she kept her ass up while resting her chest on the mattress.  
 
    Finding my eyes from the side, she raised her tail and used her fingers to spread herself wide for me. “Come in. It’s all yours. Use to your heart’s content. We are not done until you cum at least once more. I’ll be sure to be as quiet as a mouse.” 
 
    Sending me one last grin, she bit on the sheets to emphasize her point. I chuckled quietly and stood to my knees too, positioning myself behind her.  
 
    Who was I to reject such an offer? 
 
    With one mighty thrust, I plunged myself all into her polite embrace. Aisha grunted lightly as my member rushed through her tight insides and I could make out the big, proud smile on her face even with her teeth firmly clenched over the white bedsheets. I left her no chance to smirk at me and pounded my heart away just as she’d requested, trying to somehow control the volume of the smacking released into the air from my underbelly slapping against her tender butt. 
 
    “Mhhmmm… Mhmmmm… Mmmmm…” 
 
    “You were supposed to be quiet.” I laughed softly at her blissful expression. 
 
    Unfortunately, it didn’t look like she would be able to keep her word as Aisha couldn’t muffle her moans enough. My relentless hammering bumped her back and forth, often yanking the sheets from between her teeth. Thankfully, those seemed perfectly fine so we didn’t have to worry about that, at least. 
 
    “Fuck… Even the dead will hear you if you don’t quiet down…” I grunted as I was slowly getting there thanks to her invaluable help. 
 
    Only more piercing moans answered me so I thrust strongly, bumping Aisha a little bit forward, and reached for the closest, nearby pillow. I threw it over her tilted head and put my left hand under her juicy thigh. Lifting Aisha’s leg quite a bit, I altered my position a little to plunge myself into her marvelous pussy slightly from the side while forcing her into a split to some extent.  
 
    I set my left foot on the pillow and pressed it down with some of my weight. “Now you can moan as much as you want. Time to go all out.” 
 
    Very quiet, heavily obstructed moans escaped the pillowy prison so I had nothing to worry about and shoved myself into Aisha’s welcoming channel with everything I had, aiming to get myself off as soon as possible. My left hand held her thigh up, spreading her parted slit even more, and my right hand grabbed onto her sexy tail, pulling on it in perfect synergy with my thrusts, plunging myself to her furthest depths. 
 
    “Mhmmmmm! Mmmmm! Mwwwhmmm!” 
 
    Aisha’s ass half hung in the air as I pummeled her without rest while keeping her head locked under the comfy pillow with my foot. I started losing the battle against my own orgasm and yanked her tail even fiercer, using it like a rope to bring the tight passage attached to it onto my cock with much more force. Aisha’s voice rose sharply but it was fortunately still able to be silenced by the impromptu muffler. 
 
    “Shit…” I cursed and drove myself as far into her hot embrace as I could while letting it all out. 
 
    I bucked my hips repeatedly as my creamy seed filled Aisha’s pussy wave after wave, painting her insides white. Holding her leg and tail to my chest, I gave everything I had in me to the hot, sexy, magnificent drakan goddess. After a short while, there was no more liquid love to transfer and I sighed heavily in the post-orgasmic bliss. 
 
    At that very moment, I heard the quiet noise of wood clicking into place and my head snapped toward the source. As expected, I found Levia standing in front of the bathroom door while wearing an oversized hoodie and shorts, which looked unbelievably cute on her, to be honest. 
 
    “Do not concern yourselves with me, please. Since things quieted down a tad, I assumed it was a good moment to move from the bathroom to my workshop. I apologize for the disruption.” Levia made a courteous nod and did as she’d said, escaping to the newly constructed chamber at a pretty normal pace. 
 
    Hearing a muffled chuckle from ahead, I let go of Aisha’s leg while plopping myself out of her perfect pussy and fell forward face-first with a groan. My lovely drakan girlfriend rolled onto her back next to me and trailed over my spine with her finger. 
 
    “Looks like we didn’t have to try so hard.” She grinned impishly. 
 
    “Out of all the moments, she had to come out right as I was choking you with a pillow under my feet while fucking you in a forced split…” I complained with another sigh. “Talk about first impressions…” 
 
    Aisha snickered as her hand squeezed my butt. “Cheer up, love. They say that Witches are the kinkiest since they don’t get dick for decades.” 
 
    Snorting openly, I shook my head into the bedding. My strong mate gave my bottom a few hearty slaps and grabbed me around my waist. Before I could react, she hoisted me over her shoulder like a sack of potatoes and headed straight to the bathroom. We certainly needed at least a shower after what we’d done.  
 
    I also had to clean the whitish trail Aisha left behind herself on the wooden floor but that was a thought for after we took a relaxing dip while most likely indulging in some more lovely kisses. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11
Old Acquaintances, New Project 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Getting under the shower, we took all the time in the world to clean each other up to the tiniest detail. With Levia already done, there was nothing stopping us from enjoying some casual closeness under the hot, steaming stream.  
 
    As usual, I helped Aisha with her bountiful hair since she’d only washed the most important parts while in here with our new Witch friend, and she in turn did her best to care for my tail. Naturally, I spared no effort to rub the scales covering hers later and we ended up in a brief tickling war, giggling like two idiots while trying to attack each other’s sensitive spots. 
 
    Agreeing to a ceasefire before we both collapsed to the accompaniment of our lovely Pixie’s dances above our heads, we turned the water off and hopped out of the shower cubicle. Aisha threw a towel over her shoulder and started walking away but I hastily grabbed her tail, evoking a sultry moan from my surprised girlfriend as my fingers squeezed the tender appendage firmly. 
 
    “Still hungry?” Aisha smirked seductively over her shoulder. 
 
    “Mind our new companion a little, would you?” I grinned back at her. “At least for a bit. Please.” 
 
    She lightly rolled her eyes and yanked her magnificent tail out of my grasp. “Fine. Even though it doesn’t seem like Levia cares, I will behave. Only for you.” 
 
    I caught up to her and placed a delicate kiss on her cheek. “Love you.” 
 
    Aisha chuckled softly and handed me the towel. Taking it from her, I obediently wiped her entire body while she enjoyed the sight and sensation of me rubbing her all over with the comfy cloth. Especially when I was below her waist. I could tell that she loved seeing me down there, looking at me from above. It clearly took quite impressive control for her not to grab my hair and pull my face between her legs again. 
 
    We threw some decent clothes onto ourselves and paraded out of the bathroom. Aisha declared that she felt like getting herself some tea and headed to the kitchen complex, asking if I wanted one too. Accepting her offer, I assisted her in bringing out the necessary ingredients and continued further, into Levia’s workshop. Rose chose to stay with my draconic mate and I walked past the door alone. 
 
    Entering as quietly as I could since I had no idea what Levia was up to, I was greeted by the sight of the short Witch making some rearrangements in the cupboards, drawers, and shelves. It looked extremely adorable watching the blue-skinned lady stretch herself to reach the highest points while wearing my oversized clothes. 
 
    Seeing her start raising her knee to climb onto the counter, I cleared my throat and announced my presence. Levia halted her movements and slowly turned her head to glance at me over her shoulder. I tried my best not to stare at her sexy behind, with its perky roundness well-defined by the stretched shorts. 
 
    “May I be of any assistance?” I asked with a polite smile. 
 
    She put her leg down and nodded faintly. “That would be appreciated.” 
 
    I walked closer and moved some vials, containers, and various alchemical appliances according to Levia’s wishes. It was pretty entertaining to watch her set everything up in different places in her reach with movements so automated that it looked like she was recreating an arrangement she had reenacted thousands of times before.  
 
    Which, I was pretty sure was not wrong. 
 
    “Sorry about earlier,” I apologized quietly so as not to startle her during a less focused moment. “For making you wait in the bathroom and the unnecessary show.” 
 
    “There is no need for you to apologize.” Levia glanced up at me with those calm, slightly hooded eyes of hers. “Desires of the flesh are a natural thing. There is no need to conceal them. I do appreciate your concern for my comfort though, Lucas.” 
 
    “Thanks, I guess.” I chuckled and went back to assisting the understanding Witch. 
 
    We finished a moment later and returned to the apartment. Aisha made one more tea just for Levia and we all sipped on the hot, tasty drink in the kitchen, standing there in relative silence. At least until my incredible girlfriend broke it by suggesting that they do some shopping for Levia’s clothes and other necessities before we crash for the night. 
 
    They got to the PC after I agreed that it was a great idea and plunged into the depths of hell. I didn’t dare to come any close to them lest the mischievous drakan pulled me into it and forced me to pick lingerie for both of them just to tease me in front of Levia, flashing me her scantily-clad avatar. 
 
    Instead, I hopped onto the bed and brought up my phone, escaping into its screen and ignoring everything that was happening at my desk. I didn’t scroll through menus or apps mindlessly, of course, but I actually opened a few of my usual communicators to see if my talented friend was on in any of them, thinking about hitting him up regarding the map thingy that kept coming up. 
 
    He was one of the dudes who had been part of the IT team under me back when we still had a job. A nice guy with both skills and motivation, though to the others and especially the management, he’d appeared more often as lazy because he would always finish up his part in a flash and do other, personal things for the rest of the shift. Naturally, he’d always gotten back to it whenever the rest of the team required anything or there was some issue to work out together. 
 
    As for our relationship, we weren’t exactly best buddies or anything but we had quickly noticed that we shared quite a few interests, out of which gaming, and RPGs specifically, was the biggest thing. We’d gamed together now and then but he was more of an MMO guy so he spent most of his time with his guildies in whatever game he had been focusing on at that moment. 
 
    Just like he did right now. 
 
    Thanks to the widget reading the information about his gaming session, I could not only see him being online but also taking part in what seemed to be some grand raid with twenty-four players. Since he had set his notifications to ‘Do Not Disturb’, I didn’t have to worry about fucking up his focus and wrote a simple greeting so that he could hit me up later whenever he wasn’t busy. 
 
    To my surprise, my phone played the notification chime the second I closed the communicator, spooking me slightly. I quickly tapped on the pop-up and brought the chat back. 
 
    >Sup. Long time no hear. 
 
    >That was quick. I thought you were busy saving some poor realm again. 
 
    >I technically still am. Half of the party wiped but the leader insists on keeping it up since he can feel that one so I have nothing to do for a while as I’m kissing the dirt next to the pool of acid created by a failed mechanic. 
 
    I snickered to myself, able to clearly imagine his bored face as he scrolled his social media on one of his side monitors while waiting for the wrecked pull to end. It shouldn’t take that long since I was pretty sure that he usually played a healer so his squad was down a quite crucial member. But, from his tone, they might be holding out surprisingly well. 
 
    >I’ll get straight to the point, then. I have a production quest for you. Personal request, not B2B. There’s something that has been plaguing me for a while already and you are my best shot. 
 
    There was no instant indicator of him starting to type, which he usually did right away, so I was certain that he was considering his reply. It took a minute, but it finally appeared on the screen. 
 
    >Normally, I would accept the commission without a second thought since it comes from a good friend, but I’m afraid that I won’t exactly be able to do so right now. You see, after our little breakup, I got myself into a new team so my hands are a little tied at the moment. I have to do quite a little bit more than usual to ‘prove myself’ and get back to my previous level of earnings. I’m sure you can understand, the subscriptions won’t pay for themselves and I ain’t gonna step down and fall behind. I need all the extra buck I can get until I’m back where I was at least. No hard feelings man. But, if you ain’t pressured for time and won’t find anyone to take care of it for a little while, let me know in a month or four. I’ll try to squeeze in some hours then. 
 
    As expected, even in that short timeframe, he’d managed to raise a mighty wall of text. I could never come close to his typing speed. As for his response, I naturally wasn’t going to push him into anything in such a situation but I did have one more thing to say. 
 
    >Unlimited budget. 
 
    The second my finger tapped the send button, my phone buzzed and flashed with an incoming call, making me jump from shock. Noticing the caller, I shook my head with a wry smile and accepted it. 
 
    “Yo! What are we making?” My friend’s excited voice came in through the speaker. 
 
    I snorted at his enthusiasm, which made him sound like a crackhead who had just got a call from his dealer after running out of the good stuff. “I thought you were swamped with work?” 
 
    “Shit, man, I didn’t know we were paying!” He chuckled into the phone. “I don’t usually take money for personal projects but if you are offering.” 
 
    “Yeah, I am. Regardless of the outcome. I have no idea if and how this is going to work out in the end but you can say that I have some spare pocket change to try.” 
 
    “That makes it even more interesting. It’s always fun trying to figure things out as you go while the budget doesn’t weigh you down all the time. There’s nothing more frustrating than working on a complex project and getting stuck unable to reach an efficient resolution because the client doesn’t want to put in a hundred or two more into it. But, you know that all too well.”  
 
    I nodded to myself. “True. And I don’t miss that feeling. Even though the things I currently stress about in my new job are much worse in my opinion.” 
 
    “So, ignoring the fact that you suddenly got filthy rich out of nowhere, what are the details?” my friend asked. 
 
    “I need an app that will be able to use the available sensors to accurately track the movement of the device in a horizontal plane and mark the path on a canvas, which should be able to load any image and allow for its manual adjustment. In general words,” I explained. “It would be great if it had a function to guide you back the same route after enabling some kind of navigation. There are a bunch of other little ideas but they are just a bonus.” 
 
    “Hmmmm… That sounds really simple. Is that really it?” 
 
    “Here comes the difficult part.” A smile curled up my lips. “I have not a single clue what kind of operating system that device has.” 
 
    “The fuck?” I could literally feel his brows knit together. “Is that some cheap Chinese bootleg or what?” 
 
    “Quite the opposite. It’s one of the most advanced pieces of technology I have ever laid my eyes and hands on. It works like butter, lasts for weeks, has a zoom like a telescope, and is more durable than Nokia 3310. A true masterpiece.” 
 
    “You had my curiosity, now you have my attention.” The creaking of his worn-out gaming chair caught up in the microphone as he fixed his posture. “Where did you get such a piece? Is that some fancy prototype? Does it have a name?” 
 
    “I’m afraid that there is none just as there is no name for the OS. I received it. It’s my work phone,” I answered his questions. “Oh, by the way, I have a smartwatch too, most likely running on the same thing. Would be nice to get it on both but I guess we can prioritize the watch first actually.” 
 
    “Dude. What kind of company hands out cutting-edge gadgets to its employees as work devices? Do you now suck dick professionally for some bored millionaire?” 
 
    I laughed while shaking my head. “This one, as it seems. And no, I still prefer to suck on some tiddies.” 
 
    “Good. Looks like all those riches haven’t yet completely eroded your brain. What do you do then?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you much but it’s like security. I watch over some quite important CCTVs. Boring gig but pays like crazy. It’s like watching cable but actually somewhat exciting.” I gave him the usual version. 
 
    “I can imagine. Who even still has it in the current age?” He snickered. “Alright. So, I will obviously need to take a look at the device at least to even start. When are you available?” 
 
    “All the time as long as you let me know earlier. I work mainly from home.” 
 
    “Cool. I’ll be there in the morning then, on my way to work. Are you still in the same place or did you move to some secluded island with a fancy mansion in the middle of nowhere?” 
 
    “Not yet at that level.” I chuckled. “Besides, I’m quite attached to this place. It would be hard to leave it behind.” 
 
    “Got ya. That little nest of yours certainly is nice and comfy.” The noise of a mechanical keyboard echoed through the speaker, tapped at speeds transcending human capabilities. “Gotta go now. They are finally dead. Morons. Told them it was a waste of time. Hear ya later.” 
 
    “Sure. Thanks for everything and good luck slaying, Zeke.” I smiled to myself as the thunderous clicking rose by another level. “Ah. One more thing. I have two friends crashing at my place right now so don’t be surprised. They are both—” 
 
    “Ya, ya, full chill. Peace.” 
 
    And the connection was cut before I could finish. I sighed softly and shrugged. As I raised my face up from the screen, I noticed both women staring at me from the desk, clearly finished with their shopping trip. 
 
    “Who was that?” Aisha asked with a raised brow. 
 
    “The guy I’ve been mentioning to you every time we spoke about the map. He’ll drop by tomorrow and see what he can do. How did it go on your side?” 
 
    “Great. I was waiting for you to finish,” she replied and tapped the order button, evoking the sound of the doorbell in an instant. 
 
    We all got up and moved together to get the package. My strong girlfriend carried it to the bed and I handed her a paper knife. Stepping aside, I let the girls bring out all the clothes, underwear, and some beauty and health products by themselves, watching them set those down on the sheets. 
 
    From what I could see, Levia had picked simple panties and bras of a pretty, white color. There was no real variety amongst them, but she introduced some of it to her casual clothes, most likely encouraged to do so by my pushy girlfriend. She had chosen a bunch of t-shirts and shorts of different colors, a few one-pieces reaching her ankles, some that ended up around her thighs, and one set of what looked like a gothic lolita dress made of quality black leather and material which included a neat corset too. 
 
    There was no doubt that Aisha had talked her into it. 
 
    With everything out, I made some space in the wardrobe and cleared one drawer in the dresser so that she could have her own little spot. We transferred all the clothes to their proper places and tidied the apartment up. Afterward, Levia gave me a lazy glance and I quickly understood her intentions, disappearing behind the bathroom wall so that she could undress comfortably and get those panties and bra on. 
 
    It was already getting quite late when we were done with everything. Since we weren’t really hungry, we opted out of any additional snacks and gathered up in front of the bed.  
 
    Putting my hands on my hips, I looked to the side at our new friend. “Should we quickly add one more room?” 
 
    Levia softly shook her head. “I do not wish for you to spend more on me than you already have. I received an incredible workshop from the extremely valuable token and I appreciate it greatly. I do not mind sharing the bed if neither of you finds that uncomfortable. It does look big enough to fit all of us at once.” 
 
    Aisha shot me a grin and I squinted at her, making her snicker. Thankfully, she held back properly and jumped under the sheets wearing both pieces of her underwear this time. I followed after her, getting down to my boxers, and shoved her to the middle with my body, forcing her into a position between me and Levia. The Witch joined in from the other side and we were set for the night, not forgetting to pat the adorable orb of pretty pink for goodnight. 
 
    In the morning, no surprise, I found myself with a hefty cargo on top of my chest. I disabled the vibrations on my phone, turning the silent alarm clock off, and brushed a lock of crimson hair off the side of Aisha’s face which rested snuggled into the crook of my neck. A few more delicate brushes roused the charming drakan from her sleep and Aisha hummed sweetly while raining little pecks on my skin. 
 
    Chuckling quietly, I raised us both to a sitting position and turned to the side to step off the bed. Aisha latched onto my waist so I shook my head and brought her with me as I walked to the kitchen, sitting her on top of the counter next to the kettle, letting my playful mate get a free ride with her eyes still closed. Placing a loving kiss on her soft lips, I set the water to boil and broke free, heading to the toilet. 
 
    After I was back, Aisha was already down on the floor and preparing two cups of tea. She smiled at me warmly and we shared a few sips while taking in the cute sight of Levia still napping peacefully while tightly wrapped up to her very chin with the covers, curled neatly into herself. We chuckled quietly and began our toiletries. 
 
    When we were done, Levia was up too and we found her standing in the kitchen while examining the kettle from various sides. I got closer and explained how to operate it so that she didn’t have to rely on us whenever she wanted a hot drink. Since she looked even more sleepy than usual, I suggested some coffee and she instantly perked up after tasting the energizing nectar, definitely enjoying the taste. 
 
    Just as I was slowly getting dressed, the doorbell rang. Since I was not expecting any delivery and neither had we bought anything recently, the implications were clear. Before I could finish putting my pants on, Aisha grinned at me and sashayed toward the entrance in just her sports underwear. 
 
    She flung the door open and leaned on the frame. “Hi there, handsome.” 
 
    The expression on Zeke’s face was worthy of a painting. His eyes almost popped out of their sockets at the unexpected welcome and he checked the apartment number at least like five times while uncertain if he should apologize, say hi back, or just run away before he got involved in something shady. 
 
    Catching up to the heinous perpetrator, I yanked Aisha’s tail strong enough to pull her out of the entrance, wondering how it looked to him since I was pretty sure that he saw no tail if all the hypno magic worked properly. 
 
    “Yo. Just ignore her and come in. She will give up as long as you don’t humor her antics.” 
 
    Zeke gave me a slightly absent-minded nod and hesitantly followed inside as I escorted my tease of a girlfriend further into the apartment. A certain petite, white-haired lady walked out of the kitchen and paraded between us in just her underwear too while sipping on a cup of hot coffee held adorably in both hands, disappearing through the door leading to the storage room. Zeke’s brows rose even higher as his eyes trailed after her lithe figure. 
 
    “The hell, dude?” He finally broke his forced vows of silence as we reached the middle of the apartment. 
 
    I pushed Aisha aside, mentally begging her to dress up and behave, and turned around to face my friend. Zeke was more or less my height, had shoulder-long blond hair, and could surely steal countless hearts with his quite elegant face if only he went into movies. Especially with the nice and classy slim, silver-rimmed glasses sitting right in front of his crystal blue eyes. They were all the gossip amongst the office ladies. 
 
    “What? I told you I have friends crashing in.” I shrugged. “Your fault for not listening to the end.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to respond but paused after realizing that he had in fact done that.  
 
    I smirked at him and pointed at the desk. “The treasures are over there. I bet you don’t have that much time so let’s get to it.” 
 
    Hesitantly peeling his gaze off Aisha pulling up her shorts with a deliberate shake of her hips, he stepped closer to the tabletop and picked up the smartphone. 
 
    “First time seeing a UI like this. And damn, you were right, it’s zooming. Things load up instantly.” He soon forgot all about worldly affairs and dove into his passion for technology. “There’s nothing about any name, brand, ID number, nothing. Are you sure it’s okay to mess with it? I won’t suddenly get SWAT after my ass just for touching it, right?” 
 
    I laughed and patted him on the shoulder. “It should be fine. As far as I know, all the devices they gave me lock themselves out of any job-related data when they leave my hands, turning into everyday gadgets. We tested it with the girls. I’m pretty sure that no one will be able to crack that safety. But, I don’t think I can lend it to you since I have only one but a smartwatch should be fine since I got two.” 
 
    “I’m scared to even think about breaching it.” Zeke chuckled nervously. “At least the ports look common instead of completely unpatented. I’ll try to get it to communicate with me and see what it can do with its hardware. Give me a day or three and I’ll let you know if humans can even read the language in which this was coded. I’m so curious.” 
 
    “There’s no rush. Take all the time you need. And get all the help you require. Will a hundred grand suffice for a start?” I asked. 
 
    “What?” He turned wide-eyed once more. 
 
    “What?” I looked straight at him. 
 
    “You serious?” 
 
    “You thought I was joking?” I smirked. “Use it to buy all the things you need, be it software, hardware, knowledge, access, or even people. And don’t forget to pay yourself double your highest rate from back then. If you run out, we’ll talk about the future.” 
 
    Zeke clearly didn’t know what to say for quite a while, just staring at me blankly while holding onto the phone. I took it out of his grasp and put one of the smartwatches around his wrist, fastening the strap firmly. Giving him a wide smile, I turned him around and walked him to the entrance while patting him on the back. 
 
    Aisha sped to the door and opened it for us, waving at Zeke as I pushed him past the doorstep. “Do come again!” 
 
    Giving him a fierce grin, she closed the door to the sight of his still-stunned face. I sighed while shaking my head and smacked her curvy butt before heading back into the apartment.  
 
    She chuckled and quickly caught up to me. “That’s quite a few Dungeon Dollars you are going to throw at him. You sure that’s alright?” 
 
    “He deserves it. And he will definitely try his best to minimize the spending as much as he can, as usual, even if just out of respect for our friendship. Besides, it just feels good to do something nice for someone.” 
 
    I finalized the transfer on my phone and we heard a muffled wail-moan from behind the front door, chuckling together. There was no sound of anything hitting the hard floor so I was pretty sure he hadn’t fainted on the spot. 
 
    Then, Levia peeked out of the storage room and we glanced at her. “I would like to take a few ingredients to my workshop and was wondering if you could let me know which ones are available if that is not a bother.” 
 
    “Listen, you know much better what everything stored there is so you are free to make use of all our spoils of war to your heart’s content, especially if it’s some minor thing. Just give us a notice before getting rid of anything more important or expensive. Got it?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Thank you. I will do so.” She nodded appreciatively. 
 
    “Perfect. Now, you can come out since our guest is gone and join us in front of the PC. We need to distribute your stats and talk about your future a little.” I smiled at her kindly. “Oh, and put something on, please. My heart can only take so much.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12
The Arcane Way 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Levia trotted to the dresser to pick up some clothes from her very scarce collection. After a moment of pondering, she put on simple black shorts and a plain gray t-shirt. Since they had been bought through the D-Shop, there was no problem with their size and they fit our lithe friend perfectly.  
 
    When everyone was dressed at least somewhat decently, we brought one more chair to my desk and sat in front of it together. Aisha took my right side while Levia was seated on my left. She was curiously watching everything that transpired on the monitor screen. 
 
    “I’ll miss being able to take a peek at my information at any moment.” Aisha sighed softly while rubbing her wrist. “You don’t get to appreciate the nice things until you lose them.” 
 
    “We will get your watch back in no time, trust me.” I winked at her. “Until then, we will have to share like in the good old times. Or I’ll get one more somehow.” 
 
    “Don’t waste your money on it. I can live with sharing.” She smirked at me. “Another reason to get all close and personal with you is always welcome.” 
 
    I shook my head and returned my focus to the screen in front of us. 
 
    “You two seem to possess good chemistry,” Levia commented from the side, glancing our way. 
 
    “Well, we’ve gone through a thing or two together.” I chuckled lightly. “I’m certainly glad to have Aisha by my side, even though she can be a handful at times.” 
 
    The fierce drakan lady slugged me in the shoulder with a grin. “And I’m more than just happy that I ended up with a master such as him. It never gets boring around this guy. The things you’ve seen so far are nothing when compared to how he usually is.” 
 
    “Excluding the recent show.” I smiled wryly. “That situation was a little bit special.” 
 
    Aisha snorted. “Obviously. That’s between you and me as mates. And you truly are an incredible mate. I would even dare to say that we are soul mates. I haven’t ever felt such a pull towards someone during my first round.” 
 
    “You two are mates?” Levia’s brows rose faintly. “I assumed you were fulfilling his nature as the mentioned Overlord of Lust. It seems that I have been mistaken.” 
 
    “I can imagine why you would think that considering what you saw.” I nodded, trying not to smirk.  
 
    “That part certainly isn’t wrong since we do get quite some nice boons from getting frisky but it’s not all that there is to it. It’s a bit embarrassing to admit, but I guess I’ve fallen for his peculiar charm. It’s rare to find such an individual amongst my kin,” my dazzling girlfriend replied with a barely distinguishable trace of a blush. “Plus, I was just a tad horny and he was just the kind and nice guy he usually is and lent me his dick for a little while. It’s kind of my fault you had to awkwardly wait in the bathroom.” 
 
    “I did not mind. And I did not spend that brief moment idly. Your bathroom is a very intriguing place, including all the health and beauty products,” Levia replied calmly. “If you do not mind me asking, what kind of benefits do you get for having intercourse?” 
 
    “I guess we haven’t introduced my Class to you properly yet.” I rubbed my chin. “Besides simple abilities like Command, Encourage, Intimidate, Thought Communication, Transfer Lifeforce and Spirit, I do have a few that work on a more intimate level. My summons can also belong to two categories, being either a Subordinate or Bonded, and that changes a few things.” 
 
    “For Subordinates, he can use the mentioned skills, and also slightly boost things like Vitality, Spiritual, and Fatigue Recovery a little bit by making the target feel good. And it’s not all about sex or sexual stimulation. A massage and such should work too, albeit it won’t be as effective, of course,” Aisha continued after me. 
 
    “Right. As for the Bonded, they get additional stats just for being in that category and also for partaking in the activities she mentioned, with the latter being a big but temporary boost. Plus, I can transport Bonded back and forth between my position and here a few times a day, they get some Mental Resistance for being one, and a few other small buffs,” I added. 
 
    “Fascinating. Am I a Subordinate right now, then?” Levia asked. 
 
    “Yes, you are. That’s where everyone summoned by me starts. To become Bonded, I would need you to… submit yourself to me. But, as I said in the beginning, there’s no need to worry. I literally can’t force anyone to do that, contrary to the other Overlords from what we have gathered,” I explained. “Here. I can show you your current status.” 
 
    I moved through the menus in the DCI Hub and navigated to the Subordinate Management section. Two silhouettes were present on the selection disks, belonging to my Level 10 drakan mate, and our new Level 5 lunar elf recruit. Thankfully, in their clothes. 
 
    Without further ado, I brought up Levia’s information. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    INFORMATION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Name: Levia 
 
    Race: Lunar Elf 
 
    Age: 74 
 
    Affiliation: Lucas King 
 
    Position: Subordinate 
 
    Class: Witch 
 
    Level: 5 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “I see. So my position can change depending on the circumstances.” She nodded to herself. “I am already Level 5? How come? We only visited the Dungeon briefly.” 
 
    “Another one of the perks behind his Class. We talked about it earlier. All the experience we gathered during that adventure went straight to you,” Aisha answered her question. “I admit that it will be extremely useful. She should have plenty of stat points now, right?” 
 
    “She should. Let’s see since we are already here and planned to take care of them anyway,” I agreed and switched the displayed data. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 5 
 
    Agility: 10 
 
    Constitution: 9 
 
    Intelligence: 18 
 
    Wisdom: 25 
 
    Mystique: 5 
 
    Ingenuity: 5 
 
    [Available Points: 20] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Yep. We have some clicking to do.” I smiled at them both and turned to Levia. “Do you have any specific wishes regarding the progression of your Class? Which path did you follow during your previous life?” 
 
    “I was focusing on Ingenuity, an aspect related to the more artisanal skills and abilities of my Class. It certainly helps with concoctions and artifacts. I put some points in Mystique when I came up with a new way of fighting using arcana,” the quiet Witch replied. “To be perfectly honest, I was somewhat regretful that I did not discover such an option much earlier. Concoctions, mixtures, and magical trinkets can be strong and useful but my arcana raised my firepower and safety considerably. I would have liked to invest more into it.” 
 
    “Well, now you have a chance to do exactly that.” Aisha grinned at her. “Especially with Lucas by your side. I bet he already has tens of ideas on how to make your dream come true in the most efficient and entertaining way. He guided my progress from the start and I can’t get enough of the path he suggested. Annihilation is just pure joy.” 
 
    “Compared to your more or less traditional paths, Levia’s idea is slightly more unusual. I don’t exactly know any perfect ways to develop her Class towards her goal in the best possible way but I can assume.” I stared at the numbers on the screen, considering our options. 
 
    “Whatever it is, you will figure something out.” She patted me on the shoulder with a confident smile. 
 
    “The first steps are obvious, though. We gotta raise both Class-specific stats to ten at least. That will leave us with ten more to distribute however we want,” I mused, turning to Levia. “So, do you really want to focus on your arcana during this run?” 
 
    “I will follow the path you need me to,” the Witch replied softly. “I can give suggestions if you require them, but as your Subordinate, I shall focus on the aspects that will benefit your plans for our party the most.” 
 
    Aisha chuckled and shook her head. “That’s not how it works here, honey. We figure things out together and pick the best options out of those that satisfy all of us.” 
 
    “As she said.” I gestured at her with my thumb. “You will be of use with either choice. Besides, I bet your actual, on-hand experience at making potions and other mixtures will greatly enhance your capabilities even if you choose to chase after a more magical path. We both saw how amazing your curses and simple spells cast with the cards are. Therefore, feel free to let me know what we are picking as our goal.” 
 
    Levia clearly pondered over our words for a minute, staring at the displayed digits intently. Finally coming to a decision, she turned her pretty, blue face back to us. 
 
    “Let us go with Mystique, then. I have a feeling that those cards of yours will allow me to reach new heights with my arcanas,” she announced. 
 
    “Alright. But before we get to that, let me grab something for you.” I nodded and stood up. 
 
    They followed me with their gazes, curiously looking for what I was going to do. Even Aisha had no idea though that wasn’t too surprising in this particular case. I had noticed Levia slowly rubbing her exposed arms on the side but she didn’t seem intent on letting us know about her discomfort or doing something about it on her own. 
 
    Thus, I moved to the balcony and closed the window we’d opened for the night. Before getting back to them, I stopped by the wardrobe and fished out one of my clean, black hoodies. It was nice and comfy but not too thick. Perfect for the situation. 
 
    Coming back, I extended it to her. “Hop in. And for the future, don’t be afraid to freely say, ask, or do whatever you feel like. This is now your home too and we can be considered roommates. It’s your right to make yourself comfortable and ask us to give you the opportunity to do so.” 
 
    I caught Aisha smiling at me warmly and I could literally feel her reminiscing about our first days together. Levia glanced between my face and the piece of cozy clothing before accepting the gift. She unhurriedly put it on and I took the hood off her head after she was done. 
 
    As expected, my hoodie was clearly too big for her and it ended up practically at the same height as the bottom of her shorts, not to mention the slightly baggy sleeves. But, I couldn’t disagree that such a look made her stand out even more with her beautiful white hair and mesmerizing blue skin.  
 
    Plus, it was utterly cute. 
 
    “Great.” I cleared my throat. “Let’s get back to the attributes. We now have ten spare points. Since you want to focus on magic, let’s drop an additional five to Mystique and start raising your Intelligence. At least to make it equal to your Wisdom. With what we have, it will stop at twenty-three. After you level up a few more times, which will happen soon, we will discuss what to do next. Is that acceptable?” 
 
    “It is.” The silent Witch nodded faintly. “You should not redirect all the experience to me, though. You need to grow stronger too. It will be dangerous for your levels not to rise high enough before we face the stronger monsters or the Boss variant. If your guild picked the Dungeon properly, they should have calculated your potential growth just the way to increase your chances of survival. Of course, not everything can be perfectly predicted but they are often quite accurate.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I will alter the distribution along the way, as soon as you start catching up to us,” I smiled at her reassuringly. “And, there are three of us at all times now so you shouldn’t treat my and Aisha’s levels the same way as a solo Defender’s.” 
 
    “Yeah. And we have some tricks up our sleeves too.” My draconic girlfriend flexed her bicep. “With your arcanas, things will get even easier.” 
 
    “Regarding that, I saw you get an ability called Cartomancy. Do you have any experience with it from your first life?” I raised a brow at the charming Witch. 
 
    “Yes. It has many uses, but can be extremely cryptic. I assume that the Mystique stat influences it to some extent and that was why I did not rely on it that often back then,” Levia replied. “Using specially prepared cards, I was able to check for things like traps in the tunnel ahead, the presence of enemies, possibly also what kind of enemies they were, and some other simple divinations.” 
 
    “Seeing the near future?” Aisha asked excitedly. 
 
    Levia shook her head. “Unfortunately not. It is not that powerful. At least it was not back when I used it.” 
 
    “How fast does it work?” I inquired. 
 
    “The divination itself takes just a moment to cast but it often comes as a quite cryptic message that requires me, or us in this case, to decipher it correctly before an accurate answer is revealed. It is easy to misread it if you are in a rush. Therefore, it is nigh impossible to use under pressure and can get dangerous,” she explained. 
 
    “A double-edged sword, eh?” Aisha grunted. “Well, I’m sure that Lucas will have no trouble figuring out the riddles of fate.” 
 
    I chuckled and waved a hand at her. “Don’t overestimate me this much. You are forgetting that I operate a lot on past knowledge. I don’t have a lot of experience with tricky, fortune-telling riddles.” 
 
    “Past knowledge? Are you not a first-time Defender?” It seemed that my statement caught Levia’s curiosity. 
 
    “It’s hard to say.” I scratched my head. “Technically, I took down countless Dungeons in this life but they were something like a simulation, an illusion prepared by my guild to scout me. I assume they designed it to recruit people from Earth, or at least find worthy candidates. I learned a lot from it but I’m pretty sure that the knowledge is to some extent limited to what they know even if it was a lot, including some secrets they haven’t shared publicly with other Defenders.” 
 
    “That is… a first.” Levia was clearly in small awe, even though her calm expression didn’t show it that much. “Earth’s guilds have very smart and mysterious ways. And very supportive. Defenders from my realm had to scrounge for information on their own. It is no wonder that you two are flourishing with such an advantage.” 
 
    “It’s all thanks to him. He puts that knowledge to good use.” My brawny girlfriend mightily slapped my back a few times. “So, what’s the plan now?” 
 
    I took a moment to think about our options. “Zeke will take a while to do his magic so we shouldn’t really wait for him. If he is even able to get a read on that smartwatch in the first place. But, if he does, he should be able to cough up something very simple in a matter of a few days. For now, we can get back into the Dungeon to level Levia up some more and hopefully find the last Defender so that we get to know everyone. If they even exist. It’s possible there are only three of us.” 
 
    “I can get behind that.” Aisha nodded. “We do need to make some progress, even a slow one. The whole saboteur situation makes it slightly more difficult. It would be great if we were able to deal with it fast. Oh, how I wish people weren’t such twats in this profession.” 
 
    “Where there are riches and power, there is always greed. That is the way of the world,” Levia said with a melancholic undertone. 
 
    “Sad but true.” I smiled wryly. “Are we going in today?” 
 
    “If that would not be a problem, I would like to make proper preparations. I could use more arcanas to be ready to help when the need arises. Additionally, given enough time, I could prepare a thing or two that could aid our delves, make them safer, if we have any information on the Dungeon,” Levia replied. 
 
    “We are not in a rush so that’s fine. As for the Dungeon, we haven’t really stumbled on any yet but there supposedly are diseases hanging around those catacombs. We’ve been using some simple all-purpose potions to protect ourselves. Feel free to help yourself to our materials and do whatever you want with them,” I suggested. 
 
    “I will do exactly that, then. It should be possible to concoct something useful from the moss you gathered.” She nodded and hopped off her chair, heading towards the new door in the kitchen complex. 
 
    We glanced at each other with Aisha and she shrugged. “No idea what I’m gonna do. Maintenance is more or less done. Perhaps I might train a little in the meantime. Or I could go and hunt close to the entrance to give you two some space.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her obvious smirk and stood up too. “As I said, there’s no rush. With that too. You can take it easy and relax a bit. You deserve it.” 
 
    “What about you?” she asked, joining me. 
 
    “I’ll see if there’s anything I could help Levia with. It’s a good opportunity to learn more about how her Class works in real life. I won’t hide that I’m driven by intense curiosity too.” 
 
    “I bet it’s not just curiosity.” She winked at me and chuckled while passing by. 
 
    I landed a soft smack on her tender booty to punish the frivolous drakan, evoking a sharp gasp from my beloved mate. She grinned at me coyly and continued on her way, swaying her hips even more than before. 
 
    What did I have to go through with this tease of a woman… 
 
    Leaving Aisha to her own plans and ideas, I walked to the kitchen and knocked on the door to Levia’s witchy den before stepping inside. I found her next to one of the counters, shooting me a glance over her shoulder as she was taking some glass utensils out of the cabinets. 
 
    And damn, that hoodie of mine, which was obviously too big, made her look so sexy. I had no idea what it was but girls in oversized clothes were peak allure. 
 
    “Mind if I give you a hand?” I asked, closing the door behind me. 
 
    “Any help will be appreciated. We should be able to prepare the concoction quicker together.” 
 
    “Making some potions?” 
 
    “I decided to start with something to fight the diseases you mentioned. While the mixture develops in the cauldron, I will be able to focus on something else, like drawing my arcanas.” 
 
    “Great time management skills,” I complimented her, walking closer. “Let’s cook up some meds, then.” 
 
    Levia took me under her wings and we began our alchemical adventure. First, we brought out all the necessary equipment and spread it over the wooden counters. She then instructed me on how to prepare the cauldron and left to gather some ingredients from the storage. When she came back with a paper box full of materials, I had the cauldron and the hearth underneath it ready, one filled with water and the other with fire. 
 
    I listened to her explanations about the various samples of Luminous Moss and not only as she skillfully cut them into pieces. I saw how careful she was not to touch them so I inquired if it was because making skin contact with the ingredients could spoil them but Levia told me that it was just risky since many species were poisonous. 
 
    Obviously, I couldn’t have her put herself in unnecessary danger, even if it was part of her job, so I briefly excused myself and jogged back to my PC. With a few clicks, I ordered a few packs of clinical latex gloves and a medical trash bin. Returning to her workshop, I put the bin inside one of the empty cupboards under the sink and introduced her to the wonders of modern safety measures. 
 
    Her movements were a tad awkward at first but Levia quickly got used to wearing the thin, blue gloves. I told her not to skimp on them and change them often, whenever she needed her hands to be clean during work. She made an appreciative nod and we returned our focus to the task at hand. 
 
    Soon, we stood by the cauldron and I held a tray with the ingredients we had processed. I brought it up to her whenever she needed to reach for another piece and watched curiously as she stirred the pot while whispering various chants in a language unknown to me.  
 
    Each time she added something new to the mixture, she changed the direction of her movements, and sometimes the liquid changed colors too. It was a mesmerizing sight to see a real Witch at work. We lacked some small explosions and puffs of colorful smoke whenever she threw another ingredient in but I guessed that we were doing beginner stuff at the moment. Or the cartoons had just lied to me. 
 
    When the next step was to wait for the concoction to lazily boil, we stepped away and tidied up the mess we’d made during the preparations. Checking for the last time if there had been no accidents and the mixture was chilling in the cauldron, we moved to a free counter on the side and Levia brought out her card holder and an entire deck of empty cards. 
 
    “How many are you going to prepare today?” I asked, picking one up. 
 
    “Enough to fill the holster,” she replied softly. “Since I will be using the markers you lent me before, it will not take long to draw the circuits. May I ask you to fetch them, please?” 
 
    I hurried back to my desk, but instead of grabbing the few markers I had, I hastily bought an entire box of them with a rainbow of colors. Mine were surely at the end of their lifespan anyway and something like this was spare change. Literally. 
 
    Returning to Levia, I presented my purchase to her. “Keep those here. They are for you to use. No idea if different colors change anything but have at them.” 
 
    “Thank you. Are they like paint? Made from different ingredients?” 
 
    “I think so. I’m no expert on markers but I would assume that different colors are achieved with different substances even if a clean base is applied.” 
 
    “Then I am going to test them all out.” She accepted the box and started browsing through the contents. “Before I prepare ink with better spiritual properties, these shall do great.” 
 
    “You did mention that the ink and the paper are important for this. Is there anything we can get you to make it better?” I asked, glancing at the empty cards she’d laid out on the counter. 
 
    “I have an idea that would require some time. And your permission.” 
 
    “Oh? And that is?” 
 
    Levia turned her sleepy face to me. “We can liquefy the energy stored in the Spirit’s Heart. It will become an ink of the highest spiritual quality and conductivity. Though, I am not sure if the cards you provided me with would withstand that much power. If you do not mind making such use of the fallen Pixies, of course.” 
 
    I stroked my chin while pondering. “You said that they would definitely be happier to have their life energy put to good use rather than just disappear. If your method doesn’t torment them in the process, I’m all for it.” 
 
    “It does not. They will not feel a thing, except for the sensation of freedom and release when their energy is spent during the invocation of the spell.” 
 
    “Then sure.” I nodded. 
 
    “I will start the preparations during my free time, then. It is not a simple thing to achieve. For now, let us make use of these markers. We have quite a few arcanas to draw.” 
 
    “There’s one thing I’ve been wondering about. Previously, it wasn’t really a problem since the number of cards was low, but with a full deck, how will you fetch the one you want without pulling the entire thing out of the holster and looking through them all? Do you memorize the order too?” 
 
    “I had a skill called Perfect Draw that allowed me to pick the desired arcana out of a bundle. I am hoping to reclaim it soon,” she explained. “But, before that happens, I plan on carving a simple kinetic enchantment into the bottom of the holster. Every imbued spell has a different mana imprint and if I know them well, I can use that enchantment to push out the one I need.” 
 
    “Creative. I like it.” I nodded approvingly. “Perhaps learning Telekinesis will help you bring it back sooner. Past skills are often easier to get when you try to imitate them with something similar. I can teach you a little bit if you want.” 
 
    “I shall consider your offer.” She bowed her head respectfully. “We already have so many plans yet our time is very limited.” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s always like this.” I chuckled. “I’ll shut up now and let you focus on drawing.” 
 
    I stepped away to give Levia more space and peace of mind. She regarded me with one last slow glance and I smiled at her warmly. Returning her face to the front, she took a deep breath, sighed softly, and began the artistic part. I silently observed her from the side, fascinated by the magical process, thinking about everything we’d talked about. Countless ideas swirled in my head. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13
Basic Advanced Circuitry 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I watched from the side as Levia examined each marker from the pack and tested them on a few empty cards. It didn’t take her long to get a hang of their handling and she wiped the patterns she’d made for practice before getting into the real thing. For about twenty minutes, I observed the careful and deeply focused movements of her slender hands, fascinated by the attention to detail she had to keep at all times. 
 
    As she worked, I took the opportunity to keep an eye on the mixture slowly boiling in the cauldron in the middle of the workshop. The hot liquid bubbled faintly as it glimmered with various colors of a rainbow. It was clearly the effect of the different species of Luminous Moss being mixed together. Though, I was pretty sure that it was starting to fade unhurriedly, leaning stronger towards brown hues. 
 
    After about an hour, Levia had finished a bunch of different cards and took a short break to relax. Focusing this hard for extended periods of time was definitely draining as hell. We met by the cauldron and she examined the state of her concoction, nodding to herself in approval. She asked for permission to buy a few inexpensive things to add to the mixture and I sent her back to Aisha to order for her whatever Levia needed. 
 
    In just a few minutes, she was back with what seemed to be quite normal-looking fruits. I spotted different kinds of berries and some mint. As per her request, I fetched her three small bowls and a mortar. She skillfully ground each kind of berry in a separate container, taking care to wash the mortar, and poured the contents of the first one into the brew, explaining to me when to use the rest. 
 
    Since we had to wait for at least an hour, she returned to her arcanas, inviting me to watch from up close this time. Standing right next to her, I had a much better angle to see the entire process of her drawing the circuits. I didn’t even notice when I got so engrossed that I lost track of time. 
 
    Easily a few hours had passed when Levia paused to remind me about the fruits. Quickly apologizing, I jogged to add the blueberry mush into the cauldron. She waited for me to return before picking another blank card and tapping the marker on the countertop while thinking about which spell she wanted to imbue into the arcana this time. 
 
    “Could I ask something?” I interrupted her pondering, seeing that she was taking a moment. 
 
    Levia turned her pretty face to me. “Of course. Is there anything else you would like me to explain?” 
 
    “Well, kind of. After watching you for a while, I noticed something. At least I think I did and I might be completely wrong but I figured it wouldn’t hurt asking.” I chuckled softly. “Is there some pattern to drawing these arcanas? I mean, they are all patterns, in the end, but like, are there some specific elements that are universal?” 
 
    “You have noticed correctly.” She made a delicate nod. “While each circuit might seem unique to someone unaware, every single array is made of many pre-existing components. It is their proper combination that allows me to achieve the desired result, which is the spell I want to activate through the use of the arcana. The components have different functions and I think it would take a long time to introduce all of them to a person unaccustomed to the creation of circuits.” 
 
    “I see. This makes sense.” I rubbed my chin. “Would it be too bothersome to ask you to show me a few of them on the cards you already finished?” 
 
    “Not in the slightest.” Levia gently shook her head. “Let me find the simplest ones.” 
 
    She picked up the stack of arcanas from the side and went through them like a professional dealer looking for specific cards in the entire deck. In just a moment, she fished out six cards and laid them down in front of us, face up. Six different circuits were present on the slick white paper, though they were all mostly circular in shape. 
 
    “Alright. Look here.” My Witch teacher placed a finger over the first array. “This one evokes a simple Firebolt. There is not much power behind the spell but it is very fast and accurate. Those are the qualities you have to consider when preparing an arcana compatible with it.” 
 
    Taking a peek at my face, she moved on to the second one after I nodded. 
 
    “This card holds a Fireball. As you can see, the circuit is somewhat similar but some parts are clearly slightly altered. Those parts are related to the mentioned aspects of power, speed, and accuracy,” Levia continued. “A Fireball moves slower and is harder to aim at a small target, but the explosion of flames that takes place on impact makes it much stronger than a Firebolt.” 
 
    Receiving another nod from me, she pressed her finger onto the third arcana. 
 
    “Now, this is Flame Breath. Besides the aforementioned elements, we can find a few more here, which are range and spread first and foremost.” Levia moved her fingertip over the drawn paths. “In comparison to Flame Wall, the spread is quite small but the range is definitely much bigger. The way you put those elements on the card plays a huge role in achieving the correct spell. Otherwise, the result will be a failure or something completely different, which can be dangerous. The material of the arcana also dictates the limits of the circuits.” 
 
    “There’s much more methodology to this than I’d have assumed.” I moved my gaze over the three introduced cards and then the three leftover ones. “Which part of the circuit dictates the element?” 
 
    Pulling the Fireball arcana closer, Levia began poking her finger over it once more. 
 
    “Every formation has its core, which is located in the middle for the most part. It is not an unbroken rule but it makes it easier to follow the entire array and the direction of the mana flow. The spiritual energy you put into the arcana starts from that point and continues through the paths, activating them in proper order,” she explained. “The first section right after the core is always the one to generate the element. The one here is obviously fire. There are six main elements in total. They are fire, water, earth, air, light, and darkness. They combine into advanced ones.” 
 
    I should have expected some kind of a rock-paper-scissors system in the circuit creation, honestly. Magic did feel like something that would operate on compatible and incompatible elements. There were so many games using similar divisions, and I was pretty sure that even in the real world you could find some portrayal of those, like the elements making up the world or something. 
 
    “Okay, let me try something.” I tapped my lips a few times while staring at the arcanas and picked up a few empty ones. 
 
    Levia watched curiously as I drew some short lines, paths, circles, and other things. None of them were connected in any form. I just sketched those shapes in a kind of zoomed-up state on each clean card. After finishing a bunch of them, I sorted the cards into two rows and pointed at the first one. 
 
    “This is a core?” I raised a brow at my Witch companion. 
 
    “Correct.” Levia nodded after taking a peek at the figure. 
 
    “This is an element selector, currently attuned to fire?” I moved to the second card. 
 
    “Correct.” She nodded again. 
 
    “These are respectively responsible for power, speed, accuracy, spread, and range?” I tapped the next few cards. 
 
    “Yes,” Levia answered softly. 
 
    “Great.” I smiled to myself and switched my attention to the second row. “And this is?” 
 
    “A slightly awkward water element selector. It might work but I would not guarantee it,” she replied and I could tell from her cautious gaze that she was doing her best not to sound too rude. 
 
    “Perfect!” I pumped my fist, confusing Levia a little bit. “So, continuing along the lines of that, these should be earth, air, light, and darkness selectors. Am I wrong anywhere?” 
 
    “That is… all correct.” Levia’s droopy eyes opened a little bit more in a faint surprise. “How did you know? The cards I brought out are all Fire and Water.” 
 
    I smirked at her. “Give me just a second, please.” 
 
    Grabbing a new clean card, I picked up a dark blue marker and leaned forward over the already finished arcanas. For about a minute, I attentively studied them all and compared the designs behind the drawn circuits, focusing on the differences. I could feel Levia’s growing confusion and curiosity as she stood next to me. 
 
    Nodding to myself confidently, I moved all those arcanas away and focused on the shiny piece of paper with a blank surface. 
 
    “So… If we put the core here just like this… And then drop the selector module on top, connecting those two like that… Then, alter the latter so it goes like this… We will have water which will continue into three additional sections responsible for range, spread, and… power, definitely,” I muttered to myself under my nose. “Let’s copy the range from Flame Breath… Try to reduce the spread by thinning out this pattern… And as for power… Since water is much heavier than fire, we need to compensate for that by adding a few twirls like this… Then loop it here… Connect the ends like this… And voila!” 
 
    Grinning to myself, I straightened up and swiped the finished arcana off the counter, accidentally spooking Levia, who had been leaning in to follow my movements from the side. Chuckling awkwardly, I held the card towards her. 
 
    She received it like it was going to disappear with the slightest incorrect movement and her eyes quickly widened. “What?” 
 
    “If I got it right, this should be something like the Water Jet spell or similar, no?” I raised an expectant brow at the slightly shocked Witch. 
 
    Levia glanced between me and the card before turning around and extending her hand forward. The blue patterns shone as she infused her mana into the circuit. Right after, a thin stream of water poured out of the tip of the arcana, comparable to that coming out of a garden hose. It made an arc and poured onto the floor less than three meters away from us. 
 
    “Well, not as much of a jet, I’m afraid.” I smiled wryly. 
 
    The circuit slowly dissipated and the water stopped flowing alongside it. Levia looked at the empty-now card with a clearly astounded expression before turning to me. 
 
    “How?” was all that left her pouty lips. 
 
    “Algorithms.” 
 
    “Algorithms?” she repeated, even more confused. 
 
    “I had a feeling this seemed familiar but it looks like circuit creation is just a fantasy version of algorithms.” I chuckled softly while shaking my head in disbelief. “It’s like programming from my realm. There are loops, ifs, ands, ors, switches, conditionals, and so on. Want to make something stronger? Loop it. Want to make something more precise? Thin it out by forwarding it through a few other modules. In the end, it’s all super basic blocks in fancier clothing. After I was able to identify a few patterns, it wasn’t that hard to create something simple with them. Though, I clearly need more practice.” 
 
    “Incredible… It took me years to master the circuits…” Levia looked up at me with a somewhat amazed gaze. 
 
    “Don’t get discouraged, please. You certainly put lots of effort into this. It just so happens that I had to study something similar for my job. Since it was my responsibility to oversee the people who wrote these things, it was only natural. I learned quite a bit from just discussing it with them,” I explained. “My past experience allowed me to quickly grasp the concept but I won’t be able to suddenly create arcanas alongside you on an even closely similar level. You’ve seen the result. That can’t be called a good arcana. Unless you want to water some plants.” 
 
    “It does not change the fact that you succeeded on your first try. That is truly commendable.” Her expression partially returned to normal as she regained control of her emotions. “Aisha was right. You must be a genius.” 
 
    “I certainly didn’t look like one while getting my ass kicked by mere Kobolds.” I snickered quietly. “As I said, it just luckily overlapped. While there might be similarities, there certainly are many things done differently too. I shouldn’t try to stick my nose into your business too much or I might accidentally poison your knowledge and cause some unwanted damage.” 
 
    “No, I think this is an incredible opportunity.” Levia placed the empty card down and turned to me. “I have never had anyone to talk about the circuits to. Everything that I learned came from books and grimoires. If you would not mind sharing your knowledge with me, we could potentially reach even higher expertise together. Bring arcanas to another level. My understanding of circuit creation and your understanding of those algorithms could create a much more streamlined process.” 
 
    I pondered over her words for a moment as she gazed up at my face and finally nodded. “Alright. There might be something to that. We can both benefit by learning from each other. It would definitely do me good to learn more about magic from someone experienced in it.” 
 
    “I would be honored.” She politely lowered her head. 
 
    “But first, it’s strawberry time.” I smirked at Levia and she showed the ever-so-faintest hint of a smile as we headed to the cauldron. 
 
    After dropping the mentioned tasty fruits into the mix, we returned to the side and started discussing circuit creation and arcanas. To not continuously dirty the clean cards, I jogged out of the workshop to bring some paper sheets. Something bigger than palm-sized was certainly better to study and practice anyway. 
 
    The wise Witch then began drawing various parts of the magical patterns, paths, lines, symbols, shapes, and so on. She slowly explained their meaning to me, trying to summarize everything in the simplest words before going into more detail. I did my best to quickly understand what she taught me and began offering little bits of feedback in return.  
 
    When I was more or less comfortable with the fundamentals, we jumped to the creation of specific circuits. Of course, I still needed lots, lots of help and assistance from Levia as it was utterly impossible to memorize all those patterns in just one sitting. I had some experience in doing that with coding languages, for sure, but this case was slightly more abstract as I had to associate literal brush lines and twirls with correct modules. My brain hadn’t managed to fully grasp the new method yet. 
 
    But, as Levia drew some simple spells to illustrate whatever she was explaining, I was able to chime in with a comment or two, which made both of us feel incredibly excited. She took care of most of the process while I suggested ideas for possible improvement. After Levia judged our altered arcanas safe for testing, we activated them and watched the fruits of our labor turn into magic in front of our eyes. 
 
    Easy to imagine, plenty of arcanas failed either spectacularly or without even activating properly. We didn’t let temporary failures deter us from the higher goal. Just the fact that my suggestions had at least a somewhat close effect to what we’d intended them to have was what kept driving us forward with our experiments. 
 
    I was also pretty sure that Levia picked up on the concepts from modern programming that I introduced extremely fast. I certainly wasn’t the best and most proficient teacher but she was a bright and incredible student, being able to grasp the meaning and function of various things shortly after hearing my description and asking a bunch of additional questions. I had no doubts that she would become a pro at this if she attended a serious course. Perhaps we could sign her up for some after she got more used to modern technology. Even the priciest lessons shouldn’t be a problem for us now. 
 
    We’d become so engrossed in our exciting research and creation of additional arcanas that we didn’t even notice how late it got until Levia let out a delicate yawn. I curiously checked my phone at that moment and found out that it was already early at night. We’d spent half a day if not more over those arcanas and hadn’t even noticed our hunger. 
 
    Even more curious about one more thing, I walked out of the workshop, stepping back into the kitchen complex. Looking around, I found Aisha sitting in front of the PC with a few empty boxes of sushi lying on the ground next to the desk. We came closer with Levia and she didn’t even notice our presence until a few minutes after we peered over her shoulder. 
 
    I was wondering why she hadn’t come to fetch us even once but it turned out that she’d been playing this entire time, most likely wanting to entertain herself while waiting for us to come out of the workshop. The simple browser game had captured her so hard she’d lost track of time too, just like us. I could understand that well. Matching those rows and columns of colorful jewels into threes or more was hella addicting. 
 
    Since she’d clearly already eaten—quite a lot judging by the boxes—we picked up something for ourselves with Levia and moved to the dining table in the kitchen to fill our bellies. Aisha joined us and we chatted about what had taken us so long. She kept smirking my way during the entire meal so I berated her for wasting time in gaming heaven instead of checking on us. 
 
    Naturally, everything was for laughs and I wasn’t really angry or mad at her. We were all at fault there, honestly. None of us had any energy left to tackle the Dungeon so we agreed to reschedule the expedition for tomorrow. I returned with Levia to her den and the two of us finished brewing the concoction before it was time to get to bed. 
 
    In the morning, we shared breakfast and Aisha came with us to Levia’s workshop, really curious to see what had absorbed us so much. She watched the creation of arcanas for about half an hour before getting slightly bored and starting to look around the chamber kind of pointlessly. 
 
    We had created a decent supply already so it was a good time to move on. Before we stepped into the Dungeon, I recalled my earlier thoughts about how eye-catching our door was from the other side and Levia offered to quickly prepare a solution for that. We all returned to her lab and began to work on it together. 
 
    Our handy Witch tasked me with purchasing a few things from the D-Market while Aisha had to bring her a bunch of ingredients from our storage. Taking the shopping list from her, I carefully bought the necessary materials and we met back in the workshop again. Levia clearly knew what she was doing better than us so we just observed her craft with Aisha. 
 
    Ten minutes later, she was done grinding a few monster parts into dust and mixed them all together in a big cup. Pouring what she called Mirror Sea Water into it, she mixed the solution for a few more minutes. Leaving it to rest, she cut a few nuclei into half and covered the flat sides with some gluey substance resembling black resin. With everything ready, we stepped outside of our home and Levia got to work. 
 
    We observed as she painted a thick line over the doorframe, using the prepared solution. It looked like a few layers were necessary as we had to wait for the mixture to dry up before Levia repeated the action. After the fifth time, she passed the cup to me and attached the nuclei over the created path, creating a single row of stud-like protrusions. 
 
    When she whispered a few quiet words, the air in front of the door shimmered and a wall suddenly appeared in front of our eyes, no different from the gray bricks making up the rest of the corridor. Using her Voodoo Magic, Levia had brought forth a decently detailed illusion to hide our entrance. It remained still as long as no one touched the space of the fake image. 
 
    Neat. 
 
    With that out of the way, we began our hunt and exploration. For the next three days, including the day of our initial departure, we walked all around the labyrinth of hallways in search of any special areas and important points of interest. Since we knew where the Priest’s home was, we decided to move in the opposite direction, hoping to stumble on another Defender’s Personal Domain. We still hadn’t confirmed if there were four of us or three but I had a feeling that this Dungeon was packed. 
 
    We didn’t find anything worthy of attention but at least our cooperation was starting to slowly pick up after we’d summoned Levia. It was becoming more comfortable fighting together, knowing what everyone was capable of. We saw plenty of Levia’s curses and arcanas while she got used to Aisha’s quite barbaric fighting style and me supporting her mostly from behind, save for some rare occasions where I jumped in to have some fun too. 
 
    Then, on the fourth day of our leveling, our brave Pixie scout suddenly popped out of one of the corridors she’d been checking and sped back towards us with a panicked sway. Rose circled us a few times with quite the energy and stopped behind my back. Hiding there, she tried to make herself appear as small as possible. 
 
    “What’s the problem, Rose? A strong enem—” 
 
    “Wait uppppppppppppppppppp! I just want to huuuuuuuuug youuuuuuuuuuuu!” 
 
    A loud, squeaky, feminine voice interrupted me, echoing through the stone corridors in front of us. We immediately took defensive positions and watched an overly excited girl lunge into our hallway, swinging her head around in search of something, which clearly was our rosy friend. 
 
    The woman appeared to be quite young and short, but looks could be deceiving when it came to other races, and her features made that part obvious. She had deep pink skin, quite short bubblegum-colored hair, small pointy ears, and enchanting yellow eyes. A thin tail came out of her very dark shorts, ending with the shape of an arrowhead.  
 
    Most of her legs, arms, and belly were exposed as only the aforementioned shorts covered her body, alongside a small, leather breastplate of the same color. Besides a single dagger by her waist, she had no other visible weapons, but a weird, black aura surrounded her, licking the air in her close vicinity. 
 
    “Oh, hi!” The bubbly girl beamed a heartwarming smile at us. “Looks like I’m running into lots of people today! Have you guys maybe seen a cute little pinkish orb zoom through the air somewhere?” 
 
    Just as she finished her question, another person stepped into the corridor. It didn’t take us long to recognize the first Defender we’d met after receiving this assignment. 
 
    The edgy Assassin was here.

  

 
   
    Chapter 14
A Great Match 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Looks like it didn’t take long for us to run into each other again.” I smiled and waved at the Assassin man. 
 
    “Oh? You know each other already?” The energetic girl spun on her heels, taking a glance at each of us. 
 
    “I guess you can say that. Though, I don’t think we caught each other’s names the last time.” I chuckled as he nodded lightly to my words. 
 
    “No surprises there. Even I didn’t get to learn the old man’s name yet.” She huffed, crossing her arms under her chest. 
 
    “Old man?” The Assassin guy’s brows rose slightly. 
 
    “What else are you if not an old man with that deep voice.” The pink girl put her fists on her sides. “The fact that most of your body is hidden, including half of your face, doesn’t help. I bet you are ugly as hell. But, don’t worry, I don’t discriminate based on appearance.” 
 
    He seemed to sigh at her as she sent him a wink and giggled adorably. Before long, the girl turned her attention to us and comically squinted her eyes. She pointed a finger at everyone, including herself, while silently moving her lips. Finishing, she scrunched her nose and put her hands on her hips once more. 
 
    “So, what’s going on here? I’m fairly sure that this Dungeon should have four people in total, but maybe I’m seeing things because there are five of us here.” She tilted her head. “I also ran into a Priest previously so that would make six. Ah! Don’t tell me you are the Dungeon Masters of this place and came here to kill us!” 
 
    A panicked expression surfaced on her face as she took a few steps back, lowering her posture. The black, mist-like aura intensified around her figure and she warily kept her eyes on the three of us. It was quite apparent that whatever that fog was, it was connected to her ability or weapon. 
 
    “They are Defenders. I confirmed that myself during our first meeting,” the roguish guy said, placing a hand on the short girl’s shoulder. “Though, there definitely were just two of you at that time.” 
 
    “That’s because I have expanded my team since then,” I replied. “I understand your suspicions and anxiety so I guess I have to share a thing or two about me to reassure everyone. I’m a Commander and they are my teammates. You met Aisha previously, a Berserker, and this here is Levia, a Witch. I’m Lucas. We are three, but for the System, we count as one.” 
 
    My drakan mate waved at them while my new lunar elf friend made a curt nod. 
 
    “That certainly explains a lot.” The girl relaxed a little bit, showing a dazzling smile again. “I’m Lulu. My Class is Shadowmancer. I can shape and weaponize shadows, though I can’t control much more than my own aura yet.” 
 
    She twirled the black mist around her forearm and thrust it forward. The ominous fog followed the motion and struck the air ahead of her hand by forming a deadly spike. She giggled and leaned to the back, seating herself on the faint smoke like on a floating throne, crossing her legs over each other and putting her hands behind her head. 
 
    “And I’m Ashmel. I’m a Rogue,” the silver-skinned man said. 
 
    ~The fuck you are.~ Aisha snorted inside our connection. 
 
    ~Is he not?~ Levia asked. 
 
    ~He showed us his Stigma the last time and Lucas identified him as an Assassin. There’s no way he is mistaken. His knowledge about the Classes is vaster than an ocean,~ my mate answered. 
 
    ~Although she is exaggerating, I have to agree with the part about knowing a thing or two about Classes. There’s no way he is a Rogue,~ I chimed in. 
 
    ~Looks like he is hiding something. I wonder if he gave us his real name too. We should be careful around that guy, especially considering the fact that we still aren’t sure who the killer is,~ Aisha suggested. 
 
