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Summary: 
                                    [R18] For sexual content. And maybe violence/gore. Forewarning complete.

My name is Sylvia Hunter and I used to be human. I wasn't dissatisfied with my previous life...
Really. But I may have wished for a tiny change before suddenly finding myself transported to another world.

Oh, and spoiler alert... 
I died.

That was a lie, but I woke up in a new body so it's similar. I still half wonder if this is all a dream. Because I'm in a game world.
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Prologue - It doesn't end here.


            I thought there would be pain. Black mist enshrouds my body and terror holds me still.




The dagger buried between my breasts gives off an inky light. It pulses with my slowing heartbeat and it feels as if I'm being drawn in it.




Sights, sounds... everything starts to fade away. A dream takes me.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Just a few hours before...




I was riding the bus home from work. The bar was unusually slow, so the owner let me off early. Its about to hit midnight.




“The fog is really thick,” I mused aloud. No wonder the night was dead. 




Gazing out the window, I can see almost no traffic.




Distant lights dim and then vanish as heavier weather rolls in. Rain starts to pour. The scene out of the windows now only show a curtain of water. Even the interior lights of the bus feel dimmer.




Listening to the steady drone of rain on metal, I feel tiredness seeping in. The days have been so empty lately. Wake up, go to work, return home are the only events I can mark on schedule. I've been putting everything into being lively for the customers, but its getting draining. Exhaustion hollows my body until even the strength in my arms and legs leak away.




I know I can't fall asleep here. The public bus can be dangerous. It's not arrogance, but I'm aware I have an attractive figure. But my lids feel so heavy... I can just close my eyes for a moment.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Cackling noises start filling my ears. It's muted at first, as if listening through a wall. Small screens start to waver in my minds eye. It kind of looks like a VR display.




Status, Spells, Equipment, and other such titles blink prominently. 




Oh. A game. I wish such fantasy like technology existed. 




To let you walk about freely in another world.




BOOM.




The thunderous noise is followed by a deafening din of cackles and cries. It's worse than a packed concert.




“Oh my god. So noisy,” I mutter as I jolt awake. Or at least I think to, but I'm treated to the sight of the ugliest face I have ever seen.




That is... a goblin. A bulbous, protruding nose. Beady rat-like eyes. Elongated ears. A short, spindly form. Well, its skin is gray, not green... but otherwise it fits my image of a goblin.


The disgusting thing licks its lip whilst staring at me. I notice others of its kind crowded about behind it. All of them have lecherous expressions. A quick sweep reveals masses of them encircling me.




With a rising panic, I look about for a weapon, stick... anything with which to defend myself. A faintly shimmering circle of runes are drawn on the ground about me.




Wait... 




WHERE ARE MY CLOTHES?!




I'm sitting here completely exposed! The goblins themselves are wearing tattered loins. Various engorged members are poking out.




“NOOOOOOO!!!!!!” My piercing shriek echoes about the forest. Tears build up and I shut my eyes tight while curling defensively. Can I banish this image?




Th-this nightmare is too realistic! W-why is my dream going in this direction?! My thoughts are a mess.




Definite sounds of laughter mix in with the chittering.




Not finding any hands groping me... or worse, I reluctantly peak at the goblins and see that they are being held back by the runic circle. The magic light is fading so I feel no relief.


It doesn't take long for the circle to dissipate, yet the goblins still don't approach. A message box appears in my mind's eye.




	The dark baptism ritual has completed.








The status window seems to have updated as well, but I'm too distracted to check. Because those inane chitterings are now being heard as words.




“The flesh looks soft.” “... fine breeding sow...” “... take... now...” “No stupid... the sacrifice...”




My body shivers cold at that last word. Terrible things are happening too fast! Is this really a dream? Rambling thoughts can't help but to pour in.




F-for now... I have to escape!




When I spot a group of gaudily ornamented goblins pushing through the crowd, I scramble to my feet and charge the opposite direction. Their heights barely rise to my navel so I direct a roundhouse kick at the first goblin instead of a tackle.




The creature is swept away and topples a half dozen others like pins. The sight is a little surreal. Maybe their bodies are deceptively light? Either way an opening has appeared and my panic has lessened... slightly.




I will escape.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Despite their numerous grasping hands, I kick or toss every goblin aside. My gaze shifts towards the distance seeking an exit.




Too many!




I momentarily freeze at the sight. The sea of heads and torches are endless. I can't make out the edge.




One of the creatures pounces on my back and covers my eyes.




“NOOOO!!!! Get off me!” I scream again, twisting about as I try to throw it off. Other hands grope at me and I find that blindness enhances the terror tenfold.




But now, I can see all those VR windows clearly.




S-skillls! Maybe there's a-




	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Cursed Resistance





	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Fear





	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Slow





	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Stun





	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Paralysis








A dizzying array of messages blot out my vision and interrupt my thoughts. The goblins release my body, but my skin feels a lingering... sticky... dirtiness. Some of the creatures took advantage of the situation and stimulated themselves.




I spot a group of goblins adorned with bones masks and draped with various jewelry. My [Analyze] skill triggers, showing them to be goblin shamans. That first gaudy goblin is leading the group and carrying a black knife.




The vicious, crystalline blade is pressed to my chest and I whimper feeling the keen edge.




They don't seem to hear me as their chanting drowns out all other noise.




My MP steadily decreases and dark mist starts to sweat out of my body. Nauseousness and exhaustion assault me. 




When my MP hits zero, I'm well on my way to passing out, but shock keeps me conscious. The blade is pushed deep into my flesh.




I've wet myself... I'm vaguely aware, but my mind is focused on the expected pain.




But the pain doesn't come... even as my senses go dim.




I thought there would be pain...




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





	STATUS
	Sylvia Hunter	Human(Female)	Level: 1
	Health:	146	Strength:	30
	Stamina:	138	Endurance:	46
	Mana:	157	Agility:	38
	-	-	Intelligence:	41
	-	-	Spirit:	57
	-	-	Willpower:	28
	Traits
	(Otherworlder)	Base attributes are increased.
	(Adaptable)	Skill ranks rise faster due to divine intuition.
	(Heroic Potential)	The protagonist treatment doubles attribute growth for all party members.
	(Dark Baptism)	Access to the dark language. Dark Magic mastery passively increases over time.
	Skills
	Analyze	I	NEW! You can perceive the name and features of a target.
	Item Box	I	NEW! You have access to a universal purpose storage object.
	Proficiency: Polearm	II	Past training with a naginata provides a foundational boost to the use of all polearm weapons.
	Proficiency: Taekwondo	III	Having reached a mid-tier color rank, your fists and feet are now considered mildly dangerous instruments.
	Proficiency: Guitar	I	Rudimentary knowledge of the strings and chords grant you a chance to give a passable performance... as long as you have sheet music.
	Singing	II	Years of karaoke and exposure to drunken ballads has gifted you with the ability to sing without going off tune.
	Cooking	IV	Kitchen experiences in the otherworld have refined your techniques to equal the professional cooks in this world.
	Tailoring	II	You are capable in the mending of tears, closing of seams, and can even pull off attractive embroidery.
	Gardening	III	Several seasons of vegetable and herb tending has proven you know how to properly care and cultivate plants.
	Brewing	I	Numerous brewers met at your past job have shown you their practice and taught you the basics of fermenting.
	Dark Magic	III	NEW! With a deep affinity towards darkness even intermediate shadow spells are possible to cast. Intuition will guide you when manipulating dark energy.
	Spacial Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn spacial spells.
	Temporal Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn temporal spells.
	Fire Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn fire spells.
	Earth Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn earth spells.
	Wind Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn wind spells.
	Water Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to learn water spells.







+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





A huge bump shocks me back. But everything feels odd.




My vision has returned, in a sense... but it is distorted, as if looking through a glass filter. A thick tree canopy obscures the sky. I get the sense that it is still night. I seem to be in a smooth stone crater... I can see little else around. Oh, below me are several huge crystal orbs. Their glossy surfaces are quite pretty with the way they refract and sometimes shimmer.




Is it over? The thought is tenuous since this night has been nothing but horror.




The orbs below really are reflective. I can make out leaves from the foliage above. In my place I see a particularly beautiful orb. It has swirls of light that don't fade at all. What?




I try to lift a hand, but can't. In fact I can't feel anything except the odd sense of energy awash about me. The orb that is me doesn't appear to differ from the others aside from the light. Movement seems impossible too. I try to shake myself or stand but there is no feedback. The reflection doesn't change either.




A loud voice sounds.




“Great God Misvoth, this servant offers you a fitting vessel! Please bless us with your magnificent presence and make your will known to these lands! Goblinkind Attends!”




“””Ooohhhh.””” A booming chorus of cheers follow.




The ground trembles unnaturally as waves of sickening energy permeate the air. I sense something frightening nearby sucking up the dark flows and growing even more dangerous.




My vision is still limited by the stone cliffs surrounding me, but I can't help the frantic queries in my mind. 




What is this?! What is going on now?




My sight is resting on the surface below when [Analyze] flashes in my mind. A message box appears.




	Pale Soul Crystal
	A magical jewel capable of storing souls. It holds the harvested soul of a Crimson Tusk Scorpion.







Eh? Doesn't this mean...




I mentally pull up my Status window. Rather than a typical character sheet, I am greeted with another item like description.




	STATUS
	Bright Soul Crystal
	A magical jewel capable of storing souls. It holds the harvested soul of a Human.







EHHHH?!




I understand... I understand what has happened... but I still can't accept it... Why is this happening to me?! Even for a nightmare, isn't this too cruel?




A goblin's face blocks out the sky. It's huge! I really want to cry right now!




The ground becomes unsteady and several of the orbs shift. My own crystal rolls about with the jostling. It seems this is a bowl and we are being moved.




The bowl is tilted and all of the crystals are dumped onto some kind of fabric covered surface. Various urns and pots, jewelry, as well as other valuable looking stones are arranged suspiciously. Isn't this surface an altar? I can make out the massive goblin backing away. After depositing me it joins several others. Geh... all of them are giant now.




And as my gaze sweeps around, I see something that sets my mind numb. Looking down at me, that terrifying presence I felt earlier, is my body. Those eyes are not clouded by death however. In place of the stab wound, a black gem is grafted in my chest. Mysterious gold patterns encircle the stone and cover my breasts like some obscene tattoo. The thing holding my body has a wicked, arrogant expression which I didn't even know I could use. WHY AM I STILL NAKED?!




A goblin voice booms behind me.




“Please feast on these offerings to fuel your power in this realm.”




It's an incredibly dangerous statement!




I don't want to die... even if I'm already dead... I still don't want to die!




I cry in my mind, praying for a miracle as a thunderous string of explosions make every head whip towards the distance. The confident and awed goblin voice takes on an abruptly fearful note.




“Oh great and powerful lord! We beseech you for protection. The evil humans seek to prevent your reign by slaughtering your most loyal followers!”




“””Save us!””” the goblins chorus. More explosions and goblin screams punctuate the pleas.




My body does not offer a reply as lightning bursts near the altar and scatters the closest goblins. A line of mounted knights has appeared out of nowhere. Their charging figures trample huge swathes of the creatures. When I turn back towards my... other self?... I find it has vanished.




Where-? Wahhh!




The altar violently shakes again and my soul crystal tumbles into one of the open urns below.




Within the urn I can feel an odd energy that makes me instantly wary. When the walls convert to a reflective sheen and begin to glow, I see it.




Ahhhhhhh!




I'm mentally screaming at the sight of my soul crystal turning to liquid. Pain comes... agonizing, excruciating... no words accurately describe the true sensation as I inwardly writhe. It is like claws are tearing apart my existence. I picture myself struggling and gasping... then curling up in a ball behind a shield. The image helps... a little.




Plinking and sloshing sounds echo about me as other soul crystals roll off the altar and follow me in the urn. Is the battle still raging outside? Those soul crystals likewise start liquefying and mixing with my essence.




	You have absorbed 3 Earth essence.





	You have absorbed 2 Life essence and 1 Fire essence.





	You have absorbed 2 Water essence and 1 Life essence.








And so on... Other messages are appearing but I don't care! It hurts! It hurts... it hurts... it hurts!
        


Chapter 01


            “Ngghh...” A groan escapes my parted lips. The pain is... gone... it seems. But all the muscles in my body are crying out in complaint. When my eyes flutter open, I see light beams. A breeze brings the sound of rustling foliage and the light beams dance above. Those are just sunbeams shining through the tree's canopy. I haven't ascended to heaven... or anything like that.






Weakly I lift a hand to shield the glaring light.






Ah, I can feel my body...






Tears rise unbidden at the familiar sensation. The helplessness of not having a body was really terrible. VR windows still clutter that space in my mind... but I want to savor this peaceful moment and pretend that there is nothing scary awaiting me.






Several deep breaths later... I've calmed a bit, but I'm still reluctant to move. Nothing further has happened yet. I strain my ears and also hear nothing worrying. Just wind and leaves. My gaze has yet to move anywhere so the only thing to fill my vision are sunbeams and trees.






This does not feel like a dream... the horrors from before didn't either. Hallucinations maybe... was I drugged? No... it doesn't feel that way. Speculation doesn't offer any insights so I give up.






Let's look at the VR things...






I browse through the alerts and see messages about absorbing essences... the memory is vague, but I remember seeing those in the pot. I dismiss them... although I've no idea what they mean. Some other [Analyze] message boxes are here too. Must have been too distracted to notice them.






	Obsidian Dagger of Soulsealing
	A dagger which radiates with dark and spacial magic. It possesses the ability to siphon the spiritual body and place it in an empty soul crystal.









	Demon's Altar (Crude)
	A construction which naturally attracts dark energy. Sufficient built up energy will allow formless demons to make contracts with mortal denizens. Bodies and souls can be offered for favors.









	Misvoth	Lesser Demon (Female?)	Level 1
	Health:	146/146	Mana:	157/157
	Stamina:	138/138	-	-
	The body appears to be that of a young human female. Lustrous raven hair frames her attractive face, however an eerie gaze mars the sight. Several gold tattoos adorn her breasts and stomach which seem to flow towards the black gem embedded within her cleavage. The imagery is vaguely obscene.









Didn't the gaudy goblin call that thing a god? Perhaps they were tricked. Even if it's just a lesser demon, the presence it gave off was quite scary. And it has my body...






What?






I move my hands and pat my chest in panic. Peering down at the same time, I see my naked form. There is no black gem or stab wound. There are no strange tattoos. I let out a sigh of relief.






My muscles still cry out from soreness so my arms flop back down. Let's ignore the nakedness for now too... This seems to be that kind of dream...






My attention moves to another window, Status.






	STATUS
	Sylvia	Dryad(Female)	Level: 1
	Health:	15	Strength:	7
	Stamina:	15	Endurance:	6
	Mana:	37	Agility:	9
	-	-	Intelligence:	12
	-	-	Spirit:	28
	-	-	Willpower:	7
	Traits
	(Wild Affinity)	Access to the wild language. Reduces hostility with wildlife.
	(Dark Knowledge)	Access to the dark language.
	Skills
	Analyze	I	You can perceive the name and features of a 


target.
	Item Box	I	You have access to a universal purpose 


storage object.
	Earth Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 


learn earth spells.
	Water Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 


learn water spells.
	Life Magic	I	NEW! You possess the qualifications to 


learn life spells.
	Photosynthesis	I	NEW! You may use plant-kin organs to gain sustenance.
	Gardening	I	You can handle seeds and young plants without accidentally killing them.









I can't remember exactly, but I get the feeling that my Status window had more entries before, amongst other things... It doesn't say soul crystal so it's probably fine. I'm really only looking at the numbers and skills though... the selection also feels off, but magic huh? I want to try it...






I open the Spells window. Oh, there are 3 entries! 






Yes... I'm excited. No... I haven't forgotten the night's events or dangers. Say what you want but I want to use magic! My mind has gotten quite used to talking to myself.






	SPELLS
	<Create Water>	1 MP/sec	Converts magical energy into water. The yummy kind.
	<Create Soil>	1 MP/sec	Converts magical energy into soil. The yummy kind.
	<Minor Healing>	5 MP/sec	Seals cuts, scrapes and even alleviates discomfort. A bargain effect for only 5 mana each second!









Why do these spells look like advertisements... Do they want to be cast that desperately. That must be it. I'm definitely going to cast one of them now.






When I select <Minor Healing> warm energy coalesces around my hands. I decide to touch my chest and the warmth seems to envelope my whole body. 


This feels really good... Its like a world class masseuse has just worked me for a week. I could melt from this.






Casting the spell drains my mana by a third and I can feel weakness seeping in though. But my sore muscles have been healed so I give sitting up a try.






I just used magic! A giggle threatens to escape.






However, after rising a horrid stench enters my nose.






It's a butcher's field here... The shaded forest floor is littered with the hewn and disfigured corpses of goblins. Half charred and smoking remnants enhance the visage whilst contributing an even more pungent aroma. I plug my nose. For some reason the smells get steadily worse the higher I stand. Poor trees. I crouch down to spare myself.






A smashed altar sits behind me with a slew of treasures scattered about it. Oh, I see the corpses of a few knights mixed with the goblins as well. That's strange, the battle was more or less one-sided from my perspective.






Although two thirds of my mana remain, I hesitate. When my MP was drained by the goblins, I was left so nauseous... with the bad smell wafting about, the feeling would really be the worst. Lets try looking at my other skills instead... Scanning the surroundings, I don't see any movement. Not even carrion animals or insects seem to come... though poor illumination conceals everything beyond the immediate area. Seems safe for now.






I spot a pile of jewelry and actively think [Analyze].






	Copper Necklace
	An orange metal accessory of average workmanship.









	Twyos Pendant
	A violet stone religious talisman of shoddy workmanship.









And other similar messages appear. Most of the materials I don't recognize. The only fine piece in the pile appears to be some kind of signet ring. Personally, I find the shoddy comments are unfair since even humble pieces possess their own unique charms.






Not wanting to wear the items, I give my [Item Box] skill a test. A sack is summoned before my eyes and flops to the ground.






This...






I'm speechless. Picking up the bag I find nothing special about the interior... no magical energy or revelations appear in my mind. It's empty too. There is no way a sword or other fantasy equipment would fit inside this thing. [Analyze] calls it the Item Box... but it's not a box...






I add the trinkets anyways and think of dismissing the skill, the sack fades from existence. Oh, that was a little cool.






I use [Item Box] once more and the bag with the jewelry pops before me again and clatters to the ground. I probably can't fit many things in there... The trinkets already take up half the space.






Well... this skill does have rank levels... maybe it will work differently later. I load the bag with more nearby trinkets and dismiss it.






'Danger approaches.'






Something speaks in my head. It wasn't my thought, but the words appear clearly. It wasn't a message window either. I had wanted to loot a discarded weapon too... but the warning feels urgent. The uneasy feeling is even focused towards a specific direction. I should run away.






The chipped stones don't hurt when I run over them. I even stepped on an arrowhead but felt nothing. The sensations leave me very confused... I'm bare foot after all. Since my HP is also unaffected, my pace doesn't slow since the warning repeats incessantly in my mind. The rustling leaves overhead are particularly loud too, but that's only the wind.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







I've been moving for the past half hour. I don't actually have a watch so that is just a guess. My gasps feel desperate despite the short run... but my legs are already jelly.






“No... more...”






My knees give way and I collapse to the ground. I've done worse jogs than this so I feel really vexed. Am I that out of shape?






My STA bar is flashing like an alarm and shows it to be completely empty. Amidst heavy breaths my eyes survey the area.






The first thing I see is a well lit copse ahead. Younger trees have yet to blot out the sky so a wealth of sunlight shines on the greenery. Sounds like there is a stream nearby too. The gentle tinkling sound of flowing water reminds me of my thirst.






I no longer sense danger nearby. The heavy foreboding feeling hasn't quite left... but it feels distant. My instincts tell me the scary thing has stopped at the battlefield and shows no sign of coming this way. Relief washes over me.






My legs... I really can't put any strength in them. Dragging myself to the water... is totally impossible...


“Aha!” Even with a parched throat, I still let out a sound of excitement. Because I can use magic!


My mind opens up the spells list and I try out the <Create Water> ability.






It's glittering. The sight of mystical energy coalescing above my cupped hands and turning into a steady stream of water. I'm imagining a faucet with running water and the result is pretty close to my image.


I bring the water to my lips and greedily sip. It is yummy! The water is now splashing over my face since my hands have moved but this also feels refreshing.






The stream sputters out and I start to feel dizzy. Oh, my MP bar is now flashing because it is empty too. STA has recovered by 1 point though.






I'm trembling like a newborn fawn as I stand and make my way towards the sunlit area. Why am I moving despite this exhaustion? It's instinct. Somehow, my body really really wants to get to that bright area... so I don't fight it.






“Fwahhh!”






I barely make it before my STA meter blinks in warning once more. My Status probably lists some kind of over-strained abnormal effect. The light is really warm...






I close my eyes and my knees fold again but it is much better here with the sun. My scalp tingles but I am focusing on the warmth of the rays.






[Photosynthesis] triggers and an amazing sensation suffuses my body. It is too comfortable. My eyelids are so heavy that they are unable to open and I feel like I could fall asleep at any moment... but that would be a waste because I wouldn't be able to feel this blissful comfort.






“Mmmmn...”






Even my hunger seems to be leaving... Is this heaven?... It's like I am eating happiness... What do you mean that makes no sense? If you could feel this, it would make sense to you too. I am having a lively conversation with myself.






Time passes...






“Ah-”






The warmth has vanished so I've slipped out of my reverie. My HP, MP, and STA are all full. When I blink away the drowsiness, the moon greets me. Has that much time really passed? Oh, there are three moons up there. One is quite big and draws the eye with it's violet luster. It's like the big sis with the two little baby moons trailing after it. So cute...






I stretch my arms above me and let out a yawn. Ehehe... Making this kind of pose, with my bare skin glowing under the sublime light... I feel really beautiful right now. For some reason my nudity has been bothering me less and less... I get the vague feeling it should trouble me, but the night isn't even chilly so... I'll think about it later.






My breasts rise with vigor as I take a deep breath. I listen to the cries of night animals but sense nothing dangerous. My lazy, sensuous state of mind suddenly feels off.


An odd thought strikes me, and I examine my Status.






There is a sub section for active effects with an entry.






	Lucianna's Blessing	9 hours remaining
	Bathing naked under the celestial moon's light has bestowed you with the fertility goddess' favor. Your charming presence reduces the hostile feelings of all beings around you and boosts feelings of attraction. Having sexual intercourse tonight will guarantee conception.









Another dangerous thing has appeared!!! 






I'm shaken enough to pull myself out of that strange mood affecting me. This probably explains why the forest is so peaceful for the moment. I mean, goblins live here... or they did before. I'm sure other bad things live in these woods too. I really am happy that things won't want to kill me tonight... but this blessing 's side effects are too dangerous!






Rather than risking some bestiality flag, let's try to find a hiding spot... maybe up a tree because this place at least feels too exposed.






When I try to stand, something tugs at my legs.






“HYAA-!”






A short pitched scream comes out, but I press my hand over my mouth and cut it off. Nothing changes in the surroundings and I reluctantly release a trembling breath.






As I'm still in a sitting position, my eyes don't have to travel far to see my legs. Thick roots have come out of the ground and are entangling my legs. Just the barest amount of thigh is visible, right around my pelvis, with the rest hidden by the plant.






No... 






The roots are actually growing out of my thighs and have burrowed into the ground. Should I be panicking here? A flashing skill label draws my attention when I contemplate about my legs.






[Photosynthesis] is currently active.






Is this it? I try to turn the skill off.






The roots slowly retract from the ground and get pulled into my skin! Unsettling. Was this a magic spell? Oh... [Photosynthesis] is shown as a skill and isn't listed among my spells. 






It is then that I finally notice a glaring difference from my previous status page. Under race I'm not listed as Human... It says dryad?






...






EHHHHH?!
        


Chapter 02


            There is a pond nearby where moonlight reflects brilliantly off its surface. I didn't notice it earlier but it stands out now. I run towards the edge.






A similar, yet not, figure returns my gaze. My once sleek black hair has grown wildly down to my waist and is hued in green. The verdant color would probably match the leaves if it were day. But I had been spending most of the day in the shadowed forest... I couldn't tell at all.






If that were the only change, I wouldn't be so shocked though. My ears have elongated to points, like an elf. My blue eyes are glowing with an ephemeral light. I can even make out amber and green veins pulsing faintly under my skin. At least my proportions haven't altered much. The curves are still familiar.






But with this, I'm convinced... this is not my original body. I confirm again that there is no stab wound or black gem. That demon is probably walking around as me... somewhere






...






On a whim, I trigger the [Photosynthesis] skill again. I'm treated to the sight of dark brown roots growing out of my thighs and wrapping about them as they extend towards the ground. It is kind of mesmerizing. I'm now completely rooted in the soil. My hair has likewise changed to reflect an ethereal sheen. Oh... the moonlight... I'm eating it. That's what it feels like from the tingling, fullness sensation in my scalp.






The veins on my body are pulsing rhythmically as I drink up water and nutrients from below.






“Ahhh....” I helplessly moan. It feels really good.






“You don't have to make those lewd noises!” A slightly childish sounding voice complains in my mind.






What?






“So what if your body is a little nice. Flaunting it off like that... go ahead and explode!”






Again, the words sound clear in my mind, but nobody is speaking to me... in the traditional sense. Is it telepathy? But where is the voice coming from?






“Down here! Has your brain melted from your lewd fantasies you slow girl?! All that growth put into those man-smothering lumps and you couldn't spare any energy for your head, huh? Stop blocking the light you slut!”






Oh... my... god... Who is this rude bitch? I look down and see a trembling, bulbous green shoot.






“Bitch?! What is that? That sounds like some kind of animal. You're the bitch you lusty mass of plant flesh!” The little sprout is screaming at me indignantly. “Also, stop blocking the light!”






“Huh?! Should I pick and feed you to the goblins, you nasty little cabbage. Why the hell are you throwing a fit?”






“Shut up!” A childish retort. “You're the one who rooted her lumpy body next to me... and now you are blocking all my light. Are you trying to kill me? Also, goblins don't eat plants stupid! But I'd bet they'd take you as a seedbed with that lewdness filled... lewdy lewd body of yours!”






Really childish... Somehow, the anger is melted away and I only feel tiredness. Fighting with a kid... there's no point.






“Fuuuu....” I let out an exhausted sigh.






The little shoot starts trembling at my change of mood.






“A-ah... you aren't really going to kill me, are you?” The voice sounds panicked. “I'm really not tasty if that was your plan. J-just a little light would be nice... please?”






An image of a tear stricken little girl comes to mind. I am totally not a bully. Another sigh escapes.






“I won't eat you. And I'll go so you can get plenty of light too. I was only joking about the goblins.”






“You're... leaving?” The small shoot's mood has shifted again.






I was nodding when the voice desperately cries, “Please don't go. I was wrong. Big sis was really pretty so I got jealous. It's lonely here...” The last sentence sounded very small.






Although the pleas tug at my heart, I know living here is impossible. This moon blessing may keep the biting, clawing predators at bay... but panting and mounting ones scare me just as much. In addition, there's a demon out there wearing my original body. With all the dangers about, I have to find some way to get stronger... I was done in by goblins! Unconsciously pulling up my Status page, I despair. Those numbers look very small.






“I'm sorry. I wish I could stay with you, but I have to travel and learn about the land.”






The shoot is trembling again and my mind sees the image of a little girl crying. This is quite painful.






“Th-then...” a hesitant voice, “can we go together? Big sis is a dryad right? We can explore lots of bright places and grow super strong and eat lots of men!”






That last part isn't right. Just what is being taught to the kids in this world? I don't think plants go to school though.






“Um... it may be a little difficult for you... wouldn't moving around be hard?” I imagine she could be put into a pot and carried. But even so, there is no guarantee my journey will be smooth. Also, uneven exposure to sunlight, wildly varying temperatures... there is a lot of danger for a young plant.






My thoughts seem to have transmitted because the little shoot sounds puzzled.






“You don't have to put me in a jar. If you share some of your magic, I can grow big like you! We'll be able to do things together... just like real sisters!”






The definition of a sister is different... I want to say it but the shoot transmits images to my mind and they are rather sweet.






In addition to the sisterly bonding, I'm shown a scene with me manipulating various threads of magic to guide the development of a plant. Infusing life, water, and earth energy, I can also accelerate growth rapidly. I can even donate a portion of my soul to evolve a plant to a higher species. A skill and two new spells are acquired.






	Plant Manipulation	Rank I	NEW! You can alter a plant's traits to conform to your imagination.









	Accelerate Growth	10 MP	Magically stimulate a plant to grow within seconds.
	Invoke Evolution	5 MP/Level of target plant.	Sacrifice a portion of your spirit to upgrade a plant's species.









“So if I use invoke evolution on you, you'll be able to walk around?”






“Mmmhmm!” the shoot excitedly responds. “Oh, but can you grow me taller first? Otherwise I'll come out as something tiny. I... I'm not really a baby plant! You understand, right?”






I nod at the cute reaction.






“Alright, let's give you a bit more height.” Mana gathers in my hands and I begin casting <Accelerate Growth>. I note my MP draining significantly, but my roots suck at the ground greedily and I find it restoring quickly. Since I'd yet to deactivate [Photosynthesis], I discover a useful state.






The shoot absorbs the thickening energy and grows splendidly. Her stalk rises up to eye level and numerous vine-like feelers branch off. As she had been under my shadow, her vines entangle about me to support her growing weight. Since the images she radiates towards my mind are like an intimate hug, I don't mind.






Gorgeous pink bulbs start to sprout and bloom from her stem and their glistening drops of nectar perfume the area.






“You've become very beautiful now,” I murmur with awe.






“Sis!” her joyous cry is suffused with feelings of amazement. Even the voice sounds older, having lost it's childish notes.






“I'm going to evolve you now, okay?” She sends images of nodding and nervous anticipation at my words. I cast <Invoke Evolution>.






A heavy breath is expelled at the feeling. I can sense a portion of my soul melting... not unlike when I was in that urn from before... only without the torture. It is a gentle release as I gaze at the string of message alerts popping up.






	Spirit has decreased by 1





	Spirit has decreased by 1





	Spirit has decreased by 1









In the end, my spirit has been reduced by half. Those lost stats are permanent. My intuition tells me that, but I don't regret because everything feels so right. 






Aside from the VR windows, the rest of my vision is filled with colorful ribbons of magical energy. My physical eyes are glazed and empty though with my sight sealed to the mystical plane.






The energy begins to converge towards the young plant's body. Her silhouette melts and reforms into something new. The light is blinding.






By the time the dazzling fades, I can already feel her new body pressed against me in a tearful embrace.






“Thank you sis! That was so amazing! I love you! Wuuu....” Her cheeks are rubbing mine so fervently as she cries.






“There there...” I console and pat her head before gently trying to break the hug. Her figure is pretty mature from what I feel. It's not that I swing that way you see... but it's not like I've never experimented... And even though she was crying from the experience, her body is shifting against me in a not so innocent way. Ehh... she isn't letting go.






“Sis...” 






I hear a sultry whisper. Her eyes are a glassy and shimmer red like rubies. There are no whites. Her charming face is green, like the rest of her body... she looks the same age as me... The giant pink flower growing atop her head gives off the same sweet fragrance of nectar that has filled the area, only more potent.






That expression... [Analyze] unconsciously triggers.






	Unknown	Alraune	Level: 1
	Health:	19/19	Mana:	34/34
	Stamina:	19/19	-	-
	In the dark, this green skinned sentient plant could easily pass as a human woman. A large pink blossom adorns her hair. This alraune has a particularly seductive form, though this may be common amongst her species.
	Active Effects
	Charmed	She feels helplessly enraptured by your otherworldly beauty. Arousal has increased and the desire to touch you is overpowering. She really wants to touch you.









The moon's blessing... the thought comes belatedly. We've been talking for some time so of course she's been affected...




My thoughts get interrupted by a kiss... when I come to, her status updates with a second active effect entry.






	Lucianna's Blessing	Bathing naked under the moon's celestial light has bestowed her with the fertility goddess' favor. Her charming presence reduces the hostile feelings of all beings around and enhance feelings of attraction. Having sexual intercourse tonight will guarantee conception.









Because the moonlight is still strong... and of course a plant shoot wouldn't wear clothes... 






…






“Ahh...” Again... that expression... is really too unfair...






	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Charmed









The night passes sweetly and uninterrupted. At least there should be no babies... right?






Author Edit (22-11-2015: Fixed some numbers in with alraune's stats)
        


Chapter 03


            I awaken again to an unfamiliar fantasy like scene. The sun is shining beautifully. Dewy leaves and colorful birds sing beautifully. I'm lying naked and entwined with a green plant woman who scrunches her eyebrows in her sleep so beautifully.






…






My memory is a little fuzzy, though not entirely gone. There was no alcohol after all. But I'm still beset with that clichéd feeling. That waking up after a drunken one-night stand kind of thing. Was it all real?






Alraune shifts drowsily and starts nibbling my ear. I don't think she wants to let me get up... even after sating herself all night. I see an old message alert saying Lucianna's Blessing had ended. The charm status is also gone. I was half expecting a 'you are now pregnant' message to appear...






Of course it didn't.






I sigh in relief, then reflect on my Status. Evolving Alraune reduced a lot of spirit and my maximum MP has fallen considerably too. On the other hand, I can see plenty of uses for my new [Plant Manipulation] skill, and the new spells are both nice. Oh, and I now have a new party member? Friend? Lover?






“Ahhn...” Please stop touching me there... Is she really still asleep?






…






With some reluctance, I pull away from the warmth and wash myself in the pond. My head is clear enough now to think of my next steps.






I want to see a village or town... Beginnerville. It might be impossible... Aren't I a monster race now? My instinct tells me that I'd probably be attacked or enslaved. This really feels like that kind of world. A disguise might be possible... If nobody uses analyze, I don't look too different from an elf. There are elves in this world I hope. I'll disguise myself as an elf.






Speaking of which, I'm still naked. Could I use [Plant Manipulation] to grow some clothes? The description mentions using imagination. Let's try it.






I find a patch of reeds and invoke the skill. Intuition is playing a big part here because I seem to know how to twist and pull the threads of magic to design what I want. The reed before me is giving off pulsing aura that changes with every action I take.






“Fuuu... There!” I exclaim with excitement as I finish. The reed doesn't look different, but I already know why.






I prepare more energy and cast the spell <Accelerate Growth>. My MP is already near empty, both the skill and spell are tiring so I let my roots out and trigger [Photosynthesis] as well. Mmmn... it's pleasant... Oh, I can't get distracted or it will be night before I know it.






My test outfit has finished, but I'm left disappointed. It looks like a leaf sack. I tried to make a form fitting dress, but perhaps that was too complicated?






	Reed Leaf Dress
	One wonders if the creator was trying to make a bag out of large leaves. They obviously made a mistake with all these holes. Kids, do not take shortcuts when crafting products or disasters like this will come into being. A beggar would feel shame wearing this.









Oi... this is bullying. But it does look really bad. I'm sorry Mr. Reed.






I toss the failed product aside and look towards another reed. No, it's not trembling in fear, that's just a slight breeze. 






I'll try something much more simple. 






With my MP mostly restored, I use [Plant Manipulation] again to form a thin vine cord. <Accelerate Growth> yields a success! Next I fashion some sturdy petal bra cups and leafy swatches. Without too much difficulty I craft together a comfortable floral brassiere and a flattering vine belted sarong.






Looks like it is best to just grow the base materials and fashion the outfit by hand.






When Alraune awakens, she goes straight for the pond and also washes herself off. I felt a little awkward... we did a lot of things that night.






“Morning sis! What are you playing with? It looks pretty.”






The cheery greeting is followed by a hug from behind. The intimacy wasn't just because of the blessing effect it seems. I smile back.






“They are clothes. Since walking around nude is embarrassing, I want some things to cover up.”






“Hmmmmm... I don't really understand, but they look great on you. Make me some too?” Her eyes are shining.






“Sure. I'll make you look fantastic too.”






That smile... I'm helpless against it. If she weren't fondling my breasts, this would be a picturesque moment. 






In the end she stops to let me concentrate on my work and hours pass as I try out different patterns and produce a variety of articles to wear. Not limiting myself to just coverings, I make hair clips and brooches, some bracelets, even a small pack... because the Item Box doesn't strike me as reliable... 






I acquire a new skill and it even ranks up amidst my crafting spree.






	Tailoring	Rank II	NEW! You can produce simple yet attractive attire from most non magical materials.









“Sis! Sis! That last thing you made! I want it!” While I read the [Tailoring] rank up alert, Alraune is cheeping excitedly next to my ear.






	Tokint Vine Bracelet
	The swirling patterns of Tokint vines mysteriously draw the eye. Wearing this accessory in a visible location will distract opponents in battle.









“Okay... please take care of it.” I pass the ornament to her. She slips it on and dances with joy. That bracelet really is distracting. The colors seem to shift unnaturally when it moves. Does this make it an enchanted item?






Afterwards I decide to remake all of my clothes, as well as the pieces for Alraune... but no other magic like effects show up. Was there only one tokint vine here? It's not like.... an endangered species... right?






…






S-survival of the fittest... there is no conservation of nature here. These are the proper thoughts of a dryad... Oh! It must have just been a rare item. Since this is a game world after all. Why are all the trees trembling... is it that windy?






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Evening descends...






“Sis... are you done yet?”






I sigh dejectedly and discard another failed product.






“Yes... it's really impossible.”






“Thats okay, we already have enough pretty things to wear.”






Alraune is massaging my back to comfort me. As to why: I can't seem to make any underwear for below.






The issue wasn't with the designs, it was the materials. For some reason, all the leaves feel scratchy or abrasive down there. I've tried growing swatches from tree leaves, grasses, vines, water plants... nothing came out well. Where's the cotton you say? Seems I can only change the shape a plant will take, not grow completely different parts... So no grass bananas, watermelon trees, or cotton for me. Well, I could grow grass in the shape of a banana... but it would be filled with grass. This is a fake banana!






In desperation, I'd even tried making thongs hoping minimizing would help. 


It didn't... 






And now a sizable pile of leaf panties are piled next to me. Please don't call me a pervert. I don't have such a fetish, I'm a woman.






[Plant Manipulation] has ranked up since then and I've used god knows how much mana today... but I can't smile from the accomplishment. It seems I'll be going commando for a while. I am not a pervert.






The sun has set and the first moon is enchantingly bright. I hear rustling sounds behind and notice Alraune has slipped out of the clothes I'd given her.






“Neh... Sis... Lets do those things again...” she is not waiting for me to respond and already tugs at my top.






“Wha-?... mmmph...” My lips are sealed with a kiss. Her hands are really too skillful, or maybe I'm just too lightly dressed... She's already stripped me.






Seeing me so confused, she whispers in my ear, “I'll protect you sis...”






The words leave me even more confused, but I can only let out a soft moan from her caress. She works my unresisting body for some time before a message briefly brings back my mind.






	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Charmed









Could it be?






My question is answered after a few breathless moments.






	You have gained the effect: Lucianna's Blessing









She probably gained the effect first.






Amidst her nuzzling kisses, Alraune whispers once more, “Because the goddess is watching over us... we can be safe...”






Ahh... so that's what it is... we're safe from hostile monsters so long as we bathe naked under the moonlight. It seems last night wasn't just because of the blessing too since she is aware of its effect.






...






That expression she makes... it is too dazzling.






“Okay... lets be safe together...” I whisper back and surrender to the desire.






…






I feel so happy. Alraune is really a breath of loveliness after the horrors from when I arrived here. Like this, I think I can endure any troubles the future throws at us.
        


Chapter 04


            Author's Note: I'd really like a way to incorporate health/mana/stamina bars into the battle scenes... but I can't seem to weave them in a way that isn't super distracting.  If anyone is willing to post some examples, I'd love to see.



Okay, please enjoy the story.



+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+




We are walking through the forest... Alraune and I. And she is humming with a delighted and refreshed expression.





As to the reason, I really can't say. Last night we did this and that and I was a bit more eager. Because I felt so safe with her... I'm not seeing her as my white prince or anything... because a prince wouldn't do... those kinds... of things... 

Oh god, the images...





“Sis? Your face is turning red. Are you sick?”





“E-eh!” That was not a shriek. “I'm fine Aly. Just a little warm.”





I start fanning myself to prove it. Of course my leaf outfit is so skimpy that it actually gets chilly. She seems to believe me though.





I helplessly recall parts of the night again. It was when I was trying to call out her name when we were... well...

Anyways, I discovered that I didn't know her name, and she didn't know mine either... even though this was the second night where we... well...





I shake my head frantically to escape this mental trap.





Somehow I brought up the topic of names and she told me she had none... unsurprisingly enough, after hearing mine she asked for one too. So I named her Alyssa. Shortened Aly. It made her so happy that we... well...





Why won't the images stop?!!!





Our aimless walk through the forest proceeds thusly.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






“Wait!” Aly's urgent word halts my steps and she peers determinedly towards the distance. Her body had already moved in front to shield me and she's readied a vine to use as a whip. Aly is so manly.





I prepare my sturdy long staff in a two handed fighter's grip. I can't lose to her after all.





	Straightened Branch
	A long stick.








Shut up [Analyze], it's a staff... A noble weapon.





Rustling in the brush sets Aly's back up and I detect a hint of fear. The creature soon pounces outward and fixes us with its gaze.





	Bunny Lord	Animal	Level 1
	Health:	4/4	Mana:	1/1
	Stamina:	7/7	-	-
	A beautiful white mane coats this majestic and fearsome predator. The long ears are suitable for detecting even the quietest of prey. Wriggling whiskers give it a wicked expression.
	Active Effects
	None	-








What?





It's just a rabbit. I think my [Analyze] skill is broken. It's been doing nothing but bullying me or putting out strange descriptions for some time now.





With a tired sigh I pat Aly's shoulder.





“It's okay, only a small bunny. A pretty cute one too, I'll pet it and show you.”





“W-wait sis! It's dangerous!”





She tries to stop me but fear has rooted her still. Really, there's no danger. I was expecting a wolf from her reaction. I've already walked up to it and crouched down.





“There there... what a nice bunny you are... I won't hurt you.” I cajole in a sweet voice and prepare to pet it.





The bunny bites my finger.





	You have been attacked and lost 2 hitpoints.








OUCH!





I cry out and fling the bunny away by swinging my hand. Retreating backwards, my eyes tear up. Is it actually an aggressive monster?





“SIS!” Aly shouts out and frees herself from the fear. She is hurrying over, but the bunny has already sprung back in the air and is trying to pounce on me.





I'd left my staff behind as I approached so I was unarmed. With a well timed motion I direct a hand chop at the beast.





	Your feeble attack fails to inflict any harm. Because of recoil, you have lost 2 hitpoints.








OWWW!





The tears are blurry. It felt like striking a rock! Is it made of stone? A rock bunny?!





The answer is obviously no, but I have no time to dwell on why a soft furry bunny feels so hard. Since my attack failed so spectacularly, the bunny doesn't stop in it's jump and head butts me. I crash into the ground.





	You have been attacked and lost 3 hitpoints.








WHY DOES IT HURT SO MUCH?!





I've already lost half my health! And the bunny is completely unhurt! What is this?!?!





A loud crack sounds and the bunny is sent flying off me. 





Aly you are amazing! Even though the target is so small, she accurately strikes it with the whip. It felt like the vine came angled so it wouldn't have hit me too. The bunny even lost one HP.





With my freedom regained, I quickly begin invoking the spell <Minor Healing>. Ahh... my finger is healed and the bruise to my chest stops throbbing.





	You recover 1 health.




	You recover 1 health.




	You recover 1 health.




	You recover 1 health.








I avoid the critical zone, but the threat hasn't been vanquished... the bunny glares at us with it's rounded bunny eyes. IS THAT MY HAIR IN IT'S MOUTH?!





Sure enough, strands of my green hair are being nibbled on and eaten before me. It somehow tore a lock off after pouncing me.





...





Punches, and most likely kicks, are useless. With that knowledge, I quickly recover my stick-... I mean staff and move with a vengeance. 





Aly has been keeping it at bay with constant whip attacks, but the rabbit is staying just out of range and staring menacingly. It almost looks like Aly is actually glued to her spot in terror and is wildly flailing about... with the rabbit just watching the spectacle.





…





That's okay, I can get my revenge this way.





…





Moments later...





I swing my staff mercilessly and punish the monster for its evil crimes. It put up a good fight, but is no match for my rapidly incoming strikes and falls dead.





	You have defeated the Bunny Lord.








I'm panting heavily and staring down at the destroyed carcass. My staff had snapped in half at the end, but served it's purpose honorably. Splattered blood decorates the area and my wild eyes seem to dare the ruined remains to make another move.





It seems I've also gained the skill [Proficiency: Quarterstaff]. See that [Analyze], it was a staff!





“Sis... you were so brave!” A crying alraune hugs me from behind and buries her face against me. “I almost lost you to that monster.... wuuuu....”





Her comforting warmth is calming the bloodlust, and I let out one last deep breath before settling contentedly back into Aly's embrace. I'm also doing my best not to look at the mess I made. Really kids... close your eyes, it isn't pretty.





“I lost lots of friends when one of their kind came to the pond last season... it ate everyone... it was so horrible... I only survived because it was full from eating so much grass... A devil to all plant kind! wahhhhh”





The memories must be painful. I hug Aly tightly and whisper soothingly to her until the tears dry up.





…





And like this, we've survived our first battle. 





I didn't level up though... because it was only a bunny.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






	STATUS
	Bunny Lord	Animal (Male)	Level: 1
	Health:	4	Strength:	4
	Stamina:	7	Endurance:	6
	Mana:	1	Agility:	14
	-	-	Intelligence:	3
	-	-	Spirit:	1
	-	-	Willpower:	2
	Traits
	(Potent Virility)	Females impregnated by this creature will birth +2 offspring.
	(Voracious Herbivore)	Doubles strength and endurance when facing plants.
	Skills
	Hop	V	Your powerful legs are irresistible to the (bunny) females. You are able to nimbly avoid predators and easily pounce on those hard to get and playful mates.








Author note: Bunnies are in fact not aggressive monsters and many of the noble ladies in this world keep them as pets... But everyone has a place in the food chain.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






	STATUS
	Alyssa	Alraune (Female)	Level: 1
	Health:	19	Strength:	9
	Stamina:	19	Endurance:	10
	Mana:	34	Agility:	6
	-	-	Intelligence:	6
	-	-	Spirit:	24
	-	-	Willpower:	11
	Traits
	(Wild Affinity)	Access to the wild language. Reduces hostility with wildlife.
	(Sweet Aroma)	Your body is constantly permeating a honeyed scent. The smell makes you irresistible to men and even enhances the libido of women.
	Skills
	Photosynthesis	V	You may use plant-kin organs to gain sustenance .
	Earth Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 

learn earth spells.
	Water Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 

learn water spells.
	Proficiency: Whip	II	From lariats to chains, you are able to competently wield most of these fluid weapons with accuracy.








+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






	STATUS
	Sylvia	Dryad (Female)	Level: 1
	Health:	15	Strength:	7
	Stamina:	15	Endurance:	6
	Mana:	23	Agility:	9
	-	-	Intelligence:	12
	-	-	Spirit:	14
	-	-	Willpower:	7
	Traits
	(Wild Affinity)	Access to the wild language. Reduces hostility with wildlife.
	(Dark Knowledge)	Access to the dark language.
	Skills
	Analyze	I	You can perceive the name and features of a 

target.
	Item Box	I	You have access to a universal purpose 

storage object.
	Earth Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 

learn earth spells.
	Water Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 

learn water spells.
	Life Magic	I	You possess the qualifications to 

learn life spells.
	Photosynthesis	II	You may use plant-kin organs to gain sustenance. You're body is able to more efficiently refine nutrients into energy which can be used to fuel spells or restore health.
	Gardening	I	You can handle seeds and young plants without accidentally killing them.
	Plant Manipulation	II	You can alter a plants growth when some delicate detail. Natural properties dormant in the plant can be brought out.
	Tailoring	II	You can produce simple yet attractive attire from most non magical materials.
	Proficiency: Quarterstaff	I	You can wield long staves properly to both parry and deal quickening successive blows.



        


Chapter 05


            Author note: NSFW portions later. My first chapter here to earn that [R18] tag.


P.S. I am not a pervert. 


P.P.S. It was inspired by certain reader comments. YOU KNOW WHO YOU ARE. ^_^






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







“HAAHHH!”






SMUSH






A sickening sound reverberates through the area when my staff crushes the fearsome beast.