    ~We’ll discuss it later. While our thoughts travel fast, it will soon be a few seconds since anyone spoke so it might get suspicious too,~ I pointed out. 
 
    Both Aisha and Levia sent me a mental nod and we refocused on the current situation. 
 
    “As for the pink orb you have been chasing, she’s my familiar. I apologize, but she is a shy creature and someone suddenly running to catch her was enough to spook her,” I explained. 
 
    The girl jumped off her mist chair and made a sad expression. “Ohhhhh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. She was just so cute that I really wanted to hug her.” 
 
    “It’s alright as long as you understand. If you promise not to startle her like that, I think she won’t mind coming back,” I replied and Lulu looked up at me with puppy eyes. 
 
    Barely holding in a chuckle, I reassured Rose mentally that we wouldn’t let anyone hurt her and our adorable companion floated up from behind my back, stopping next to my face. 
 
    At that very moment, the girl’s face literally sparkled with excitement as she tippy-tapped in place. She sprinted to us and came to a sudden halt right in front of me, gazing up at Rose with her mouth hanging open, pretty much leaning onto me. 
 
    “Sooooooo cuuuuuuuteeeeee!” she cooed. “Is that a Pixie? Amazing! I’ve never seen a Pixie follow a human before! You are a human, right? You certainly smell like one. Though, many races look similar. Can I lick you?” 
 
    “What?” I laughed softly when met with her lively barrage. 
 
    “She is a lust imp. It’s of no surprise that she remembers the taste of each race she has sucked off. You two are quite a match.” Aisha grinned at me. 
 
    “It’s not lust imp but love imp!” Lulu crossed her arms and pouted, her thin tail smacking the air behind her in irritation. 
 
    “Sure, sure. Whatever you say.” My drakan mate snorted. 
 
    “And not to be rude but humans are… average. Very average. Their desires are supposedly so strong and so powerful that they make it their life goal to chase after us to fulfill them, but they are always so disappointing.” The petite imp girl shook her head. ”How can you consider your desires anything but basic when you tire after a round or two? There are so many, big, strong, burly races that know how to love an imp…” 
 
    Aisha sent me another little grin while poking me with her elbow and I rolled my eyes at her. I had no reason nor intentions to defend my honor as a human, regardless of how much my sly mate tried to incite me. Especially when the person could very well be the enemy we were looking for.  
 
    I didn’t fancy death by snu snu. 
 
    “But, even though you are a human, you certainly smell a little different.” Lulu trotted around me while spinning around. “Having two pretty female companions hints that you are something special.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, special is an understate—mmmhhhwwwm!” 
 
    Before my mischievous girlfriend could drag me into something troublesome, I managed to seal her mouth with a hand. 
 
    “I was just extremely lucky.” I chuckled wryly. “But, in any way, what are you two doing? I thought you preferred working alone, Ashmel.” 
 
    If he was the culprit, then it wouldn’t be stupid to suspect him of trying to lower Lulu’s guard before finding an opportunity to strike her down. He could have been planning to get rid of her the same way he had dealt with the Priest, injuring her in a place with lots of monsters to make it look like she died in a normal fight. Though, we didn’t know if he was aware that the other guy had survived. They might have not met again yet. 
 
    “I found him spying on some weird thing in a big chamber, trying to be all sneaky and that. Nothing can hide in the shadows before me.” Lulu beamed at me with a proud smile. 
 
    Ashmel pulled his shawl a little higher over his face, clearly hiding his embarrassment of getting caught by such a scrawny-looking girl. “There’s a magical pylon channeling spiritual energy to the west from here. Multiple enemies of a wide threat range are stationed inside. I might be used to doing things on my own, but I’m not an idiot who would get himself into a clearly disadvantageous situation.” 
 
    “So, we teamed up. But, before we jumped in, he insisted on taking a stroll around the area to see if there were no other big surprises in case the monsters inside that chamber made lots of noise and attracted an Elite or something,” Lulu continued. “Since you are here, do you want to join? It’s definitely going to be a cream pie with the five of us!” 
 
    “Cream pie?” I blinked a few times. 
 
    “Lust imps,” Aisha whispered to my right ear with a quiet snicker. 
 
    “It is their equivalent of a piece of cake,” Levia whispered to my left ear with her calm voice. 
 
    I shook my head with a sigh. “Sure. I think that’s a good idea. We haven’t found anything useful for clearing this Dungeon yet. While the timer is quite lax, we can’t get too relaxed.” 
 
    “Yeah. That pylon might be a hint. The assignment talks about removing the source of corruption. I wouldn’t be surprised if those pillars are at least partially responsible for it,” the Assassin guy said. 
 
    “What are we waiting for, then? It’s time to smash!” The bubbly Shadowmancer cheered, causing me and Aisha to chuckle. 
 
    “Lead the way.” I smiled at her and we started following the duo. 
 
    The stone corridors didn’t change much towards the area they guided us to. It didn’t look like the pylons would be located in a different segment of this small necropolis. Or it was just that the entire underground complex had the same, identical style no matter the direction or purpose of the facility constructed there. 
 
    But, who knew what these ruins could be hiding? 
 
    As expected, we ran into a few small fries on our way to the chamber with the unusual pillar. My party remained in the back while Ashmel and Lulu dealt with the enemies we encountered. It was a great opportunity to watch them fight and gain some intel on each of the two. 
 
    No surprises, the Assassin guy mostly kept himself away from the enemy unless it was plainly impossible. He attentively observed all the opponents engaged in the battle with them and looked for the perfect moment to strike them down. Thanks to his nimble movements and high accuracy, he had no issues dodging all the blows the Skeletons made and launching sporadic counterattacks. 
 
    As for the short Shadowmancer girl, she fought exactly the same as she behaved. Lulu’s movements were jittery and quick. She often spun around and made energetic jumps in every direction, including the vertical plane. She boldly faced her opponents, giggling and chuckling to herself as she shaped her aura into various dangerous forms, great for defense and offense. 
 
    Thanks to her efforts, Ashmel was able to find the opportunities he needed to skillfully destroy the nuclei of the more dangerous enemies, leaving the less scary Skeletons either to her or us. He showed his proficiency with that unusual dagger once more, confirming that it hadn’t been just luck the last time he’d taken down the Death Knight for us. 
 
    Soon, we slowed our approach and he signaled us to turn the noise down a little bit. He’d kind of assumed the role of the leader of this temporary team-up. Since they knew the most about the situation, I didn’t have any issues with that. I could focus on paying more attention to him and the girl. 
 
    ~Try to keep your arcanas a secret for as long as possible,~ I instructed Levia before we reached our destination. ~If they know anything about Witches, it will make a good element of surprise in case of an emergency.~ 
 
    ~I shall keep that in mind,~ she replied with a slight mental nod. 
 
    ~If the need arises, though, don’t hesitate to use them. Your and our safety takes priority. It’s good to have an additional card up our sleeve but it will be pointless to keep it hidden until we are out of the game,~ I added. 
 
    ~Very well. I will do my best not to reveal too much. This party looks strong enough for me to remain in a more supportive position. If one of you is able to protect me, I should have no problem still using most of my magic without bringing out the cards,~ Levia replied. 
 
    ~I won’t let anything get anywhere near you so don’t worry and just do your thing.~ I smiled at her softly as we locked gazes for a brief moment. 
 
    “Alright. We are here,” Ashmel whispered as an empty arch entered our sight. “Take a look inside. Maybe you’ll have any idea about this thing.” 
 
    I nodded and gestured for Levia to follow me since she was the most knowledgeable person out of the three of us when it came to magic. Ashmel and Lulu made some space for us to pass them without making too much noise and I leaned past the edge of the archway. 
 
    What greeted me was a spacious, hexagonal chamber with a high ceiling in the shape of a dome. A depiction of some kind of event was carved into each wall, taking up the entire available space. Judging by the crumbling benches and remains of a wooden stage in the very middle, it had been another ceremonial meeting place or something similar. The usual dark braziers and wall-mounted torches illuminated the sides of the chamber with azure light. 
 
    But, there was one more source of a blue glow. 
 
    Right in the very middle, where the stage had clearly been located in the past, stood now a weird magical construct. A long, rough crystal was lodged in between four metal elements holding it vertically in place. It pulsed at a regular pace, getting brighter for a brief moment after the wave of spiritual energy passed through the surroundings. It was about thrice as big as a normal person, poking its sharp tip into the territory of the masterfully crafted dome in the ceiling. 
 
    Obviously, it wasn’t alone. 
 
    A lot of Skeletons loitered around the prayer room pretty much in every corner of it. Besides the common, weak grunts, quite a few stronger enemies were mixed in the crowd. I spotted two Death Knights, at least one spellcaster, and a few purplish, ethereal, see-through, floating faces the size of a family table. If I wasn’t mistaken, those were Screamers. Not so dangerous on their own, but certainly irritating when paired with other monsters. 
 
    Seeing enough, I returned behind cover and gave Levia the chance to take a peek at the chamber. We didn't want to squeeze together and risk pushing each other into the open so she’d waited a while for her turn. The collected Witch scanned the insides of the room with great attention and turned to me. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    “I have no doubt that this pillar is upholding some kind of magic in the area. It is impossible to identify exactly what with just this much. Judging by the ominous aura, it definitely is not anything beneficial and pleasant. At least for us,” she replied. 
 
    Aisha glanced at her. “Do you have an idea how to deactivate it?” 
 
    “The simplest solution is to destroy the crystal which serves as the catalyst for the spell. Of course, it is also the riskiest approach since we know nothing about the spell and how the device will react to damage. It might simply shut down, but it might also explode,” Levia explained. 
 
    “Scary.” Lulu shivered. 
 
    “But, if I can get closer, I might be able to find a way to cause enough interference for it to cease operating. Possibly disable it fully. I recognize some patterns on these metal claws holding it in place,” our Witch friend continued. 
 
    “I think that’s our best bet.” I nodded at her and glanced at everyone. “We require information so letting Levia study it rather than destroying it right away sounds like the better choice. Can we handle whatever is in that chamber?” 
 
    “Their numbers aren’t low but we should be fine if they split their attention between all of us. We have two brawlers, three if we count you, but you will be more stationary than the other two. I can move on the sidelines and your friend can focus mostly on her thing while taking action when necessary,” Ashmel replied. 
 
    “It will be fine! I’ve cleared worse rooms on my own!” Lulu grinned at us while puffing out her chest. “As long as the Berserker doesn’t go crazy and starts trying to kill us.” 
 
    “I’ll definitely pick a tasty little snack like you for the first meal so you better be prepared to run.” Aisha snickered and showed a wolfish grin at the imp girl. “But in all seriousness, I’m proficient in my rage and he is more than proficient in holding my leash. Now that I think of it, why haven’t we tried that before?” 
 
    Judging by the look she gave me, I knew exactly what kind of leash she was thinking about, including the situation she would love to use it, and I was certain it came with a collar. The kind that you wouldn’t really show in public. 
 
    Shaking my head at her, I turned to Lulu. “I’ll keep an eye on her. We go with that plan, then, but if things take an unexpected turn or it so happens that this crystal strengthens these monsters somehow, we get rid of it immediately.” 
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement and I glanced over my shoulder. 
 
    “Rose, keep an eye on the hallways around this place. Let us know if anything dangerous starts heading our way. Can you do that for me?” I asked the cute Pixie floating above my shoulder. 
 
    She buzzed around my head with great joy and energy before pecking my cheek with her ticklish, immaterial body and darting away. Lulu cooed at the adorable scene, escorting the fleeting orb of pink with her gaze. Then, we refocused on our objective and prepared to enter the chamber. 
 
    “Wait.” Levia stopped us and crouched down. “We need to take this.” 
 
    She brought a few small vials of seemingly clear liquid out of one of the pouches at her belt. Everyone took one off her hands and I examined it from up close, recognizing one of the concoctions we had made together in the big cauldron. 
 
    “What’s that for?” Aisha asked. 
 
    “Do you see that whitish, radiant mold in the far corner of the room? With so much of it there left unbothered, we should assume that the entire chamber is filled with its toxins. This is one of the disease hazards that the assignment mentioned,” she explained. 
 
    “Great catch.” I showed her a thumbs-up. “What does it do?” 
 
    “Causes a raging erection for at least three days, more if your body is not strong enough to fight it.” 
 
    I choked on my vial, barely avoiding doing a powerful spit-take, certain that I heard at least one more person trying to control their coughing. Their identity wasn’t that hard to figure out. 
 
    “Tsk. It would have been so much better if you didn’t notice it…” Aisha clicked her tongue and muttered under her nose. 
 
    “That mold is one of the ingredients in a popular medicine used to treat erectile dysfunction when properly dried and ground into a powder,” the knowledgeable Witch continued. “As for females, it causes serious swelling of the clitoris and makes the inner vaginal areas overly sensitive. In both cases, it’s to the point that even walking becomes hard, not to mention wearing any clothes or underwear.” 
 
    “We should gather some of it after the room is safe,” the playful drakan suggested with a devilish grin. 
 
    “Why? It is not exactly expensive or tough to come by.” Levia turned to her with a barely noticeable frown. 
 
    “Well… Uhhhh… It might not be, but… Who knows if Lucas won’t come up with something as amazing as the Woodmen’s Bane and we break the bank again? Right?” Aisha raised a brow at the shorter woman and spread her arms to the sides. 
 
    “We’ll discuss this matter after the battle.” I interrupted them, pointing a finger at my tease of a girlfriend. “And you, bottoms up, right in front of me.” 
 
    She smirked and followed the order. I knew her long enough to anticipate her tricks. Though, I was also fairly sure that she wouldn’t get that far. But, better safe than sorry. Especially with that horndog.  
 
    Surprisingly, Lulu downed hers in a flash and even asked if she could have seconds. I’d partially expected her to be as eager to get a little tingly down there as my drakan mate but it looked like she couldn’t be judged by her race. 
 
    After all of us drank Levia’s mixture, we exchanged glances and turned to the empty archway. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15
The Sound of Silence 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Since the probability of us killing all the Screamers fast enough to avoid their ability is extremely low, I shall cast a curse on us that removes our hearing for the duration,” Levia offered. “Please, be extremely careful as it can be disorienting, but it is still much less inconveniencing than the sinister screech that assaults your ears.” 
 
    “We need to target them first. Lulu’s shadows should be able to hurt them without an issue since they are both magic.” I glanced at the pink imp. 
 
    “I’ll do my best! They won’t even know what hit them!” She beamed at me. 
 
    “Great. We will do what we can to keep the aggro on us while you work.” I nodded. 
 
    “Aggro?” Lulu tilted her head. 
 
    “Attention.” I chuckled. “Ready?” 
 
    Everyone made the last check of their equipment and Levia quickly prepared the necessary ingredients to cast her curse. I’d never thought we would be using the negative effects of her magic on us to deal with another negative effect like that. But, she was a smart one and I was increasingly more glad we’d recruited her. Someone to cover for my mistakes and shortcomings was very much welcome. 
 
    Finishing her preparations, she crushed a Kobold’s nucleus and blew the dust and bits into the air between us. A moment later, I heard an effect similar to putting a tightly sealed full helmet on and my hearing was gone. I panicked a little at first, frantically looking around. From what I could see, I wasn’t the only one, and even Levia looked a tad confused by the sudden change. 
 
    This kind of silence didn’t feel easy to bear for a longer period of time so we better took those fuckers down fast before any of us lost our minds. Lulu looked the worst out of everyone and she jumped a few inches into the air when I placed a hand on her shoulder. As our eyes met, I kept taking deep, slow breaths, and she soon mirrored my actions, relaxing a little bit. 
 
    After everyone regained their composure, we shared a joint nod and rushed in. It felt incredibly trippy hearing nothing while you felt your feet step on the stone floor hard and your entire body move. 
 
    Aisha and Lulu led the charge, with me and Levia following after them, and finally, Ashmel closed the formation from behind. The moment we stepped into the chamber, a weird pressure tickled my body. It was slightly uncomfortable and felt like someone pressed a vibrator to the entire surface of my skin. 
 
    It didn’t take long for me to realize that those came from the screech released by the Screamers. The few ephemeral monsters dashed through the entire room with their ugly mugs twisted in the motion of their constant wail. If the noise was as powerful as to make my insides flutter, I didn’t want to experience their songs with my ears unblocked. 
 
    Nevertheless, I shoved that sensation to the back of my mind and focused on the task at hand. My lovely mate had already reached one of the Death Knights and invited it for a dance. They swung their massive weapons at each other, trying to overpower their partner and come victorious in that contest. She led her enemy splendidly, though, and almost every attack that missed her, sent at least one Skeleton Warrior flying in pieces. 
 
    Just as the second Death Knight tried to join the fray, slashing at her from behind, our Assassin friend appeared between them and parried the monster’s sword to the side. Knowing that he had no way of penetrating its armor from that angle, he immediately started running and the big, dark-boned Skeleton turned after him. He succeeded in luring the monster away from Aisha and that was plenty already. 
 
    Smacking a few weak Skeleton Warriors with my mace, I managed to escort Levia close to the weird pylon. The moment we stopped, I felt some kind of static make the air around us all prickly and I hastily waved my left hand as my head snapped toward the source of the rising energy. 
 
    The Skeleton Mage launched a Lightning Bolt straight at us, but my trusty, bonded handaxe acted accordingly to my wishes and cut into its path just in time. The discharged energy ricocheted off the levitating weapon, hitting some poor Skeletons on its way before crashing into a wall. My handaxe was blown away god knew where but it had managed to save me from a serious injury. 
 
    I had to immediately focus on repelling the attacks of other enemies but Levia stepped forward to fill in for me. As I tripped the monster between us and the caster, she ran forward while muttering some magical words under her breath. My handaxe returned from its trip abroad and I divided some of my focus to having it orbit her in case an unexpected blow came her way. 
 
    She reached her target before it finished casting another spell and smacked the Skeleton with her palm, hitting its solar plexus. That didn’t send it flying but she made it take at least a few steps back. I noticed a red web of cracks originating from the point of impact as she began withdrawing. 
 
    ~Mana Disruption. It is not as flashy as Mana Eruption but it is harder to get rid of,~ she explained while running back to me. ~Its current cast is broken and the future ones will take three times as long. If its spellcasting proficiency is low, it might not be able to use the most basic spells, so it will be limited only to the longer and stronger ones. I need you to finish it, though.~ 
 
    ~Perfect. You can focus on your thing. I’ll take care of it,~ I replied while obliterating the skull of another Skeleton. 
 
    When Levia appeared behind my back, I sent my handaxe to annoy the Mage even more while waiting for a good opportunity to deal with it without endangering her. Suddenly, the uncomfortable vibrations lessened just a tad and I glanced up, catching Lulu skewering one of the Screamers with sharp, shadowy spikes, and then plunging into a hole of dense, dark mist in mid-air, disappearing completely. 
 
    A moment later, she popped out of another hole and took a swing at another Screamer, unfortunately missing the nimble ghost. She roamed the battlefield through those shadowy portals, mostly focusing on chasing after the Screamers, but taking a Skeleton or two on her way whenever she could. Thanks to our efforts, she could do her job without much distraction. The sooner we got rid of those debuffing phantoms, the sooner we could fight to the best ability. 
 
    ~Watch your footing!~ Aisha shouted through our connection. 
 
    A second later, powerful tremors shook the chamber and startled our companions. Thanks to the warning, Levia and I were able to keep ourselves stable through the use of Aisha’s Ground Pound, which came with like five times the power thanks to her using a huge hammer. She clearly wasn’t holding back either. 
 
    Taking a peek her way, I understood why she’d decided to use it. The Death Knights had prepared a trap for Lulu in coordination with the Screamer she’d been chasing. My incredible Berserker had noticed the ploy and foiled their plans before they became reality. Ashmel had been thrown off a bit but Lulu avoided the shaking since she’d been in the air. 
 
    Thanks to Aisha’s skill, most of the Skeletons near my position had fallen too and I immediately rushed towards the Mage. Before any of them recollected themselves, I reached my target and smashed my mace into its ribcage, crushing it into pieces. My bonded handaxe flew from behind me and dove into the created opening, slicing into the exposed nucleus, which luckily was hidden right there. 
 
    Sparing it just one more glance to make sure that it was truly dead, I hastily ran back to Levia, who was consumed by her research of the unknown structure. She examined the carved circuits in the metal fangs holding the crystal, clearly working as fast as she could. We had to know at least something about the weird device. 
 
    The pressure lessened again so it was obvious that Lulu had hunted another Screamer. I spotted three of them left, zooming close to the ceiling and sometimes inside the dome like startled chickens. They had to move down often, though, since it looked like their sonic assault weakened with distance, which was quite logical. 
 
    Defending my new Witch companion’s back, I kept an eye on the battlefield. Both Death Knights had judged my fierce lover a big threat and were putting some effort into taking her down. Of course, Aisha wasn’t a pushover, plus she was boosted by a few useful skills of hers and mine that increased her stats and such, so she somehow held her ground. 
 
    But, with both Elites coming after her and the trash mobs still pestering her from everywhere around, she wasn’t able to escape all the attacks unscathed. I had to help her get rid of at least one big guy. Ashmel had a hard time finding a slit in their heavy armor to poke through with all the chaos around. If he stopped to locate the nucleus, the normal Skeletons would gang up on him immediately. 
 
    ~Give one a pat on the back,~ I instructed Aisha. 
 
    ~One second, boss,~ she grunted in reply.  
 
    She’d read my plan perfectly well without me having to elaborate. The benefits of a deepened bond I shared with someone Bonded were quite useful. I loved being able to understand her clearly with just thoughts and intentions and I was sure she found that as fascinating as I did. 
 
    Reaching into one of my pouches, I brought out a fragile flask with a dark green liquid inside, holding it in preparation. While waiting for the right moment, I repelled the Skeleton Warriors with just one hand and the help of my flying handaxe. Its presence was such a cheat on its own. Though, I could use another mace or hammer more right now. 
 
    In the corner of my eye, I watched Aisha duck under Death Knight’s swing and spin around. She hit the bottom part of its massive tower shield, knocking it to the side. Retaining the momentum, she slipped between its legs and arrived behind the monster. Trying to continue on the same path, she swung her hammer at its armor as the flat surface of her weapon gained a silvery coating. 
 
    I regretted not being able to hear the beautiful gong that definitely followed the perfect impact. But, just as planned, a web of white cracks flashed over the Death Knight’s armor for a fraction of a second before disappearing. Impairing Blast had done its job. 
 
    Making sure that I was in no immediate danger, I turned around and chucked the glass ampule I’d been holding in my left hand in Aisha’s direction. Following it with my gaze, I focused my Telekinesis on it and forced it to fly exactly how I wanted it to. The vial made a beautiful arc and arrived right where it needed to be. 
 
    The Death Knight, annoyed at getting smacked in the ass, spun around to return the favor. And that was when it directed its back to me and the acid crashed into its armor exactly where my beloved drakan partner had struck it earlier. Unfortunately, she didn’t get a chance for a follow-up attack and had to sidestep a fierce swing. 
 
    But, our Assassin ally saw the chance and took it. 
 
    Ashmel nimbly appeared behind the same Death Knight and thrust his serpentine dagger into the weakened armor. Eaten by the acid and affected by a single hit of Aisha’s Impairing Blast, it crumpled under his assault, and his arm dove inside the chestplate. Before the monster noticed, he located the core and destroyed it, causing the Death Knight to lifelessly fall apart as its dark bones turned into black mist. 
 
    With just one Death Knight left and a bunch of slow, weak trash, the battle was starting to look decently good. Lulu had taken another Screamer down in the meanwhile and was working on the last two. There was a chance that we would finish things up before she caught them all.  
 
    But, maybe I was just getting a little bit overconfident as the vibrations grew weaker again right as I’d thought that. With just one more, she was almost as good as done. 
 
    I glanced at Levia, who was still focused on the pylon. We had switched spots a few times as she looked for more hints at different parts of the magical device. I could ask her mentally how she was doing but I didn’t want to disrupt her focus yet. Our situation didn’t look bad so there was no need for that. 
 
    Ashmel started clearing up more trash now that he didn’t have an Elite after his ass, leaving the other Death Knight to my reliable mate. Dancing with a new partner, she tried to send a Sunder into the ceiling now and then but the movements of the Screamer were too erratic for her to land a proper hit. At least while under the assault of multiple enemies. And, damaging the already weak ceiling wasn’t the best idea so she stopped after a few attempts. 
 
    ~Ah. I see. So it was like that.~ Levia’s voice resounded in my head. 
 
    ~Did you figure something out?~ I asked, taking a peek at the Witch. 
 
    ~I am sure that this crystal does not affect us negatively. I can not be sure about its exact purpose yet but I do have a lead. I recognized a few circuits that I need to investigate more deeply. I will need to use magic and that might capture the attention of more Skeletons,~ she replied calmly. 
 
    ~Do what you need. I have your back,~ I assured her and prepared myself for a change in difficulty. 
 
    I noticed a faint glimmer of multi-colored light from her direction and a bunch of Skeleton Warriors turned to us almost immediately. Chuckling wryly, I looked around. An entire army began marching down on our position from every direction. I was quite proud of how far I’d come, but I wasn’t yet badass and OP enough to handle this many on my own. 
 
    ~Aisha? I need you to stop playing with your food.~ I reached out to my trusty mate. 
 
    ~Alright. But I expect to be paid double for a rush order. With extra sauce.~ She grinned at me mentally. 
 
    I chuckled and shook my head, knowing well what her favorite sauce was. She currently held a full monopoly on its production center and dispenser, though she was sneakily working on introducing another player into the market, regardless of the owner’s wishes. 
 
    Getting a little bit more aggressive myself, I started actively targeting the enemies holding the more troublesome weapons like spears, shields, longswords, and such. All equipment with shorter reach was easier to deal with, but anything that had a longer swing or stab radius than me was a hazard. 
 
    Aisha didn’t spare her mana and kept invoking Impairing Strike repeatedly, hammering the Death Knight all around. I wasn’t able to split my attention like the last time and toss another vial of acid at it so she had to make do with her own abilities and the help of the Assassin guy. The silvery flashes evoked by her hits made it look like she was using the Death Knight’s armor like an anvil. Only the bright sparks were lacking to complete the image. 
 
    Soon, it became so brittle that each of her strikes chipped off layer after layer as the tough metal crumbled in our eyes. Ashmel had picked up a random mace and started removing the protection from the Death Knight alongside Aisha as they both danced around the monster with it unable to decide on which one to focus on. 
 
    After stripping it down almost completely, they searched for the nucleus, but it was nowhere to be found. The only remaining piece of armor the Death Knight still had on was its helmet so the implications were obvious. 
 
    My crafty companion shattered its kneecaps to bring the monster down to the ground. Before it regained its composure from falling onto its knees, Lulu appeared next to it and multiple shadowy tendrils slithered through its exposed bones, restricting its movements completely.  
 
    She gave Aisha a happy nod and my drakan partner bonked the Death Knight right on the dome so hard that its skull was driven into its ribcage. Ashmel wasted no time and wiggled his dagger into the shattered part of its cranium, nailing down the nucleus. We could have saved one, but he most likely didn’t want to risk the monster regenerating inside the Dungeon.  
 
    The crystal could possibly be feeding them energy to do that or something. I’d noticed some of the Skeletons I’d smacked away recollecting themselves after a few minutes, looking not as hurt as I’d remembered. 
 
    Lulu nodded at them once more and jumped into a shadowy hole, resuming her pursuit of the last Screamer. But, she was taking lots of time with that one and I noticed how much faster and agile it was when compared to the other phantoms. It was the smallest one of them too. Our imp friend was having lots of trouble catching up to it. 
 
    Well, now we had the ability to help her without risking too much. 
 
    ~Aisha!~ I called out to my mighty Berserker. 
 
    Instead of answering, she sent three Sunders my way, knocking away a decent group of Skeleton Warriors from my close vicinity. She immediately turned around and lowered her posture, watching the ceiling. 
 
    The moment she used her Launch, I juggled my mace to my left hand and spun around while extending my right to the side. The bonded handaxe flew into my palm and I hurled it with everything I had, both physical and magical. 
 
    Just as Aisha reached the apex of her leap and began falling, my handaxe arrived right in front of her and she grabbed onto the handle with one hand. I poured as much mana into Armsweaving and Telekinesis as I could to keep it locked in place for just two seconds. No more was needed. 
 
    She swung her body while using it like a gymnastics bar and soared even higher, flying into the space of the intricate dome. The head of her hammer gained a silvery glow and she roared silently, taking her weapon into two hands. 
 
    With our timings perfectly aligned, she smacked the Screamer that had just appeared in front of her after being chased away by Lulu with an overhead swing. The magical nature of Impairing Blast made it possible for the hit to connect and she smashed the phantom from above, sending it hurtling toward the ground. 
 
    Lulu waited for it down there and shaped up a pillow full of sharp spikes to cushion its fall. The Screamer couldn’t correct its path and nailed itself onto them with full force. Right after, it exploded in a puff of purplish mist and faded away. I sensed no more vibrations in the air. 
 
    ~Cancel the curse, please,~ I requested from Levia. 
 
    Our hearing returned momentarily and everyone instantly covered their ears. After so many minutes of complete silence, just the noise of pure existence made it painful to listen to. We had to adapt quickly, though, since we weren’t yet done. The small army of trash mobs still surrounded us and Aisha already began rushing my way to aid me in repelling it from Levia. 
 
    “Well, at least this should be a cream pie now.” She winked at me and snickered while obliterating three Skeletons with one swing. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Please, this is not becoming a thing in our conv—” 
 
    A weird, clickety noise reached my ears as they grew accustomed to the usual ambiance and the sounds the remaining enemies made. Everyone looked around as much as they could while fighting and I saw Rose suddenly bolt into the chamber with a panicked sway. She stopped in front of my face and started frantically bobbing and drawing loops.  
 
    “Ah, shit… That is not good…” I winced. 
 
    “What is?” Lulu asked, glancing up at me. 
 
    “An entire horde of Skeletal Hounds is right behind the corner. We would have definitely heard it earlier if we weren’t deaf,” I replied, clicking my tongue. 
 
    The first bone dog entered our chamber with a slide, trying to regain traction with its slick, skeletal feet. It wasn’t some tiny, cute, chihuahua but a fucking massive, chunky English Mastiff in terms of size. Fighting just one of them would be a drag. 
 
    “Aisha! Juice up! Right now!” I Commanded my brave drakan mate and she roared loudly while entering her Berserk. “Levia! Wrap up! We are running!” 
 
    The ferocious hound leaped over the entire army of Skeletons and headed straight for our group with its giant jaws aiming to tear us into shreds. Aisha stepped forward and smacked it out of the air with a well-timed hit, sending it tumbling to the side. More of them began rushing at us, knocking the Skeletons down in their charge, and she invoked Whirlwind, starting to spin around us to intercept the next opponents and begin clearing up a path. 
 
    “I got it!” Levia suddenly shouted. “Destroy this brace! Then the crystal! Quick!” 
 
    “Do as she says!” I screamed at Aisha, invoking Command once more. 
 
    As she lunged past us, we jumped forward to block the incoming hounds. I grunted in pain as I barely managed to stop the bite of one of them by putting my buckler-clad arm in its jaws. Ashmel tried to use a fallen shield to cover himself but part of it shattered and his shoulder got injured. Lulu handled the horde the best out of us, spreading her shadows wide and creating a vast, decently high wall, but it clearly drained everything from her at a rapid pace. 
 
    A loud clang resounded in the chamber and I took a peek over my shoulder. One of the clamps holding the crystal was bent heavily to the side and Aisha was taking a wide swing at the core. Levia cast some kind of an ice spell and a whitish frost burst out of her extended hand, covering the blue gem’s surface. She must have hidden a card in her palm, covering it with her big sleeve to avoid anyone noticing. 
 
    Aisha slammed her hammer into the crystal and shattered the frozen area into bits. The very moment the broken-off, detached piece hit the floor, all the enemies crumbled onto the ground alongside it. We lost our balance and tripped as the force pushing onto us disappeared completely. 
 
    “The hell?” I muttered while staring at the sea of bones lying in front of us. 
 
    “That device was a relay. It extended the range of the spell that is raising the dead, spreading its influence over this area. I am not sure about the exact distance, but all the undead in this part of the ruins should have returned to their eternal rest,” Levia explained. 
 
    A low growl reverberated through the chamber and we flinched. Everyone’s heads snapped toward the source and we stared at Aisha, who seemed a little bit jittery as she stood behind the short Witch. 
 
    “Lucas?” A wry smile broke through her enraged expression as her hand holding the hammer started rising. 
 
    I hastily got up to my feet and jumped forward, catching her wrist. 
 
    “Chill. The sun’s going down. And you know very well what happens at night.” I tenderly grazed her cheek, imbuing my first word with Command. 
 
    She sighed heavily and a delicate smile warmed up her expression as her Berserk receded.  
 
    “Night is my favorite time of the day.” Aisha leaned forward and pecked my lips. 
 
    I chuckled and kissed her back. She earned it.

  

 
   
    Chapter 16
A Tough Case 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Drawing back from Aisha’s lips, I gave her figure a brief glance over. “You all good?” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Why don’t you check yourself?” 
 
    I chuckled and stepped away. “Looks like you are in perfect condition. Anyone hurt or injured?” 
 
    Everyone checked themselves as I turned around. Personally, I had a few minor cuts and bruises on my arms and shoulders but there was nothing serious that could pose a threat to my health or life. Out of all of us, Ashmel and Lulu had taken the brunt of the skeletal assault and it showed on their bodies and protective gear. The Assassin guy was slightly more roughed up than the small Shadowmancer girl. 
 
    “I barely took part in this fight so I am alright.” Levia made a polite nod my way and I responded with the same. 
 
    “I’ll need to take care of a few bruises but overall I’m more or less unscathed,” Ashmel replied. 
 
    “Same here. I spent most of the time chasing after those annoying ghosts so the other Skeletons barely reached me.” Lulu grinned at us as her thin tail smacked the air like a whip. “But, enough about that! You were amazing!” 
 
    “Who? Me?” I looked around but she was still directing her bright smile at me. 
 
    “Of course! I didn’t expect much from a human but you greatly exceeded my expectations!” She bounced on her feet closer to me, glancing up at my face. “You fought amazingly well against many Skeletons with just your mace and the flying handaxe! And your cooperation with the others was so perfect too! I might actually need to reevaluate my stance on your kind, all thanks to you!” 
 
    The pink imp woman trotted around me while clearly examining me from all angles. Her eyes darted from place to place, detail to detail, as a charming smile never left her pouty lips. She finally stopped in front of me again and rocked on the soles of her feet, joining her hands behind her back. 
 
    “Were Commanders always this great? Are you really one?” Lulu leaned in to peer deeper into my eyes. 
 
    But, she didn’t get to shorten the distance between our faces too much as Aisha grabbed her by the collar and lifted the petite girl up, forcing a surprised squeal out of our love imp friend. My much taller and stronger mate pulled the shorter girl away a bit before letting go of her armor. 
 
    With the ground returning under her feet, Lulu frantically waved her arms around to catch balance before furrowing her brows at the drakan lady.  
 
    “That was rude.” She furrowed her brows. 
 
    “Just as you sucking up to someone right in front of their mate,” Aisha replied. 
 
    “Oh, are you two…?” Lulu looked between the two of us. 
 
    My feisty companion snorted to the side. “Wasn’t that obvious after the earlier part?” 
 
    “Well, that was just a kiss, and maybe it was necessary to stop you from turning all of us into sliced jerky? How would we be able to know that?” Lulu set her palms on her hips. “Besides, I don’t mind. It’s not like I’m looking for something serious.” 
 
    “Unfortunately for you, he does mind, so don’t try to get too close.” Aisha squinted at her, emphasizing her beautiful, crimson, vertical pupils in the process. 
 
    For a moment, it felt like they would continue that unexpected scuffle, but Lulu just giggled and spun around. “Fine. I guess humans are still humans.”  
 
    She set her hands behind her head and acted as if she wasn’t paying attention to me anymore, but I’m pretty sure that everyone was still able to catch her sneaking a peek over her shoulder as her gaze roamed my figure. 
 
    “Returning to our current predicament, what now?” Ashmel asked, bringing our focus back to the issue at hand. 
 
    “You said that this pylon was some kind of a relay, right? There won’t be more of them coming here, yeah?” I glanced at Levia. 
 
    “That is correct.” Our quiet Witch nodded faintly. “Although, I cannot guarantee that no monsters will arrive at this place. There might be individuals or groups that do not require a constant connection to the source of this contamination to function.” 
 
    “So, I guess there are more spots with these around the Dungeon.” I sighed. 
 
    “That is also most likely correct.” She repeated the motion again. “I have no doubt that those devices are what controls the undead on this level. I cannot be sure about the higher or lower floors.” 
 
    “But, no matter what, it’s certain that they are connected to our assignment, no?” Aisha raised a brow at her. 
 
    “I agree,” Ashmel supported her claim. 
 
    “It is very likely as you say.” Levia nodded at them for the third time. 
 
    “Then we need to take them down. It will be much safer to move through those stone corridors without the monsters regenerating or being created by those crystals,” Lulu suggested. 
 
    “I don’t know about you, but this is our first real clue so following this lead might net us some more hints about the actual situation of this Dungeon,” I said, moving my gaze over the two Defenders. “It will be best if we split up and look around in different directions. We can cover more ground that way and make good use of the available time.” 
 
    “How are we going to let each other know about our findings? Should we go back to our entrances together to memorize the location?” Lulu tilted her head at me. 
 
    “Since this chamber and the area around it are now relatively safe, we can use it as our meeting point,” I suggested and saw both my companions nod. “To give ourselves some time, we can agree to gather here in three days or something like that. And let the other guy know about this when we stumble on him.” 
 
    “I can get behind that. It will be easier for me to move around alone,” the Assassin replied, pulling his face mask up a little bit. 
 
    “I would rather hang around you guys more but you aren’t wrong.” The energetic Shadowmancer pouted. “I guess I’ll have to work hard until we meet again. If I manage to find more pylons than everyone else, will I earn the right to examine you?” 
 
    “I’ll consider that.” I chuckled wryly at the suggestive gaze she gave me, watching Lulu pump her fist victoriously. “Now, what about the spoils of war? It’s not like there’s a lot but at least a few nuclei should have survived, including those inside the enemies that arrived late. Plus, there’s the pillar. Is it worth anything, Levia?” 
 
    “It is both already attuned to a certain spell and possibly damaged past the point of repair. I do not think that it has a significant value in its current state but I might be wrong,” the wise Witch answered. 
 
    “I think so too. It didn’t interest me anyway.” Ashmel regarded the destroyed pylon with a brief glance. “I’ll collect some intact nuclei from the lesser monsters for my share. Too bad we haven’t figured out the role of the crystal before the Death Knights died for good.” 
 
    “Same here. Small fries like these are just spare change.” Lulu scrunched her nose while looking around at the remains of the battle. “I call dibs on the first pick from the loot after the final encounter, though. I got a pretty useful trinket the last time.” 
 
    “Every single demand of yours just keeps getting more outrageous.” Aisha crossed her arms over her chest. “I’m afraid that you won’t be able to use your charm, cuteness, and neither your holes to get everyone to spoil you rotten.” 
 
    “You are just jealous that I’m more desirable than some hulking draconic she-man whose tits are nothing but muscle.” Lulu stuck her tongue out at her. “I bet it feels like humping a wall for him when he takes you from behind with that rock-hard ass of yours.” 
 
    “Funny thing coming from someone whose chest is flatter than an anvil of a pedantic dwarven artisan. I bet he wouldn’t be able to suck on your tits even sideways,” Aisha threw back at the petite girl. 
 
    “Alright, alright, I think that’s enough.” I stepped between the two before things heated up even more. “We are still all a little bit juiced up after the recent battle and might say or do what we could regret in the future. Let’s collect our dues and return home to take a well-deserved break.” 
 
    Aisha and Lulu glared at each other for a moment longer and the smaller girl harrumphed before walking away with her head and chest held high. While the latter part wasn’t exactly as small as my fierce lover had pointed out, Lulu was clearly on the thinner side in that region, knowing that more than well, and most likely why she tried to emphasize her bust as much as she could while heading off into the distance. 
 
    I shared a nod with Ashmel and we got to the menial task of collecting nuclei. My party remained in the chamber the longest, picking up every natural core we could, while Lulu stopped caring after just about fifteen minutes, followed by Ashmel, who lasted half an hour. We took about an hour to get everything that was valuable out of the room, including the special white moss that Levia had noticed before the fight and that Aisha had no intention of leaving behind. 
 
    We stared at the broken crystal for a good five minutes before Aisha just hoisted the broken-off piece over her shoulder, saying that no one could know when that thing might come useful, and we headed back home. After we put some distance between us and the chamber with the pylon, Aisha made a few steps ahead of us and turned around to face me. 
 
    “What do you think about her?” she asked. 
 
    “Lulu?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Yeah.” She nodded. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. We just met, and as you said, I already have you, so…” 
 
     “Not like that.” Aisha smirked. “As the potential killer.” 
 
    “Ah.” A wry chuckle escaped my lips. “It’s also hard to say. She gives off very eccentric and friendly vibes but who knows if that isn’t a mask. They always say that men are the most vulnerable with their pants down.” 
 
    “I like that one.” She snickered. “There might be more to her than it meets the eye. She wasn’t examining just your assets when she was prowling around you like a cat in heat.” 
 
    “It looks like you noticed too,” Levia joined in and we both glanced at our witchy friend. “I have to agree that the female imp has been observing you closely the entire time, even when she was fulfilling the task you gave her. The desire to copulate with you might not have been the only reason for her behavior.” 
 
    “She could have been studying you and your gear before figuring out how to take you down with complete certainty,” Aisha suggested. “Knowing that you are a Commander, she should be aware that hurting or killing you first will heavily affect us, your companions. I think jumping on your dick is just an excuse.” 
 
    “So that’s why you were so hostile to her after the fight.” I stroked my chin. 
 
    My beautiful drakan mate shot me a sly grin. “What if I just didn’t like seeing some half-sized slut bouncing around you and treating you like some exotic specimen to have a taste of?” 
 
    I grinned back at her and raised my pace to catch up, bringing my face near hers. “Then I would be very happy to hear that. I wasn’t sure if you could even get jealous of me but now I am certain.” 
 
    Aisha snorted and pecked my lips. “Don’t think too highly of yourself, human.” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to be bolder.” I kept our faces close, peering into her mesmerizing eyes with our lips barely not touching each other. 
 
    After she focused on my eyes too hard and stumbled on some random piece of stone, I chuckled and stepped back. Then, I remembered that we weren’t alone and Levia was still with us. Realizing what kind of a show I’d given her, I began getting a little hot. I was starting to become too familiar with her presence after the few days we’d spent together. 
 
    Thankfully, our new friend remained as calm and collected as she always was and didn’t show any signs of feeling awkward or displeased by my actions. I couldn’t shake off the worry that she was just not showing it openly, though. Levia didn’t exactly belong to the more expressive half of people. 
 
    “Getting back on track, Lulu does fit a few of the circumstances behind the murder attempt. She has a dagger by her waist and can easily move through the shadows. Escaping a room full of normal monsters is nothing for her, just as sneaking up on someone should be too,” I continued. “At the same time, we don’t know if what he said happened the way he described it for real either. Honestly, everyone is suspicious to some extent, or it’s just me looking into it way too deeply.” 
 
    For the rest of our trip back home, we discussed the three Defenders, the Priest’s story, and shared our own insights and opinions. Out of the two assassin-like people, Ashmel seemed to hold himself confidently and hadn’t shown any too weird actions and moves like Lulu had. Plus, he had helped us during our first encounter. 
 
    We just had to think about it a little bit more. 
 
    Soon, Rose brought us back to the camouflaged entrance to my apartment and we slipped inside, of course checking the surroundings first to make sure that nothing jumped at us with a surprise greeting the next time we opened the door. After we threw our loot into the storage and started changing, I took a peek at my phone. 
 
    “Ah, shit. Zeke called. It must have happened mid-fight so we heard no tune and I missed the vibrations,” I said with a sigh. 
 
    “Somehow, the thought of our team of five slaying angry Skeletons to the music set as your ringtone makes it so hilarious.” Aisha laughed softly while shaking her head. 
 
    “Ringtone?” Levia turned her calm face to us. 
 
    “The chime that Lucas’ communication device emits when someone tries to request a conversation with him is called a ringtone,” my quite well-versed in the matters of this realm mate explained. 
 
    As the girls entered a discussion about the phone and music people used for their ringtones, I stepped away and sent Zeke a text apologizing for missing his call and letting him know to get in touch whenever he had a free moment next. Not even a minute passed before my phone rang and I received the incoming call. 
 
    “Yo!” Zeke happily greeted me. 
 
    “Sup. Looks like you have time on your hands. Or just being lazy.” I chuckled at his enthusiastic tone. 
 
    “I’m just done with most shit for the day. I have some news about that little project of ours and decided to drop by but no one answered the door so I shot you a call, which didn’t go through either,” he explained. 
 
    “Sorry. Everyone was out for a moment and I just noticed that I left my phone on mute.” I came up with a quick excuse. 
 
    “No worries man. Are you free now or are you working?” 
 
    “More or less free,” I replied. “Are you really going to haul your ass here again after kissing the doorknob?” 
 
    “I’m in the cafe on the other side of the street. Will be up there in a min.” 
 
    “Gods, you never left? That call was over an hour ago.” I rubbed my eyes. 
 
    He chuckled and I caught the noise of a wooden chair scraping over ceramic tiles. “I don’t have any other plans for the rest of the day and I really wanted to talk about it.” 
 
    “Right, right. Fair warning, we just came back from a cardio break so we are all sweaty and disheveled. Drop by whenever if that doesn’t bother you.” 
 
    “Not an issue. See you in a sec.” 
 
    Zeke hung up and I returned from the kitchen complex back to the open bedroom, finding Aisha and Levia by the PC. The latter had my headphones on while the former was picking a bunch of tunes I had downloaded onto my hard drive and bundled into albums. One of those tracks was currently my ringtone and I had all of them put in my phone’s storage too since those were my favorite pieces I had collected over the years. 
 
    I came closer to let them know about the upcoming meeting and Aisha went to catch a quick shower, leaving Levia alone with my music. The silent Witch was staring at the displayed player with a running music visualizer, faintly bobbing her head with barely noticeable movements.  
 
    Taking a peek at the currently playing track revealed an opening theme from one of the action animes I had watched back in the past, which was about a few thousand people stuck in a fantasy death game where the device used to play it fried their brains when their avatars lost all the health points.  
 
    All the openings in that series were complete bangers. Especially the one from the first season. 
 
    I left Levia in the hands of the awesome OSTs, going to finish changing. Soon, the doorbell rang and she didn’t even notice, still completely consumed by the enthralling sounds coming out of my audiophile-tier headphones. Opening the door, I found Zeke on the other side with a big smile on his face. 
 
    “Good day for a jog, eh? I can’t say that I like moving that much, even though I might not look the part.” He chuckled. 
 
    “You seem to be in high spirits today.” I smiled and let him in. 
 
    “Man, I just couldn’t wait to talk to you!” He spun around while gesturing a lot. “That thing you left me? Dude, I have no idea who makes these but the system that thing runs on is a real piece of something.” 
 
    “Is it giving you trouble?” I gestured at him to follow me to the kitchen and grabbed two glasses from the drier. 
 
    “Nah, the opposite. Well, to some extent. But later about that.” He shook his head with a big grin. “That OS is like all the best parts and features taken from the currently available giants and merged together. The code is true poetry. It takes a moment to understand the message but it just flows.” 
 
    “I take that’s a good thing?” I passed him some orange juice, knowing that we both enjoyed the same brand. 
 
    “The best!” He gulped the entire thing down in one go. “That little watch of yours has an unheard-of number of sensors and features! I have no idea what some of them are for but I just ignored these since that thing is hella protected. If whoever made this thing doesn’t want me to mess with any part of their device, I don’t even have a chance to try.” 
 
    “What about those that you recognize?” I asked, leaning onto the counter with my back. 
 
    “It’s a piece of cake to access them and read or write commands.” He snapped his fingers at me. “And that means we can work out that map idea of yours. I already prepared a makeshift build for the watch, and for the phone, assuming it runs on the same thing. I wanted to run it with you to test if I can do both at the same time.” 
 
    “Damn. That was fast. I know that this isn’t something grand and that it’s most likely an early prototype but I don’t remember anyone crunching an app like that since my days at the university and writing the entire final assignment in a night.” I shook my head. 
 
    “Good times.” Zeke laughed openly. “That’s usually the last time over half of the people try as hard at their apps. The employers rarely pay so much attention to the products we develop for them so the money flows alongside half-assed coding.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I nodded. “Well, we can try your masterpiece out. My friend shouldn’t mind letting us to the PC so that you can properly install the build. I still have all the software and configs from my previous job so you are free to use them.” 
 
    “Perfect. I won’t need to set up a fresh compiler then. Let’s go.” He rubbed his hands together with a wide grin. 
 
    Just as we stepped back into the short hallway in front of the entrance, the door to the bathroom opened and Aisha walked out of it with a few clouds of steam escaping the heated environment. While she, fortunately, had her sports briefs on, only a small towel hung around her neck, barely covering her chest on both sides. Waving at us with a warm smile, she continued towards the bedroom, showing her muscular back and legs to us in their full glory. 
 
    I sighed as Zeke’s eyes practically popped out from getting so wide. She had clearly waited for us to finish before making her entrance. He looked at me with confusion and disbelief but I could only spread my arms and shake my head back at him. Resting a hand on his shoulder, I brought him to the PC while Aisha started dressing herself behind our backs. I saw how much he struggled not to turn around out of respect for her and the rest of us. 
 
    Levia relinquished control of my computer without making a fuss and moved closer to the bed while disrobing herself down to her underwear. She grabbed a towel before heading to the bathroom next. Since we had followed her with our gazes for a bit, we witnessed the entire thing together as the both of us were taken by surprise in the middle of her trip and continued to gape at the slim lady parading through my apartment. 
 
    “Hey,” Zeke leaned closer to my ear and whispered. “Do you maybe want to tell me something?” 
 
    “What?” I whispered back, furrowing my brows at him. 
 
    He looked between me and Aisha further in the room. “Are you gay?” 
 
    I snorted and smacked the back of his head. “Enough with your jokes. Get to work.” 
 
    Zeke chuckled and sat down in my chair, booting up the necessary software. 
 
    His guess wasn’t that outrageous considering the scenes we had witnessed, but I wasn’t the only guy in this room at the moment. I really needed to introduce some discipline into this house before things got out of hand due to Aisha’s teases and Levia’s unintentional participation in them. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17
The Wonders of Modern Technology 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Zeke got to figuring out where things were on my PC with my subtle help. He found the necessary apps in no time and launched them all to properly configure each program to match his needs. Fortunately, it looked like I still had the most crucial ones installed and he had to only download a single new thing. 
 
    Reminiscing about my time in my previous job amongst all the other IT guys like us, I enjoyed the occasional banter as we pointed a thing or two to each other while Zeke was setting things up. It had been my role to oversee everything so standing next to someone like that and offering feedback or just an occasion to chat was now part of me and I did that out of habit. 
 
    But, thanks to that, Zeke clearly had an easier time changing my settings to match his and configuring the additional plugins for the required apps. As he had mentioned, there was no need to set up a fresh compiler as mine still fit the requirements of his little project. Though, I wasn’t sure if I should call it little considering how much code showed on the screen when he finally imported his files. 
 
    “Alright. Let’s get this started. I wasn’t able to run the app on the watch for some reason so I used an emulator at home, but it worked more than just wonky due to their unique operating system. If not for the fact that it seems to take the best parts out of all the other systems, I’m not sure if it would have even opened,” Zeke began. 
 
    “I knew you would figure something out. What do you have here for me, then?” I smiled, leaning more over his shoulder. 
 
    “I’m fairly certain that I wasn’t able to operate it on the watch due to the insane security modules that function even when the entire circuit has no power so I think it might be alright now that you have it back. I have no idea what kind of biometric scanner it has but there’s no way of fooling it. Anyway, the project is installed on the device so just run it up,” he replied. 
 
    Well, if I were to guess, I would place my bet on some kind of mana, essence, or life energy sensor. What else could be safer than a magical artifact with such capabilities? If the dwarves living in this realm had been taught what we humans knew about technology, it would be of no surprise that they could forge even microchip-sized boards. Some of them might be the things Zeke hadn’t been able to identify or connect to. 
 
    Listening to his suggestion, I switched my amazing smartwatch with Aisha’s and took a peek at the moderate screen. Nothing had really changed besides the additional icon in the application folder. 
 
    I chuckled and shook my head. “Did you really have to steal the icon of some weeb gacha game? Was there nothing better than anime chicks?” 
 
    “It’s just a prototype. Not like you will share it publicly. I have plenty of those at hand so I just grabbed a random one from my collection.” Zeke shrugged with a playful smirk. “I had no time to reach out to my usual logo dude yet so I’ll get you something nice later. This is the least important part right now. Get to the main point.” 
 
    With a quiet sigh, I tapped the cute, colorful icon that depicted the head of a pink-haired anime girl making the victory sign with her fingers. I partially expected to see an equally sweet and similarly-themed interface after everything loaded but a pretty bland, normal-looking set of tiles to choose from greeted me. 
 
    Zeke snickered. “Disappointed? Don’t worry, I’ll make it match whenever I get some free time.” 
 
    I smacked him on the back of his head again and focused on the available options. The current version of the app supposedly allowed you to open an image from the storage, and that was what unlocked more things to choose from, besides the obvious sections like settings and such. 
 
    Tapping the aforementioned function, I was brought to the internal storage and noticed that some kind of a picture had already been preloaded into the device’s memory. Picking it, caused the illusory module of the watch to activate, and I suddenly had a flat blueprint of my apartment floating in front of my face, hanging in the air vertically. 
 
    “I knew it had a holographic projector somewhere!” Zeke pumped his fist. “I wasn’t able to access it, though, so I don’t know how much I will be able to work on this function. But, with the viewing mode set to the screen, you will have more control over the map.” 
 
    “Even if it’s just displaying the image like this, that’s more than enough for the holo option. It will be easier to check the details on this instead of the small screen,” I commented. “Let’s check the other mode, then.” 
 
    With just a tap on the screen, I brought the displayed map down onto the circular face of the watch. The shown coverage was incomparably smaller but a bunch of additional, tiny icons floated around the edges of the device. I recognized some of them as the common functions available in most GPS and navigation apps, like centering on the user’s location, zooming in and out, placing down a marker, and such. One of them must be a trigger for the illusory projection. 
 
    Zeke leaned more over my wrist. “You should be able to drag the image around with touch. Doing so will cause a small green arrow to pop up over it, which will be you. Move the map enough for the arrow to match your location and then you can lock it with this button. From that moment, your movements will be tracked and the display will scroll and rotate the image in line with your actions. I haven’t implemented the options to disable those yet but I plan to.” 
 
    “That’s plenty. What happens when I walk past the border of the picture?” I asked. 
 
    “The moment you pick an image from the storage, it loads up on a canvas. In the future, I want to add the ability to draw on it and so on, but right now, you can tap this button to enable the path-marking tool. The arrow will then start drawing a green line as you move. When you go past the uploaded picture, it will continue drawing over a black background. Technically you could go infinitely far, but you are limited by your device's available storage space, since obviously, the bigger the canvas, the more it weighs,” he explained. 
 
    “Great. This is the feature I needed the most. Looks like you listened to my request. I’m really glad you did.” I chuckled. 
 
    “I always follow the client’s wishes.” Zeke grinned at me. 
 
    “Yeah, no. You don’t. The only thing you always get in trouble for is going way over what the client wants since you just can’t stop yourself from making things better.” I shook my head and he snickered quietly. 
 
    “I might have wanted to add the option to turn on a navigational assistant that would guide you back to the starting point with voice commands and other quality-of-life, helpful support.” He glanced away. 
 
    “Because of course, you did.” I rubbed my forehead with a small smile. “Don’t do it, though. You will only waste your time since I’m using my watch on mute almost all the time. The visuals are more than enough.” 
 
    “Sure. I have plenty of other ideas to implement.” He winked at me. “Now, make a round around the place to see if the thing cooperates properly with the motion sensors. Since you plan on using your own files as the maps, I figured that those would be better than the GPS module.” 
 
    “Perfect.” I nodded and dragged the picture around. 
 
    Getting the green arrow to match my position and direction right next to the desk, I took a last look around to make sure that I hadn’t made any mistakes. Coincidentally, that was when Levia left the bathroom after drying her hair with the hair dryer and I watched her parade to the wardrobe in just underwear again, admiring not just her lithe figure and beautiful, blue skin, but also her almost shining white hair. Aisha must have shown her some incredible beauty and health products. 
 
    Those girls would be the bane of me… 
 
    Dragging my attention away from the enchanting Witch, I started walking around the apartment while observing the screen of the watch. The little arrow moved correspondingly to my steps and I soon arrived at the kitchen complex. The direction it was facing matched mine too so rotations were registered properly. I could even watch the arrow spin around live as I turned around my own axis. 
 
    Before returning to Zeke, I tapped the pathing button and moved alongside the walls to cover more distance. After exiting the entrance hallway, I stepped back into the main section and confirmed that the thin line appearing behind the arrow was quite accurate too. Everything seemed to be working fine. 
 
    “Done already?” Zeke asked as I stood by his side while he kept tapping the keyboard at a mind-blowing speed, already changing stuff in the app on the spot. “Don’t you want to test the out-of-bounds drawing?” 
 
    “Nah. I would have to either invade some neighbor or walk the stairs all the way down to get on the street for it to register some distance,” I replied, finding a pretty logical excuse for not opening the portal to the Dungeon with him in my home. 
 
    “I’m moved by how much you trust me.” He faked getting all emotional before returning to coding. “Since I haven’t yet figured out the part that will figure out the scale of your map in regards to your person automatically, you will need to triangulate your position a few times before the arrow will start covering the proper distance. Without that, it will be too fast or too slow. I’m writing the thing that will keep the record of the already covered path and compare the sections together whenever you triangulate your spot. Obviously, that will only work on the image so do this before moving out of bounds.” 
 
    “Yeah. That must be tough to get right. Not all the maps will have the same scale for sure.” I scratched my head. 
 
    “I’ll do something about it. Now, plug the phone in, and let’s see if it will accept the app too. If yes, then I’ll add the function to sync them together next time. If no, then there’s just no point and you will have to update both manually whenever you move out with just one,” Zeke said. 
 
    I did as he requested and watched him transfer the app to the phone’s storage. It installed without an issue and the same anime girl popped up amongst the other icons on the app list. Without delaying things, I booted it up and Zeke clicked his tongue. 
 
    While the app loaded properly, the interface was a bit of a mess, which wasn’t that surprising considering the fact that he had worked on this version of the application without the data from my device, using the most common responsive layout. But, we ignored it for now and focused on the important aspects. 
 
    The phone had the same options as the watch so I imported the plan of my apartment onto the canvas and tested all the functions. It was a challenge to hit some of the dislocated buttons, with a few of them overlapping, but the core parts worked without a hitch. After he fixed the UI, we would be able to use both the phone and the watches to track our progress, with the phone offering a slightly bigger screen, of course. 
 
    “Better than expected,” Zeke commented, stroking his chin. “I say we made good progress. It’s nothing fancy but I found only a bunch of errors and mistakes that need fixing ASAP. It will start looking as it should in no time.” 
 
    “There’s no need to push for beauty right now. It’s alright to get done with the more technical aspects. As you said, I won’t be sharing it as it’s only for my personal use. I can work even with template layouts as long as the functions are top-notch,” I replied. 
 
    “Nah, man. I can’t do that to you.” He placed his hand on my shoulder. “You are paying like a megacorp and also are one of my best friends so no half-assing things here. It will look the part, I promise. After we deal with the code and modules, as you wish.” 
 
    “I’ll be waiting for the final version, then.” I smiled at him. “Will you need my phone to fix the layout and other things?” 
 
    Zeke turned back to the monitor. “No need. I managed to get some info about the device when you plugged it into the PC. This should be enough. I might have actually gotten even more data than from the watch when I did it by myself. Care to plug it in too for a moment?” 
 
    “Sure. The biometrics might unlock things for the scan.” I shrugged and connected the cable. 
 
    He got what he could and we disconnected everything. Saving all the files and settings from today’s short session, Zeke threw them onto his secure pendrive, and tossed it into his pocket. He would never dare to transfer any confidential data online, no matter how well-protected the services were branded. Unless the employer had a say in it, but then it wasn’t his projects and data but the company he worked for. 
 
    “Well, then. I don’t see a reason to overstay, lest I get in a trance and start ignoring you while trying to implement all the functions and ideas that keep swirling in my head. I don’t think you need an unresponsive zombie programmer in your apartment for the rest of the day when you have a company like that.” He chuckled, standing up. 
 
    “These are the sights I get every day so a change once in a while is more than welcome.” I smirked, extending my hand for a shake. 
 
    “Damn. I don’t know if I’m jealous or pitying you. I would never be able to focus on work with those two beauties just existing in the same space as me.” Zeke laughed openly and matched my handshake. 
 
    “Yeah. Everything has its good and bad sides. I manage somehow. Who knows for how long, though? Everyone has their limit, right?” I raised a playful brow at him. 
 
    “You better watch not to break yours. I don’t want to travel to prison to visit the client.” He slugged me on the shoulder. 
 
    I laughed and turned us around. “You don’t need to worry about that. At worst, you would need to travel to the closest ICU as either of them could easily snap me in half whenever needed.” 
 
    “Shit. After seeing that ripped girl, I don’t think you are exaggerating.” He winced jokingly. 
 
    “The other one is a still water too. Don’t even think about underestimating her.” I flicked him on the head and we walked towards the entrance together. 
 
    As we were passing by the kitchen complex, we saw both Aisha and Levia sitting by the table on opposite sides, both dressed casually and decently this time. The former had her usual t-shirt and shorts combo while the latter sat in one of my oversized hoodies and whatever she had under the bottom of it. My drakan mate was resting her chin on her joined palms while watching the silent lunar elf drawing more arcanas with the markers.  
 
    Seeing the complex, artistic symbols from afar, Zeke’s neck craned towards them. “Oh, those are nice. Are you making your own card game or something?” 
 
    I brought him closer to the table as the two women turned to us. “Something like that, I guess.” 
 
    “Neat.” He picked one of the finished arcanas up, examining it from up close. “Personal use? Or are you planning to share it with the world and try to take it by storm?” 
 
    “Personal use,” Levia answered with her usual, calm, and soft tone. 
 
    “I see. You could try crowdfunding it if you don’t mind. No one can predict if it will fail or blow up out of proportion, and since you are doing it just for yourself, you don’t lose anything in either case,” Zeke suggested. “Though, I would go with something a little bit fancier than just basic plastic. Wood has been super popular in board and card games recently. You can make some pretty designs with it. Or you can go all out and use metal, trying to appeal to wealthy nerd collectors. I always loved metal cards. There’s just something to how they feel and look.” 
 
    “That’s… not a bad idea.” I nodded to myself. “We’ll think about it. It’s not that easy since I would hate to throw the production on them and we would rather not hire a third-party manufacturer. Thanks anyway.” 
 
    “Sure. No problem, pal.” He patted me on the shoulder. “Can I have one? It looks so cool.” 
 
    I glanced at Levia with a questioning gaze. She met my eyes for a brief moment, then looked at the card Zeke was holding onto and extended her hand towards us after a few seconds of pondering. 
 
    “Could you hand it over to me for a short while?” she asked gently. 
 
    He returned the arcana to her and we watched as Levia picked up the marker with a matching color and added a few brushes to the completed circuit. Judging the change satisfactory, she held the card out to Zeke and he took it from her. 
 
    “It looks even cooler now. You have such a talent. Damn.” He couldn’t hold back a wide smile from curving his lips. “I’ll see myself out, then. This is an epic gift. Thanks a lot. I wish you success with these if you decide to publish the game.” 
 
    I escorted Zeke back to the front door and let him out into the staircase. We exchanged a few more words and he was on his way. Soon, I was back in the kitchen and leaned on the fridge while crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    “Let’s talk about your behavior later. About the cards first.” I squinted at Aisha, who played innocent. “It’s fine giving it to him, right?” 
 
    “Yes. I have altered the circuit so that it can not be activated anymore. Even if it comes in contact with mana by some lucky accident, it will just absorb and release it without triggering anything else,” Levia replied. 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded at her appreciatively. “Now, as for what he said…” 
 
    “You want to sell them on the D-Market.” Aisha grinned at me with amusement. “I knew it wouldn’t take long before you found something once more. I miss our fun with the salted water.” 
 
    “Well, maybe. It depends on many factors.” I scrunched my nose. “Is it even worth it? There should be plenty of talismans and other paper slips that function similarly. Can anyone use your arcanas, Levia?” 
 
    “I think I can make it so. But, their power will be lower than those that I prepare for myself. And naturally, the amount of mana the user possesses will dictate how strong spells he can use. Spellcasting classes will have it easier while the brawlers might be limited to the lower tier of magic or risk getting spent with just one use,” she explained. 
 
    “So, it can work, but might not be the best.” I rubbed my cheeks. “You mentioned that the base material and the ink are what dictate most of the power limit. What if we used metal? There are some super-light alloys in this realm, which can be as thin as paper.” 
 
    “The power would rise, yes, but it is extremely difficult to make lasting circuits on those. Upgrading the base material, we should upgrade the ink too, but metal does not absorb substances as well as paper.” Levia held a card and a marker in her hands. “Unless we can create these pens that you bought me while using our own ingredients, it will be too easy to damage the patterns by even just swiping a finger over them. I was surprised to see these permanent markers be so resistant to smudging.” 
 
    “Hmmmm… Does the surface of the card need to be flat and intact… Or can we perhaps carve out the patterns and fill them with the magical ink?” I asked, still trying to figure things out. 
 