	You have defeated the Bunny.









It has been nine days since I first started traveling with Alyssa, but we've still not found the forest edge. The wild beasts regularly attack us in the afternoon and every encounter is a near death experience. Even though no other bunny lords appear, normal bunnies still really hurt!






I collapse heavily next to a nearby tree and turn away from yet another censor worthy scene.






“Here's some water, you were amazing again!” Alyssa passes me a hollowed wild gourd filled with the refreshing liquid. I take a deep drink.






“Phuaa... I'm alive again. Thanks Aly.”






She's sitting next to me and resting her head on my shoulder for this break. Skinship is important.






…






Even though Alyssa looks really cheerful, I don't exactly share her mood. It's because we have been moving for NINE days and the exit is nowhere in sight. Every day monsters attack us and the bunnies keep going after my hair! Is it really that tasty for them?! Have they not learned their lesson yet?! HUH?!






No good... must calm down... breath...






I exhale deeply.






This forest is totally dark in the day too. It's dreary. The trees are so thick overhead, only the occasional bits of sun come down. So far we've been lucky with finding clearings just before nightfall. Without the moon's blessings... or... I admit... our love time in the evenings, I'm sure I would have fallen in despair or died long ago.






Ahh... I want to see the sun...






[Photosynthesis] doesn't work well in the shady woods, and there's no point in spending the whole day at the clearings so recovering from the battles has become hard. We are even carrying spare water and harvested berries for food. <Create Water> isn't used often to conserve mana and we can't see the sunlight to fill our... stomachs?






Anyways, I'm glad we can eat fruit... at first I was worried... like... does this count as cannibalism? But it doesn't seem so. Alyssa gobbles berries up very happily. She really likes sweet things. I do too.






And all that rabbit meat? Just the thought turns my stomach. It's not that I'm a vegetarian... or at least, I wasn't... but for some reason, the thought really really turns me off now. Dryad instincts? Maybe. But swallowing charred flesh is... yuck... I don't think I'll ever get to taste BBQ again...






Even though I remember enjoying it... the memory makes me gag now... I want to cry...






	Stamina has recovered by 1.







...




But really though... without [Photosynthesis], nothing recovers quickly, so I don't get to use much magic at all... So unfair.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







“WHY CAN'T WE LEAVE THIS FOREST?!”






My shout echoes and Alyssa turns her gaze startled. Did my shout attract more monsters... I don't care. I'm tired of this place.






But Alyssa is giving me a very strange look.






“Sis, did you want to travel outside of the woods?”






It sounded as if she wasn't aware! Were we only enjoying a pleasant stroll?


Whilst gazing at her face, a lot of the dissatisfaction had started melting away... Honestly this girl... When you make that kind of expression, I can't do anything you know. My voice becomes calm.






“Yes, I wanted to find a village or town. Maybe see some other humans-... or something like that.” I almost said humans like me, but I'm not human anymore... oh right, I need to pretend to be an elf.






“We can ask the trees then. They know the whole forest really well. They even tell me where the moonlight glades are before night comes.”






EH?






“H-how come I never heard about this before? Aren't you also finding the walk hard?”






Aly makes her cute puzzled face again before responding, “Wasn't it training? Because sis said she wanted to get stronger. We've been fighting lots of scary monsters and have made the place a lot safer for the other plants too. The grass is really happy now.”






“That is....” my words trail off and I inspect my current Status.






	STATUS
	Sylvia	Dryad (Female)	Level: 6
	Health:	16/20	Strength:	11
	Stamina:	8/22	Endurance:	6
	Mana:	19/44	Agility:	11
	-	-	Intelligence:	12
	-	-	Spirit:	18
	-	-	Willpower:	7









She isn't wrong. Not exactly. I've raised my level to six and even though I don't check, I know my [Proficiency: Quarterstaff] has risen to rank III as well. 






Alyssa has likewise experienced growth.






	Alyssa	Alraune	Level: 6
	Health:	22/25	Mana:	26/47
	Stamina:	21/30	-	-
	In the dark, this green skinned sentient plant could easily pass as a human woman. A large pink blossom adorns her hair. This alraune has a particularly seductive form, though this may be common amongst her species.









She used to be so scared of the bunnies at first, but now they don't phase her at all. Her stats look higher than me too. And that stamina... Is this why she always gets her way at night? I can never seem to keep up.






…






“Sis! Hey! Are you listening... the trees are telling us how to exit now... ehhh... sis?” Aly's voice calls me back before I fall into that mental image trap again.






“I'm listening Aly...” And I really can seem to hear the trees... they are speaking in a mixture of pictures and words... right in my mind. 






Somehow, they show me something like a map of the entire forest region. I see the pond clearing where I first met Alyssa near the western edge. The goblin battlefield is some distance southeast of that. The trees then show us our path of hardship.






According this image... haven't we been walking in a spiraling circle?






My thoughts are being read because I get the sense that the trees are answering yes. It was a rhetorical question though. Many other images and voices of gratitude then chime in from other forest plants. They wish to offer a reward.






Seems Aly and I have done serious damage to the local bunny population.






Shaking assaults the trees nearby and I hear the groans of bark twisting and moving.






Will it be a magic sword? Or maybe a staff? A bow would be fine too... no wait, I've no idea how to use a bow, I just played archers in games.






Sunlight bursts down from above and the beautiful rays cause my hair to tingle in joy. Oh... it feels divine.






An exhausted sounding voice asks if I am pleased with the reward. It takes a lot of energy for regular trees to shift themselves.






…






Where is the magic staff? Oh... sunlight was my reward? Um... thank you, it is really lovely. I feel alive again thanks to you...






The forest gives off feelings of pleasure. Trees don't understand sarcasm fortunately. Aly and I spread our roots and photosynthesize.






...






Well... I'm happy with the map information too. We can exit the forest by heading north west. The trek should only take one more day. There seems to be a logging village sitting at the edge. Unusual that the trees don't harbor much resentment towards it... do they provide something to the forest?






The trees show me elven magicians regularly planting new saplings and infusing magic to make them grow faster.






That's like... livestock...






None of the plants understand the concept... though they recognize herbivore animals and show reaction to that. Oh well... the trees are fine with it so I guess it's alright.






Hmm... that warning of danger, back at the dead goblin field kind of felt like this... so the trees were talking then, hmm...






...






Aly has been swaying quietly beside me this whole time and shows a smile.






“Sis, you make beautifully clear pictures.” I think that's like saying I have a nice voice?






“Thanks. Let's head towards the village now. There's not much left to learn from slaying bunnies.”






“Okay!”






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







It is evening and Aly and I are deep within the throws of passion.






We've always been left undisturbed so I'd forgotten that this was completely out in the open... where anything or anyone not hostile could stumble upon us. In my lust hazed mind, I never even registered the sudden intruder until I felt an unfamiliar tongue dip between my legs.






“Hyaaan-,” my shocked moan is quickly sealed by another kiss. Alyssa is not aware and she thinks I'm reacting to her play as usual. 


But vaguely, I'm aware... Aly is sucking on my tongue, so it can't be hers I feel down there.






The haze dims and I can hear the sound of buzzing... Alyssa suddenly breaks the kiss and let's out her own sweet moan. It seems she is receiving the same treatment to her nether valley.






My blurry vision registers the sight of a giant bee pressing its face into my lover's crotch and it has its long tongue extended deep inside her!






	Mertis Hive Worker Bee	Insect (Female)	Level: 12
	Health:	39/39	Mana:	6/6
	Stamina:	34/34	-	-
	Aside from matching the size of an adult human, this insect possesses the same appearance as a garden variety honey bee. Due to the large mass, their usual diet is nectar gathered from giant flower tree forests, though any other large flowering plant species will suit them just as well.
	Active Effects
	None	-









“Ehh- hiiieeeee!” There is another bee behind me too and it is clearly using its tongue where no nectar should be! Right?!






“A-Aly! We-... Mmmmph-” I'm cut off when she kisses me again! Why?!






My legs are trembling weakly because the tongue is pushing at a spot I really can't handle... Ahhn... my mind is going white...






Something is gushing down there... muscles that I didn't have as a human are tightening and quivering in addition to the usual ones and everything is going white. Our own tongues are entwined so I'm moaning into Aly's mouth... because she looks to be experiencing the same... and it's just too sexy. 






Both of us would have collapsed forward if not for the fact that our upper bodies were so tightly clasped together. With both of us bent at the waist and trapped in this awkwardly spread standing position, the bees are... the bees are... 


Ahhhhnnn... it isn't stopping...






There's a faint mist covering the surroundings and [Analyze] tries to take my attention with some windows...






	Dryad Pollen
	Released into the air when a dryad receives stimulation in a certain region, it is often accompanied by an increase of the dryad's nectar production. Prized by alchemists for its use in virility drugs, dryad pollen commands a high value. Harvesting is difficult however for it loses efficacy quickly in the air.









	Alraune Pollen
	Released into the air when an alraune receives stimulation in a certain region, it is often accompanied by an increase of the alraune's nectar production. Prized by alchemists for its use in feminine fertility potions, alraune pollen commands a high value. Harvesting is difficult however for it loses efficacy quickly in the air.









I don't see the messages because the tongue is lapping me up deeply... my lower body tightens once more and the pleasure crests again, eliciting another burst of mist into the air.






My MP and STA are flashing empty and [Photosynthesis] involuntarily triggers. My roots stabilize my legs a little, but I really feel no strength there. Ahhh... Aly is the same... we are really matched lovers... Huge petals also sprout about her shins and form a fragrant bowl. Its beautiful and intoxicating... This is not the charmed status effect talking...






Even as we kiss, I can hear more bees arriving. Lured by the heavy scent, a lot have come. Aly is so lucky... all her extra nectar is being caught in that flowery cup, but I am making a sticky mess.






...






[Photosynthesis] is letting our bodies keep the nectar flowing, so bees come and go for the rest of the night... it is a very long night...
        


Chapter 06


            It was a very long night...




Was I thinking that before?




Because I was wrong. It was a very long night... and then a very long day... and then a very long night...




…




The bees didn't let us go for a week. I thought I was going to die!




My legs don't work properly so I'm clinging to Alyssa as we walk. Sitting... may forever be a problem. WHY WON'T THE NECTAR STOP?!




Sticky, sweet fluid is still running down my thighs. Aly's is too... but she is walking forward without any issues. As if her legs weren't weak at all! Why is she fine?! I'm trembling...




“Sis, if your body is feeling bad, we can rest again.” Her concerned expression is too cute. She is seriously giving off that I will protect you vibe.




“No, it's okay... the village isn't much farther...” I shake my head and she gives my hand a comforting squeeze. Somewhere along the way, Alyssa has gotten the mistaken impression that I have a weak constitution. That isn't it Aly. There's just been too many overwhelming things happening. I'm not normally like this. You believe me, right... Aly?




I look to her with a hopeful expression and she pats my head assuringly. Oh, I wasn't even speaking out loud so she misunderstood... but her touch is soothing so I'll let it slide.




When I gaze again at my Status, I suppress another shiver.




	STATUS
	Sylvia	Dryad (Female)	Level: 17
	Health:	43/43	Strength:	11
	Stamina:	37/37	Endurance:	18
	Mana:	92/92	Agility:	11
	Arousal:	34%	Intelligence:	9
	-	-	Spirit:	33
	-	-	Willpower:	5







Alyssa and I both leveled 11 times. But we didn't fight any battles. It seems my attributes are growing in an odd direction. My INT and WIL even went down. 




To have gotten experience from doing... those things...




I NEVER WANT TO DO THIS KIND OF POWERLEVELING EVER AGAIN!!!!!




And!




A bunch of strange new features have shown up!




	Arousal: 34%







Underneath my stamina bar, there is a pink meter.




	(Hentai Mechanics)	NEW! You are now vulnerable to carnal based attacks. Erotic techniques, activities, or stimulus will increase the Arousal gauge. When maxed, the orgasm status effect is applied. The orgasm effect rapidly settles arousal but blocks all actions. It is possible to extend the duration of this effect with continual amorous stimulus, however this may lead to attribute degradation.
	(Heightened Nectar Production)	NEW! Your body will endlessly generate nectar so long as your arousal is not empty.







I've gained a new traits.




	Proficiency: Vaginal Sex	VII	NEW! You have gained expansive knowledge about the erogenous zones within a certain part of your body. You can skillfully shift position so any penetrating stimulus will always hit you the right way. Arousal gains from associated acts are increased.
	Proficiency: Oral Sex	III	NEW! Having experienced countless hours of deep and passionate kissing, your tongue now moves with a will of its own when giving and receiving pleasure. Arousal gains from associated acts are increased.







Two unwanted skills have appeared!




…




ERASE IT!!!




I didn't sign up for such a game. Is this more bullying? [Analyze], this is all your fault! My status is corrupted because of you!




…




The tears don't come any more... because all the spare water in my body is turning into nectar...




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Something is groaning pitifully ahead of us. It sounds like, whatever it is, it's in a lot of pain. Aly and I separate and ready our weapons. Honestly, if it's another bunny... it can have my hair. My legs really have no strength.




Fortunately for us, when we round a tree and find the source, there is no monster. It is actually a very small man lying face down in the dirt. Oh, and when I say small, I mean could fit in a backpack, about the height of a nice pair of boots small. He's wearing a woven tan tunic and pants. There are no wings, so he's probably not a fairy.




Aly and I share a look and mentally converse.




'What is this thing?'




'No idea... is it food?'




Ehh? Aly... are you a carnivore now? There is no sense of danger so it isn't a monster... but he is clearly not a fruit or nut. Ahh... but a pleasant scent is coming from him. Cinnamon?




The small guy lifts his head and has the expression of having just met two goddess'. Unaware of the danger, he pleas, “Oh beautiful ladies! I am so hungry... might you share some food to this pitiful old man?”




Just who is the old man? Although he is small, his appearance is totally youthful! His ears are pointed though... so maybe he is old for his race?




Aly starts to drool at the mention of food and I quickly hold her back. We aren't that kind of monster.




“Um... sure mister... We have some wild berries left over. Since we're going to the village to restock, we can share.”




His eyes light up at the mention of the village, but his words don't match.




“FRUIT?! No! No! NO! Not that kind of food! You are a dryad right?!”




Am I already exposed?! Before I can deny it, the man lets out a shout.




“AHHH! This heavenly scent... It is driving me crazy! And the other girly too! That mesmerizing amber liquor... I have to have a taste!” He then dives at Aly's legs and greedily slurps.




EHHHH?!




“Ahnn~”




	Arousal has risen.







Shut up Status!




“Stop touching my Aly!!!” I shout and try to grab the man, but he skillfully evades and slides under my legs. Before I can react, his tongue is already licking my thigh clean.




“OOOHHH!” slurp, “Both are too wonderful!” slurp, “I could never decide!” lick, “I must have both!” lick slurp lick...




“YOU CAN'T HAVE EITHER OF US YOU PERVERTED IMP!” my scream has no effect so I try to fling the man away with a kick. But again, he quickly slips away to stand before us. I'm protectively holding Alyssa.




“Sis...” a lovingly seductive whisper.




	Arousal has risen.







Ahh! Don't misunderstand the situation Aly!




I quickly release her from my embrace and glare at the pervert.




He's standing in a gentleman's posture and is clearing his throat! As if he were an unrelated party! Just who do you think caused this situation?! Our nectar has completely soiled your clothes you know! AHHH!




“Ahem. Wonderful ladies... thanks to you, I have revived. Please... allow this humble me to guide your enchanting visages to our fair village.”




Did a vein just pop on my forehead?




That... that calm and grateful expression...




…




“ACCEPT PUNISHMENT AND DIE!!!!”




I raise my staff and viciously swing it down on the worm. But he is just too nimble! I'm led on a merry chase around a tree.




...




Alyssa is finishing off the berries we picked while watching, because she was hungry.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Author's Note: Testing character sheet style. The images MAY be inappropriate. If so, someone please tell me so I can remove them... Unless a moderator beats me to it.




I do not own any of the images used in this work.




There was a comment asking about how Alyssa and Sylvia differed, so this came to mind.




	-
	Sylvia	Dryad (Female)	Level 17
	Spoiler : 
[image: http%3a%2f%2fi269.photobucket.com%2falbums%2fjj76%2f...tqmdre.jpg]


	STATUS


Health: 43/43


Stamina: 37/37


Mana: 92/92




Arousal: 0%




ATTRIBUTES


Strength: 11


Endurance: 18


Agility: 11


Intelligence: 9


Spirit: 33


Willpower: 5




TRAITS


(Wild Affinity)


(Dark Knowledge)


(Hentai Mechanics)


(Heightened Nectar Production)


Hidden (Fertilized)
	SKILLS


Analyze – Rank I


Item Box – Rank I


Earth Magic – Rank I


Water Magic – Rank I


Life Magic – Rank I


Photosynthesis – Rank IV


Gardening – Rank I


Plant Manipulation – Rank II


Tailoring – Rank II


Proficiency: Quarterstaff – Rank III


Proficiency: Vaginal Sex – Rank VII


Proficiency: Oral Sex – Rank III

	-







	-
	Alyssa	Alraune (Female)	Level 17
	Spoiler : 
[image: http%3a%2f%2fi269.photobucket.com%2falbums%2fjj76%2f...nszpae.jpg]


	STATUS


Health: 50/50


Stamina: 61/61


Mana: 75/75




Arousal: 0%




ATTRIBUTES


Strength: 9


Endurance: 25


Agility: 8


Intelligence: 7


Spirit: 33


Willpower: 16




TRAITS


(Wild Affinity)


(Sweet Aroma)


(Hentai Mechanics)


(Heightened Nectar Production)


Hidden (Fertilized)
	SKILLS


Photosynthesis – Rank IV


Earth Magic – Rank I


Water Magic – Rank I


Proficiency: Whip – Rank V


Pheromone Alchemy – Rank I


Proficiency: Vaginal Sex – Rank III


Proficiency: Oral Sex – Rank II

	-



        


Chapter 06 Side Story Alyssa + Author Note


            Author Note: Wow, didn't expect so much curiosity about the numbers... but I'm happy there is interest... The low stats are related to the plot, so I won't reveal just yet... but I have notes written so please look forward to a game mechanics write up on a later date.




Also, sorry to everyone who is worried about Sylvia... she is facing a harsh journey true... but again, her obviously weak strength is also related to the plot. It will hopefully become understandable in the future chapters.




Also, because I feel bad about leaving people in suspense, please accept this short side story as a consolation.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Written from Alyssa's point of view.






On that day... I met her. She was the most beautiful plant in the world. She was everything I wanted to be... but I was so tiny. Even though I'd been growing for 20 years, I still needed 80 more until I could flower... Then I would be big and beautiful... just like her...






Wahh... I can't feel the moon anymore...






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







It's too amazing!






Even though I still needed to grow 80 more years... she made it happen all at once! I thought she'd only make me a little bigger, like six... or maybe seven more leaves... but the magic was so rich and powerful... Oh! I can bloom now! Wahh.... I have so many leaves. The moonlight feels amazing!~






“Sis!” I love you!






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







OH! Sis is doing something interesting! She's making the leaves look different. Really strange. I've never seen a plant shaped like that before. I finish drinking water really fast and join her.






“Morning sis! What are you playing with? It looks pretty.”






…






A short time later...






That! That vine sis is working with. Thats that nasty guy who is always showing off his pretty colored leaves! He was so hateful... every season he'd grow a ton of leaves and starve all the light away from the other almost pretty vines. And then he became the only vine with pretty colors left!






Haha... now you lost all your leaves and are just a tiny circle now!






“Sis! Sis! That last thing you made! I want it!”






…






Ehehe... now who's the pretty one stupid vine! You're just a small circle so you can spin, spin, spin~






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Wahh~ Sis took down another long ear beast! She looks so strong when fighting them... even though she's normally really weak. Her face is always red with a fever when I look at her, but she always says she's fine.






I hope there's no bad mold growing on her. I'll check extra carefully tonight. Sis seems to like it when I do that.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Sis is so cute... there's a certain spot that I can touch and she does anything I want. When the cute sounds come out, she is always saying yes. 






I want a kiss... and she goes mmnn...






I want to be rubbed here... and she goes okay...






If I touch the spot a lot, she turns all gooey. This is my new favorite place. Ehehe~






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Bees have come tonight...






They say the hive is doing bad this season and the queen's little ones are hungry.






Hmm... even though they are asking us for food, sis isn't saying anything... can't she hear them?






...






I'll tell them it's okay to drink then... 






Because... Sis has been working so hard to protect the grass, I'm sure she'd want to help the bees too.






Oh, they are still worried sis might say no... I know! As payment for the food, they should make sis feel extra good! I'll show them my favorite spot...






“Ahhn~... yes... please more...”






Hehe... see... Sis is saying yes, so its okay to drink now. She is so kind... I love you sis!
        


Chapter 07


            Author Note: Please endure a little more pervertedness... the plot thickens a bit soon, I promise.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







I ended up tripping because my legs gave out in the midst of the chase. The old pervert proceeded to take advantage and sample another taste. Aly was no help at all and started kissing me. Both our legs were thoroughly... cleaned...






…






Because it was Aly, I couldn't even get angry and was again clinging to her, weak kneed, as we were guided to the village.






Even though this place supposedly specializes in lumber, there are plenty of farm fields and other trade-buildings packed about. Those fields, a lot of strange and new plants were growing in them. I want to go see...






But my desire will have to wait as the pervert leads us to a slightly miniature tavern. It's built into a mound and has a round doorway which Alyssa and I have to hunch to pass through. It is not unlike a certain short race's dwelling in a certain story about an evil ring.






With great reluctance, I take an offered seat. Torture...






...






Apparently, the pervert's name is Vashtor and he is this village's elder. Oh, and his race is a brownie, a subtype of fey. This village has a variety of elven and fey residents, although it is still part of a human kingdom. 






The human king, or whatever, only asks for regular shipments of lumber. Since it is easy to produce with magic, the residents are fine with it. In exchange for this tax, soldiers regularly patrol the area for bandits as well as send expeditions to subjugate any troublesome monster dens if discovered.






Hmmm... sounds like a comfortable arrangement...






Since the old pervert is offering so much information willingly, I'll ignore the hungry expression he keeps directing towards my thighs. It's better than the cleavage glance that most men do. A little bit.






Just then, a loud clattering of feet sound outside and a mass of other fae folk enter the once empty tavern. The pounding feet had caused me to stand in shock which only ended with me banging my head into the low ceiling. Nursing my head, I wanted to cry... I lost a hitpoint.






But the room was soon packed, there was no way out.






“Whew! Today was exhausting.”


“What is that amazing smell?”


“Mom... I'm really hungry.”






And other such voices were heard as their speakers crowded into the room. A lot of surprised, and then expectant gazes locked onto Aly and me.






“Hey Vash! Who are the beauties?” A bulky lumberjack looking brownie approached the pervert elder.






“Oh! Good work today Tarn. Just two prospective new residents!”






Eh?






“””OHHHHH!””” The crowd went wild at the announcement. Those expectant gazes really hurt.






Alyssa has been watching with a curious gaze, but I know her best. There's a hint of drool at the corner of her lips. Because the brownies still smell like cinnamon.






“Pretty dryad lady, is it okay to eat a little?”






There is a very young... very nervous... looking fairy girl who has trapped me with her pleading eyes.






…






AHH! FINE!


I don't care anymore... my voice becomes tremulous.






“I-if you are okay with it... please...” I briefly close my eyes and shift my seating position to... offer... my free flowing nectar.






“Me too!” Aly chimes and mimics my gesture.






This isn't a new type of play Aly... please don't make those shining eyes at me...






…






Most of the fey folk are using tools. Jars, cups, or bowls are being used to gather our honey. But some are like the old pervert and are licking hungrily at the source.






Residents flow in and out of the over packed tavern to inform neighbors or get more jars to... stock up.






“Oh ho ho... heavenly...” slurp, “... so heavenly...” slurp, “I could never get enough of this taste!”






That... pervert elder... he never separates from us and seemingly has a bottomless appetite too.






“Mmmn~ Sis... more...”






Also, I am deeply kissing Aly. Because she was gazing so hungrily at the brownie children, I took it upon myself to prevent any accidents. An entirely pure motive.






	Arousal has risen.









…






The nectar festival lasts long into the night. Since we spend the whole time indoors, we didn't get to see Lucianna's Blessing for the first time. 






Ahh... we leveled up again... 






Can I cry?