    “That can work too, but it is even harder to achieve. The smallest mistake would waste the entire card. And we would need extremely expensive tools that are made with diamonds or other sharp gems to make precise cuts in them. In the end, I do not think it would be worth it.” She shook her head. 
 
    “Right. You mentioned that precision is crucial here.” I stepped from one leg to another. “But wait. What if we would be able to assure that the patterns would always end up the way they are supposed to without spending thousands of D-Dollars and are created with barely any input from us? Can you take care of the ink, then?” 
 
    “Naturally.” The calm Witch nodded. “But how?” 
 
    “Wonders of modern technology.” I grinned at her. “Let’s go shopping. I always wanted my personal laser engraver.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 18
A Precise Venture 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Levia looked at me with a tinge of curiosity in her calm, wise eyes as I stood up. As for Aisha, she had an excited grin on her pretty lips, already knowing what was going to happen. As she’d mentioned earlier, she’d enjoyed our previous business project greatly and there was no doubt that she was looking very forward to the new idea I had just come up with. 
 
    I took one of the chairs with me and we all walked to my desk. Setting it down in front of the computer, I glanced to the side, wanting to check where my drakan mate would like to set her own seating. But, she hadn’t brought any chairs with her and only smirked at me slyly. 
 
    Before I could question her, Aisha jumped onto my comfy desk chair and patted her sexy thighs. Rolling my eyes, I sighed softly and resigned myself to my fate, watching Levia already sitting down next to her on the chair I had taken for her. Ignoring the teasing expression of my mischievous mate, I sat down on her lap and turned to the screen as she wrapped her arms around my waist, resting her chin on my shoulder. 
 
    “How are we going to earn thousands this time?” she asked, brushing her fingers over my sides. 
 
    “It’s good to be optimistic but you shouldn’t expect every single thing we try to turn out a near-perfect hit.” I chuckled lightly. “We might not be as lucky to receive a free promo from a well-known member of the community again. Besides, we first have to check if what I have in mind isn’t already super popularized and not worth getting into.” 
 
    “I have complete trust in you and your genius.” She placed a delicate peck on my neck. “Hopefully, we won’t have to boil a few tonnes of water or other liquid this time. It’s only fun in the beginning.” 
 
    I nodded. “I agree. And that’s why I don’t plan on going further than personal use if we can’t automate most if not all the processes associated with the production of the goods that I have in mind. We are quite busy with our current Dungeon and don’t really have a lot of time to spare.” 
 
    “The killer is still amongst us. It is true that we need to remain wary and careful,” Levia chimed in. “That said, I too am curious about what we are going to do.” 
 
    “Alright. Let me just do a quick search on the D-Shop and D-Market, then,” I replied and focused on the PC. 
 
    First, I headed into the D-Shop since the available goods there weren’t as vast and unending as on the D-Market. Though, the D-Shop definitely couldn’t be called lacking. The choice was incredible, and I was planning on picking a few things from the General Goods section in a moment. It should be possible to get a bunch of things off my list with the use of Earth Dollars. 
 
    The girls observed as I moved through all the categories related to talismans, runic chips, magical bombs and contraptions, spell crystals, and so on. There were plenty of categories with magical trinkets and items that I browsed through. Their prices varied greatly but the general level started much higher than our previous little project, obviously. We were going to deal with a slightly more complex product this time and just the cost of materials was bound to raise the numbers. 
 
    But, as far as I searched, now and then receiving some tips and hints from Levia when it came to consumables used for storing and activating spells, I didn’t find anything exactly like her arcanas, in the form that I had in my mind. Plenty of talismans flooded the D-Shop, though, which wasn’t surprising. 
 
    Then, we moved to the D-Market and tried our luck with a much wider catalog of products. The quality, quantity, and price of the listed items varied way more than in the case of D-Shop, but that didn’t surprise any of us. We found some kind of wooden and metal plates that looked to work in a similar way to Levia’s arcanas, though their price was insane, in simple words. We concluded that the extremely sophisticated and precise manual labor was the main cause, alongside the cost of raw materials, of course. 
 
    So, while our idea wouldn’t be anything revolutionary, there was still a chance that we could utilize our strengths properly and manage to squeeze out a product with a lower price that would still earn us buckets. If the plan was even doable. 
 
    Without further ado, I returned to the D-Shop and switched to the General Goods section, bringing up the products available in my homeworld for the local dollars. It didn’t take long before I navigated right into the branch related to various types and kinds of laser printers and engravers. 
 
    “What are those machines?” Aisha asked, moving her crimson eyes over the displayed items. “They look peculiar. The price range is quite wide too, even though it's in Earth Dollars so it isn’t that much in the end.” 
 
    “They are crucial for production. We’ll need at least one of these for my idea to succeed. Though, I’m not yet sure if we want to get a cheaper, hobbyist model or go full industrial mode and grab a much more advanced but also bigger and more expensive one.” 
 
    “What do they do?” Levia examined the picture of the engraver I’d clicked on. 
 
    “Well, in simple words, they condense energy into a super thin and precise stream and drag it around all over the work area to burn into the surface of the base material. The strength of that beam can be adjusted and allows the operator to decide how deep the burn should reach. The higher-grade ones can even cut through most metals like through butter, but they consume an ungodly amount of power,” I explained as briefly as I could. 
 
    “That is hard to imagine.” She nodded calmly, stroking her chin. 
 
    “You’ll see it with your eyes soon.” I smiled at her. “Right now, we need to decide which one to pick since all the other things have to be compatible with the model we select.” 
 
    “Just get the best one, no? We have enough money for the purchases in this realm,” Aisha suggested. 
 
    “True, but usually, the pricier the laser cutter the bigger it is. Some can be the size of our kitchen.” I gestured to the side. “I’m thinking about where to set up the production. The machine should be able to work on its own after the initial configuration. The smaller one can be placed near the PC, and the bigger one can perhaps be located in Levia’s workshop.” 
 
    “I assume they emit either light, noise, or fumes. If I am not mistaken, then the wiser choice would be not to pick your bedroom,” Levia said. 
 
    “You are right. It might get annoying having to ventilate the apartment all the time. I guess we go with your workshop then if you don’t mind. We can always buy a laptop if the engraver needs to be plugged into something.” I nodded to myself. 
 
    “I do not mind. The main cauldron is already doing everything I have mentioned.” The composed Witch gently shook her head. 
 
    “Great. Let’s shoot for the middle then and pick a mid-grade one. It’s going to be more or less the size of this desk. We’ll have to remove a counter or two from your workshop but it should fit nicely.” I added the product to the cart and moved on. 
 
    “What’s next?” Aisha asked enthusiastically. 
 
    “The base material. Now that I have the specs of our laser engraver, I can pick the correct one. Otherwise, we would risk ordering something that the energy stream isn’t able to cut into. There are also some materials that might react in an unwanted way when treated with certain lasers. It would all just be a waste of money,” I answered. 
 
    “What kind of material does our device work with?” Levia turned her face to me. 
 
    “Many of them, but most importantly, stainless steel. It should be the best pick in terms of price-to-quality ratio. It can be pretty thin when necessary so the arcanas wouldn’t end up too heavy or take too much space. Let’s order a small sheet of one square meter, for now, to test it out,” I replied, throwing one piece into the cart. 
 
    “Anything else?” Aisha chased after the cursor with her gaze as I moved it around. 
 
    “Well, technically, the ink to fill up the patterns but that’s Levia’s expertise.” I glanced at the quiet, blue-skinned lady next to us. 
 
    “I can naturally prepare something but I would like to see the cards first. That would make it much easier to figure out what kind of ingredients I might need. It also depends on the desired spells. So far, the markers you provided me with have been enough, but it might be different for arcanas made of metal.” Levia found my eyes and looked deeply into them. 
 
    “Got it. Let’s set the engraver up and see if we can even start thinking about those steps.” I smiled at her kindly and tapped the button to purchase the items collected in the cart. 
 
    The doorbell rang instantaneously and we stood up to receive the packages. No ugly Skeletons lurked around our front entrance so we could safely transport the goods inside. Seeing the big, rectangular box, Aisha winked at me and put her arms around it. But, even though she pulled the entire thing up, its weight clearly surprised her as her eyes widened ever so slightly. 
 
    Shaking my head with a warm smile, I gave her a helping hand and we brought the box into Levia’s den. Even though I’d said that she didn’t have to do any heavy lifting, the dainty Witch picked up the thin sheet of metal and transported it alongside us, locking the door after everyone was back inside. We placed everything on the stone ground and glanced around. 
 
    Levia pointed us to a spot she didn’t mind getting occupied by the engraver and I shoved two counter blocks into the mystical storage of the Residence Management submenu. After we unpacked the laser machine, I realized that it would need electricity, and there was no socket behind those counters. A quick search through the same menu taught me that I could place one pretty much wherever I wanted and it would be connected to the mainframe by default. 
 
    Thank gods. Pulling additional cables through the walls would be a chore. 
 
    Though, thinking about how hard it would be to receive permission to carve into the walls also made me realize that I had been altering my apartment like crazy without saying a word to the actual owner. Yeah, it was through some wacky magical means pretty much out of this world, but still, this was no longer the apartment I was renting from the guy. And he would most likely never know that it wasn’t due to the whole perception-altering mumbo jumbo working in the air, making him think that this had always been the state of things. 
 
    Wait. Was he going to raise my rent because the living space had literally exploded when compared to the initial size of the apartment? 
 
    Well, no matter what, I had the money to pay for it so it shouldn’t be an issue. To be honest, I started feeling like I was somehow scamming the dude now that I was still paying the same but was turning his crib into a fucking house-sized master suite. 
 
    Anyway, Aisha assisted me in setting up the engraver while Levia curiously watched us work from the side. It truly was the size of my desk, more or less. Though, it technically was higher because of the barrel-like lid which was supposed to close the top and prevent any fumes from being released wherever they wanted. The entire thing had a closed-circuit air circulation system with a small device similar to the AC unit we had on our balcony wall. This time, without fancy magical shit inside but still able to filter out the bad elements. 
 
    When everything was ready, I turned the device on to see if it was booting up properly and went through the initial calibration mentioned in the user manual. The girls jumped a few times as it released various different sounds and noises which spooked them a little, making me chuckle at their reactions. After it finished, I grabbed the thin sheet of stainless steel. 
 
    “Ah, shit. We need one more thing.” I scrunched my face. 
 
    “What is it?” Aisha raised a brow at me. 
 
    “Something to cut this into smaller pieces. Be right back,” I replied and jogged to the PC. 
 
    A moment later, I was back with professional scissors for cutting metal and clipped the sheet in half. Thankfully, since it was only about half a millimeter thin, I didn’t need anything more powerful. And, I was pretty sure that the laser in our engraver could do it too so we shouldn’t need to manually cut the cards out of the sheet after they were done. 
 
    I placed one half on the working surface and operated the touchscreen on the side of the device to engage a demo option. It had a few pre-programmed engravings so I selected the cutest one and entered the specifications of the prepared material. The engraving was a vector and I was allowed to scale it down so it wasn’t made over the entire surface of the sheet. I tried to set the size as close to Levia’s cards from my memory. 
 
    This time warning both my companions about the upcoming noise, I started the program and stepped back, leaving the lid open so that they could witness everything with their own eyes. The machine came with a set of four eye protections so I gave them to the girls, expecting a lot of light. The sight definitely captivated them as neither of the girls blinked even once during the entire duration of engraving, watching how the laser dug deeper and deeper into the metal. Though, it didn’t take it too long to finish its job and the chime of completion played decently soon. 
 
    I stepped closer and made two cuts from the edges of the sheet to separate the engraving from the rest of the material, not really paying attention to the dimensions or the lines being perfectly straight since it was just a test.  
 
    Having the thin rectangle in my hands, I turned around and presented it to the girls. A vertical figure of a cat licking its paw was engraved into the steel, digging about halfway into its surface. Since Levia looked the most interested, I handed the small plate to her. 
 
    “Amazing. The contour is extremely precise, without the tiniest inaccuracy.” She ran the tip of her finger over the shallow niche. “The imprint could be a little bit deeper but it is already very impressive. I think it might be possible to fill even this one with a spiritual conduit.” 
 
    “Neat. How do we make it cut the patterns we want? It seemed so simple and fast. You wouldn’t have to spend hours meticulously drawing the circuits ever again,” Aisha said while peeking over Levia’s shoulder. 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not that easy.” I chuckled softly. “While it technically has a joystick that allows the operator to guide the laser, things like these have to be programmed properly before they can be perfectly executed by the device. Think of it like stamps or seals. You need to prepare the symbol before being able to press it into wax, or ink and then onto paper.” 
 
    “How do we do that? Can you make those?” My fierce mate turned her charming eyes to me. 
 
    “I might be able to after a bit of practice, but that would surely consume a lot of my time. Instead, I think I’ll just hit Zeke up. He knows at least a bunch of people working on renders, vectors, and so on. My plan for this is to have Levia draw the circuits once, as accurately as she can, then scan them with our scanner, send them to a professional, and receive them in the format already prepared for the engraver,” I explained. 
 
    “I am not sure that I follow every step of your plan but I will do my part to the best of my ability.” The calm Witch made a polite skip with her head. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You don’t need to think too deeply about all the technicalities. I’ll take care of that.” I smiled at her warmly. “Instead, I will have to rely on you when it comes to the circuits and the magical ink. We still have to cover that aspect. Do you have any ideas after seeing this slip of metal?” 
 
    “I do, but I will need some time to conduct a few tests on the surface of this material to be certain about its compatibility with the substances I have in mind,” she replied, grazing her palm over the metal engraving. “I should be able to mainly use what you have gathered during your delves if we want to reduce the production costs. The weaker solutions made from lower-grade ingredients might not fuse with this metal properly, but if that guess proves to be correct, I am thinking about using the crystal making the pylons in our current Dungeon. It is already infused with a lot of mana.” 
 
    “There’s no rush so take as much time as you need.” I reached to the side and turned off the engraver since we most likely wouldn’t be using it anymore today. “Before you get into it, I would like you to pick the finished arcanas that you are satisfied with and bring them to my desk so that I can scan them. I’ll talk to Zeke in the meanwhile and see if he shares some of his contacts.” 
 
    “I shall do so right now.” Levia returned the metal slip to me and trotted to one of the drawers, starting to browse through it. 
 
    Leaving her to it, I walked back to the main section of the apartment with Aisha following after me. Sitting in front of the PC, I typed a brief explanation of our current situation and sent it on its way to Zeke. No surprise, he read it immediately and agreed to cooperate. Under the condition that we made a few cards for him too. 
 
    I shared with him the details and specifications of our laser engraver alongside all the manuals and documents I had so that he could forward them to his contacts. Levia brought the arcanas I’d asked for a moment later and Aisha decided to help me scan them while Rose floated around us curiously the way she usually did. We’d grown so used to her by now that it was hard to imagine this place without our adorable pink orb of pure enthusiasm. 
 
    With all the cards scanned and uploaded to a shared folder on the web, we went to the kitchen to make something hot to drink for ourselves. The two of us settled with some tasty tea while preparing a cup of coffee for our hardworking elf friend. Bringing sugar with us, we returned to Levia’s workshop and joined her in the fascinating experiments over the sheet of stainless steel. 
 
    For about two hours, we assisted our Witch by bringing her the ingredients she wanted from the storage, mixing them together in various combinations and doses, preparing some ominous-looking substances, and finally applying the results to the demo engraving we had made earlier. It was both fun and interesting watching the reactions and hearing Levia comment on every small detail like the way the liquid spread over the smooth surface, which direction the energy swirled inside a droplet, how much fumes it released, and much more. 
 
    But, at one point, I left her with Aisha and wandered off to the side, thinking about the next steps. We almost had everything else covered so it would be more efficient for me to deal with the remaining elements, like figuring out an easy way to apply the solutions the girls were preparing onto the engraved arcanas. 
 
    I thought about ordering a bunch of painting brushes, the small, thin ones for the best accuracy, but that was still a lot of manual work. It would be better if we could apply the ink over the entire surface at once. Perhaps I could order some kind of a dispenser that would pour a calculated amount of ink onto the engraving. But, while that sounded nice on paper, someone would have to calculate that amount for every single circuit, which would add so much work and effort into the process. 
 
    Remembering the bigger, rolling cousins of the artistic brushes often used to paint walls during renovations, I got a different idea. We could just cover the entire card with the ink and wipe off the unwanted bits with a cloth or something else. 
 
    Then, I realized that there was a different way and I could potentially make it work with our newly acquired laser engraver. I verified that it could operate on plastic too and jogged to my desk. Taking a pencil into my hand, I sketched down the design I had in mind and scanned it. Adding a bunch of notes and explanations to it, I sent it to Zeke so he could forward it to the person we would end up working with. 
 
    We didn’t need the solution right at this moment so it wasn’t a problem if it came with the other projects for the engraver. I just had to purchase a few additional things that cost literally nothing and could be found in any random store with cleaning products and we were set. Granted, the design worked as intended. 
 
    With that out of the way, I purchased a few heat lamps and brought them to Levia’s workshop. They would come useful for the last step in the whole production process, which was drying the spiritual ink up. We could technically just leave the arcanas be and wait for the liquid to dry naturally by itself but there was no reason not to speed up the process if there was nothing against it. Time was of the essence when it came to supply and demand. 
 
    For the rest of the day, we continued conducting tests until it was time to hit the bed. Levia didn’t even notice how tired she’d gotten after so much intense thinking and fell asleep on top of the comfy sheets while waiting for her turn in the bathroom.  
 
    We chuckled at each other with Aisha after seeing her serene sleeping face and my drakan mate helped the slumbering Witch disrobe before pulling her under the covers on the left side of the bed. Making sure that our friend was all warm and cozy, she turned around and snuggled to me lovingly.  
 
    We again had lots to do right from the morning. And I again was looking very forward to it.

  

 
   
    Chapter 19
Rising Suspicions 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up first out of us all. As usual, the sexy bundle of muscles weighed down on my chest while releasing calm, blissful breaths. The only difference was the presence of thin, comfy material between my skin and the skin of the beautiful drakan lady napping on top of me. As wanton and mischievous as Aisha was, she still respected our new companion’s boundaries and willingly made use of proper underwear while in bed. 
 
    Though, I guess I was starting to miss that casual intimacy a little bit. 
 
    Even so, I still loved just being near this perfect woman. 
 
    But, as I was going to attempt to slide my beautiful mate off my chest somewhere to the left, something blocked the movement of my right arm. Glancing toward it revealed the culprit, and it certainly wasn’t what I’d expected. 
 
    Levia must have crawled closer to us overnight. The mesmerizing, petite lady was currently lying on her left side, resting her head against my shoulder. Her delicate hands were holding my arm with surprising strength. I barely felt her gentle grip, yet it was more than just tough to pry my arm away from the iron grasp of this adorable, little Witch. 
 
    Nevertheless, I was still planning to get out of bed without waking up the sleeping princesses. With some trouble, I managed to slip out of Levia’s hold, causing her smooth forehead to wrinkle a little as she lost her object of support. Aisha was a much easier case. As long as I kept brushing my fingers over the enchanting scales covering her mighty tail, she wouldn’t even notice that I was throwing her off myself. 
 
    I felt like I had figured out one of those cheats on how to temporarily freeze your cat with just this one simple trick. 
 
    But, considering how much she enjoyed lying on top of my chest, I guess she wasn’t that far off from those fluffy felines. 
 
    With both obstructions gone, I strolled to the bathroom to splash some water onto my face and jumped in some simple sweatpants and a t-shirt before heading into the kitchen complex. I prepared their favorite cups and set the kettle on. Aisha would definitely appreciate a fragrant tea while Levia was starting to lose herself in coffee more and more. 
 
    The amount of sugar she put in it was stunning, though. But, I guess her brain needed it after constantly working in overdrive. 
 
    Since they would both certainly complain that I didn’t wake them up for too long while we had so many interesting things to do, I threw our breakfast into the shopping cart and hit the purchase button. The doorbell rang through the apartment and I picked the steaming package up from the stone floor, checking for any visiting skellies. 
 
    Levia was rubbing her eyes while already in a sitting position, sending me hazy glances from just waking up. I smiled at her warmly and set the box down on the kitchen table. The water had already boiled so I poured it into the cup full of coffee, and grabbing both it and the confectioner, I headed to the bed. 
 
    Sitting down on the left edge, I extended both items to Levia, and the slightly sleepy Witch silently transferred about eight spoons of sugar into her morning drink. She then received the cup from me and took a tiny sip, followed by a slightly more confident gulp. 
 
    “Thank you.” She nodded at me gently, handing her coffee mug back to me. 
 
    “You are welcome.” I nodded back and extended a hand to her to help her step off the bed. 
 
    As she trotted to the toilet to take care of her business, I delivered the cup to the dining table and returned to the bed, finding my beautiful drakan mate snuggled to the sheets which she had rolled into a tube and wrapped her legs and arms around it. Chuckling quietly, I sat down on the other side of the bed and gave her alluring ass a few light taps. 
 
    A suppressed purr vibrated through the pillow she’d buried her face in. Since there was no other answer, I gave her tender behind a slightly stronger slap, though still very gentle. A quite pleasant smack traveled through the air, alongside a slightly louder hum. 
 
    Even so, Aisha still didn’t move. 
 
    I could clearly see the tip of her crimson tail wag faintly and I snorted. She was already fully awake, just fucking with me as usual. So, I did the only right thing in that situation and spanked that booty the way it deserved, evoking both a sharp smack and a prolonged moan which was caught by the pillow. It was instantly followed by a snicker and Aisha finally opened one eye, peeking right at me. 
 
    “Get up. I won’t do any more. Lest it turns you on right from the morning.” I smirked at her, brushing my palm over her shapely butt. 
 
    “You see, there’s no time when I’m not turned on. Especially when you are around,” she purred seductively. 
 
    I shook my head with a smile and leaned down to place a kiss on the available part of her temple. Escaping before she could pull me in and trap me between those powerful arms and thighs of hers, I walked to the kitchen and began setting the table for breakfast, unpacking the order. 
 
    Both ladies arrived at the table pretty much at the same time. Aisha nonchalantly dropped herself onto the chair as I helped push Levia’s in for her after the Witch plopped down at her spot. I would have done it for both of them, but it wasn’t like my hasty mate would wait. 
 
    “What’s this?” Aisha asked after taking a glance at the plate in front of her. 
 
    “French toast. I thought you two might enjoy it.” I sat down on my side of the table. “Tradition dictates that I should prepare it myself for my other half but I’m afraid I would fuck it up since I never had done this, so I chose the easy way out with a much better taste.” 
 
    “It is the thought that matters,” Levia said quietly before taking a bite of her meal. 
 
    Aisha grinned at me and I rolled my eyes at her. She knew very well that I was talking about her and still acted as usual. But, she didn’t tease me for long and dug into her portion too, humming in satisfaction. We unhurriedly ate our fill and tidied up after ourselves. Everyone got into their comfy work clothes and we were ready to get things done. 
 
    They headed to Levia’s workshop while I checked in with Zeke and learned that he had already found someone who was interested in working on our artistic projects. As long as the pay was good, of course. 
 
    So, I let him know that money wasn’t really an issue if his guy was good and suggested that he should start with my little sketch first since it was needed the most. I was promised to hear from the person very soon and our brief conversation ended since Zeke had to do at least some work at his job. 
 
    I joined the girls and we resumed our experiments on various materials and ingredients. So far, Levia had found two solutions that could potentially work decently well but they were still far off from perfect. Thus, she was planning on mixing a bunch more stuff and then moving on to the cracked crystal we had retrieved from the Dungeon. 
 
    After about four hours, we covered all the possible combinations with the things available at our disposal. I learned a lot about many species of glowing moss and other plants in our collection during that time. It looked like even Aisha was going to remember a thing or two, judging by how invested she was in the entire thing. 
 
    With just the crystal left to check, Levia announced that we would be taking care of it in a more professional manner. That kind of surprised me since, in my eyes, everything she had done so far was like at a pro level. It felt like we were true scientists from those lab movies. 
 
    But, she proved me wrong real quick. 
 
    We moved to a different section of the workshop and she set up those glass instruments with multiple coiling tubes, vials, flasks, containers, burners, and so on. She fit segments of those alchemical tools together like puzzles, creating a long path of science reaching four distinct blocks. 
 
    Now it felt like we were going to make meth like those guys in a quite popular TV show. We just lacked proper safety suits for it. 
 
    Levia ordered us to take a small, alchemical hammer each and crush the crystal into bits. As we were doing that, she scooped the fragments into a mortar and ground the tiny pieces into even tinier pieces and then into dust. It looked like an arduous task but she was dealing with it like a champ. A few droplets of sweat did surface on her pretty forehead, though. 
 
    With enough powder prepared, she poured it into the first glass container at the starting edge of the entire contraption and lit a small flame underneath it. We watched her stir the crystal dust without anything happening for like ten minutes before it began melting. It was increasing in volume like in those videos where a cup of some substance suddenly produced an entire swimming pool of foam, just on a smaller scale. 
 
    After creating about half a cup of the gluey, translucent goo, she poured it into a different container, this time a conical vial, and corked the top. A single, thin pipe ran out of it and into a small collector. She activated some kind of an amber magical circle underneath the conical vial and the glue started bubbling as if it was boiling. It was obvious that the fumes were being pushed into the coiling tube. 
 
    The spiral ran through multiple vertical formations of various colors too before it finally reached its final destination. It was extremely fascinating watching the gas flow at different speeds while passing through each of the specialized segments. We had no idea what they were doing to it but that didn’t matter as long as Levia wasn’t lost either. 
 
    Unfortunately, I couldn’t continue assisting them as the person Zeke had mentioned sent me a text, explaining that he had prepared a few cards and the sketch I’d shared with him as a quality test on his side. I took a peek at the files on my PC and confirmed that they seemed to look the way they should. I was happy with the sketch too. 
 
    Ordering a block of plastic and uploading the schematics onto a pendrive, I returned to the workshop and put both in the engraver. The girls didn’t even notice me working on it and the laser cut my little project in a flash. Granted, it wasn’t anything super complex. 
 
    What I had sketched was just a two-piece gadget to help with the ink situation. The first part was just an empty container in the form of a rectangular block with a smaller rectangular opening at the top. The second part was a plastic plate with an indent perfectly fitting our stainless steel cards, making it so that placing the arcana in the niche, set its surface exactly even with the holder’s edges. 
 
    After putting the plate on top of the container, it would leave thin trenches all around it. There were a few holes at the bottom part of the upper surface too, both meant to catch the excessive liquid. The edges around that upper surface were slightly raised so that nothing escaped through unintended ways. 
 
    With that, we could just put the card in the niche at the plate, pour the ink all over it, and then use a slightly customized window wiper to remove the unnecessary portion by just dragging it down the arcana’s surface. With some experience, only the ink that fell into the circuits would remain in the exact amount that we needed. 
 
    Since the girls were still busy with the liquid, I decided to test one of the arcana files we had received and create one card with the remaining bits of stainless steel. The program was supposed to cut the shape of the card after finishing engraving the circuits so I positioned the base material on the work area and checked if it was properly recognized. Everything seemed fine after I put the pendrive in so I tapped the start button and closed the lid. 
 
    After a few minutes, the engraving was ready. I waited a little longer for the ventilation to deal with the fumes and raised the lid. The circuits of a Firebolt had been perfectly burned into the card. I picked the thin metal plate up and examined it from up close but I couldn’t really spot any issues with it. Naturally, our expert would be the final judge. 
 
    I returned to the alchemical corner and rejoined the scientist ladies. My draconic mate was attentively following Levia’s small, precise movements. I hadn’t expected to see her so engrossed in something like that. I had no doubts that she wouldn’t notice it even if I grabbed her horns and started dragging her away, subconsciously fighting me back just strong enough to remain in front of the flashing lights. 
 
    Since it felt like they were reaching the conclusion of their experiment, I stood by the end of the entire contraption and watched the liquefied crystal travel through a set of coiling tubes. After it made a bunch of loops, Levia pulled a tiny crank somewhere in the middle and the substance flowed into a glass measuring cup. That also seemed to be the moment when Aisha returned to the world of the conscious and I smirked at her as she noticed my presence. 
 
    “And? How is it?” I asked the two ladies with a curiously raised brow. 
 
    Levia stirred the mesmerizing crystal juice and nodded to herself. “I do not think we ran into any serious issues along the way. This should work well for a spiritual ink. But, because it was my first time working with this exact ingredient, I could not prevent about thirty percent of the base material from being wasted in the production process. I apologize.” 
 
    “It’s alright. I’m sure you will quickly figure out the proper way to handle it. We can bring more of the crystal too, so feel free to experiment with it as much as you need,” I replied. 
 
    “Granted, the pylons others might have destroyed until now haven’t disappeared or something.” Aisha scrunched her nose. “What about you?” 
 
    I raised the empty arcana between us. “I think the mass production is secured, alongside the person preparing the patterns. Will this suffice?” 
 
    Extending my hand to Levia, I passed the thin metal card to the calm Witch and she examined it from up close. She brushed her fingers over the symbols and arrays engraved into its surface, nodding to herself approvingly. Levia inhaled sharply at one point and we noticed a tiny bit of blood gathering on the tip of her pointer finger. 
 
    “Ah. So sorry about that,” I apologized, taking the card back. “Looks like the edges are a bit too sharp for someone with more delicate skin due to how thin this metal sheet is. I’ll deal with that somehow.” 
 
    “It is not that big of a deal. I shall apply some ointment on my finger that will not take long to close up the minuscule cut.” She trotted to one of the hanging cupboards, did as she said, and returned to us. “As for the arcana, the patterns do not seem to have any issues and are engraved perfectly into the metal. This quality is more than just satisfactory. Depending on the ink, the final effect should be worthy of our effort.” 
 
    “Nice. Let’s try it out, shall we?” Aisha grinned at us. 
 
    I brought them to the counter on the side and presented my little gadget meant to make the process of applying the ink much faster and easier. The girls listened to my explanation and observed the tutorial for the proper use of it. After we were done with that part, I checked if the two pieces of our ink catcher fit together without any problems and put the engraved arcana on the plate, which then went into the niche in the middle. 
 
    The card evened out with the catcher’s surface and Levia carefully poured one of the other solutions onto it from above. The slightly slimy liquid of a brown color spilled over the entire arcana and began dripping down into the container through the thin trenches around the indent. I picked up the customized window wiper and slowly dragged the rubber part over the gadget. Just as planned, the excess was pushed into the gaps, leaving just enough liquid over the formation on the card. 
 
    I repeated the motion a few times just to be sure and picked up the plate. Then, picking up the card was easy and I just slid it out of the holder, being careful enough not to fuck up the filled circuits. Holding the card over the edges, I walked up to the heat lamps and turned one of them on, placing the arcana under its warm, orange light. 
 
    As the ink was drying off, we tidied up the workshop a little bit. I transferred the excess from the painting gadget back into the glass vial it had originated from while the girls cleaned up the alchemical contraption. In about half an hour, we gathered by the lamps again and Levia took the arcana into her hands. 
 
    “What’s the verdict?” Aisha asked, peering at it over her shoulder. 
 
    “It looks solid. I can feel the circuits working properly after probing them with mana. There should be no issues with this arrangement. The ink has integrated with the patterns without a single issue,” Levia replied with the tiniest, faintest hint of a smile at the corners of her pouty lips. 
 
    “That’s great to hear. I guess now we have to test it out in the fiel—” 
 
    We all jumped a little as unexpected, loud thudding interrupted me mid-sentence. 
 
    “Help! Lucas! Guys! Are you there?!” A muffled voice reached our ears from outside of the workshop. 
 
    “Is that Lulu?” Aisha frowned. “How the hell did she figure out where we live?” 
 
    “I am more concerned by the fact that she bypassed the illusion this easily. It is not a perfect cast, but unless one knows what to look for, it should be almost impossible to distinguish the door perfectly disguised as part of the wall,” Levia added. 
 
    I rubbed my chin while the thudding continued. “I think it would be more than just stupid to try and attack us right at our doorstep so let’s go and see what this is about. Don’t lower your guards, though.” 
 
    The girls nodded and we jogged out of the workshop, grabbing our respective weapons just in case. Aisha moved to the door first and opened it just a little, holding her feet behind it to prevent the knocker from pushing it inside and throwing her onto the floor. 
 
    “Oh, thank gods! I thought you weren’t home!” Lulu sighed in heavy relief after seeing us through the gap. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Aisha asked with a frown. 
 
    The petite imp looked very distressed. The fresh streaks on Lulu’s pink face were clear evidence that she had been crying just recently. Some tears still gathered in the corners of her eyes. She was breathing roughly as if she’d run a marathon and her head was constantly turning around to glance behind her. 
 
    “The Rogue guy is dead!” she announced. 
 
    “What? Ashmel? How?” I stepped more into the sight. 
 
    “I don’t know! I was just scouting around in search of another pylon and I saw him on the ground! I thought he was knocked out or something but he didn’t respond no matter what I did and there was lots of blood!” Lulu explained in a panicked voice. 
 
    “Well, it’s not anything new in this profession. Anyone can get done by monsters at any time.” Aisha shrugged. 
 
    “It wasn’t monsters! Definitely not!” Lulu shook her head. 
 
    “How can you be sure about that?” I asked. 
 
    “There was enough blood for it to come from two people who might have been fighting! And I found a dagger in his body! It was too clean and well-maintained to belong to this Dungeon! Someone clearly stabbed him!” She gestured a lot while speaking about what she’d seen. 
 
    “And the first thing you did after realizing that was running straight to one of the two possible places where the killer might be living?” Levia wondered out loud from behind me. 
 
    Lulu’s eyes widened greatly the moment she understood what our Witch friend meant and she took an awkward step back. 
 
    “It’s alright. If it was us, we would have long made use of all the chances you have given us to get rid of you. We outnumber you quite a bit,” I said, signaling to Aisha to open the door fully. “Do you remember where he is? Can you lead us there? We would like to see the crime scene for ourselves before we wrongly accuse the Priest of doing it while it could still have been the monsters.” 
 
    “Yeah… I can…” she replied warily. 
 
    “Good. Let us suit up quickly and we’ll join you in a moment.” I nodded and we withdrew behind the entrance door. 
 
    The three of us shared a knowing look. 
 
    ~Her story is sloppy. This could be a ruse,~ Aisha commented telepathically. 
 
    ~We can’t cross out that possibility. After failing to eliminate the Priest, she might have picked a different target since he would obviously be on guard from now on. Coming to us after the deed could be a move to make allies with us since we are definitely the worst obstacle in the killer’s way due to our numbers. The perpetrator acting as a victim isn’t that rare.~ I scratched my head. 
 
    ~This is tough. No one said that there can’t be two killers. Maybe she and that guy identified each other and a fight broke out. The two of them match the current image of the murderer that we have after considering both attempts and their peculiarities.~ Aisha stroked her chin. 
 
    ~Let’s check Ashmel’s body and then sum everything up. There are now only two suspects left since we are out of the equation, obviously,~ I suggested. 
 
    ~I agree. Let us depart to avoid raising suspicion from the female imp.~ Levia nodded and we hastily geared up before rejoining Lulu outside of our apartment. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20
Bold Accusations 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We departed right after grouping up in front of our apartment. Lulu led the way, obviously, while we followed closely after her. Aisha jogged first, then Levia, and finally me. That way, our strongest member could watch the front while I kept an eye on the back of the party. Either of us could react in time to protect our Witch friend, who was physically the weakest. 
 
    Additionally, I asked Rose not to show herself and tail us from some distance. In case someone or something followed us, she would be able to spot them and inform us ahead of time. Plus, Lulu being unaware of the cheerful Pixie could give us an edge if a fight broke out or something unexpected happened. 
 
    We moved through the ruined stone hallways at a decent pace. Lulu was clearly in a hurry and her expression remained highly distressed. If she was acting, then she was more than good at it. She did glance over her shoulder at us from time to time, looking nervous and somewhat hesitant. Most likely due to my earlier statement about us being the killers. 
 
    The corridors seemed mostly safe since we were in the vicinity of the destroyed pylon, meaning no undead should technically be roaming around these parts of the Dungeon. Still, we didn’t lower our guards, put up against both Lulu and other possible ambushes. If she was in cahoots with the Priest, there always was a chance that we were being led into a surefire trap. With Ashmel gone, it was only us who could be normal people. 
 
    I hadn’t had time to properly set up the map app on either my phone or smartwatch so I only turned on the function to draw a line on the empty canvas as we moved. It wasn’t much, but it showed how far away we’d gone from our home and in which direction we were heading, more or less. One thing was for sure. We weren’t heading towards the section with the broken crystal. 
 
    After about ten minutes of jogging, we ran into some Skeletons holding various bladed and projectile-based weapons. They weren’t even a challenge for the four of us and we basically rushed through every single monster without slowing down. Lulu would draw the aggro since she was in the front, then Aisha would smack the enemies around with her hammer, and finally, I would hit any targets that their attacks didn’t pulverize into bits. Levia mostly abstained from the fights, saving her mana and arcanas for a much more critical moment. She currently was the ace in our sleeve. 
 
    “It’s close now, just next to the chamber with another crystal pylon,” Lulu announced another ten minutes later. “There weren’t any strong monsters in the area when I was leaving but I don’t know if that changed since then.” 
 
    “Let’s hope that the body is still there,” Aisha commented, definitely trying to fish out some kind of a reaction from the distressed imp. 
 
    It didn’t result in anything noteworthy and Lulu just nodded faintly at her words. A moment later, we stepped into a long and wide hallway with plenty of stone coffins and caskets placed in rectangular niches on the walls. Some of them were opened but most remained sealed. Short pedestals ran through the middle at even intervals, decorated with black metal braziers burning with blue fire at the top. We didn’t spot any enemies in that long chamber. 
 
    Lulu bolted forward and took a sharp turn behind one of those short pillars. As we reached her position, a body was revealed to us. Judging by the armor and clothing, it definitely was Ashmel, the Assassin Defender who’d introduced himself as a Rogue. He lay on his stomach flat on the ground with one arm extended towards the stone structure. Some blood marks ran down the column, most likely made by his fingers as he’d fallen and tried to support himself over it. 
 
    “I found him like this while I was checking the surroundings of the crystal to make sure that there were no other enemies around. I poked him only a little to see if he really was dead. Otherwise, I didn’t do anything. Though, I was worried that he would turn into an undead or something. The crystal responsible for raising them is still over that wall,” Lulu explained in a fidgety manner, pointing behind us with her thumb. 
 
    The three of us shared a glance and Levia moved closer to crouch by his side. Aisha turned towards one end of the hallway while I watched the other one. We let the expert work out the details while securing the perimeter. It was obvious that Levia was the most knowledgeable about things like medicine or such out of the three of us. Maybe Aisha could take a peek at the wound later too to see if she could say anything about it. 
 
    Levia shuffled with the body while our duo kept an eye on the suspicious imp and our surroundings. No monsters came to crash the party but we could tell that there were at least a few skeletal entities somewhere close. The characteristic noise of bones and old weapons echoed through the other corridors connected to this one.  
 
    ~The cause of death of this person is definitely bleeding,~ Levia said to us mentally after a few short minutes. ~There is only one wound in his lower back. Internal organs were damaged and he quickly bled out. According to my judgment, it comes from a dagger. I would go as far as to say that it is the same dagger that injured the Priest.~ 
 
    ~Uh huh. Things are getting interesting.~ Aisha glanced at us over her shoulder. ~Seems like this little bitch is behind everything?~ 
 
    ~Possibly. But, if she is smart and experienced enough to act as a victim this well, I would assume that she is also smart enough to make this look nothing like her doing. She doesn’t exactly hide the dagger attached to her belt. Are you able to confirm that it’s that dagger that made this wound, Levia?~ I asked. 
 
    ~It is hard to say without examining it from up close and that might definitely make the female imp realize that we are indirectly suspecting her. From an external angle, it looks like her dagger could possibly make such a wound,~ Levia replied, still moving her hands all over the body. ~I am surprised that he did not do anything to fight the bleeding. He certainly had the means to with the items he stored in his quite deep inner pockets. I need to collect his blood to examine it thoroughly after we return home.~ 
 
    ~That might raise her suspicion too. I’ll distract her and then you do it,~ I instructed the smart Witch and received a mental confirmation in response. 
 
    Still somewhat keeping an eye on my side of the hallway, I turned around just enough to be able to look comfortably at Lulu, who was watching Levia’s movements deeply. Her eyes jumped everywhere Levia touched or fiddled with. Overall, she still seemed scared about the entire situation. 
 
    “Did you find any strong monsters in this area before you stumbled on the body?” I asked calmly. 
 
    Lulu still jumped a little and turned her head to face me. “There was one big Skeletal Bear roaming these hallways, but that was all. Its bones are partially covered with old armor made of black metal which is already falling apart and full of holes. Because of that, you can hear it coming from way ahead. We should be safe here. As much as we can inside a Dungeon. Why?” 
 
    “Since we are already here, we might as well get rid of this crystal. It won’t accidentally raise Ashmel from the dead that way. Plus, we do have to take them down anyway. The fewer of them around, the easier it is for us,” I replied. 
 
    “You are right. Although we are down by one person, we should still be able to do it. And it’s true that the earlier the better. It’s really unfortunate, though. I’m sure he would have survived if only I found him earlier. He must have been scouting this region too.” Lulu glanced at the body again. 
 
    Levia skillfully hid the glass test tube inside her big sleeve, acting as if she was still poking around the wound to examine it. It didn’t feel like Lulu noticed the movement and we were most likely safe. 
 
    “You couldn’t know so there is no reason to blame yourself for it,” Aisha joined in, drawing Lulu’s attention away from the body again. 
 
    “I still can’t believe that a Priest would be the killer. It’s the last person you would really think of.” Lulu shook her head. “He seemed so friendly and kind when I met him. To think that it was all an act to lower my guard. That must be why he wanted to escort me home so badly, hardly relenting after my constant refusals. I thought he just was into me or something, but this is so much worse.” 
 
    “No longer suspecting us?” Aisha smirked at Lulu over her shoulder. 
 
    Lulu’s eyes widened and she waved her hands at us. “Gods, no, I didn’t!” 
 
    I chuckled lightly. “There’s no need to deny it. We all saw how frightened you were in front of our door.” 
 
    “I’m really sorry. It just dawned on me how stupid that was at that moment. But what you said earlier is true. You could have lured me into some kind of a trap and used your numbers against me at any time.” She smiled wryly, playing with her tail, kneading the tip in her fingers. 
 
    “Right. On another note, how did you even know where we live? We split up by the previous pylon.” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Oh. Ummm… Well… I might have tagged you with my Shadow Magic a little…?” She tried to avoid looking my way but still snuck a few glances at my face. “I wanted to know where everyone lives just in case and I used it like a tracking spell. The moment you stepped into your Personal Domain and sealed the magical entrance, I lost control over those bits of shadow I attached to you or anyone else. I was able to sense where that happened. And as for the illusion in front of your home, my shadows could see through it since the nearby torches cast enough darkness onto the hidden doorway.” 
 
    “And who is the suspicious one here now?” Aisha snickered, causing Lulu to tense more. 
 
    “We all are, I guess.” I shrugged. “How is it going, Levia?” 
 
    “I am pretty much finished.” The petite Witch stood up, fixing her big hat. “It is obvious that someone stabbed this person in the back. There was no hesitation with a wound this clean. He must have been betrayed by another person. According to the results of my examination, the murder happened today, about an hour or two ago. Naturally, there is not much that we can do for the deceased now.” 
 
    “Phony bastard. We’ll have to get him before he gets us. What now?” Aisha asked. 
 
    “I would suggest leaving the body as is. Seeing that it was not moved or stripped of equipment, the culprit might assume that we still have not stumbled on it. That will give us a great advantage,” Levia suggested. 
 
    “I agree. It hurts me to leave him like that since he felt like a great guy, but we can’t be picky in our current predicament. If no monsters get to him, we’ll figure out what to do with the body later. Let’s bring down the pylon now. Are you in?” I turned to Lulu. 
 
    “Yes. We do have to clear this Dungeon at some point and a few days have already passed since it opened. We can’t be slacking or else we will have to rush the final moments, and that’s the worst thing that can happen. I don’t want to ever again end so close to the break timer.” Lulu shuddered, clearly showing that she’d lived through at least one interesting experience. 
 
    Sparing one more glance at our deceased ally, we began heading out of the tomb-filled hallway. Of course, Levia had set his body back into its initial position, just as she’d said to Lulu. It didn’t really matter if the imp girl was the killer but we had to keep appearances no matter what. And, in case she actually wasn’t, then Levia’s suggestion would have been spot on. 
 
    Lulu led us through a few other corridors until we reached the chamber with the pylon. Its arrangement was pretty much the same as the previous one. We now knew how to deal with the crystal so the only issue was to get to it. The room was filled with monsters, which seemed to revolve around more animalistic themes this time. 
 
    We could spot a lot of skeletal dogs, wolves, boars, tigers, and so on. All those undead beasts wandered around the chamber or lay on the cold stone ground at random spots. Besides them, there was the big bear Lulu had mentioned. 
 
    The clearly Elite monster was much taller than Aisha and almost as bulky as the more narrow hallways. Perhaps that was also the fault of its armor, which definitely added some oomph to the ominous grizzly. As for its actions, it was peacefully napping at the feet of the crystal’s raised platform. 
 
    Since Lulu was still somewhat shaken and couldn’t focus perfectly well, we decided to try a strategy revolving around luring the enemies away from the pylon and destroying it while unprotected. If things worked the same as they had with the other one, everything would drop to the ground right after it was disabled. That was honestly our only hope if we didn’t want to go all out on those Skeletons gathered inside. 
 
    Aisha was still the strongest so she received the most important role of deactivating the pylon through sheer force and brutality. She’d hoped to receive a more direct task, involving much more brawling and fighting, but she didn’t voice her dissatisfaction about the subject if it even existed in the first place. The rest of us just had to buy her enough time. 
 
    After discussing the plan amongst ourselves for a short while, we jumped into action. 
 
    Levia began with a wide-range curse that brought the movement speed of all the non-living things inside the chamber down by about one-third. That action alerted the skeletal beasts and I jumped inside alongside Lulu. She started making use of her abilities to jump around through the shadows and slice through her enemies without that much of an issue. 
 
    As for me, I had my trusty mace and a buckler to repel the ferocious assault of various canine and feline species. My bonded handaxe circled me protectively, deflecting a swipe or bite now and then. The sounds of bones being crushed filled the chamber in a flash and the already shattered bits crunched underneath our shoes as we continued dancing over them all. 
 
    The problematic part was the giant bear wearing rusted armor. It did technically help us whenever it charged at one of us and smacked the other, smaller beasts around with enough force to cause their bones to crack. For some reason, it picked me as its main target, even though Lulu definitely scored more connecting attacks against it. 
 
    We didn’t need a lot of time for Aisha to do her job but we really wanted to make a good window of opportunity for her. If the bear wasn’t distracted enough, there was a chance that it would charge at her, and that could end in a bunch of different ways. 
 
    Thankfully, we had Levia with us. 
 
    Trying to act sneaky to cover the use of her arcanas, Levia prepared a card linked with the Heat Metal spell and cast it onto our miniboss. I had to protect the clever Witch for a bit while Lulu held the monster down with her shadows for like a second or less. Finding a good opportunity, Levia touched the bear’s armor and activated the card. 
 
    Slowly but surely, the black armor started changing colors, soon becoming dark red and bright orange. It didn’t take long before it reached its melting point, becoming less solid and more gluey. The more the bear moved and swiped its front pavs at us, the more its protective plating got deformed. 
 
    Just a minute later, Levia pulled out another arcana and cast a cold, winter breeze at the target. Its armor cooled down in an instant, retaining its malformed shape. Easy to imagine, the ferocious bear suddenly found it hard to move around or attack any of us. Its protection was ruined and it even exposed it much more. 
 
    That was enough for Aisha as she jumped straight at the pylon with her Launch, flying into the chamber from past its borders. The monsters gathered around had sensed the upcoming danger and started turning around, watching the drakan lady soar through the air while preparing another technique in mid-air. We made sure that no Skeletons could get any close to the point of impact. 
 
    And, a moment later, the entire place shook as Aisha slammed her wooden hammer down with the use of her Ground Pound, additionally paired with Impairing Blast. The head of her weapon smashed into one of the support arms upholding the crystal, knocking most beasts onto the floor. With another, well-aimed hit, she smashed the brittle metal into pieces. One more blow and the crystal rolled down from its sitting place. Aisha didn’t hold herself back and started hammering the fallen pylon with all she had, soon splitting it in half. 
 
    Exactly as we wanted, every single enemy in the vicinity of this chamber crumbled into pieces with lots of clattering noise. We waited for a few seconds to make sure that they wouldn’t unexpectedly recollect themselves and launch a sudden counterattack but nothing like that happened. 
 
    “This went much better than the previous attempt.” Aisha smiled at us, resting her massive hammer on her shoulder. 
 
    “We knew exactly what to do so it’s only natural.” I smiled back at her and then turned to Lulu. “Are you interested in the loot or would you rather return to your Personal Domain already to rest a bit?” 
 
    “Well…” She played with her hair while somewhat delaying her reply. 
 
    “It’s alright. There isn’t much of it anyway. Just a bunch of nuclei. And you definitely look like you could use some time to relax a tiny bit in a safe environment. You can leave things to us from here and return home. We’ll be in touch regarding the murder suspect.” I stepped closer and gently ruffled through her pinkish hair. 
 
    “I think I should. I’ll see you guys again soon. We need to take care of that other person before he gets us first. Thanks for your help.” Lulu made a small bow, gave the silent battlefield one more glance, and headed out through one of the entrances. 
 
    ~Rose, can you tail her and see where she lives? If you could, let us know if she actually comes back or does something else. Or if she leaves once more,~ I asked our cute Pixie companion. 
 
    The adorable sphere zoomed into the room and circled us a few times before flying after Lulu. Our alarm was now set and we didn’t have to worry about her that much. Not wasting any more time, we harvested all the possible nuclei and picked the fragments of the crystal for Levia. Aisha hoisted the big chunk onto her shoulder and we began the journey back to our place. 
 
    Closing the door to my apartment behind us, we all released a sigh of relief, varying in intensity. 
 
    “I have used the arcana you made with the shiny metal to test how it works,” Levia spoke first, capturing our attention. 
 
    “And? What’s the verdict?” I glanced at her curiously. 
 
    “I found no issues with it. I think it is good enough to be sold on the D-Market. The power and efficiency are amazing. There still is some room for improvement but, in my opinion, we should not give away everything you know.” She showed us the card, which even though it had been used, still looked ready to be activated again. 
 
    “That’s great to hear. We need to send all the designs to Zeke’s friend and start production. We should do it as soon as possible since I have a feeling that we will be spending most of our time in the Dungeon from this point,” I replied. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s for sure. Let’s discuss this entire, confusing murder guessing game while we work. I feel like it’s the girl but maybe the examination of the man’s blood will either support or exclude that possibility. Time isn’t infinite and it would be great to have at least one more person to wrap this assignment up together before the killer gets them,” Aisha said, shedding her armor with my help. 
 
    “I agree. Come on. Let’s sum up all the evidence and testimonies we have gathered. It’s time to crack this case for good.” I gestured at them and they followed me into Levia’s workshop. 
 
    Before we tackled the assignment, we had to tackle down the person ruining our chances for a safe clear. And that was a huge no-no. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 21
The Trail of Crime 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Levia wandered off to her workshop to begin the process of analyzing the blood immediately. It would take a moment to prepare everything and the examination wasn’t instantaneous either. As she disappeared into the other room, Aisha expressed her need for a quick shower and dragged me into the bathroom with her. I didn’t resist this idea too much and we both jumped under the hot stream after shedding all our clothing and gear. 
 
    Thankfully, she didn’t have anything too mischievous on her mind this time and we just casually washed each other’s bodies while enjoying the brief, intimate moment. I could never miss a chance to take care of Aisha’s incredible tail or horns after she’d given me permission to touch them in the past. The faces she made as my fingers brushed over those sharp spikes were just so captivating and alluring. 
 
    Well, in turn, she always insisted on taking care of my horn to pay back the favor and relished in my own reactions to her touch. I guess it was a somewhat fair trade, in the end. A drakan’s horns were even more intimate to them than their nether regions and it certainly showed.  
 
    After learning so much about my draconic mate, I started to wonder if perhaps Levia’s race had a thing like that too. There wasn’t much that could serve a similar purpose or function in their society but maybe her slightly sharper ears counted. But, to be honest, I didn’t think I would get a chance to verify that anytime soon, as much as Aisha seemed to bring us together with her sly tricks. 
 
    In any way, things didn’t escalate anywhere too far during our pleasant shower and we jumped out to dry ourselves up. As usual, Aisha nonchalantly walked out into the open while flashing her bare ass and proud chest for everyone to see and admire. If the apartment block on the other side of the road had any improper peepers with binoculars or even just smartphones with how amazing the zoom was in those in the current century, they had a great show every other day for sure. 
 
    Granted, the magical, sealed space in which we were located actually allowed anyone to peek inside while we weren’t doing anything related to magic and our very special job. The whole perception-altering network might actually work on this too. If so, would they see just a nude, sexy bombshell of a woman drying her hair with a towel while missing all the otherworldly features, or would they just see an empty room? 
 
    I guess we could test that out one day with Zeke’s help maybe. 
 
    Landing a light slap on Aisha’s sweet ass, I gave her a hand with her hair as she switched her attention to her skin. We were done in a flash and hopped into some casual clothes before heading to Levia’s workshop together. We found our blue-skinned friend in front of one of the counters with a row of various appliances set up on top of it, ranging from burners with flames of different colors to test tubes encased in magically created ice. Most if not all of them contained a bit of blood we’d gathered earlier from our fallen comrade. 
 
    “What exactly are you doing?” I asked curiously after Levia noticed our arrival. 
 
    “I am going to test the man’s blood for the presence of possible poisonous substances and toxic elements. It might help us narrow the suspicions down even more if we learn the exact cause of his death. The wound came from a dagger but it did not look like the victim struggled a lot against the culprit. An experienced Defender such as him, specializing in sneak attacks, should be at least somewhat proficient in dealing with receiving such blows too, or at least putting up a fight before the inevitable end,” the Witch explained calmly. 
 
    “Right. Both of the victims received a wound from a dagger. Only one of them survived. You took a look at the Priest’s wound back then. Did you see any traces of poison or anything like that?” Aisha rubbed her chin while wrinkling her nose. 
 
    “There were no signs of such on the outside of the wound.” Levia shook her head. 
 
    “It’s possible that he took care of it with his magic. But, at the same time, he was greatly spent from the fight, at least from what he told us. The culprit might have also decided to reach for poison after his first attempt failed, to make sure that it wouldn’t happen again,” I wondered out loud. 
 
    “In any way, we should recount everything from the very beginning,” Aisha suggested. 
 
    “Right. After we cleared a chamber out of Skeletons, we heard someone’s moans from behind the door to the side. We found the wounded Priest hiding in a storage room,” I began. 
 
    “He said he was stabbed in the gut with a dagger by a person that seemed to merge with the shadows. Those two qualities were a strong lead toward the Assassin guy we met during our first delve when Levia wasn’t part of the team yet. We certainly saw him pretty much disappear from our sight after stepping out of the light cast by the blue torches,” Aisha continued after me. 
 
    “The thrust was very clean and precise, though it managed to miss all the crucial organs in the Priest’s stomach. Thanks to that, the wound was not that difficult to apply pressure onto when compared to what could have been. As I said earlier, I did not notice anything special about it other than the points I just presented,” Levia took a turn to fill our story in too. 
 
    “And then, the next interaction we had with the other Defenders was when we stumbled on Ashmel and Lulu together. That was when we learned that the Priest’s description could technically fit them both since he hadn’t really specified his assailant’s looks. He wanted to escape quickly and rushed into the storage without paying attention to anything else, hoping that the Skeletons in the room were enough to deter the killer,” Aisha said next. 
 
    “That’s extremely unlucky. There’s a huge difference between Lulu and Ashmel when it comes to their general stature, frame, height, and so on. Just one detail would shine a lot of light on the potential suspect. All the vague parts about this entire thing don’t really clear him of suspicion either. Perhaps we should ask him about this whenever we meet again and see what his response is,” I suggested. 
 
    “Every Defender assigned to this Dungeon is stinky. I think Ashmel was the least probable culprit but I might be biased after our experiences with him. He seemed like a decent guy and even showed us his Stigma. But then, he did reveal himself as a different Class.” Aisha sighed. 
 
    “You are unfortunately right. Even the female imp seemed unnaturally interested in Lucas during the time we spent together.” Levia nodded faintly. “It did not feel like the kind of attention one gets for being the subject of someone’s desire.” 
 
    “And then we get to the recent incident.” I rub my forehead. “She ran straight to us to report Ashmel’s death, without us showing her where we live, which revealed that she was spying on us, or on everyone. She seemed not to think even for a second that we could be the murderers, which again doesn’t look that great for her. Then finally, she wanted to leave our presence as soon as possible from that very moment.” 
 
    “We can’t rule out the possibility of her being just a dumb slut with nothing but cocks on her mind.” Aisha snorted. “One of the two is obviously lying. Unless this Dungeon is inhabited by an extremely crafty and sneaky monster that is intentionally disturbing our clear. If that were true, it would have to be a Boss Monster or a Dungeon Master for sure. We would be extremely unlucky for it to be so aggressive on the very first floor since we did see the stairs leading further below.” 
 
    “The pylons. They might be their doing. It wouldn’t be that unexpected for them to protect those structures,” I pointed out. 
 
    “Yet, we destroyed at least two of them as of now and they did not make use of any opportunity we might have created for it while fighting hordes of skeletal monsters,” Levia commented. “If it specializes in sneak attacks from the shadows, there should have been multiple chances to wound one or more of us critically. In battle, such an ailment could turn its tides in a blink.” 
 
    “There’s just way too much chaos around. We might be chasing after fake leads. Let’s try to be smart about it and work with what we have.” I crossed my arms over my chest. “Assuming that either of the two is the culprit, who is going to be the next target?” 
 
    “You,” both Levia and Aisha answered unanimously, sharing a glance afterward. 
 
    “Yeah. I think so too.” I nodded. “If they left us for the last, that would definitely make us extremely wary of them, or even straight up hostile. The killer has to keep that in mind. Our numbers might be a problem for them. Right now, they can work with the assumption that we aren’t sure who to blame for the evil deeds, which makes it the prime time for them to approach us and try their luck before we get more certain.” 
 
    “Our best move would be to continue exploring and see who approaches us first,” Aisha continued. “Lulu is supposedly scared of us right now so going out of her comfort zone to join forces with us could be a sign. The Priest doesn’t have any reasons to fear us, theoretically speaking, so he might plan to do it as soon as possible if he wants to capitalize on that belief. We can use that to investigate him a little more and maybe try to make him slip up and contradict himself.” 
 
    “No matter what we choose to do, it will be dangerous.” I sighed tiredly. “Let’s give it some time first and see what Levia’s research brings to the table. How is it going, by the way?” 
 
    The composed Witch switched her attention to the multiple appliances. She tweaked a few of them, observed a bunch of the test tubes from up close, and returned her gaze to us. 
 
    “It will take a moment longer for everything to finish properly. I plan to examine all the samples one after another to have an easier time coming up with my conclusions,” Levia replied. 
 
    “Alright. If this doesn’t require your constant attention, you can go and refresh yourself a little if you would like,” I said, pointing behind me with my thumb. “We’ll keep an eye on things here and perhaps get in touch with the person preparing the files for our arcanas to finalize the deal and send them more pictures.” 
 
    “If so, then I have some cards ready. Please, give me a moment.” Levia trotted to one of the drawers and brought out two small stacks of cards, handing them to me after returning. “You can scan these with that image reading device. I am satisfied with the patterns I created on them. We can work on more later together.” 
 
    “Great. I’ll do exactly that. The bathroom is yours. Come to us after you are done. And, take your time.” I smiled at the short lady and Levia responded with a gentle nod. 
 
    She slowly left the workshop, leaving us alone in the fragrant chamber with the alchemical appliances quietly sizzling in the background.  
 
    Aisha grinned at me impishly. “You should have suggested giving her a hand with her hair.” 
 
    “Stop it. You are being too pushy. It will make me look like a thirsty horndog that immediately goes after beautiful girls.” I bonked her on the head. 
 
    “So you admit that she is pretty alluring.” The sly smirk didn’t leave her plump lips. 
 
    “Yes, and I don’t have a problem with that. On the other hand, you are the problem here.” I squinted at her. 
 
    “Fine.” Aisha snorted. “You are doing quite well on your own anyway.” 
 
    “What?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Nothing.” She snickered lightly and spun around, smacking my butt with the tip of her tail as she began roaming around the workshop. 
 
    I shook my head and went outside with the cards Levia had handed to me. While Aisha kept an eye on the samples, I sat down in front of my PC and began scanning them just as we’d discussed earlier. While the scanner was doing its job, I reached out to the vector designer via the phone number that he’d attached to the email with the previous files he’d sent to me. 
 
    We talked a little bit about the work and the pay to cover all the little details about it and easily found common ground. He seemed like a cool guy who treated his clients with respect as long as they did the same. It certainly felt like he would be willing to put even more effort into his tasks when met with proper appreciation and understanding for it. Since money wasn’t that much of an issue, I was able to suggest a more than fair commission fee that made us both very happy men. 
 
    While Levia took a relaxing shower, I sent him the scanned arcanas in batches of ten and he started working on them almost immediately. Then, as I decided to take care of all the technicalities necessary for us to put the cards up for sale on the D-Market, I sensed a faint ping in my mind, understanding its meaning pretty much instantly. 
 
    I got up from my desk and walked to the entrance, opening the door. Rose zoomed inside and circled me happily for a little while as I chuckled at her enthusiasm. She then conveyed to me everything she had done since our parting as well as she could. Our sneaky Pixie had managed to find out where Lulu lived and monitored the pink imp for a little bit. It looked like our second suspect hadn’t left her home for the duration of Rose’s observation. 
 
    To show Rose some proper appreciation for her hard work, I played with the energetic Pixie for a little while, showering her in pats and scratches. I’d learned how to decently focus mana in my palm and fingers, making her actually experience a pleasant sensation. She glowed stronger whenever I did so, flashing rapidly, which I assumed was her giggling from being tickled with spiritual energy. 
 
    As we fooled around, Levia came out of the bath, of course, just in her underwear. At least she had enough decency not to walk around naked like Aisha did all the time. Rose bolted to the delicate Witch and hovered around her happily, bringing up a barely noticeable smile onto Levia’s gentle lips. She really was stunning when she showed just a little bit more of her emotions. 
 
    “Would you like some help with your hair?” I asked after noticing that it didn’t look like her hair was completely dry. 
 
    Levia glanced my way and softly shook her head. “Thank you for the offer but I prefer to leave my hair to dry naturally over time after removing the excessive water. If I use towels, it curls way too much and becomes too tangled. I am pretty sure I wiped it off enough not to drip onto the floor so there should be no problems with that.” 
 
    “Ah. I see. If towels aren’t good, would a hair dryer be fine?” I wondered. 
 
    “Hair dryer?” Her brows knitted together lightly. 
 
    “I guess Aisha didn’t exactly show you how to use it since she usually enjoys towels more.” I nodded to myself. “It’s a simple device that blows hot air at your hair to speed up the process. I can show you if you would like. It’s simple enough for you to even use it on your own.” 
 
    “If you offer, I will kindly oblige,” Levia agreed and turned around to walk back into the bathroom. 
 
    “You can make yourself comfortable on the bed. I’ll bring it here since you don’t have to use it only in there.” I passed by her side and patted her shoulder on my way. 
 
    Quickly locating the dryer exactly where it always was, I fished out a fresh, unopened comb from the bottom drawer under the sink. It would certainly come in useful and Levia could use some more personal belongings. Grabbing everything I needed, I got back into the apartment and found the pretty Witch sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed, with my lovely Pixie familiar hovering around her. 
 
    I connected the plug to the socket by the edge of the headboard and crawled to Levia on my knees. 
 
    “This is it. I’ll turn it on first so that you don’t get startled. It does make some noise, depending on how hard you want it to go,” I explained and flipped the switch to the lowest mode. 
 
    Even though I’d warned her, Levia still jumped a little when the device began buzzing and whooshing. I couldn’t stop a small smirk from creeping onto my lips but tried my best to remain collected and respectful. 
 
    “See? It’s like this.” I directed the air outlet at her face and slowly twirled my wrist around to target more than just one point. 
 
    “It truly is warm.” Levia closed her eyes as I kept bathing her in the heated wind. “Such a pleasant sensation.” 
 
    The corners of her mouth rose into a tiny smile again and I admired her relaxed expression for a little while. It was hard to break that peaceful scene but I turned the dryer off to bring the calm Witch back to me. 
 
    “Turn around and I’ll dry your hair for you. I got you a new comb too. Later, you can use both to get it done by yourself. I’ll show you how,” I instructed her. 
 
    Levia listened obediently and turned her back to me. I switched the dryer on again, this time without spooking her. I took my time to gently brush through her hair with my fingers first, directing the flow of warm air at the white strands from a safe distance. Then, after most of the hidden moisture was dealt with, I made use of the comb I’d brought with me. Levia remained still during my careful caresses and I was fairly sure a faint smile decorated her adorable face the entire time. 
 
    At one point, I heard the door closing behind my back and saw Aisha creeping out of the workshop, heading for the toilet, most likely. Noticing me, she sent a thumbs up my way and disappeared into the bathroom. I shook my head and chose to ignore her since I knew she wouldn’t let go of the fact that I’d technically done exactly what she’d suggested earlier, just in a slightly different manner. It was obvious that her version required me to join our silent friend under the shower. 
 
    Soon, we were finished, and I turned the dryer off. “Alright. That should be all. How does it feel? I hope I didn’t ruin your hair.” 
 
    Levia pulled a bigger lock of her dazzling white hair to the front and brushed through it with her fingers. “No, you have not. Thank you for your assistance, Lucas. It feels amazing. My hair is so smooth and fine.” 
 
    “Glad to hear that. Humans in this realm have this old misconception that blow drying your hair is much worse than air drying it, which is what you were doing, but it’s not like that. It actually can be a bit worse to air dry a lot since you let the moisture sit on your head for a long time. But, in the end, both methods are more or less equally good and bad, depending on how you do it,” I replied with a smile. 
 
    “I was unaware of that fact. I appreciate you sharing this information with me. I might start making use of this hair dryer from now on if you do not mind.” She glanced at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Naturally. Come. We will do a dry test for the future.” I snickered. “Get it?” 
 
    And once more, I was blessed with that vague curve of her dainty lips, announcing that she had in fact gotten it. I reached out to assist Levia in stepping off the bed and we went to the bathroom, already freed by the previous visitor. Giving the dryer to her, I positioned Levia in front of a mirror and started the tutorial, sharing my experience of using this very useful tool. In a flash, she mastered it even better than I had and I was certain that she would have no issues further ahead. 
 
    Afterward, we returned both the dryer and the comb to their respective places and walked back into the apartment. Levia dressed up into comfy shorts, a t-shirt, and threw one of my hoodies onto herself, which naturally, was at least partially oversized for her. It was the same one I had lent her some time ago.  
 
    It seemed like she found it very cozy and perhaps her preference for clothing was showing more. If so, I guess I had to get us to shop together a bit soon so she would pick up a few pieces on her own without being influenced by Aisha. I would lie if I said that I didn’t want Levia to keep using these hoodies. She looked great in them. 
 
    In any case, we headed back to the workshop to check the results of Levia’s examination and maybe set everything up for production before we attempted to lure the killer into our grasp. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22
The Hunter and the Prey 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We returned to Levia’s workshop and found Aisha sitting on a small stool in front of the testing appliances. She rested her elbows on the counter and watched the colorful tubes from up close. Her long, thick tail swayed gently from side to side as its tip grazed the floor with quiet swishing. I wasn’t sure if she was bored out of her mind or just so entranced by the alchemical reactions. 
 
    When her ears registered our arrival, her tail stopped abruptly and she raised herself from her position to take a peek at us. 
 
    “Finished with your toiletries?” She grinned mischievously. 
 
    “Yes. My hair is now perfectly dry. Thank you for waiting,” Levia replied matter-of-factly, effectively shutting down any chances for the drakan lady’s mischief. 
 
    Aisha clearly hadn’t expected such a bold statement and was thrown slightly off the course as she stared at the calm Witch approaching the appliances right in front of her. I chuckled quietly and joined them by the counter. 
 
    “So, do these tell you anything?” Aisha asked as Levia began collecting the test tubes. 
 
    “That is exactly what I am going to check right now,” Levia answered and we followed her to a different corner of the workshop. 
 
    She set the tubes down on the side and opened a cupboard under the counter to bring out a few clay plates with complex formations carved on their surface. She placed them next to each other and touched every single one, making the patterns light up in different colors. We spotted orange, blue, green, and purple. 
 
    The two of us observed as the wise Witch hovered each tube over every single plate, examining the substance inside with utmost focus and attention. After the first round, we realized that those plates were supposed to create different environments with various conditions above the arrays. Orange was heat, blue was cold, green was some kind of nature, and purple was some weird energy that caused the contents of the tubes to glow like under ultraviolet light. 
 
    We waited patiently for Levia to finish her work and she turned to us after about fifteen minutes of observing the samples and noting down her observations. 
 
    “First of all, I can rule out the possibility of the use of poison,” she stated calmly. “I tested for various types of harmful substances and did not get even a single reaction out of them.” 
 
    “Wait. Does that mean there was no poison on the weapon that killed the Assassin dude?” Aisha furrowed her brows. 
 
    Levia nodded. “That would be my assumption. There is still a chance that it is something out of the range of my tests, but it is highly unlikely at the current level of the Dungeon that we are clearing. The assigned Defenders would have a hard time financing the purchase or even production of the stronger substances at this point in their career.” 
 
    “Damn. So he died just from the stab?” My fierce mate frowned even harder. 
 
    “I did not say that.” Our blue-skinned friend shook her head. “Even though I did not find any traces of poisonous and toxic elements, there still was something that did in fact give me a reaction.” 
 
    “Sounds like we have a lead. What was it?” I rubbed my chin while curiously watching as Levia picked up one of the test tubes. 
 
    “The tests showed the presence of foreign mana in the deceased man’s blood. In simple words, it means that the weapon was coated with enough of it for the energy to make it into the target’s circulatory system. That usually means the use of magic. Some kind of a spell was cast onto the dagger, which prevented the victim from being able to treat the wound or seek help. It might have been something that can cause paralysis, perhaps,” she explained. 
 
    “Well, that doesn’t bode well for our priestly friend, does it?” Aisha chuckled wryly. “I don’t think the techniques Lulu uses can be categorized as spells. Even I know that abilities that use mana do it differently than actual magic. There is still a chance that she might know something on the side, of course, but we do have a specialized mage on the list.” 
 
    “What if they are actually both in it rather than together as we earlier pondered?” I spoke my thoughts out loud. “The first case might have been an attempt at getting rid of the Priest by Lulu, failed because he noticed due to his intentions being the same. Then, the second case being him targeting Ashmel to direct our attention away from him and onto her. Both know that each other is a killer and are wary of making any more attempts, plotting to use us to deal with their rival.” 
 
    “It is not impossible.” Levia twirled a lock of her mesmerizing hair in her fingers. “Albeit very unlikely, I can not deny that possibility. It would both complicate and make things easier for us at the same time.” 
 
    Aisha sighed heavily. “Why do people like them have to exist? As if we couldn’t just all happily cooperate and earn riches together. It’s not like we will ever go out of commission with what our profession is. There will always be another chance at striking gold as long as you survive.” 
 
    “Nothing we can do about such greed.” I patted her on the shoulder. “But we will have to do something about this situation we’ve found ourselves in. Do we all agree to try and bait the killer or one of the killers out into the open?” 
 
    “It’s our best shot. Having a drop on them will be an immense advantage. They are so slimy that we might not get another opportunity and will have to continue dealing with the Dungeon while constantly watching our backs for sneak attacks,” my drakan mate replied. 
 
    “Yes. We should strike as soon as we are able to make a proper judgment.” Levia nodded lightly. 
 
    “To hell with that, honestly. There’s so much doubt. It might be inevitable to go after them both. The Dungeon is no joke. As barbaric as it might sound, in the end, it’s them or us. We need to steel ourselves for that possibility,” Aisha added. 
 
    “We shall cross that bridge whenever it comes. I can only promise you that I won’t hesitate. As your master, I’m responsible for your current lives, not just my own. I can’t consciously put you in intentional danger just so my morals can remain perfectly clean,” I replied, taking a glance at each of them. 
 
    A big grin curled Aisha’s lips up and she stepped closer to me, brushing her fingers under my chin, angling it up a bit as she hovered right in front of my face. 
 
    “I’ve said it many times but you are so sexy when you are all protective like that. Or maybe it’s possessive?” She chuckled breathily. 
 
    “You can pick whichever you like more.” I smirked at her and pecked her lips. “Now, let’s wrap things up with the arcanas so that we can go out hunting without any remaining worries.” 
 
    “Sure, boss. I’ll leave the two of you to it, then.” Aisha winked at me and sauntered away with a clearly seductive step, wiggling her ass and tail as she walked. 
 
    I sighed and brought my attention to Levia. “Shall we?” 
 
    “With pleasure.” She made a faint nod. 
 
    I felt like she stared at me for a little while after I turned around and started cleaning the appliances up. She soon joined me and we made quick work of it together. Perhaps I was just imagining things or something. 
 
    After everything was back in its place, we began talking business. Since she was much more knowledgeable about the magic cards of her invention, Levia suggested the initial price per piece. We would also offer them in packs of either the same spell or containing mixed sets of different, decently harmonized magic.  
 
    Just to make sure, we of course scouted the D-Market and D-Shop again to see how our pricing compared to the available alternatives. This time, we weren’t targeting the very beginners so the final price ended up notably higher at about a hundred D-Dollars per card. That value varied depending on the spell imbued into the arcana, of course, and could oscillate greatly. It was just the average. 
 
    With that thing set, we began printing copies of the arcanas our artist had sent back to us to ascertain quality. After it was confirmed, we adjusted the engraver and let it slowly do its job while we moved to the side and started drawing more designs together. 
 
    I was more or less familiar with the inner workings of the circuit creation and could actually offer suggestions, observations, and insights to Levia. With my knowledge of modern coding languages coming in decently handy, we were able to streamline some of the patterns to increase their efficiency and power. It was a bizarre thing for the weird lines and symbols to relate to functions and algorithms so much, to be perfectly honest. 
 
    It felt a bit unusual being able to teach the expert new ways of doing things she had perfected over many years but Levia didn’t show any discontent or envy. She often praised my solutions and absorbed the points I made like a sponge. She was a true artisan with an open mind. Thanks to that, we created more arcanas side by side faster than ever. 
 
    That entire day and the next one were spent exactly on those things. We sent out more designs, received more formatted files, printed more arcanas, tested them, created more patterns in the meanwhile, and prepared market pages for each product. The last one was mostly done by me but Aisha volunteered to have a try, wondering if she could be of use after seeing me take care of it during our previous little scam. It turned out that she could imitate my writing style decently well, with me only needing to edit it a tiny bit afterward. 
 
    Whenever she wasn’t involved in the grand operation to earn us a shitload of money, Aisha wandered the Dungeon in the close vicinity of our apartment with Rose by her side. I didn’t want to let her out any further just on her own and she didn’t argue. There was a high chance that the killer knew where we lived anyway so she could potentially lure them out by that and gain more intel. 
 
    On the evening of the second day, we agreed that we’d done enough and started up the giant earning machine before going to sleep. Depending on the demand, we would keep setting our engraver to print more arcanas of the ones that were out of stock whenever we would be around. I’d trained both girls in the use of all the devices so that any of us could take care of that. We’d also added a note on every product’s page that the restock would happen in waves since the production was supposedly very complex. 
 
    Then, we went to sleep and let the business nature take its own course. We didn’t really have the leeway to worry about results. Even if they weren’t that good, we didn’t lose that much. The stainless steel didn’t cost millions and only the ingredients needed for the ink would eat at our budget after we ran out of the liquefied pylon crystals. 
 
    Before we dozed off, we discussed all the details regarding the murder case from start to finish. Freshly after going through everything, each of us shared our opinions on each possibility we had come up with the last time and chose who we believed to be the culprit and why. The girls brought up a few strong points and our picks were pretty much unanimous. We just needed a piece of proper evidence to fully confirm our guess and fully get rid of any doubts. 
 
    In the morning, we washed up, ate well, warmed up, geared up, and headed into the Dungeon without looking back. Utilizing the information provided by the tracking lines drawn on the canvas by the app Zeke had made for us, we made a few guesses as to where the remaining pylons could be located and were on our way to smash them, hoping that our prey would approach us in the meanwhile. 
 
    Then, about two hours into our expedition, we heard the sounds of battle that definitely weren’t caused by us. We shared a look and warily moved forward, inching towards the entrance to a chamber at the end of the stone corridor. Making sure to cover our backs, we peeked into the room to see what was happening. 
 
    It turned out that the Priest whom we knew all too well was clearing it out of Skeleton Soldiers and Skeleton Archers. There was also one Skeleton Wizard amongst the monsters. But, our friend stood inside a golden, glowing circle that seemed to ward off any enemies from approaching him, rendering the efforts of the melee Skeletons futile. A shimmering barrier surrounded his body, blocking arrows and spells too. 
 
    While protected by those quite strong techniques, he shot a ray of light into the skeletal crowd, coming out of the tip of his priestly staff. After the holy radiance fell onto his target for a few seconds, it burned through the monster’s body and caused it to fall down and scatter, most likely disabling its nucleus too. It didn’t look like he needed any help and he seemed to be in his element, so we didn’t intervene, watching from the sidelines. 
 
    A few minutes later, he was done. Lowering his defenses, he sighed heavily and wiped the sweat off his forehead. That motion brought his gaze to the entrance near which we stood and his eyes widened in surprise before a smile arrived on his lips. 
 
    “It’s you guys! I was hoping we would stumble on each other soon! Thank gods it happened!” He waved at us and jogged our way as we closed to the distance too. “Things aren’t looking good. I stumbled on the body of another man who was part of our clearing group. I don’t know if you did too. It was a slightly edgy guy dressed mostly in dark shades like black and gray.” 
 
    “Ashmel is dead? Damn. We destroyed one of the pylons controlling the undead on this floor together not that long ago.” I feigned shock to see where it would lead us. 
 
    “So that was his name, huh? Well, not like it matters anymore since I won’t be able to use it properly due to his current circumstances.” The Priest sighed dejectedly. “On the good side of things, the culprit is obvious now. He was killed with the same dagger that struck me. It might have been covered with some kind of poison this time since there were no other wounds on his body. It seems that I was lucky the killer underestimated me back then.” 
 
    “The same dagger that struck you, you say? And poison? The killer must have wanted to avoid the repeat of the first attempt,” I replied, stroking my chin and trying my best not to share a look with my companions. 
 
    “Exactly my thoughts. But, they are out of luck now. If we team up and go everywhere together, she won’t have it so easy to pick us off one by one anymore. I assume you know who I am talking about, right?” He raised a brow at me. 
 
    “Yes, we met the imp girl too. She acted very friendly and even expressed her interest in me.” I nodded. 
 
    Stophen chuckled while shaking his head. “Same. It looks like she is trying to use her racial stereotypes as a cover for assassination. She certainly knows how to be a seductive vixen. That over-the-top cordiality of hers is so obvious.” 
 
    “Now that you mention it, yeah, she seemed to pay lots of attention to me.” I scratched my head. 
 
    “We’ll have to come up with a plan to catch and deal with her at some point. Possibly soon. After she notices that we know, she might get desperate and more crafty. Or just hide away and wait for the Dungeon to be cleared. But, her type rarely decides to sit back and relax.” He winced. 
 
    “I agree. It’s better to take care of the issue as soon as possible. Right?” I crossed my arms and used that chance to glance at the girls. 
 
    “Of course, Master.” Levia made a polite bow. 
 
    “We are ready to act anytime. Just give us an order.” Aisha rested her Woodman hammer on her shoulder. 
 
    “Great. But before we get to plotting, we might as well take care of part of our assignment.” The Priest rubbed his hands with a smile. “There’s a pylon nearby. You mentioned them earlier so I’ll assume you guys figured them out too. You showed up while I was clearing the neighboring corridors and chambers to avoid getting flanked by the monsters that could come rushing in to protect it. Most of them are gone now but there seems to be an additional hindrance around this crystal. Perhaps because at least one more has already been taken down, this pylon was reinforced with a barrier blocking access to it.” 
 
    “Shit. I bet we had to take them down all at once for that not to show up.” I scrunched my nose. 
 
    “Maybe, but luckily, I found a way to disable it. The shield is connected to an array in a separate location. Destroying it is impossible, I tried, since it regenerates after a moment. But, an attack or spell strong enough is still capable of disrupting it briefly, bringing the protection down for a few seconds. Obviously, it’s impossible to reach the pylon during that time, but now that you are here, we can split into pairs and be in both places at the same time,” he presented his genius plan. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” I asked, trying to act uncertain. 
 
    “I know it might sound risky, but at least no one is going to be left alone so the killer won’t be able to get a perfect drop onto us if she is in the area. And I’m confident about disrupting the array. I already did it once. I just need someone to escort me and would appreciate your presence by my side. You seem the most fitted for the role while your companions can focus on dealing as much damage to the crystal as they can as soon as we bring the shield down. They seem strong,” he assured me. 
 
    I turned to the girls. “What do you think? Can you handle it without my help?” 
 
    “No sweat. I’ll make quick work of any monsters inside the chamber while she throws her strongest spell at the pylon, Master.” Aisha smirked at me, proudly puffing her chest out. 
 
    “Perfect.” The Priest clapped his hands. “Wait for a second and I’ll draw you a map of how to get to it from here.” 
 
    He knelt down and brought out a piece of medieval-looking paper, starting to make lines on it with a piece of coal. After a short while, he stood up and extended a hand with it toward Aisha. 
 
    “I charted the turns you have to take starting from the exit behind me. Don’t go in recklessly. The most important part is for you to strike the pylon while its shield is down. We won’t know if you succeeded so you have only one try. Make sure to be ready for it at any moment. If necessary, avoid revealing yourselves until then.” He gave her the map and turned to me. “Ah. I apologize. I didn’t mean to sound like I was giving them orders. It was just a friendly suggestion.” 
 
    “It’s alright. Your instructions were spot on.” I smiled at him and patted him on the back, shooting a quick glance at Aisha. “Alright. You go in first. It’s better for you girls to wait for us rather than the other way. Don’t disappoint me.” 
 
    They both nodded and started walking toward the exit that he’d pointed out. Just as they were passing by us, Aisha suddenly gasped, tripping on a piece of bone. She lurched forward to regain her balance, forgetting that she still held onto her massive hammer. It swung towards Stophen and barely missed his body, grazing the side of his waist.  
 
    One of the two hammerheads hit the dagger strapped to his waist and sent it flying out of its sheath. Aisha tumbled awkwardly over the ground as the small weapon hit the floor a little bit away from us with a metallic cling. I sighed ostentatiously and placed my hands on the Priest’s shoulders. 
 
    “Are you alright, man? I swear she is so fucking clumsy for someone this strong.” I looked him over with a concerned gaze. 
 
    “I’m good. I was lucky her weapon only grazed me. Things like that happen. It’s partially my fault since I created this mess.” He laughed awkwardly and noticed that Levia had arrived by our side while holding his dagger. “Oh, thank you. I appreciate it.” 
 
    Our eyes met for a split second as she returned the dagger to the owner and I didn’t need words to understand her perfectly. 
 
    Aisha bowed and apologized to us and they were on their way. We departed immediately too. While he wasn’t looking, I asked Rose mentally to see if Lulu was home, and if not, to try to find her and bring the female imp here. The cute Pixie had been hiding inside me from the moment we’d started approaching the battle and she bolted outside when we were sure Stophen wouldn’t notice. 
 
    The guy led me through a bunch of corridors with some monsters littering our path. We fought them together without that much of an issue, though those battles of course slowed us down a little bit. We took multiple turns and I kept sneakily checking the line made by the navigation map to see our progress. We were heading straight away from the direction he’d sent the girls in the fastest way possible, making a few circles around a point or two. 
 
    Then, about half an hour later, he stopped and gestured at me to be quiet. I watched him touch the wall in a few spots and it suddenly clipped through the stone surface like in some kind of a buggy video game. 
 
    He smiled at me, waving his hand through the illusion. “It’s here. Clever, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah. Very easy to miss.” I chuckled, for a slightly different reason. 
 
    “There’s a tiny room at the end of the corridor on the other side. I dealt with the monsters the last time but they might have returned by now. If they are there, you take them on and I focus on casting an offensive spell at the formation. Are you ready?” 
 
    Sensing a certain very familiar presence in close vicinity, I smiled at him. “As much as I’ll ever be. Let’s go.” 
 
    I stepped through the illusory wall and entered the tunnel he’d mentioned. Stophen joined me immediately and we walked through it without an issue. In just a moment, we stood in front of the small, square chamber with a wooden chest in the middle. It was slightly open and plenty of broken and burned skeletal remains littered the floor. 
 
    “Good. Nothing is here. The array is on the inner side of the chest’s lid. The entire thing seems indestructible. Care to hold it open for me?” he asked while shuffling behind my back. 
 
    “Sure. Let me see.” I knelt down in front of it and started reaching out for the lid. 
 
    The shuffling became louder and a single step echoed through the chamber right before a loud clang followed it. 
 
    “What?!” Stophen shouted in shock behind me as I slowly stood up and turned around. 
 
    His right hand holding the dagger was raised into the air after being knocked back and multiple shadowy tendrils bound him up, restricting the Priest’s movements completely. Right between him and me, crouched Lulu, with one of her weapons drawn out. Rose flew out of her chest and started cheerfully making loops above my head. More footsteps echoed from a distance and my two dazzling companions showed up at the entrance to the secret chamber. 
 
    Stophen moved his head as much as he could to take a look at everyone and turned to me. “How the hell did you know?” 
 
    I shook my head while crossing my arms over my chest. “You certainly are smart, but you aren’t as smart as three people combined. Especially including two long-time veterans. I commend your craftiness though.” 
 
    His face twisted in a snarl. “Don’t bullshit me and just tell me how. You shouldn’t have had any reasons to suspect me.” 
 
    “Do you really think I will blabber every single thing out after catching you?” I sighed and rubbed my forehead. “Actually, scratch that. I always wanted to play the villain monologuing in front of the captured hero. It’s never too late to fulfill your dreams, no?” 
 
    Aisha snickered from behind him and I winked at her. 
 
    “You see, your plan was almost perfect. You could have easily fooled everyone. If not for a few crucial details that worked against you from the very beginning.” I chuckled mysteriously. “The first thing. Our meeting. For some reason, you started moaning right after we cleared the chamber out of all the enemies. We’d approached it quietly and scouted the monsters before going in, and guess what, we haven’t heard a single noise in that pure silence, almost as if you had been waiting for the perfect moment to make yourself known.” 
 
    I spread my arms to the sides and made a sad face. 
 
    “The second thing. Blood. You were supposedly stabbed in the middle of a fight, but miraculously, there were no bloodstains anywhere around, and they certainly didn’t lead to the storage you’d hidden in. It didn’t look to us like you perfectly stopped the bleeding when we saw your wound. Are you perhaps so pedantic that you would clean your own blood as you go even while you are in a critical condition?” 
 
    I laughed at my own joke, trying to act like a TV show villain. 
 
    “The third. The mentioned stab. You were struck from the front, right in the guts. What kind of an assassin approaches their target from up ahead? If they had a drop on you just as you said, they would have definitely gone for the back just like they did with Ashmel, no? Or are you going to say that a Priest like you has better senses and reaction time than an actual Assassin or a Rogue?” 
 
    I snorted at him. 
 
    “Next up, the fourth. The wound. It was way too clean for the struggle you mentioned. It was way too precise, avoiding every single crucial organ. It was so fake China tried to copyright strike it. You inflicted that one upon yourself with your own dagger, which my friend examined earlier just to fully confirm that theory. You really should have used different weapons between your targets.” 
 
    I sighed in a disappointed manner. 
 
    “There were a few smaller points along the way, like the fact that we met the other guy before you and he saved us instead of using that opportunity to get rid of us without anyone even knowing we existed. Or that obviously a Priest would be the last one to suspect, especially after orchestrating the spectacle the way you did. It was a good plan, but you failed with the execution. Never assume people are as stupid as they seem to be.” 
 
    I wrapped my monologue up with a boastful smirk. 
 
    He clicked his tongue. “So now what? Are you going to kill me? Good luck trying to finish this assignment without a healer. I’ve seen what lies below. You won’t manage it without me. And I ain’t telling you a thing no matter what you do to me.” 
 
    “You don’t need to dirty your hands, Master,” Aisha joined in, slowly walking closer. 
 
    “It’s alright. I won’t be able to escape those situations forever. As I have already told you long ago, it’s better to experience it in a safe, controlled environment,” I replied as we glanced at each other and I noticed a reminiscent smile on her face. “Besides, technically speaking, I won’t be using my hands.” 
 
    I snapped my fingers and the bonded handaxe flew up into the air. It twirled around my wrist happily and awaited further orders. 
 
    “Any last words?” I raised a brow at the vile man. 
 
    “Fuck you! I should have started with your gang of bitches!” he snarled and spat in my direction. 
 
    “Have a good night, then. And pray that I don’t find your profile in my gacha ever.” I flicked my wrist and the handaxe cleanly beheaded him with a swift swing from the side. 
 
    His body hung limply, upheld only by Lulu’s ability, as his head fell to the ground with a soft thud. I did my best to observe him for a while longer to make sure that I wouldn’t be repulsed or flinch in the future when met with a similar issue. 
 
    Soon, his body hit the floor too as Lulu released her technique while sighing loudly and sliding down on her legs to sit down. 
 
    “It’s over… Thank gods you took the murderer down…” she whispered tiredly. “Eh?” 
 
    Her eyes shot wide open as a silver formation suddenly glowed underneath her. Levia stepped closer while holding an activated arcana between her pointer and middle fingers. 
 
    “It is a Hex binding you to a spiritual catalyst. You will not be able to move out of this circle by any means without destroying the relic,” she explained calmly. 
 
    “Now, it’s your turn.” I squinted at Lulu just as she glanced up at me with disbelief. 
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    “You were a killer too?!” Lulu squealed with an utterly stunned face as tears began to well up in the corners of her eyes. 
 
    Aisha snorted and jabbed Levia lightly in the side with her elbow. “Told you. It’s my win.” 
 
    I sighed softly and nodded at our Witch friend. She dispelled the magic and the array underneath Lulu slowly faded away, freeing the imp girl from her restraints. 
 
    “Eh?” Lulu glanced at her arms as she noticed the change. 
 
    Crouching down, I extended my hand to her. “Don’t worry. We aren’t killers. Well, if you consider the recent situation, I guess we are. You can be sure that we don’t intend to harm you, though.” 
 
    “What?” She looked up at me in confusion, her body still lacking strength after the initial shock. 
 
    I wrapped my arm around her small waist and helped her up. “Sorry. You were quite suspicious so we had to make sure that you aren’t dangerous too.” 
 
    “Thankfully, it turned out that you are just an idiot.” My drakan mate smirked. 
 
    “You didn’t have to be this rude.” I shook my head while fishing out a simple stamina regeneration potion from one of my pouches. 
 
    “I only told the truth.” Aisha shrugged “It’s a miracle she has survived up to this point with that airheaded personality of hers. What else do you call someone who makes so many stupid choices one after another? I guess her lust must have eroded her brain. Are dicks the only thing left in that empty head of yours?” 
 
    I took a peek at Lulu’s face and found a quite surprising sight. The pink was clearly much deeper and more intense over her cheeks as she directed her gaze to the ground. She didn’t seem angry or furious at the insults Aisha sent her way. She was more embarrassed, I’d say. 
 
    “Aisha is right. Her foolish decisions and thoughtless actions could have led to her demise multiple times over the course of this assignment. If we are going to cooperate together with the aim to finish this Dungeon, she needs to do better.” Even Levia supported the Berserker. 
 
    “Cooperate?” Lulu raised her face to meet my eyes. 
 
    “It’s as she says. We still need to wrap things up here in about ten or eleven days. Half of the mission’s duration we’d been allocated is already gone due to the issues with the murderer. We haven’t really done anything notable besides destroying two or three pylons on the highest floor. There’s not much that we know about the depths either. Even a single pair of hands can make a huge difference. We will definitely need your assistance since half of our group is now dead,” I explained. 
 
    “Well, technically, there are four of us here right now so it’s almost as if we’ve just begun,” Aisha said. “With this Dungeon being a four-man, just our trio makes up the majority of the clearing force. I don’t think the people who assign Defenders to a Dungeon would take familiars or slaves into consideration to an extent as high as to count them as separate players.” 
 
    “She is not wrong this time either.” Levia made a gentle nod. “Even though the difficulty was certainly expertly considered with everyone’s prowess in mind, they should have based the level of the assignment on the core Defenders since removing the master would most likely remove their subordinates from the fight too, no matter how strong they are.” 
 
    “Exactly.” Aisha snapped her fingers at the shorter woman. “So, we should be able to deal with it without any major problems even without this little punk. We make a good team too.” 
 
    “The Seed of Chaos Dungeon was technically a solo one and you remember how close it was,” I pointed out. “There’s no need to take unnecessary risks when we do have comrades to spare. So, how are you feeling right now?” 
 
    “I’m alright now. Thank you.” Lulu took a quick glance at my face and looked away, making Aisha snort. 
 
    I withdrew my arm and released the imp girl from my support. She took a deep breath to compose herself and sheathed her weapons since the battle was now fully finished. All of us turned toward the beheaded culprit pretty much at the same time. Before any of us brought up this topic once more, Lulu spoke first. 
 
    “I’ll try my best to be of use to you. I get that I might not be very smart when it comes to deceitful things like this but I’m a much better fighter than a thinker. If I leave myself in your hands, I should be able to do my best.” She made a small bow. 
 
    “There’s no need to bow.” I raised her shoulders with a smile. “You can leave strategizing to me. I’m already used to one musclebrain so two won’t make that big of a difference.” 
 
    “Hey!” Aisha protested from the side but I could sense the tiny grin on her delicious lips. 
 
    “I can confirm that Master is indeed skilled in leading brutes.” Levia nodded repeatedly. 
 
    “You too? I’m surrounded by traitors.” My beloved drakan lady clicked her tongue. 
 
    She then chuckled alongside me while Levia showed a faint smirk. It looked like we were slowly becoming friends with the quiet and calm Witch and she wasn’t uncomfortable showing a little bit more of her emotions to us. Hopefully, she would be able to grow relaxed enough to be fully open around us.  
 
    “Anyway, what now?” Aisha took a few steps and tapped the deceased Priest with her foot a bunch of times. 
 
    “He is going to disappear, right?” I asked, scratching my head. 
 
    “His soul should have already left his body, and depending on his choice, he either joined the pool of available servants or perished completely. As for this pathetic lump of flesh that was left behind, it will either rot naturally or the Dungeon will absorb it. Considering what the nature of this Dungeon is, there might be another option, which is turning into a Zombie or a Skeleton if left untouched,” she explained. 
 
    “Let’s pray we don’t stumble on him during our selection.” I glanced at his staff and other pieces of gear. “What about his equipment? Does it stay behind?” 
 
    “What else would it do?” She raised a brow at me. “Ah. Right. It might have been different in that game of yours. So yeah, things usually remain where the corpse lies but there are cases where the higher-level Dungeons absorb them too, or even collect them for later use. Monsters can obviously pick it up too.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “You are welcome.” She winked at me. “Do you want to collect his items?” 
 
    “If there’s no reason to avoid doing that, I don’t know why we shouldn’t. They are going to be of much better use to the living than the dead. No pun intended.” I snickered lightly. 
 
    “Shall I dispose of the corpse afterward, then?” Levia suggested. 
 
    “That would be smart,” Aisha agreed. “Less risk of his body becoming some kind of Dark Priest and surprising us with a back attack later in the raid.” 
 
    “I guess we should take care of Ashmel too. Shame.” I sighed. 
 
    “Yeah. A real shame. He seemed like a rough but still nice guy,” Lulu commented. 
 
    “Unless he was a murderer in hiding too,” my draconic mate said as she knelt by the man’s remains. 
 
    “Why would you think that?” Lulu frowned. “Did you suspect everyone in this delve?” 
 
    We exchanged glances and answered in unison. “Yes.” 
 
    It threw Lulu off a bit. 
 
    “First of all, he lied about his Class. And while I can agree that it’s natural, we were trying to share our private information with each other to build trust. He certainly had something to hide,” I continued. 
 
    “What? How did you know that?” The pink-skinned girl became even more confused. 
 
    “Trade secret.” I smiled at her slyly while pressing a finger to my lips. “I have a way to guess someone’s Class under specific circumstances. They usually have to cooperate, though.” 
 
    “What was his Class if not Rogue, then?” she asked. 
 
    “Assassin,” Aisha replied in my stead. “Quite fitting for the situation we were in, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Lulu’s eyes widened briefly once more and it was clear that she hadn’t expected something like that after spending some time by Ashmel’s side. They had in fact experienced a few battles together according to what they’d said earlier. 
 
    “I’m done. We can move. Or do you want me to bring these items back home real quick?” Aisha added after a moment. 
 
    I turned my gaze to the ground and almost choked on empty air. “Why is he naked?” 
 
    “Because I took off his equipment, duh.” She snorted, pointing at the few bundles made of the man’s clothes by her side. 
 
    “Sure, I can figure out that much myself, but why did you even take his underwear off?” 
 
    “He didn’t have any. He was running all dingly-dangly under that robe.” She shrugged. 
 
    I froze for a moment. “What? Why?” 
 
    “Dunno. Maybe to be ready for a quick discharge. Maybe he was into it.” She grinned. 
 
    “Unimpressive. Typical human,” Lulu commented randomly while staring at his body. 
 
    “Yeah. Can’t even start up to Lucas’s,” Aisha agreed, causing the petite imp to direct her curious gaze to my crotch. 
 
    I smacked my face and slid my hand down. “Levia, please?” 
 
    Something flashed faintly behind me and the nude body of the Priest burst into green flames. They quickly burned all of him, leaving nothing behind, not even any ashes. I glanced over my shoulder at the mysterious Witch. 
 
    “Purgatorial Flames. Best against flesh and bones. They do not create smoke so indoor use is not troublesome,” she answered before I even asked. 
 
    Aisha tied the small packages to her hammer and rested it on her shoulder. “Next stop, the Assassin?” 
 
    “I think we should first check if this bastard was just lying about the pylon or not. If it really is where he said, it might be the last one on this floor. We should take care of it since we are already in the area.” I brought up the illusory display of the path he’d led me through from my watch and started examining it. 
 
    The girls didn’t have any objections to that course of action and we followed the line made by Zeke’s map and quickly navigated through the stone hallways. There were no issues with the turns and everything had been properly registered earlier. We obviously were out of bounds, but just this drawing function was so useful. 
 
    We reached the chamber we’d met the traitor in and continued forward according to his map. A few stray Skeletons riddled our path but Aisha and Lulu didn’t play around, wrecking the weak monsters into pieces. I really hoped that we wouldn’t get the repeat of the Woodman Dungeon where most of the floor enemies had been not that impressive but the Boss had been a huge pain in the ass. With the emphasis on huge. 
 
    After following about two-thirds of the route, we found a bit more opposition. It could be a sign that we were heading the right way so we pressed on while raising our guards up even more. If it was truly the last pylon, something might have changed around it, perhaps more monsters had come to protect it, or the Priest hadn’t lied about the barrier. 
 
    Soon, we stumbled on an entrance to a bigger chamber and stopped in its close vicinity. Rose volunteered to scout it for us and we waited outside for the brave Pixie to bring us good news. In less than a minute, the adorable sphere of pure joy flew back and began conveying what she’d learned, making plenty of cute motions and wiggles, causing Lulu to giggle constantly. 
 
    “Mhm. Mhm. Yeah. Mhm. Got it. Thanks. You did great.” I patted the energetic orb to reward our little friend. 
 
    “What did she say?” Lulu looked between the two of us in wonder. 
 
    “The crystal is in there and it, fortunately, doesn’t have any barriers around it. It’s the same as the rest, most likely. There are quite a lot of Death Knights, Skeleton Mages, and Skeletal Beasts. The pylon is pulsing heavily so I assume it’s constantly trying to raise more now that it’s all alone,” I repeated what I’d learned in simple words. 
 
    “Let’s use the midget as bait and deal with the pylon quickly. They should all fall into pieces right after it’s destroyed anyway,” Aisha suggested, removing the bundles from her weapon. 
 
    “What? Why don’t you go yourself, you veiny goliath?” Lulu barked her way. 
 
    “Obviously, because miniatures like you are much more suited for running around like headless chickens than actual, tall warriors.” Aisha snorted back. 
 
    “Enough. This won’t be of any help with our fights. The opposite, pretty much.” I stopped them before things escalated further. “While the idea is worth considering, the way you presented it could have been a little better, Aisha.” 
 
    “My sincerest apologies, Master. I forgot that child labor is something condemned in your homeworld.” The drakan lady made an exaggerated bow. 
 
    “I could be your grandma, bitch!” Lulu shouted back. 
 
    “Behave,” I stated coldly, raising my voice a little, and glanced between the two. “Both of you. No matter who started.” 
 
    “I should be able to strike down the crystal with the arcanas we recently made together,” Levia said with her usual, slightly sleepy tone. “There should be no need to lure the monsters around that way.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? I don’t doubt your abilities and power, but it does require a good smack from up close.” I turned to her. 
 
    “I am confident.” She nodded firmly. “It will take about half of my mana at my current level but it should not be a problem if the enemies all disappear after the spell hits. I can raise its output more if we want to be completely sure about its strength.” 
 
    “I trust you. You are free to use more mana if you think it’s necessary. We will protect you afterward.” I smiled at her warmly. “But, let me help you recover quicker after the attack if you don’t mind me touching you.” 
 
    She scanned my expression for a brief moment while not showing any specific signs or reactions on her pretty, blue face. I gazed into her charming, deep violet eyes until Levia made a faint nod. 
 
    “I trust you too,” she replied, without moving even in the slightest. 
 
    I pondered for a second if that was an actual agreement and nodded back at her. She observed me casually as I walked up to her and moved behind her back. 
 
    “Just relax. It will be nice. I promise.” I smiled once more as she looked at me over her shoulders when I put my hands on them. 
 
    After Levia returned her gaze forward, I began a gentle massage. Trying to be considerate, I delicately kneaded her muscles in a similar way to what I often did for Aisha now and then. Since Touch of Love was a very useful skill, I’d revised most of what I’d learned during that forced course back in my old job to be able to give even better treatment to my beloved companion. Plus, Aisha had allowed me to experiment on her a little with what I’d self-studied from a few internet lessons so I definitely was somewhat better than before. 
 
    The silent Witch closed her eyes and exhaled softly. A single wave of shivers passed through her body and I could feel her relax under my fingers. Lots of tension left her muscles as I properly ran my palms over them with utmost attention and care. I was trying to be as thorough and affectionate as I could without making it improper since we hadn’t really grown that close, with my goal being to secure the highest possible value for the buff coming from this activity conducted on a Subordinate. 
 
    After three minutes, I paused my motions and withdrew my hands. Levia let out a blissful sigh once more and glanced at me over her shoulder. I could discern a barely noticeable tinge of deeper blue over her cheeks. Her body temperature might have risen a tiny bit as I’d helped her circulation. 
 
    “You have my thanks. I feel very refreshed and revitalized now.” She delicately rubbed her neck. 
 
    “Let’s see if it worked properly.” I brought out my smartphone and checked her buffs and ailments. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CURRENT CONDITION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Minor Vitality Recovery Boost (2h) 
 
    Minor Spiritual Recovery Boost (2h) 
 
    Minor Fatigue Recovery Boost (2h) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Alright. This much should be fine.” I nodded to myself. “We are good to go whenever you are ready.” 
 
    “Not so fast. My turn now.” Aisha walked up to us and wrapped her arms around me from the front, grinning impishly. 
 
    “Do you really need it?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “You never know when things will turn ugly. You should keep your Subordinates in perfect condition, isn’t that right, Master?” she purred seductively with our noses almost touching. 
 
    I smirked at her and joined our lips together. The soft peck quickly turned into a heated, passionate exchange as our tongues started battling each other for control and dominance. My hands slid down Aisha’s strong back and found their targets too. The left one firmly grabbed a piece of her tender ass while the right one began intensively rubbing the underside of her incredible tail. 
 
    Aisha hummed delightfully as I worked her up by caressing the good spots. She raised the ferocity of her kisses whenever I stumbled on one of them, giving me hints about what she enjoyed the most. She took hold of my left hand and guided it into her underwear from behind but I strayed away before she brought it past her belt. She clearly wouldn’t mind others watching but we still should retain some shreds of decency.  
 
    Plus, I was sure she just wanted to mark her territory in front of the thirsty imp girl. 
 
    Before things grew too heated, I pried her lips off mine, sending her away with a small love bite, and stepped back. She nibbled on her bottom lip exactly where I’d nibbled her with an elated expression. I could see the tip of her tail wagging happily. 
 
    Trying not to be entranced by that bewitching woman, I pulled up her status too. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CURRENT CONDITION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Regular Vitality Recovery Boost (6h) 
 
    Regular Spiritual Recovery Boost (6h) 
 
    Regular Fatigue Recovery Boost (6h) 
 
    Attributes: +20% (16h) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “We could have done better.” Aisha playfully clicked her tongue with an alluring grin. 
 
    “Is kissing that much more efficient?” Levia asked curiously while peering at the screen from next to me. 
 
    “In my case, yeah, but in yours, you might have gotten maybe one more hour on your buffs,” Aisha answered. “It’s only natural that the mate gets better benefits, isn’t it? You should see them after he pounds me with all his heart.” 
 
    “Focus on the battle. We still have things to do.” I pinched the shrewd drakan’s tail, causing her to jump a little. 
 
    “What about me?” Lulu asked from the side. “Shouldn’t we all be prepared?” 
 
    She tried to look like she hadn’t been attempting to sneak a peek at the display from a respectful distance, figuring out enough to understand that I’d buffed the two women. 
 
    “In your dreams.” Aisha snorted and turned to Levia to give the Witch a hand in her preparations. 
 
    “Unfortunately, that ability won’t work on you. It’s exclusive to my companions,” I explained properly and noticed how she slightly deflated as her excuse to get closer to me vanished. 
 
    Less than a minute later, we moved to the entrance and peered inside once more. Nothing much changed so Levia positioned herself at an angle allowing her to aim her spell at the pylon while still outside of the chamber. Thankfully, the walls weren’t as thick as to obstruct the view and the crystal wasn’t too close to the boundaries. 
 
    Holding the chosen arcana between her pointer and middle finger, she channeled her spiritual energy into the metal card. The amount was so impressive that we could spot traces of whitish mist traveling down her slender arms as the patterns on the silvery surface glowed bright white. I recognized them as the ones we had come up with together when Levia had been listening to my pointers and improved the previous design accordingly. 
 
    After a while, her eyes shot open, gleaming with profound, purple light, and she thrust her palm forward. 
 
    “Lament of the Moon Goddess,” she whispered and chills ran down our spines. 
 
    Almost instantly, white light came from the chamber in front of us. Covering our eyes with our arms, we tried to spot the cause in that blinding brightness, and managed to do so without much issue. A massive orb of pure white hovered above the pylon. After brief consideration, I was pretty sure that it was a depiction of some moon. 
 
    Then, black blades materialized all around the floating globe, surrounding it with a ring of swords in a horizontal line. There were six of them and they were equally big as the moon. I was pretty sure we all had guessed the next part, where those swords stabbed into the sphere, but the agonizing wail that came after it took us by surprise. 
 
    I still managed to observe the weird phenomenon as the unbelievably white liquid flowed out of the wounds and ran down the spherical shape, gathering in the very middle of the bottom side. It began quickly dripping onto the pylon in an almost constant stream and I watched the tough crystal melting under it like sugar. 
 
    Before the monsters could react, the pylon already had a huge hole in its structure and a few trenches ran out of its base. The weird blood seemed to melt only the crystal and nothing else. It spilled over the stone pedestal like any other common liquid. But, it did its job properly and the skeletal army lost the animated bits of life that were keeping them moving.  
 
    The white sphere dissipated alongside the swords and Levia sighed heavily. I stepped closer to her to make sure that she was alright and offered my elbow to the small Witch. Even though she didn’t look like she needed it, Levia accepted it appreciatively and supported herself on me for a moment.  
 
    I noticed a weird stain on the stone floor and realized that it was metal, still slightly heated but cooled down enough not to glow. The power of the spell must have been so great that the base material couldn’t withstand it. That was quite something. We’d tested many spells to verify the durability of the cards and only a few had any effect on the steel we’d chosen. 
 
    As expected, Levia was just on another level whenever she put her all into it. 
 
    “Great job. Looks like we will have to find better materials for your personal-use arcanas.” I chuckled softly. 
 
    “That might be necessary. Thanks to your adjustments, the spiritual output of these circuits is many times greater than before. It was a wise decision not to include the modified ones in sales.” She reciprocated it with a cute, tiny nod. 
 
    “People would kill for those,” Aisha commented, patting the Witch on her back. “I’m glad you are on our side.” 
 
    While we shared a moment together, with our pink mascot circling above our heads, Lulu was still taken aback by the spectacle she’d witnessed. Confirming that everyone was alright and that all the monsters had been disabled, we moved into the chamber and collected the pieces of crystal. 
 
    The spiritually corrosive liquid eroded the entire base of the pylon after creating a thin tunnel from the top to the very bottom so it was easy to remove it from the platform. We had to crush the places where the clamps held it down but it was much more brittle now that it wasn’t operating. Levia’s spell must have been incredibly strong to literally ignore all its defenses and destroy it like it was nothing. 
 
    Aisha once more suggested transferring all the goods and I agreed. Since we had quite a few bundles now, we pondered on how to fit them all, but Levia came to the rescue. She instructed Aisha to lie on her back and literally arranged all of them on top of her body. It was a genius move and even worked perfectly, without a single item being left behind. 
 
    While my lovely drakan mate sorted everything properly in our storage, the three of us made our way to Ashmel’s body, guided by our cute, pinkish guide. And no, I didn’t mean Lulu, obviously. Rose was much better at directions, having memorized pretty much every single path we’d taken. 
 
    I was starting to wonder if she wasn’t by some chance a Navigation Pixie or something. I waited for the day she would suddenly hit me with a “Hey! Listen!” out of the blue and scare the living shit out of me. 
 
    We respectfully took off the Assassin’s equipment, this time leaving the man in the clothes he wore under his armor. Since I had already taken everything from the Priest, we offered some of the loot to Lulu. She felt a bit conflicted at first, but I managed to convince her that she deserved her share and that it would be much better for Ashmel to put his gear to proper use just as he would if he hadn’t died. 
 
    Aisha returned soon after we were done distributing the items and we were on our way, deciding to take a break for today so that all of us could relax a little bit after the quite intense events from the past few hours. Especially Lulu looked like she needed it. We had given her a slight scare earlier, that was a fact. 
 
    We escorted her back home, agreed on the hour the next morning, and returned to our own little nest. We all sighed in various levels of relief after stepping past the doorstep and wandered deeper into the apartment together. 
 
    “I guess we should see how our masterful plan to take over the business world is progressing.” I stretched with a loud groan. “But first…” 
 
    Pulling out my phone, I opened the section with the notifications and chuckled wryly. 
 
    “Gods, this will take a long while…” 
 
    I’d felt my wrist buzz almost constantly since the moment the Priest had gone down so I’d muted the notifications for the remainder of our trip, but it might have been a huge mistake. 
 
    Lots of reading awaited us.  
 
    And hopefully, lots of good news. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24
Upgrades, People, Upgrades 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Something wrong?” Aisha asked, stopping behind me to peek over my shoulder at whatever I was focusing on. 
 
    “I muted the notifications earlier and it turns out a lot of shit happened.” I chuckled and raised my wrist to give her a better view. 
 
    “That certainly looks like a lot of shit. I completely forgot about this feature since my watch is still with your friend.” She snorted lightly. 
 
    “We should get you girls a few gadgets soon. Perhaps after this assignment. We might be decent on cash with the sales on arcanas and the clear rewards.” I turned my face to the side and left a gentle peck on her cheek. 
 
    Aisha smiled at me brilliantly and did the same. “Levia could use a thing or two, for sure. As for me, you don’t have to. I would lose my excuse to do this under the guise of having you show me my status and other stuff.” 
 
    Keeping the mischievous grin on her plump lips, she pushed herself into me from behind and wrapped her arms around my chest. Her considerable breasts pressed into my back with clear intention as Aisha rested her chin on my shoulder and acted as if she was directing all her attention to the face of my smartwatch. But, the way her fingers roamed over my front and her waist rubbed into my butt betrayed the real motive. 
 
    “At least let me get to the bed so I can sit on something comfortable before you lock me down like this.” I shook my head with a faint smirk. “Would you like to join us, Levia? There might be a few related to you.” 
 
    “Yes, please. I am interested in reading more of those detailed messages displaying our progress. It is a very fascinating thing.” The quiet Witch nodded lightly. 
 
    “It’s super exciting, isn’t it?” Aisha laughed openly. “We had to go through so much effort to check our numbers and skills. Who would have thought that you could find everything inside a palm-sized artifact.” 
 
    I somehow managed to free myself from my strong girlfriend’s hold and strolled to the bed, followed by the beautiful duo. Aisha and Levia had already jumped out of their gear, the former staying in just her sports underwear, while the latter walking around in the light gray sundress from the Woodman set, leaving her armored coat somewhere. 
 
    Obviously, the moment I seated myself comfortably on the mattress, the drakan lady instantly glued herself to my back once more. She even threw her legs around my waist, joining her feet together in front of my crotch. I squinted at her to force any improper ideas out of her head but she escaped with her gaze to the side, seemingly more interested in the nearby wall than my person. 
 
    With Aisha being so all over me, I thought that Levia would have a hard time joining us, but the calm Witch just sat right next to me and rested her shoulder against mine to get a better angle at my hands. Ignoring the sneaky grin slowly surfacing on Aisha’s face, I pulled out my phone to make use of its bigger screen and navigated to the submenu storing all the notifications I’d muted earlier. 
 
    “The list goes on, and on, and on, and on.” I whistled. “Let’s start from the top, I guess. These alerts should be the oldest ones.” 
 
    I tapped on the first entry and we took a look at the information it provided. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    You have successfully identified and eliminated the Betrayer disturbing the operation of other Defenders inside your assigned Dungeon, saving the life of one person in the process! 
 
    In honor of your accomplishment, additional rewards will be distributed after the assignment is finished. 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “So, these people even have a name in this profession, huh?” I mused, rubbing my chin. 
 
    “Right. I’ve heard something like that in the past. It must have escaped my memory.” Aisha nodded, rubbing her chin into my shoulder. “Nice to know that we are going to receive a bonus for taking that bastard down.” 
 
    “Righteous deeds should be properly rewarded. I hope that they can compensate Lucas for the risk he suffered,” Levia added calmly. 
 
    “Compensate us, you mean.” I smiled at her. “We worked and carried it out together. I don’t think I would have been able to figure out so many clues without you, girls.” 
 
    “Awwwww, you are so sweet,” Aisha cooed into my ear. “Now, where’s my reward?” 
 
    I snickered to the side while shaking my head. I could already guess what kind of reward she would want from me. 
 
    Choosing not to get lured into the discussion about it, I tapped on the next notification and a small wall of text appeared in front of us. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    Through defeating monsters and partaking in other activities, you have gathered enough experience to strengthen yourself. 
 
    Level 11 -> Level 13 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 20 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Master-Subordinate Talent Draw (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    As you push through adversity together, your Subordinate has gathered enough experience to strengthen themselves. 
 
    Aisha Erlivyre: Level 11 -> Level 13 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 20 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Tectonic Stomp (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    As you push through adversity together, your Subordinate has gathered enough experience to strengthen themselves. 
 
    Levia: Level 6 -> Level 9 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 21 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Quick Draw (F) 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Dealer’s Flick (F) 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Summon Familiar (F) 
 
    Class Ability Unlocked: Contract Familiar (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Oh, wow. Now I kind of get the appeal of killing other Defenders.” My eyes widened slightly. “It’s obvious that we got all that experience from the Priest dude. When you combine that with the money you could get from selling the victim’s equipment, things might be at least a little bit lucrative.” 
 
    “And mind you, we are still distributing the gathered experience with an uneven split,” Aisha pointed out. “Even with the majority of it going to Levia, we still jumped up by almost two entire levels since I bet we were somewhere in the middle of eleven due to our previous encounters.” 
 
    “Defenders must be leaving behind much more essence than monsters created by the Dungeon. It is quite logical. Even if their levels are lower, the essence is much more condensed in all beings born outside of those tainted locations,” Levia added. 
 
    “Well, no matter how it works, it’s not like we can abuse this mechanic.” I shrugged. “I’m not planning on turning to the dark side and I don’t think we are going to stumble on evil assholes in every single Dungeon of ours. But, whenever we do, we should try landing the final blow.” 
 
    “I agree with your assessment.” The collected Witch nodded. “Personally, I only encountered one untrustworthy Defender and someone else dealt with them after their failed attempt at forcing us to make a mistake in front of the monsters.” 
 
    “In any way, we got a whole lot of new skills. Though, most of them landed in Levia’s pocket,” my drakan mate commented. 
 
    “Each of us still got something new so that’s nice.” I patted her head affectionately. “After Levia gets to Level 10, we will be able to even out the distribution even more. I guess this situation was a blessing in disguise since it sped up our plans to carry her throughout the initial levels.” 
 
    “I don’t think I had this ability in my previous life. Is it connected to the path you have helped me choose?” Aisha wondered out loud. 
 
    “Most likely. Let’s see what it does.” I opened the description of her new skill. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Tectonic Stomp (F) 
 
    Gather an immense amount of mana in your foot before slamming it into the ground. Depending on the type and toughness of the soil or foundation underneath you, various effects may occur. If you hit a solid material, two blocks will be kicked up and crush your target. If you hit a soft or brittle material, you will create a deep crater around you, knocking your opponents off balance. 
 
    Available Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 8h 
 
    Wall Size: 3x5m 
 
    Crater Diameter: 10m 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Fury 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Strength 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★  
 
      
 
    “Neat. More ways to stun my opponents. I can’t wait to see it in action.” An excited grin snuck onto Aisha’s lips. 
 
    “It fits you perfectly. And it’s not tied to a specific weapon. A great skill, especially against Skeletons. I bet the shockwave and the tremors are more than just strong against them.” I smiled too. “I wonder if we can combo it to make it stronger.” 
 
    “Combo it?” Levia glanced at my face, adorably furrowing her brows just so faintly. 
 
    “Ooooooooh. I think I know what you mean. Launch first and then Tectonic Stomp from high above. Maybe we can even fit Ground Pound in between to gain more velocity.” My overjoyed drakan girlfriend bounced up and down with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Looks like I’m already starting to rub off on you.” I chuckled and she snickered in response. 
 
    “Imagine adding Command, Encourage, and Berserk to it. I would be able to level entire buildings.” She squeezed me much harder in her bear hug. “Man, I want to go out and test it right now so bad.” 
 
    “We’ll have plenty of occasions to do that. There are more things for us to check out. Should we go with mine or Levia’s first?” I glanced between them. 
 
    “You have only one ability while there are three of mine. I believe we should first read yours,” Levia answered. 
 
    I followed her suggestion and brought it up next. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Master-Subordinate Talent Draw (F) 
 
    As a true Overlord, you know your underlings inside out. Being one mind and body with your Subordinates and Bonded, you can draw from the pool of their skills and abilities to borrow whatever talent you wish to use for a certain period of time. If the rank of the talent is too high for your body and mind to fully utilize, it will be lowered to the limits of your capability. 
 
    Available Uses: 2 
 
    Recharge Time: 12h 
 
    Number of Borrowed Talents Held at Once: 1 
 
    Subordinate Talent Draw Duration: 1h 
 
    Bonded Talent Draw Duration: 6h 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “This is great!” Aisha threw her hands into the air. “I can’t even imagine what things you will come up with while having this ability! If you really can pick literally any skill from us then this is totally overpowered! Now I kind of want to see you use Berserk!” 
 
    “Oh, gods… I would go full Goblin Mode with my current Mental Fortitude…” I chuckled wryly. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I will be there to stop you from running amok. I think I know just the way to capture your attention even if you end up half-conscious of your actions. It might actually work much better with you like that.” She grinned at me devilishly. 
 
    I rubbed my forehead while sighing. “You just want me to smash you under its influence. My body would literally break from going way too hard.” 
 
    “Then we just have to ask our friendly Witch to concoct a potion reinforcing it. Or we can recruit a healer.” Aisha grazed her fingers alongside my jawline. 
 
    “Enough for now. Don’t make her uncomfortable.” I bonked the frivolous drakan on the head. “This ability certainly is amazing. I will be able to get your Darkvision whenever necessary. That might allow us to get a drop on our enemies in the future as I’m the only one without it in our current party.” 
 
    “The possibilities are endless. It is a very valuable ability, allowing you to support any of your party members in a situation where their own skills are not enough. I wonder how it works with broad talents like Ritual or Voodoo Magic, for example. They compile numerous spells under one name,” Levia shared her thoughts with a pondering gaze. 
 
    “There’s no boring day around you, I swear.” Aisha laughed once more and turned her face to look at the Witch by our side. “Alright. Let’s see what you got. Are you familiar with any of those skills?” 
 
    “Yes, I am. Summon and Contract Familiar are some of the staple abilities for a Witch. It is surprising that Quick Draw appeared this early, but I assume it is due to the fact that I started using arcanas much earlier in this life and focused on them a lot. It is the skill to draw the card I want from a stack. As for the last one, I do not think I recall anything with such a name,” Levia explained. 
 
    “I see. Let’s take a quick look at what the System says about them.” I brought up their descriptions. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Quick Draw (F) 
 
    Reaching into the deck you personally organized beforehand, you will always pull out the card you want, as long as there are still copies available to be picked up. If you condense your mana in your fingers and snap them, you will trigger Instant Draw instead and the desired card will appear in your hand, ready for immediate use. 
 
    Instant Draw Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 6h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Agility 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Summon Familiar (F) 
 
    Send a call through the fabric of dimensions and summon an entity to adopt as your familiar. Just summoning them does not guarantee their agreement to accept you as their master. You need to form a pact with them through Contract Familiar to properly form a bond between the two of you. An uncontracted entity can still assist you with your request even though they are not obliged to. 
 
    Available Uses: 1 
 
    Recharge Time: 168h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Intelligence 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Contract Familiar (F) 
 
    Enter a pact with a summoned familiar to become its true master. The bond will not form unless both sides accept each other completely. Each side is entitled to present its conditions for entering the pact. 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Is that a seven-day cooldown?” I blinked a few times. “Damn. That’s harsh.” 
 
    “It is.” Levia nodded gently. “Otherwise people would be able to abuse it and keep summoning new entities to try and coerce them into assisting the summoner with their issue without forming a contract almost indefinitely. Besides, this kind of magic consumes a lot of mana and vitality so only the strongest Defenders would be able to use it consecutively.” 
 
    “What kind of things can you summon with that ability? I assume it’s nowhere as impressive as actual Summoning Magic,” Aisha asked. 
 
    “You are correct. While the strength of the familiar depends on the one casting the spell, the entities that answer are usually considered critters or are generally small, possessing minor abilities that might be very situational. Oftenmost, Witches summon them for comfort rather than purely offensive means since our kind is quite solitary.” Our Witch companion showed a barely noticeable reminiscing stare. 
 
    “So, something like Rose, right?” I reached up to stroke the adorable Pixie that zoomed to us the moment she’d heard her name. 
 
    “That could be an accurate assessment, yes.” Levia gently patted the enthusiastic orb of pink energy after Rose flew to her. 
 
    It was quite obvious that the two got along quite well. 
 
    “Witnessing the summoning and contracting will certainly be an incredible experience.” For a moment, we petted Rose together, finding each other’s eyes in the meanwhile. “Should we check the new one now?” 
 
    Receiving a silent nod in response, I brought up the last ability. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Dealer’s Flick (F) 
 
    Condensing mana in your fingers, you can launch the card you are holding with an increased force, making it fly much further than through normal means. Your control over its flight path is much greater too. At higher ranks of this ability, you can even affect it directly. 
 
    Available Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 2h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Strength 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “I do not recall having this ability in the past,” Levia commented. 
 
    “Interesting. Maybe it was influenced by the cards we made together? They are certainly a bit heavier than what you were using during your first run since metal is still metal. You are also focusing on them from much earlier, I guess. I wonder how we can make effective use of this.” I squinted my eyes and pondered. 
 
    “There are some spells that activate around the arcana or from the card itself. There are also some that I do not usually consider since they might be harmful to the caster due to their nature. This ability might allow me to throw them at our enemies, removing that personal hazard from the equation. The range of spells I can imbue into my arcanas should rise considerably. It is a very useful skill that could have changed a lot when I was alive.” She sighed a bit dejectedly. 
 
    Aisha placed a hand on her shoulder. “You are alive. And dare I say, you are in a much better situation than before. With Lucas by your side, you can grow much stronger than your past self while fully focusing on your talents instead of having to divide your attention due to fighting alone. And I think you have already realized how helpful he is, haven’t you?” 
 
    She stared at Levia while showing a warm smile until the Witch made a curt nod again. “Yes, I do have. I have advanced my techniques much further during these ten days here than during over half of my lifespan. I truly appreciate the help and guidance you two provide me with.” 
 
    “I did nothing. It’s all on this overly thoughtful human male. You should be thanking him, not me.” Aisha gestured at me with her eyes. 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas.” Levia respectfully bowed her head. 
 
    “That’s too much. Get up.” I chuckled quietly and brought her back up. “I’m only doing what every leader or superior should, which is making sure that their subordinates are comfortable and are provided with enough chances to develop their skills. Your strength is my strength, in the end. And I don’t mean the skill I recently unlocked. But, you are welcome.” 
 
    “You are still too humble. It looks like I need to raise the intensity of my true drakan male behavioral training to properly get through to you.” Aisha snickered and started drilling her fist into my side. 
 
    I giggled a little as her actions tickled me quite a bit. “Calm down! I thought that was one of the things you found me attractive for! Are you going to change me for the worse?” 
 
    We fought for a minute or two as I attempted to stop my playful mate from torturing me. At one moment, I thought that I’d seen a mild smile on Levia’s charming lips as her face flashed in front of my eyes but it was gone after we finished our battle with Aisha. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Attractive. Carry on with your duty now or we won’t get to the end of this before the sun sets down.” Aisha snickered and put my phone back into my hands. 
 
    “Thank you for the permission, Mrs. Attractive. Where have we left off… Ah. I see.” I found the last notification and brought forth the next ones. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Through continuous training, practice, and combat experience, your abilities have become stronger. 
 
    Mental Fortitude (E) -> Mental Fortitude (D) 
 
    Handaxe Proficiency (E) -> Handaxe Proficiency (D) 
 
    Transfer Lifeforce (F) -> Transfer Lifeforce (E) 
 
    Transfer Spirit (F) -> Transfer Spirit (E) 
 
    Summon Bonded (F) -> Summon Bonded (E) 
 
    Recall Bonded (F) -> Recall Bonded (E) 
 
    Armsweaving (F)-> Armsweaving (E) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lot of upgrades. But I can see how they could have accumulated at this moment. Half of them are related to fighting while the other half is related to me assisting you girls after the battle.” I rubbed my chin. 
 
    “Your Armsweaving is finally going up. Nice.” Aisha patted me on the chest as she’d returned to acting like a koala on my back. “Just a little bit more and you’ll get your second title.” 
 
    “No way it will come that fast.” I laughed it off. “But, out of all of them, I’m curious about the last one. Can I now bond with more weapons?” 
 
    I checked the updated description 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Armsweaving (E) 
 
    As a powerful Overlord, you can dominate, bond, and command an entire arsenal to follow your orders, be it swords, axes, hammers, or even shields. Rain down weapons at your enemies without lifting a finger, using your domineering presence as the fuel of your armory. 
 
    Effective Range: 25 m 
 
    Available Bonds: 2 
 
    Bonded Weapon’s Mana Usage Reduction: -40% 
 
    Bonded Weapon’s Weight Reduction: -35% 
 
    Bonded Weapon’s Range Increase: +35% 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Charisma 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Leadership 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Looks like you can. That’s great.” My drakan girlfriend squeezed me harder. 
 
    “The values increased too. The ability has become more effective and efficient,” Levia added in a sagely tone. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s a good rank-up. Let’s move on.” I scrolled further. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Through continuous training, practice, and combat experience, the abilities of your Subordinate have become stronger. 
 
    Berserk (D) -> Berserk (C) 
 
    Launch (E) -> Launch (D) 
 
    Impairing Blast (F) -> Impairing Blast (E) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Nothing bad, nothing great.” Aisha tipped her head from side to side. “I don’t think there’s anything worth investigating deeper right now. I can check the small differences later. Go on.” 
 
    “Sure. Levia’s turn, I guess.” I complied. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Through continuous training, practice, and combat experience, the abilities of your Subordinate have become stronger. 
 
    Hex (F) -> Hex (E) 
 
    Voodoo Magic (F) -> Voodoo Magic (E) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “As expected. Those are the skills I use the most right now,” Levia stated. 
 
    “If your curses and hexes are getting stronger, I’m more than happy. They are just so amazing for both support and offense. I’m really glad you joined us.” I smiled at her. 
 
    Aisha did too. “I agree. Your magic is so fun. That fight when we were deaf was unbelievably exciting. Alone, I would have to come up with a solution to those monsters’ abilities by myself. And since I’m nowhere as creative as the two of you, that could take a long time.” 
 
    “I will continue practicing them, then.” Levia slightly bowed her head. 
 
    “Alright. This seems to be all of them for now. That took a moment.” I stretched up while still in Aisha’s hold. “Time to count our money. The anxiety is fucking me up. I need to know if we flopped or went to the moon again.” 
 
    “What are we waiting for, then? Let’s get to your desk and check on our mercantile empire!” Aisha cheered and we crawled off the bed together. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
   
 Chapter 25
Another Chick on the Team 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stretched lightly as Aisha sauntered towards the PC with an alluring step. She just never missed an opportunity to tease me, knowing very well how appetizing her body was. Or, she had already reached the level of doing it subconsciously, which was even worse. Keeping myself sane and clear-minded was a real challenge with the hot Berserker boldly showcasing her shapely behind, and most importantly, her thick, grand tail. 
 
    As I finished, I noticed that Levia had been looking at me the entire time with that neutral but also extremely charming in its own way expression. I smiled wryly and followed my drakan mate. There was no doubt that the perceptive Witch had caught me staring at Aisha’s ass for a prolonged time. I really hoped I hadn’t lost even more in her eyes. The day she’d walked in on me nailing my draconic girlfriend in a quite sadistic position had already ruined my reputation for sure. 
 
    Aisha was proficient enough with the usage of my PC to navigate to the D-Market and check our product page without my assistance. We joined her with Levia as the crimson-haired lady opened the correct menus and brought the results of our blood and tears for all of us to examine. 
 
    “It’s slow,” she commented while scrunching her nose adorably. 
 
    I chuckled, placing a hand on her shoulder. “What did you expect? Another insane boost from some random, well-known user? It’s impossible to be that lucky.” 
 