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







In the early hours of the morning, I stealthily escape the tavern. The revelries were over, but the drunken and greedy ones had been gorging themselves until they collapsed unconscious. I hope they all get killer hangovers and stomach aches.






I'm sorry Aly, if any of them wake up... go ahead and eat them... I won't stop you.






I take her soft mewling snore as confirmation.






…






The giant moon Lucianna has already set, but the other two smaller moons are still out. Dawn should be a bit off so the streets are empty. I go to the farm fields.






…






There are eight fields fenced off and all of them are growing something wildly different. Oh... that purple fruit covered in black spots... just what is this feeling, it seems really strong.






“Hold it lass!”






“Eh?” I stop my hand and look at the small fairy speedily zipping towards me. Ah, is he the farmer? The fairy is wearing a suspender outfit and even holding a pitchfork... A really tiny pitchfork...






“Those things are dangerous... you don't want to be putting your hands on em. Oi- ain't you the honey pot girl?”






“What did you just call me?! No wait... nevermind...” I was about to get angry... but I can't really refute. “Sorry, was this your field... I'm not here to steal.”






“Ah, lass you don't understand. You must be a young'n to not know what this is.” The fairy farmer carefully approaches the fruit I almost touched and pokes it with his pitchfork.






Oh my god! Vicious needles spring out of the black spots... I almost put my hand on that thing.






“This here's a mirragon fruit. Named after some kind of bloodsucking lassy the heroes said existed. Appropriate name fer it. Ya see that,” The farmer points his pitchfork at another fruit higher up on the plant. There's a moth-fish... thing... wriggling desperately after being impaled by four or five needles. The sight leaves me shuddering.






“Now ya understand, right? That bugger got stuck two days ago and he's still lively despite the pin treatment. But if ya look even closer...” My eyes can't help to follow and focus towards his point, “right there- there's tiny lights goin in and out of it.”






“What are they?”






“Now that lassy, I've no idea. All I know is that, if your hands get pricked... they don't ever let go... and the little lights keep ya livin through the hell. And whenever anything gets caught, the plant gets bigger. I figure it's eatin something from it, since there's growin and all, but it must not be enough to kill the sorry fellows.”






“Why the hell would you grow something like this in a farm?” I'm staring with horrified fascination.






“Well that I got an answer for... Ya see, the fruit is mighty tasty to those human counts and kings and such. They say it makes em stronger in the mystical faculties... whatever that means. But ya see... the pansy tallfolk, no offense lassy, are too scared to grow the suckers themselves. So we grow em here and get payed in very fine wine which is a hell of a lot more trouble to make.”






Hmm... stronger in magic?






“Can I try one?”






“Sure lassy, that honey of yours was mighty tasty... will keep my own honey real sweet to me for a while too. Since ya got that whole... plant talker, thing about ya... and the warnings now delivered, ya can handle it.”






The farmer flits away before I get to ask about the other fields too. Let's not be greedy for now... I turn back to the mirragon plant. I did talk to the trees... My eyes close and I send an image of greeting to the plant.






…






Nothing... but I get the feeling that it did hear me... What? Am I not good enough to talk to- OUCH!






	You have lost 3 hitpoints.









I look down towards my stomach and find one of the plant's vines has extended and wrapped about me. Several of it's hanging fruit have pricked me... 






I feel... a little... faint...






...






Blackness engulfs me as I pass out.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







“Sis!”






Mmmn... the sun is so bright... Let me soak in some more... just a few more minutes...






“SIS! Wake up!”






Ehh... Aly? My eyes pop open and I'm met with the chill dawn air. The sun hasn't actually lifted beyond the treeline... I'm kind of disappointed. Aly, the fairy farmer, and the old pervert are looking down on me.






“Sorry... to have fallen asleep here... I made you worried.”






I receive a hug from Aly and warm gazes from the two fey. But I think I am forgetting something... my eyes involuntarily lower but find nothing wrong with my body... There are no new VR message box alerts either. Although... my stomach does feel a little tighter... and heavier...






“The lovely sight of two maidens in reunion is healing my tired old bones... Ah- if only I could enjoy such a tender embrace. Would you two ladies care to take pity on this poor soul and offer some breakfast?”






Trembling... I think I am trembling... this... this scumbag pervert really needs to die...






“Oi, elder... I think yer scaren the lassies.”






“Now now old friend, I was only joking... come ladies... lets return to the tavern, we should at least give you something in return for the blessed banquet you provided.”






A reward? Really? For some reason- the thought never even occurred to me before... but now that he mentions it...






…






The thought leaves me feeling a little dirty... like selling myself. But I don't want to be taken advantage of and do things for free... even the trees only gave me sunlight for all those bunnies...






“Gifts~ gifts~ Come on sis!” Aly pulls me along to follow the pervert and the farmer back to the tavern. Feeling a bit troubled still, I turn back to where I had fallen asleep. Just in time to see the mirragon plants stop shaking.






Were they just speaking? I didn't hear anything like with the trees... it must have been the wind...
        


Chapter 08


            The tavern was already busy with bustling, hungry fey, but they were sating themselves on hotcakes and fruit and only gave us morning greetings in passing. Aly is drooling so I ask if we can have some too and they are only too happy to serve us.






While I... gingerly... seat myself next to Alyssa, the old pervert at the opposite side of the table receives a cloth wrapped bundle from a official looking brownie. The glasses and crisp uniform really gives off that staff member effect. Fey sure do dress conveniently... it is easy to tell their professions... All except the elder at least.






“Ahem. In gratitude, for the plentiful offerings of food you have provided this village... I, as the current leader of this Reinholm settlement, do now offer you the keys to the Reinholm chateau. The grounds may serve as your residence in perpetuity.”






Cheers erupt in the background from all the dining fey who had stopped to listen to this very official sounding proclamation.






…






I, on the other hand, am finding it hard not to frown. I've no plans to stay long term... Aly and I are on a journey...






Before I can refuse politely, the pervert continues.






“The residence is actually a beautiful great tree which has grown hollowed out for living. The upper branches house a number of fey families but most of the lower trunk is made up of spacious rooms decorated to match well with your enchanting presences.”






...






“The tree also borders a very quaint grove, encircled in many rare cultivated plants.”






...






“Ahem. It would truly be an honor if you would accept this humble gift.”






I look aside towards Aly to hear her opinion, but she is too engrossed in the hotcakes.






“Yummy! Sis, these are tasty and warm! They smell like you too!”






…






I don't think that is normal honey being poured on the cakes...






Anyways... Did he say rare plants?... I... guess it wouldn't hurt to take a look... No! Wait- I won't be bribed in this way... this pervert is clearly after our nectar!






“I'm sorry, but our journey-” I get interrupted again.






“Oh! In addition, let me offer you this plant as well!”






The elder receives a potted vine from the brownie aide... What? You were you holding out on us?!






The young vine looks very healthy, but I don't see anything special about it... but pervert is all too happy to explain.






“I've noticed how the gentle miss has been a bit... reluctant... with our innocent harvesting?” 






This pervert... so he was aware...






“Ahem... Anyways, this little one may be of assistance. The Aquine's roots are exceptionally absorbent. If you plant its roots within your divine valley, the vine will happily grow and bear fruit filled with delicious nectar. You're enticing legs will be clean of temptation. An excellent solution if I do say so myself.”






I shudder at the obscene image. I am seriously ready to beat down this pervert in fury... His purpose is completely obvious. But I can handle this calmly... smoothly... there are children watching after all.






“We are grateful for the gifts elder... but must respectfully decline. Aly and I are on a journey to get stronger so we must take our leave... Come on Aly.”






I'm about to stand and pull Alyssa away, but again the elder stops me and interrupts.






“W-Wait! O-one week! The... um...” the brownie aide quickly whispers in the elder's ear and his expression partially darkens, but then recovers as if having an idea. “The danger is too much for such lovely ladies!






Only recently, we discovered the presence of a powerful demon in the region. The humans had dispatched knights to subjugate a great amassing of goblins only to discover another grave threat. They suffered many losses, and despite successfully putting down the goblins, the demon has escaped. To have defeated that many warriors and magicians proves the demon was at least a duke or higher class! Truly a terrible time for gentle flowers to be wandering without protection!”






I'm assaulted with a cold sweat. He's talking about then, right? Was the demon really that strong? It was only a lesser one according to [Analyze]... but it did have my body, does that make a difference? How strong is a demon duke? I am shivering, but the pervert looks subtly pleased.






“Also! We have received reports of a dangerous killer on the loose!”






Huh? Wouldn't it make staying in this village be worse for us? He continues though...






“It has been keeping its gruesome activities localized to the southern forests for now... but who knows if it hasn't moved on. The forest smells of blood and scouts have discovered numerous horrible carcasses of small animals strewn about. To describe the scenes further would only cause distress for you beauties.”






Ehh?






“It does not appear to be a wild animal, for it is not hunting them for food. We can only assume it is a psychotic and murder loving fiend. If it were not for the small scale, I would not even be surprised if this were the work of the new demon!”






EHHHH?!






“Truly, the two of you are fortunate not to have encountered such a vicious being thus far.”






Aly had started paying attention a bit ago and is about to chime in.






“Hmmm... Actually- Ahhn~”






I quickly embrace Alyssa and make an expression of great fear. My hand very covertly gropes a soft part to stop her words. Operation Silence Aly was a success. 






	Arousal has risen.









Shut up!






I shiver again to emphasize my afraid look... but it's honestly just nervousness now.






The nearby fey folk however, buy my act and sympathetic gazes are cast all around... Alyssa is even patting my head. No Aly... you shouldn't be fooled too. Oh... but her hand is soothing...






“Ah... It was not my intention to have alighted such terror.” You liar. “But fear not, our village may be humble, but it is not without defences. At the very least, we will not be taken unawares with our many wards and sentries stationed about.






There has been an increase in wolves and other predators due to the blood scent and easy food... Some scouts and more remote living residents have taken injuries, but it has not yet reached a level to threaten the village proper...”






Bad... bad... that part is definitely our fault, right? Seeing my determination to leave already starting to waver, the pervert elder finishes me off.






“Ah I understand... such compassion! If you are worried, we would welcome your services as a healer to those wounded citizens.”






I want to cry... but answer with a trembling voice.






“Alright... please... let me help for a while...”






“Sis! You are so amazing!”






I receive a loving hug and the grateful... and relieved... expressions of many.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







I think the old pervert is afraid I'll quickly heal everyone and escape... he isn't letting me visit the infirmary house with the wounded. Instead I'm told to explore the village and my new home to calm my nerves. His offer to guide me is firmly declined.






Since I might as well, let's look at the house first. I take the Aquine plant, because it is mine, and leave.






The distance is not far, I can even see the towering tree from the tavern's entrance. I'll be going alone though, Aly wants to eat more hot cakes... and she doesn't even refuse pervert's invitation of company. Aly, you traitor...






Feeling lonely when I arrive, I focus on the amazing array of flora decorating my new property. The grove is filled with bursts of colorful flowers, whirling patterns of vines, and plenty of unusual vegetables... a quintessential garden of plenty. The faint breeze makes a nice contrast to the sun's warmth and a feeling of comfort settles in. This sensation... I could sprout my roots and live here forever...






I wake up alert. Wahh... dangerous... I almost fell for the pervert's trap.






With brisk steps, I rush into the tree trunk alcove and enter. The interior is pleasantly spacious. It is deceptive when compared to the exterior size of the treehouse. Unusual how clean the polished wood furniture is. The shelves even have books. Did the old residents really leave?






I pick one of the books off the shelf and open it. The words are unreadable. [Analyze] why haven't you been saying anything? I replace the book and continue to tour, eventually finding my way to the bedroom. Oh... there is a mirror here. It has been a while since I saw one... amongst other things...






It has a clear image of my current me and the sight troubles me. Aren't I getting fat? Although I say that, I am not really looking at my stomach because my eyes are watching the nectar that still continues to leak... This is a serious problem.






Messiness aside, I've been getting assaulted left and right because of this stuff. The sweet scent too is no doubt having some kind of effect in attracting danger. 






I hesitantly turn my gaze towards the pervert's other gift, the Aquine plant. 






	Aquine Plant
	A flowering vine plant that favors moist environments. The plant has highly absorbent roots and will draw up all types of moisture to store in its fruit. This aspect is popular with butchers to draw blood rapidly and cleanly out of meat.









To have a plant growing out of me... down there... doesn't this look just as bad?






My attention turns back to my reflection and I imagine the sight.






…






Obscene. Too obscene... to have a vine hanging out of there... But I can't leave this nectar alone...






I really have to use it, don't I? For the precious little modesty I have left. Don't laugh at me!






If I could at least change the image and hide this dirty effect... 






Change the image? Oh! My clothes! I made them from plants... couldn't I do something similar? Make it a little easier to look at? 






A belt maybe...






…






[Plant Manipulation] is activated and I start my mad idea. A wide strap... leafy patterns along it's length... and the fruit can grow along it like pouches... 






My face flushes scarlet as I imagine the final feature.






The root will entwine into a thin string... long enough to be inserted... like a tampon.






I cast <Accelerate Growth> to complete my monstrous creation.






…






Oh my god... am I really going to wear this?






Gazing upon my reflection once more, I look at the slick nectar and remember all the events yesterday...






I banish the memories with a shudder and slip into the belt.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







I finish washing myself off with <Create Water>. It sure is nice to use magic freely. Just a little [Photosynthesis] and I'm fully recharged... I love you sunlight. Must think positive!






My belt is... functioning properly... That thick sugary fragrance which I had started becoming used to has more or less faded. It really doesn't look that bad, outwardly. The root string is concealed under my leaf sarong. The band wrapped about me has a nice pattern. Even the tiny pear shaped growths now dangling at my hip are a bit attractive. It's just...






I can feel it being sucked up... down there... ugh...






Ignore it me. Nobody can see anything...






	Arousal has risen.









...






I'll go find Aly...






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Being utterly distracted, my path has taken me before a strange shop. But my steps have frozen having completely forgotten my goal. I see something hauntingly familiar being displayed behind the window. Several somethings.






	Obsidian Dagger of Soulsealing
	A dagger which radiates with dark and spacial magic. It possesses the ability to siphon the spiritual body and place it in an empty soul crystal.









They are lined up prominently in rows and are obviously mass produced. With a foreboding feeling, I step into the unknown shop.






“Welcome! Oh, if it ain't the honey girl.” I really want to cry... but I will endure... The brownie shopkeeper doesn't seem to be saying it with any bad intentions. Deep breathes.






“Hello... May I ask what kind of shop this is?” My eyes move purposefully towards the window display.






“Ah! We sell monster training goods here. Pretty popular profession amongst the human folk. Not so much to us fey... for obvious reasons.”






“Obvious reasons?” What makes fey different from the others? He raises his eyebrows at my confusion.






“Hmm... it's distasteful to say it... but we are also something like monsters. Both your kind and mine. Girl, I see you eyeing those Soulsealers. It's the main reason we don't like the tamers... but the job has it's uses.”






Seeing my eyes still holding confusion, he sighs and pulls up an ornate black pot from behind the counter. Next to it places a box of crystal orbs. I shiver because everything from before seems to be coming back.






“Now, I understand your fear... but you wanted to know about these, right? See... tamers go around and enslave monsters, have them fight for them. But some must have figured the regular old animals and beasts you find aren't good enough.”






“Some magic inclined tamer from long ago then created this nasty set of tools.”






“This knife here is put into the heart of a monster. The soul is then sucked out into one of these crystals. Gather enough of them and toss them in the pot... you get a new monster. Abhorrent practice, right?” I'm nodding terrified.






“Strongest soul wins when they're all mixed up. Mutates the beast into something similar. Its common practice to just fuse powerful beasts though. Mixing in weaker souls will usually give a worse result.”






	Demon Soul Urn
	Infernal black patterns line the exterior. The enchantment of this device allows the refinement and fusion of monster soul essences.









“What- what happens if a human soul is put in?”






“Ahh... you've really never heard about this stuff, have you...” I'm being stared at in shock.






“Sorry.”






“No-no... its fine girl. The answer is, it's impossible.”






“Eh?”






“The soulsealer here, doesn't work on humans... When they enchant the blade, the incantation excludes any man born in this world. The maker probably thought to put in a safety when designing the first enchantment... not that it helps us any.”






…






I thank the shopkeeper for all the information and step out of the building shaken.






Of this world... is it?
        


Chapter 09


            Author Note: I'll be out of town for the holiday visiting the in-laws, so no updates until we get back. To everyone who is celebrating, please have a Happy Thanksgiving. This chapter hasn't been revised/edited much, please forgive the rush.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+


(Perverted Brownie Elder, Vashtor)



It is evening and I am watching the divine gift bestowed upon us by the goddess. Oh ho ho, tis not the moonlight I refer to, but the sight of two enchanting beauties entwined so very passionately.



Gifting them this grove was truly an inspired motion. It is blessed with magic to be the most comfortable place in the village... for plants. The many lush flowering bushes growing here, perfect for hiding in, is a testament to that. I expect our lovely ladies will be spending most of their time out here, and very little time in the hard to see rooms of their house. Oh ho ho~



“Psst!” My not-so-reluctant peeking companion is trying to steal my attention. His voice is whispering.



“Oi Vash. What was with that farce today?”



“Whatever could you be refering to my friend?” 



Tarn may have the bulky frame of a lumberjack, but he is also a brownie. We are born with Rank IV [Hiding]. Stealth is in our blood.



“I'm talking about the girls! Even if you are that desperate for nectar, with your kind of personality, they'll eventually leave. House or no house.”



“Tarn... Tarn... my friend... The nose knows...”



“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”



Oh dear... he really is all lumber in the brain. To not see like all the other citizens.



“Were you not aware? The subtly woodsy tasting one, with the pale skin... mewing so delightfully under her green lover... She is a dryad.”



“So?”



“Oh ho ho. Is it still not clear? She is a dryad who is traveling! That means she has not yet bound herself to a tree!”



“What?! So that means your purpose was...”



“Fufu... Now you understand. This old fellow can smell it. I recognize the fragrance of a tree bearing dryad. She will give birth to hers soon. Once the seed bears, it will immediately take root and she will be incapable of leaving it! Her body is nearly ready, within a week.”



“By the Goddess' tits! You are an evil old codger!”



“Oh ho ho! Even were the beauties aware, my [Diplomacy] and [Intimidation] skills are both Rank VII, you know. When I get serious, there is no-one who could remain unswayed by my words! It is why I was made elder after all. Oh ho ho!”



Even whilst conversing, my eyes have yet left the arousing show.



“Oooh... The green one is most certainly the lead in this pairing. Her partner is putty in her hands.”



…



The ladies continue their sweet evening entirely in their own world and unawares.



+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+


(Returning now, to Sylvia's regularly scheduled point of view.)





Alyssa and I greeted the dawn together. Oh Aly... our eyes opened at the same time, even as we awakened. As expected of my soul mate. I absolutely wouldn't be able to live without you!



“Aly, I'm going to be spending the day at the infirmary. Will you come too? It might get boring though...”



Even though I wanted to spend more time together, she chimes.



“Nope~ The thirsty cinnamon man said he'd show me somewhere great!”



What?! Aly?! Are you betraying me? She continues however.



“He said I can learn some magic to protect sis!”



Whaa-...Aly... I really love you!... My emotions feel an erratic mess. For some reason I even want to cry... although the nectar doesn't let me.



“Okay! Be careful today Aly... Absolutely be wary of the old pervert! I can't wait to see how strong you become!”



After cheering Alyssa on, we prepare for the day and share a parting kiss. A very very long parting kiss... with extra tongue.



Eventually we seperate and I make my own way to the infirmary building. My mind is fired up, because I can't lose to Aly. I'll become stronger too. I can't only rely on her. Maybe I can learn some new healing magic today!



When I do arrive, I'm startled. The patients are more numerous than I expected. Oi... Pervert! This isn't just some scouts and remote residents, hasn't this village suffered from a full blown attack?!



The scent of cure-all and sanitizing alcohol is overpowering. Lines of cots with bedridden and bandaged fey fill the sizable room. Judging from the groans and footsteps sounding above and below, there are even more rooms like this. When I question one of the attending healers, a fairy girl flitting past, I learn there are two other buildings like this.



That damn pervert. He's really an expert of deceit. I never noticed any of this when I arrived. How the hell did he do it?... Was he scared Aly and I would take off after seeing this? He must have misunderstood my reasons...



Was all this caused by the beasts we attracted?



The head healer, a brownie man wearing a white coat, finds me.



“Ah, the dryad girl. You are here to help, yes? Thank the goddess... the elder has been short staffing us with all the hush-hush nonsense. But with my level of skill, even this this is no problem. Doesn't mean I can't use more people though, stingy bastard...”



I'm lost for words at the pervert's incomprehensible actions.



“Okay, you've probably never done bandaging before. Not even Rank I, am I right?”



“E-eh... no... I don't have such a skill...” Because I wanted to use magic... but he keeps talking.



“Then go watch some of the fairy acolytes until you pick it up. You can also assist with <Create Water> if you've got the spell. We always need more clean water.”



So they are aware of magic...



“Um... I was kind of hoping to assist with healing spells sir...”



I'm given a baleful glare.



“What?! Is that some kind of joke? As if such convenient spells could exist!... You been drinking too much of that nectar? Or is it the hormones? I swear girl, we are too damn busy here for such fantasy nonsense!” He storms off to another room.



The hell?! This guy's got terrible bedside manners... though I'm not a patient. I'll show you! When I heal every person in this room, we'll see who's the one suffering from their hormones.



When my tirade of thoughts end, my attention is given to the horrible, pain-induced moans filling the room. Gazing about I see far too many faces of anguish and start to feel bad from my childish declaration... These people really are suffering and I'm not here for some petty self-satisfaction.



…



Although tempted, I do not start using <Minor Healing> on the first patient next to me. Instead, I observe the acolyte fairies bandaging and preparing tonics. Likewise, I actively start thinking [Analyze] on every person and thing I see. Previously, I had been holding back since it felt like an invasion of privacy... but if there are any disease effects... and if the fairies were using special medicines to treat them... I needed to know. The bandaging as well as medicine preparation skills would no doubt be useful. In addition, I wasn't even one hundred percent sure if their injuries were equivalent to lost HP.



	Bandaging	Rank I	NEW! You may apply bandages to boost the recovery of wounds.






	Medical Alchemy	Rank I	NEW! With the proper tools, you may fuse ingredients to produce medicines.






	Alchemic Assembly
	A set of various vials, flasks, and dishes arranged on a magic rune covered tray. Circuits of mystic lines connect the apparati. Allows for the refinement and preparation of medicines and poisons.






	Bandages
	Clean strips of cloth soaked in dried cure-all herbs. Inhibits the bleeding abnormal effect and aids regeneration.






	Unknown	Fairy (Female)	Level 3
	Health:	16/16	Mana:	3/19
	Stamina:	6/10	-	-
	A busy fairy healer.
	Active Effects
	None	-






	Unknown	Brownie (Male)	Level 12
	Health:	11/30	Mana:	17/17
	Stamina:	16/21	-	-
	A short humanoid fey with several claw wounds covering his abdomen and back.
	Active Effects
	Bleeding	A large open wound which has yet to seal. HP will constantly fall until this condition is removed.
	Bandaged	Herb soaked bandages have wrapped your wounds and greatly reduce the effects of Bleeding.






	Unknown	Brownie (Male)	Level 4
	Health:	6/17	Mana:	11/11
	Stamina:	9/14	-	-
	A short humanoid fey with a bite mark nearly removing his arm.
	Active Effects
	Bleeding	A large open wound which has yet to seal. HP will constantly fall until this condition is removed.
	Bandaged	Herb soaked bandages have wrapped your wounds and greatly reduce the effects of Bleeding.
	Eyeblanes Fever	Headaches will continue to assault you when casting any magic. If left untreated, the eyes will slowly crystallize and induce blindness.






Oh god! What a terrifying disease! I quickly rush to one of the fairy healers.



“Um... that brownie over there has something called Eyeblanes Fever.”



“Wh-what?! How did you diagnose him? Do you have high ranks in [Medical Knowledge]?”



“N-no... I used [Analyze] and the effect appeared.”



“Ehhh? That's amazing! I thought only otherlanders could use that skill! I guess one of your foremothers got to mate with one and a mutation happened... So lucky! Pernia! We have another case of eyeblanes over here!” The fairy speeds away.



“Wait! What do you mean otherlanders?!” Ah... she's already gone...