    “I know. I know. But still. There aren’t that many reviews and we aren’t showing up on the front page.” She grunted in dissatisfaction. “We are certainly missing out on so much exposure without it.” 
 
    “That’s also not guaranteed. Especially now that our product actually consists of many variations of subproducts. I bet each of them is tracked separately even if they can be purchased through the list on the base page of our arcanas. They are different things, in the end,” I replied, tenderly massaging her muscles. 
 
    She sighed, partially in annoyance, partially in physical relief. “It still feels bad after our first attempt. That was something.” 
 
    “Show us actual earnings instead of this. It’s money that matters, not how many people have commented on our stuff. Don’t forget that the price is much higher since it’s a premium product. Our commission is a few times greater than before.” I grinned. 
 
    With a skillful flick, Aisha moved to the more technical side of the D-Market available for the sellers. I was pretty sure that she had been ready to complain or groan again, but the graphs and numbers effectively shut her up as she paused for a few seconds after everything loaded properly. 
 
    “That is an impressive amount of money,” Levia commented calmly. “A few thousand in a day or two is very remarkable. Our labor is not that extensive either after we set everything up.” 
 
    “Alright. I admit it. This does feel nice. It’s not at the level of our holy water but we won’t starve.” A small smirk crept up onto Aisha’s luscious lips, no matter how unamused she tried to sound. “We might be able to comfortably add another bedroom with that for Levia so she doesn’t have to cramp up with us.” 
 
    “I do not think that is necessary. It would be a waste of Lucas’ funds. I find nothing wrong in sleeping beside the two of you anymore. It is a pleasant and comfortable thing if I had to be honest,” the blue-skinned Witch replied with a gentle shake of her head. 
 
    The sly drakan troublemaker grinned at me cunningly and I didn’t have to think twice before deciding that she hadn’t brought up that comment randomly.  
 
    Trying not to sigh at her obvious antics, I glanced at our quiet friend. “Not anymore? Was it uncomfortable at the beginning? If so, then I apologize. I thought we weren’t forcing you into anything.” 
 
    “You did not force me into anything as I had suggested that arrangement out of my own free will.” Levia met my gaze and held it confidently. “It was an issue on my side as I was not yet able to trust both of you to the extent of the current day. My mind was wary, thus it had issues relaxing properly. But, do not worry. That period passed quickly as I soon learned about your personality and it was much easier to accept your goodwill without second thoughts.” 
 
    “Still, you should have said so, really.” I rubbed the back of my head. “We could have at least bought a simple mattress and set it up next to the bed for the first few days. You didn’t have to go through that just because you felt grateful for the workshop.” 
 
    “Yes, I know that now. At that time, I did not want to create too many favors right from the start. I was not sure if it was not your way of ensnaring me,” she replied, which was followed by a muted snort from Aisha, definitely cracking up from the Witch’s choice of words. “I understand your kindness today and find it respectable. So, do not feel bad about my own mistakes and doubts. Unless my presence interrupts your usual activities, I shall remain in our current nightly arrangement. If it is so, I will be happy to give you two some space.” 
 
    I could feel my cheeks heating up at her offer. She took me for a total horndog, didn’t she? I couldn’t believe she’d considered herself a cockblock and suggested fixing that. 
 
    “No, that’s alright with me. You can stay around if it doesn’t bother you.” I chuckled a little awkwardly. “On the other hand, your presence keeps Aisha’s teasing nature in check and I’m really grateful for that. She can be a handful at times.” 
 
    “Please, you do not need to limit your interactions around me. I do not find the way that you two show each other affection uncomfortable.” Levia glanced between us. 
 
    I caught Aisha smiling at me devilishly and a deep sense of foreboding overcame me as possibly the last straw holding the mischievous draconic woman from revealing her true colors had just snapped. Now I had no excuse to use Levia as a reason to tame her naughty side. 
 
    “Thank you,” was the only thing I could say in that situation. “Don’t hold back either. We are all friends here, right?” 
 
    “Yes. We are all friends here,” Aisha parroted me with slightly more emphasis near the end. 
 
    “So, anyway, more money will be good. We might get some better equipment or consumables after finishing this Dungeon. Or before we take down the boss. We need to step up. We wasted pretty much half of our assignment chasing after this slimy fucker. There is no room for any mistakes now. Ten days might feel like a lot but we know close to nothing about the depths of this place.” I attempted to divert the topic back to something more appropriate. 
 
    “I agree. We should put all our effort into exploring alongside our temporary ally tomorrow.” Levia nodded sagely. “I suggest adding some new arcanas to our shop and heading to rest. The lust imp has most likely already gone to sleep so she will be up early.” 
 
    “That’s her problem.” Aisha crossed her arms over her impressive chest. “Lucas doesn’t have to suffer because she is weak. He deserves a good night of rejuvenating sleep.” 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt hitting the bed a little early.” I moved my hand to her lush, scarlet hair and brushed through it affectionately. “Come on. Let’s do some work together. Unless you would like to relax while we take care of it.” 
 
    She playfully swatted my hand away and stood up. “I’m not that lazy. Gotta earn my keep, right?” 
 
    We smiled at each other and walked to Levia’s workshop. To make things faster, we divided the work amongst the three of us. I operated the laser engraver, picking the designs on the interactive panel and overseeing the entire process; Levia applied her magical ink with our makeshift painting device; and Aisha watched over the heat lamps, replacing the cooked cards with new ones. We chatted about random things now and then, often related to our Witch’s interesting craft. 
 
    Ending up with a satisfying number of cards, we hauled them to the storage and added those to the market that we hadn’t yet had in our offer. As Aisha had said, the sales weren’t fast but the higher price was making up the difference. We wouldn’t become D-Dollar millionaires anytime soon but the money wasn’t bad. It was definitely worth the small effort and time. 
 
    Then, we moved to the bathroom, washed up, and gathered in the kitchen to satiate our hunger. Each of us picked something different and the instant delivery brought us the fragrant goods in a blink. At some point, we somehow got into looking through our statuses and discussing what to do with the new attribute points and skills. 
 
    “We should save the points until we find out about the boss, right?” Aisha asked as she chomped on a complex, multi-layered sandwich the size of a beefy burger. 
 
    “That would be smart. We have a lot of them right now but we have not been struggling too much against the enemies we encountered. Assigning them when we know a little more about what we are up against can give us an edge,” Levia agreed, nibbling on her experimental burrito. 
 
    “Yup. We have enough firepower for now. We also got some new skills and the level boost from killing that bastard is nice too.” I nodded over my meatballs in mushroom sauce. 
 
    “Right. You ranked up Armsweaving. What’s going to be your second bond?” The sexy drakan seductively licked off her fingers before reaching for another sandwich. 
 
    “I guess the other handaxe,” I answered. 
 
    “Not the mace?” She raised a brow at me. 
 
    “I use the mace a lot in this Dungeon. I can still empower the hits while holding onto it unbonded. The other handaxe is very useful for blocking attacks as it orbits me. Having two will make it even safer,” I explained. 
 
    “Isn’t it a waste of a slot, though?” Aisha continued to doubt my choice. “We don’t know how many there are at the further ranks. I thought you would go for different weapons to be more versatile.” 
 
    “You know me well.” I smiled at her warmly. “But, I’m going to switch the bonds in the future so it’s alright.” 
 
    “How can you be sure that you will be able to?” Levia joined in with a faint glint of curiosity in her violet eyes. 
 
    “Your game,” Aisha guessed. 
 
    “To some extent, yes.” I pointed at her. “It would be extremely inefficient if you were stuck with whatever weapons you had in your arsenal if you got this ability early. Those first slots would be wasted forever in the later levels. Just imagine using some trashy club against high-tier monsters.” 
 
    “That is certainly true,” Levia agreed. 
 
    “As Aisha mentioned, in the simulation I experienced, there were some skills with a similar design. The ability to form bonds, or contract, or summon was available from the start while the ability to cancel those was unlocked a few ranks later,” I continued. “Also, there’s always another way to solve things. There can’t be a bond if there is no bonded.” 
 
    “Ah. Obviously.” Aisha smacked herself on the forehead. “We can just destroy the weapon. Disassemble it, burn it, melt it. That will unlock the slot, right?” 
 
    “It should. But, considering how alive these bonds feel, I would rather avoid that solution if possible. Call me soft as much as you want, but to me, it’s like slaughtering your loyal dog to make space for another, prettier, more expensive one.” 
 
    “You are an honorable person,” Levia complimented me and I swore that the corner of her lips rose a tiny bit. 
 
    “Call me stupid, but I haven’t thought about this possibility. I really believed that you are stuck with me after we formed a deeper bond since the option to dismiss me in your Subordinate Management menu disappeared, but now I realized that you can just slit my throat whenever I stop pulling my weight or annoy you too much,” Aisha admitted with a somewhat tense expression. “And yes, I know you would never, but that thought just made me a little anxious the moment it popped up in my head. Fuck. I’m an even luckier son of a bitch than I initially thought.” 
 
    “Well, you could also die in battle,” Levia commented. 
 
    “I know, but that feels natural, so you don’t really think about it. As I said, I’m stupid. It should have been obvious. Death is death no matter the cause.” My mate chuckled wryly. 
 
    I reached out over the table to stroke her hand. “There’s no use thinking about pointless things like that. You said it yourself, I would never even think about hurting you. Both of you. And neither would I use you as meatshields to save myself, as absurd considering my Class it sounds. We are comrades and I would give my life for yours.” 
 
    “That certainly is making a very inefficient use of your situation. As long as you live, you should be able to summon more servants to recoup your losses. We should be expendable in your eyes.” The calm Witch stared at me with that impossible-to-read expression of hers. 
 
    “Nobody is perfect, I guess. I pride myself in being a perfect tactician yet I grow attached to my units. Quite a hypocrite, right?” I shook my head. 
 
    I felt a squeeze and turned my attention to the hand I’d placed on top of Aisha’s earlier. 
 
    “And that’s why your subordinates are able to grow so much. You form a connection with them and treat them as equals. That’s why they don’t have to worry about being expendable and can focus on doing their best for you. I don’t have to look over my shoulder each time I get wounded to check if you are going to shove me forward and use as bait to aid your escape. It’s a very soothing feeling knowing that you have my back no matter what,” she said with a beautiful, enchanting smile. 
 
    We stared at each other for a while until I nodded. “I guess there’s some truth in that. Still, I’m possibly the worst person to receive this Class. What use is there for it when I’m hesitant in using its abilities?” 
 
    “I think you are the ideal person for it. Ignore its foundation. Focus on the expanded part. Without being who you are, it would be hard or nigh impossible to properly form bonds required by its mechanics.” She squinted her eyes at me threateningly. “So, as you said yourself, there’s no use thinking about pointless shit like that. Got it?” 
 
    I smirked at her. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good.” She nodded with satisfaction. “Now, let’s get you that bond and maybe Levia a familiar?” 
 
    “That is a good idea. I already have a good entity in mind. It should not require anything expensive to summon.” Our Witch picked up a knife off the table and examined its edge from up close. “This shall do.” 
 
    We watched in confusion as she suddenly cut her finger quite deeply and pressed it into the wood. Levia slowly drew a circle with her blood and filled it with magical inscriptions and shapes. For the entire process, she didn’t pull her finger up for even a brief moment, finishing the whole thing in one, long stroke. The last bit trailed past the edge of the formation and stopped below it, where she held her finger steady. 
 
    “Summon Familiar,” she cast quietly. 
 
    The formation glowed in crimson and began emitting a mist of the same color. The smoke gathered in the middle and formed a small shape. After about thirty seconds, it burst gently and fell onto the table in an enchanting manner, spreading in every direction. It revealed something in its wake and we peered curiously at the summoned entity. Rose circled us with some joyful interest too. 
 
    Whatever Levia had called, wasn’t very big. It resembled a tiny chicken with pure white feathers. Except for its wings, which were beautifully golden. Its beak matched them and three much thinner and longer feathers of the same, radiant color stuck out of the top of its head, curling to the back. Honestly, it looked like some cute pet companion from a typical isekai anime with an overpowered MC. 
 
    “Greetings. I would like to form a contract for ten days with you. Would you please tell me what you wish to receive for your temporary servitude?” Levia started speaking to it before we could even say anything. 
 
    The miniature chicken comically tilted its head at her a bunch of times while clucking some and tapping the table with its beak. 
 
    “I see. Yes, I am able to grant your wish. Our situation is perfect for that. Then, let us proceed if you do not have any further requests.” She had seemingly understood everything and carried on with the ritual. 
 
    Levia finally raised her finger off the table and hovered it over the little chicken. It had to be quite intelligent or just used to how things were done because it quickly opened its beak and accepted a drop of her blood into its mouth. Swallowing it, the mysterious bird shivered and clucked a bit louder than before. 
 
    “It is done. I will be in your hands.” The Witch made a polite bow with her head and the chicken did the same. 
 
    What a crazy day. 
 
    “So… We can now ask, right?” Aisha raised her brow, speaking up a bit hesitantly. 
 
    The chicken trotted closer to Levia and nestled itself in her hands, which could cover it almost whole. Only its neck poked out of her hold. She petted it softly, dragging her finger from the head down. 
 
    “This is a Divine Fowl. It might look cute and harmless, but it is the natural enemy of all undead monsters. It will make our assignment much easier. I guarantee that,” Levia replied. 
 
    “I trust your judgment.” I nodded at her. “What can it do and what did it ask in return for its help?” 
 
    “I promised to let it feast on the nuclei of our enemies. It specifically asks for undead each time so our current predicament is perfect for it. And since we do not know what kind of Dungeon we will get after this one, I saw no reason to make a longer or permanent contract,” she explained. “As for its abilities, you will see. It is quite powerful against the undead type. Not so much against others. It has both offensive and defensive skills.” 
 
    “It’s hard to believe that this tiny chick is any strong. I bet I could literally squish it in my palm.” Aisha squinted at the Divine Fowl. 
 
    Its eyes snapped open from being closed due to Levia’s delicate caresses and I could swear that it squinted back at my fierce drakan mate. 
 
    What the hell was even going on with my life? 
 
    “You most likely could. But, you would bring a lethal curse upon yourself if you did. One that I would have no chance of removing at my current level,” Levia replied calmly regardless of the heavy tone of her words. 
 
    I shuddered slightly. “Alright. We better watch our step. I don’t want to accidentally smush it and end up dead by the fury of the heavens.” 
 
    Another one of those lovable, tiny smiles popped up on Levia’s pouty lips before quickly disappearing. Aisha snorted at my comment, clearly not believing in the chicken’s divinity yet. 
 
    Me? I was not going to take chances. No, thanks. That would be a certain flag. 
 
    As we stood up to clean our takeouts, the small fowl fluttered its wings and landed atop Levia’s hair. I had to say, it was fucking cute. The kind of cute that made you smile like an idiot for no reason just from looking. Though, I was sure it wouldn’t be that impactful if it was anyone other than our cold, neutral Witch friend. 
 
    Afterward, I brought out the other handaxe and bonded with it properly. The girls watched as I tested it out alongside the first one by leading them around and giving them a few simple commands. Aisha brought her greataxe and made a few swings at me. We confirmed that I was able to almost fully stop her weapon by crossing both handaxes in time. It looked damn cool. 
 
    Then, we handled our toiletries and hit the bed. Aisha boldly snuggled to me without a hint of restraint, humming blissfully as her curves rubbed against my skin. At least she kept her underwear on so that was something. I glanced once at Levia, who lay peacefully past the tease of a woman, and she truly seemed alright with it, even though my neck was currently being assaulted with quiet but still audible pecks. The tiny fowl hid its head in its puffy feathers and nestled itself under her chin. 
 
    Thankfully, Aisha didn’t push it too far and she dozed off a moment later, ceasing her frisky behavior. I placed a gentle peck on her forehead and joined her. 
 
    The vibrations of my phone woke me up and I hastily turned off the alarm. Yawning lightly, I opened my eyes and found no Witch by our side. One glance later, I noticed Levia still just in her panties and bra making some coffee with the divine bird atop her hair. I pushed the lazy drakan lady off me and stood up, landing a few slaps on her jiggly butt to let her know that it was time. She whined dejectedly but I knew she would get her ass up right away anyway. 
 
    “Morning.” I waved at Levia as I stepped into the kitchen. 
 
    “Good morning. I prepared coffee. Would you like some?” she asked as I glanced at two set-up mugs on the counter. 
 
    “I guess it would be rude to decline your kind offer.” I smiled warmly and she finished making one for me. “I’m glad you are getting more comfortable with our Earth stuff. This is your home and I would be happy if you felt so.” 
 
    “Thank you. I appreciate your goodwill and effort to make me comfortable.” She nodded faintly into her mug. “It has been a learning experience and I am growing more accustomed to Earth standards with each passing day.” 
 
    “Say that after we finally get to sleep in the nude…” Aisha grumbled groggily from behind me and I felt her weight press on my back as her chin rested on my shoulder. 
 
    I brought my cup to her lips and shared a few sips with her, which quickly perked her up. We stayed like that for a few minutes, just enjoying the early morning in our own, small company. Then, we washed up, ate a simple but satiating breakfast, and got ready to depart. 
 
    For a moment, we wondered with Aisha where our new friend would go, but Levia just grabbed her big, witchy hat and dropped it onto her head right over the Divine Fowl. I snorted quietly at the sight I’d never expected to see in my life.  
 
    Another one from the bingo list, it looked like. 
 
    She trotted to the main entrance as the two of us were still gearing up and opened the door. 
 
    “Ah!” A startled squeak reached our ears and we peered into the hallway, spotting the familiar imp girl right in the frame. “You surprised me. I didn’t think you would be up this early.” 
 
    “You should have knocked or rang if you were waiting,” I said as we stepped closer. 
 
    “I didn’t want to wake you up. Rest is important for us Defenders.” She twirled her thin tail with an embarrassed smile. 
 
    “What do you want, then?” Aisha asked sternly. “The hour of our meeting is still far away.” 
 
    “I already scouted the entire top floor and confirmed that there are no more Skeletons around. All the crystals have been dealt with. There’s nothing more up here,” Lulu replied, ignoring the drakan beauty’s gaze. “And so, I found the path below. The actual one, not some staircase leading to another chamber. But, I didn’t want to go without you so I came to wait here since it should be safe now.” 
 
    I shared a glance with my companions and turned back to the imp girl. “Well, lead the way, then. We don’t have time to waste.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 26
In the Hands of Death 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Before we left the safe confines of our little, magical apartment, the three of us returned inside to make a final check on everything. I could see Lulu curiously peeking through the door, which we had left open for her to come in, but the pink-skinned girl didn’t take the chance, perhaps hesitant about intruding on our private locum without clear, vocal permission. 
 
    Aisha made a quick trip into our storage while I accompanied Levia to her workshop. The two of us hovered over the laser engraver for a few seconds and we chose a bunch of additional spells for it to take care of in our absence. To maximize efficiency, we chose the most complex ones that would force the machine into taking its sweet time with the patterns. 
 
    We regrouped back in the hallway leading to the entrance and decided to leave. Everyone was there, ready as much as they could, which included Rose too. The enthusiastic sphere of cuteness hovered over our heads quietly, not wanting to inconvenience us but making a point that she was ready to help us out however we needed. 
 
    I had a feeling that the appearance of another small, adorable entity, even if only temporarily, had made our little friend a bit more competitive. I just hoped that this rivalry didn’t turn into a full-on war between the two familiars. Things would be getting way harder from now on for sure. 
 
    Lulu happily welcomed us into the Dungeon and started to lead us toward the descent into the lower level she had found earlier. It was pretty obvious that she had some questions about the unfamiliar things she had spotted in our home but she kept her thoughts to herself as we walked through the stone hallways. 
 
    I felt like, after we had taken care of the Betrayer, she had changed a bit. She was still somewhat seductive and flirty, often bickered with my sexy, draconic girlfriend, and clearly wanted to get her hands—or something else—on my cock, but perhaps there was some more… trust and respect in the way she behaved towards me. I didn’t see anything impressive in what I’d done when compared to everyone else but it wasn’t like I could know how her brain or culture worked exactly. 
 
    “So, did you find anything interesting on this floor while checking on the crystals,” I asked at one point in our mostly quiet journey. 
 
    “Not really.” The imp girl shook her head. “Besides a few more of those hidden trap rooms, there isn’t that much up here. And the rewards in those chests are either bait or don’t even exist. Most of the stuff I found in them was worthless.” 
 
    “It almost feels kind of lackluster.” Aisha scrunched her nose. “Besides those crystal pylons, we didn’t see anything noteworthy either. And while it’s nothing uncommon for the Dungeons, catacombs like these should hide at least some equipment and stuff.” 
 
    “I believe Aisha is right.” Levia made a curt nod. “We examined and even opened plenty of chambers and coffins or sarcophagi. The structure of this place is too complex to be a complete creation of contaminated energy. I would assume that these ruins were a relic of the past in some long-forgotten location before they became part of a Dungeon. It is just a guess, though.” 
 
    “And if that guess is correct, then we should have run into lots of traces and evidence connected to the history of all the people who were buried here,” my drakan mate continued after her. “Most of those looked to be warriors, knights, or people of higher standing rather than mere peasants. Taking their beloved or prized possessions to their deathbed is more than just common. Yet, we saw nothing. Except for the weapons carried by the Skeletons, but those don’t count. We found plenty of bones that weren’t animated too.” 
 
    “When you say it like that, this Dungeon really does seem a tiny bit strange.” Lulu rubbed her chin as her brows knitted together. 
 
    “Even in our previous Dungeon, we stumbled into the Pixies and the crystals, which made it obvious that it was an absorbed one.” I hummed to myself. “Maybe it is just a very elaborate catacomb.” 
 
    “We may be able to find some answers down there.” Our guide pointed to the side and we all gazed into one of the hallways leading away from the upcoming intersection. 
 
    The unimpressive, stone floor started descending into a flight of equally plain stairs after about ten or fifteen meters, right in front of a dead end. The descent was extremely dark so we couldn’t really see into the pitch-black hole that began after the few first steps. Or at least I couldn’t. The other trio might actually all have Darkvision of some sort. 
 
    But, anyway, the angle of the descent was quite sharp, at an almost perfect forty-five degrees, so it wasn’t possible to see far into it from our position. We slowly approached the stairs and peered into the void. 
 
    “You haven’t gone in, right?” I glanced at Lulu. 
 
    “Nah. These run damn deep. I didn’t want to risk going in alone. It’s a perfect place for a trap or an ambush,” she explained. 
 
    “Understandable.” I nodded. “I guess it’s time for me to test my new ability. We don’t know what might be waiting for us on the other end so it might be smart to avoid using light if none of us need it badly.” 
 
    “Ah. That one.” Aisha snapped her fingers at me and grinned. “Are you going to use me or our wise friend?” 
 
    “Do your Darkvisions differ?” I raised a brow at her and Levia. 
 
    “Not by much but mine is most likely more suited for outdoor use.” The calm Witch glanced up at me with her enchanting, violet eyes. “Since Aisha comes down from a draconic lineage, hers might work better in caverns and underground structures like this one.” 
 
    “Well, I was going to use hers anyway since I can keep it up for six hours instead of just one thanks to the bond, but that’s good to know for the future,” I replied and pulled up my phone to make it easier. 
 
    In the corner of my eye, I caught a faint smirk on Aisha’s lips as the two women looked at each other. Since I was sure that she wouldn’t be able to get any special reactions from the almost expressionless lunar elf, I didn’t really pay any more attention to them and navigated to my abilities.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if it would work, but just as I expected, I was able to activate the skill straight out of the list, and a small catalog of abilities opened up. Some of them had a heart by their name and I knew for sure that they belonged to Aisha even without that hint. The naming sense obviously gave it away with just a glance. 
 
    Finding her Darkvision, I tapped on it and then tapped the confirmation box. A weird sensation spread through my body as if something flowed from my heart straight into my eyes and brain. In a flash, my surroundings became sharper, more defined, and the shadows in the corners brightened greatly, disappearing almost completely. I could now see much further into the descending stairs but I still couldn’t spot where they ended. 
 
    It was great to know that I could manage this ability with my phone instead of trying to do everything in my head. That reduced the risk of a mistake by a lot. And it was much more fun too. 
 
    “Is that how you see shit all the time? Pretty cool.” I looked around and noticed Aisha’s raised brows. “What?” 
 
    “Your eyes… I didn’t expect…” she replied in a quiet tone, staring deeply at my face. 
 
    Before I could continue questioning her, Levia fished out a small mirror from one of her inner pockets and turned it my way. My brows mirrored Aisha’s as they topped my forehead when I examined my reflection. My pupils assumed a fierce, vertical shape and I could spot a faint glint in them, depending on the angle. 
 
    I moved my gaze back to my drakan partner, now aware of the reason behind her surprised reaction. Her eyes bore into mine for a good while and I could swear that a tiny bit more rosiness tinted Aisha’s cheeks. I smirked softly at her entranced expression and it seemed to cause her to nibble on her bottom lip. 
 
    Chuckling lightly, I landed a gentle smack on her perfect butt as I passed by the draconic beauty. “Come on. The quicker we finish this delve, the more time you will have to just stare at them.” 
 
    I heard a snort, most likely coming from Lulu, quickly followed by a quiet thud and a groan. You didn’t have to be a genius to figure out what had just happened and I couldn’t hold down a smile from creeping up onto my lips. Levia soon joined me by my side and confirmed my suspicions. We descended the stairs in pairs. 
 
    As Lulu had said before, those were really damn long stairs. It felt like we were walking for more than fifteen minutes before there was a change in the dull passage. And we weren’t moving slowly either. The steps were big enough to confidently set your foot on them without the risk of slipping or tripping. 
 
    Approaching what looked like an empty entrance to a bigger chamber, we actually slowed down. I nodded at Rose and our smart Pixie friend understood her task immediately. She bolted up to the ceiling and darted forward while keeping herself in the corner. We watched her pass the exit and disappear past its upper edge. After a few long seconds, Rose showed herself in the very middle and joyfully spun in circles, announcing that it was safe to approach. 
 
    “What the fuck…” I suddenly felt unsteady on my legs the very moment we stepped out of the descending hallway. 
 
    A hand grasped my collar from behind and I knew it was Aisha, who quickly made sure that I didn’t actually lose my balance even though she was in as much astonishment as the rest of us. Regaining my composure, I stood frozen at the exit of the sloping tunnel and looked around with wide eyes. The girls took in our surroundings with a similar shock and awe. 
 
    Firstly, we were still on the same flight of stairs. 
 
    Secondly, the walls and ceiling that closed us off during our descent were now completely gone, leaving just the steps underneath still present. 
 
    Thirdly, we had just come out of an uneven wall of a cavern that was unimaginably huge. 
 
    We could see the ceiling far above us, for sure, but no matter how hard we looked ahead, down, and to the sides of the descending path, we weren’t able to find an end to them. Complete darkness so thick and deep covered those distant areas that even with Aisha’s Darkvision I couldn’t see shit out there. 
 
    But, there were things that I could see. And they could too, for sure. 
 
    Numerous spires of various thicknesses and sizes littered the unending cavern wherever we would direct our gazes. They all poked out of that all-consuming darkness at the bottom of this place. If there even was a bottom down there.  
 
    The stone-gray structures had the same gothic aesthetics as the catacombs on the upper level, making them even spookier in this creepy setting. Spiraling stairs coiled around most of them and some of them were connected by long, open bridges of the same mineral. Tiny, blue dots glowed over them and illuminated their surface and various parts here and there, clearly coming from the torches or other light sources. 
 
    “Well… Ten days suddenly feel much shorter than before...” I let out a wry chuckle as my brain still processed the sheer size of what we were witnessing. 
 
    “This is an entire necropolis…” Levia commented quietly and even her tone wasn’t unaffected by the view, which didn’t happen often. 
 
    “How can we find anything out there in less than ten days?! Not to mention getting rid of it or doing whatever is necessary to complete the assignment?!” Lulu’s fingers shot to her hair as she panicked a little. 
 
    “Quiet, you brainless midget!” Aisha hissed at her. “We don’t know what might be lurking around in this darkness! We are like sitting ducks out here!” 
 
    The imp shortie seemed to realize her mistake and quickly sealed her mouth shut with her hands, frantically looking around as a faint echo carried her quite loud complaint further into the cavern. Thankfully, she hadn’t shouted too hard so it wasn’t the worst. But, my strong mate was right. We were in a complete dogshit position, standing on a flight of stairs surrounded by nothing. Our only options were to back off into the tunnel behind us or sprint ahead to reach the spire connected to the other end of the path. And it wasn’t exactly too close. 
 
    “Too late. We have company,” the quiet Witch spoke clearly and pointed to the side. 
 
    “Stay close to the entrance!” I ordered and we quickly shuffled our formation, taking a few steps back. 
 
    Since standing side by side was too dangerous, we ended up in a single file. Lulu took the front as she could use her shadow abilities to escape danger the easiest out of us all. Levia stood right behind the Shadowmancer and I was right after her since she was much smaller than me too and I would obstruct her view. Aisha obviously took the back as the biggest and most badass member of this party. And the strongest, of course. 
 
    I called forth my two bonded handaxes and they jumped out of their holsters with an eager hum, starting to orbit me in a protective manner. We squinted in focus to gain as much information about our enemy before the clash as we could. Our only hint at the moment was the fact that those monsters seemed to be small and were able to fly even though they had no wings. 
 
    “Are those… hands?” Aisha pointed out with a frown. 
 
    A shiver rolled down my spine. She was right. A literal flock of skeletal hands headed our way, flexing their white, grabby fingers as they zoomed through the air like it was a normal thing for separated wrists to belong in that environment. Gems of various colors were embedded in their knuckles and all the joints. But, no matter how expensive those looked, seeing a cloud of bony fingers rushing at you was creepy as hell, bizarre at most. 
 
    They reached us and I saw one of them separating from the group. Rose bolted away and it took immediate chase after our round companion. I had no idea if those spooky hands could grab a Pixie but I hoped that I wouldn’t get to see that play out. Unfortunately, I had to switch my attention to our own opponents, reassured just a little by how fast my cheerful familiar seemed to be in comparison to the grabby monster. 
 
    Three of them descended onto Lulu and started clawing at the imp girl with their sharp fingertips. She skillfully parried their attempts with her blades while also dodging as much as she could without moving closer to the abyssal chasm spanning over our sides. At least we had some room forward and back. 
 
    My two handaxes intercepted one enemy each and prevented them from going after Levia, who drew a card from her deck holder. I smacked one more off its path with my mace and focused on the four that chose me as their target. Thankfully, our Witch friend wasn’t completely useless on her own and I heard a keen zap alongside a faint blue flash. Two of her opponents and two of mine were struck by continuous lightning for about three seconds and began falling into the darkness. 
 
    I turned around for a moment to chase after the remaining ones that had flown behind my back and to check up on Aisha. My brave Berserker swung her massive hammer with quick motions and pummeled a skeletal wrist out of the air with each one. The noise of cracking bones filled our close vicinity as we did our best to deal with this sudden swarm straight out of hell. 
 
    “Ahhh!” 
 
    A feminine scream reached my ears from behind and I instantly whipped my head around. One of the floating bastards had grabbed Levia’s coat by the collar and tried to lift her up while dragging her to the side as she repelled two more going after her hands. She was already close to the edge and struggled to slip out of her loose attire. 
 
    I reacted without a hint of hesitation and threw myself at her just as she was being pulled dangerously far over the ledge. Smashing my mace into the main culprit behind her situation and smacking it away from the petite Witch, I crashed into her a split second after she was brought past the border. 
 
    She plunged down immediately but I was with her. It was a dreadful feeling to experience a sudden lack of support under my feet right over the unending chasm, but I didn’t let it get to me and wrapped my free arm around Levia’s waist as tightly as I could. I let go of my mace and hastily extended my other arm towards the ledge, somehow managing to grab it before we fell too far. 
 
    I grunted heavily as our combined weight and added velocity strained my arm and shoulder, and groaned more when we slammed into the hard, uneven, rocky side of the stairs. My mace bounced off the surface with a clang and made a dive for the abyss too. Before I lost it completely, I locked my eyes on its shape and squinted heavily while begging for my Telekinesis to work. A mental strain was suddenly added to the physical one but the weapon froze in mid-air. 
 
    We weren’t exactly safe from the flying fucks yet but my handaxes did a great job at shielding us from their evil touch. My mind was completely split between holding onto the mace and directing their blows, though, so it wasn’t easy to hang down like that with just the tips of my fingers. 
 
    Fortunately, it didn’t take long for help to arrive and I heard Aisha shout my name from above. Right after, she lowered her hammer vertically while crouching over the edge of the stairs. I didn’t even need her to share her intentions with me to know what they were and I hastily twisted my body to bring Levia closer to the double head of my mate’s weapon. The dainty elf stepped onto it like onto a pogo stick, gripping the pole with both hands. 
 
    Aisha immediately pulled her up without a problem and I turned my attention back to the mace. Extending my hand towards it like I was trying to use the Force to bring me my dropped lightsaber, I summoned it back to my palm a bit faster than I expected. Right after, I felt someone grab my wrist and I was launched up, returning to the safe surface. 
 
    “Thanks.” I managed a nod of gratitude at my gorgeous, crimson-scaled savior.  
 
    She winked at me and got back to annihilating the swarm. 
 
    “Don’t let them grab you! Retreat into the tunnel!” I shouted and glanced around. 
 
    Many grabbers still zoomed through the air and assaulted us from every possible angle. I stepped closer to Lulu and helped her back away since Aisha had already put Levia close to the hole in the wall. We repelled and destroyed as many hands as we could before jumping into the enclosed space.  
 
    Surprisingly, the monsters didn’t follow us. 
 
    “Why aren’t they going in?” Lulu asked while calming her breath. 
 
    “Perhaps they can not. Or their orders are limited to grabbing people and throwing them over the edge. They are unable to do that here,” our wise Witch suggested. 
 
    “This sucks. They are perfect for this situation. It will be hell to push through or fight them out there.” I clicked my tongue. 
 
    “It’s the only way as far as we are aware.” Aisha sighed. 
 
    “I shall deal with them,” Levia announced calmly. “I did not plan to make use of it this soon but we can not be stopped this early.” 
 
    We all turned to her and watched how she started heading back toward the entrance. I had to fight the urge to grab her wrist and stop her but I knew she wouldn’t do anything stupid. Just in case, though, I followed closely after her. 
 
    Reaching the edge of the opening, where plenty of skeletal hands still buzzed around like ferocious hornets blocked off by a non-existent pane of glass, she slowly raised her witchy hat. The Divine Fowl was peacefully napping atop her hair, seemingly unaware of everything that was happening, or just not caring enough about it. 
 
    Levia then passed me her hat, nonchalantly grabbed the bird with both hands, evoking a surprised cluck from the white-feathered chick, and also nonchalantly tossed it ahead. The holy chicken flew past the edge while frantically flapping its golden wings and squawked in a slightly higher pitch as one of the monsters caught it into its tight grasp like a fluffy stress-relief ball. 
 
    We wondered what was the point of that when the Divine Fowl began glowing brighter and brighter before exploding in a flash of blinding light that emanated right from its body. When we uncovered our eyes, it was slowly falling to the ground alongside a bunch of its swirling feathers that detached from its frame, flailing its wings to slow its descent. I caught traces of faint, black dust floating away into the darkness and some more of it scattered over the steps. A few gems lay over them too. 
 
    The heavenly bird jumped step by step while pushing itself up with its wings and then leaped all the way back on top of Levia’s head when it got close enough to the blue-skinned lady. It nestled itself in her white hair and I could swear that it was squinting at us with an annoyed expression, puffing its feathers out. As it closed its tiny eyes, the Witch covered it up with her hat once more. The rest of us exchanged surprised glances and Levia clearly noticed our confusion. 
 
    “One of its main offensive abilities, Purge Undead. It is a powerful area skill but can be used only twice a day,” she explained kindly. “The Divine Fowl can use four spells a day before running out of energy so each cast is very valuable.” 
 
    “It does look quite OP. I’m not surprised it has a limiter on.” I chuckled while shaking my head. 
 
    “Can’t you just resupply its energy somehow?” Aisha asked, raising a brow at the shorter lady. 
 
    “Potions and other consumables do not work.” Levia shook her head. “People tried various things, trust me.” 
 
    “What about Transfer Spirit?” I rubbed my chin. “It’s your familiar, therefore it’s connected to you, therefore I wonder if I can share my energy with it through my ability to control its flow between me and my Subordinates.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to answer but paused for a moment and closed it back, taking a few seconds to rethink it. 
 
    “I do not know. It might be worth a try.” Her violet eyes looked up at me with a faint trace of wonder in those enchanting irises. 
 
    Aisha snickered next to us. “You will always find a loophole to abuse the system.” 
 
    I shrugged with a smile. “Old habits die hard.” 
 
    After calming down our elated moods, we moved closer to the exit and peeked past its edges to see if there truly were no more of those terrifying grabbers around. Rose made a wide circle in the air and no monster lunged at her so it seemed to be safe. We collected the fallen gems and shoved them in our pouches or pockets to examine later. 
 
    Lulu stepped closer to the ledge on the side and peered into the chasm. “I wonder if it has an end. Will we have to explore it too?” 
 
    “It’s so deep that even our eyes can’t see the bottom.” Aisha scrunched her nose as she joined the imp girl. 
 
    “I can launch an illumination spell down this abyss to verify that,” Levia suggested. 
 
    “Alright, but send it far away from the stairs. We don’t want to risk attracting unwanted attention again,” I replied. 
 
    “That was my thoughts exactly.” She glanced at me and I spotted the faintest hint of a tiny smile at the corner of her dainty lips. 
 
    I smiled back at her and we watched as she picked out another arcana and activated it in her fingers. This time, instead of casting magic through it, she filled it with mana and threw it away like a professional card thrower. It disappeared from our sight pretty quickly due to its color and how dark it was everywhere. But, we saw a golden flash a few seconds later and spotted it quickly descending about twenty or thirty meters from our position. 
 
    We were starting to lose hope of seeing the bottom when it finally stopped. The chasm was so deep that we could barely make out the fact that it had hit the ground. Everyone squinted as hard as they could until Levia raised a hand to stop us. 
 
    “Wait a few seconds. I set it to discharge all the mana with a brighter glow after a while,” she said. 
 
    I nodded approvingly and we continued to gaze into that small, glowing point.  
 
    Then, the timer ran off and the illuminated area grew to around the size of a soccer field. That was the exact moment I shuddered involuntarily and my eyes went wide. I caught the sight of the others reacting the same way and Lulu actually took a frightened step back. Even Levia’s usually emotionless face paled a little. 
 
    “Fucking hell…” I chuckled wryly. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 27
In Time of Crisis 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well… Shit…” Aisha scrunched her nose. “Things don’t look too well, chief...” 
 
    “You are saying?” I raised a brow at her as we were all staring at the illuminated segment of the cavern’s bottom. 
 
    At first sight, it might have looked like the floor was made of uneven, whitish rock, but there was one thing that gave the truth away. 
 
    It rippled. 
 
    And that ripple came from movement. 
 
    Rather than an uneven surface, it was a sea of closely huddled-up skulls. It was obvious that the motion we were looking at belonged to a full ocean of tightly packed Skeletons. We couldn’t really discern their specifics, but it was like watching a colony of ants from way above. If those ants were standing like humans in front of stores on Black Friday. 
 
    Of course, it wasn’t the Skeletons that had shaken us so much but their sheer number. If all those bastards somehow marched up these stairs and got to the upper floor, there was no fucking way in hell anyone would be able to stop that flood of bones. Not even the strongest, most legendary Defenders in a full raid party. The enemies at the bottom of this abyss seemed endless. 
 
    And to think what would happen when the Dungeon failed to be cleared? Oh gods, I didn’t even want to imagine the damage and losses. The people watching over the secrecy between the normal and supernatural would have to come up with a city-wide chemical leak or a virus outbreak to cover something like that up. 
 
    Wait, was the recent thing exactly that?  
 
    Shit, I was getting into conspiracies now. It wasn’t the time to dwell on pointless things like that. It wasn’t like I could have any say or do on the matter anyway. But, if I didn’t do something about this matter, we could be facing a similar tragedy in about ten days or so. And that was not an option. 
 
    “D-Do you think we have to get rid of them all?” Lulu asked with a slightly higher pitch than usual. 
 
    “Impossible.” I shook my head. “There is no way that four Defenders of our strength would be able to handle numbers like this. I have no idea how much data the companies that assign Dungeons to their Defenders can pull out of these places but I would assume that it’s enough to judge the risk and pick a proper rank.” 
 
    “Considering all the Dungeons I finished in my previous life, I am willing to agree with you on that.” Levia made a faint nod. 
 
    “Yeah. Things sometimes went south but it was never a lost cause right off the bat.” Aisha sniffed. “There has to be another way to clear this Dungeon other than turning all those bones into dust, right?” 
 
    “We are supposed to remove the source of corruption or contamination. Maybe that’s what is bringing up the dead in this place. Something like a bigger and more powerful version of the crystals we destroyed above. This cavern is enormous. Who knows what is hidden in the darkness,” I replied while rubbing my chin. 
 
    “It’s impossible to explore it in barely over a week!” Lulu whined in a distressed voice. “How are we supposed to find anything here?!” 
 
    Everyone looked at me and I matched their gazes with a slight shrug. “I don’t know. But, we will figure something out for sure. For now, let’s try to gather as much information as we can. The only issue is how exposed we are out in the open.” 
 
    “Can’t your Witch turn us invisible or something? I don’t think it’s a good idea to just run across these stairs…” The imp girl looked towards the other side nervously. 
 
    “Not my Witch, but the Witch. She isn’t mine but her own. Other than that, it isn’t that bad of a question.” I turned to our magical expert. 
 
    Levia looked back at me for a few seconds—her calm, misleadingly tired expression back on her pretty face—and started running the tip of her finger over the edge of her deck sitting in the currently open holder. 
 
    “Since none of the monsters we encountered so far had actual, working eyes, I would like to assume that we are being sensed by either our mana or lifeforce. I do have a spell that can mask both, technically turning us invisible if that assumption is correct,” she explained and pulled out a single, metal arcana. “Unfortunately, it is a continuous cast. I can uphold it for about two to three hours. I will not be able to cast stronger spells during that time. Lesser arcanas should be fine.” 
 
    “So, if shit goes down, it better happens when we are inside, got it.” I smiled at her, immensely glad we had her resourcefulness on our side. “Everyone agrees to do some scouting today?” 
 
    “That’s been the plan since the start. Besides, I would follow you straight to the pits of hell.” My fierce drakan mate smacked my back with an excited grin. 
 
    “It’s not like I have a choice here. Not teaming up is completely out of the question at this point. I just wish we didn’t lose half of our team on the way here.” Lulu sighed heavily. 
 
    “Cheer up, kiddo. Give Lucas three days and he will come up with a way to abuse this Dungeon so hard it will be a breeze.” Aisha smirked at the shorter girl, who glared back at her. 
 
    “I’m not a kid, you musclebrain.” Lulu frowned angrily. 
 
    “Alright. Let’s get in formation and move out.” I interrupted them before things got too heated again and nodded at Levia. 
 
    The quiet Witch got into the middle while we surrounded her closely from three sides. Rose circled low around our heads too. The lithe, blue-skinned lady muttered a few almost silent words at the card she held between her fingers, and the laser-engraved pattern on its surface shone with rainbowy light. A see-through sphere pulsed out of the arcana and a shimmering, transparent bubble surrounded us, barely fitting us all inside. 
 
    When Levia took her eyes off the card and gave me a little glance, we began walking forward. At first, we tested the waters, moving at a slow but regular speed, to check if it had any effect on the supposedly covert barrier surrounding us. But, even as we reached our usual pace, things seemed alright. Of course, we would only know that for real after running into some monsters. 
 
    Everyone looked into the darkness past the narrow stairs we were making our way through. The last thing we needed was another flock of those creepy grabbers. We had like five hundred meters or so to cover. Having an almost endless pit on both sides wasn’t making this walk a casual and comforting trip. 
 
    But, we kept completely silent as we descended towards the middle of the first spire step by step. Nothing flew at us from above and nothing suddenly grabbed us from below. Perhaps Levia’s magic was working. Or we were lucky that the skeletal hands were the only monsters in the close vicinity of the ramp. 
 
    Soon enough, we stood in front of a massive double gate leading into the impressive structure. 
 
    “Creepy.” Aisha snorted. “But not unexpected.” 
 
    The gate was made entirely of bones. The entire thing. It was an artistic amalgamation of different skeletons belonging to what I assumed were beasts, monsters, some humanoids, and maybe even legendary creatures. It looked scary and that clearly was the point. 
 
    “Do we knock and see if they have a Skeletal Porter?” My drakan mate snorted quietly. 
 
    Levia stepped closer to the huge double doors and placed her free palm on top of a human skull protruding from the left wing. It was pressed in with an empty click and the gate began opening inwards. 
 
    “I guess we don’t have to when we have Levia.” Aisha smirked and readied her weapon. 
 
    “How did you know?” I asked the amazing Witch. 
 
    “I just… knew. I am not sure why,” she replied with a delicate frown. 
 
    “You won’t suddenly regain your lost memories from when you were the ruler of this place and turn into the final boss after we reach the end of this Dungeon, right?” I chuckled softly, which caused her to glance up at me. “Ignore that. I’ve read too many books. The plot twists are barely a surprise to me by now.” 
 
    “Summoning a Dungeon Boss as your Subordinate. That could make a decent story.” Aisha winked at me and we refocused on the space that had just finished opening in front of us. 
 
    A bunch of Skeletons meandered the circular chamber the size of an entire floor in an office building. In the end, these gothic spires could technically be compared to skyscrapers. Perhaps all these sacks of bones had once been equally tired and exploited employees working in these renaissance towers, now cursed to attend their workplace even after death. 
 
    Pushing that horrible but amusing thought aside, I scanned the chamber with my eyes to see if we had been noticed. Taking the fact that none of the resident wanderers had even so much as turned our way as a definite no, I exhaled in relief. The girls visibly grew a bit less tense too. With that out of the way, we could examine the room in more detail. 
 
    After we slipped inside, the gate began closing behind our backs. That was the last moment to back out but we chose to dig deeper. The place we had ended up in wasn’t anything special. The chamber was full of stone and bone furniture which had seen much better times. Things were chipped, bruised, scratched, or openly cracked. Some tapestries decorated the circular walls but they were so old, dirty, and dusty that it was close to impossible to make anything out of them. 
 
    We gave the room a quick tour to see if anything would catch our attention, but since Levia didn’t point a single thing out, we decided to move on. I wanted to rely on her knowledge and mystical expertise. Plus, she’d said that she just knew something and that was our only lead for now. 
 
    There were two doors leading out of the room. One was clearly leading out to the spiraling staircase hugging the tower from the outside that went up, and the other to the steps leading down. We chose to go lower since that was where we’d seen the closest bridge connecting this spire to another one, a few levels below us. 
 
    We quickly realized that most rooms weren’t anything special either. They all seemed like ancient living quarters. There might have been an entire civilization residing here at some point in the past. Maybe the upper floor was something akin to their burial grounds or catacombs while this cavern was where they had lived. Perhaps there were more of those long ramps around. Hopefully, we didn’t need to locate every single one and destroy all the crystals to deal with this assignment. 
 
    Our search didn’t bring any fruit for about ten floors. Then, as we were moving through the eleventh one, Levia suddenly stopped without a hint of a warning. Lulu, who was up in the front at that moment, almost stepped out of the secure barrier but I managed to grab her thin tail before it escaped my reach and yanked the imp back to us. Unfortunately, that brought a sensual moan out of her and the enticing note traveled through the chamber. She looked at me while sealing her mouth up with her hands, a curious spark dancing in her eyes, alongside a trace of something more. 
 
    Thankfully, while the Skeletons around us seemed to have noticed the moan, they failed to find us. The spooky figures turned their skulls left and right, clicking and clacking ominously. They calmed back down after a short moment and returned to their patrols. 
 
    ~What’s the matter?~ I asked Levia mentally. 
 
    The Witch pointed to the side and I followed her gesture with Aisha. ~That altar emanates a familiar energy.~ 
 
    Since there were no enemies close by, we moved to the waist-high bone altar the size of a sarcophagus, more or less. Plenty of sigils, runes, and what must be words in some ancient language covered the top surface. Levia brushed away a thick layer of dust and examined them from up close. I watched as she tapped some of them and they gave off a bluish glow for a second like she was pressing keys on an interactive keyboard. 
 
    ~I think I know what this is. But, to confirm my guess, we would need to find at least one more in the other spires,~ she said through our bond. 
 
    ~Good. Let’s do exactly that, then.~ I nodded at her and gestured at the stairs with my eyes for Lulu. 
 
    We descended two more levels before another bone gate appeared in the wall. After approaching it, Levia pressed a skull in just the same way as she had above and we had to step back as the massive doors moved toward us. Making sure that nothing was following us or blocking our path, we stepped outside and hastily jogged through the connector, reducing our time spent out there to the bare minimum. 
 
    Another opened gate later, we were back inside another tower. Avoiding the wandering Skeletons, we went up two floors but there was no altar in that chamber. We checked a few more levels but still didn’t find it anywhere. 
 
    ~Can it be much deeper?~ Aisha asked after we walked into another lacking room. 
 
    ~I am now able to sense them inside these structures. I wanted to be sure if that truly is correct, but I do not feel like there is one in this spire. They should be around the same height to work properly,~ Levia replied. 
 
    Therefore, we started looking for another exit instead and switched towers again. Levia reminded us to take note of how many floors we were moving up and down to keep the correct level in mind but I reassured her by letting her know that we did pay attention to that detail, of course. And Rose would never let us astray. 
 
    We didn’t stumble on a single altar before our fourth spire. Levia was sweating more and more and I was about to call the operation off for now before she pushed herself too far. We risked not just her overstraining herself but also suddenly popping up back into the monsters’ vision while in the middle of a small swarm. So, we were glad we succeeded in time and Levia quickly checked the bone pedestal. 
 
    ~I think I was right. They are all connected to one place. I might be able to triangulate their spiritual link and find—~ She suddenly paused and her eyes shot open to their limits. ~Oh no.~ 
 
    ~Levia?~ I furrowed my brows and placed a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Duck!” she shouted with a panicked tone. 
 
    Aisha reacted in a split second and threw us all onto the floor, ignoring the pained grunt of protest coming from the imp girl. Right after, the walls around us exploded into pieces. Something massive passed above our bodies with a loud whoosh, cutting through the entire diameter of the spire.  
 
    For a moment, I thought the ceiling would come right down as there was nothing to support the floors above us anymore but whatever had smashed the tower in half did so with enough blunt force to tilt the upper section heavily. Part of the edge of our room broke off with a massive tremor as the other half of the structure hit it while falling and crumbled before continuing to descend into the abyss with an avalanche of stone and bones. 
 
    We shed all the rocks and dust off ourselves and hastily sat up. Then, we watched in horror as a massive skeletal arm shot towards the spire to our left and grabbed it with its giant hand like a pole. Another one grasped the tower to our right, almost crushing it in the process, squeezing the structure too hard. Using both spires for support, our attacker brought itself up from the depths of the cavern. A monumental skull and torso belonging to a humanoid Skeleton towered over us, staring at our group with its gigantic, empty eye sockets which were filled with a deep blue glow. 
 
    “You gotta be kidding me…” I spread my arms to the sides. “Does every fucking Dungeon Boss after the Tutorial have to be a fucking colossus?! Can’t we fight a fucking rat for once?!” 
 
    The gargantuan titan might have taken offense to my words as one of its palms let go of the spire it had been holding onto and started descending onto us with a clear intention of turning our fleshly bodies into four artistic bloodstains. 
 
    It arrived faster than we could escape but everyone tried to block it in their own way. Aisha set her hammer vertically, Lulu summoned a cage of shadows around herself, and I rushed to grab Levia, aiming to throw her at their feet. Thankfully, I threw that thought away instead after noticing her calmly and confidently snapping her fingers. She hadn’t lost her cool even in such a situation, which made me even more impressed with the incredible Witch. 
 
    A single arcana slid its corner out of her deck and blinked into her hand, with Levia throwing it at the ground right away. She seemed to have had enough contact with it to take care of the initial activation and slapped both palms together with a focused expression. Right before the giant hand the size of the whole fucking floor crashed into us, four intricate columns of golden light sprouted around us and a beautiful dome sat atop them, creating a tiny cathedral. 
 
    The hand smashed into it with a loud thud and lots of shaking but it bounced right away with a bright flash. The cave rumbled from the irritated and pained roar the gargantuan Skeleton let out of its nonexistent throat. Its ominous eyes glowed with even deeper animosity as it instantly started bringing its limb down again, this time in the form of a fist. 
 
    “We need to book it to the bridge the very moment it lands a blow!” I shouted and prepared myself for another earthquake. 
 
    There was no way Levia would be able to block more than a few of its attacks. She was already drained by the concealing spell and she hadn’t drunk any potions to rejuvenate herself or such. Thankfully, the connector was two floors below us and there was a chance that it was still in one piece. 
 
    A struggling grunt escaped Levia’s lips as the second attack smacked into her barrier. I instantly grabbed the Witch around her slim waist and bolted for the stairs. I knew I couldn’t look back and had to focus on running. I trusted Aisha, sure that she would easily handle herself like the badass she was, hopefully pushing Lulu forth too. 
 
    I ducked under the swings of all the Skeletons that could now see us, using my handaxes to protect myself and my passenger from any stray attacks. The hair on the back of my neck stood up with an ominous premonition, and the very moment I dove into the next staircase, the giant arm obliterated the floor above. I almost tripped but managed to catch balance with the help of the nearby wall, taking a quick peek over my shoulder to confirm that the girls had also made it. 
 
    With the answer to that being yes, I sprinted to the bone gate. Levia held out her hand and I let her push the skull, assuming that she had to be the one to do it since that was what she had been doing so far. I immediately squeezed us through the opening and raced over the bridge. 
 
    “Shit! The next one is five floors higher!” I cursed in between my panting. “We have to distract it or something!” 
 
    As I started racking my brain over how to do that, I saw Rose zooming away from us. Pride and gratitude filled my heart as much as dread and worry. If that bastard summoned more of those grabbers, she might be in deep shit. But, she still rushed headfirst into danger to help us in crisis. 
 
    God, I loved that beautiful Pixie so fucking much. 
 
    Wasting no time, we got to the correct floor in a flash. We had two more spires to go. One glance to our right showed that the colossus was busy demolishing the other towers with its mighty but chaotic swings like they were made out of Legos. Rose had somehow captured its attention and annoyed the shit out of it. 
 
    Good fucking job! I will pat the shit out of you after we are back home! I grinned to myself. 
 
    The four of us made it past the few Skeletons present on the bridge without a problem. Aisha and Lulu actually passed me and Levia, starting to take care of the enemies to make it easier for me to carry the short, exhausted Witch. We got into the third spire, passed the necessary floors, and rushed onto the connector once more. Things were looking decent. 
 
    Perhaps a bit too decent. 
 
    The duo of badass girls was clearing up the path for me, already quite close to the gate on the other side, when a giant, skeletal forearm smashed into the bridge from above. I came to an instant stop before we plunged into the pits of darkness with Levia.  
 
    The fucker was back after us. 
 
    “Lucas!” Aisha shouted from the other side and I could feel the worry in her voice. 
 
    “Go!” I shouted back, waving at her intently. “Get Lulu out of here! Now!” 
 
    She visibly hesitated, looking between me and the imp girl. I had no doubts about who she would choose to protect if she had to. 
 
    “Go! Only you can bring her to safety in one piece! I’ll catch up!” I shouted again, weaving a faint Command and full-power Encourage into my words, starting to run back right away. 
 
    I hadn’t put too much force into that order so she could defy me without a problem. But, the booming howl that shook the air with the activation of her Piercing Roar told me enough about her decision. Aisha even taunted the bastard to take it off our asses. 
 
    Reaching the gate we had just recently rushed out of, I threw us both into the corner between the low ribbing of the bridge and the external wall of the spire, hiding us from the giant monster’s sight as much as I could. Going back in would be too dangerous with the normal Skeletons still loitering around. 
 
    Pulling Levia’s back into my chest, I held her close. “How are you hanging?” 
 
    “I am uninjured. Spent, but uninjured,” she replied with her usual, quiet voice, only slightly more tired. 
 
    “Our way forward is gone. What a shitty situation.” I chuckled wryly, pressing my palm into her solar plexus and casting Transfer Spirit to share some of my mana with her in the meantime. “What do we do? Go back and run through more spires to find connectors that create a way around? There might be another path to our staircase. Fuck. This is tough. And you almost fainted from mana expenditure. If you were my Bonded, I could have sent you home with Recall Bonded. That’s not an option now, though.” 
 
    “You would send me away to safety while staying here alone?” She glanced up at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Without a second thought.” I smirked at her. “Don’t misunderstand, though. You aren’t baggage. You are a badass girl with powerful magic. But, in the current situation, I would rather have you recover there rather than unnecessarily risk it here with me.” 
 
    We stared at each other in relative silence for a brief moment, broken only by the strong tremors from the skeletal titan wrecking another spire, most likely the one in which our two friends currently were. I turned my attention to the issue of the broken bridge and started racking my brain for a solution. 
 
    “Can you make us fly?” I asked Levia. 
 
    “I do not have Fly in my repertoire right now. It is a quite powerful spell.” She gently shook her head. “At best, I can slow down our descent.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Does it slow down our velocity too? Or is it retained?” I glanced back at her face. 
 
    “It is operating on the gravitational force so I would assume that horizontal vectors are unaffected,” she replied. 
 
    “We can try jumping over it, then.” I nodded to myself. “I’ll borrow Aisha’s Launch and you cast your spell while we reach the apex. That should be enough to cross the gap. Can you use it?” 
 
    “I am lacking too much mana. Activation should be okay but I would not be able to uphold the spell for long,” she answered calmly, taking a peek at the distance we had to cover. “At the current rate of spiritual transfer, I should have enough in about fifteen to twenty minutes.” 
 
    I clicked my tongue. Staying still out here for that long wasn’t the best idea. I glanced down as I weighed the options and found Levia’s enchanting, violet eyes looking at me again. Our gazes met and I stared back at her as she awaited my further opinion. There technically was a quicker way to do this, but… 
 
    Ah, screw it! 
 
    “Can I kiss you?” I asked and immediately continued after noticing the faintest jolt of her adorable eyebrows. “The transfer will be much faster with intimate contact. I wanted to know if you are okay with it before throwing myself at you without your consent.” 
 
    A few seconds passed in silence as we gazed into each other’s eyes, though they felt much longer. 
 
    “I am,” Levia finally replied and a wave of relief washed over me. 
 
    “Great.” I smiled at her and quickly tried to tame it down a notch before I started grinning like a creep. 
 
    I helped Levia turn around in my lap and brought us close again. Placing one hand on her lower back, I rested my other palm on her pretty cheek and lifted her chin up a little. I tenderly brushed her smooth skin while leaning forward, watching for any signs of her changing her mind.  
 
    But, they never came. 
 
    My head tipped her big, witchy hat a bit as our lips connected. It was just a gentle peck at first but I quickly deepened the transfer as much as I could. She let me brush my mouth against hers, though Levia wasn’t completely passive. She parted her lips gently and permitted me to turn it into a slightly more intimate kiss. 
 
    I tried my best to keep my mind out of the gutter as her exquisite taste was registered in my brain. Her delicious, soft lips tasted like forest berries. I wasn’t sure if I actually knew how wild forest berries tasted, but I was sure that was it. An image of the perfect, little, blue pearls hanging off a slim branch floated in my mind. 
 
    Soon, Levia’s lips opened up enough for my tongue to slip in and I carefully passed that barrier, wary of going too far with the quiet Witch. Our tongues barely tickled each other but it still felt like I took hers for a delicate dance while we pecked each other’s mouths affectionately. I really didn’t want this sweet moment to end. 
 
    But, I knew that it was not the time for daydreaming. I had to be a responsible adult and get us out of here. After we made it home alive, I would have a chance to think about maybe starting to take slightly more serious steps toward the charming, blue-skinned lady. 
 
    I hesitantly drew my mouth back and opened my eyes pretty much at the same time as Levia did. “Is it enough?” 
 
    Her lovely gaze skipped to my lips for a second and she nodded faintly. “It is more than enough. Thank you.” 
 
    “No, thank you.” I smiled at her. “Now, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    I held a hand out for her and we stood up together. Without wasting any time, I replaced the Darkvision skill that I had been using this entire time with another one from Aisha’s list, namely Launch. Scooping Levia into a princess carry, I broke into a run towards the hole in the bridge. 
 
    Reaching the edge, I lowered myself to a crouch with the last steps and set myself off like a spring. The unexpected sensation of being flung into the air evoked a gasp from me as my legs dangled back and forth as if I were running in the air. Levia waited for the perfect moment with the arcana in her hand and activated the gravitational spell as we hit the apex of the jump. 
 
    I felt lighter immediately and we continued flying forward while dropping down at a much lower pace than we should have. That was great news. 
 
    But, there was also not-so-great news. 
 
    The titan fuck must have lost Aisha and Lulu because it was moving back our way, clearly not forgetting that there were two more people to bully. It had obliterated the upper parts of the two towers on our path, destroying the other bridge too, but the stairs leading away looked intact. Perhaps it couldn’t cross the edge of the spires or something. The tower from which the steps ascended was missing the segment above them too so it at least had tried to smack our friends to death as they had been running away. 
 
    I landed on the other side of the gap and immediately ran forward. I used Launch again to jump over the necessary floors and landed on the spiraling stairs at the destroyed level. The colossus was already there and its giant slap was coming at us. Activating another Launch, I soared above its wrist and pushed myself off it even further as it was passing underneath us. 
 
    That managed to earn us enough velocity to reach the stairs at our first spire and I stumbled over my feet as we landed smashing into the stone wall. Before that bastard swung back at us, I ran for our dear lives and covered a few floors. Not wanting to risk it, I fueled my legs with all the mana I could without making them burst and launched us off the steps the moment the blessed ramp entered our sight. 
 
    We soared through the air as the giant fist obliterated the spire behind us, sending chunks of stone flying everywhere. The titan roared in frustration, watching us fly towards the stairs leading to our safety. Its punch destroyed part of them but they fortunately didn’t start crumbling, clearly made of something much less brittle. 
 
    I fell to my feet with a mighty oomph and we went down onto the steps. Levia grunted in pain as we both got a little roughed up by the landing but I would apologize later. Now, I hastily brought us back up and dashed towards the exit before we learned that the big daddy could actually beat our asses up here. 
 
    Rose appeared next to my face and I grinned at the cute orb, extremely glad that she’d made it out without a scratch. Or so I assumed. 
 
    Suddenly, I felt an unexpected rush of vigor and my legs launched me forward fast enough to beat Usain Bolt’s record at least by half. A quick glance down revealed Levia poking an arcana with a green glow at my chest. A tiny smile tugged her delicate lips as she met my eyes. 
 
    I chuckled lightly and dashed toward safety. Aisha and Lulu waved at me from the open exit in the cavern’s wall. Figured they would be waiting there for us. We all made it out somehow.  
 
    Thank gods. And these unbelievable women. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 28
A Silent Moment Worth a Thousand Words 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I bolted into the tunnel without slowing down, not taking any chances. The colossal skeleton might not have been following us anymore and the grabby hands we had encountered earlier weren’t able to get inside, but I wasn’t going to risk it. The current goal was to safely return home and discuss everything we had potentially learned from our unnecessarily eventful reconnaissance. 
 
    Lulu and Aisha ran right behind me and I took a brief glance at the two women over my shoulder to confirm that they were alright. I didn’t spot any obvious injuries or wounds on my mate and inwardly sighed in relief. They definitely hadn’t had it easy escaping through the last two towers with the titan’s attention focused solely on them. The imp girl could jump through her shadows but my fierce drakan didn’t have anything as secure in terms of her mobility. 
 
    We might have been running even faster than I had thought as the entrance to the staircase soon appeared in the distance, slowly creeping closer. After finally stepping out of the claustrophobic descent, we spread out in the more open space and made sure that no surprise awaited us. The floor might have been cleared and all the crystals destroyed, but we had no idea if that was all to it. 
 
    Finally judging that we were relatively safe, we all partially relaxed, catching our breaths. 
 
    “What the… fuck… was that…?” Lulu asked in between her ragged panting, leaning forward to support herself with her hands on her thighs. 
 
    “I really hope that I’m wrong… But from my past experience… It looked like a Rib Titan…” I answered, doing only slightly better than her. 
 
    Noticing that I was still holding Levia close to my chest, I glanced down and met her enchanting, violet eyes looking at me silently. If she was any uncomfortable about it, she didn’t show nor say anything, awaiting my further actions with a calm expression. I smiled at her warmly and helped her get down, receiving a gentle nod of appreciation in response. 
 
    “Game?” Aisha raised a brow at me, resting against a wall. 
 
    “Yeah.” I smirked and decided to expand on it a little after she continued staring at me curiously. “Quite a high-level monster, one that could easily pass as a Dungeon Boss. If it’s no different from what I remember, you can basically imagine a normal Skeleton sliced in half right under its ribcage and enlarged to a stupid size. Only the part above the cut is present so it usually isn’t too fast. But, having something like tall and thick spires to grab onto certainly changes that.” 
 
    “So, it’s a waddling torso with arms?” My drakan mate laughed openly at the picture in her mind. “Maybe that’s why it couldn’t follow us past the spires. It was too easy to slip off the narrow stairs and plunge into the darkness.” 
 
    “I really hoped it would have done that… And never came back…” Lulu shuddered. “How are we even going to take it down? This Boss is fucking massive!” 
 
    “I do not think it is the Dungeon Boss,” Levia finally chimed in with her soft, subdued voice and we all glanced at the short lady. “We are dealing with a Dungeon Master.” 
 
    “Dungeon Master?” Aisha frowned lightly. 
 
    “Yes.” Levia nodded clearly. “One that seems to ironically be a Witch.” 
 
    “A Witch?” It was my turn to act surprised and confused. “I thought it would be closer to a Necromancer or something like that.” 
 
    “While we do not exactly specialize in that field of magic, there are rituals revolving around rising and managing the dead in our repertoire. The altars we stumbled on solidified me in my assumption. It also explains the presence of the crystals we destroyed. The altars are part of a grand ritual to animate the dead. They are all connected to a single place, which I should be able to trace back, pinpointing the most important location in this Dungeon.” 
 
    “Any chances that they are linked to the source of this corruption?” I asked, rubbing my chin. 
 
    “It is highly probable,” she replied. 
 
    “It’s pretty obvious. Where else would our ticket out be if not in the eye of the storm?” Aisha snickered. “Things never go the easy way.” 
 
    “This is going to be a pain in the ass… Even more than the fucking tree gundam since we are also dealing with a pilot this time…” I shook my head. “But, I think we had enough excitement for today. Let’s get back, lick our wounds, relax a little, and meet later to discuss everything with a calm mind. No reason to remain in this creepy corridor.” 
 
    The girls all agreed and we started heading back. After a while of going together, I asked Aisha to escort Lulu to her apartment so that she didn’t have to walk alone after all of this. Our temporary imp ally wasn’t exactly shaken or trembling in fear but she was certainly a bit uneasy, if not because of the Rib Titan, then definitely due to the ocean of Skeletons just waiting for their big moment at the bottom of the pit. 
 
    Thanks to that, Levia and I arrived home first, accompanied by the cute sphere circling our heads. I hadn’t skimped on pats and rubs for Rose during the short trip, showering the Pixie with as much affection as possible. She had played a big part in our escape and I wanted her to be proud of it. 
 
    Levia called dibs on the shower, which actually happened in the form of her politely asking if I didn’t mind her going first, while I shed my gear and dropped into my office chair in front of my PC in just my underwear. Mulling over what we might have learned from this outing, I checked if there were any problems with our side hustle. 
 
    From what I could see, our sales passed twenty thousand Dungeon Dollars already, minus all the fees and taxes. It more than doubled our current balance. I could tell that the cards weren’t going out as fast as the saltwater we had played with previously, but the higher price carried this anyway. It looked like most purchases were made by the same group of people, which didn’t surprise me in the slightest. This was a more elite and targeted product. While many could use the cards, it wasn’t everyone. 
 
    The bathroom was free after about fifteen minutes and I stood up to head in next. I wasn’t as worried about the cards as I had been about the vials during our first try. These weren’t that easily replicable. Copies were undoubtedly going to trickle in, but I was confident that our combination of technology and Levia’s talents gave us enough of an edge to keep this up for a while. And we still had so much room to improve. 
 
    I didn’t take long showering either. Rose accompanied me under the pleasantly hot stream of water and nuzzled her immaterial body into any brushes or minor rashes and cuts I had collected from our few scuffles. It already was a natural and integral part of my life. I didn’t even think about it anymore, accepting the ticklish tingling from the happy-to-help ball of energy. It felt great. Especially around those areas. 
 
    Leaving in a fresh pair of underwear and a towel draped over my shoulders, I spun around with a quiet gasp as Aisha charged inside through me. I caught a glimpse of an impish grin on her face. And something else. My phone in her hand. She slammed the door shut, and a moment later, music started blaring from the speaker and the loud hiss of running water joined it. Rose zoomed back in too, phasing through the wood. 
 
    Damn. Someone felt really energetic. That smelled like trouble. 
 
    I headed to the kitchen complex to grab a glass of juice or water—I hadn’t fully decided yet—when I stopped midway as I caught sight of the main section of my apartment. And specifically, the bed. 
 
    Levia sat down on its edge with her hands calmly resting on her thighs, looking up at me with those charming eyes of hers. A soft, sleek, purplish bathrobe hugged her lithe frame, perfectly matching her light blue skin and white hair, which fell freely onto her shoulders and back. 
 
    It was more than obvious that she was waiting for me and wanted to talk about something but I took a little while to escape the hypnotizing image. Shaking all the useless thoughts off my mind, I slowly walked closer and sat down next to her, not wanting to tower over the petite Witch while we spoke. 
 
    She met my gaze, glancing to the side, and held it for a few seconds. Before I could ask, she stood up and took a few steps to stop in front of me. I looked up at her serene face, trying to get a read on her, but as always, it wasn’t exactly easy with how tranquil Levia’s expression was. 
 
    “I would like to become your Bonded,” she finally said, breaking the suspense. 
 
    Ah. That could explain Aisha’s behavior. 
 
    “Is this because of earlier?” I asked, recalling how I’d mentioned it at the broken bridge. 
 
    “I apologize. Let me rephrase that.” Levia took a small breath, which still was enough to bring a rise to her moderate chest. “I would like to become your woman.” 
 
    I stared at her gentle face with a raised brow, still looking for any hint of a change. And there I found it. While her eyes remained the usual tiredly calm, an extremely faint trace of deeper blue shade tinged Levia’s delicate cheeks. I tried my best not to break into a smile at that rare, beautiful sight. 
 
    Moving a hand to my side, I patted the bedding and the enchanting Witch obediently sat back down, a little bit closer to me this time. Slowly, I placed it over her palms, joined on her lap, and looked deep into Levia’s mesmerizing violet eyes. 
 
    “She didn’t push you into it, did she?” I had to make sure. 
 
    Levia shook her head, a barely noticeable hint of a smile curling up her dainty lips. “No. Aisha has been nothing but supportive. And I am not asking you of this just because of the situation we have found ourselves in. Believe me, it was not the first time I thought about the benefits of the deeper bond between you and your Subordinates, including teleportation.” 
 
    “So, you aren’t rushing it, thinking calmly?” I continued to ask my questions in a soft tone, not dropping eye contact with the dazzling lady by my side. 
 
    “I always think calmly. Sometimes perhaps a bit too much for my own good.” She turned one of her palms over and our hands fell into each other properly. “I thought a lot about this and you as a person. I appreciate the time and space you have been giving me from the very beginning, allowing me to learn more about you and grow more comfortable with being here. I admire the choice you have given me considering your Class and situation. I am thankful for you being so thoughtful and considerate for a summoned servant.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I accepted the compliment with a kind smile. 
 
    “I think I have managed to get a good grasp on who you are and I am certain that you are wondering how it came to be that I began developing feelings for you. Since I am of a very silent and inexpressive nature, I shall explain it properly with my own words.” That tiniest smile grew a little and assumed a slightly self-conscious vibe. 
 
    I nodded without saying anything, brushing my thumb over her smooth skin. 
 
    “Setting aside basic aspects such as your kindness, care, thoughtfulness, and gentle approach, there are a few things that I catch myself experiencing a warmth deep in my chest while thinking about or experiencing with you,” she began her speech. “First, your wisdom. I am certain that you would not call yourself a scholar, but your knowledge of many different fields is extremely vast and detailed. Be it Dungeons, monsters, magic, materials, ingredients, but also many other aspects unrelated to adventuring and working as a Defender. It is a very appealing quality.” 
 
    I nodded once more, getting slightly lost in those violet gems staring back at me as the extremely introverted girl slowly poured her heart out. 
 
    “Second, your creativity and resourcefulness. You are always thinking about how to best make use of that knowledge in the current situation. Whenever an opportunity presents itself and a new variable enters the equation, you always look at it from all possible angles, clashing the old knowledge with the new knowledge and approaches that usually would not be considered ordinary. That includes how you utilize all of our talents in the Dungeon, leading us to the best of our abilities.” Levia brushed my palm back, getting more and more comfortable with our contact. 
 
    I could tell that she was not done and I let her continue, actually a bit curious about what more was there. 
 
    “The next thing might actually be just the combination of the other two, but it is our work on the arcanas. Circuits specifically.” A more apparent smile made it onto Levia’s lips and it was heart-melting. “The time I spent teaching you the runes, symbols, patterns, and inscriptions, and then learning the ways to optimize all of them with your knowledge of this world’s programming, was the biggest joy of my life. I loved and still love every second we spend on anything connected to the circuits and the arcanas, be it research, design, creation, testing, or even just pure hypothetical discussion. Every time, I feel like my heart is going to escape from my chest.” 
 
    I chuckled quietly, unable to stop myself. I knew that Levia enjoyed our little sessions. Those were the only times when I was able to catch her face showing a little bit more awe, shock, inspiration, joy, and other emotions. I had no doubt that working on the circuits connected us deeply. We could go on for days just talking about them and Levia wasn’t exactly the talkative type. 
 
    “I could find more, but I have to admit that the last one is what attracted me to you the most, and when I started to think about this more seriously,” she continued and I gave her fingers a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “This is enough. More than enough.” I shook my head softly. “If you list any more, it’s really going to feel like I’m interviewing you before I can make a decision to accept you or not. And I think we both know the answer anyway.” 
 
    We gazed into each other’s eyes in silence for a moment before I reached out with my right hand and pressed my palm to her warm cheek, which had been gradually gaining color the more Levia had spoken. She didn’t stop me, just staring back with those misleadingly sleepy eyes of hers. Since actions spoke louder than words, I slowly leaned in, watching Levia carefully while trying not to lose myself in her. 
 
    She actually mirrored the motion and we met in the middle. The quiet Witch closed her eyes and so did I. Our lips brushed together in an unhurried kiss, full of delicate feelings. We pecked at each other gently, and I could tell that she was trying to go out of her shell to play a more active part in the exchange, making a clear statement here. 
 
    I wrapped my left arm around her waist and Levia leaned to the back, resting on the soft bedding. Still kissing her delicious, plump lips, I brought us closer to the middle of the mattress before we both stopped briefly, and I drew myself back just a little bit, hovering over the charming lady now lying underneath me. 
 
    “Correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t purity a useful, perhaps even essential part of a Witch’s rituals?” I asked in a sensual whisper, gazing deep into Levia’s entrancing eyes. 
 
    Another adorable smile tugged on the corners of her mouth, a bit more open and unrestrained this time. She really liked when I brought up my knowledge, even if I wasn’t sure how valid it was, and even in such a situation. 
 
    “Many rituals do require the caster to be a virgin, yes, and that is a leading cause in the loneliness plenty of Witches are associated with. But, when one door closes, another three open. Accepting a lover creates new paths to utilize Ritual Magic. There are ceremonies that require another person’s deep involvement,” Levia explained, the blush adorning her pretty cheeks deepening even more near the end. 
 
    “I’m so looking forward to those.” I grinned at her. “I really like you, Levia. I don’t think I’ve said it directly yet. I feel exactly the same about the time we spent and will spend together. I love learning from you. I love sharing my knowledge and thoughts with you. I love working together with you to combine both. I love being around when you feel happy, even if it isn’t the simplest thing figuring out how you exactly feel.” 
 
    “I love it too.” She nodded, cupping up my cheeks in her petite hands. 
 
    I let her pull me down to share one more tender kiss. “Are we ready for this?” 
 
    “I already took precautions.” Her eyes briefly skipped down my front before returning to my face. “If you find my figure appealing, then please…” 
 
    She unfastened the cloth belt holding her robe together and let it slide open over her lithe frame, revealing herself fully underneath me. I tried my best not to think of how this looked like the unraveling of the most stunning and exquisite gift but it was almost impossible not to. My gaze instantly wandered over her moderate but pleasantly perky and tender chest, smooth and flat stomach, and the completely hairless valley between her slender legs, hiding her most precious place behind two tightly sealed curtains. 
 
    “Beautiful… So, so beautiful…” I whispered almost breathlessly, returning my eyes to meet hers, which judged my reaction with a hint of expectation and anxiety. “How could I not find you appealing, Levia? I do not care how you compare to Aisha or anyone else. I don’t have a single type. You are you and the petite lunar elf in front of me is currently stealing my breath away. I wouldn’t have you any other way. Ever.” 
 
    Not giving her any time to doubt my words, I leaned in and pressed my body into hers without dropping all of my weight onto her lithe frame. Our lips found each other as Levia’s arms tenderly wound themselves around my chest. We exchanged much deeper, passionate kisses, bringing the dance of our tongues to the true performance. Quiet sighs of contentment reached my ears as I enjoyed Levia’s warmth all over my front. 
 
    Soon, my hands were on her sides, sliding up as I brushed her soft kin. Levia’s breathing gradually hitched as I neared her chest and wandered onto the petite swell of her modest breasts. She allowed a barely audible moan as I caressed those precious hills at a delicate pace. There was just something about this quiet and short lady that wanted you to smush her with gentle affection. And the reception seemed to be well too. 
 
    I wanted nothing more than to just keep showering Levia in care like this but we had limited time before Aisha grew bored of pretending that she was taking a long shower, definitely in on this. This should be all Levia’s moment without any interference and I appreciated my drakan mate’s willingness to hide away for her sake. 
 
    Thus, as we continued the loving exchange, my right palm trailed over Levia’s delicate skin until it passed her deliciously toned belly. Her eyes opened lazily and she gazed into mine with tender anticipation. I held her gaze, inching closer and closer to the dip below her waist, soon running into the tender, heated folds of her most guarded secret. 
 
    “Lucas…” Levia whispered my name as her body shivered lightly. 
 
    I ran circles over her warm lower lips, already leaking nectar from the tightly sealed entrance. I didn’t pry it open yet, choosing to extend my loving care to her delicate mound too, waiting for the perfect moment. We stopped kissing and drew some distance between our lips, staring at each other intently. I watched Levia’s charming face with a soft smile, adoring her plump mouth as it opened and closed according to my movements. 
 
    When her pretty cheeks bloomed with enough dark sapphire, I finally traced my finger between her folds, relishing in how wet she was. There was not the slightest issue with my fingertip tenderly slipping into her embrace, prodding her channel curiously. 
 
    “Mhmmmm…” A more audible hum graced my ears as Levia bit on her bottom lip to try and control them more. 
 
    I chuckled softly and kissed the bridge of her nose, playing with her sensitive flesh and trying to get a grasp on how welcoming her passage would be. She let go of my back and traced my muscles in the front, moving lower and lower. Soon, she wedged her fingers into my underwear and began pulling it off. With my slight assistance, Levia removed it completely and one of her dainty hands wrapped around my length, giving it careful, prodding tugs. 
 
    Letting her know how good her fingers felt on me, I let out a heavy sigh. We gently rubbed each other as I rested our foreheads together. Our eyes would constantly move up and down as we enjoyed the sight of each other’s most intimate parts and expressions. 
 
    “I am ready…” Levia breathed quietly, stealing a peck from me. 
 
    We took another peek down and I watched as Levia guided my member toward her folds. I spread them gently with my fingers, revealing more of the pretty pink of her pussy. She still hesitated a little bit, and I could tell that. It wasn’t a surprise while seeing my manhood in front of her supple waist and pelvis, towering over her petite mound. She wasn’t tiny, but she didn’t belong to the broadest category. I decided to sit up, drawing some confusion, and a little worry from the adorable Witch. 
 
    “Come.” I extended my hand to her with a loving smile. “Let’s do it together.” 
 
    She let herself be pulled up and I helped Levia crawl onto my lap. She rested her hands on my shoulders as I upheld her supple butt from below, placing her just above my tip as she knelt around my legs. She glanced down before meeting my eyes and pressing a tender kiss onto my lips. I took that as a silent green light and she lowered herself onto me as I partially let go. 
 
    “Mmmm…” Levia scrunched her cute nose as I began sliding into her snug channel. 
 
    I gave her all the time she needed to adjust. I’d expected her to be so amazingly tight and was not disappointed. My fun could wait until she was perfectly comfortable with everything. Therefore, we let her hips descend bit by bit, pausing whenever a tiny pang of pain flashed through her beautiful face. It took a moment, but we did reach the very end, and I started raining affectionate kisses on Levia’s sweet lips. 
 
    “You feel so good inside…” I whispered into her long ear. 
 
    Matching her quiet nature, she only nodded in response. I didn’t find it disheartening in any way. I suspected her going even more silent in times like these. Words might be even rarer in moments of pleasure, but I had a hunch that I would still get to listen to Levia’s velvety voice as much as I would like to today. 
 
    She said nothing but started moving on her own. I sighed in bliss as her tender walls massaged my shaft during the slow movements. Levia moved her hands over my ears, without blocking them, and tilted my head up. Growing more accustomed to the feeling of me inside of her, she reciprocated my kisses while looking into my eyes with her lids even more hooded than usual. 
 
    “Mmmmm… Mmmmm… Mmhmmmm…” 
 
    The gentle moans leaving Levia’s lips made my heart flutter. They were so quiet yet so powerful. They were something for me to hear and she didn’t hold them back. They brought me as much pleasure as my cock sliding in and out of her firm grip. 
 
    Soon, we sped up a little and another noise joined the expanding cacophony. Levia’s warm mound kissed my underbelly each time she brought herself fully down on me with the help of my supporting hands. A barely noticeable, wet smack joined the repeated union and parting. I could feel her abundant nectar rubbing onto me more and more. 
 
    “Mmmmm… Mmmmmm… Mmmmm…” 
 
    I could sense her snug embrace grasping my member even tighter. With barely any change to Levia’s melodic whines, that would be one of the few giveaways that she was approaching her high. I assisted her in raising the pace a bit more and she closed her eyes, almost panting. Levia hugged me closer as her mouth hung permanently open and I started kissing her neck instead, receiving full permission to rain love on her smooth skin with how she tilted her head to the side. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmmm!” 
 
    After the third sucky kiss I presented her with, Levia reached her limits and clamped down on me strongly. I groaned openly as she came, slamming her waist into mine as far as she could, her inner walls convulsing around my member. I held her steady and roamed my hands over her back, leaving fluffy pecks on her cheek. 
 
    When the trembling stopped, I lay Levia on her back and hovered over the beautiful, blue-skinned elf again. Her petite chest heaved strongly, puffing out her moderate breasts as she gasped for air. It was a sight to behold, alongside the alluring beads of sweat covering her mesmerizing skin, but nothing beat the fervent flush of her sweet, calm face. 
 
    “Just looking at you almost brings me over the edge.” I smiled warmly and ran my fingers through her white hair, stopping at her cheek. 
 
    Levia pushed it more into my palm. “You still need to come…” 
 
    She locked her legs behind my waist and I chuckled. Giving her some more time to rest, I leaned in and received a myriad of very active kisses. Levia was now clearly going to focus on my experience this time. I wasn’t going to reject her kindness and let myself be spoiled by the petite Witch. 
 
    Drawing my face away, I thrust into her as we were still connected down below. A sweet moan answered me and I took in Levia’s flushed face as I started moving my hips to my own pleasure. She raised her arms above her head and grasped the sheets with both hands, presenting herself in an even more alluring pose to me. Her humble peaks bounced faintly as her body jumped back and forth from our heated activity. Her perfect, white hair splayed over the bedding in a hypnotizing halo. 
 
    “Mmmmm… Mmmmm… Mmmmmm…” 
 
    Her delicate whines returned a moment later as I pounded into Levia with gentle passion. My member going in and out of her precious place, snugly embraced by her folds spread seductively by my girth, explored her hot channel repeatedly. Levia wriggled under me, assuming many enticing angles as she tried to find the position of her waist that pleased me the most. 
 
    I found that very endearing and took hold of her hands. Our fingers intertwined as I held her palms by the sides of her head. She stopped wriggling, letting my eyes wander over her entire figure, from the top of her pure white hair, through her hypnotic, velvet eyes, past her modest peaks, to the very place where we made direct love. 
 
    A soft smile snuck back onto her supple lips and I was instantly drawn to it, ignoring everything else completely. She noticed it and it grew a bit clearer. I thrust myself into her marvelous pussy even stronger, even deeper, feeling myself embraced even tighter than before. But, judging by the loving glint in Levia’s eyes, we both knew that it was because of me growing even harder inside her rather than her snuggling me tighter. 
 
    “Fuck… You really are a threat to my heart…” I almost growled, inching dangerously close to my release. 
 
    Levia’s gaze skipped to my lips and I understood her intentions without any words. I released her hands and moved mine to her humble hips, reaffirming my hold on her lithe frame. Leaning into her, I brushed my chest against her tender peaks and Levia wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into her even more. 
 
    “Mmhhhhhmmmm! Mmhhhhmmm! Mmmhhhhmmm!” 
 
    With our lips smacked together in a passionate exchange, her adorable whines came out muffled and even sweeter. I welcomed Levia’s offer to finish this and plunged myself into her deepest depths as my pleasure built up to its limits. I enjoyed the incredible rubbing of her tender, modest breasts into my chest as her snug pussy coiled around my twitching member in hopes of coaxing an amazing orgasm out of me. 
 
    And she succeeded. 
 
    I almost groaned into Levia’s lips as the dam finally burst and the flood of white delicacy filled her to the brim in raging waves. I rolled my hips forward the last time, openly riding my high as she kept affectionately nibbling on my mouth. She had some trouble with it as my final thrust and the explosion of seed made her cum once more and we were currently overloaded with bliss together. 
 
    After the last of my milky cream trickled into Levia’s welcoming channel, we stared at each other while panting heavily. I pecked her cheek and slowly pulled out. Then, I lay next to her and rested a hand on her small back. Levia snuggled closer to me and I helped her find comfort against my chest, threading through her white strands with care. A wide smile spread over my face as the silent beauty melted in my embrace. The little peek she gave me from below melted my heart in return. 
 
    “Knowing that you are a gorgeous mature lady, I hate myself for thinking how cute the silent, collected, withdrawn Levia is.” I chuckled wryly. 
 
    Levia blessed me with one of those rare, happy smiles, perhaps changing the rate of their appearance for good now. “I do not mind being called cute. It comes naturally with this lithe and short frame. I am glad that you think that I am.” 
 
    She tilted her chin up and we shared a loving peck before hugging each other tightly again, enjoying these last moments of peace before the big, bad, horny devil jumped on us. And surely, just as I wrapped us with the sheets, shielding my new lover from the eyes of the world, Aisha showed up at the exit of the entrance hall, leaning against the wall with her generous tits squeezed together by her crossed arms, a big grin decorating her fierce face. 
 
    “Finally. Things would have been so much easier if you didn’t take so long dancing around the topic.” She chuckled and broke into a sprint. 
 
    I quickly held Levia to me as Aisha launched herself over the bed and landed behind me with a grunt, pushing herself into my back with a satisfied hum. I shook my head and met Levia’s enchanting eyes. I smiled at her wryly before she nuzzled her face into my neck, placing a gentle peck on my collarbone. It wouldn’t hurt to rest like this for a moment. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 29
A Glimpse into the Future 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes as soon as my wrist began vibrating. A single glance at my smartwatch revealed the culprit. I was suddenly thankful for the past me having enough self-control to set up an alarm for two hours ahead before the three of us had inevitably fallen asleep together. As much as I would love to remain in the dreamland while being surrounded by two lovely women until the very morning, we still had things to do. And to be precise, our meeting with Lulu. 
 
    Silencing the rude machine before it woke up anyone else, I took a deep breath, moving my eyes to my chest. I knew what to expect there, but the sight still warmed my heart in the blink of an eye. 
 
    Levia lay on her side just as I did, adorably snuggled to me from the front. Her modest chest moved up and down alongside the soft, peaceful breaths she drew while napping comfortably. Her forehead pressed into my collarbone as both of her petite hands rested squished between our bodies, rolled into small fists. Sprawled all over the pillow, her long, white hair cascaded everywhere, including her lithe figure. 
 
    I could stare at the charming little lady forever if given the chance. 
 
    But, I didn’t get that chance as someone’s athletic arm snaked over my chest from behind and I felt additional, tender pressure appear on my back. Two of them, actually. 
 
    Aisha announced herself by embracing me tightly and resting her chin on top of my shoulder. I tilted my head to the side and met her glimmering, draconic eyes. A wide smile curled her delicious lips up as she clearly intentionally pushed her impressive breasts into me with a faint hint of her usual mischievousness that I loved so much. 
 
    “Good morning, beautiful. Even if it’s evening.” I stretched my neck to present her with a loving peck. 
 
    She purred into my lips sensually, still tracing her fingers over my chest. We exchanged a few quiet kisses before she surprisingly withdrew herself. I arched a brow at my playful mate, which only made her mouth twist into an even bigger smirk. 
 
    “So, how do you feel at the beginning of this new path of your life?” she asked. 
 
    “What?” I frowned. 
 
    “Stealing another girl’s heart and finally starting your own harem for real,” she explained with a massive grin. 
 
    I groaned and returned my face to the front, closing my eyes. 
 
    A heavy sigh escaped my lips soon after. “Fuck… How am I going to explain this to my parents?” 
 
    As I opened my eyes once more, I noticed that I wasn’t the only one who had done that. 
 
    “I’m sorry for waking you up by blowing straight at your face.” I smiled awkwardly. 
 
    “You do not need to apologize.” Levia gently shook her head, still looking up at me with that enchanting, violet gaze of hers. “I did not think having multiple lovers would make things troublesome for you.” 
 
    I chuckled lightly as it was my turn to shake my head. “It’s not your fault. Even if our relationship wouldn’t have progressed any further, that lecherous woman would have kept pushing other girls at me anyway.” 
 
    As if to confirm my statement, Aisha licked her lips devilishly. 
 
    “Nevertheless, I appreciate you, girls. Both of you. I really do,” I continued, glancing between the two of them. “I just gotta figure this out and we are all good.” 
 
    “Will your parents want to distance themselves from you because of us?” Levia asked, trying to search my eyes for any hints of emotions. 
 
    “No, definitely not. As I said to Aisha, multi-personal relationships aren’t exactly the worst thing right now, and I believe that I know my mom and dad enough to be sure that they wouldn’t care as long as we are all happy,” I started rubbing my eyes, “but it’s something else when they learn that I dragged another woman into my bed in less than two weeks from the day we talked about engagement and commitment between me and Aisha. I already thought about the reason why we suddenly have one more girl living with us but this is a bit too much.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that show just how amazing and manly you are?” Aisha pressed her plump lips into my cheek. 
 
    “Maybe in your world.” I scoffed softly. “Here, it would only show that I’m a womanizer who can’t remain faithful and dedicated to shit.” 
 
    “Your realm sounds complicated,” Levia commented quietly. “Anywhere else, providing for more women only makes a better man. It is not easy to properly care for a big family.” 
 
    “Besides, I can’t see how accepting two girls into your life who both willingly want to be a part of it can compare to cheating on your partner behind their back.” Aisha snorted. “That’s what being unfaithful means. That bitch from the restaurant is a perfect example.” 
 
    “Well, people try to push their twisted values on others and that’s nothing new. The majority makes the rules and common standards.” I shrugged. “But, I don’t care. All that matters is that you both are happy. It’s not like we will be able to interact with others that much. I’ll deal with it when the time comes and won’t hide either of you from my parents. Neither of you deserves to be cast away with a lie just so that I can look good to others. Everyone who doesn’t agree can go fuck themselves in the ass with a serrated mace.” 
 
    Aisha purred into my ear again and dragged my shoulder down to the mattress, forcing me to lie on my back. She then tangled herself around my left arm, burying it in her deep cleavage, and sinking my hand between her juicy thighs, close to her most precious place. A delicate kiss touched my left cheek before she nuzzled her face into my neck. 
 
    To my surprise, the withdrawn lady on my right went into action too. Levia hugged my arm, pressing her petite body into it. Since she was much shorter than the tall and muscular drakan, my fingers reached her smooth legs as she embraced me lovingly. She strained herself to reach my other cheek and leave a fluffy mark of her own on it, mirroring Aisha’s motions. 
 
    The feeling of both of them hugging my sides together was just impossible to describe. They rested their hands on my chest, brushing it reassuringly, and I could believe them unconditionally. I was a damn lucky man. 
 
    “Alright. All of this won’t matter if we don’t survive the Dungeon.” I sighed heavily to recompose myself. “Time to get up and think of a way to get rid of the giant, bony fuck and the puppet master.” 
 
    “Five more minutes, Dad…” Aisha whined, sliding her hand lower and lower over my front. 
 
    “We’ve been talking for more than five.” I slapped her fingers away before they dipped dangerously low. 
 
    “Don’t you think it’s unfair that only Levia received your love? We should be treated equally, no?” She batted her charming eyelashes at me. 
 
    The person in question sat up, threw her long, white hair over her shoulders, and looked down at her. “I am thankful for the time you have given me with Lucas, but do not try to guilt trip him into intercourse when he is focused on important matters that regard his and our safety. I will be happy to wait for my turn for as long as it takes to make sure you feel satisfied with his care.” 
 
    Aisha wrinkled her nose as she sat up too. “I’m just teasing. You don’t need to abstain for me or anything. It’s up to Lucas who he would like to stick it in and when. I won’t be keeping tabs on how many times he fucked us to make it equal. I would have a huge leg up on you if I did, actually. Feels like weeks of no dick so no, thank you.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but just look between them in awe as they casually discussed my sex life amongst themselves like any other normal thing. 
 
    What was even life anymore? 
 
    Raising myself too, I wrapped an arm around their waists and pressed an affectionate kiss to their cheeks. “Thank you. For everything. Love you both.” 
 
    Aisha sent me a small smirk while Levia graced me with one of those tiny smiles. I crawled out of bed before my more energetic mate gave in to her lust. Jumping into my boxers, I went to get the kettle working on some coffee and sat down by the kitchen table as Rose lazily floated in circles under the ceiling. 
 
    My drakan beauty sauntered to the counter with a sensual sway to her shapely behind, shooting me knowing smiles. She definitely was aware that I stared much more at her incredible tail than her bubbly ass. Meanwhile, Levia trotted up to me and hoisted herself onto my lap, resting her back on my chest. While Aisha wore her usual sports underwear, she picked up a pretty, simple set of white lingerie in the form of a smooth bra and panties. My arms subconsciously wrapped the small lady in a hug to keep her from sliding off. 
 
    After the kettle pinged and Aisha poured the hot water into three cups, she looked at us over her shoulder with a squint. “You little seductress. It looks like jumping on Master’s cock once made you much bolder. And you dare preach to me about guilt-tripping Lucas into sex.” 
 
    Levia turned her face up to meet my gaze. “Does this make you uncomfortable?” 
 
    I leaned down, cupping up her chin, and placed a tender kiss on her soft lips as she fully let me. “Not in the slightest. It’s nice.” 
 
    A moment later, the doorbell rang and Aisha went to grab our guest. She came back with Lulu in tow and dropped onto a chair opposite me and Levia. The pink imp scanned our attire, or the lack of it, with wide, slightly unsure eyes, but I gestured at her to take a spot too. Thankfully, she didn’t start undressing to match the atmosphere. 
 
    “What do we do now? Their numbers are insane, not to mention the size of that thing. How can we even get any closer? We have no idea what or where the source of the contamination is yet.” She barraged us with anxious questions. 
 
    “I say we ignore the swarm. It seems to be lying in wait. Only the Rib Titan is an issue. Levia won’t be able to triangulate the location with it destroying all the altars faster than we can get to them,” I replied, rubbing my chin. “We could split to get its attention elsewhere, though that’s of course a bit risky. Lulu would be the best for that plan thanks to her movement abilities.” 
 
    She looked at me pleadingly, clearly not wanting to be left alone in that necropolis with either the swarm or the giant fuck. And I could very well understand that. 
 
    “There’s a Witch behind everything, right? Things should calm down after we take her down, no? Perhaps we should make her our priority target,” my beloved drakan mate suggested. 
 
    “I am almost completely certain about that.” Our own, wise Witch nodded. “Perhaps I could try using my Divination abilities to learn more about the boss and the situation in the necropolis. We should be at a concise enough stage of our clear already. Too bad I lack good divination cards, though. I will not be as accurate without them as I was during my first life.” 
 
    “Divination cards, hm?” I pondered for a moment. “I have an idea.” 
 
    Levia gasped quietly as I took her under her armpits and moved her onto my shoulders. Her fingers found support in my lush hair as her soft thighs clamped around my neck. I slowly stood up and walked to my desk. Kicking the wheeled chair to the side, I knelt in front of my PC to give us both a decent line of sight at the monitor. 
 
    I navigated to the D-Shop and switched to General Goods. With a few quick searches, I found the category responsible for tarot cards and dove into it. There were plenty of different decks called wands, cups, swords, and such besides the most popular ones, but I chose to stick to the classics. Levia didn’t protest as I ordered a fancy set and Aisha jogged to grab it from the undetectable mailman. 
 
    The guy must be the worst nightmare of all the guard dogs. 
 
    I brought the two of us back to the table and unpacked the deck, setting all twenty-one cards in front of me in three rows. Soon after, I returned Levia to my lap and her inquisitive eyes scanned the colorful display. 
 
    “I wasn’t sure if you had tarot cards in your realms or perhaps something different. Do you think your Cartomancy will work with these?” I asked curiously. 
 
    She brushed her fingers over a few of them before nodding faintly. “Yes. Their meaning feels clear. Even though they seem to be made of normal paper, they should possibly give a clear reading on our queries.” 
 
    “Do you want to check what they represent?” I kept observing her fascinating actions. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. I can sense it faintly. When I activate my magic, it will become obvious to me, like I would be tapping into a source of old, ancestral knowledge. I can read the meanings your people gave them later. I am personally curious about them but they will not affect my reading.” 
 
    “Alright. Let’s give it a try. No matter the result, thank you for your invaluable help. Just give it your all.” I tried cheering her on a little. 
 
    Before getting to it, though, Levia glanced around the entire apartment and stopped her gaze at one of the upper corners of the kitchen. We found the Divine Fowl perched on the top of one of the hanging cupboards, napping silently while curled into its fluffy feathers. 
 
    “Rose, would you be so kind as to ask my familiar to come?” our Witch addressed our Pixie. 
 
    Rose gave her a few energetic bobs and shot toward the holy chick. The round bird squawked as she zapped it with a weak electric current and it scanned its surroundings with a calculating squint. The two seemed to communicate with each other somehow and the Divine Fowl descended onto the table soon enough.  
 
    Levia extended her hand to it and received a few quick pecks. Some kind of a golden, glowing symbol appeared on her skin and she nodded to herself in satisfaction. I decided to ask about it later and not disrupt my petite Witch’s focus. 
 
    She collected all the cards and began shuffling the deck. I knew she would have some expertise in that considering the fact that she worked with her arcanas, but she could literally give entire shows with her smooth, professional, almost magical movements. The rectangular pieces of paper danced between her palms and fingers, creating a hypnotizing spectacle that drew all of us in. 
 
    Finished with the shuffling, she set the deck on her right and hovered her hand over it. Closing her eyes, she waited in silence and neither of us dared to break it. A minute passed, then two, then three. Just as Lulu was starting to grow impatient, the golden mark on Levia’s skin shone with more power and she immediately drew three cards, setting them next to each other. 
 
    “It felt like it worked. Let us see what we got.” She glanced up at me and blessed my world with her heart-melting smile. 
 
    She flipped the first one over. 
 
    “The High Priestess in an upright position. As expected,” Levia announced. “It represents wisdom and knowledge. It can very well point out towards a Witch, confirming our guess, but this might be a little bit too early to decide.” 
 
    She flipped the second one. 
 
    “The Magician in a reversed position,” Levia called the card. “It symbolizes magic, rituals, spiritual change. Reversed, it points out to a warped, perverted approach. It making an appearance right after The High Priestess makes me almost certain that we are dealing with a Witch who strayed off the path.” 
 
    Finally, she flipped the final one. 
 
    “Death in an upright position,” Levia said. “This one should be obvious. Her unsavory practices led to her death. It seems to be a punishment for her misdeeds. But, it looks like she has found a way to cause chaos even after stepping off the plane of the living.” 
 
    “Incredible,” I complimented her as she took a steadying breath. “I’ve seen this plenty of times on TV but those quacks have nothing on you. I could literally feel the ripple of magic whenever you drew a card. How accurate can this be? Can we ask for a way to solve the issue of this Dungeon?” 
 
    “While Divination Magic is capable of revealing tiny glimpses of the possible futures, it can not be used to find all the simple solutions to people’s problems. Fate will not allow for that,” Levia explained with a shake of her head. “I can try to scout for more information regarding whatever the fallen Witch is trying to achieve down there.” 
 
    “That would be appreciated.” I nodded, gently rubbing her soft thigh. 
 
    “What did the chicken do to your hand?” Aisha asked before Levia began another round of Cartomancy. 
 
    “It blessed me with its Divine Luck. It lasts only for ten minutes but greatly raises my chances of getting the answers I want,” the Witch explained. 
 
    “Oh. Sounds like fun. How lucky are you now?” My drakan mate grinned. 
 
    “Try hitting me.” 
 
    Aisha blinked a few times in confusion, but seeing Levia’s usual, calm, and neutral face, she just shrugged and leaned forward over the table. Drawing her fist back and hanging on for a few more seconds to give our blue-skinned companion enough time to change her mind, she finally thrust toward Levia’s face. 
 
    The sight of a strong fist coming right at my new lover made me more than just a little anxious and I moved subconsciously to shield her, but I didn’t make it in time. Though, rather than Levia getting her charming face smashed, it was Aisha who suffered mild inconvenience instead. 
 
    We heard a cracking sound and the table suddenly tilted to one of its corners. Aisha lost her balance as she had been resting her other arm on its surface and her fist flew by Levia’s ear, missing the Witch by a few hairs. She then tumbled forward and crashed through the tabletop, hitting the ground with a mighty thud and a surprised groan, rolling onto her back and looking up at us with a wicked smile. 
 
    “I better look for a mark on your hand before I decide to fuck with you.” Aisha chuckled as I helped her up with a hand. “Shit. Sorry for the table, Lucas. I didn’t mean to.” 
 
    I snickered too and shrugged before Levia joined the apology. “I know. I say it was worth it to sacrifice it for the presentation. This chick feels more and more OP by the day.” 
 
    “This ability can be used only fortnightly, unfortunately. But, I agree that it is powerful when used correctly. It still can be overcome so you should never completely rely on luck in dangerous situations,” my pretty Witch warned us. 
 
    “Alright. Let’s move to the bed, then. We can’t waste your precious lucky minutes.” I stood up and gently let Levia down away from the splinters and pieces of the wrecked table. 
 
    We gathered on my bed in a small circle and she got to shuffling the deck once more. It now truly felt like playing spooky games during a sleepover among best friends. We only lacked some nice horror stories but I was sure that both of my incredible ladies could cough up at least a few from their own experience as Defenders. 
 
    Ready for another round, Levia focused for a short while to clear her thoughts and reached for the cards. I felt a weak pulse of mana with each draw and she set them face down on the sheets. Taking a peek at all of us, she flipped the first one over. 
 
    “The Tower in an upright position,” she said. “The omen of disaster, destabilization, a force of demons. It is of no doubt that she is trying to raise an army to bring chaos past the portal, into the open realms. An unfortunately vague reading but we do not always get perfect answers.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m sure we can’t just cheat our way with luck to learn the perfect solution to our issue.” I ran my fingers through her mesmerizing hair as she shook her head. 
 
    She touched the second card. 
 
    “The Hanged Man in an upright position,” Levia called. “This is a bit confusing. It usually symbolizes the lack of independence, perhaps the inability to help oneself. But, I can not exactly feel how it relates to the Witch. She can not take action? Does it mean that she is not the Dungeon Master and is just a pawn? Does it just describe the ritual as something forced upon her by the darkness? I am sorry. This is a really bad draw.” 
 
    “Looks like we might be trying to pry too much or something. Maybe whatever she is doing is obstructing your magic. I mean, I don’t know jack about Divination Magic but who knows?” Aisha shrugged. 
 
    “We’ll keep this in mind. There’s one more card. And any little hints can prove useful,” I tried to cheer Levia up so she didn’t feel down from the supposedly weak reading. 
 
    She nodded weakly and got to the last card. 
 
    “The Emperor in an upright position.” A small smile curled up the corners of her pouty lips. “I know exactly what this means. This is you, Lucas. Our master. Our leader. We will be victorious as long as we listen to your orders and guidance. You are the most important person. Your instructions are the key to solving this Dungeon.” 
 
    “Gee, way to put me under even more pressure. No big deal.” I chuckled wryly. 
 
    Aisha leaned into me from the side, pushing her amazing body against mine. “We all know you can do it. It’s thanks to you and your bright mind that we’ve been able to deal with our previous assignments. It’s an incredible feeling having someone dependable to rely on. Don’t be stressed, just be yourself.” 
 
    She left a tender peck on my cheek before returning to her initial position, without a hint of her usual teasing and mischievousness. Levia lay her small hand over mine and squeezed my fingers to show her trust in me as our eyes met. I smiled at her and nodded, again starting to feel warmth in my chest. 
 
    The sound of Lulu clearing her throat brought me back to the world of the living. But, right at that moment, another pulse of mana traveled through the air and my eyes snapped to the deck. Levia clearly noticed it too and we watched as one more card pulled itself out of it and floated to take a spot next to the third one. 
 
    “That is… unprecedented…” Levia whispered as her brows furrowed adorably. 
 
    “Doesn’t divining from cards work exactly on three of them?” Lulu asked. 
 
    “Correct,” Levia replied. 
 
    “Well, whatever happened, it gave us another chance. Come on, check it,” Aisha urged her. 
 
    Our Witch hesitantly flipped the card over and frowned even further. 
 
    “Temperance in a reversed position,” she said, picking it up and staring at it for a few seconds before looking at me. “You are doubting yourself. You are going to suppress what you really want for the sake of others. This is… about us. What is weighing on your heart?” 
 
    Aisha sighed heavily. “I know exactly what it is. I thought we had dealt with it long ago.” 
 
    Suddenly, she grabbed the bottom of her sports bra and pulled it off over her head in one swoop, causing her heavy breasts to jiggle alluringly. Lulu’s eyes widened to the brim as Aisha wiggled her hips out of her tight shorts too and shuffled closer to press herself into my back, wrapping me up with her arms. 
 
    “You need to stop thinking about me and Levia through the eyes of the System. Neither it nor you forced us to fall for you. It created these circumstances where we get to spend a lot of time together, true, but the end result would have been no different if we met as free people in some random realm. I would have craved to become your mate as much if not even more. You keep telling me that I’m my own woman no matter what the System says so you have to start believing this yourself. My love for you is real, Lucas.” 
 
    To my surprise, Levia began shedding her sweet bra and panties too. Laid bare in front of me, she crawled onto my lap and pressed her modest charms into my chest, hugging me tightly from the opposite side. I could see and feel everything as she nuzzled her forehead into the side of my neck. Contrary to Aisha, she said nothing, just embracing me silently with her lithe figure. Even so, her message was just as powerful. 
 
    I took a deep breath and chuckled quietly. “You got me. The whole talk about relationships and such might have reignited a few of my old thoughts. Looks like nothing can escape your luck-boosted fortunetelling.” 
 
    Levia squeezed me harder, pushing her petite breasts and warm girly parts into my torso even stronger. “We are yours, Lucas. We want you. You are allowed to want us too. There is nothing else to that. You can want our bodies, our beauty, our experience, our powers, our love. What is it that you want from us?” 
 
    I tried letting myself forget about everything and focusing only on the two ladies showering me with their feelings. 
 
    “All of it,” I whispered after a moment. 
 
    I could feel the smiles on their lips as they both pressed them into my neck to present me with a loving kiss. 
 
    “Then take it…” Aisha purred into my ear. 
 
    “You are our Overlord…” Levia sighed delicately. 
 
    Yeah. 
 
    Yeah, I was. 
 
    And they were both mine. 
 
    No matter what the System said.  
 
    No matter what the other people said. 
 
    I wanted them, they wanted me, and everyone else could piss off. 
 
    I was done playing by my old world’s rules. It was time to completely accept my new reality. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 30
To Leap Into Unknown 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I remained still for a silent moment, just relishing the warmth of two bodies pressing into me. There were a few specific things that I enjoyed feeling on my skin both from the front and the back, bringing a slight smirk to my lips. But, as much as I would love to stay like this forever, surrounded by the two ladies I had definitely fallen for, we had lots of things to do. 
 
    Therefore, I sighed gently as my fingers grazed over Levia’s smooth skin, trailing down her spine until they reached her plump bottom. Taking in the blissful sensation for the last time, I drew my face back and the petite Witch mirrored the motion, taking her chin off my shoulder and meeting my eyes. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered and stole her delicious lips. 
 
    Levia reciprocated my affectionate kiss immediately, clearly adhering to her earlier words about them being mine and wanting me back just as much as I wanted them. She invited my tongue for a lazy dance as I lightly brushed her tender behind. I did not hold back anything as I explored her lithe figure and hot mouth for a good minute or so. 
 
    A faint string of saliva connected our lips as we finally parted and I wiped it off her sweet mouth with my finger after bringing one hand from her rump. She graced me with the tiniest smile, satisfied with my response and change in mood from the previous, sulky atmosphere. 
 
    Not wanting to leave my first partner unappreciated, I slowly tilted my head to the side and met Aisha’s excited eyes and wide grin. She didn’t wait for me to come for her. Oh, no, she dove for my lips like the hungry beast that she was and fought me for dominance. I knew well what game she was playing and matched her assault with my own efforts, battling her invading tongue with my own. 
 
    As our exchange grew sloppier by the second, her hands roamed my chest and stomach increasingly bolder, quickly inching towards the edge of my boxers. But, someone clearing their throat once more interrupted her impure intentions and we glanced at Lulu, our pink-skinned guest whom we might have forgotten about in the heat of this emotional moment. 
 
    I chuckled into Aisha’s mouth and escaped her paused attack with a fleeting nibble on her bottom lip, getting ahold of one of her majestic horns. “Thank you too but this is enough. Get dressed. We are not alone.”  
 
    Angling her head slightly to the side, I placed a sucky kiss on her exposed neck and left a gentle bite on it too, evoking a throaty moan from the draconic lady. Before she even finished enjoying the little spike of pleasure, I threw her away right toward the pieces of underwear she had discarded a few minutes ago. 
 
    As she grunted in dissatisfaction with her ass up in the air, I picked up Levia’s bra and assisted the pretty Witch with putting it on. 
 
    “Why does she get to be dressed by you while I have to do it myself?” Aisha whined while watching me pull Levia’s panties up her legs while the little elf lady rested her back against my chest. 
 
    “Because she was a good girl.” I smirked at her. “Behave and you’ll earn your reward.” 
 
    She clicked her tongue and grumbled something about me being so turned on by bad girls under her nose while wiggling her ass into her black shorts. I finished with Levia before her and my beautiful Witch presented me with a peck on the cheek before crawling out of my lap. 
 
    So sweet. 
 
    In the past, I might have been all about Aisha’s straightforward and fierce type, but now, I wasn’t so sure anymore if I didn’t love Levia’s gentle and quiet way of caring for her partner just as much. 
 
    Well, why would I have to choose anyway? There could be multiple best things in the world, not just one. 
 
    “Alright. We’ve learned a bit about the situation on the lower level from our very eventful scouting attempt, and about our upcoming opponent from Levia’s divination, but I dare to say… this shit is nowhere enough to be relatively safe.” I sighed while rubbing my chin. 
 
    “I agree.” Levia made a delicate nod. “The Witch is still a big unknown. Besides the Rib Titan, we do not really know what else we are up against down there.” 
 
    “The issue is, gathering more information about that is extremely dangerous too,” I continued after her. “The giant fuck can easily smash the spires with us inside, the flying hands can throw us off the stairs on the outside, and the ground is clearly flooded by Skeletons. There’s a lot of things that can go wrong there and we’ve been lucky to come out unscathed the last time.” 
 
    “That was scary…” Lulu giggled nervously. “Even with my abilities…” 
 
    “What’s the plan, then?” Aisha asked, back to her serious mode, more or less. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I admitted, scrunching my nose. “I would really love to scout things out like we always do, but it’s too risky. I thought about leveling up a bit more and then heading in with some new skills and stats, but we’ve licked the top floor clean so much it’s a slipping hazard now.” 
 
    The drakan lady snickered at my comparison. “So, our only option to do that effectively is again the lower level. Which is pretty much the same as scouting.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I trailed my fingers through my hair and gripped it strongly. “Should we just raise whatever we can right now, stock up on whatever we can get, prepare the best we can with our resources and funds, and have at it?” 
 
    “Do we have any other options?” She shrugged. “It honestly doesn’t sound like it. The longer we wait, the stronger our opponent gets, and the less time we have to make another attempt after we fuck up and have to retreat. I think this is the best course of action. We are stronger than your typical Defenders, especially together. Just your presence strengthens us.” 
 
    “Regarding that part…” Lulu hesitantly interjected. “Did I hear something about an… Overlord… earlier?” 
 
    The three of us exchanged glances and turned to her. 
 
    Aisha smacked my bicep a few times. “Yep. You are looking at him. The almighty lord of sex in the flesh. Still think you can handle that cock, girlie?” 
 
    Lulu swallowed loudly, her rosy skin turning a tad paler. 
 
    “Since the cat is out of the bag, yeah, I am an Overlord, but I see nothing beneficial in acting like all those asshats I’ve heard so much about from Aisha,” I added. “So, you don’t have to worry about me enslaving you or bringing you any kind of agony.” 
 
    “Except for withdrawals,” my drakan mate commented. “She’s a lust imp, remember? Not getting enough of your dick after experiencing it for the first time would surely be total agony for her.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her remark. “Anyway, just continue thinking of me as a Commander and everything will be fine. A Commander with benefits, I would say. You’ve already witnessed some of those.” 
 
    “I’ll try…” Our imp guest smiled wryly. 
 
    “Do we all agree with the current plan, then?” Levia asked calmly and I was glad to return to the main topic of this meeting. “I can use the white moss we gathered to create some stimulants for us.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You’ve had him like an hour or two ago and you are already itching for more? And it’s supposedly me who is the insatiable one.” Aisha huffed at her while crossing her arms under her impressive bust. 
 
    Okay, I’d been wrong. No main topic anytime soon yet. 
 
    “It can be used to stimulate plenty of things other than reproductive organs when processed properly, so no, I am not already itching for more,” Levia replied firmly. “Compared to you, my mind is already focusing on making our master safer during our upcoming expedition rather than on his manhood slamming into my vulva.” 
 
    My drakan partner snorted. “Don’t talk like you aren’t thinking about it. I know your silent, loner type. You guys crave it like crazy after the first time.” 
 
    “Girls, focus.” I stepped in before this argument dragged on forever. “What is this about stimulants?” 
 
    “I will not deny looking forward to receiving more of Lucas’ physical affection. And never will.” The petite elf stared her down for a few seconds before turning to me. “They are a great source of energy, enhancing one’s body to be more efficient. You tire less and much slower while being strengthened. This could allow us to spend more time on the field without needing a break. It might be possible for us to learn whatever we can about the situation and move to deal with it right after.” 
 
    I nodded to myself. “Sounds good. It would certainly be useful. I can give fatigue boosts to you two but Lulu could use something like this to keep up with us. How hard is it to make those?” 
 
    “It is simple for me, but the process takes a while. Less than a day if I start soon. I should be able to prepare six doses at once,” Levia replied. 
 
    “Great. We might come up with something else in the meantime.” I smiled at her softly. “What about your arcanas? We won’t really have enough time to figure out a better metal for their base, but you mentioned using the crystalized energy we got from the Seed as the ink after liquefying it.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Too sophisticated. I would need to set everything up first and there are just too many steps. This is an extremely advanced and dangerous alchemy. I am not sure if a week would be enough to even start.” 
 
    “I see. Forget that I asked, then. We will work on this after solving the current crisis. It won’t do us any good neglecting this boon for too long.” I tapped myself on the thigh. “And you, Lulu? Anything to add?” 
 
    “Me?” The imp girl squeaked in surprise. “Uh… I don’t think I can do a lot besides preparing my gear… Listening to you guys discuss this, I kind of realized that I might have been focusing too much on a single thing…” 
 
    Aisha reached out and fluffed her pink hair strongly. “I know how you feel, shortie. But, that approach is the standard one, not this one. We always focus on our skills and abilities since that’s what we are best at. It’s just this guy who is the weird one and looks everywhere else but. Do you know what was the first thing he thought of instead of raising his Class? Learning Telekinesis! A physical Overlord!” 
 
    “What?” Lulu frowned while glancing at me. 
 
    “Yeah.” My energetic girlfriend laughed. “And look where it got him. He can now casually fling two handaxes around with the power of his brain. We’ve been doing this shit wrong all along. But, don’t feel bad for it.” 
 
    “You are exaggerating. I just knew a little more than you and used that knowledge to my advantage,” I said. 
 
    “Bullshit.” She grinned. “You were as surprised as I was when you got that skill. You didn’t pick Telekinesis up with it in your mind.” 
 
    “Fine. It was a stroke of luck coming from my unusual choices.” I raised my hands in surrender and chuckled lightly. “So, Lulu, just do what you’ve always been doing and prepare for a possible boss fight. We’ll be taking this Dungeon down in a day or two. That fine with you? Or do you want to wait this one out?” 
 
    “There is no way I’m holing myself in my room and letting you three go alone. I’m not that kind of person.” She sat up straighter. “Besides, if you fuck up, I’m very well as dead. We should have a higher chance of success together.” 
 
    “Great. We will be in touch, then. Thanks for your cooperation.” I extended my hand to her and we shook on it with smiles. 
 
    Since there was no reason to keep her here for any longer, we chatted for a few more minutes and I escorted Lulu to the entrance. I wasn’t sure how much she rested after we had returned from the depths. The three of us had caught about two hours of sleep after my sweet time with Levia, but the small imp looked quite tired. 
 
    Afterward, I returned to the apartment and met up with both girls in the middle. 
 
    “Time for math?” Aisha cocked a brow at me with her fists on her hips. 
 
    “We may as well.” I chuckled. “We’ve saved up quite a few points for this occasion. Too bad we didn’t hit Level 15. Not like it would have changed that much, but still.” 
 
    “We might have if we were alone in this Dungeon,” she commented. 
 
    I walked up to the desk while my drakan mate grabbed an additional chair from the kitchen complex and brought it with her. Levia slid onto my lap as I took my own seat while Aisha sat down next to us. 
 
    “Remind me to get us something comfier later. I can’t have you using kitchen furniture forever,” I said, glancing at her. 
 
    “Ooooooh, I’m moved you care so much for my ass.” Aisha batted her eyelashes at me while touching her chest. “Don’t worry, I always make sure to keep it all tender and bouncy for you.” 
 
    I snorted while shaking my head and directed my attention to the monitor in front of us. “So, who goes first?” 
 
    “Let’s start with the newest addition. Then we can go up in hierarchy,” she suggested with a smug grin. 
 
    “Sure. Levia’s state definitely changed the most since the last time we checked it.” I shrugged and navigated to our Witch’s submenus. “Yeah, I can already see that she got my shared abilities, meaning Red String, For the King, and Unwavering Loyalty. You are now my true Bonded, Levia.” 
 
    “I am glad to hear that.” The petite lunar elf showed a gentle smile as she followed the movements of my cursor. “These skills enhance my stats and resistances, right?” 
 
    “Correct.” Aisha nodded. “The first one lets us sense each other accurately from long distances. The second one gives you a ten percent stat boost per other Bonded by your side, which is me. And the last strengthens your mind and protects it from various invasive techniques and magics.” 
 
    “We had no one to activate For the King previously so this will be a great addition to our power now. Thank you for joining us.” I patted the quiet Witch on the head. 
 
    “The pleasure is mine,” she responded. “I am happy to be part of your team. And your family.” 
 
    A wide smile threatened to take over my lips and I was glad she couldn’t see me trying to fight it down. But, Aisha could and she smirked at me knowingly, making the smile win.  
 
    Cursed woman. It was impossible to keep cool in front of her. 
 
    Ignoring her gaze, I pulled up Levia’s status. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    +50% (27h Remaining) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 5 (+3) 
 
    Agility: 10 (+6) 
 
    Constitution: 9 (+5) 
 
    Intelligence: 23 (+13) 
 
    Wisdom: 25 (+14) 
 
    Mystique: 15 (+8) 
 
    Ingenuity: 5 (+3) 
 
    [Available Points: 28] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “The stat boost is those numbers in brackets?” Levia inquired. 
 
    “Yes. But thanks to our intimate time earlier, they are additionally raised by fifty percent as the notification at the top states. Normally, you get a temporary ten percent whenever you are near Aisha. So, this is like sixty percent in total or something,” I explained. “Also, it says twenty-seven hours while twenty-four was max before, so it looks like Touch of Love leveled up for me. Thirty hours must be the new max. Nice.” 
 
    “That is a lot,” she mused quietly. “Just as the number of points we have to distribute now.” 
 
    “Anything you have in mind?” I gently stroke her thigh. 
 
    She glances up at me. “Would you mind sharing your opinion with me?” 
 
    “Naturally.” I smiled at her. “Let’s see… We have twenty-eight… You are focusing on arcana this run so we certainly need to raise Mystique… I would say up by ten points… But we shouldn’t leave Ingenuity too far behind so we give it five points… Wisdom and Intelligence are important for you as a magician… We have thirteen left… Then, I would suggest five for Wisdom, seven for Intelligence, and the remaining one into Constitution so it reaches the ten-point. This should be a well-balanced upgrade for the intense boss fight. What do you think?” 
 
    “Yes. I would like to follow your suggestion,” she agreed without a word of protest. “It has proven to be valuable previously.” 
 
    “Of course it did. He knows what he is talking about.” Aisha snickered. 
 
    “If you say so.” I added everything up. “Here’s how it looks now.” 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES
+50% (27h Remaining) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 5 (+3) 
 
    Agility: 10 (+6) 
 
    Constitution: 10 (+6) 
 
    Intelligence: 30 (+18) 
 
    Wisdom: 30 (+18) 
 
    Mystique: 25 (+15) 
 
    Ingenuity: 10 (+6) 
 
    [Available Points: 0] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “If we include all the stats in the brackets, these values are far above what I was at around this moment in the past. Overlord is truly an incredible Class,” my adorable Witch commented. 
 
    “Our Overlord of Lust, you mean,” Aisha corrected her. “I doubt other paths strengthen their Subordinates this much. It’s always all about taking everything for themselves while abusing their miserable slaves.” 
 
    “We should remember to make use of this ability before we depart to slay the evil Witch,” I said. 
 
    She grinned at me impishly. “You would like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “You bet.” I smirked back at her, visibly ogling her alluring body from top to bottom. 
 
    “It’s great to see you not holding back. You could almost pass as a drakan.” She winked at me. “Now, show mine. I want to see some big numbers too.” 
 
    Without further ado, I switched characters. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 40 (+8) 
 
    Agility: 15 (+3) 
 
    Constitution: 15 (+3) 
 
    Intelligence: 9 (+2) 
 
    Wisdom: 6 (+1) 
 
    Perseverance: 15 (+3) 
 
    Fury: 30 (+6) 
 
    [Available Points: 30] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Am I this stupid or does this feel like more than ten percent?” She squinted at the screen. 
 
    “No, you aren’t.” I shook my head. “For the King is Rank E for you. It looks like it gives a twenty percent bonus now.” 
 
    “Neat.” Aisha turned to face me. “When are we getting our next token? This is going to get crazy the more girls you bed.” 
 
    “Slow down.” I laughed. “It hasn’t even been half a day since Levia joined us officially.” 
 
    “She is not wrong, though,” the person in question added. 
 
    “Not you too…” I sighed heavily, making Aisha snort and evoking a tiny smile on Levia’s lips. “This is a topic for after the clear. Get your mind into stats now.” 
 
    “Just go with your strategy. It’s going to be better than mine anyway.” She shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, come on. Are you not even going to try?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “Fine. Even though Levia didn’t have to.” She crossed her arms under her chest, intentionally emphasizing her bust. “Since this is going to be dangerous, I think I should spread a little this time too. I’ll add only five into Fury, then five more into Agility, just in case. Ten into Constitution since that’s never a bad pick. Finally, ten more into Strength so I can smash all those bones harder.” 
 
    I rubbed my chin while reviewing what she’d just said. “It should work, I guess. Since you are focusing on Fury, you don’t waste anything on upgrading Perseverance right now to be tougher by going with Constitution instead. We can add five to the former after the fight to balance it out a bit more. Great. Let me make the changes.” 
 
    After a few clicks, the points were distributed. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 50 (+10) 
 
    Agility: 20 (+4) 
 
    Constitution: 25 (+5) 
 
    Intelligence: 9 (+2) 
 
    Wisdom: 6 (+1) 
 
    Perseverance: 15 (+3) 
 
    Fury: 35 (+7) 
 
    [Available Points: 0] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Halfway to a hundred already. This has to earn me some of my better old skills back now.” Aisha whistled. “Can’t wait.” 
 
    “Your turn now, Lucas?” Levia peeked at my face once again. 
 
    “Coming right up.” I navigated to my own sheet. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 11 (+11) 
 
    Agility: 15 (+6) 
 
    Constitution: 15 (+7) 
 
    Intelligence: 25 (+8) 
 
    Wisdom: 19 (+7) 
 
    Leadership: 15 
 
    Charisma: 30 
 
    [Available Points: 30] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “I hope you aren’t making us suggest your own distribution too.” Aisha snickered. “Unless you are going to start ordering us poor Bonded to do literally everything for you from today.” 
 
    “Maybe from time to time. It would certainly feel amazing bossing you around.” I grinned at her. “Let’s see… I should go wide just like everyone else, especially since I’m the weakest link, and kind of jack of all trades. I’ll do four into Strength, five into Agility and Constitution, then five into Leadership too, and ten into Charisma. The remaining one goes to Wisdom. That makes many full tens in case some weird skills would like to pop up again.” 
 
    A moment later, it was done. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 15 (+11) 
 
    Agility: 20 (+6) 
 
    Constitution: 20 (+7) 
 
    Intelligence: 25 (+8) 
 
    Wisdom: 20 (+7) 
 
    Leadership: 20 
 
    Charisma: 40 
 
    [Available Points: 0] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Looks good.” I nodded to myself. “And I now get twenty percent from your respective base stats. Red String leveled too. I shouldn’t be surprised that those abilities rise when partaking in Class-related activities.” 
 
    “You know what that means?” Aisha gave me the look. 
 
    “That we are going to get our well-deserved sleep,” I cut her off and stood up with Levia in a princess carry. 
 
    “That you should make use of this perfectly safe method to permanently raise our strength whenever possible,” Levia continued after the sly drakan, looking calmly into my eyes with her enchanting, purplish irises. 
 
    “Diminishing returns.” I chuckled at her obvious message. “But trust me, I will. I very much will.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 31
Unexpected Confrontation 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A quite distinct and pleasant smell woke me up. I took a deep breath, enjoying the scent of hot, freshly brewed coffee. As my brain slowly booted up and connected to all the organic systems all over my fleshy frame, I began to notice the pressure on my chest and legs. Having a pretty good idea what it was, I swiped down my face while letting out a heavy sigh and lifted my eyelids. 
 
    The sight of my drakan lover sprawled all over my body greeted me, as expected. The sheets had been shoved halfway down so a good part of her muscular back was perfectly visible to the brightly illuminated world. My hand moved almost involuntarily and my fingers started gently brushing all over Aisha’s smooth skin, caressing it affectionately. 
 
    One look aside revealed the lack of my other, more recent romantic partner. Since my other arm rested on Levia’s still somewhat warm spot on the mattress, I could deduce that the charming Witch hadn’t risen up that long ago. Thanks to the smell that had dragged me out of the dreamland, I knew exactly where I had to glance to locate her. 
 
    And surely, our blue-skinned elf friend stood in front of the counter in the kitchen complex while preparing the black nectar of the gods. Levia wore nothing but one of my oversized t-shirts, looking insanely cute, but also incredibly sexy at the same time. Her pert, petite behind poked out from under the bottom edge as the stolen piece ended just halfway over her naked butt. 
 
    Trying my best to drag my eyes away from the alluring view which had completely woken me up, in more ways than one, I somehow managed to untangle myself from the sleeping beauty without waking up the drakan lady and pushed myself off the bed. Naturally, Levia noticed my approach and turned around, glancing up with her usual, calm and neutral expression. 
 
    I leaned in and placed my palm over her pretty cheek. We shared a few brief pecks before I scooped her up and sat Levia down on the same counter she’d been facing a moment earlier, forcing myself to be the one having to look up. 
 
    “Good morning,” I whispered after withdrawing. 
 
    “Morning.” Levia nodded faintly, her eyes following mine. “I had a feeling you two would be waking up soon so I started preparing some coffee.” 
 
    “I’m sure Aisha will appreciate the gesture greatly.” I smiled at her. 
 
    “You bet your ass I do.” 
 
    We both turned towards the source of the new voice and found the person in question staring at us from the bed, though in a completely flipped position compared to what I remembered. Aisha’s legs were now where her head should be, and vice versa. The sheets were thrown aside, her entire athletic figure displayed in its full glory. 
 
    She met my gaze and smirked, stretching her arms over her head and trying to put herself at the sexiest angle possible. I could only chuckle at that and return my attention to the slightly more modest lady in front of me. I stole one more kiss from Levia before bringing her back down to the floor and we finished preparing the coffee together, bringing one cup to our exhibitionist friend. 
 
    A few minutes of silent cuddling and sipping in the morning light later, we jumped under the shower and made quick work of washing each other without getting too frisky. I spent a while taking care of Levia’s hair while relishing the sight of the petite woman enjoying the tender massage. It looked like it wasn’t just Aisha who was a sucker for it. 
 
    Dressed up in at least our underwear, we shared a light breakfast while the summoned chick eyed us suspiciously, perhaps somewhat uncomfortable with our choice of meal that included a little bit of poultry. Rose made circles above the Divine Fowl’s head, unbothered by anything as usual. If Levia’s temporary familiar had any qualms with either thing, it didn’t voice them out while the Witch’s fingers stroked its almost angelic feathers. 
 
    “So, it’s preparation time.” Aisha moaned unabashedly as she stretched out after taking the last bite of her portion. 
 
    “Yeah. Anything we can help with in the workshop to speed things up?” I turned to look at our alchemist and magic expert. 
 