“Unghhh! Wahhh.... I don't want to die!”



My attention is stolen by a child patient.



	Unknown	Fairy (Female)	Level 4
	Health:	2/12	Mana:	11/27
	Stamina:	3/10	-	-
	A young fey child with a large tooth inflicted wound in her belly.
	Active Effects
	Bleeding	A large open wound which has yet to seal. HP will constantly fall until this condition is removed.
	Bandaged	Herb soaked bandages have wrapped your wounds and greatly reduce the effects of Bleeding.






Her health is critical! Luckily there aren't any other abnormal effects, but the huge hole gouging her stomach is bleeding out despite her bandages. I act.



<Minor Healing>



My mana is more than enough to hold out as I place my hand on the child and direct the healing energy. Although the wound is large for her, it would be pretty small on me... so my magic is very effective. It is a surreal image with a giant hole regenerating closed on a tiny body.



The little fairy is gasping in awe as her pain is quickly replaced with comfort.



“Phew...” I sigh relieved. Seems it was a success.



When I look up, every conscious figure, healers and wounded, are staring at me in shock.



“She healed the girl...”

“... was an instant...”

“It's... It's the Goddess.” 



Ehh?



“...will we all be healed?”

“The Goddess has descended!” 



No-... that isn't-



“Blessed be to the Goddess Lucianna!” 



EHHHH?!



+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+




Please... stop the prostrating... I don't want this kind of treatment...



I spend several, seemingly hellish long, minutes convincing the witness' that I am not... in fact... the Goddess Lucianna come flesh... or any deity for that matter. They only believe me when a scholar like wounded brownie suggested it might just be a relic magic. I see the fairy from before in the group around me... the one who mentioned otherlanders.



“Um... you mentioned otherlanders before, right? You also mentioned only they have skills like my [Analyze], couldn't my healing magic be like that?”



“You mean the heroes?” Another wounded brownie answers, “I've never heard of them having such an ability before... even though they are all so powerful. The one summoned a couple months ago only had the usual skill set.”



“Right!” it's another fairy, “the three from last season too were like that.” Ehh?



“You kind of make it sound like otherlan-... I mean heroes are pretty common.”



“Well sure. Sort of. The humans do it all the time. A rare crystal is used up by the summoning ritual... but there's always a few that pop up out of the ground somewhere each year.”



“Yeah! Humans can be so greedy. Whenever one gets found, some king will immediately take it and summon up another hero! It's cause heroes are so seriously strong! Even elder dragons and beast lords are like trash to them... eventually.”



“Mmhmm,” the scholar brownie speaks again. “Heroes all have abnormally high status and grow even more absurdly powerful. And when heroes travel with companions, like the normal humans who summoned them, even they become abnormally strong!”



“Even if a hero does nothing but play around... as long as you travel with one and level for a while, your status like doubles compared to everyone else.”



“Hey! You called it greed, but demons are pretty powerful too! Just because heroes stomp them like dirt, doesn't mean normal folk like us could take them on. Without the heroes, this world would all be demon land!”



I decide to join in the lively discussion with another question.



“Say... What would happen if a demon had the status and skills of a hero?”



...



Silence and horrified faces greet me. One tiny voice answers though.



“It would be the end of the world... right?”
        


Chapter 10


            After my conversation killing question, I began musing inwardly.




Things... shouldn't be as bad as they say. If they've been summoning otherworlders for some time, it's doubtless there are several very high leveled heroes. A fresh demon couldn't end the world with just a bit of a power up... I'd hope...




But... 


What is this strange feeling...




It is my old body we are talking about here. Since the elder mentioned the demon too, I can't write the memory off as a hallucination... If I do nothing, won't some veteran hero come along and destroy it... my body. 




Despite knowing this, I don't really feel any urgency to reclaim it.




The other fairies are chatting amongst themselves again, but I don't really hear them as I look down at myself. I place a hand on my stomach and the warmth leaves a mysterious content feeling. This body is not uncomfortable. 




It has some differences... but the figure is still familiar. I didn't even realize my race had changed until I checked my Status. 




Although... it's a tad lewd.


My gaze is drawn towards the bundles of amber fruit growing along my belt and a faint blush creeps in. Guh... this sensation-... Even this... is not as bad as I first thought...




Startled, I shake my head violently to banish that trail of thoughts. My pink status bar was about to increase. The movement has drawn the attention of the fey conversing and sensing so many eyes on me, my ears now register their words.




“It's too dreamlike!”


“Where did you learn healing magic?”


“Can it be taught?”


“Do you have any other rare magic too?


“Can you still cast it? Or is it a limited power?”




Seems everyone has gone back to the topic of my [Life Magic] and the questions come in a fast barrage. My responses were vague... after all, I wanted to know the answers myself. Eventually, I'm coaxed into providing another demonstration of healing. There was no reluctance on my part, I happily emptied my MP healing eight more people.




Upon running out of mana, some acolytes as well as patients offered me a drink to aid MP regeneration.




	Mana Restoration Elixir
	A frothing azure tincture filled with violet specks. It tastes somewhat like vanilla and beer. For one hour, mana will restore at twice the natural rate.







This effect is too slow! I'm even told standard healing elixirs are similar. Nothing like instant HP or MP potions exist... well, it makes sense judging by their reaction to my healing spell. I accept the drinks anyways, because they are being offered... but explain about my [Photosynthesis] skill and proceed outside of the building to root myself.




With my MP constantly being restored, I can now cast <Minor Healing> continuously. Injured patients are brought out and rejoicing shouts fill the air as I steadily heal them. The fairy healers are really competent... They've sorted out the critical patients for me as I see nothing but the most vicious slashes and bite wounds.




As my roots greedily absorb to keep me fed, I look longingly at my permanently affixed spell list.




	<Create Water>	1 MP/sec	Converts magical energy into water. The yummy kind.
	<Create Soil>	1 MP/sec	Converts magical energy into soil. The yummy kind.





Two entries in particular draw my eyes because...




This soil seriously tastes disgusting. Is it the constant proximity to blood? Alchemical reagents or chemicals? Whatever it is... I think I'm going to sick up... but it's not like I can force all these patients to be transported farther away just because my lunch sucks. I'm still getting mana restored properly. Still...




It should be okay to use some MP to make the ground taste a little better... Okay... just a little bit, I'll use <Create Soil> and <Create Water> beneath my roots discreetly. The rate at which I heal patients slow because of my dirty little secret.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





“Oooh! Thank you so much!” the satyr who had almost lost his leg is grasping my hand tightly.




“Your welcome. I'm glad you escaped the beast who caused this.” I wave farewell as a fairy escorts him away.




“Hmph... decent work,” the discontent voice of the head healer sounds behind me. I'm too exhausted for a comeback though. My stamina is in perfect condition because of [Photosynthesis], but casting magic is draining in it's own way. 




“You're no good to us if your body breaks down so head home for today. It's already evening and none of the others are at risk of dying.” There is a brief pause before he continues, “You saved a lot of people today.”




Maybe he could sense my tiredness. The words had a little warmth... I think he was thanking me... though he doesn't say it directly. He had been observing my healing several times throughout the day, and I've no doubt he was the one responsible for keeping the flow of patients so orderly. 




“Thank you... I- I'll report back here tomorrow. Helping others like this... I'd like to continue.”


The head healer really isn't a malicious person and was likely feeling stressed back then... especially with the pervert's secretive antics. Since the elder first suggested I help, maybe the healer thought I was similar to the troublesome old man? I kind of understand his attitude when we first met now.




“Dryad, why don't you go visit the elven magi tomorrow morning first.”




“Eh?”




“Don't look so hurt woman,” the healer rolls his eyes. “You did good work today. Miraculous most would say. The way you use magic is amateur though. I'm unsurprised considering your race and non-slave status. Magic techniques are important. Go learn some basics and come back.” I think I heard a strange comment somewhere in there... but he sounds like he is looking after my interests.




After giving me some directions, I thank him as well for his hard work today and proceed home.




...




Today resulted in [Life Magic] rising to Rank III. [Earth Magic] and [Water Magic] have likewise risen to Rank II. To be honest... the rising ranks have not changed much. Although my spells are a little more potent, I didn't receive any new ones. Maybe the elven mages can tell me more? The new skills [Bandaging] and [Medical Alchemy] should prove their usefulness later.




...




My steps slow in caution as I approach the house because the area is enshrouded in a pink fog. Mist always seems to be present during a bad event so I start to panic.




“Aly! Are you here?” Please don't be hurt...




“In here sis,” Alyssa's answering voice sounds a bit odd so I remain cautious as I charge inside. Even if something bad happens to me too, I won't let Aly face danger alone!




	Arousal has risen.





	Arousal has risen.





	Arousal has risen.







A rapid string of very worrisome messages begin to filter out my vision.




It does not take long to find Aly, for the grove is small. She is lounging within the cup of a giant flower. It is the same one that forms when she uses [Photosynthesis]. Golden nectar is gushing out freely between her thighs... the same happens to me when my arousal maxes out I suspect. There is so much that the giant flower is overflowing like an amber fountain. The pink mist is definitely coming from here.




Is Aly bathing in her own nectar? The sight is causing my lustful state to worsen.




“Aly! You aren't hurt, right?” When I approach, I check for a fever... but she is smiling.




“Ehehe... I got new sspellsss...” her words are slurred, “ssseee...”




Mana gathers about her hands and she casually presses the fingertips to her chest. The energy recirculates back into her body and the pink clouds thicken about me.




	Arousal has sharply risen.







Ehhh! 




The excessively sweet scent causes my knees to give out and I nearly orgasm on the spot!




“I can make drowsssy scentsss... and bewitching scentsss... and even Sis' favorite sweet scentsss!” Alyssa punctuates her words by casting the spell again.




	Arousal has sharply risen.







“Nnnn~” The aroma sends me over the edge and I cry out helplessly as the cresting sensation hits. My belt is sucking down there violently and the weight of my fruit grows significantly. Oh god... status effects... I can't... “Ahhhn~”




“Sis is making her cute face again, ehehe~” I'm kissed and can only helplessly reciprocate... Mmnn, tongue... When she breaks away, my Aly has a wickedly playful smile.




“I've got another spell to show too sis.” 




Her voice is too enchanting so I don't see everything, but I hear the stomp of her foot just before roots spring from the ground below me. In an instant, growth has entangled my torso and all of my limbs.




“Cinnamon man said it's easy to break free from this spell though.”




I faintly make a sound of agreement. Even with my mind fuzzy, I get the sense that escaping these roots is possible.




“So he suggested I use distractions like this!” More of Alyssa's roots snake about my thighs and I feel two very surprising guests pressing below. One... unplugs... my belt.




Ehhh?




“Ah- Aly.... Th-this is new territory here... Um... I mean, my heart needs to prepare-,” amidst my panicking words, I imagine myself being played with by all those roots. An embarrassed blush further heats my face. WHY DOES THAT IMAGE LOOK SO APPEALING?!




That damn old pervert! He is awakening strange interests in me and my Aly.




“Sis... doesn't want to?” Her disappointed gaze hurts...




“I-.” Arguments in my mind cause hesitation. It's embarrassing... but there is only the two of us here... I'm not really against it, because it's Aly... She worked hard to learn these spells... to protect me?... And... I'm not really against it, did that thought come twice?




...




“I'd... love to see it... Aly's new power...” My words transform Alyssa's expression.




“Yay! This distraction is super effective! You'll see sis!”




“That wasn't what I-... Ahhnn~”




…




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





The less I remember of that night, the better. I may have crossed a line that should never be crossed. Alyssa has an especially content and refreshed look. My skin flushes as I helplessly recall all the pleasure. 


Should I be thanking the elder after all?




...




Where the hell did that thought come from?! I will absolutely never thank that old man for this!




Aly gives me our usual parting kiss whilst beaming.




“Sis! See you later tonight!” Alyssa told me that today she'll be hunting the monsters plaguing the village with some of the stronger residents.




“Be careful Aly. Even though you'll be hunting with others... those beasts are scary. Please don't overdo it.”




“Don't worry sis. We practiced lots last night!”




Eh? Are you going to do those things to the monsters too?! Does this count as NTR?! Aly?!




“W-wait! Maybe yo-”




“Bye sis~!”




She left... 




Aly you dummy. You're only supposed to do those kinds of things with me...




My hands freeze before I can finish dressing.


“Am I turning into some kind of sex addict?” A trembling feeling passes through me. Maybe... these perverted skills of mine were like a premonition. N-no... that can't be...




I finish morning preparations by re-equipping my nectar belt.


Squish... suck... suck...




	Arousal has risen.







“Ngh...” This body... it has to be this body! Before I class change into a Nympho or something, I have to get my human body back! Things should get better then! Although... I won't give up my Aly...




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






Author Notes: Hello readers, I hope everyone in the states enjoyed their Thanksgiving holiday. Black Friday was very busy. Cyber Monday is proving a little distracting too. 




Spoiler : 
Anyways... this chapter was pretty tough for me. I was thinking hard about what kind of motivation to drive Sylvia further on her adventure. I'm not a fan of, "I will be the most powerful <Insert class/profession here>!" On that same note, I know her personality does not lean towards the strong side... so a fitting reason has been eluding me.




In some of my drafts, I went with the Game of Thrones route. I really didn't want to do a tragedy though... and considering how much perverted comedy I had been injecting to this point, the genre shift felt too jarring. Killing off Alyssa would have proven a powerful event in Sylvia's life, and she'd likely be burning with vengeance/angst/desire to become OP and wreck the demon... but I've decided not to go that direction.


The tragedy card also felt a little too, overused? I've read too many stories where X lost their parents/home village/teacher and it drives them along. Probably why I was considering it for so long.




Since I've decided to stay with the hentai comedy route, I should probably update the story description a bit? My current direction of writing may not come as a surprise for some... but it's only fair to warn people expecting a serious and gripping plot after my prologue (which had no hentai to speak of I think). Also, sorry for the slow pace... it really is my preferred style. Since this is a slice of life, this should be typical of the genre.




BTW: I'm not moving this story to a place like literotica because I really feel it is too tame compared to most of the other works there. Despite the large number of encounters, I don't plan on doing a play-by-play scene for them... which is somewhat expected at that site.



        


Chapter 11


            Author's Note: I've replaced the trait Sylvia and Alyssa earned in chapter 06. Botanical ecstasy is gone. Hentai mechanics and Heightened nectar production are given instead. Without going the sex slave route, I couldn't see myself using the fever thing. Please forgive me for this out-of-the-blue change.




The trait descriptions:


Spoiler : 
	(Hentai Mechanics)	You are now vulnerable to erotic type attacks. Carnal techniques, activities, or stimulus will increase the Arousal gauge. When maxed, the orgasm status effect is applied. The orgasm effect rapidly settles arousal but blocks all actions. It is possible to extend the length of this effect with continual amorous stimulus, however excessive durations may lead to attribute degradation.
	(Heightened Nectar Production)	Your body will endlessly generate nectar so long as your arousal is not empty.









The length of this chapter is monstrous, but I don't want to cut it in half. Honestly, if heavy info stuff + smut is not to your taste, feel free to skip this one. I'll keep it all in one wall of text so you don't have to skip two chapters. Just note that Sylvia learns about money and magic here, she gets some new spells, items, and a skill too.




In my plot outline, this part is 3 pages... I don't know how it managed to balloon past 20. At least it's under 9k words. I can't even blame blue boxes here.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





I've arrived at the village's western edge where distinctly different buildings stand. The arches and exquisite vine motifs just scream elven. I idly wonder if this is a world of clichés. All of the settlement's elves apparently reside here. My destination is called the Mage's Tower.




Even if it is called a tower, the building does not climb higher than the surrounding trees. Maybe three or four stories tall.




While asking for directions earlier, fey villagers told me that the Mage Tower was something like a guild. If one needs a magical service or item... just post a commission at the tower. A tower magician interested in the reward will answer the request. There are many perks for tower residents: a comprehensive library, rented workshops and labs, discounted access to arcane materials. So it is home to many mages, but the tower only accepts elves.




...




The large tower doors are firmly closed. But there is a chime hanging nearby.




Ring... ring...




A pair of crystals embedded within the wall pulse and a magical image coalesces between. Looks like a projector. Very sci-fi. The shrouded face of a man appears.




“What business do you have here?” His voice is kind of imposing.




“I've been assisting the fey at the infirmary. The head healer recommended coming here after watching me work. I would like to learn more about magic to better help the injured.”




“...” 




The face does not respond for some time... 




“Um... hello?”




“Leave.”




After the cold dismissal, the image fades.




“Well alright... thanks for your time...” I mutter sarcastically at the wall. Or rather... there's no way I'll just obediently leave! Without this, I'm back to beating bunnies with sticks. The fey did say magic training could be done here.




I ring the chime and the shrouded man appears once more.




“...”




“Yes, it's me again. Are there no mages here willing to take an apprentice? I can cast a few spells already and I'm very eager to learn.” My smile looks friendly I hope. The seduction card should be a last resort.




“...”




Really, what a talkative fellow. Maybe he doesn't believe I can actually use magic?




“I can demonstrate the spells I know if yo-”




“Leave.”




He cuts me off and the screen vanishes.




Why?!




I ring the chime again to bring him back. He looks annoyed now. At least he didn't ignore me, but even if he did, I'd keep ringing. I have no intention of leaving empty handed.




“May I at least know why I am being turned away? Can none of the mages here teach? Or have I come to the wrong place? Maybe there are no magic users here?”




The image responds with a sigh and vanishes. I was about to ring the chime again but heard the door creaking open.




Woah, it's Conan the Barbarian. With pointy ears. His statuesque, muscle bound figure looms above me and I have to crane my neck when he approaches. He's bare chested too, save for a diagonal leather sheath strap. The crude linen pants are a real shame, he'd look amazing in some tight jeans.




I cleanse my thoughts with a deep breath. I'm not really tempted... but there's no harm in looking. Oh... that glare... Is he trying to intimidate me? 




Sorry. You are no furry devil- I mean bunny. Rather than fear, that expression is sending a different feeling coarsing through me. A slight flush rises to my cheeks as warmth radiates down below. Being stared at so intensely makes me very conscious of the heavy rise and fall of my breasts. And that cold revulsion... as if some mud had just landed on your shoe...




What-... would it feel like if Aly gave me a glare like that...




	Arousal increases!







...




Wh-wh-what the hell am I thinking?!




The wet sucking noises below are loud and the elf's face twists in further disgust.




“You ask why we deem you unfit for teaching?” 




My blush brightens as he scoffs, but I still find myself feeling some offense. It... it has to be this body's fault. I never had reactions like this before. But even if I've become a little weak to lust... it doesn't change my desire to learn.




“I'm serious when it comes to magic!” I reveal a determined expression which has no effect on the man.




He sighs before listing off points.




“You are an inferior being. I refer not of your amorous nature, but your species. My eyes are not deceived by the humanoid appearance. It is almost amusing how you act as if equal to a higher race like us elves.”




My shocked look is probably being misunderstood. Judging by his next words, he must think I am trying to hide my race.




“It is fine to admire noble races such as humans or elves, but masquerading as one when you are not will bring serious consequences. We are more tolerant here, since we live in a village full of lesser creatures like the fey. Deeper in human or elven territory, you are liable to be slain outright for such behavior.”




His eyes move up and down my body appraisingly and for the first time in a while, I feel under dressed.




“Actually, it is more likely you would face some severe public punishment before being enslaved. There is a high demand for pets of your attributes.”




“You!” There are no words that fit the disgust I feel right now. Unconsciously I protect my breasts from his gaze and glare furiously, but the elf rolls his eyes.




“On this note, we come to the second reason of your unsuitability... It is clear where your true talents lie. Asking for magical training you will not use is insulting. Being a rare monster class, tamers will set their sights on you soon enough. One does not need clairvoyance to see the skills your owner will train you in.”




If I had a fury gauge, it would be maxing soon. Punching those iron like muscles... would probably break my fingers. Why didn't I bring my staff?!




“For the final point, we are not a charitable institution.”




Huh? Is he saying I'd have to pay this ass to make me a slave?!!




“Whatever you want to use magic for. Whether it is to aid some healers or slay some terrible dragon. We do not really care. The tower is a business.”




I had been expecting another insult, so the words left me slightly confused. Fury is still burning in me... but this feels off. The elf is looking at me with an expectant look. He's finished talking and waiting for my anger to explode?




Something in my mind clicks. Maybe it's feminine intuition. This might be a kind of test. Like a good mage will not lose their head over some taunts... find your inner zen... or the like? Those comments were probably his true feelings. But... Father once said, if I respond to the goad, I'm no smarter than the cattle. Don't think you can drive me away like this!




There was a hint in his words...




The elf said the mages wouldn't care how I use magic... that should include never using magic because he thinks I'll be a sex slave... So the mages here are willing to teach... but not for free. The tower is a business...




“I can offer payment for lessons.”




The man's eyebrows rise up in surprise, but he responds.


“I'm listening.”




Ahh... I... don't actually have any money... whenever I needed something from the fey, they'd only ask for...




My gaze falls to the Aquine belt. I'm about to pick some of the amber fruits before the elf quickly stops me.




“Not those. Elves are not like the small folk. We have no interest in guzzling your ejaculations.”




Oh god... did he have to put it that way... But then what else do I have?




“Ah.” I remember and call up my [Item Box] skill. When the jewelry filled bag falls in my hand clinking, the man actually loses the disgusted glare that I thought was a permanent feature.




He doesn't bother to inspect each piece.




“All of those should cover a single day of lessons.”




What? There is gold and silver here. Even if they are crudely cut, precious stones too. Is he trying to take advantage of me?




“I want to have these items appraised first.”




My words elicit a frown.




“It is our price. If you do not agree, then we are finished here.”




This isn't good. I sensed that, if I turned this deal down, they would forever turn me away. Even if this is just a small tower in a minor village, who knows where I'll find another chance. If the danger is great enough, Aly and I might not even make it to another town.




I'm no merchant, so the actual value of these jewels and the value of magic teaching are both mysteries to me. Whether this guy is a bandit or not, one day is not enough... Didn't the villagers say my [Life Magic] was unique?




“Wait! I also have a rare skill called [Life Magic]. It lets me cast healing spells, like this.” Before my words finish, I've already invoked <Minor Healing> and press the comforting energy into my body. A sigh passes my lips.




The elf is a mage. He can see the magical flows and can also identify the spell's effect. I can tell from his wide eyes and slack expression.




Loud exclamations sound behind the door. I didn't realize we had an eavesdropping audience.




“Did you see that mana?”


“A new elemental attribute?”


“... some ancient records had mentioned...”


“I-impossible!”


“... instantaneous recovery magic?!”




Barbarian mage has already recovered from shock, but he patiently waits for his colleagues to finish their discussion. Likely they know I'm not content with just one day of teaching. I think they are talking about amending the deal. Their excited voices dissolve into gibberish as nothing but foreign words are called out. Elvish tongue?




Eventually the mage before me nods, the others came to a consensus.




“You will be free to enter the tower daily to seek lessons from any magus who offers. In exchange, you will provide demonstrations or experiment assistance to those who are teaching you.”




“What kinds of experim-” He cuts me off.




“There are many mages interested. Simply seek out those you are comfortable working with.”




Hmm... the terms do not sound bad. Or rather, I should have mentioned this before the jewelry!




“About those jewe-” He interrupts me again! Rude.




“The material payment is still required.” His tone sounds final.




Damn it. Why didn't I get some amazing discount or persuasion skill. They'd make shopping oh so fun. Oh well. I'll forgive you world for now... Because it's for magic. Magic is justice!




“I will be in your care.”




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Mister muscles has already emptied my item box-bag... and we are walking down a root-grown stairwell. The open view down the shaft is dizzying. Vibrantly glowing crystals are embedded within the walls and offer plenty of light... but I still can't make out the bottom. There are a lot of root paths branching out. This building is a dungeon, not a tower.




Since the silence is so uncomfortable, lets try an introduction.




“My name is Sylvia.” It just occurs to me that, aside from Aly, I've yet to tell anyone else my name. All of the fey refer to me as the dryad or that honey girlie.




“You have a name?” His voice did not carry sarcasm, just genuine surprise. “Beyond strange... You may call me Ry'fenn.” The words came as an afterthought, as if he were considering whether I'm worthy of hearing it!




This guy is just full of offensive comments. I think I like silence afterall.




…




We eventually stop before a warded doorway. This place is labyrinthian. Finding my way back shouldn't prove too hard though. There were so many memorable crystal formations and strange objects to serve as landmarks.