    “Naturally. I plan to start with—” 
 
    Levia paused as a loud chime interrupted her, coming from near the bed. Our heads swiveled its way almost in sync and we watched my phone jump around the nightstand. I nodded at the quiet Witch apologetically and jogged to grab the invaluable piece of unknown technology before it crashed into the floor. Though, I wasn’t sure which side would suffer more damage in this particular case. 
 
    Checking the caller on the display, I raised a brow to myself and brought the device to my ear. “What’s up, Mom?” 
 
    “Good morning! I hope I didn’t wake you up, did I?” She chuckled lightly. 
 
    “Nah, I’m good. It’s been a moment since we started the day,” I replied, walking back to my companions. 
 
    “Good. I would hate to disrupt your beauty sleep. I bet you still stay up just as late in that new job of yours as in the previous one.” I could hear her click her tongue. “Anyway, we are done with your father’s gig here and will be on our way back home in a bit. We wanted to start early to avoid most of the traffic. We wondered if you are busy today or if we could drop by to say goodbye. No pressure, of course. Though, your father is sulking a tiny bit at not getting to see the props that were mentioned during our last visit to your place.” 
 
    My dad’s grumbling was caught in the microphone and I smirked as Mom giggled to herself. She was always such a tease. I opened my mouth to invite them in but froze the moment my gaze fell on the attractive Witch on the other side of the table.  
 
    Things weren’t exactly the same as back then. 
 
    “Lucas?” Mom called out to me after silence met her question for a moment. 
 
    “Uh, sorry, I spaced out a little,” I hastily answered. 
 
    “If you have your hands full at the moment then don’t mind us, as I said,” she continued. 
 
    I considered using my work as an excuse, pushing the date of them catching me with not one but two women inside my apartment into the near future, but in the end, I decided against it. Whatever happened, happened. I had no idea when would be the next time I was able to meet up with my parents, or if this wouldn’t be my last one ever. We were about to take quite a risk and I would rather not have any regrets weighing on my mind. 
 
    “No, it’s alright. I have nothing important to take care of today,” I said, taking a glance at both of my partners and receiving nods of agreement from them. “I just have someone over if that doesn’t bother you. She’s fine with it.” 
 
    “She?” I could see the frown on my mom’s forehead. 
 
    “It’s another semi-long story. I can fill you guys live rather than over the phone. And Dad will have even more things to see than the last time,” I added. 
 
    That got my old man even more excited, which was clearly audible through the speaker. 
 
    “We’ll be there in an hour, then. Your father won’t be able to stop thinking about this if we back out now.” She laughed. “See you in a moment.” 
 
    The call ended and I sighed, rubbing my eyes. “Great…” 
 
    Aisha snickered. “It looks like we’ll get a chance to introduce Levia to your parents much quicker than expected.” 
 
    “As I mentioned before, I don’t think that’s the best idea. For now, at least, with how fast this came to be.” I smiled at them wryly. 
 
    “Your choice.” She shrugged. “I guess we can come up with another fun story. We did pretty well the last time.” 
 
    “That is if Levia doesn’t mind.” I took a peek at the person in question. 
 
    “Worry not. I do not require to be officially professed as your woman if doing so could complicate things with your family,” Levia replied. “I know you mean well for me in your heart and that is what truly counts.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but lean to the side and present the little Witch’s pouty lips with a loving kiss at her proclamation. Aisha cooed at us teasingly but we ignored her antics, even though I could feel the corner of Levia’s mouth curling up a little bit. 
 
    In the given time, we covered ourselves and got our stories all synced up. But, that still didn’t help to stop me from getting all nervous and uneasy at the prospect of welcoming my parents into my home with two hot girls by my side in like a week or so from the day we had literally talked about marriage with one of them.  
 
    As much as I wanted to go along with yesterday’s statement and resolution that I did not care about what others would say or think anymore, it was still a bit tough to fully embrace it when it came to my parents. I knew I would inevitably choose to displease them a bit rather than abandon either of my companions, but that slightly uncomfortable feeling would still persist, even though I was pretty sure Mom and Dad would never let something like this get between us. It was one of those unfounded and silly worries you just couldn’t get rid of no matter what. 
 
    Soon, the hour of judgment arrived and I welcomed my parents with the usual handshakes and hugs, leading them to a new, recently replaced kitchen table. Aisha and Levia were already there, both dressed more or less appropriately. My drakan mate had jumped into shorts and a tank top while my elf lover wore one of her own, fitting hoodies and a black skirt. 
 
    “Mom, Dad, this is Levia. Levia, these are my parents.” Introduced both sides before seating my family down on one side of the table and joining the girls on the other. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Levia. I’m Jasmine and this is my husband Dominic.” My mom smiled at the blue-skinned Witch and shook her petite hand. “So, did we interrupt a friendly visit or is your little home getting even more cramped?” 
 
    I chuckled. It wasn’t exactly little anymore with its size pretty much doubling by now. But, I had no idea how they actually perceived it. Theoretically, they were supposed to feel like the current state of my apartment was exactly what had always been but I didn’t know the specifics behind that. Maybe at one point, they would feel its real size, or they were going to forever call it small. 
 
    “For a while, it might get a little cramped,” I answered with a faint smirk. 
 
    “Oh?” Mom glanced between us curiously. 
 
    “Levia is my friend.” Aisha captured our attention. “Unfortunately, she’s lost her job recently and found herself in a quite difficult situation.” 
 
    I nodded along. “I overheard them talking about it on the phone a day or two after your last visit. One quick chat with Aisha later and we ended up offering our place for Levia to stay until she gets back on her feet. Neither of us felt like doing nothing when a girl was about to land on the street from being unable to pay rent.” 
 
    “Our?” My mother grinned at me and I rolled my eyes, partially thankful that was what she was focusing on. 
 
    “What do you do?” my father asked curiously. 
 
    “Remember all those super amazing liquids and other substances used in ads that make things look more all perfect and incredible while usually being nowhere close to reality, especially in food commercials? She prepares that stuff. You can say that she’s a modern-day alchemist.” I chuckled, maybe because of how close to the truth that was. 
 
    “I also like to draw things like various patterns and tattoos,” the Witch added calmly. “They sometimes made it to Aisha’s photo shoots whenever they were presenting some kind of a magical fantasy replica or original design.” 
 
    “Yeah. From what I heard, the earnings aren’t too great at such positions. I can imagine how you could have ended up in financial trouble after getting fired.” Dad nodded to himself while stroking his chin. “I’ll ask around my contacts and see if no one is looking for people with your expertise.” 
 
    “I will appreciate it greatly.” She lowered her head respectfully. “Although, there is no rush or pressure. I am considering my options right now and I might even have a try at what Aisha is doing. She often told me that I effortlessly fit into cosplay with my figure, presenting outfits instead of weapons.” 
 
    “I can see that.” He smiled, examining the short beauty with a professional gaze. 
 
    “So, what are your sleep arrangements?” Mom squinted at us playfully. 
 
    “Come on, they are adults. Sharing a bed is nothing special in the current age.” Dad chuckled. 
 
    “Impossible.” Mom shook her head. “He would definitely take the floor while leaving the bed to the girls. You can’t deny that.” 
 
    “I guess you are right.” Dad eyed me with some pity, though I couldn’t deduce if it was due to Mom’s teasing or my situation. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Actually, we do. It’s pretty big to comfortably fit us all. We had a brief argument over this, of course, but Aisha can technically sleep in the middle so no accidental trespassing can occur. She hogs space worse than Dad.” 
 
    “You rascal! This new job has really changed you! How many damsels in distress are you planning to rescue and drag into your bed!” Mom snickered impishly. “Well, from the looks of it, it should fit four people if you all snuggle up. There seems to be enough room for a bigger one too.” 
 
    Watching her amused expression and how casual she was about her teasing suggestion made me think about it again.  
 
    But, before I could collect my thoughts and perhaps seize the opportunity to speak up, Levia beat me to it. “And what would you think about that arrangement, Mrs. Jasmine?” 
 
    “Well, of course, I want nothing more than for my son to live a happy life. If he thinks he can handle more than one woman at once, then I wish him good luck. He can ask his father if even just one is doable after years of relationship.” My mother smirked and shot my dad a wink. “Why?” 
 
    Levia turned her face to me and I met her enchanting, violet eyes. There wouldn’t really be a better moment than this, and I had intended for this meeting to end with no regrets, so I nodded at the lovely lady. I saw a barely noticeable hint of a smile tugging at the corners of her soft lips before she refocused on the woman opposite her. 
 
    “Because I enjoy his company,” she answered, slowly moving her hand closer to mine over the table and placing her palm over it. “And after consulting it with Aisha, I informed him about it.” 
 
    “Oh?” My mother’s brows rose from surprise and curiosity. 
 
    “And he accepted her.” Aisha smiled warmly, adding her own hand to the pile. 
 
    Silence fell onto the table as my parents stared at our little mountain of interlaced fingers, then at each other, and then snorted together, chuckling to themselves. 
 
    “He is that kind of a person,” Dad said. 
 
    “True,” Mom agreed. “Remember that time in high school when he was asked out by two girls who seemed really into him?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Dad nodded with another snicker. “He rejected both because he didn’t want to hurt either.” 
 
    They laughed together while I groaned at my embarrassing moments being fully exposed in front of my lovers, hiding my face behind my free hand. 
 
    “So, Lucas has always been this popular with girls?” Aisha regarded me with an amused look. 
 
    “He has.” Mom shook her head. “We honestly thought he would have issues settling down after that funny incident but things ended up fine. Perhaps more than fine now.” 
 
    “You are alright with… this… then?” I asked a little apprehensively. 
 
    My parents exchanged one more look and they surrounded our pile-up with their palms. 
 
    “As your mother said, we want you to live a happy life,” Dad began. “If being with multiple partners does that for you then great. We couldn’t care less if you were gay or whatever else as long as you were happy and weren’t hurting yourself or others.” 
 
    “Perhaps that unexpected situation from the past was a sign from the heavens,” Mom added with a smirk. “Are you stopping at two or…?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but snort and roll my eyes. “I don’t have a number in mind. But, I can’t say what the future will bring. There might come more. In the end, just as you want me to be happy, I want them to be happy with our life. So, they will most likely dictate when it’s too much.” 
 
    “Or your apartment and wallet will.” Dad laughed openly. 
 
    “Thankfully, I now don’t have to worry about either.” I shot him a grin. “This new gig of mine is doing better than well.” 
 
    “Should we start asking around our place for any offers? It would be nice having you guys near. There are some pretty and spacious homes in our area too.” Mom hummed happily. 
 
    “Not yet.” I waved my hand dismissively. “You can say that I share a connection with this place. It’s where plenty of good things happened to me. I would like to stay for as long as it’s comfortable for us.” 
 
    Our conversation then devolved into casual chatting about various random stuff, including my mother grilling the girls about their thoughts of me and my various aspects, and the girls grilling her about me from the past. They were especially interested in my romantic life, curious about the topic thanks to its earlier unusual introduction. 
 
    But, before we got lost in neverending words and sentences, I reminded my father about a big part of the reason behind their visit and the ladies both sauntered off to the storage chamber to gear up for him. Even though I knew exactly how they would look, I was as excited to see them as my dad. 
 
    When they walked back into the original apartment, his chin landed on the very floor from shock. Aisha just grinned at him while wearing her now iconic armor and holding her giant greataxe over her shoulder. Levia had picked her gray sundress and black coat, both items we had gotten her from the Seed. 
 
    He was the most interested in my warrior woman and her arsenal so Aisha brought out a bunch of other weapons we had on hand while Levia introduced my mother to her various concoctions at the kitchen table. I was fairly sure I caught them mentioning some kind of blue liquid and my mom pocketing a vial or two of it while looking like she was striking an extremely valuable drug deal, smiling devilishly at the little Witch. 
 
    It was a great distraction from the massive threat looming over us and we enjoyed the fun and pleasant interactions to the fullest, raising our own morale right before the great fight. Naturally, my parents had no idea about that and most likely never would. 
 
    An hour later, we finally wrapped things up as holding my parents any longer would make them stuck in the suburban traffic and they really wanted to avoid wasting so much time standing unmoving in a complete jam. Therefore, we shared a few more words as I escorted them to the entrance and we went our respective ways. 
 
    “We’ve been delayed a little bit, but after receiving the blessing from my parents, I’m pumped up for anything.” I grinned at the two beauties standing by my sides. “Let’s get those preparations rolling and finish our task.” 
 
    They nodded in unison and we walked into Levia’s workshop. 
 
    Our battle against the evil Witch was just around the corner. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 32
Grand Resupply 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Alright, ladies.” I clasped my hands together, turning around to face my beautiful companions. “We’ve raised a giant flag just recently so I need us to go all out. No cutting corners, no cheapskating, no worrying about money. We most likely have only one chance at doing this, and we will do this.” 
 
    “Flag?” Levia glanced up at me curiously. 
 
    “Oh, I know that one.” Aisha grinned, lightly bumping the petite Witch with her hip. “It’s when someone says or does or says they will do something happy and positive in quite a foreboding moment. Like a first-line foot soldier telling his comrade that he will profess love to his childhood sweetheart when they get back home right before the battle. It is said that such declarations are certain to bring misfortune, often ending with death.” 
 
    “I see.” The blue-skinned lady nodded sagely. “And what would be our flag?” 
 
    “Well, I have just introduced the both of you to my parents and they accepted our relationship right before us having to face the big bad of this Dungeon.” I chuckled wryly. “Our happily-ever-after is at stake here. I’m not saying that this is a suicide mission, but it’s a first in terms of how low will our information on the problem be.” 
 
    My bold drakan girlfriend stepped forward and patted my shoulder with a proud grin. “We’ll be fine. Levia’s cards told us so. We just need to listen to that smart brain of yours and it will be a breeze.” 
 
    “Another flag.” I pointed a finger at her and we both laughed. “So, work with me. Both of you. Levia, you are going to take care of these supplements you mentioned earlier. Anything else that could help us?” 
 
    “I think my current collection of arcanas is diverse enough.” My quiet lunar elf girlfriend stroked her chin. “I can prepare some additional basic solutions. I do not think we have enough time for me to concoct more advanced healing potions and salves.” 
 
    “I’ll buy those,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “Anything else I should get us while at it? Maybe something that could assure our safe descent since the end of the staircase is now definitely smashed to bits? Anything to hide us from the enemies like the spell you used, just without putting so much strain on you?” 
 
    “If you purchase a batch of Spirit Sealing Tonic, I can prepare False Life Brew. They will hide our spiritual and life signatures for about twelve hours, or until we use a magic spell or an ability,” she suggested. “They can be consumed at the same time and it will allow me to focus on investigating the altars without having to focus on an arcana.” 
 
    “Let’s do that.” I nodded approvingly. 
 
    “As for our descent, I have three medium-tier arcanas with a Blink spell imbued into them, but they are for very difficult emergencies. Perhaps Feather Fall will be better as it is not as complex a spell and can encompass us all. I am not sure what to use besides Blink to bring us back up, though.” Levia’s soft brows furrowed ponderingly. 
 
    “If we fuck it up, there will be no going back up.” Aisha snorted. “I think we should worry about that after we succeed in clearing the Dungeon. No way that ocean of Skeletons, the giant fucker, and its master will let us run away from them.” 
 
    “How safe are those Blinks?” I raised a brow at our Witch. 
 
    “Since the materials used for those cards do not exactly match the required ones, there is about a fifty percent chance that they will fail,” Levia admitted. “That is why those are only for critical emergencies and also why I have not made more.” 
 
    “Talk about coinflip.” Our Berserker smirked. “We’ll need to work on those in the future.” 
 
    “Yeah. But that’s for the future.” I turned to her. “Aisha, any input from your side?” 
 
    She scrunched her lips and wriggled her nose. “I mean, not much. We are up against bones, bones, bones, and… oh right, bones. Weapon oils and ointments won’t be of much help. I can suggest a few things for our maintenance but don’t expect explosions. Best but pricy option is concentrated holy water to dip our gear in, I guess.” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll look at those.” I added her suggestion to my mental notes. 
 
    “Also, if we are going all in, you need to gear up.” Aisha roamed her gaze all over my figure, without a hint of desire or mischief this time. “We can’t wait for another reward box. You would give it to the next girl anyway. Get your ass in the shop and pick some good shit for yourself. That’s an order from your mate.” 
 
    “I agree.” Levia supported her right away. “You should spend more on yourself. Your safety is our safety. It is commendable how much you do care for us, but you should not neglect your needs for our sake. I also implore you as your woman to upgrade your equipment.” 
 
    With two pairs of completely serious eyes drilling right into me, I could only raise my hands in surrender. “You are right. I promise not to skimp on my own stuff. Anything else?” 
 
    They exchanged glances before looking at me once more. 
 
    “Don’t think so,” Aisha replied. “I’ll go with you to take a look at some items I’m familiar with while Levia starts her magic here. Maybe I’ll recall something useful.” 
 
    We agreed with that plan and went right to work. 
 
    Bidding temporary farewell to my petite lover with a gentle peck, I brought Aisha back to the main apartment. We sat down in front of the PC right away and booted up the D-Shop first. I located the mixtures Levia mentioned and we discussed them with Aisha. I got a good enough batch of the one hiding our mana, and just in case, threw a few of the lifeforce ones into the cart too. We topped it with a good stock of various healing potions and other products before checking out. 
 
    Then, we browsed a few categories familiar to my amazing Berserker. As expected, concentrated extracts and oils containing Holy Water were damn expensive. Almost a thousand D-Dollars a pop. And it looked like that pop would last for maybe five applications. Talk about a scam. 
 
    But, I promised the girls and myself not to whine so we got one just to be safe. Besides that, Aisha picked up a few maintenance products to prepare our weapons for the upcoming battle better. They mostly reinforced the durability of our gear and raised its resistance to blunt damage. For armor, she found some oils that increased piercing resistance, and one lotion that supposedly suppressed magic of low level, weakening the impact of spells such as Firebolt or Frostbeam, reducing the effects of mid-tier ones like Fireball. 
 
    Nothing much, but always something. 
 
    After that, we moved to the actual gear and armor. Wanting to get it over quickly and properly at the same time, we decided to traverse all the categories from bottom to top, in a physical sense. This meant that we started with shoes and I got myself some sturdy, reinforced boots that were supposed to slightly cushion the fall. 
 
    Next came leather pants with protective pads for knees, and even a hidden plate for the boys. I bet it would feel weird for a moment being able to literally knock on the area, but any protection out there was a blessing. 
 
    As for the chest, I decided to go another tier up too. I replaced my old armor with a thick leather vest with a somewhat thin metal plate over the ribcage. The rest of it was tough enough to stop a few good slashes and perhaps a weak stab, but the crucial part would prevent instant death from the loss of a quite important organ that was one’s heart. Lungs were decently safe too. 
 
    Aisha wouldn’t have it without me taking a look at some coats to finish the set so we spent some time browsing those too. I didn’t want it to be just pure vanity so I focused my attention on products that also were at least somewhat reinforced or decently durable and had additional pockets, belts, and rings for more stuff.  
 
    In the end, we got a quite neat black leather coat with a hood just so that I could hide part of my face if I wanted. With all the other items we’d picked up, the whole look was starting to border on a fairly edgy theme, but Aisha was more than thrilled about it so I didn’t really complain. 
 
    At least I didn’t have to wear some spooky, spiky helmet thanks to that hood. 
 
    In terms of weapons, I was happy with my two bonded handaxes and my trusty mace. The small buckler was still in a more than decent shape so we left it as is. I needed some more tiers in my Armsweaving and Telekinesis to comfortably wield bigger and heavier stuff. One day, for sure, but right now, I still needed to remain somewhat mobile. 
 
    With everything collected, including some minor equipment like belts, pouches, fingerless gloves, and so on, Aisha smashed the purchase button, draining our account of over seven thousand D-Dollars, and sprinted for the door. I just sighed heavily at the potential hundreds of thousands of Earth Dollars escaping my fingers. 
 
    One’s life was priceless, but it always hurt a tiny bit seeing such a fortune disappear. 
 
    My excited partner unpacked all my things and urged me to try it on. As always, she gave me a hand with everything, even going as far as pulling my pants up this time, so damn giddy about my new equipment. I did need some assistance with the chest armor as the entire thing was quite stiff from how tough it was, not to mention the slightly bulging metal plate at the height of my chest. It felt somewhat comfortable, though. And definitely safer than my previous gear. 
 
    After pulling on the final bits, ending at the neat fingerless gloves, I spread my arms and spun around. Aisha applauded my new look, which consisted mostly of black and dark gray colors. It wasn’t as edgy as I had expected, at least until I pulled on the hood. Then, it was a full-on edge. Sleek, ominous edge. 
 
    I guess I was going full Overlord now. 
 
    Aisha was disappointed to see me out of it, but we were tight on our schedule, and she knew it well. We put all the pieces on one of the armor stands in the storage and admired the set briefly as it was displayed on the humanoid mannequin.  
 
    It wasn’t bad. I could get used to it. Next Halloween was going to be dope, for sure. All of us had the perfect costumes. 
 
    Then, we sorted through the consumables we had bought and returned to Levia’s workshop. She had already prepared quite a few things and we gave her our full attention, speeding her crafting up with additional hands on the deck. For the next few hours, it was all potions, concoctions, salves, ointments, and little trinkets. Plus, some arcanas too, of course. 
 
    The most important things, meaning the stimulants, had to chill in their vials for at least twelve hours, so we decided to depart right in the morning of the next day. That gave us enough time to wrap up everything. As I remained by Levia’s side, Aisha went out with Rose to let Lulu know about the plan, and also check on her own preparations. 
 
    Meanwhile, I helped the adorable Witch go through all the other concoctions we had already finished. As we stood in front of rows of rows of vials and glass containers, Levia sighed softly. I stepped closer and put my arm around her slim waist, sensing some kind of an issue troubling her bright mind. 
 
    “Something wrong?” I asked and she lightly rested her weight on me. 
 
    “We bought and made so much. I am not certain we can bring everything with us. Your new coat and vest have a good amount of pockets and vial holders, but it will not be enough, and would definitely slow you down a bit. I was thinking about a bag or a backpack, but with so much glass, it might end in a disaster with an unfortunate fall or attack,” she explained calmly. 
 
    “So, the problem revolves around the vials not shattering from the slightest shock, right?” I raised a brow at her and she nodded softly. “Hmmm… Maybe I can do something about that…” 
 
    I slid my palm into Levia’s hand and guided her back to my PC. She observed intently as I browsed through the D-Shop, getting a little bit confused and maybe a tad curious when I switched to the General Goods tab. But, as expected, this section had almost anything, and it certainly had the thing I was thinking of. There even were variants I had no idea existed, but that was even better. 
 
    Ordering the improved version of the thing, I stood up to fetch the package and brought it to the bed. Levia helped me bring the product out and examined it with her wise gaze from all angles. Unfortunately, it came in only one color and pattern, which was quite noticeable, but we would need to do something about that later. 
 
    What I had just bought was one of those striking red medical bags in the shape of a rectangle, taller than wider. It even came with an obligatory white cross, which made me smirk. Especially considering what we would be transporting in it. 
 
    I showed Levia how to operate the top zipper and revealed the insides of the specialistic container. This one was equipped with a form made of something resembling styrofoam but more gel-like and elastic. The form had two rows of six openings for vials and potions. And this particular bag fit three of those forms one over another, giving us thirty-six slots. Fully shock-proof, according to the product description. 
 
    To test it out, we picked up a few potions and slipped them into the empty slots. Some flasks were slightly bigger than the openings, but the elastic material of the form made enough space for them before hugging the vials neatly like the perfect memory foam. It was easy to pull them out but they were held firmly otherwise. 
 
    Levia praised this invention and filled the bag up to the last slot in a blink. We then closed the zipper and I helped her put it on her shoulder. This particular bag also had two safety straps ending in durable carabiners that could be attached to her belt, which was nice. She jumped around with it and nothing seemed to clink or make any other noise that would suggest anything was loose. 
 
    It was perfect. 
 
    Well, except for the color and perhaps size. It still looked quite large with Levia’s slender figure, but she had no issue moving around with it next to or behind her. And the tiny, beautiful smile curling up her dainty lips proved that she was more than happy about this little present. 
 
    Soon, Aisha came back and we had to show her the new goods too. As Levia introduced her to the bag and its amazing features, she let us know that Lulu would be ready to depart in the morning. It was all coming together and we were ready for it. 
 
    After some final checks, we hit the bed at the same time. Perhaps I should have predicted this, but Aisha discarded her bra and slipped under the sheets with just panties on. Now that Levia was part of our little family, all decency was going out of the window. But, since the lithe lady didn’t seem to mind, I allowed it and had a snuggly drakan smushing her soft peaks into my side with a satisfied smile. The silent elf embraced my other arm with some more modesty and we chatted a little more about everything we had done before falling asleep. 
 
    Morning came fairly quickly. We woke up and went straight to work. Aisha started with maintenance while I accompanied Levia to her workshop to see how her concoctions were doing. A few of the stimulants failed to brew correctly but she assured me that it wasn’t anything surprising or uncommon. Not a hundred percent of every batch was successful every time. 
 
    I helped her pour everything into neat flasks and we repacked her new potion bag to accommodate the new additions. She had lots of space for potions and other vials in her coat and so did I, therefore we stuffed our clothes full of the consumables that were going out first, like the elixirs that were going to make us invisible to enemies. 
 
    With that wrapped up, I checked on Aisha and lent her a hand with some maintenance oils and salves. She instructed me on how to properly apply them to my new gear and old weapons. She’d already taken care of most of it so I was left only with the chest, buckler, mace, and handaxes. Soon, I was done and jumped under the shower first while she added some finishing touches to everything. 
 
    But, my brief bathing session was quickly interrupted by the very same drakan lady who snuck under the stream with me, grinning impishly. She didn’t even have to say a word, I knew exactly what she was here for, especially right before our big expedition. Therefore, besides washing each other, we also proceeded to dirty ourselves a tiny bit first, making sure that all the buffs were applied properly and, at the same time, testing the durability of the shower cubicle once more.  
 
    I swear, with how wild she was, it would take no longer than a month or two before we needed some real renovations. Hopefully, Levia didn’t mind the soundtrack as this time Aisha hadn’t brought my phone to play some well-timed music to mute out the surroundings. 
 
    When both of us finished, Aisha said that she wanted to soak under the hot stream for a little longer and urged me not to wait for her. I saw no reason to deny my dazzling companion some hot solitude and got out, immediately understanding the motive behind her request. Levia awaited me on the bed in nothing but her charming underwear and the faintest blush on her sweet, blue cheeks, clearly hearing everything from earlier. 
 
    So, I spent a slightly more delicate and slow moment with the enchanting elf, both of us enjoying greatly how gentle and quiet our passionate union was when compared to what often transpired between me and the fiery Berserker. Both of them were just so unique and exquisite that I had no idea how my life had turned out like this. A real blessing. 
 
    Afterward, we lay on the bed together until Aisha freed the bathroom and I had to jump in once more, for obvious reasons. But, taking care of Levia’s mesmerizing skin and hair was more than enough of a motivation to accompany the petite lady. The relaxed face she made when I massaged her head while dealing with her hair was simply priceless. 
 
    We didn’t waste too much time there and hastily rejoined our frisky companion. All of us geared up, brought all the necessary stuff into the main section of the apartment, and waited for Lulu to show up, rehashing the initial plan we had come up with.  
 
    Well, for the most part. Aisha couldn’t stop staring at me and my new look. Judging by the joyfully wagging tip of her tail, she approved. 
 
    Soon, the final member of our little team arrived and we were on our way. Lulu also had invested in some additional protection for her small figure, perhaps a tad scared by what we had seen and the fact that we were down two Defenders this run. I couldn’t really blame her. But, thankfully, it looked like my change of attire quickly redirected her thoughts from those dark themes to my dark themes. 
 
    As usual, we traveled the spooky hallways without encountering any opponents. I half expected the evil Witch to send some of her underlings to the higher levels after learning that we had been snooping around the spires below, because she definitely had to be aware, but it looked like we either were lucky or she was very confident in whatever defenses she had set up at her home base. 
 
    We reached the stairs fairly quickly and began our descent, stopping at the entrance to the massive cavern. We took a brief glance around, spotting no flying hands or the big fuck. Unfortunately, just as we remembered, the spire connected to the stairway was damaged, and so were a few other nearby ones. We had to figure something out this time. And as we had thought, getting back up after getting off the stairs would be far harder. 
 
    Levia instructed us to drink our fill and we did exactly that. For the next minute or two, the four of us were chugging down four different potions. One of the physical stimulants, Spirit Sealing Tonic, False Life Brew, and an elixir either granting or enhancing Darkvision. Only our wise Witch drank three, forgoing the spiritual one for now, since she was a crucial part of our plan to descend. 
 
    Hopefully, no monster would notice her until then. And hopefully, my unused to consuming so much magical shit stomach held out. We were more or less safe from external diseases, but it was a different topic when it came to those from within. Happy accidents were not welcome. 
 
    Somehow, we arrived at the broken end of the path without an issue. Aisha hastily located a still-hanging bridge between two spires to our left and Levia cast Feather Fall through an arcana. Lulu offered to test it out first since she had her shadows to assure her safety and the small imp girl ran forward, jumping off the edge. She fell slowly towards the bridge and landed on it with a quiet thud after what felt like a good thirty seconds. Waving back up at us, she confirmed that everything was fine. 
 
    We followed one by one and met her down there. As soon as Levia made it to us, she deactivated the spell and downed her own spiritual suppressant. 
 
    “We need to locate more of those altars,” she said calmly. “I will be able to triangulate the position of the main ritual through them. Though, my actions might not go unnoticed so we will need to be careful.” 
 
    “Worst case scenario, someone will have to lure the Rib Titan away again.” Aisha sighed heavily. “Let’s go. We have a Witch’s ass to spank.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and turned to our Witch. “Lead the way.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 33
The Fallen Apostle 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We ran to the nearby spire and entered the gothic tower, finding plenty of Skeletons inside just like the last time. Levia held up her hand for a moment, making sure that her concoctions worked properly, but not a single monster turned its empty eye sockets to us even after a few long seconds so we seemed fairly safe. She gave me a gentle nod and began providing Aisha with directions through our mental communication. 
 
    That way, our drakan Berserker could lead the charge while Lulu watched our backs. I stayed in the middle of our formation with Levia. Rose scouted ahead whenever she could and the lazy Divine Fowl remained hidden under our Witch’s big hat until we needed its assistance. 
 
    Surprisingly, both of our familiars didn’t trigger any reactions from the skellies. Levia explained that it was thanks to the bonds we shared with them. Both Rose and the godly chicken were currently masking their presence by drawing on the potions we had consumed. It was honestly one of the little tricks I hadn’t been aware of. In the game, all party members needed to consume their own doses of whatever consumables you used. But, maybe familiars worked differently. I hadn’t had a chance to test that out. 
 
    Therefore, we snuck around the bony boys for a good while. We had to navigate around the few damaged or destroyed spires thanks to our previous visit. I was a bit worried about the fallen altars, but Levia assured me that she didn’t need all of them intact to do her part. And, the more of them we destroyed, the harder it was for the mastermind behind their creation to achieve whatever they were aiming for. So, the resident titan’s angry flailing was in our favor. 
 
    Soon, we located our first altar and Levia glanced back at me. “Be ready to run at any moment. The Rib Titan might be waiting for us to show ourselves.” 
 
    “Should we put someone outside to act as bait?” Lulu asked anxiously. 
 
    The elf lady shook her head. “Our potions should work against it too. We just need to be fast since there is no doubt that it will try to kill us by destroying this tower even if it is not able to spot our specific position.” 
 
    “And we can’t really use that spell to make us lighter again without putting a target on our backs.” Aisha clicked her tongue. “I’ll take a quick look around outside. Let me know when shit goes down.” 
 
    She stepped closer to leave a peck on my cheek and sauntered to the exit without looking back. I shook my head, amused at her still continuing to mark her territory in front of our lust imp friend. But, I could live with it. It certainly was amusing. 
 
    Levia focused on the stone slab while the remaining two of us kept our eyes open for any changes. She tried her best to operate the magical terminal as fast as she could and I really admired how agile and accurate her slender fingers were while tapping the various runes and formations. I had no doubt that she would be able to beat even Zeke in typing speed after just a few weeks of practice with a mechanical keyboard.  
 
    A small competition to verify that sounded like a neat little idea. I couldn’t wait to see him completely demolished by a dainty, little lady with a bored, almost sleepy expression. He would never psychologically recover from that. I bet she would be a total monster in MMOs. 
 
    Since this time we were much more focused, the signs of the approaching giant bastard were much clearer. Everything shook increasingly more as the Rib Titan used the other spires to propel itself our way. Aisha reported sighting it far away and I gently urged Levia to hurry up or drop it before we ended up as bone dust. She flicked a few more flashing sigils and jumped away from the slab, letting me grab her hand and pull her to the exit. 
 
    Regrouping with Aisha, we hastily ran up the stairs to the bridge three levels above us. We reached it pretty much the very moment our massive friend arrived at our spire. It didn’t fuck around and smashed the flat of its skeletal palm into the tower from above, bringing it as low as it could. We’d barely gotten to the other spire before the bridge crumbled down. 
 
    But, we did not stop to gawk. Our current spire had suffered some collateral damage too and we had to move to the next one as soon as possible. Not being able to use any skills or magic was a real drag. It showed especially for Lulu, who was used to supporting herself with her shadows and other tricks.  
 
    Our decision to escape proved to be the correct one. Somehow, the Rib Titan knew it hadn’t squished us to death and it began taking it out on the nearby towers. By the time it calmed down, we were already a safe distance away from the commotion. At least until Levia would touch another ritual altar. We’d passed plenty of floors and rooms but we ignored most of them, giving them only a brief glance since our objective was clear. Locate the Dungeon Core or the Dungeon Master as soon as possible and take them down. 
 
    About an hour later, we found another altar and Levia took a peek my way once more. “I might need to read one more slab other than this one. I shall try to finish the triangulation here, though investigating the spiritual matters too deeply might break the effect of the potion.” 
 
    I placed a hand on her shoulder. “Do what you need to do. We’ll trust your judgment. The Rib Titan isn’t far so we might not have much time for you to remain here too long.” 
 
    “You are right.” She nodded faintly. “I will hurry, then.” 
 
    Aisha went to be on the lookout and we repeated our actions from earlier. Levia’s fingers moved with even more speed as her focused gaze aimed to drill holes in the surface of the altar. I saw her sway a tiny bit from the amount of effort she put into it and quickly stepped closer, delicately supporting her waist, not wanting to break her concentration but at the same time helping her stay balanced. 
 
    The runes and sigils flashed much stronger and a booming roar shook the tower. It was obvious that the Rib Titan was after us. And, this time, I was pretty sure that it wasn’t coming in blind. Call that intuition, but I could tell that Levia’s spiritual energy was no longer hidden. 
 
    The jig was up. 
 
    I sent thoughts and prayers to whatever gods watched us for her to finish quickly. Lulu’s head swiveled from side to side as she anxiously clutched her hands to her chest. Aisha continued to report the movements of the big bad and we could only wait for the inevitable. 
 
    Fortunately, Levia wrapped her survey up quicker than before and stepped back from the slab, running into my chest. She looked at me in slight confusion and I just smiled warmly while she slowly realized what I’d been doing, directing the tiniest grateful smile back at me in return. 
 
    “I got it. The main ritual circle is not that far from us,” she said as I let go of her. “The core issue is, it is on the very bottom of the chasm.” 
 
    “In the middle of all those Skeletons?!” Lulu squealed a little. 
 
    “Not exactly.” Levia shook her head. “But, we have no time for explanations.” 
 
    ~Damn right,~ Aisha chimed in mentally. ~The Giant Boner is only two spires away. And it’s coming back with vengeance.~ 
 
    “What do we do?” The imp girl looked between the two of us. 
 
    “We should start running down. You are still concealed. I will descend a floor or two behind you to keep that monster away from your position,” our Witch suggested. 
 
    I shook my head and gestured at them to run along. “No, that’s too risky. I won’t leave you behind with no support. There has to be another way.” 
 
    Aisha opened the skeletal door for us and we got to the spiral staircase running around the spire. “Can’t we jump down again?” 
 
    “Good idea.” I sent her a quick smile. “Will Feather Fall last long enough for us to reach the bottom without turning into tomato paste?” 
 
    “If all of us jump together, I do think so,” Levia replied. “But the fall might be slow enough for the Rib Titan to attack us in the air.” 
 
    I clicked my tongue as the tremors intensified. Our not-so-little friend was launching itself towards the spires next to the one we were on. Time was almost up. 
 
    “I do have one spell ready in case Feather Fall would fail,” our beautiful Witch continued. “Air Cushion. It also slows down one’s fall but much closer to the landing surface. Its activation has to be very precise too.” 
 
    “Just tell us one thing.” Aisha turned to her. “Can you time it right?” 
 
    We all stared at Levia as she met our gazes one by one and finally nodded. “I will.” 
 
    “Then get the fuck ready!” my berserker mate shouted and wrapped us all in one giant hug. 
 
    The next part was quite easily predicted. She launched us off the spiraling stairs a few seconds before a skeletal hand finally reached us. Lots of stone and other debris followed us as we plunged into total darkness. With my hands free, I hastily fished out one of the vials attached to my coat and chucked it below us with all I had, both physically and mentally through Telekinesis. For this to work, it had to hit the ground first. 
 
    And it did work as the small flask sped to its destruction much faster than we did and hit the floor with a bright flash, spreading fluorescent fluid all over it, effectively illuminating our landing zone well enough for Levia to judge her spell correctly without having to rely on some divine intuition. 
 
    Our professional magician did not disappoint. We caught a faint gleam of a golden arcana being activated and saw a translucent pocket of greenish air appear below us, right before we crashed into it. Everyone groaned lightly as we lost most of our velocity in a blink and then continued toward the ground at a slightly more pleasant pace. We were down on the stone tiles in no time, watching the contours of the Air Cushion dissipate into nothingness. 
 
    “Quickly! We have no time to collect ourselves! The Rib Titan will be on us in a moment! Our only hope is to reach the ritual circle if we do not want to fight it on its terms!” Levia raised her usually quiet voice to push through a lot of skittering and clattering echoing all around us like cicadas in their season. 
 
    No one opposed her suggestion and we were on the run right away, following the petite Witch as she was the only one somewhat knowledgeable on where to go and what to do. Behind us, we already heard the massive torso with arms crumbling the nearby spires while moving down. 
 
    We really were doing so damn much running in this Dungeon. 
 
    After taking a few turns around the bottom of the many ominous towers, we suddenly came out in front of something that actually emitted light. About a dozen of giant blue crystals resembling those we had destroyed on the top level were set in a circle around something. That something seemed to be a cascading, gradually rising platform, one level over another. Each disc was glowing with plenty of arcane symbols and sigils. In the very middle, hovered a sizable octahedron of the same color, levitating above an intricate altar.  
 
    That had to be the source of corruption the quest mentioned. 
 
    But, before any of us had a chance to voice out that thought, a massive crash thundered somewhere behind us, with its impact so strong we almost fell to the ground. I barely managed to grab Levia before she tripped, pulling her into me. One look over my shoulder confirmed my fears.  
 
    Our friend was there. And it was not happy. 
 
    “To the crystals!” Levia shouted while tugging on my clothes. “Quickly!” 
 
    I did not question her words and sped forward alongside the others. The floor shook with each powerful smack the Rib Titan gave the naughty floor as it dragged and pushed itself after us. We could hear the scraping of its severed spine over the stone tiles beneath our feet. Levia didn’t even consider fishing out some kind of an arcana to fight it off. She just gazed longingly towards the ritual site. We gave it our all to reach it first. 
 
    Fortunately, we’d been decently close to the massive crystal obelisks when the Titan had come down so we were able to achieve that goal without ending up as a bloody smudge. We threw ourselves past the glowing pillars and watched as the Titan’s skeletal hand stopped in mid-air, hovering over them, and effectively over us. It hesitated and withdrew its spooky fingers, glaring at us furiously with its empty sockets. 
 
    “You think yourself smart, child?” An ancient voice belonging to a woman echoed around us and our heads snapped in different directions. “You think you can be safe by invading the site of my grand ritual? You are terribly mistaken, then.” 
 
    “Do not listen to her,” Levia said, back to her more casual, neutral tone. “These crystals are crucial to whatever spell she is preparing. The Rib Titan will not risk damaging them.” 
 
    An ominous chuckle reverberated through the air. “Oh, really?” 
 
    Just then, that very Rib Titan shoved its palm forward close to the ground rather than swing it from above. We pressed ourselves into the floor as it rushed past us before retreating to its owner. It had just thrown a punch between the crystal pillars. It certainly wasn’t out of the game yet. 
 
    “Do you think my little pet is the only thing I can use against you?” the evil Witch asked with an amused smirk in her tone. “I have an entire army of loyal children to do my bidding. And they have been aching for an opportunity to stretch their old bones a little.” 
 
    Something akin to a snap of someone’s fingers bounced off the nearby spires and the previously somewhat distant noise of scraping and chattering began growing closer. Its source was obvious. The normal Skeletons were on the move now too. 
 
    “Spread out!” I shouted, pulling Levia up. “Keep yourselves close to a crystal! I need time to think of something!” 
 
    The ladies did exactly as I commanded and we jumped in different directions while grouped in pairs. Lulu and Aisha took off north while Levia and I escaped south. 
 
    “Fools. You are only delaying the inevitable,” the invisible voice boomed. “It’s much simpler and less painful for you to just drop dead and join my lovely family.” 
 
    “I would rather shove a morningstar up my cunt, bitch!” My fierce drakan mate taunted her. 
 
    “I am afraid we are unable to listen to your request,” Levia added too, with a bit more class and courtesy. 
 
    “Ah, for you, my dear, I might have a different suggestion,” the voice said, and we finally had a chance to spot our main target. 
 
    But, to our dismay, instead of some old woman of a random race wearing witchy clothes, a simple… cloak… fluttered into view. It was dark blue and floated through the air like it was attached to a person. But, its wearer did not exist. Or she was invisible. 
 
    “Soul Severing Curse…” my pretty Witch muttered under her nose. “Her soul was torn out of her body due to a failed ritual and ended up bound to the cloak.” 
 
    “Correct.” The cloak billowed more as it spoke. “I’m glad to hear that you aren’t a complete novice, dear. You are right. I’m like this because my previous form was lacking. But, thanks to that, I'm no longer limited by the restraints of my flesh. Join me, sister, and become the hand that will guide us both to greatness. I shall allow you to become my assistant and lend a hand in attaining greatness. With the two of us, no ritual will be the slightest challenge.” 
 
    I glanced down at Levia but there was no reason to worry. She flashed me one of those precious smiles of hers and shook her head. 
 
    “You have forsaken your fate by collaborating with the forces of the Void. Your soul is too far gone, tainted to its very roots. You should have never let the Dungeon assimilate you willingly. Right now, there is no helping you. Your only choice for redemption is to fully accept death, which you have been avoiding for decades if not longer,” she replied firmly. “It is sad seeing one of our sisters fall so low as to be sentenced to eternal damnation within the dark energies of destruction.” 
 
    “You are making a huge mistake here, child,” the evil Witch almost growled. “It’s through the Void that we can unlock our full potential. I thought you could see that. But it looks like I was mistaken. I will be the saddened one having to take your life. You could have served under me as your master and attained the unimaginable.” 
 
    “I already have a master,” Levia countered. “One you are not worthy of even speaking the name. And one who will bring forth your demise.” 
 
    “Then so be it. I hoped you would be smarter, but—” 
 
    “Raaaaaah!” 
 
    Suddenly, Aisha flew at the cloak from behind, interrupting the evil Witch. But, just as her hammer was going to make contact with the floating piece of cloth, the material shifted and let her weapon through. Aisha fell forward and rolled down a few platforms before regaining her balance. She shot the cloak a vicious glare, readying herself for another strike. 
 
    “Drakans. As barbaric as ever,” the cursed woman sneered. “You will make a fine addition to my collection. Children!” 
 
    Skeletons began climbing up the first step past the crystal obelisks from all directions. The bluish glow of the magical pillars illuminated the sea of enemies surrounding us. They were nothing more than simple grunts, rarely equipped with any weapons, but their sheer numbers were a massive problem. 
 
    “Can you stop them somehow?” I asked Levia, hastily looking around for any solution to our troubles. 
 
    “I can cast Protection from Evil over the ritual site. But, that will leave me completely open to any attacks for the entire duration of the cast. You have to quickly destroy at least three pillars, they are what animates the Rib Titan and the other Skeletons, then crack the core of the ritual. That is the only way we can win,” she answered, finding my eyes and staring deeply into them. “I shall leave everything to you. You can do it, Master.” 
 
    She stood up on her tiptoes and pressed her delicate lips into mine. I savored this sweet sensation for as long as I could before Levia drew her face back and dove right into her role in this encounter. I stood over her as she pulled out all the necessary components to cast the mentioned spell and dropped to her knees to start working on it while holding one of her arcanas between her palms joined in a praying gesture. 
 
    I hastily pulled out a single flask out of her medical bag and downed it right away. Checking on the buckler attached to my left forearm, I took a defensive position over my beloved Witch, now incapable of feeling any pain for thirty minutes. 
 
    Who said that poisons couldn’t be useful too? 
 
    ~Aisha, get those pillars down. And don’t hold back. I’ll remain by Levia’s side so don’t worry about collateral damage. I need them gone. Now,~ I ordered my other precious partner mentally, imbuing my words with both Command and Encourage. 
 
    A fierce, draconic roar reached my ears and a smile crept up onto my lips. Leveling the cloak with a determined gaze, I brought up my mace and let both handaxes orbit my chest. 
 
    “Bring it on, you expired piece of laundry.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 34
Master of Deception 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Aisha exchanged a few words with Lulu, who was shocked to see the Berserker so coherent during her Berserk, and charged straight at the nearby crystal with a fierce war cry. Just as I had hoped, she had asked the imp Shadowmancer to capture the aggro of the Rib Titan, at least judging by the slightly pale face of our pink-skinned friend. Unfortunately, I had a different role to play, and her shadows were perfect for that one, so she was just out of luck. 
 
    But, that didn’t mean she wasn’t up to the task, and after one glance our way, she disappeared in a puff of black smoke, followed by a loud roar coming from an obvious source. 
 
    Meanwhile, I watched as the first Skeletons began passing the halfway point of the ritual site. Thanks to its cascading design, it took them a moment to climb up the slick steps. Unfortunately, I had no decent ranged attacks besides my floating handaxes so I couldn’t really push them back effectively. And Levia was quite busy at the moment. 
 
    At the same time, a few of those Skeletons that wielded crude bows began shooting their ancient, flimsy arrows my way. It wasn’t really a problem to deflect them with my Telekinesis or parry the remaining ones with my buckler, but after their melee friends would get much closer, that could prove to be much more difficult. 
 
    Seriously, couldn’t we just get a single Dungeon without a swarm of enemies trying to devour us? Perhaps I really needed to file a complaint with someone. 
 
    “Aren’t you forgetting someone, human?” The evil Witch’s voice reached my ears and my gaze snapped to the billowing cloak. 
 
    A medium-sized Fireball floated above its raised hood, swirling intensely with blue flames. I hastily stepped between one Witch and the other, putting my buckler up, mostly to cover my face, as the handaxes and my mace crossed over the rest of my body. The magical ball of azure fire hummed as it soared through the air before crashing right into me. 
 
    Thankfully, it looked like the things Aisha had used for maintenance on my shield and armor functioned properly. I didn’t even feel the impact, nor the heat, as the bluish tongues of fire licked all around me during the small explosion that followed after the blow. Those ointments worked wonders. And Levia was safe. 
 
    But, the Skeletons were getting closer and closer. As I turned around to check on all of them, a lucky arrow grazed my thigh, almost piercing right into it. My tough, leather pants protected me from the cut since its edges weren’t the sharpest, but things weren’t looking great. I could get nailed right in the back by one of those whenever I focused on repelling the cloak’s attacks. 
 
    There was only one solution to that, I had to keep the Skeletons close so that the Witch couldn’t aim properly. She might not fully care about damaging her pawns, but any spells that needed a direct line of sight or the point of impact easily visible to aim at would be out of the game since they could detonate on something before reaching the intended target. 
 
    Knocking away the first Skeleton that managed to reach our position with a well-aimed mace-to-the-face, I dodged what looked like Lightning Bolt from the dead Witch, which flew somewhere into the darkness, disappearing from our sight. Without further ado, I knelt by Levia’s side to get to her medical bag and fished out another potion, the stimulant. 
 
    She’d warned us that consuming more than one was not advised due to the potential aftereffects, but those were still better than death. And, the upper limit of most Defenders was three, as she’d told us, so I was still somewhat in the green. Or maybe orange. 
 
    I gulped the citrus-flavored liquid and immediately noticed my senses sharpening and my body filling up with newfound vigor and energy. Including in those parts. But, I just had to ignore that specific kind of energy and focus on the battle. Aisha would happily lend me a hand or something else to take care of those.  
 
    Side effects be damned. 
 
    As I stood up, a sound similar to something ceramic shattering filled the area, and the Rib Titan stumbled a little. The small shits also paused for a brief moment, turning towards Aisha, who had just succeeded in smashing one of the glowing pillars to pieces. They were damn tough if she’d taken so long with her strength, Impairing Blast, and all the other buffs and enchantments. 
 
    But, I could not let everything focus on her. 
 
    Quickly going through the menus in my mind, I invoked my Master-Subordinate Talent Draw ability. All charges refreshed, I borrowed Piercing Roar from my dazzling drakan mate. Without further ado, I invoked both it and my own Intimidate at the same time, releasing a loud scream that stunned the few nearby Skeletons but also sounded a little weird. 
 
    It looked like my little trick worked and the Skeletons once more turned their attention to me. I wasn’t sure if I had properly intimidated them, but they now considered me an equal threat after I gave them a good old shout. Maybe they were just annoyed that some weakling was trying to scare them by raising his voice like someone strong, but I couldn’t care less. I had achieved my goal. 
 
    The only enemy that had ignored my valiant war cry was the Rib Titan. It went right after Aisha while Lulu tried to warn her. I couldn’t watch and see what happened next as the provoked Skeletons were beginning to surround me. So, I got to smashing and slashing. 
 
    I danced around Levia while smacking the bony boys with everything I had in me. It was like trying to carve through a solid, white wall with a reinforced stick. You couldn’t really see any progress, no matter how many pieces and dust settled at your feet. But, I had to keep pushing them away. Neither Aisha nor Lulu had it much easier as they also must have been swarmed. Thankfully, one was strong as fuck and equipped with powerful skills while the other could evade most dangers. 
 
    Injuries were inevitable in such a tangle. And even though one of the potions I had consumed rid me of feeling all the pain linked to them, I still was collecting cuts and bruises left and right. What didn’t land on my buckler or chestplate, had a decent chance at cutting through my new leather-reinforced armor. I could see a bunch of shallow wounds but did my best to ignore them, leaving it to the stimulants to carry me long enough for Aisha and Lulu to deal with the giant fuck or Levia to wrap up her magic. 
 
    “Struggle all you want, human. I’m enjoying your pathetic efforts greatly. Though it is all in vain, it provides decent entertainment. I had no idea how much I lacked that in my recent decades.” The cloak laughed in amusement. 
 
    So, we weren’t even worth any effort on her part, huh? Besides a few simple spells now and then, the evil Witch didn’t really participate in this battle, except for ordering around her massive Skeleton army, I guess. 
 
    That confidence would be her downfall. 
 
    I kept one eye on her as she hovered above the battlefield, most likely trying to get a decent angle on me or one of the girls. My plan to obstruct her had worked to some extent. But, I wouldn’t last forever. I could tell that my amazing mate was already working on the second pillar, yet I wasn’t sure if I would be able to repel all these monsters climbing up towards Levia for much longer. 
 
    Though, it looked like I didn’t need to. 
 
    A bright white flash almost blinded me as the relentless light exploded somewhere close to my right. All the nearby Skeletons acted as if it truly had assaulted their eyes and reeled back, covering their empty sockets. Then, they turned to dust in droves. A quiet whoosh accompanied their instant disintegration. The bony boys were completely eradicated in a sizable, circular area around me and Levia, unfortunately not covering the entire ritual site. 
 
    “I am done. Thank you for your protection.” Hearing Levia’s delicate voice, a smile forced itself onto my lips. “You are wounded. And I saw you taking the pain-nullifying toxin. I should treat you right away.” 
 
    I shook my head, meeting her pretty violet eyes for a fraction of a second. “I’m good. Can you do anything while upholding this spell?” 
 
    “I can cast some minor magic and weak arcanas,” she replied, still eyeing some of my injuries. 
 
    “Great. Please, keep that dirty rag busy while I help out the girls out there, alright? Just spam her with simple, annoying spells. We’ll go after the core the moment the Titan is down,” I suggested. 
 
    She clearly pondered over listening or arguing with me but nodded faintly in the end. “As you wish. Please, be safe.” 
 
    It was my turn to leave a peck on her pouty lips before running away and I did exactly that. The gentle warmth lingered over my mouth for a few seconds as I jumped past the edge of the protective barrier and pushed my way through the sea of Skeletons to reach Aisha and Lulu. I could see colorful flashes of various weak spells Levia began throwing at the evil Witch. 
 
    I somehow made it to my destination in one piece, Sparta-kicking a bunch of skellies off the current platform. It never became boring. My mace wouldn’t really help with the sturdy crystal so I started smacking the enemies bothering my draconic lady from behind. She noticed my aid and stopped caring about them in an instant, returning her focus to driving her massive hammer into the glowing pillar. 
 
    My back to hers, I blocked, parried, and threw my own blows at the Skeletons assaulting us. The Rib Titan was still on Lulu, perhaps thanks to the fact that she was luring it outside of the ring of the ritual crystals. It had many more options out there than here, where it could easily damage the rite by accident. We could only hope that she wasn’t caught by the legless abomination. 
 
    Before that could happen, though, Aisha destroyed her second crystal. The shattering noise was much louder when I was standing right next to its source, to the point that it was almost scary. I barely remained in my position and continued to repel the incoming blows as the entire thing came crashing down behind my back. I trusted Aisha to protect me from anything happening out there, but that little voice in your brain that told you to increase your distance from the demolition zone couldn’t stay quiet. 
 
    The skellies paused once more, visibly struck by the loss of another magical pillar. But, it was the Rib Titan that suffered the most. With a pained or annoyed roar, it lost an entire arm, tumbling into its lesser brethren and turning plenty of them into bone dust. It raised itself fairly quickly on its single remaining hand and spun its giant skull our way, done playing cat and mouse. 
 
    It dragged itself towards the ritual site as the two of us sprinted to the third crystal. Aisha charged forth first, making way for me with her devastating hammer, while I smacked away any strays that managed to avoid getting blown aside by her swings. She was like a goddamn freight train. 
 
    “Look out!” Lulu’s warning cry reached our ears and we jumped aside in opposite directions. 
 
    Right after, the Titan’s skeletal palm smashed into the ground where we had been a second ago. With two spiritual pillars gone, it could use their former locations to put its humongous rib cage down without worrying too much about damaging the ritual circle. 
 
    It then began its desperate attempts at revenge by doing something akin to one-arm pushups. Lifting itself up on its single hand, it then raised it up too and slammed its spooky column-like fingers down alongside its entire weight. One after another, it continued that repetitive motion while targeting either me or Aisha as we rolled around the nearby crystal unable to land a blow on it. 
 
    That fucker could move fast. If there was a Guinness World Record Book for undead, he was the fucking champion of one-armed pushups per minute. 
 
    Lulu tried to get it off our asses by pelting it with her shadows and jumping all over its bones, but it was in complete tunnel vision after we had wrecked two of its precious pillars, confirming Levia’s statement about it being somehow linked to them. Well, if the missing arm wasn’t enough proof already. 
 
    The two of us couldn’t really do much except for dodging. At the very least, the Titan destroyed dozens of Skeletons with each slam, doing our work for us. But, the grunts were kind of infinite. We couldn’t see the end of them in the darkness surrounding the ritual site, and I was pretty sure all of us remembered the swarm we had seen from the stairs during our first contact with this place. 
 
    “Lucas! Catch!” Levia’s voice suddenly reached me from behind and I quickly turned her way after avoiding being turned into a strawberry jam once more. 
 
    She was standing at the edge of the protective spell while drawing her arms back over her head like a kid trying to score the perfect shot with a basketball from half a court. I soon understood that she wasn’t holding a basketball but her familiar, the Divine Fowl, and her intentions were more than clear. 
 
    With a visible grimace of effort on her always serene face, she launched the holy chicken towards me, throwing it over all the Skeletons separating us. It soared my way with a heavy arc, flapping its small, golden wings to remain in the air for as long as possible, clearly shocked by this whole situation. Yellow and white feathers lazily floated down to the ground in a trail behind it. 
 
    I dropped my mace, jumped up, and caught the chick with both hands, perhaps a tad too firmly, causing it to squawk in protest. There was no time to apologize though, so I rolled away from another squashing attempt, brought it close to my chest, and looked down at it as it stared back at me with that offended gaze I was already too familiar with. 
 
    “Ummm… I have not the slightest idea what to do with you buddy, so you do you, and you better do it quickly.” I chuckled wryly at it as the fowl tilted its head and clucked back at me. 
 
    I took it as an agreement, turned around towards the incoming skeletal palm, and raised the chicken of all the chickens above my head. Noticing the approaching death, it squawked in panic. But, while in clear dismay, it did not sit idly. 
 
    It reeled its neck to the back and threw it forward with the loudest rooster crow I had ever heard in my life. The sound dragged on and on and on for all eternity as the holy chicken began emitting golden radiance which was almost hard to look at. Then, that radiance somehow focused in one direction and formed a thick beam of heavenly light that shot toward the Rib Titan. 
 
    The sharp pillar of brilliance cut right through the monster’s shoulder and separated it from its socket. The Titan lost its last means of supporting itself and came crashing down without any control over its direction. Unfortunately for it, that turned out to be the direction of the third crystal obelisk. The blue pillar shattered as the gigantic rib cage crushed it into oblivion. Afterward, the Rib Titan did not make any more movements. 
 
    The Divine Fowl stopped its deadly cry and the dangerous holy laser ceased its operation too, returning the chicken back to its omnidirectional radiant glow. But, instead of that light fading away as I expected it to, the bird went poof out of nowhere, popping like a wedding balloon that flew too close to a hot lightbulb. Only a bunch of feathers remained in its wake. 
 
    I brought my hands down and stared at the fluffy sticks.  
 
    Did I just murder Levia’s familiar? 
 
    “It exhausted itself beyond the limits of its contract! Do not worry! It is back in its home realm!” Levia shouted at me from her safe zone, answering my unasked question. “Our fight is not yet finished!” 
 
    “You unruly mongrels!” The evil Witch boomed at us from above. “Do you think I need that embarrassingly clumsy sack of giant bones? I’ll finish you off myself!” 
 
    Multiple, much higher-tiered spells surrounded the billowing cloak. I recognized Melting Meteor, Acid Aureola, and Fist of Frost among them. Some weaker ones like Fireball or Lightning Bolt were starting to take form on its sides too. 
 
    It looked like mommy was pissed. And she just found her slipper. 
 
    We instantly threw ourselves into evasive maneuvers. Bobbing and weaving between the basic Skeletons, we didn’t even look back, diving behind the remaining ritual pillars for cover. She definitely wouldn’t want to destroy more of them with her powerful magic. Thankfully, Levia’s protective ring covered one of the crystals and she didn’t have to forgo her very useful ritual. 
 
    Even after all of us hid away, the evil Witch continued pelting our surroundings with spells while her grunts tried to assault us from all sides, most likely aiming to push us into her view or take us down while we did what we could to stay out of it. The Rib Titan was no more, but it wasn’t that much easier to destroy the ritual orb. 
 
    Quickly getting surrounded and separated, I used Aisha’s Piercing Roar again, this time just to stagger the nearby enemies, and took a peek past my crystal. The cloak was still on it. I watched it send a Stone Javelin at Aisha after finding an angle on my beloved companion. She, of course, dodged it easily, but I frowned at the aftereffects of the rocky spear hitting the ground or the Skeletons on its path.  
 
    Or rather, their lack of. 
 
    Then, the moment when I had been hit with a Fireball at the start of the fight replayed in my mind and it finally clicked. 
 
    “The Hanged Man… You can’t do anything…” My brows rose in realization and the cloak froze for a second, turning my way. 
 
    “What?” Aisha shouted from somewhere on my left. 
 
    I boldly stepped out of my cover and stared down the azure cloak. It targeted me instantly, throwing Lightning Bolt straight at my chest. The furious, zigzagging line rushed for me like a vicious snake and struck true… without doing anything. The visual effects of the spell hitting could be spotted, but it lacked any force behind it. Or even damage. 
 
    It was all fake. 
 
    “Get out of there!” I shouted to my companions. “Everything she does is not real! She can do no more than taunt you and control the undead! Though, I’m not sure if she even can do that!” 
 
    And suddenly, her acting so haughty and mocking, barely taking part in the fight while wielding this much magical power began making sense. Maybe because of the ritual, or because of what she was, she could do no more than watch, and perhaps operate this mysterious magic to create more Skeletons. 
 
    “Lucas!” Levia’s call for me captured my attention and I turned to her position. “The Soul Severing Curse! If her corpse has been properly preserved, this cloak is only a part of it! We need to find her body!” 
 
    That was easier said than done. We were standing at the bottom of a massive underground necropolis with multiple spires rivaling the tallest skyscrapers. Where would we even find a single body in all of this? 
 
    Then, my gaze fell onto the central altar with the glowing octahedron floating atop it and a smile forced its way onto my lips. 
 
    That thing looked hella sus. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 35
Power of the Mind 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A thundering crash sounded to my left as the ground trembled a little. At first, I thought it was the Rib Titan somehow getting up, but when the nearby Skeletons fell over like lined-up bowling pins, I knew that wasn’t it. Through the created empty valley in the sea of calcium-loving fellas, Aisha came in with a power slide, ending up right by my side. Lulu popped out of a shadow to my right a moment later. 
 
    “We are with you,” she said with a ragged breath, clearly still recovering from her earlier mission to distract the giant bone daddy. 
 
    My fierce Berserker only grunted in agreement, already looking for targets to smash before her desire to kill and maim targeted her teammates. Therefore, I didn’t drag it out unnecessarily and nodded at them, starting to run up the cascading platforms to reach the main altar. 
 
    “I will not let you!” the evil Witch shouted but could do nothing more than annoy us with her illusions and send her minions our way. 
 
    Aisha and Lulu cleared the path for me, taking care of pretty much everything standing in our way. Additionally, I could see some simple spells hit the Skeletons ahead of them, clearly released by Levia, who now didn’t have any reason to pay any attention to the annoying cloak lady. Thanks to her protection zone, she could safely aid us with no threat to her health from the nearby skellies, who couldn’t move past its edge. 
 
    We bulldozed our way up without breaking a sweat. The cursed Witch hurled insults and expletives at us, warning us not to come closer or we would end up dead for good, no soul or body left behind, but we didn’t believe that liar. The only things capable of harming us were her underlings. And perhaps the octahedron itself. We still weren’t sure what exactly it was. 
 
    Quite a few monsters crowded the peak of the ritual site, hiding the altar behind their bodies, so it took a moment for my badass teammates to clear it up. I mostly made sure that no new ones climbed up, smacking those trying to with my mace, which I had picked up on the way here, and the soles of my boots. It was too entertaining not to send them tumbling back down amongst their skinny colleagues. 
 
    With the top finally safe, Aisha and Lulu switched roles with me, playing king of the hill while I was raring to go full detective on this slab of stone. Levia supported them with an occasional spell, most likely saving her big bangers for some kind of an emergency. We knew how great her curses and other magic tricks were. 
 
    “Alright. What secrets do you—mmwwwhmmmmm!” 
 
    Something suddenly cut me off by wrapping itself all around my head. I dropped my weapon once more and started clawing at the bold invader, which obviously was the floating cloak. This damned woman was clearly getting desperate. 
 
    With some struggle, I managed to yank the cloak off my face and throw it to the ground, pinning it under my boots. “And stay there, you bastard!” 
 
    Trying to keep my balance as the slick material attempted to trip me by tugging itself in every single direction, I cast my inquisitive eyes onto the altar in front of me. Without any surprises, it was covered in a plethora of glowing symbols and most likely words written in a language I could not decipher or understand. The giant octahedron buzzed above me, emitting strong blue light, but otherwise, it didn’t seem to be doing anything else. 
 
    “Aha! I knew it!” I smiled to myself after noticing a clear, horizontal line running all around the intricately decorated slab, near its very top. “This thing is not an altar! It’s a fancy coffin!” 
 
    “Get your dirty feet off me!” the angry Witch cried out from underneath my boots. 
 
    I chuckled to myself. “Or what? You are going to sprain my ankle?” 
 
    Choosing to ignore her for a moment, I ran my fingers alongside the tightly sealed lid of the magical sarcophagus, looking for some kind of a mechanism to release or move it. This thing had to weigh a ton with how thick it was. Side by side, it was pretty much equal to my fist. There had to be a trick to it. 
 
    But, after walking all around it and examining every single bit of the entire thing, dragging the naughty cloak all over the dirty floor with my shoes while at it, I found not a single clue on how to open the coffin. For a moment, I considered having a smack at the hovering geometrical shape but decided against it. 
 
    The chances that it was connected to the locking mechanism were low. The chances that it would release a powerful spiritual blast when shattered were rather high. 
 
    Therefore, that left me with only one option. 
 
    “Aisha! A helping hand, please!” I request some much-needed assistance. 
 
    My beautiful girlfriend was by my side in a flash, looking at me expectantly, a wide, almost manic grin twisting her sexy lips into a predatory grin. I gestured at the coffin with my head and stepped back, making sure the cloak did not escape from acting as my personal doormat. Aisha chuckled deeply seeing that and passed me her hammer, which I received dutifully. 
 