When the shimmering ward falls, I see... a fortune teller's room. There's a cloudy crystal ball, a low cloth covered table, a scattering of cushions and rugs, curious wall designs and shelf decor. The door ward kind of resembled a curtain of beads too.




“Sit.”




He motions towards a cushion opposite of him as he settles behind the table. Wow, my future told by the barbarian king. I sit down slowly, on my heals, completely conscious of my closed legs... because I'm not wearing any underwear.




“This orb will display your status to us. All of your attributes, traits, and skills will be revealed. We need proof that your magic was called forth by your skill, and not by an artifact. If you possess any nefarious abilities, such as [Assassination] or [Deception], know that some elves will refuse to have any business with you.”




Having explained, he waits for me to touch the orb.




Giving out that much information is dangerous. Especially if they mean me harm... well they've no doubt had plenty of chances during our short walk here. The doorway is still open, so I can still walk out.




“I'm no criminal. And I have nothing to hide.” My decision is quick and I place my palm on the cool glass. My status screen forms in my mind, and shimmers in the air between us.




Oh god! I forgot!




A crimson blush heats my face as the elf's expression once again twists in disgust.




	Sylvia	Dryad (Female)	Level 19
	Spoiler : 
[image: http%3a%2f%2fi269.photobucket.com%2falbums%2fjj76%2f...tqmdre.jpg]


	STATUS


Health: 45/45


Stamina: 37/39


Mana: 98/101




Arousal: 57%




ATTRIBUTES


Strength: 11


Endurance: 18


Agility: 11


Intelligence: 10


Spirit: 36


Willpower: 5




TRAITS


(Wild Affinity)


(Dark Knowledge)


(Hentai Mechanics)


(Heightened Nectar Production)
	SKILLS


Analyze - Rank I


Item Box - Rank I


Earth Magic - Rank II


Water Magic - Rank II


Life Magic - Rank III


Photosynthesis - Rank IV


Gardening - Rank I


Plant Manipulation - Rank II


Tailoring - Rank II


Proficiency: Quarterstaff - Rank III


Proficiency: Vaginal Sex - Rank VII


Proficiency: Oral Sex - Rank III


Bandaging - Rank I


Medical Alchemy - Rank I








Those entries Aly and I earned together... I tried to pretend they don't exist... but they do. My legs shift uncomfortably, but Ry'fenn does not say a word. His gaze is fixed on the floating screen. But the image is translucent so I can see all the thoughts on his face.




A hopeless slut... A filthy worm beneath his attention... If Aly was making such a look, she'd be brandishing her whip by now...




…




	Arousal sharply increases!







S-s-stupid number! Stop stop stop! It's at 97% now! 




That floating screen chimes as it updates and my shameful thoughts are laid bare.




“Enough. Your status has been confirmed.” He spits out the words, but they sound like a magical command. I think that because the status screen fades even though I'm still touching the globe.




My hand draws back slowly and I tremble in anticipation. The tingling heat is making parts of my body throb in sweet agony. My breathing won't calm... Moisture threatens to overwhelm my belt. I can already feel it trailing out despite clenching my nether lips. I-if he talks down to me right now... I'm-




“...” 




My doe-eyed gaze was met with a sigh and a tired voice.




“The other mages will have proposals  for you by now. I've already relayed the status results to them.”




After speaking, he casually waves his hand. I note his fingers flickering in strange patterns. 




He isn't going to insult me? The thought is very brief as I just notice the glowing circle that had appeared under me.




“Eh? Eeeeeh!” My questioning sound becomes a cry as the surroundings warp and transform into another room.




Ry-fenn is not here. This is some kind of communal underground hall. Various elves lounge about in conversation. Some are seated around low tables, others are standing near the walls sharing quieter discussions. I appear in the room's center, a few feet in the air.




There was no mystical cushion however, my shout echoes as I drop ungracefully on my butt. 




It hurts!




“Oww! You stupid barbarian!” my scream draws some chuckles. A few glance towards me, but for the most part, the elves just continue their important talks. It seems I'm beneath their attention here.




I nurse my sore ass and stand up. I have to readjust my clothes, everything was on display... but I actually feel relief. The sudden shock caused my arousal to drop. My fantasies of Aly are dangerous. It almost maxed the pink gauge. 100% arousal applies a (negative?) status effect called orgasm on me. It does exactly what it sounds like... in addition to settling arousal and stunning me until it fades. I think I dodged a bullet there.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Several elves eventually do approach. They do not waste time on small talk and concisely list concepts and topics which they are willing to teach. When I ask for details about the experiments I'd have to help with as payment, I'm bombarded with large foreign words... many of them elven. 




Are they deliberately trying to confuse me?




No... They are very animated while talking. They seem to be subjects of great interest to them...




…




I know it sounds ridiculous, but my intention is to stay in the tower for a few weeks at most. If I could learn the basics, pick up a few spells, and find out a bit of the magic professions are out there, I'd be content with that. I'm eager to learn about magic... but something just doesn't feel right in this tower...




All of the elves here treat me like air. To my surprise, I found no fey. There were traces of other creatures. A bed of hay, a smelly open cage, unusual roosts or animal housing... these things lay suspiciously empty whenever I came around. I don't understand it at all.




Over the following days, I study under multiple mages. I chose teachers who were willing to cover the most practical and simple subjects. Topics, I felt, which could be learned instantly.




To my dismay, Ry'fenn showed up with the most appealing offer. Basic fundamentals of magic. Typically taught to children in this world. It covers common sense things all mages already know. Tutorial level stuff.




The looks other elves gave me after selecting that topic... was a mix of pity and disbelief.




“She came to the tower for knowledge of that level?”


“I should have offered lessons on how to count to three.”


“Perhaps she is just attracted to mage Ry'fenn's figure? Her proficiencies were...”




I ignore the chatter and harden my resolve. Everyone starts small. People who skip the tutorial are fools.




…




Regardless of his personal feelings, Ry'fenn teaches me well. His explanations are clear and it only takes a few hours. I'm not being stinted. We are going through a children's magic book. I can't read it... but it has pictures. Most kids need half a year to understand all the concepts in this little book. I'm smarter than a kid. Yay.




1. Magic energy comes in several elemental flavors. Each different magic skill lets you taste a specific type and transform the energy into something touchable.


2. Transforming energy into something else is called a spell. Higher magic skill lets you do more complex transformations.


3. Spells are usually learned from books or other mages. Anyone with MP to waste and lots of theory knowledge can also play around with raw energy and try to formulate spells on their own though.


4. Long range magic involves the skill [Runic Enchantment]. This skill allows the caster to draw magic patterns in the air. The first enchantment learned is the <Shoot> circle. Transformed magic passing through the circle will shoot forward like an arrow.




	Runic Enchantment	Rank I	NEW! Create magic patterns in the air to augment spells.


Available Patterns (1): <Shoot>







Ry'fenn demonstrates the first circle and of course, I fail the first few tries. The rune lines have to be very exact. They form based on your finger movements. But I catch on quickly.




...




Minutes later...




“Meteor Star Breaker! Shoooot!”




With a hand sweep and my shout, a glowing circle forms before me. <Create Soil> sends a dirt ball hurtling into the wall.




...thunk...




My words had caused Ry'fenn to look up in a panic. I think he was searching for a meteor. But the thunk sound draws his gaze back and he looks annoyed.




“The shout is unnecessary. And that was not a Meteor, Star, or Breaker spell,” Ry'fenn sighs and mutters quietly. “Did I overestimate her knowledge... but based on her Intelligence attribute...”




“I know it wasn't a meteor or whatever! I wanted to build up the tension.”




“...”




Please don't stare at me like that... I'm really not an idiot. Stop ruining my magical girl fantasies!




…




For all his snark, he does give shocked praise at how quickly I mastered drawing the <Shoot> rune. I've been practicing for a few hours now, but I've yet to fumble since those very first attempts. My wall target is steadily being pelted by dirt balls.




“Dryads possess a natural affinity towards magic... even more so than elves. But that could not account for these movements... this concentration...”




Ry'fenn is not just muttering to himself, he is also firing occasional spells at me. Water bullets fly and deafening thunderclaps sound, but both fail to interrupt my quick casting motions. Sometimes, I even twist my body just enough to make the water bullets miss by a breath.




Honestly, this feels a lot like flairing behind the bar. Compared to juggling three bottles, then doing a pass through with three simultaneous pours... well, these drawing motions are nothing. I would never show a trick to patrons if I couldn't do it 10/10 times... so repetition does not bother me. There were times when another staff would throw limes at me during a trick too. The bottles get tossed high, then it's catch, slice, squeeze... all before the bottles fall in hand for the pour...




Because catching water bullets with my free hand really hurts though, I now try to dodge without interrupting my flow.




“R-ridiculous!” my teacher is exclaiming now and then... but his bullets are not moving that fast... such a drama queen...




This training room is saturated with mana and greatly boosts MP regeneration. So long as we use low rank spells, we can cast them indefinitely. Because of this, we continue to practice without rest.




On a whim, I created a reversed circle and sent a dirt ball through. I should have angled it differently, because the ball exploded in my face. It was a critical hit, but only 2 damage... because my INT is so low.




I'm coughing up dirt as water bullets begin a rapid follow up.




“Gah! S-... cough... Stop! Puh-...” I shield my head and shout. “Shithe- Oww! Idiot! Bully! Going after a lady's face is against the rules!”




He snorts.




“It looked as if you needed assistance cleaning. I hope the blow knocked some sense into that empty head of yours... Just what kind of magician directs an attack at their self.”




He lets me wash the rest off with my gentler magic though and I hold back my growl.




There is nothing wrong with testing things... and the idea didn't seem foolish at the time.




The <Shoot> circle only works one way. Also, it only affects magic going through the in side. Ry'finn is standing near my target so I've seen several of his bullets pass through my pattern before I could activate the soil spell.




We resumed our practice and I went further with my idea.




Instead of dodging the incoming water bullets, I created more reversed <Shoot> circles in their path. Angled away from me of course. Fufu... I've gotten quick enough to draw this pattern almost instantly.




Gasps sounded from the ceiling above.




Woah... we had a viewing gallery? Did they watch my face hit blunder?




When the water bullets shot into the circles, their directions all veered off. This is much easier than dodging!




“Impossible!”


“Rank IV's <Deflect> pattern?!”


“No... the circles were consumed with a single spell. She inversed the <Shoot> pattern!”


“What?! The creature learned [Runic Enchantment] four hours ago?!”




I want to ignore the chatter. Having an audience does not bother me in itself... 




But those eyes...




Those gazes do not see a mage with potential or talent. They are not proud, or amazed... or even jealous. The light in their eyes are covetous... of a rare object in their midst. A valuable pet yet unclaimed. My spine feels a chill...




…




Their presence marked the end of my selfish learning for the day. Their words, not mine. It was time to help Ry'fenn with his [Life Magic] experiments as payment... and many mage's wanted to observe.




Even though they say that, his experiments were interesting! For all those complicated elven words he used... if I were to explain it, I'd say he wanted me to use my healing spells through his drawn rune circles.




There were many patterns which I couldn't wait to learn myself. <Enlarge> upgrades my healing spell with more power, it doubles the potency. <Prism> causes the healing energy to fan out in a tight cone. And the <Burst> pattern... wide area healing!




Though I perfectly repeat the movements, it seems my skill rank is insufficient. My runes always collapse. These higher circles also cost MP. The drain happens with the first finger stroke, so someone with bad coordination or consistent interrupts could waste a lot of mana.




My test, which set the mage's buzzing, was not a unique concept it turns out. Ry'fenn intended this experiment even before I learned [Runic Enchantment]. Their shock came from my abnormal drawing speed and spacial sense. A normal mage would use the higher ranked pattern <Deflect>. It forms a wide shield which has much the same effect, but catches up to twenty spells. A much more elegant method... according to the rude-idiot-barbarian Ry'fenn.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





I only spent that one day with Ry'fenn. The next was spent with an elven beauty who'd demonstrate the most common low to mid rank spells for all the primary magic disciplines. There were not many surprises here. But I wanted to know what enemy mages might throw out beforehand.




My skill ranks allowed me to pick up three spells.




	Create Ice	3 MP/sec	Convert magical energy into freezing liquid.
	Create Rock	3 MP/sec	Convert magical energy into hard and dense stone.
	Create Mud	3 MP/sec	Convert magical energy into viscous and adhesive mud.







Experiment time came around soon enough and my teacher had me manipulating raw [Life Magic] energy to saturate her work room. She wanted to make it intensely thick with my unique elemental energy so she'd be able to study and bathe in it at her own leisure. This required ALOT of MP. Her solution was seventeen crates of blue elixirs. She had me chugging potent mana restoration potions non stop until late in the evening. And she wouldn't let me free... even after constant begging and multiple liquid accidents.




Like with Ry'fenn, we had an audience. The room's exits were all warded...




I'll just say, I eventually thought to adjust my Aquine belt... so the fruits growing at my hip were not nectar that night. The yellow-blue marbled ones were left in a basket next to her food stores. I hope she enjoys them.




At least, in the midst of all that shame play, I managed to create a spell to add to my list.




	Moderate Healing	9 MP/sec	Regenerates scarred tissue and life threatening wounds.







…




Aly and I couldn't comfort each other that night... because we were both dead tired. So when I woke up with a new bad status effect, I was panicking with the thought: Am I suffering negative effects from abstinence?! But it was just one night!




I probably should have read the description just a little faster.




	Mana Exhaustion	17 hours
	An adverse effect commonly seen during pregnancy or the overuse of magic. Headaches will randomly manifest causing mana loss and increased spell failure. Mana regeneration is halved and casting spells will additionally drain stamina. Stamina costs are equivalent to a spell's MP cost.







Well, today I planned to study under one of the Mage Tower alchemists. They should have a cure for this. My mana is still quite low and even [Photosynthesis] doesn't help much. When my MP bar is empty, I get a really bad dizzy spell, so I want to remove the mana exhaustion soon.




My teacher proved to be another female elf. She was a subdued beauty. All the elves have model class looks and figures... even the white bearded ones! Just how do they maintain their skin?! I ask but she shrugs my question off with an answer that is not an answer.




“Natural elven trait.”




Her quiet speech and demeanor radiated with icy dispassion. She seems to be a woman of few words.




...




She was to spend the day showing me all the potions in her workshop. I was also going to see her prepare a few. Before we get to that, I explain the effects of my negative status first. Just in time for one of those headaches to hit... ugh, my MP is single digit now. Pressing down on my forehead does not relieve the pain.




“Do you have any potions to cure this effect?”




“Six elemental stones.”




“Huh?” I look up confused, and a little distracted.




She shows me a pouch filled with different colored, rod shaped crystals. It must be some kind of currency. She uses few words, but still my questions about them. 




Elemental stones are found in underground caverns. They grow especially well in places with a lot of monsters. Explorers will dive into dangerous lairs again and again to harvest these crystals. They can be consumed to power spells instead of MP. In cities, people rely on the crystals heavily to supplement their limited mana pools.




“Are there any chores I could help to pay instead? Maybe some mixing or grinding work?” Right now, I don't have any money on me. Ahh... I really want some aspirin.




She looks me over before responding.




“Other materials... acceptable.”




My hand is stopped before I can pick some of my nectar fruits.




“Sap and pollen... wanted. Nectar... unnecessary.” She points to a curtained off area.




There are wooden cabinets lining the walls and trays holding mysteriously formed tools. The raised chair dominating the center requires some climbing on to. It reclines back and a blindingly bright magic lamp shines above me. I have to avert my eyes as it lowers. Dizziness has already started pushing at the edges of my mind, so I belatedly notice the leg rests being repositioned to spread my thighs wide apart.




This really feels like a medical office. Perhaps that's what it is. Since this isn't an experiment, we have no audience. And the alchemist woman may have some healing knowledge. She creates curative elixirs after all. I don't feel any discomfort. My head hurts... let's hurry please... eh?




“Um... are the restraints necessary?” Straps secure my waist and ankles. Another pair secure my arms above me.




“Yes.”




My head is pounding. If this is what it takes to fix it, I honestly don't care. 




With my body stretched taut, despite the relentless headache, I find the vulnerable position to be kind of a turn on. Aly sometimes has me like this.




The root dipped into my throbbing channel is removed and I can already feel glistening fluid trailing out of my valley. I haven't reached that needing point yet. There is no hot aching desire. But the alchemist picks up a glass tool that looks unmistakably like a man's member that sets my womb trembling.




The tool is completely translucent, and possibly hollow, but it clinks when she taps it with another glass rod so I know it is hard. The length is intimidating, but not something that would make me go pale. It has a cup like hilt, formed to snuggly fit onto my pelvis, and catch anything which discharges. The tip glows with magic energy and buzzes wildly as it vibrates. Oh god.




“Pollen collector.” She speaks after seeing my wide eyes. “It goes in, alright?”




I nod wordlessly. Please... Let's get to the curing part quickly.




She puts it in. My muscles couldn't help but clench tight over the intruder. It was confusing, but the glass was deliciously warm... and slick. I gasped feeling the buzzing head pushing deeper into me, sending every nerve afire. 




When it buries itself completely, with the hilt latching to my skin, it tilts itself upward, ever so slightly. That vibrating tip touches a spot that makes everything go white in my mind. The dizziness vanishes. The room vanishes. My mind vanishes. A shattering orgasm racks me and my arousal spikes instantly to 100%. I'm bucking against the straps and writing in sweet ecstasy as muscles down below spasm over and over again.




That cupped hilt floods with dampness as I suddenly release bursts of misty pollen. I've never been a squirter, but maybe this is what it feels like. At least the sweet scent of my nectar is not flooding the room. Aly isn't here too so I'm not completely lost in the sensation... but still...




“Ahn!~”




The glass tool latches to my body and does not release the pressure. I'm assaulted with cresting waves of heat that set me moaning desperately. My clouded gaze briefly sights several vials lined up on a table next to me. Separate little glowing circles eject liquids and mist, portals to the linked tool. When a vial fills, the glowing pattern reforms within a waiting empty one.




Minutes turn to hours and I'm trembling weak in the chair. Early on, my breasts had freed themselves somehow. Hardened nipples strained against the air and begging for a touch. The elf's eyes look towards them expectantly, but she has done nothing to them yet. In fact, aside from plugging the tool, she has not touched me at all.




My body feels languid, leg roots sprawling over the floor haphazardly. They were seeking soil, but found nothing but stone floor. Despite my MP and STA bars flashing red and empty, I'm still drowning in a never-ending sexual high. There is no headache. No pain. It goes without saying that the tool is still buried in my folds and humming with that delightful muted buzz. 




This body really is unnatural... That spot... it's like an off-switch for my brain. It's more sensitive than my clit. And the orgasm just will not end... Even after countless hours.




“So good~... Ahn~... Aly!~~”




I want to see her... to taste her passionate lips... to smell her intoxicating scent... to feel her electric fingers. My body is aching for her... I writhe helplessly, long having given in...




…




“Nnnn...” It is a soft groan.




I wake up from the long haze with a soreness racking my body. There is no strength in my muscles. But it's a strange sated feeling. I don't think I can complain about this. Aly was so relentless... and filling me so deeply. Ahn... you don't have to suck so greedily... Hmm?




I look down and see some kind of glass slime sucking insistently at my breasts... Tiny streams of what appears to be my sap is drawn out... It has already collected quite an amount.




“Wuh?” Oh... the part with Aly was a dream.




There are stacks of full vials sitting nearby. Am I a dried out mummy now?




No... I've stayed hydrated somehow... there's the lingering taste of mana elixir in my mouth. The flavor was memorized after yesterday. It was yesterday, right?




My forearms tremble, but I manage to sit up. The restraining straps were removed. The slime releases and the sudden unlatching sensation threatens to put me down again. At least the pollen collector is gone. Speaking of which...




No abnormal status effects.




“Awake?” The quiet voice of the elf sounds beyond the curtain. It slides away to reveal her organizing even more stacks of vials. She is packing them into crates. Very large crates.




“How long have I been here?” Days? W-weeks?!




She tilts her head at my odd expression.




“Five hours. The sap... was difficult.”




Oh... is that all. I feel relief. It's okay to feel relief here... I think? But the number of vials is alarming. Didn't she say the nectar was unnecessary?




She nods as if reading my mind.




“Wasting... would be wrong... The amount... was unexpected. Compensation.” After her words, she presents me with a thick tome. It's heavy...




The pages reveal some kind of reference book. The words are in elven, but illustrations of plants, rocks, and monsters mark the start of every entry. While I'm scanning the illustrations, she hands me a small bauble. The globe of silver wrought lace causes the book's words to translate in my mind. She says I can keep this too.




This book is a field encyclopedia. From ores to herbs, monster parts and byproducts, every imaginable material is listed here. Details from their uses, rarity, and locations are also included. Was this handwritten? This must have taken generations to put together... or perhaps it was one very old elf's life work. I find the Aquine plant entry and it tells much more than [Analyze]. This book is priceless.




“Lessons now?”




It's still early in the afternoon, so she insists on continuing the day's original plan. I add the book and bauble to my item box and follow along. After my morning treatment, I can't help but feel a little awkward. But it doesn't take long for it to be replaced by horrific fascination.




The number and combination of alchemy effects is mind blowing. Why is there a Potion of Left Arm Shrinking? How does the Skin Cream of Future Sight work? Who would want a pill to grow six tongues?!




I was trembling when the elf explained about side effects. 




All potions have side effects. Some can be totally ignored. The mana elixirs I've been drinking have Thirst Quenching and Increased Burping Volume for example. But she shows me an antitoxin with the side effects of Uncontrollable Fear: Color Blue and Blue Colored Urine.




Worse still, my [Analyze] does not reveal side effects. This could be a skill rank issue. Since every alchemist might have their own unique formulas, I'll find potions with the same name and description, but different side effects. 




I think I heard her mention Irresistible Snake Pheromones as another effect. I have to be very careful.




The final thing of note was her [Arcane Alchemy] skill. It is earned after getting rank X in both [Medical Alchemy] and [Poison Alchemy]. The two skills combine into rank I [Arcane Alchemy].




My evening fills out with magical labor as she has me casting heal spells into small beads. I don't understand the process much, but the beads change depending on what spell is used on them. It's some kind of potion ingredient, so she wants several crates of them.




...




The next day I first step into a fey shop. Nine nectar fruits are exchanged for 36 wind stones.




“Are the separate elements valued differently?” Whilst asking, I call my [Item Box] and add to it my new pouch of stones.




“Well that girlie, depends on where ya do business. Here in Reinholm, wind is worth the most. The fly'in folk use em up for longer air time. Earth and water come second, farmers burn hundreds each season. The rest of the stones are practically worthless.”




“What about human cities?”




“Human cities, hmm?” the brownie shopkeeper scratches his chin. “For there... fire's got a mighty demand. Think it's for cook'in or maybe they just like burn'in. The others are all ranked equally below that one. Oh right... they'll go crazy if you show em a time element stone.”




I try to recall all of the low ranked temporal spells. They was only <Haste> and <Slow>... they didn't seem that special. My confused look prompts the brownie to elaborate.




“Some hero... a couple years back... was tell'in everyone about a young-again ritual. It needed time stones, so it had the humans scrambl'in through every village in search of em. Goddess... those greedy bastards made a mess of things that year. Wouldn't be satisfied till check'in every home and hole.”




I thank the shopkeeper and leave. He was informative... yet I think he was impatient to taste the nectar fruits. Politeness was holding him back.




Despite knowing where the fruits came from, I tried eating one myself before. It was innocent curiosity.




Eating... really was the wrong word to describe it though, The insides were syrupy. Biting into the skin caused most of the sticky liquid to dribble down my chin and cover my front. I should have cut it over a glass or cup. The heady sweet scent made me light headed. My mind was reeling with the thought: this is what I smell like... this is what I taste like... down there.




It wasn't bad. Heavy and sugary... As a dryad, I find myself preferring sweeter things. But I'm not drawn to my flavor. Aly's nectar on the other hand...




I better stop this memory here...




…




My fifth day visiting the tower, and once again I'm learning from a different elven mage. He is a magic artificer, a profession that specializes in making enchanted items. Going around his workshop, he shows me his most popular creations.




They are not weapons or armor, but domestic tools. Most of them are magical versions of the more modern appliances I'm familiar with. There is a hotplate for cooking, a cold box to store food, a blender which uses wind blades, and others. He admits the designs were not unique, they follow designs popularized by the heroes. No wonder...