    She then put her hands on the lid of the sarcophagus, clearly intentionally put her ass up and legs wide while seductively leaning forward, and pushed with her everything. A roaring cry left her throat as she strained all her muscles against the relentless stone. I thought she would quicker pop a vein before achieving anything, but I was proven wrong. 
 
    Moments after she began, the lid skipped ahead a tiny bit with a crunching noise. That made my gorgeous powerhouse double her efforts and the stubborn panel of stone gave in a bit more. I tapped her shoulder when the gap near the side where she was pushing widened enough for me to comfortably look inside. She stopped, straightened up, received her hammer from me, and awaited further orders with the same, crazy smile. I landed a juicy smack on her jiggly butt and sent her back into the fray. 
 
    Afterward, I finally peered into the mysterious coffin. I expected to find something akin to one of those ancient mummies wrapped up in dozens of medical bandages that were meant to preserve the corpse for as long as possible, but what I found in there was an actual, quite lively-looking body, save for the woman’s extremely pale complexion. 
 
    The dead Witch looked like an average older lady dressed in long black robes, complete even with a pointy hat covering the top of her blond hair. Judging by her elongated ears, she must have been some kind of an elf, perhaps a half considering the aging process. After glancing all over her figure, I confirmed that she was missing a cape. The evidence in the form of wrinkles of her robes around her shoulders and neck was quite apparent. 
 
    Now, the issue was, what to do with the body? I briefly considered just slitting the Witch’s throat, or maybe fully beheading her, perhaps driving a stake through her heart, but something didn’t feel right with those ideas. I felt like that most likely wouldn’t do much good. This entire thing was too deeply involved spiritually. 
 
    “Woah!” I almost stumbled when an unexpected rusted sword hit the edge of the coffin to my right. 
 
    “Sorry!” Lulu apologized awkwardly, getting rid of my assailant with a few shadowy spikes. “I’m really sorry! It’s somehow slipped past me! It won’t happen again!” 
 
    I looked around and the number of Skeletons was really high. The main horde must have finally reached our position as an ocean of them kept climbing up the platforms. I could barely see Levia inside her safe zone. Aisha and Lulu were having a tough time keeping them off me. 
 
    Glancing back down at the coffin and the Witch, I got a quite silly idea. 
 
    “This should buy me at least a few more minutes.” I chuckled wryly. “Aisha! I need you here once more, dear!” 
 
    The drakan Berserker took a moment longer to show up but she was already briefed about what to do mentally so she quickly rested her hammer on the side of the sarcophagus. I nodded at her and she stepped firmly onto the carpet with a severe case of ADHD and freed me from the responsibility of keeping it still. 
 
    “Well, then. Pardon my intrusion.” I smirked at the cloak’s owner and hoisted myself up over the edge of her resting place. 
 
    With one confident motion, I slipped into the coffin, legs first. The gap was quite narrow, but I managed to fit through. A second after I was lying face-up on top of the dead Witch, I heard loud grunting and the screech of moving stone. A moment later, the gap was gone and I was locked up with a dead body as my companion. 
 
    Thankfully, the inside of the coffin was full of glowing blue runes too, so I could see pretty well in this place. With some minimal effort, I flipped myself over and laid down on my stomach. Raising myself as high as possible, I tried to ignore the old lady beneath me and studied everything else, including her apparel and all the trinkets she had on her. 
 
    About five minutes later, I still couldn’t come up with anything good. There was this tingling at the back of my head, definitely related to spiritual energy since I’d experienced it a few times with spells and abilities, but there was nothing obviously connected to it.  
 
    “Ah, hell. Let’s take a nap in here, why not? The girls will manage.” I snickered at the hilarity of this situation while shaking my head. 
 
    Turning myself over so that I was on my back again, I closed my eyes and tried to calm my mind and enter a meditative state. As soon as I began achieving that, the blue glowing symbols started appearing at the edges of my vision, slowly creeping closer and closer to the center. Soon, my closed eyes were full of them and I felt an immensely sharp pull yank me into somewhere. 
 
    I gasped and opened my eyes after an unidentifiable amount of time. Looking around, I saw nothing but darkness. Well, almost nothing. Giant azure flames danced around at various distances in every direction, emitting some light, but unable to illuminate the darkness, only myself, and one more person. 
 
    “So, you figured it out,” the evil Witch began with a somewhat impressed tone. 
 
    “Don’t get too proud of me. It’s only thanks to my amazing friend that I even dared to follow my silly ideas. According to her, I was the key to solving this issue. And it seems that she’s been right.” I smiled at her, crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    “Arcane Divination. And an accurate one at that. Your friend must be a really talented Witch,” the woman mused. 
 
    “Don’t you know it?” I snickered. “Say, why won’t you make it easier for both of us and just tell me how to end this thing, whatever it is? She prophesied that I will take you down anyway, so there’s that. There’s no need for me to hurt you any more.” 
 
    “Hurt me?” She laughed openly and a sudden pain hit me right in the head, bringing me to one knee. “Boy, I’m not the one who will be hurting. You should have never opened your mind so ignorantly and let me in.” 
 
    I groaned under her mental assault, watching her slowly walk my way with an amused smirk. Gathering my mana, I hastily wrapped it around my mind, just as Levia had taught me a few times in the past during one of our casual chats. The pain lessened bit by bit as I shielded my psyche tighter and tighter, and I rose to my feet before the Witch reached me. 
 
    She raised a curious brow at me. “You are surprisingly proficient in the arcane for a simple brute. That’s rare for a physical fighter like you.” 
 
    I chuckled lightly. She must have misread my Class due to the abilities I had used during the fight outside. The flying handaxes could easily be identified as some kind of simple artifact weapons. 
 
    “I’m sorry to disappoint, but I’m not a fighter Class. I’m an Overlord. One that also likes to study some magic in his free time.” I winked at her, and she froze mid-step, her eyes widening to the brim. “Did you say that we are inside my own mind?” 
 
    Her expression changed in a flash, from collected amusement, to clear fear. She took a step back, all her body language screaming out her desire to run. 
 
    “Halt,” I commanded, imbuing my words with actual Command. 
 
    As expected, she froze again, this time against her own will. The only parts of her that moved were her eyes, shooting around in panic. 
 
    “Nice. See? It wasn’t that hard.” I smirked at her this time and started moving closer. “Now, will you be so kind as to tell me how to stop the ritual without triggering any dangerous reactions?” 
 
    “My body acts like a conduit for it. It redirects the crystal’s energy into the arrays engraved all over the ritual site. To disable it without causing a destabilization of the circuit, which might lead to a chain reaction through the main core and the remaining pillars, you need to reverse the spiritual junctures at seven points in my body,” the Witch answered with some leftover defiance in her tone. 
 
    “I bet it’s those damned seven chakra or chi points or whatever. Please, tell me none of them are anywhere near your lady bits. I can live without having to dip a finger in a corpse.” I groaned, rubbing my eyes. 
 
    “The root point is the closest to one’s nether regions as it’s located at the base of one’s spine but you don’t need to come into physical contact with them,” she replied. 
 
    “Perfect. How do I do that, then?” I queried. 
 
    “Just send out a spiritual pulse above each point and change the direction of the flow with your mana. Start with the top one and make your way to the lowest juncture,” the Witch instructed me. 
 
    “And remind me, where are all of them located?” I raised a brow at her. 
 
    “From top to bottom, at the top of your head, between your eyes, in your throat, near your heart, at your solar plexus, below your belly button, and at the base of your spine,” she listed obediently. 
 
    “Thank you. Now, get the fuck out of my head,” I ordered her with even more might and she disappeared in a blink, alongside the blue flames. “Can’t believe this entire thing worked. I need to pull more enemies into my mind in the future if they are affected by my Overlord skills.” 
 
    Leaving that idea for later, I shook my head and focused on returning to reality. Soon, I felt the uncomfortable pressing of the Witch’s motionless body into my back and lifted my eyelids. Fortunately, she was as dead as before. Therefore, I hastily turned over once more and tried what she’d told me since I had no idea how much time had passed in my absence. 
 
    It took a few tries, but I located and sensed the first point, changing the flow in about ten seconds of disrupting it with my mana. The rest of them followed much faster after having some experience in dealing with them and I reached the final one in a flash. Thankfully, pressing my finger into her abdomen through her clothes worked since it would have been a drag trying to flip her over. I wanted to avoid touching her weirdly well-preserved corpse as much as possible. 
 
    After changing the final point, the sigils carved in the inner walls and the lid of the coffin faded out, enveloping me in complete darkness. Suddenly, it started feeling a bit stuffy in here. And scary. But, just a moment later, it all turned pink as Rose phased herself through the side of the sarcophagus and bobbed happily above my face. 
 
    “Hi there, girl! Those runes must have blocked you from getting in, yeah? Glad to see that you are okay. Let’s save your treatment for after I get out of here.” I snickered as she tried to lick my wounds already. “Now, how in hell am I even going to achieve that? Considering that I’m not being rescued yet, the girls must be busy with their own stuff.” 
 
    Rose wiggled up and down as if to confirm that and I gave her a few gentle pats. Pondering over my predicament briefly, I remembered that I still had one charge of my Talent Draw available and got another silly idea. Swapping Aisha’s Piercing Roar with Tectonic Stomp, I found firm purchase with my back against the Witch and pulled my legs close to my chest. 
 
    “And for the moment of truth…” 
 
    I shouted for an added power since everyone knew that yelling out loud increased your strength, and invoked the ability in my legs, kicking up with everything I had in me. My feet slammed into the heavy slab of stone and launched it high up into the air. I watched it fly up and up while spinning slowly. 
 
    “Ah, fuck… Gravity…” 
 
    Within a flash, I grabbed the edge of the coffin and hoisted myself out of it right that instant. I didn’t even care about landing on my feet, I just fell to the ground next to the altar and rolled away moments before the heavy lid landed back in the sarcophagus with a wet smack. 
 
    “Oops.” I giggled to myself like a little girl. “Good thing we disabled that circuit before trying that.” 
 
    Shaking myself off, I stood up and glanced around. The remaining crystals lost their glow too, and the only thing that illuminated the area was a medium-sized ball of white light hovering above us, definitely the work of our inventive Witch. 
 
    As for the person in question, I couldn’t really see her anywhere, but what I could see was a sea of bones just lying around everywhere in sight. There was a huge heap of them rising up like five meters into the air, taking a quite cylindrical shape. Just as I was staring at it, its walls suddenly fell inside with a loud rattling noise and a few coughs reached my ears. A moment later, my three companions climbed out of the now much smaller hill of humanoid cartilages. 
 
    I hastily stepped forward and pulled my fierce drakan into a deep kiss, effectively shutting her Berserk down before it caused some unnecessary chaos. She wrapped her arms around me, dropping her hammer, and reciprocated the kiss with pure greed. One of her hands squeezed my ass and I chuckled into her lips. There was no stopping the horny. 
 
    Somehow, I managed to wiggle myself out of that delicious prison and she grinned at me impishly. As I stepped back, I found Levia by our side, looking up at me with somewhat expectant eyes. It was a slight surprise, but a welcome one. So, I leaned down to share a gentle kiss with my lovely elf too, cupping her chin up a tiny bit. Our moment wasn’t as long and I let Levia withdraw freely, appreciating the short show of affection from the serene Witch. 
 
    Before I could look to my other side, there was a soft thud, followed by a pained grunt, and I could imagine what happened without checking. Aisha could really get territorial at times. I was glad Levia didn’t have to worry about that. 
 
    “So, you did it?” my drakan mate nonchalantly asked, pointedly ignoring Lulu, who was massaging her side. 
 
    “Correction. We did it.” I smiled at her. “Don’t for a moment think that I could have done any of this on my own. I wouldn’t even be able to move the lid of that coffin to begin with.” 
 
    “Give yourself some credit.” She snorted. 
 
    “Likewise.” I winked at her. “You girls were incredible. You too, Lulu, of course.” 
 
    “Thanks.” The imp girl blushed darker pink. “Sorry again about that Skeleton.” 
 
    “No worries.” I brought my wrist up. “And it truly seems like we are done here. I have quite a few notifications and the clear announcement must be amongst them.” 
 
    “You are able to know your rewards already?” Lulu’s eyes widened a little. 
 
    “Not exactly,” Levia answered in my stead. “He has to wait for those to be assigned properly, but his artifacts tell us every detail about the process, including how long it will take and if there are any additional bonuses awaiting us.” 
 
    “She’s right.” I nodded. “Sorry, but we won’t be able to compare our rewards right away.” 
 
    Lulu giggled and glanced away. “I wouldn’t really want to do that anyway. It would be too embarrassing showing the meek rewards I got for barely doing anything this run.” 
 
    “No worries. This was just a curious thought. You don’t need to share anything with us. Well, maybe except for some of the loot we are going to collect while waiting for the next assignment.” I chuckled softly. “For now, I think we deserve a break. Let’s heal up, wait for the rewards to be announced, and maybe meet again to celebrate the victory. What do you think?” 
 
    “Oh. That would be a first. People usually only stay for as long as they can get some more loot and then go back home. Sometimes a fight can break out regarding that.” Our imp friend scratched her cheek. “I think it could be fun. Why not?” 
 
    “Alright. I’ll send Rose to get you when we are ready. If you aren’t by that point, just tell her to wait at or near your place and come when you are,” I suggested. “Now, let’s figure out how to get back up from these abyssal depths.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 36
A Spoonful of Freedom 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We took a moment to look around the ritual site now that things were pretty much safe. Levia had to manipulate her light spell to illuminate the area since the entire circuit and the crystals lost their glow. That included the octahedron, which stopped levitating and fell to the ground, now nothing more than a dark azure shape with a few cracks over its surface. 
 
    As for the altar, or rather the coffin, while the structure was fairly intact, the owner, not so much. The massive lid had perfectly threaded the needle and landed with its long edge in the casket, turning the corpse of the evil Witch into paste. If she had anything valuable on her, it was most likely gone. But, I hadn’t noticed anything special back then so there was hope that nothing was lost. 
 
    Aisha laughed her ass off when I recounted how this had come to be, cursing herself for not being able to see it. She and the girls had been hiding inside Levia’s protective zone at that point in time, and the number of Skeletons swarming them was so high they piled up one over another and formed the tall cylindrical shape I’d seen after coming out of my temporary prison. That spell really saved our asses out there. 
 
    So, we walked around the place while Levia examined some of the sigils and symbols, trying to learn more about the ritual the other Witch had been intending to conduct. It had somehow been able to preserve her body perfectly well after splitting her soul from it and binding it to the cloak, which fortunately, had escaped the fate of its owner and Aisha still had it with her. It wasn’t so lively anymore with the curse gone. 
 
    From what Levia was able to gather, the spell she’d used was meant to turn the caster pretty much immortal, something akin to turning into a Lich, without the ugly parts of that necromantic theme. The arrays were meant to gather and capture dark energies from the nearby tombs, thus so many Skeletons that had been raised from their eternal sleep. This entire area had been an immense underground settlement of some race the Witch had used for her own goals, some of them possibly being still alive when she’d begun. 
 
    But, something had gone wrong and fucked up. We did not know what exactly happened next, but the Dungeon formed around this place and revived the ritual. Levia insisted that the Witch had to agree to accept the evil energy, perhaps hoping that it would help her finish the ritual and regain her body while also raising an unimaginable army of undead servants. 
 
    While necromancy wasn’t pure evil, Levia couldn’t even stand the thought of someone willingly collaborating with the forces of the Void. And I could agree. In the end, the Void aimed for complete destruction. What use would immortality be when you would bring forth the end of the universe through your actions and effectively end that immortality at some point in the future? 
 
    Some people just didn’t look far ahead enough, I guess. 
 
    But, there was no point in crying over spilled milk. She’d failed her machinations. Twice. And hopefully for good this time. There was no body and we decided to take the cloak away. Maybe we would sell it, or maybe it would turn out to be a nice trinket after checking it out in the Inventory, we didn’t yet know. But, it was better not to leave it behind here. 
 
    About half an hour of strolling around later, we agreed to wrap it up for now. We were battered and at least a tiny bit tired. There would be plenty of time to explore before our next assignment. So, we followed Rose, who seemed to know the direction we should go to reach the entrance to this zone. It was a bit annoying since we had to step over an uncountable number of bones littering the floor, coming from all those Skeletons that had crumbled alongside the ritual magic. 
 
    I was pretty sure it took a bit under another half an hour before we reached the crumbled spires near the staircase. It looked damn impressive from down here. But, the fact that there was no easy way to climb back up to it persisted. The only way had been turned into a massive pile of debris. 
 
    Our incredible Witch let us know that she still had enough mana to cast a few decent spells, including Feather Fall, so we bet everything on that. Aisha pointed towards one of the intact towers, which looked like it extended much higher than the lowest point of the damaged stairs. Seeing no better option, we walked to its bottom gate and started climbing as far up as it allowed us. 
 
    Then, as we’d planned, Levia cast her spell on us and Lulu volunteered to be the first one to test the strategy once more. We watched as the short imp girl jumped forth and soared towards the staircase much lower than our current position. She flew, and flew, and flew with a big arc, and almost went past the narrow path, barely managing to stop before plunging into the chasm. 
 
    We took notes from her attempt and launched ourselves a bit more to the side so that we would land with as much square surface to lose the gathered momentum. One by one, we made it there in one piece. Aisha kept catching everyone after going second so we had some additional safety. Taking one last look at the breathtaking cavern, we began our journey back up. 
 
    Chatting casually about our entire Dungeon run, we took our sweet time to accompany Lulu to her Personal Domain. She tried to deter us with the most common excuses like not having tidied up in decades, it being small and awkward, or that we wouldn’t like the atmosphere, but we insisted. I was curious how her home looked, and of course, we wouldn’t intrude against her wishes. 
 
    She fidgeted a little while opening her beautiful dark pink metal door with lots of spiky studs but still allowed us to take a peek into her impish abode. And it was really pretty. Most of the internal structure and furniture were made of dark wood while all the decorative elements like the wardrobe and cupboard doors, chairs and sofas, bed, and so on, were fitted with heart-shaped motifs, often cushioned with pinkish material. It certainly suited the little lust imp. Or love imp, according to her. 
 
    Thanking her for the opportunity and help in general, we parted ways for now and headed back to our own home with a somewhat impatient step. Aisha slammed the door open and pretty much danced into our apartment, evoking a warm chuckle from me. 
 
    “Nothing beats coming home after beating a Dungeon!” She grinned joyfully. “Especially when you aren’t alone. I would have kicked the bucket sooner if I knew I would get to meet such amazing friends and my perfect mate.” 
 
    “Don’t say things like that. Even in jokes.” I shook my head with a wry smile. “What if someone undesirable summoned you because you came into the pool too early?” 
 
    “Right. I guess I nailed the timing.” Aisha snorted. 
 
    We helped each other get out of our respective armor and piled it up by the bed for now. She was most likely going to clean it up and do some after-battle maintenance on it sometime later, as usual. As I was standing in just my boxers, Rose swirled all around me, fussing over all the little cuts and wounds I had gathered in the recent battle. 
 
    “Hey!” I gasped as Aisha suddenly proceeded to cop a feel of my dangly bits. “The hell you doing?” 
 
    “Making sure that your most crucial organs are intact.” She smirked at me. 
 
    “Have some decency, please.” Levia sighed softly, showing up by our side in just her panties and bra too. 
 
    “Yeah. If you have forgotten, Lucas Junior has his own armor now.” I squinted at her while she still kept playing with my little friend. 
 
    “Only from the front,” Aisha replied, finally taking her mischievous fingers away. “The pain-nullifying toxin you consumed should still be working. You could have been walking with something missing and you wouldn’t even know.” 
 
    “Excuse me, but even with all of that, I definitely would realize I had suddenly grown half shorter.” I put my hands on my hips and winked at her. “Plus, there would be blood. Lots of it. You just wanted to fondle me, nothing more.” 
 
    My sly drakan mate raised her hands in surrender and walked away, wiggling her juicy ass and thick tail seductively, falling flat onto the bed. We exchanged amused glances with Levia and went after her, sitting on the edge of the mattress. 
 
    “Let’s see all those notifications,” I suggested and brought my smartwatch up, turning on the holo display. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    You have managed to stop the evil ritual and eliminate the source of the contamination, gathering enough experience to strengthen yourself. 
 
    Lucas King: Level 13 -> Level 14 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 10 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “As expected. I bet we’ll be seeing a lot of these in a moment,” I mused. 
 
    “No new ability? Bummer.” Aisha pressed herself into my back, peeking over my shoulder. 
 
    “It might come at Level 15,” Levia commented. 
 
    “Most likely. As you all know, the number of abilities you get from levels get lower the higher you go and they mostly turn into the ones reflective of your actions. I don’t think we did anything special during this fight,” I shared my thoughts with them. “Anyway, let’s see yours.” 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    As you push through adversity together, your Subordinate has gathered enough experience to strengthen themselves. 
 
    Aisha Erlivyre: Level 13 -> Level 14 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 10 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “Good. We are decently synchronized,” Aisha purred, nibbling on my ear. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    As you push through adversity together, your Subordinate has gathered enough experience to strengthen themselves. 
 
    Levia: Level 9 -> Level 10 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 7 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “And our new girl is quickly catching up. Very nice,” she added, winking at Levia. 
 
    “This pace is still unbelievable to me,” the quiet Witch said. “To think that I’m already at Level 10 and I barely just have been summoned here. I truly can not believe it. Sometimes, I still wonder if this is not a dream.” 
 
    “I assure you that it’s not.” I smiled at her and leaned down to place a loving peck on her blue cheek. “All of it is real.” 
 
    “Come on. Check if the rewards are already here. We took a moment to get back,” Aisha hurried me up. 
 
    “Chill. I’m getting there.” I snorted and scrolled down. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    You have carried out all assigned tasks and successfully conquered the Beginner Dungeon 02! 
 
    Your performance is being calculated. Due to the number of additional variables, the processing time might be longer than usual. 
 
    The rewards connected to the Betrayer incident have to be verified by your supervisor’s superior and the block manager so we ask you to have patience and not blame your agent for any possible delays. 
 
    Time left before rewards are announced: 00:58:35 
 
    The connection to this Dungeon will be severed in: 45:58:35 
 
    Use that time to finish all your business inside the current Dungeon and rest before your next assignment! 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “It’s definitely longer than the last time.” Aisha clicked her tongue. “But I guess they have a good reason for it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed. “J must have heaps of paperwork due to all this chaos. I bet there is also some inter-guild conflict within such cases. I can’t see anyone being too happy with a murderer running around their contracted Defenders. But, it’s not like I know a lot about these things. Maybe there are full criminal guilds out there that have access to this System. Some organizations are supposedly run by gods and it’s pretty obvious that not all of them are completely good.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, my guild didn’t see it necessary to supply us with that kind of information, no matter how high-leveled we were, so I can’t share any wisdom with you regarding that,” my drakan mate admitted. “But maybe yours will be different. We are receiving so much support through these notifications and other messages of yours. And there’s this J. They seem quite open with you. We just need to figure out a way to ask.” 
 
    “I have never met anyone who was this close with their supervisor.” Levia glanced up at me with her pretty, calm face. “I am still surprised by all the tales Aisha shares with me about your involvement with that person during your beginnings.” 
 
    “Trust me, I was quite surprised too. But, they have been a great help so far and I hope we can somehow show our appreciation to them one day besides just doing a good job here and earning them some bonuses to their paycheck.” I chuckled softly. “A simple thank you that could surely reach them would be enough since I don’t think we’ll ever get a chance to meet up in person.” 
 
    “Who knows what the future will bring. So far, it has been full of surprises.” She nodded sagely. 
 
    “Right now, the future is going to bring us rewards.” Aisha snickered. “But, we still have time before that happens. Time we should spend well. So, who’s with me to crowd the shower with our sweaty bodies?” 
 
    “I could use some refreshment,” I agreed. “Rose would definitely love to take care of us together. What do you say, Levia? As long as you aren’t uncomfortable by that arrangement.” 
 
    Our quiet Witch only nodded gently but that was more than enough of a confirmation. Aisha sped to the bathroom while dropping her underwear along the way, flashing us all her secrets from behind. I took a slower approach with Levia, letting our lively draconic companion set everything up properly. When we arrived at the shower, she was already soaking under the hot stream and grinned at us while running her hands down her sinful body, displayed to us from the perfect profile. 
 
    The two of us removed whatever attire remained on our bodies too and I assisted the lithe elf lady into the cubicle as Aisha made more space. Still, we ended up pretty much pressed into each other if we didn’t want to rest our backs on the walls or the shower doors. 
 
    For a brief moment, I just stood there and admired the two incredible women in front of me, each of them so beautiful and unique. It was a bit funny seeing Levia direct a few lazy glances at Aisha’s impressive tits before looking down at her own, modest chest, but I made a mental note to verify later that she didn’t feel inferior in that regard. I loved her lithe frame as much as Aisha’s massive, thick curves. 
 
    The person in question giggled slyly whenever my tail smacked against either of them, which was simply impossible to avoid with us standing so close while facing each other most of the time. I could not avoid reacting to them, and at least one person relished that fact, judging by the amused smirks and grins on her luscious lips and the attention of her vertical pupils often moving south. 
 
    Thankfully, most likely for Levia’s sake, Aisha held in her horny mode to some extent. I really appreciated that. We spent most of the time simply washing each other, of course sneaking in a few tender rubs or squeezes along the way, but without anything too serious.  
 
    I took care of my drakan mate first, cleaning every nook and cranny of her skin and scales just as she loved, including her bountiful red hair, of course. Then, I lent a hand to my slim elf lover, delicately soaping and rinsing her slender frame. Taking a longer moment while moving over her chest, I made sure to whisper to her long ear how perfect she was, bringing up the tiniest little smile to her pouty lips. 
 
    During all of that, Rose tickled us all over with her loving healing bites, often evoking quiet gasps, chuckles, and giggles whenever she brushed against something a bit more sensitive. 
 
    After the girls worked together to help me out in turn, we shut the water off and stepped out of the shower to grab some towels. Forming a triangle, we first went after each other’s hair. I took care of Aisha, who took care of Levia, who managed to properly reach my head. A moment later, the girls were having fun with hair dryers while I gladly wiped their bodies for them, to the pure delight of the draconic beauty who saw me admiring them in the mirror. Naturally, they did the same for me after. 
 
    We paraded out of the bathroom in full nude, heading for our respective wardrobes and dressers. Throwing some decency upon our scandalous state, we grouped up on top of the bed once more and awaited the big announcement. 
 
    Soon, the big moment was there. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Your clear rewards have been fully calculated and approved by your supervisor and their superiors! 
 
    Thank you for your hard work, Lucas King! 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Congratulations! 
 
    Finishing the job netted you enough experience to raise your levels! 
 
    Lucas King: Level 14 -> Level 15 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 10 
 
    Aisha Erlivyre: Level 14 -> Level 15 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 10 
 
    Levia: Level 10 -> Level 11 
 
    Gained Attribute Points: 10 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “More levels. Always welcome,” I commented. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, keep moving!” Aisha shook my shoulders. “Get to the good stuff already!” 
 
    I laughed and obliged. “You know you can always see these by yourself on my phone if you are so impatient?” 
 
    “Sure, but where’s the fun in that?” She grinned. “Stop wasting time and show us how much they appreciate our work.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Clear Reward: 1000 D$ 
 
    Betrayer Incident Resolution Bonus: 2500 D$ 
 
    Time Remaining Bonus: 100 D$ 
 
    Total Currency Earned: 3600 D$ 
 
    Current Account Balance: 38756 D$ 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “No Perfect Clear bonus this time? Penny pinchers.” My drakan mate scrunched her nose. 
 
    “But look at that massive incident bonus. Last time, we had a Bonus Objective and the Perfect Clear and still earned less than today,” I replied, bringing up the archived details of the previous Dungeon on my phone. “And we certainly haven’t fully explored this place before stopping the ritual. There could be something we have unfortunately missed in that lower level. You know how gigantic that area felt. And don’t forget all the spires.” 
 
    “Lucas is correct,” Levia chimed in quietly. “Perfect Clear is much easier to achieve in smaller Dungeons as the main requirement to secure it is to wander into every place and simply discover the landmarks or points of interest. Of course, not forgetting to remove all enemies and finish the main objectives. With bigger ones, one or more Bonus Objectives might be hiding around, which are necessary to perfectly clear the assignment. Traversing the entirety of the Dungeon is not the most crucial task in that case, as long as the Defender stumbles on the important areas.” 
 
    “Thanks for clearing that up. Neither of us was perfectly sure about that even with our past knowledge and experience. And, as you know, mine comes mainly from a fake simulation.” I smiled at her warmly. “But, does this mean there might be someone in a similar situation as the Pixies out there?” 
 
    “It is not impossible, but it is not always about prisoners or other living organisms. It could be that we missed a hidden treasure chamber, a precious vein, valuable storage belonging to someone important, or pieces of lore and hints that could be of use to someone,” she explained and moved a bit closer to rest her slender palm on my cheek. “You should not worry about it too much. Your kind heart is commendable, but it should not be weighed down by theoretical possibilities.” 
 
    “What she said,” Aisha agreed, directing a warm, gentle smile my way. “We need that sexy brain of yours to be focused on the current situation, our future, and not some what-if bullshit.” 
 
    “You got it.” I nodded at them. “Let’s focus on our current material situation then. I don’t think I have to comment on the fortune that is our account right now. Damn.” 
 
    “Lucas King and his royal treasury.” She laughed, smacking me on the shoulder. “And his loyal harem, of course.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at that and scrolled further. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ADDITIONAL REWARDS 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Residence Upgrade Permit x02 [BONUS] 
 
    Subordinate Token x01 
 
    Dungeon Shop Discount Coupon -25% OFF x02 
 
    Dungeon Shop Discount Coupon -50% OFF x01 [BONUS] 
 
    Standard Recovery Potion x05 
 
    Standard Mana Potion x05 
 
    Standard Energy Potion x05 
 
    Set of Stylized Armor: Steel Guardian Theme x01 [BONUS] 
 
    Weapon Type Selection Box: Steel Guardian Theme x01 [BONUS] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “That’s a lot of bonuses.” I whistled. “Those must come from the Betrayer incident.” 
 
    “Two permits to expand our comfy nest? Hell yeah!” Aisha pumped her fist. “Too bad there’s only one ticket for Subordinates. You could have doubled your harem overnight, gifting your new girls their dream workshops and stuff.” 
 
    “Stop it.” I jabbed her in the ribs with my elbow. “Have some respect for Levia. You know well that I’m not in this just to collect women and bribe them to like me with expensive gifts.” 
 
    The blue-skinned lady pulled my palm into hers and entwined our fingers together so I met her enchanting violet eyes. 
 
    “I appreciate how much you care for my comfort and my feelings, Lucas. Please, do not let my person stop you from finding more mates you find pleasing to be with. I will be happy to see you attain more happiness, and grow stronger through it. The more females you accept, the safer all of us will become,” she stated calmly, her expression tinged with some traces of real affection. 
 
    “All of you is just perfect, not just your lovely body.” I leaned towards her and joined our lips in a slow and passionate kiss, feeling Levia’s delicate mouth curl up just a bit while Aisha cooed behind us. “Both of you know that I will definitely do that, even if for the reason you just presented. Thanks for reassuring me, though. Love you.” 
 
    Even the badass drakan lady joined in on our hug and we chuckled quietly together while swaying a little. After a moment, we separated and turned back to the holographic display. 
 
    “I did not expect to see more armor and weapons without the Perfect Clear,” Aisha commented. “I can’t wait to open them and see what those supervisors of yours chose for us.” 
 
    “Me too. They really went all out with these rewards. Even the common stuff looks to be raised by a tier.” I nodded, moving on. “Now, let’s see what I would dare to say is the most important part of these rewards.” 
 
    “Time off!” She jumped up and down on her spot. “That’s something we can agree on!” 
 
    Smirking at her excitement, I checked for just how long we would be able to escape the confines of my apartment. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    TIME OFF 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Clear Rewards: 2 hours 
 
    Betrayer Incident Rewards: 10 hours 
 
    Currently Available Time Off: 12 hours 25 minutes 46 seconds 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “That is an extremely generous quota of free time.” Even the ever-so-collected Levia seemed taken aback by our rewards. 
 
    “You don’t fucking say?” Aisha grinned at her like crazy. “Just imagine how many things we can do with this much time on our hands! If we don’t splurge it all out, we might even be able to use it bit by bit until our next assignment is done!” 
 
    “There seem to be a bunch of skill-up notifications after this, maybe even one or two new ones,” I mused, taking a quick peek past the Time Off section. 
 
    “Fuck the skills!” My Berserker girlfriend pushed my wrist away. “We’ll have our entire lives to check those! It’s now time to celebrate! Rose! Get that little slut here before we begin without her! And if we do, I can’t guarantee we will be wearing anything at that point!” 
 
    I chuckled openly and listened to her, putting my smartwatch away. With one nod from me, Rose moved to the door and Aisha ran to open it for the cute orb. She then rushed back to us and tackled me to the bed. We fought each other for dominance for a while as Aisha seemed to have a ton of excess energy to burn while Levia watched us act like kids. 
 
    Naturally, I still had no chances against my badass girlfriend when it came to pure physical strength so she won. Or maybe, I let her. With my Overlord powers, I could have cheated a little. But, that wouldn’t be as fun as the real thing. 
 
    Afterward, I left her on the bed, begging the seductive vixen to behave with our guest present, and walked with the respectful elf lady to the kitchen to prepare some things for the upcoming event. We could order food and beverages, but plates, glasses, and other utensils had to be set up. 
 
    About forty minutes later, Aisha was starting to grow bored and her crimson eyes were beginning to sparkle with distant traces of lust. Lulu was really cutting it close. Just in case, I always kept Levia between me and her. She could easily snatch me away when I wasn’t looking her way. 
 
    Another ten minutes later, I felt Rose return and we all came to answer the door. But, we saw no one else besides our spherical friend on the other side. Our cute Pixie bobbed and weaved in all directions, trying to convey her message, which I understood pretty well. 
 
    “I see. She didn’t answer the door no matter how much you tried, huh?” I summed it up for everyone. “Do you think she is okay?” 
 
    “She definitely looked a bit tired when we walked her home so I wouldn’t be surprised if she just flopped down onto her bed and fell asleep.” Aisha snorted. “She must be a deep sleeper.” 
 
    “Lulu was under a lot of stress since the very moment we discovered the murderer in our Dungeon. That kind of mental strain can wear a person out to their limits. We do not know how well she slept in recent weeks. Now that she can truly relax, her body and brain must finally be recovering. Perhaps we should let her rest for now,” Levia suggested. 
 
    “Sure thing. It’s not like we are in a rush or anything,” I agreed while closing the door. “But, what are we going to do now, then?” 
 
    My brawny mate grinned at me. “What do you mean by what? Now that the third wheel is out of the picture, it’s time for a date!” 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 37
Fast and Needed 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You mean, all of us? Or like, in pairs? We should have enough time for that and you are already one ahead of Levia in that regard.” I raised a brow at the happy drakan lady. 
 
    “Since we were going to celebrate, we should go together.” Aisha pulled us both by our wrists. “Unless Levia wants to share a more personal moment with you first. I’ll be okay with that, of course.” 
 
    “I do not mind going out as a group,” Levia replied. “Even if plentiful, our time in Lucas’ world is still limited. We should make use of it as efficiently as we can. We are both his women, so we should accompany him properly and make sure that our partner enjoys his time without having to worry about those left behind.” 
 
    “Yeah, you are right. He wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about me sitting here alone even if you kept waving your pretty little pussy right in front of his nose.” Aisha snickered, shooting me a knowing smile. “It’s settled, then! Time to party!” 
 
    “I’ll take you out for a proper date with just the two of us later, I promise. Thanks for being understanding.” I leaned towards Levia and left a kiss on her soft cheek. “Now, I need to quickly come up with an idea for our outing. I should have started thinking about that before we went after the evil Witch.” 
 
    “It’s simple, let’s go shopping again. It was very entertaining. Levia will surely love it,” my fierce mate suggested. 
 
    “We’ve already been shopping. At least the two of us were. While it might be fun, it’s not really the most creative idea for a date since I can buy you as much stuff as I want from here. And I don’t want to be this lazy boyfriend who keeps taking his partners to the same place again and again. We can stop by some shops on our way, but I should really bring you somewhere nice this time.” I rubbed my chin. 
 
    “If you say so. Shopping with you is already nice. Even walking down the streets of your world by your side is nice.” She crossed her arms under her alluring chest. 
 
    “Perhaps we could focus on Lucas rather than on us?” Levia offered. “Do something for him this time?” 
 
    “Oh. Good idea.” Aisha snapped her fingers at the quiet Witch. “Say, you don’t own one of those personal metal carriages, right?” 
 
    “Uhhh… Right?” I answered with some slight confusion. 
 
    “Then we should take you to get one!” She clasped her hands merrily. “It will be both fun and efficient! We would save time and money on borrowing and waiting for someone’s carriage like we had to the last time! I’m sure we have enough for one of those by now, no?” 
 
    “If only for one.” I chuckled wryly. 
 
    “Perfect! Let’s get ready and head out!” Aisha stole Levia away, leaving me alone in front of the entrance. 
 
    Well, there was no point in arguing with them, so I patted our cute Pixie some and decided to dress up too, trying not to peek at what the girls were picking for their outfits. My wardrobe hadn’t really changed much since the last outing so I chose simple jeans, a black t-shirt, and a military-green jacket, not forgetting to fetch my sunglasses in case the giant flaming sphere would be after us. 
 
    Soon enough, Aisha and Levia finished too. 
 
    My Berserker lover had jumped into denim shorts with a thick belt, a white crop top that emphasized her generous bust, clearly lacking a bra, and a black material bomber jacket. Aviator sunglasses of dark gold decorated her face, hiding her fierce eyes from view and leaving just the feral smirk for me to admire. All she lacked was a lollipop and she would look like one badass gal. 
 
    As for the dainty Witch, Levia had pulled on black stockings, slipped into a dark gray skirt, one of my black hoodies that more or less fit her properly, and thrown a baseball cap onto her dazzling, long, white hair. I had no idea she could get even cuter, but she’d nailed the perfect delinquent girl look without even trying. 
 
    “I’m at a loss of words.” I spread my arms in front of them. “All the other guys we are going to pass by will be so jealous.” 
 
    “That’s the goal.” Aisha preened proudly. “They have to know that all of this is yours.” 
 
    Shaking my head, smirked under my nose. 
 
    Oh, they would. 
 
    They certainly would. 
 
    Having already researched the nearby dealerships, I took both of my wonderful ladies to the entrance to our apartment and requested a ride from one of the mobile apps. According to the estimation, it should arrive pretty much right after we came down, giving Levia some time to take in the surroundings. 
 
    She already kept looking everywhere as we descended the modern staircase, causing Aisha to laugh quietly behind her back. I raised a brow at the giggling drakan lady, silently conveying to her that she hadn’t been any different during her first time. She just rolled her eyes at me so I let her enjoy Levia’s reactions. 
 
    Nothing could have prepared our quiet Witch for the splendor of the suburbs, even if she had caught a peek of the nearby buildings and streets from our balcony. The noise, smell, view, and experience were unmatched. Her adorable mouth hung open as she took in all of that, roaming her inquisitive gaze over everything and everyone.  
 
    I made sure that Rose followed us, just in case. She definitely enjoyed those trips too. 
 
    Our vehicle showed up a few minutes later and we crammed ourselves into the back of the car. Aisha put me in the middle with her and Levia on my sides. It was a calculated move, for sure. Her sly grin was an obvious sign. Hopefully, she didn’t act out too much while we were moving. 
 
    “So, how do you like them? Big? Small? Long? Short?” she asked with a playfully raised brow. 
 
    Our driver glanced back through his rear-view mirror, and the hand she kept on my thigh certainly didn’t help the assumptions he was making in his head. 
 
    “They say that size doesn’t matter. But, I don’t know if that applies to cars too,” I joked, trying to clear the misunderstanding. 
 
    “I think I remember you mentioning that you liked them… sporty… if I’m not wrong.” Aisha tapped her lips. 
 
    “Are we getting a sporty one?” Levia turned her attention from the buildings zooming past the tinted window to our conversation. 
 
    “Every man dreams about sports cars, to some extent,” I admitted. “But many of them are quite small on the inside, usually having only two seats, including the driver. So, considering the size of our family, and all the friends that might join us in our future rides, I think we should get something bigger.” 
 
    “You should get a sporty one if you want it.” Aisha leaned into me more. “You’ve already bought us so many things. It’s your turn to get something fun for yourself.” 
 
    “I agree.” Levia nodded firmly. 
 
    “I mean, sure, but there are still cars that are decently big and look quite fierce. Not to mention being fast.” I shrugged, smiling at them. “We’ll first look at ones that can fit five people before moving on to the other ones. I promise you to pick something that I will enjoy.” 
 
    The rest of the drive passed by in relative silence. It wasn’t too long either, maybe something like twenty minutes. We reached the Dodge dealership first since it was the closest, and I couldn’t deny being rather fond of some of their products in terms of design, and especially sound. Good old V8 engines just had that something in them. 
 
    “Woah!” Aisha’s sunglasses almost fell off her nose when she spotted a line of the biggest RAMs they had to offer. 
 
    She hoisted herself over the truck’s edge and landed on the bed floor. We watched her antics with amusement. 
 
    “That’s one mighty beast!” She waved at us while going in circles. “You can fit like ten people in here!” 
 
    I chuckled at her while shaking my head. “Unfortunately, it’s illegal to transport people in the cargo area.” 
 
    “What? That’s so stupid. It’s a waste of perfect space.” She spread her arms wide. 
 
    “Maybe, but say that after seeing how fast it can go.” I smirked and gestured at her to get down before someone came in yelling. 
 
    She jumped down without an issue and joined us with a small frown as we continued towards the main building. Entering the air-conditioned hall, we were instantly approached by a salesman with a massive, commercial smile. 
 
    “Welcome! How may I help you today, sir and madams?” He rubbed his hands while moving his gaze between us, trying to pinpoint the person with the wallet. 
 
    “Our man wants something sporty.” Aisha pointed her thumb at me. “Show us your best products.” 
 
    He blinked a few times as his brows rose up to his hairline and I did my best to hold back my chuckle. I wondered what shocked him more, me being introduced as their man, or the fact that Aisha made me look like the classic submissive husband.  
 
    I decided to play along for a while. 
 
    “Of course, dear madam. After me, please.” The man bowed and hurried away, shooting us a few glances over his shoulder. 
 
    Aisha grinned at me proudly and I snickered. Levia kept her usual, calm and collected expression on her noble face, taking in the sights in silence. I had no doubt that she was going to leave the talking to our drakan companion, perhaps chiming in now and then whenever she found it necessary. 
 
    The salesman brought us to the section with modern muscle cars and stopped by the side of the newest Challenger with white paint. Judging by the badging, it was a Hellcat, but since Aisha had told him to bring us the best, it was of no surprise that he would go after the priciest, most likely full package. 
 
    Surprisingly, he didn’t launch into a massive monologue about the car but let us admire it unhindered first. Maybe it was a new tactic. The girls walked around it for a moment before Aisha leaned into my ear. 
 
    “I don’t know a single thing about these fancy cars, but it looks damn sexy from the side. And I think Levia likes how fierce the front seems. Like a ferocious beast,” she whispered. 
 
    “It definitely is a ferocious beast.” I laughed quietly. “That thing can go flying when you give it the kick.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in excitement. “Flying carriages? Should we get this one?” 
 
    “No, no, no. It’s just an expression. It’s really fast.” I shook my head. “It’s great, but I think we should go for something with four doors. As amazing as the Challenger is, it will be a pain to get in and out of the back seats with our numbers.” 
 
    I turned to the salesman to check if he heard my comment, but the guy looked between me and Aisha, a bit hesitant about what to do. Only after she gave him the ‘what are you waiting for’ look, he hastily led us to the neighboring area, causing me to snort amusedly. 
 
    As expected, he guided us to where the Chargers stood lined up, one Hellcat after another. Again, he said nothing, only watching us attentively as we toured the colorful gallery. Surprisingly, it was Levia who voiced out her thoughts first this time. 
 
    “That one seems good-looking. The color is deep. Like the blood of a powerful monster,” she stated quietly. 
 
    “I have to agree. It’s the perfect shade. Not too bright, not too dark. It looks so real I want to touch it,” Aisha commented. 
 
    “Octane Red! Perfect choice!” Our assistant clapped his hands joyfully. “It will command respect whenever you go! Why choose boring blacks, grays, or whites, when you can make a statement about your might with this powerful tone!” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” Aisha waved him off, turning to me. “What do you think? Maybe you would like a different color? I feel like that dark blue one would suit you too. Or even the black one if we went along with your Class.” 
 
    I snorted and she laughed charmingly. 
 
    “Or should we check more places?” she asked honestly. 
 
    “No, these are great. I like the dark red one too.” I smiled at her like the obedient little boyfriend that I was playing, turning to the guy next. “Do you have one like this but a tier lower? I’m not really a fan of the whine.” 
 
    He looked at me like I’d just said something sacrilegious and stared at Aisha for confirmation but she shot him another hurrying glare and he had to surrender. Not like I cared less for what he thought. In my honest opinion, the supercharger just ruined the pure sound of the engine. If I was going to buy something I was going to enjoy, it would be on my terms. 
 
    We didn’t waste any more time and went right to sign the papers. The salesman was even more confused when it was me who started filling out all the documents and not Aisha, but she just smirked at him while crossing her arms over her chest. Telling him that I was going to pay in full on the spot didn’t help the shock. To him, I might have looked like the common type getting those cars, who almost always had them financed, even if the price was nowhere near close to something unachievable like the ultra-expensive supercars. 
 
    Not wanting to have anything more to do with this guy, we shoved ourselves into our new ride and were on our way. Aisha took the spot next to me while Levia comfortably settled herself down in the comfy backseat. My fierce mate screamed in joy when I let the beast roar on a long straight, bringing out the full potential of its amazing V8.  
 
    “Come on! Do it again!” She laughed maniacally after I slowed down, grinning at me like a madwoman. 
 
    “Easy. We are not alone.” I chuckled, gesturing with my head to the back. 
 
    “I am fine.” Levia’s weak voice reached my ears from behind. 
 
    Peeking into the rear-view mirror, I could see her usually droopy eyes opened wide with her fingers grasping for purchase all over the seating. She didn’t look exactly fine, as much as she tried to act tough. 
 
    Aisha glanced at her too and snorted. “Alright. We’ll save that for our individual dates. What now?” 
 
    “Thank you.” Our quiet Witch let out a relieved sigh. “Perhaps we could visit a diner and share a meal together?” 
 
    “That’s a great idea!” The badass drakan lady beamed at her. “I know the perfect place!” 
 
    “No, we are not going there. Not a chance,” I instantly shot her down, already knowing what she was after. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, don’t be like that. It will be fun. Just imagine her face when she sees the three of us roll in this fancy new car of yours.” She batted her eyelashes at me. 
 
    “Her?” Levia leaned to the center and took a curious peek at us. 
 
    “Lucas’ ex-girlfriend. She works in a food place not far from his home. Before he summoned me, she left him for some wimp. We should show her how trashy her taste in men is.” My Berserker glared fiercely nowhere in particular. 
 
    “You’ve already done that. We are not going to torment the poor woman any more. There are many other nice places to eat at,” I argued. 
 
    “Poor woman? She is a—” 
 
    “Ugh!” I grunted and bent forward a little as a spike of pain hit me below my stomach. 
 
    “Lucas?” Aisha immediately dropped the topic and frowned at me with pure concern. 
 
    “It must be the aftereffects finally catching up, and the pain-nullifying toxin wearing down,” Levia said calmly. “He consumed not only a large number of potions but even two whole stimulants during the last fight.” 
 
    “Idiot! You’ve been going on with a pent-up erection since the very battle?” My draconic mate smacked me upside the head. “Why haven’t you released in the shower? I could have bent myself over for you with a single word!” 
 
    “We were in there all together so I didn’t want to make it troubling for Levia,” I replied with a faint grimace. 
 
    “I would have gladly offered my assistance too,” my polite elf lover added. 
 
    Then, I felt her gentle fingers press into the sides of my head right above my ears, and a cold sensation spread over my skin. The pain receded but I felt a little more sluggish. 
 
    “What did you do?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “I cast a Hex lowering your Constitution,” she explained. “But that is only a temporary measure, not a permanent treatment.” 
 
    “That’s it! We are going straight home and having a wild threesome until you can’t get it up anymore!” Aisha shouted, leveling me with a no-bullshit glare. “Or should we stop right here and get to it right now?” 
 
    “Home. Definitely home.” I chuckled wryly, meeting Levia’s charming eyes in the mirror. 
 
    “I am okay with that. We are your women. You can have both of us whenever you want. I have never said that it bothered me,” she answered my unasked question, most likely reading it in my worried gaze. 
 
    Nodding lightly, I turned the car in the direction of our apartment and drove as fast as I could without breaking too many laws too seriously. I would lie if I said I was only in a hurry to be treated and not to experience my first threesome with those incredible ladies. But, I bet getting laid for medical reasons would not fly as an excuse for excessive speeding. 
 
    We made it home in ten minutes and I stopped at the nearby local parking assigned to the surrounding cluster of apartment blocks. Finding a spot wasn’t that hard. Getting out of the car and up the stairs was. Aisha had to support me the entire way since Levia’s magic sapped my vitality, turning me a bit weak. 
 
    Barging into our apartment, she dragged me through it in a flash and tossed me onto the bed. Levia was right by her side, climbing up onto the mattress alongside the fierce drakan, who was eyeing my pants with a predatory gaze and licking her lips. 
 
    But, just as she reached for my belt, a loud alarm blared out of nowhere, making all of us literally jump into the air. It sounded like we were about to be carpet-bombed by a fleet of enemy aircraft. The three of us looked around to locate the source and Aisha finally pointed at my smartwatch. 
 
    I hastily flicked my wrist and a holographic window popped up. Shockingly, it wasn’t black and green like always. The rectangle was striking red with white text. 
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    EMERGENCY ASSIGNMENT 01 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    You have 14 minutes and 59 seconds to accept the assignment! Please read the details carefully and decide quickly! The fate of this Dungeon might depend on you! 
 
    Successfully completing this assignment will result in an instant promotion one step above your current position in the company! 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Difficulty:  Beginner Dungeon 
 
    Original Type: Group (2-4) 
 
    Emergency Type: Group (1-2) 
 
    Remaining Time: 0d 11h 45m 
 
    Clear Condition: Elimination of the Blighted Wolfen Alpha and Its Pack 
 
    Environment: Polluted Swamp 
 
    Environmental Hazards: Acid & Pollution 
 
    Common Monster Strength: Lv. 04-07 
 
    Rare Monster Strength: Lv. 07-08 
 
    Boss Monster Strength: Lv. 08-10 
 
    Estimated Emergency Threat Level: Lv. 09-11 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is that?” I frowned at the unexpected notice. 
 
    “An Emergency Assignment. Those are extremely rare,” Aisha mused. 
 
    “Indeed,” Levia agreed. “The situation in that Dungeon must be critical for it to appear. The rewards are great, but so is the risk.” 
 
    “How does this work?” I asked, glancing up at them. 
 
    “As this is an emergency, there is a high chance of a Dungeon Break. All the assigned Defenders are most likely dead or unable to continue with their attempts. The linked Personal Domains must be located in extremely vital or serious areas for it to be worth the effort and risk of sending in more Defenders at the last minute,” she continued. “Accepting it, we would need to forgo all the unclaimed loot from our current Dungeon since we are going to be linked to the new one right away.” 
 
    “What about Lulu?” I queried. 
 
    “If the emergency arrives during an ongoing clear, the other participants receive a notification when one of their teammates leaves to take care of it, announcing the assignment of a replacement in their stead so Lulu would know that we are gone,” Aisha answered. “Obviously, as we are done here, they don’t need to send any more Defenders and she’ll just have the entire Dungeon to herself for the remaining period before its closing.” 
 
    I rubbed my cheeks while staring at the ticking down timer. Talk about the unexpected. And disappearing without saying goodbye. There was no chance we had enough time to contact Lulu.  
 
    Pondering over this sudden turn of events, I turned my face to my reliable companions again. “I don’t have much experience with these. What should we do?”  
 
    “Since the guild picks the best of the best at the specific tiers, we should be able to manage this. Especially since emergency situations usually summon stronger Defenders to weaker Dungeons of a lower tier,” Aisha shared her thoughts. “But, you should consider your state first.” 
 
    “We can fix that fairly quickly, no?” I took a peek at my wise Witch. 
 
    “The pent-up energy accumulated in your genitals, yes. All the other after-effects from the stimulants and the multiple potions you have consumed, no.” She shook her head. “But, there is a way. We can postpone them by having you ingest another dose of the stimulant. Of course, the following after-effects would be more serious too as you would come close to the observed application limit. Especially those related to your desire.” 
 
    “This isn’t impossible. It’s up to you. We will follow you no matter what.” My trustworthy first mate smiled at me kindly. “I’ll milk you dry for three days straight if that’s what it takes, without ever complaining about my wrist hurting.” 
 
    I snorted at her attempt to insert some humor into this serious situation. Taking a deep breath, I considered all the pros and cons silently. I didn’t have a lot of time for that so I met their gazes again fairly quickly. 
 
    “According to Levia, that’s possibly a lot of people that might die if this fails, so as long as swallowing more of that spiked Viagra won’t make me forever useless in that aspect, I think we should accept,” I voiced out my opinion. 
 
    The sweet Witch showed a delicate smile. “That benevolent heart of yours is truly admirable. I will do everything in my power to aid you, be it with my wisdom, abilities, or my body.” 
 
    “I think you are forgetting the fact that he put his dick above his heart there.” Aisha smirked at her. 
 
    “Details.” Levia let out the quietest and most adorable chuckle that I could abandon all reason for. 
 
    “Alright.” I smacked my thighs and stepped off the bed. “Let’s get to work before Levia’s magic fades and I will be forced to walk with a throbbing pain burning through my loins. But, to make up for my fatigued ass, I think we first need to employ some additional help, just to be safe.” 
 
    Accepting the Emergency Assignment, I headed for my PC with both of my reliable aides by my side. 
 
    Cockblocked by a Dungeon. What a fucking day. 
 
    If J had anything to do with that, I was going to give them a piece of my mind the day we finally met in the flesh. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END OF VOLUME II 
 
    

  

 
   
    Afterword 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Before anything, let me just tell you that there are two additional sections at the very end of the book which contain Character Sheets of our proud Defenders at the time of Chapter 37, and the Skill Glossary with their full descriptions so feel free to check them out if you are curious about stats, abilities, and other details! 
 
      
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
      
 
    Welcome back! I hope you enjoyed the second installment in this series! If you have any thoughts or comments, or just want to talk about it, don’t forget that you can find me and many other people on my Discord server! I appreciate all the feedback! 
 
    Honestly, I didn’t plan on the whole murder case to grow so much and cover a full volume, but well, this is where we are now. I can only hope that it wasn’t too boring going back and forth with this investigation. It certainly was fun to write. I didn’t want to cut the next adventure short so we will start exploring more Dungeons in the next volume. The emergency one won’t take too much time.  
 
    I would like to thank everyone who picked this book up and gave it a chance. And everyone else that keeps supporting my suddenly revealed passion, helping this dream become true. All the people on Patreon who actively commented on the story as it was slowly shown there chapter by chapter until finished have been a huge assistance, and I’m sure some of them are now also reading this afterword, so immense thank you. 
 
    Every single like, comment, feedback is a huge help and means a lot to us, authors. That said, leaving a rating or a brief review here, on Amazon, surely is a huge thing too. If you have some spare time, please, feel free to give your thoughts about the story. Anywhere. I read them all. Always. I love talking with readers on my Discord. 
 
    Thanks again and see you all in the next volume! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    What’s Next? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Next is another volume naturally! There are plenty of ideas I want to introduce into this little world and so many more characters to meet. We can’t stop before figuring out who J really is, can we?  
 
    This time, I’ll try to bring you another volume a bit earlier than over a year later. But, as you already know,  this is a story I was writing on the side, one chapter a week, sometimes two, so you can easily do the math with my average novel length being about 30 chapters or slightly more. I try my best but I’m not a fast writer, unfortunately. Having two other projects ongoing doesn’t help that case. But, I love this story as much as the other ones so I’ll slowly continue expanding it and hope that I can show you the results sooner or later! 
 
    In the meanwhile, if you haven’t seen my other series, titled Rise of the Weakest Summoner, and enjoy some progressive fantasy without isekai/portal trope or status numbers, happening strictly in the fantasy world, be sure to check it out! At the time of writing this, there are EIGHT books up in the series with the ninth coming out really soon. They are also available in audio, of course. 
 
    See you in the third volume! Or Patreon. Or Discord if you decide to join the wonderful community. Any support is enormously appreciated! 
 
    Love ya, Saileri.

  

 
   
    Where To Find Me? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My Patreon:  
 
    https://www.patreon.com/saileri 
 
      
 
    My Community Discord Server: 
 
    https://discord.gg/uPjt6DJ  
 
      
 
    My Twitter:  
 
    https://twitter.com/LtSaileri  
 
      
 
    My Facebook Page:  
 
    https://www.facebook.com/JRSaileri  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    More Stories Like This 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you are looking for more stories with a similar themes, for sure check: 
 
    LitRPG Books 
 
    LitRPG Forum 
 
    LitRPG Releases 
 
    GameLit Society 
 
    Harem Lit 
 
    Harem Gamelit 
 
    Monster Girl Fiction  
 
    Original English Light Novel Group 
 
    Fantasy, Fiction, LitRPG Books and Audible 
 
  
 
  
   
    Character Sheets 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    INFORMATION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Name: Lucas King 
 
    Race: Human 
 
    Age: 28 
 
    Affiliation: Dungeon Cleaners Inc. 
 
    Position: Junior Representative 
 
    Class: Overlord of Lust 
 
    Level: 15 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 15 (+11) 
 
    Agility: 20 (+6) 
 
    Constitution: 20 (+7) 
 
    Intelligence: 25 (+8) 
 
    Wisdom: 20 (+7) 
 
    Leadership: 20 
 
    Charisma: 40 
 
    [Available Points: 20] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    GENERAL SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Dismantling (D) 
 
    Mapping (D) 
 
    Mental Fortitude (D) 
 
    Battle Sense (D) 
 
    Mana Control (D) 
 
    Telekinesis (D) 
 
    Mace Proficiency (D) 
 
    Buckler Proficiency (E) 
 
    Handaxe Proficiency (D) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CLASS-RELATED SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Command (D) 
 
    Encourage (E) 
 
    Transfer Lifeforce (E) 
 
    Transfer Spirit (E) 
 
    Master-Subordinate Thought Communication (E) 
 
    Summon Bonded (E) 
 
    Recall Bonded (E) 
 
    Touch of Love (E) 
 
    Red String (E) 
 
    Together We Stand (E) 
 
    Intimidate (F) 
 
    Armsweaving (E) 
 
    Master-Subordinate Talent Draw (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★

  

 
   
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    INFORMATION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Name: Aisha Erlivyre 
 
    Race: Drakan 
 
    Age: 37 
 
    Affiliation: Lucas King 
 
    Position: Bonded 
 
    Class: Annihilation Berserker 
 
    Level: 15 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 50 (+10) 
 
    Agility: 20 (+4) 
 
    Constitution: 25 (+5)  
 
    Intelligence: 9 (+2) 
 
    Wisdom: 6 (+1) 
 
    Perseverance: 15 (+3) 
 
    Fury: 35 (+7) 
 
    [Available Points: 20] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    GENERAL SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Darkvision (B) 
 
    Greataxe Proficiency (C) 
 
    Situational Awareness (C) 
 
    Mental Fortitude (C) 
 
    Dismantling (B) 
 
    Field Repairs (D) 
 
    Field Maintenance (C) 
 
    Cooking (D) 
 
    For the King (E) 
 
    Unwavering Loyalty (F) 
 
    Red String (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CLASS-RELATED SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Bloodlust (D) 
 
    Berserk (C) 
 
    Sunder (D) 
 
    Physical Resistance (E) 
 
    Ground Pound (E) 
 
    Launch (D) 
 
    Whirlwind (F) 
 
    Piercing Roar (F) 
 
    Sharpen (F) 
 
    Impairing Blast (E) 
 
    Tectonic Stomp (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    

  

 
   
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    INFORMATION 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Name: Levia 
 
    Race: Lunar Elf 
 
    Age: 74 
 
    Affiliation: Lucas King 
 
    Position: Bonded 
 
    Class: Witch 
 
    Level: 11 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    ATTRIBUTES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Strength: 5 (+1) 
 
    Agility: 10 (+1) 
 
    Constitution: 10 (+1)  
 
    Intelligence: 30 (+3) 
 
    Wisdom: 30 (+3) 
 
    Mystique: 25 (+2) 
 
    Ingenuity: 10 (+1) 
 
    [Available Points: 17] 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    GENERAL SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Darkvision (C) 
 
    Dagger Proficiency (C) 
 
    Arcane Proficiency (B) 
 
    Mana Control (B) 
 
    Foraging (B) 
 
    Dismantling (C) 
 
    Enchanting (C) 
 
    Circuit Creation (C) 
 
    Cooking (B) 
 
    Brewing (C) 
 
    Telekinesis (F) 
 
    For the King (F) 
 
    Unwavering Loyalty (F) 
 
    Red String (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    CLASS-RELATED SKILLS & ABILITIES 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Hex (E) 
 
    Voodoo Magic (E) 
 
    Ritual Magic (F) 
 
    Minor Elemental Magic (F) 
 
    Cartomancy (F) 
 
    Quick Draw (F) 
 
    Dealer’s Flick (F) 
 
    Summon Familiar (F) 
 
    Contract Familiar (F) 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Skill Glossary
  
 
    Includes only new skills and abilities. For other ones, revisit Volume 1. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Cartomancy (F) 
 
    You can tap into the well of spirituality and attune yourself to its mystical source. Using cards as your medium, you can decipher answers to some of your questions, though you are unable to control their direction and scope. Sometimes you might receive answers to questions you didn’t know you needed or wanted answers for. Their accuracy depends on your ability to figure out their meaning with your own wits. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Intelligence 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Contract Familiar (F) 
 
    Enter a pact with a summoned familiar to become its true master. The bond will not form unless both sides accept each other completely. Each side is entitled to present its conditions for entering the pact. 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Dealer’s Flick (F) 
 
    Condensing mana in your fingers, you can launch the card you are holding with an increased force, making it fly much further than through normal means. Your control over its flight path is much greater too. At higher ranks of this ability, you can even affect it directly. 
 
    Available Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 2h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Strength 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Hex (F) 
 
    Using your spiritual energy and vast knowledge, you are able to put diverse and powerful effects upon your foes or their close vicinity. The curses range from sapping the target’s strength, vitality, or mana, through making them blind, deaf, or disoriented, ending at making them more susceptible to various elements and types of damage, plus plenty more other options. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Master-Subordinate Talent Draw (F) 
 
    As a true Overlord, you know your underlings inside out. Being one mind and body with your Subordinates and Bonded, you can draw from the pool of their skills and abilities to borrow whatever talent you wish to use for a certain period of time. If the rank of the talent is too high for your body and mind to fully utilize, it will be lowered to the limits of your capability. 
 
    Available Uses: 2 
 
    Recharge Time: 12h 
 
    Number of Borrowed Talents Held at Once: 1 
 
    Subordinate Talent Draw Duration: 1h 
 
    Bonded Talent Draw Duration: 6h 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Minor Elemental Magic (F) 
 
    You are able to weave your spiritual energy into minor spells related to all the basic elements. These spells won’t be of much use in a fight unless you come up with creative ways to utilize them. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Intelligence 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Potion Making (F) 
 
    Your vast knowledge of natural, artificial, and magical ingredients allow you to mix them efficiently and create mixtures with various effects, either positive or negative. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Agility 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Quick Draw (F) 
 
    Reaching into the deck you personally organized beforehand, you will always pull out the card you want, as long as there are still copies available to be picked up. If you condense your mana in your fingers and snap them, you will trigger Instant Draw instead and the desired card will appear in your hand, ready for immediate use. 
 
    Instant Draw Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 6h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Agility 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Ritual Magic (F) 
 
    Using a combination of meticulous preparation, a diverse cast of components, proper magical circuits, incantations, and catalysts, you can cast long-lasting and powerful spells that heavily influence you and your allies. It’s possible to cast most of other kinds of spells and magic as rituals and strengthen their effect. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Intelligence 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Summon Familiar (F) 
 
    Send a call through the fabric of dimensions and summon an entity to adopt as your familiar. Just summoning them does not guarantee their agreement to accept you as their master. You need to form a pact with them through Contract Familiar to properly form a bond between the two of you. An uncontracted entity can still assist you with your request even though they are not obliged to. 
 
    Available Uses: 1 
 
    Recharge Time: 168h 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Intelligence 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Tectonic Stomp (F) 
 
    Gather an immense amount of mana in your foot before slamming it into the ground. Depending on the type and toughness of the soil or foundation underneath you, various effects may occur. If you hit a solid material, two blocks will be kicked up and crush your target. If you hit a soft or brittle material, you will create a deep crater around you, knocking your opponents off balance. 
 
    Available Uses: 3 
 
    Recharge Time: 8h 
 
    Wall Size: 3x5m 
 
    Crater Diameter: 10m 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Fury 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Strength 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
 
    Voodoo Magic (F) 
 
    Using your spiritual energy, vast knowledge, and various simple trinkets, you are able to cast a plethora of small curses and blessings that aren’t limited only to hostile and allied existences. Employing trinkets, mixtures, potions, weapons, or other items can enhance the effects of your magic. 
 
    ※ ※ ※ 
 
    Primary Scaling Attribute: Mystique 
 
    Secondary Scaling Attribute: Wisdom 
 
    ★━━━━━━━━━━★ 
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