The elf seems glad at my interest in his craft. He is very animated whilst rambling- I mean- explaining things.




“And to make these wondrous devices, I use these,” the elf triumphantly presents a small crystal orb that makes my body go cold.




“That... is a soul crystal?” my shaky voice asks... but [Analyze] told me the answer already. The description says the soul belonged to a time wisp.




“Of course! They are the greatest discovery of our time.” He sets the orb atop his work table. Next to the soul crystal, he sets an ordinary glass bottle. A rune circle illuminates the table surface and the soul melts into the glowing lines. The bottle reforms in a blinding light.




“Behold!”




	Stasis Sealing Flask
	This murky, rounded bottle is covered in blinking runic patterns. Throwing this bottle at a target can imprison a foe for up to one week. The interior is severed from the flow of time and they will not feel the week passing by.







“The process is so simple and does not require slews of rare material. Transform the mundane with but a single catalyst. The exact enchantment varies with the soul's elemental affinities and the merged object. Possibilities are truly endless!”




Perhaps I might once have shared in his enthusiasm. It does sound amazing. Yet I feel disgusted.




I've not turned into a monster lover or anything of the sort... but the soul inside is still alive. It can perceive everything around it. I've been inside one of those crystals. I can't see them as anything but evil.




“Now that you know something of the art... I truly hope you appreciate your unique position.”




“What do you mean?” I'm more wary than ever. Meeting this guy was a bad idea.




“Why I refer to your [Life Magic]! This is undeniably proof of an unheard of soul attribute,” he notes my expression and quickly adds. “Ah! Please do not misunderstand! I do not suggest harvesting your soul here.”




That tone still suggests something dangerous... I'm supposed to help this guy make items with my healing magic. Our teaching deal mentioned this... but my soul is off limits.




“Then... explain it more clearly please.”




“Of course, of course!” his voice is shifts to excitement. “Truly... I can already see the world shattering demand. Magic devices specialized towards healing! From fighting off plagues, to saving a warrior's life... Oh, forgive me, I'm rambling once again.”




My impatient glare reminds him of my question.




“Yes, your soul is unique. We could not afford to waste it on a single device. That is why I propose to use your offspring! I've already gathered a selection of compatible breeding partners. Dryad's have surprisingly adaptive physiologies. Fertile to most races. Plant pairings will yield seeds whilst other mates produce children of the father's heritage. I am confident the soul will vary greatly depending on each parent's contribution.”




WHAT?! There are too many things I want to say to this... but isn't this worse than taking my soul?! You want to use my baby's?!




“Let us start with the Giant Three-Ringed Scorpion I acquired.”




I'm staring in horror.




“Now I know what you are thinking... but this insect species actually prefers the women of other races. Female Three-Rings will inject eggs with their ovipositor whilst a male afterwards deposits the sperm. The bloating is quite painful for the surrogate mother... and the eventual larvae have a gruesome tendency to eat their way out... but none of this applies if we only grant a male access to your body. Not to worry... I'm confident the hybrid will not share the lethal tendencies of its purer cousins.”




My backing steps have already put the worktable between us. I spit out my next words.




“You should offer your own ass to that scorpion and test that hypothesis. I will not be participating.”




I speak whilst taking more steps back... towards the room entrance. My eyes do not leave the elf and his expression darkens.




“No... no... this will not do. We had an accord. I will not let you back out!” His eyes flash with demented fervor and he quickly summons a slew of water bullets.




I dodge the poorly aimed attacks. Ahh... it's not water... ice.




The bullets explode into blossoming ice crystals when they strike the shelves and a table behind me. Glass shattering sounds behind me as the elf sends another wide barrage. The bullets didn't require any dodging.




Or rather... not so wide. The doorway is now wreathed in spiked ice blossoms. I'd have to pass through the narrow space slowly to avoid the pin cushion treatment.




“Let us proceed with the experiment amicably.” The haughty voice sounds like a taunt. “There are riches to be made here. History will remember this day. We will be producing legendary class artifacts!”




“Screw your artifacts!” I shout and fire off several ice bullets of my own.




A smooth swipe of my hand and seven ice bullets fly instantly. The speed gives the elf a shock.




“Deflect!” A wide rune array appears in front of him. My ice bullets pass through the shield and veer off towards the ceiling and floor as if ricocheting. Hey, I thought we didn't have to shout out spell names.




“Remarkable! I wonder what affinities might have given birth to such talent. I will look forward to exploring this.” As he speaks, another ice bullet is fired towards me.




Unable to dodge, I divert the projectile with a reversed <Shoot> circle. Another shocked look crosses his face.




Didn't Ry'fenn say <Deflect> blocks up to 20 times? My hand dances in the air as a chain of spells smashes into the shield. My simple idea does not phase the elf.




“Deflect!” Again, a new wall of glowing lines forms. Damn it!




“Then!” My eyes briefly glance towards the Stasis Flask between us. It was just made and has even been hit by a few stray ice shards. Seems sturdy. And it's not covered by the deflect shield. Two words appear in my mind. Stop shot.




It all happened in an instant, he didn't notice my gaze. Since he shouts out spell names, I will too.




“METEOR STAR BREAKER! SHOOOTTT!”




The elf looks up in a panic, searching for the meteor. I fire off a dirt ball, it shouldn't stick to the flask as it hits. The ball strikes the flask, bouncing to a stop... and sends the bottle flying towards the elf. The flask passes through the <Deflect> shield completely unhindered.




“Eh?” He looks down confused as the bottle bounces off his stomach. The glowing patterns on the bottle shine as it activates and he melts into a puddle of light which gets sucked in.




The room suddenly feels silent as the bottle loudly clinks against the floor.




“Phew...” Suddenly, my arms start trembling and I half whisper. “Th-thank god...”




I realized it. How lucky that shot was. If there was no bottle... if it had been on the other side of the shield... If he had seen it coming... That guy probably knows a lot more about using spells than me. If he disabled me somehow... It would be the breeding slave end.




But I beat him with a trick.. 




I'm done with this tower. The other elves would probably side with the artificer here. They aren't maliciously cruel... but they've made it clear I'm a lowly monster in their eyes. It was the co-operation deal holding them back I think. Or maybe they didn't want to anger the fey?




The bottle is sturdy. Breaking it might just free the elf and not kill him. The description says it will hold a week, so I'll have to trust it. I pick up the bottle and hide it amongst the undamaged shelves. All the mages are reclusive outside the common halls so there shouldn't be any visitors. It's why our short battle didn't attract anyone either.




“Let's... take some compensation...”




I never considered myself a thief, but this elf would probably come after me even if I left his stuff alone. So I might as well...




But a lot of his creations are bulky. He doesn't have many things like that bottle, and I'm not touching the soul stones. Since carrying around a bag full of magical items would draw eyes, I'm stuck with whatever I can fit in my tiny [Item Box].




	Rock Shaping Trowel
	This humble looking garden tool is capable of tearing through stone as if it were soft sand. By channeling additional mana through the tool, one may turn gathered stone pieces into mineral rich soil.





	Calendar Shard
	A hued fragment of metal which reflects the color of the seasons. When placed on a smooth flat surface, the pointed side of the fragment will follow the sun. It is currently early summer green.







Two items... and a fat pouch of mixed elemental stones. Everything else was too large, or too heavy, or not worth the space. 




My search took longer than I thought. The sun is already setting when I exit the tower. When I arrive at the grove, Alyssa is sleeping peacefully. She looks exhausted. Asking her to travel now might be impossible.




It should be okay to leave in the morning. That bottle showed no sign of breaking when I left.




I gather things from the house in my leaf pack: Potions and bandages, local seed packets, a portable alchemy kit. It is still mostly empty. The green crafted messenger bag is more spacious than my [Item Box]. I'll buy more supplies tomorrow.




Shrugging out of my clothes, I pile everything nearby.




“Mmmn,” I breath in Aly's scent as I snuggle into her. Her smell is so calming... I can feel all my tension melting away...




It's a chaste night's sleep for the two of us.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Author's Note 2: This chapter was the fifth rewrite. The first attempts were very... info-dumpish. Even this version is not much better, but revising this repeatedly has been holding me back from the rest of the story. The smutty parts might feel tacked on... but I could not motivate myself without them. I will content myself with this for now.




The following is unrelated to the story.


Spoiler : 
More Author Rambles: Hello, it sure has been a while. I don't have an excuse for the excessively long delay. Re-writes were really only a day a piece. Hubby and I purchased a few games during last month's holiday sales... so those took up a lot of free time. Thea: the Awakening and おねだりシェアメイト are the two big offenders. The first title is on Steam. The second is an R-18 otome game. This may have affected my mood whilst writing.




Has anyone noticed that copy-pasting from Office → RR Forum changes double space to quad space? If I single space things in Office, then the RR Forum post has no blank lines and makes a ghastly wall of text. If I want the nice, space between paragraph look... I have to copy-paste Office->Notepad->RR Forum. I really wonder what is going on here...



        


Chapter 12


            Author Note: This chapter contains NSFW sexual and gore? content.




I'm going to try color coding future dialogue if it is spoken in a different language. Purple text represents dark language.






+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+







Those of faint hearts, beware. Gruesome nightmare sequence. May give actual nightmares. I had one. Looking is not recommended. Not safe for work, school, church, and possibly home. Also, content is a nightmare, does not actually happen.


Spoiler : 
“NOOOOO!!!!” I scream and beat at the hard carapace threatening to crush me. 




A giant scorpion, easily twice my height has me pinned underneath it. I try to scoot backward, away from the creature, but something is holding my thighs. They are being spread apart and I whimper as the ovipositor pushes against my nether folds.




My desperate writhing only stimulates the monstrous arachnoid further as it covers me in its excited, rancid breath. I can almost taste the decomposing flesh being digested in its stomach.




My begging pleas are cut off with a gasp as it finally thrusts its hard organ in. My tight channel, slick with honey, yields to the overwhelming size. The muscles in my stomach tremble from the invading sensation. It's unnatural and ribbed tip inches slowly deeper.




It touches the gateway of my womb and I can't help but try to scoot away again. I'm still being held tight though and the piercing member grinds and pushes against my most intimate inner entrance. The motion causes it to rub against that spot... and I moan helplessly as my lower muscles convulse. I'm once again releasing my pollen. But a rotten breath bathes my face and sets me gagging.




The increasing slickness and my loosening entrance prompts the scorpion to make a violent and sudden thrust that sets me screaming. The ovipositor has forced its tip into my womb and the pain is indescribable. Sensing it has penetrated my deepest walls, the member starts to bulge as eggs pass through the hollow organ and stretch my channel even more.




My cries are silent, unable to draw breath and give voice to how painful this feeling is. Even the rancid air fails to distract me as the passing eggs widen my cervix to deposit themselves in their new warm home. The sensation repeats again and again to my utter despair. I'm clawing at the ground with bloody fingers and writhing in agony.




The tightness assaulting my stomach worsens as my stomach distends to accommodate the increasing number of eggs. I'm ready to pass out. My womb will surely burst now. Let it end... please.... But my body seems able to endure the intense pressure. Why can't I pass out?




The ovipositor begins to slide out of my ravaged channel. I feel no relief... because the hurt exceeds everything.




“Ugh... g-get... them.... out... please...” I don't know who I'm begging to. The monster, my body, the gods... anyone...




I push. I draw in a deep breath and tighten my lower muscles and push. The eggs shift inside and I feel my womb's entrance once again yielding... but the hard shell just pushes against the entrance and I'm out of strength. My body goes limp as I gulp large mouthfuls of air.




I try again, tightening all my stomach muscles to push the hard objects out.




“Gnnnngh!” the sound is almost like a scream. But still the egg resists the tiny hole and I'm gasping for air again.








Something starts shaking my shoulders. I'm afraid it's the scorpion come back, but the rancid smell is gone... replaced by something sweet. A tiny insistent voice echoes louder and louder.




“... sis... sis... wake up... Sis! Wake up Sis!”




It's Aly's voice.




...




My eyes pop open and Aly's tear stricken face is taking up my vision. I can see my own reflected in those glistening eyes. My arousal bar is actually zero. For now my nectar has stopped and my body can produce tears.




“A-Aly?” my words come out half groaning, my throat feels very sore. Her tears start trickling down and splashing over my cheeks.




“Sis! Are you hurt? You were screaming. Please don't die! Sis!” she embraces me in a tight hug.




A... nightmare?




I try to lift my arm to embrace her in return, but my abdomen suddenly tightens as a familiar sensation pushes inside my womb. S-something is coming out!




“Gngh!” I groan and Aly panics again.




My name is being called out over and over... but I can barely hear. My heartbeat pounds in my ears and I set my legs apart and push desperately.




It- it's hard!




I don't just mean the effort. Whatever is inside there has a tough shell. That is not a normal baby in there. C-could it be an egg?!




“GGNNGGGHH!” I throw everything into this push. My muscles contract with every ounce of my strength, going past what I thought was my limit. Searing pain racks me as the egg-like object is forced through a small and resisting hole.




I feel like a rag doll. Once again, I can't lift my limbs. But I can let out a tiny voice.




“Aly... birth... I think... I'm... giving birth...” small clipped breathes come between each word. 


“Uunngh!” The fist sized egg slides through the rest of my channel and lands on the ground with an audible plop. Once out of my womb, it passed with anticlimactic ease.




It... was not as large as I thought...




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





The scenery melts away. Again, my surroundings transform and I'm standing before a beautiful forest spring. Like the grove, flowers dot the foliage with gorgeous bursts of color. Except I see the leaves have grown into unique and fantastical shapes. They have faces on them.




“Aly?!”




I realize her warmth is gone and look about with worry.




A little deeper in the trees, I spot her. She is caressing one of those disturbing plants.




“What are you doing Aly?”




Everything from before is forgotten as I watch her curious actions. Her fingers stroke the underside of a face leaf, and the thing is purring in delight. The leaves of that plant kind of look like cats. Alyssa turns towards me in surprise.




“Oh, a guest... hello,” she greets me and smiles instead of answering. My breath almost stops at the sight.




Alyssa looks too beautiful. The light catches her expression in a way that I become completely mesmerized. Her green skin has always felt like silk and just by seeing it I'm reminded of that bewitchingly smooth texture. Those curves, so perfectly feminine, cause the muscles deep within my folds to clench in desire. I'm drowning deep in her red, glassy eyes. They feel timeless and all knowing, as if they could read the depths of my soul. 




I wish she would kiss me right now... so I could bury my fingers in that luxurious green hair and get drunk off her tongue. So I could return to her, this electric heat, through our tightly pressed bodies and tease out her delicious moans, sweeter than any other music.




She shudders. From her entranced expression, it seems to be ecstasy.




“Such a potent image... Will you become mine?”




“E-eh?” Her words startle me out of my reverie. Aly is proposing?! I-




“Yes! T-this feels kind of sudden... but I love you Aly!”




Oh god, married! We- I can't believe she actually proposed!




“To be the source of such happiness... I am honored. But this is the first time we've met on this plane. It is a pleasure to meet you. Here, I am known as Lucianna. Goddess of the moon, fertility... and perhaps life.”




“Y-you're a Goddess Aly?!”




“Hmm? Ah, you refer to this material form,” she lets out a playful, tinkling laugh. “This appearance, along with the rest of this forest, can be considered an illusion. This image was built by your mind. And mortals always see me as that which they find most beautiful. Your Aly is still embracing your body in the real world.”




Eh?




“Are you saying... I'm dead? And you aren't Alyssa?” Is this the fabled, afterlife meeting? Even if she says illusion, this doesn't feel like a dream.




“No... you are very much alive. You may say, time has paused here. When this illusory space fades, you wake in your lover's arms. But I must say... for my image to be that of your lover... it pleases me greatly. I am glad to have found an otherworlder like you.”




Otherworlder! But...




“This body isn't...” my words trail off... Should I be trusting her with my secrets? I don't feel any deception... but I've got a bad record in that department. And she looks like my Aly. I'm definitely weak to Aly.




“Yes... I know.” She sounds amused, but she continues in a more serious tone. “It seems like the dark God Intyx was the one who instigated your summoning. He taught your demon the <Soul Transplant> spell that holds your previous body. Even now, the echo of his touch remains.”




She delivers a mind blowing revelation.




“What?! Who is this dark god, and why me?!”




“Ah... well answering that requires some time.” She proceeds to sit down on the cat-leaf bush as if it were a stool. The plant lets out a chorus of protesting mews, but it oddly supports false Aly's weight. It's another surreal display to add to this weird illusion. The goddess crosses her legs.




“There are seven of us deities watching over this world. Divine beings like us sustain ourselves with the faith and prayers of mortals. And by mortals, I include those races who do not die of old age, such as demons, fey, and quite possibly, yourself.”




“...”




“We are constantly competing for followers. We can convince mortals to pray to us through blessings, oracles, and great spells...... Although it's more effective to have an influential representative dedicate their deeds in our name. Otherworlder heroes, boasting of unmatched power, make for excellent representatives... So we revealed the summoning ritual, and guide our believers to the necessary materials so that they may bring them to this world.”




“So... you aren't summoning us to defeat some demon lord or save the human race? We're just here to, spread the word about you?” I really don't know how I feel about this...




“That is correct.”




“Then... was I just sucked into this world randomly? For some god to eventually pick up?” Feeling anger towards a deity may not be a healthy reaction, but I can't help myself.




“When the summoning ritual is performed, it must be dedicated to one of us Gods. The deity will then choose the otherworlder to be transported. God Intyx presides over the domains of darkness, cruelty, and pain. He likely saw some qualities in you which he initially desired... but the result was lacking, so he had his follower steal your body instead.”




So a god personally selected me, but it was a dark god... Should I be offended here... or relieved?




“Just what makes me enticing to an evil god?!” I recall the initial night of horror. “And the goblins were worshiping that demon. There was no mention of any Intyx.”




“Goblins worship many names, but they all pray for a cruel warlord to subjugate the other races and lead them. So long as their faith encompasses darkness, cruelty or pain... it will be directed towards God Intyx. It is our domains that define us as Gods, not any name. As for what attracted you to God Intyx...”




She peers at me in deep concentration. It really feels like she is looking into my soul.




“Like all summoning candidates, we only choose those who want a chance at a new life... in a new world. We see that as dissatisfaction with one's fate and it shows clear in your past.”




“...”




“In you I also see a disposition which invites disaster. World changing events will follow your wake. Your summoned body's unusual circumstances may be considered an example of this trait. Challenges and enemies will plague you relentlessly. Periods of peace will follow with commensurate amounts of trouble.”




Is this why I always draw terrible fortunes?!




“Your personality also reflects an affection towards pain.”




Huh?




“Perhaps, whilst in your old world... God Intyx misread this as an affection towards spreading pain... but with your soul here before me, I see that it is receiving pain that entices you.”




“Th-that's ridiculous! I hate pain! There is nothing pleasant about being hurt!” This goddess is a phony! I almost fell for her tricks, but this proves she's fake.




“Is that so?” rather than offended, the fake Aly smiles amused.




Her image begins to waver and black latex... grows... out of her skin to form a quintessential dominatrix outfit. A short crop appears in her hand and she snaps it whilst delivering a wicked grin. The world tilts and I find myself staring down at the ground and bent over her seated lap and the crop's tip trails over my bared ass. It is a gentle caress now, but I can already feel the promise of red welts and sore, flushed cheeks.




When I lift my head and turn up towards her, I see her free hand playing with a padded clip... her fingers open it briefly, then release it with an audible snap... a wave of pleasure hits me as I imagine my hardening nipples and clit between those biting teeth. My lower body trembles in anticipation. Ahh... I'm dripping...




And then everything tilts again... I'm standing where I was before. Fake Aly is gazing at me, in her usual naked attire, and I realize it was all a hallucination. But my pink bar has risen considerably, and my nether lips feel chilled from the escaping wetness.




“Pain comes in many forms... it is not always unpleasant. And this feeling too, is within Intyx's domain... He is not an evil god, as many mortals believe. All divine aspects are neutral, mine included. Whatever aspects define you should not be a source of shame.”




I'm contemplating her words silently... but my turbulent thoughts still manage to produce another question.




“Why have I never met this Intyx?”




“None of us Gods may manifest before an otherworlder directly. We select the summoning target from a distance. Once in this world, the individual must perform actions to invite the deity's influence. Seeing our celestial symbol, earning our blessing, and finally living in a way which gives praise to our domain; these are the prerequisites to meeting us.




“God Duhamel of the Sun loves battle. Many heroes become warriors and His influence builds quickly in this way. My sister, Goddess Marion of the Night Aurora favors knowledge. Those who delve into our world's libraries or research its unique systems may receive a visit from her.




“You have reveled in your natural form under my celestial symbol, the Moon... and thus earned my blessings. A near nightly event since you have arrived.”




My face heats in embarrassment recalling all the sex. I never imagined myself as insatiable... but were Aly and I overdoing it perhaps?




“Oh... please do not think that.” 




This goddess... she really can read my mind?!




“What you two have is not simply carnal lust... but fervent, passionate love. It is a thing of beauty,” she sighs. “Actually, things have been difficult for me... Very few are willing to gain my blessing. In fact... you are the first otherworlder to have earned it and visited me... Despite 3000 years of summons...” The last part was muttered.




Her blessing... Ah!




	Lucianna's Blessing	-
	Bathing naked under the celestial moon's light has bestowed you with the fertility goddess' favor. Your charming presence reduces the hostile feelings of all beings around you and boosts feelings of attraction. Having sexual intercourse tonight will guarantee conception.







Well... going nude... in the wilderness... at night... Would anyone from my world think to do that? The blessing prerequisites are kind of...




“What is there to be dissatisfied about my blessing? Without it, the nocturnal predators are especially vicious. Have your nights been so horrible?” The goddess looks hurt. She's wearing Alyssa's face which makes it even worse.




“Um... I love our- I mean Aly's and my nights together. Thank you for protecting us.” I'll thank her... because it would take too long to describe the other world's views on nudity... She seems like the type to ask about all the whys.




“Mmmn!” She makes a pleased sound... it's Aly's cute voice too. “Not only did you create a new life, but you even gave birth whilst bearing my blessing... Showing such devotion has touched me. I will have to give the child something special.”




“Something special?” Is this good? Bad? Is our child going to grow into a horny plant boy or girl or other?!... who builds a world shaking harem?




The goddess laughs. “You'll be pleased with it, I am sure. And I am glad you have pledged yourself to me.”




“...” Ah, the proposal. “That was-”




“A binding agreement,” she finishes my sentence for me. “Your heart has already accepted me. But it is not a dour existence of servitude like you are imagining. I only ask of you to live your life as you have been.”




“You aren't forcing me into some kind of quest? Or missionary work?” And what does she mean my heart has accepted her?




“You've a fate that brings enough trials. Asking for more is brave, but unnecessary.”




No, I didn't ask for more...


“Actually-”




“Since you've offered, perhaps in the future I will send you a revelation.”




Goddess?! Aren't you supposed to be reading my mind?!


“I didn't ask-”




“But you should focus on the upcoming trial at hand. Surviving this will be difficult, but I will offer some help. God Intyx is making his own moves... I do not believe they are to your benefit. Ah, our meeting is coming to an end.”




“Wait... What kind of trial?”




“Most of our encounter will fade from your mind. Our conversation may have felt long, but it has actually just been an instant. Time stands still here... Your mortal brain can only absorb so much. I wish you fortune in your trial... know that the moon watches over you.”




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





The dream scene melts into darkness and my eyes flutter open.




What was I...?




I'm lying on my back. My legs are parted and I feel wetness trailing between them because I had just given birth to... something... There is some discomfort in my stomach. The stretched gate to my womb is slowly recovering. Aly is half lying atop me, her tight hug is desperate and the tears cool on my skin.




My breathing is calm and a comfortable feeling wells inside me. Like my body is rejoicing at a job well done. My stamina bar is blinking red, empty. No bad status effects...




“I'm okay now Aly. Really. Can you help me sit up though?”  Although Alyssa's weight presses me down, she is not heavy. Both of our plant bodies are deceptively light. But I can't seem to put strength in my arms just yet.




We look into each other's eyes and I must be projecting how I feel because her face brightens instantly.




“Nnn!” She nods and helps me up. Her gaze follows mine to our... child?




Between my spread thighs, lying in a puddle of my nectar is a young sprout. It must have emerged from the oversized seed as soon as it touched the ground, it looks like it has already taken root. Even as we watch, the nectar pool is shrinking, getting sucked up by the little plant.




When I see the last drop vanish, an alert pops up telling me I have gained a new traits.




	Dryad's Bond	Your lifeforce is now linked to a Spirit Mahogany tree. Either partner may share their health if they feel the other in danger. Death to one will kill both. Separating more than 30 meters will cause both plants to slowly sicken and eventually die.
	Spirit Boost	Being bonded with a Spirit Mahogany grants a +2 bonus to the SPR attribute. As the tree grows, this bonus will increase.







“Wahhh! She's cute!” Alyssa is looking on in excitement. I, on the other hand, am feeling panic again.




My mind recalls all the hot, melting nights with Alyssa. It is still night right now and I am still naked... Lucianna's Blessing is still active. Guaranteed conception is it? I suspect it was actually that time with the bees though. I was pollinated...




Okay... so I was pregnant and just gave birth... The baby, is a cute plant. I do not hate this feeling. I can accept this...




But this bond... 30 meters? Going beyond will make us sicken and die? The sprout looks really fragile now. I'm afraid to test it.




That elf is going to come for me once he gets out of that bottle trap. And I'm now trapped in the village myself. Huh?




Village... trap...




“That perverted elder!”




“Hmm?” My shout startles Alyssa.




“He knew...” my realization comes out as a breathy whisper. “Did he taste it somehow? Stay at least a week... I thought he sounded desperate... why did I even agree?! I must have been insane!”




“Sis? Are you sick again?” Oh no. I've caused her to worry.




“Ah. I- I'm fine Aly.” Slow... calm breathes... “We have to leave this village though. But I'm bonded to our child and can't move farther than 30 meters from her. Like this, I'm stuck in the grove.” I can't tell her about the elves. She might attack the tower in a rage.




“Then make her big like me!” Alyssa suddenly projects her thoughts in plant speak and I see an incestuous threesome scene that leaves me shamefully aroused.




Our child is a tree... It... shouldn't evolve into another alraune... Probably... But still... like this we can escape!




“I love you Aly!”




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





“Accelerate Growth! Shoot!” Twisting rays of green light fly towards the little sprout. <Accelerate Growth> doesn't actually need rune circles to use at a distance. I can focus on any plant I see and cause the spell to form on top of it. But I'm trying something new here.




Because, just like the previous 30 times, the spell energy dissolves as it approaches the plant and it absorbs the formless mana. The little leaves look more vibrant, but it does not grow at all.




“Why?!” My knees fold and I collapse to the ground.




“Is it really that yummy?” Alyssa tilts her head in puzzlement. She seems to be talking to the plant though.




I can't magically grow the sprout. Any spell that gets near it is broken down into raw mana and eaten. My <Evolve Plant> spell is the same.




At least the leaves now reflect a really healthy sheen. It doesn't look like it would wither under a chilly breeze anymore. My life is linked to this seedling. I was worried enough about the fragile sprout to have considered making a tiny greenhouse.. My eyes scan the area around the grove and spot the manor's tool shed. 




This plant filled area is not naturally tidy. Brownie gardeners were pruning the foliage. Not all the flowers are native too. They were transported here.




Searching the shed yields the clay plant pot I was hoping to find. I use the Rock Shaping Trowel I stole- I mean earned- and transfer my baby tree into the container.




“Aly, let's leave the village. Now if that's okay. Was there anything you wanted to do before leaving?” I hide the anxiousness with a casual voice... but I'd rather not wait for morning. If the fey see me holding the potted sprout, they will realize what it means. Hiding it in a bag might damage it.




“I'm fine. We're going to adventure!” Her next words are softer and I probably wasn't meant to hear. “After sis sees how strong I've become, she may fall in love all over again. Ehehe... And then at night... teehee.”




Wah... Aly, you are so daring...




We kiss and gather our things. Traveling with the blessing active was tempting... but wearing the aquine belt alone nullifies the naked requirement. 




I go ahead and slip into my blue petal brassiere and short leaf sarong. The belt's fruits hanging at my left hip add a splash of amber to my ensemble. My large leaf shoulder bag and back sheath strap form an X of vines which divides my cleavage. The wood quarterstaff secured behind me is just a backup weapon though, I'll be relying on my magic. Cradling the plant pot in my left arm, I look towards Alyssa.




She makes do with even less equipment than me. Her leaf bandeau conceals none of her curves, and might as well be invisible because of her green skin. Unlike me, she is fine without any bottom-wear... though a stylish vine belt does encircle her waist. Hanging from it are multiple pouches, bags, and her coiled whip. Her right wrist bears the tokint bracelet. Even now, I find my eyes being drawn to the distracting patterns, despite the more pleasant flesh to be seen.




Alyssa too loses her blessing. The Goddess Moon is so strict.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





We are about to leave when shouts and magical explosions rock the air. There is smoke rising from the village's edge and the sky takes a reddish hue from roofs aflame. As we rush into the street, we see a group of goblins crowding around a doorway a few buildings away. 




One of the goblins tosses a torch on the blockaded hut and the thatch lights up brilliantly. The fire's glow makes their held daggers and nets glint.




	Unknown	Goblin (Male)	Level 8
	Health:	24/24	Mana:	9/9
	Stamina:	29/29	-	-
	A gray skinned humanoid sporting ragged claws and teeth. Oversized round eyes, a bulbous flat nose, and pointed ears are typical for its species. It is commonly known that they breed fast and live for savagery.







“Sis!”




“I see them!”




Alyssa had already brandished her whip and charges towards the enemy group. My hands are faster and a trio of ice bullets whiz past her to soften the foes.




Deathly cold crystals blossom in size where the liquid projectiles strike. The three goblins that were hit cry out furiously as they find arms and portions of their torso locked in frost. My magic shots only inflict 5-7 damage a hit, but the secondary slow and freeze effects make up for the weakness. I think it's a huge improvement from my 1 damage staff attacks.




That is until...




I see Alyssa follow up with a flashing underhand whip strike. A frozen limb is shattered in a cloud of icy dust. Her cracking ivy lariat rapidly darts out again to destroy another leg. She spins around as if dancing and the circling whip delivers a vicious slash which decapitates four slow goblins. Terrified visages show as their final expressions. 20-30 damage critical hits are landing every time!




The remaining monsters finally start moving to counter, the first to close in with Aly thrusts its dagger ridiculously at her wrist. Oh, the tokint bracelet... Her arm smoothly retreats as her body spins once more and the slashing whip clears away the other approaching goblins. In the midst of that move, she trips the one pursuing her bracelet and completes her round by stomping on its fallen chest.




“Haaa!”




Following Alyssa's shout, roots pierce the grounded monster. A bursting cloud of blood mist censors the more gory details.




The last few goblins don't even get a chance to flee as vicious root pikes break the ground under them and stab towards the sky. The skewers went completely through to emerge from their heads or necks, and I find my legs closing tight and trembling. I've been... helping... Aly practice her root techniques for the past few nights. She uses them to explore my insides...




Uwaa... The entire battle might have been 5 seconds... Alyssa's deadly attacks played out as one smooth motion.




I barely register the grateful fey now fleeing from that burning building because my eyes are focusing beyond to another scene of carnage. A different party of goblins is finishing off wounded villagers with disturbingly familiar weapons.




With every stab of their soulsealer daggers, there is a flash of light from a once dark orb in their other hand. The filled soul crystal gets deposited in a sack at their hip and the grinning goblins move towards more prey. There are also others picking out the smaller fairies from their nets and stuffing them into jars. Those too are added to the goblin hip packs.




Damn it... there's no way I can just escape alone with Aly after seeing that. I may not match her, but even with my lower damage, I don't feel much threat from the goblins.




“Aly! There are more coming over there!”




I point towards a party of enemies rounding a corner near her and let loose a volley of ice shots. I don't stop to see the individual damage and just release salvo after salvo until their HP bars are pummeled empty.




Burning mana like this doesn't concern me because, for some reason, it is refilling faster than I can use it. I take a quick scan at my status and found a new trait. I don't remember a message notice for this.




	Lucianna's Favor	Your body can directly convert the Goddess' light into magic energy. Moonlight generates 20 MP each second.







Wispy columns of smoke blot out some of the night sky, but the moon shines large and bright overhead.




Together with Alyssa, the two of us stalk the chaos filled streets. There are goblins everywhere. Terrified villagers dart one way, only to encounter another monster group and change directions. The haphazard press prevents me from sniping the enemies from afar, but I find closing the distance suits me just as well.




Even with one arm occupied by a cradled plant pot, I can cast magic with my other arm unhindered. I make a few sweeps with my hand and a magic circle forms in the air. The goblin diving towards me is blown back after a rock shot smashes its face. The body crashes into its fellows and joins them for a shower... of ice bullets. Alyssa is cleaning up a neighboring enemy group... but let's not look at the gory scene over there... Ah... a severed goblin head just flew by...




After slaying a group, I sort through their hip sacks and release any bottled fairies. The soul crystals, empty and full, all go in my shoulder bag. It isn't that I want to keep them... I just think it would be bad for another wandering goblin group to pick them up once we pass. Alyssa and I are trying to clear the enemies away, but their numbers are only increasing...




We continue to fight for the next several minutes. I sometimes encounter armed fey engaging the invaders, but the enemy numbers have grown overwhelming.




The battlefield has changed from the start and the chaotic press is getting tighter. An encirclement of goblins has formed and they are herding the fey together. Winged villagers get driven back by thrown nets and shooting slings. One group of fairies tried to fly away only to plummet into waiting gray hands by a booming thunderclap spell.




Alyssa's whip techniques have been sealed by the throng. She has been making do with her root spells, but I can see her MP has nearly dried up.




“Aly, let's move to the edges and break through!”




“Alright sis!”




We wade through the resisting crowd. At the edge, we encounter a row of spear wielding goblins who try to force us back into the mix.




“Out of the way!”




I see some brief looks of shock before their bodies get blown back by my stone shots. I don't stop with the enemies before me and send a fan of shots to mow down rows of goblins. Aly was quick with her own sweeping whip attack. She looks happy to have gotten out of the crowd, but that did not last long.




Having made a gap in the blockade, fey poured out. Once again, we found ourselves in a hectic scene. The goblins were trying to pincer the escaping flow, but Alyssa and I pushed through the villagers to force those enemies back.




There was no time to properly sort the loot as goblins attacked in constant waves. I'd sweep up the bags within reach and stuff it whole in my pack. Even that I had to abandon when I found it almost overflowing... With one hand occupied by my baby plant and the other being used to cast spells... I had no room for more baggage. 




We'll have to defeat the goblin force entirely to thwart them now. I'm really worried about what they intend to do with all of these soul crystals.




The villager count has thinned. Many have already fled. If goblins were continuing their pursuit, Aly and I were not in a position to help... we were busy with the furious army assaulting us. Since many of the targeted fey were gone, goblin shamans now provided support fire. I intercepted the magic, diverting those fireballs and rock bullets into the sky.




“GRAAAURRR!!!”




A deafening battle cry caused the goblins to scatter. Alyssa and I turned to see a massive form stalking towards our position.




	Unknown	Lesser Demon (Male)	Level 27
	Health:	238/238	Mana:	138/196
	Stamina:	191/204	-	-
	This demon would tower over humans, standing at nearly twice their average height. His black muscled form hints at the terrible strength it can bring to bear. Between two vicious looking tusks is a feral grin. It is known that demons enjoy showing off their razor sharp teeth. Despite the diminutive size of his bat-like wings, this demon can still use them to fly.







“S-sis!”




“It's a demon!”




All of the goblins around us had vanished and we stood out amongst the field of monster corpses. There were still fey scattered about, too wounded or terrified to flee. The demon casually grabs a whimpering brownie female in passing... she was trying to crawl away with a broken spear in her leg. Although she's clad in some kind of metal chain armor, it doesn't stop the demon's teeth from biting through her torso. With everything above her stomach gone, her cries end.




“Lindy!” Aly screams a name and flies towards the demon in rage. Her whip rakes across the demon's thigh with a cracking strike. The demon laughs low and amused. It lost 1 HP. That doesn't deter her from unleashing a chain of lashes.




“Monster! Monster! Monster!” She is screaming with every swing.




“Aly!” I cry out her name. My heart feels like it is about to stop. Just swinging recklessly like that, the demon is going to... I don't let that thought finish. 




Instead, my hand is moving and ice bullets pelt the demon's chest. Our attacks aren't doing much, but we've done about 20 damage. Almost 10%... Wait... Regeneration?! It's only missing 5 HP.




“Hooo... Mistress had claimed vegetables were delicious. I was not tempted before today.” The demon's voice is deep and he is looking at my Aly with a very dangerous expression. His words were spoken in the dark language so she probably did not understand. She is still swinging her whip furiously and screaming.




“Monster! Monster! Monster!!!”




Not good! I have to turn its attention to me!




I continue drawing my cast circles and sending ice bullets, but I'm aiming for the demon's face now. I didn't do it before because I was afraid it would only enrage him. The damage is higher, but not enough to slow it. But the expanding ice crystals are getting into his eyes and nose and he bellows out furiously and turns towards me. Objective, get the demon's attention, was a success.




Although I'm panicking, my casting movements remain smooth. Ry'fenn said that it is times like this, that cause people to shy away from the path of magic. If your circle drawing is just slightly off, the enchantment will collapse. It wastes some mana, and enemies will use the time to perform their own counterattack, or close the distance.




Interweaving rock and ice bullets lets me shatter the ice crystals as they form and the shards and mist irritate the demon without end.




“GRAAAUGH!” ”I will reduce you to cinders impudent tree!”




Unlike me, this demon just extends his arm in my direction and a rune circle forms in the air before him. He is wearing a black armband which shimmers during the action. It is some kind of casting aid I guess.




“Burn!”




A scorching white fireball shoots towards me. I quickly draw a circle to intercept it, the molten projectile veers off towards a house. The building explodes. My body is involuntarily shaking. Even though the goblins were using fire magic too, I didn't feel their heat like with this spell.




The demon is briefly stunned. I don't think he expected me to survive that attack.




“Interesting!”




Even though I've resumed my magic barrage, he is shielding his face with his oversized bicep. A film of white frost covers his forearm. At least Aly has calmed down... she has taken some distance and is focusing her attacks on the enemy's flank. She is whipping his ass... but not exactly in the way we want. He's still at 90% health.




He directs his other palm at me again and creates a fireball twice the size of the first. My legs are shaking as the roaring flames approach, but I deal with the spell like every other projectile. With my arms sweeping in exaggerated motions, I draw a large angled magic circle in the air. I jump backwards as I finish and the ball passes into my enchantment, shifting direction to fly off in the sky above.




The demon is at 88% health. We are doing damage, but it is far too slow...




I mix in water shots and soak his arm. Following that with an ice bullet causes the entire wet area to freeze. He loses 27 HP. A big hit!




“Hehehe... I think I felt something.” The demon is laughing. Seemingly overjoyed with the battle. I look in horror as he takes a handful of shimmering soul crystals from a dark fur waist pouch and tosses them into his mouth.




Crunch.




His mana rapidly restores to full after he swallows the shards.




Rather than large fireballs, this time he sends arcing bolts of dark lightning. I send it off course, but it is followed rapidly by another and another. My focus has turned towards defense as I ward off that chain of attacks. Aly has been given free reign and whip cracks sound endlessly in the air. She is working up a real sweat over there and her distinctive sweet, heady fragrance drifts even to me. It must be incredibly potent over there.




Right as I think that, between the flashes of black lightning, I notice the rising hardness of the demon's member. Oh god... the thing might be thicker than my waist. It's a weapon on par with his tusks or claws. His excited state is causing the magic attacks to come even faster! A-Aly!




As of yet, none of his magic attacks have hit me. My drawing speed has gotten to the point where I can inject my own offensive spells now and then. We have whittled down the demon's health. He is moving a little more sluggishly, but it is not because of damage. Blue mist is starting to permeate off of Aly.




It might not be visible up close, but she told me her body could produce different fragrances. Her usual aroma is sweet and heavy, this must be her drowsy scent.




“Stinks!”




His hand dips back and he suddenly catches Aly's whip. The move shocked both Aly and me, so she doesn't react in time as the demon swiftly pulls her in. Alyssa is flying towards his body when he delivers a backhanded slap that reverses her momentum and hurtles her against a nearby tree.




The single attack took 80% of Alyssa's health and knocked her unconscious.




“Aly!”




I scream, but get no chance to check on her, because the demon has renewed its barrage of spells against me. 




“Yes! Yes! Despair! Take all of my attacks and despair!”




The sky is filled with errant bolts as I'm forced to divert a never ending stream of them. The demon is still raging hard and I don't think it's because of Aly's fading scent. His expression shows that he is reveling at this chance to attack without reserve. That feverish, lust tinted, gaze is making the fear even harder to suppress.




My concentration slips and a slew of dark bolts fly past my defensive line.




Before they can strike me, they enter the range of my potted plant and the spells fall apart. The residual mana is absorbed by the little sprout. We are both shocked. I had forgotten about this power... it was why I had to carry the plant pot in the first place.




“Ahahahaha! The tree is sturdy! Maybe this female could survive taking my seed!”




	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Fear







“N-noooo!” I scream and the plant pot drops and I throw both arms into summoning magic.




He had taken a step towards me, but slowed as my hail of ice and rocks doubled in intensity. He is warding his face, and occasionally taking a step despite the pressure. I'm breathing hard, in both panic and effort, as my arms whip back and forth. My dancing fingers leave behind strings of tiny glowing magic circles which flicker out as I shoot water and ice bullets through them.




I tried aiming at the demon's cock, hoping to shut down one threat. But to my horror, the stimulation seemed to excite him further. There was some bonus to the damage, but with his vision unobstructed, he was closing in on me quicker. My aim again focused on his head.




35%... 30%... 25%...




My fingers are quickening. With each sweep I'm creating 12, 13, 14 magic circles. My MP is no longer keeping up with the strain and [Photosynthesis] activates. Glittering light bathes my hair as drinks in even more of the moonlight. Although I'm rooted to the ground, I know that if I slow my attacks, the demon will be on me in an instant.




He is shrouded in cold mist and perhaps sensing some danger because black lightning is once again being thrown out towards me. I look down and see the plant pot sitting upright near my roots.




Thank the goddess... the sprout wasn't hurt...




My thought is belated. And I'm twice as relieved to see the black lightning dissolving into mana before me. Is my baby tree protecting me by extending its power? Even the bolts flying towards my head are being eaten.




20%... 15%...




Faster... faster...




Icy bullets rail against the demon like magic gatling fire. Rapid streams of lightning are being returned, but I'm letting my plant handle those. We are both putting all our energy into attacks and the air is dense with discharging mana.




My eyes constantly flicker towards the distance, where Aly lies prone. She is slowly bleeding out and has already fallen to 6 HP... 10% health. 




I-if she dies... No!




Faster... I have to cast faster!




“Haaaaahhhh!”




I shout in fury, willing my fingers to move just a little quicker...




The demon's health is at 10%... 5%...




So close!




I'm so focused on my assault that I realize, just now, the demon's lightning attacks had stopped for a bit.




Too late to notice the goblin spear he picked up.




He had imbued the spear with his dark lightning and then shot it forward with magic.




As the weapon approached me, I could see the crackling energy evaporate... the mana being absorbed by my baby plant. But the spear continued moving to pierce my stomach. It didn't go completely through. Instead, my body was thrown backward, with my roots ripping apart. I tumbled a few times before crashing into a wall several meters away.




“Kuuuh!” An agonized cry finally escaped my lips as all the pain caught up. A torrent of alerts and flashing icons light in my mind.




I lost 39 HP. I am stunned, weakened, bleeding, and feared. Miraculously, I'm still conscious.




But I can't move my arms. My entire body doesn't respond. I barely have the strength to tremble.




“What a delicious expression... I shall savor it after eating the green one's soul...”




I hear the demon slowly plodding towards Alyssa's fallen figure. An entirely new level of terror racks me. Crunch echoes loud in my mind, the memory from before when he tossed those soul crystals in his mouth. An image of Aly interlaces with the nightmare... and it is too much!




“NNNNNOOOOOOO!!!” My piercing shriek drowns out everything. The high pitched sound was unlike any I had made before. There might have been other shouts or screams in the distance... other villagers facing their own perils... but they all seemed mute in comparison.




The demon turns to me and shudders in ecstasy. He is licking his lips and even caressing his engorged member.




I struggle to stand... to lift my arms... to do anything. But these stupid, useless limbs just won't move! My eyes reflect the demon continuing his steady steps towards my Aly and I rail desperately at my still unmoving body. I scream again.




His foot stomps next to a wilted thistle plant. The flower is bowed down, its stalk bent... broken... just like me... Those thorny leaves are wilting in impending death.




Something in my mind clicks.




Goddess please... if you can hear me... I will devote everything to you... if you could just... please... help me!




Praying with all my heart, I reach out to the thistle plant with the [Plant Manipulation] skill.




A razor filled jungle. Dense growths of sharp leaves and thorny vines everywhere. Protect Aly!




I try to cast <Accelerate Growth>.




My arms remain immobile, but the magic still forms. Mana is gathering about the weakened thistle plant, reinvigorating it. I am not the one casting though. 




The energy is being released from my potted baby tree.




An awe inspiring amount of mana pours into the thorny flower. Is my child using the spell energy it had absorbed?




Before the demon can take his next step, a thick vine had rapidly wrapped about his ankle. When he looks down, he finds an explosion of green had already overtaken the area.




Creeping plant tendrils cover the ground and expand past several houses. Huge thistle stalks shoot upward to create a forest, each of those tree like stalks releasing hundreds of branches. Saw edged leaves sprout in a million places and sweep over everything. Even I find myself caught within the green's radius... but a clearing forms around me, as well as the sprout... and I can only hope, Aly.




Hanging vines in my vision suddenly burst with thorns and the pain-filled howl of the demon rents the air. I can see drips of milky, poisonous resin forming a film over those sharp tips. The sounds of rustling foliage continue, so the jungle must still be growing in places unseen too. The foliage parts before me to form a curving path. I feel that it will take me straight to Aly.




I feel the warmth of healing energy... my sprout is sharing its life force with me. It only restores 2 HP, but I'm crying thankfully because my limbs can move again. I envelope myself with healing spells and pull out the spear with a gasp.




Half limping and running, I head down the path and find my baby sprout. Hugging the pot, I kiss the baby plant in love and thanks. It feels a little weakened from sharing its life force, but it is telling me that it will recover. I see my discarded pack and quickly grab that too and charge again down the path.




Alyssa's breathing is very shallow. Her health is at 3. I pour the last of my mana into healing spells until she is well over-topped. My tears just won't stop, even as her eyes flutter open.




“S-sis...” her voice is weak and I wrap her in a tight embrace, burying my head against her chest.




My muffled voice is calling out Aly's name over and over like a mantra. I was so close to losing her, and it still feels too close. In my mind though, I am saying thank you. Over and over again, I'm giving thanks... to my baby tree... the thistle plant... and the Goddess... for saving my Aly.




The demon is still roaring in anger. The foliage is rustling as he tugs and lashes out. I want to cling to Alyssa longer, she is patting my head in comfort... but the danger has yet to pass. I can't see him through the thick leaves though.




But a spot of black shows as a vine is torn away. The demon is thoroughly entangled in thorny coils and countless cuts bleed profusely from his exposed skin. His health has dropped to the single digits and is rapidly falling. The thistle's poison is suppressing his regeneration. I think his thrashing in this jungle of razors did significant damage.




“D-damn... yo-....”




Aly and I back away as he collapses, belly down, over the clearing. Black blood pools around the ravaged corpse.
        


Chapter 13


            Gazing into her eyes, Alyssa and I speak wordlessly. Our thoughts seem to echo each other.




I am glad you are safe. Thank you for being alive. I love you.




Both of us felt that cold specter of death looming too close. Both of us knew, we almost lost one another.




Never again... It doesn't matter if it sounds silly. I know we met less than a month ago. But I can't imagine a future without her. I won't let that kind of nightmare happen.




“Aly...”




“Mnn.”




We turn back to the fallen demon and I check it again with [Analyze]. In too many movies, I've seen characters killed because they mistakenly think the monster or murderer is dead. Fortunately, I get a description window that clearly says demon corpse.




Much of the dead body is entangled in vines, but I can see both the items that caught my attention earlier. A giant silver metal armband adorns his right arm. And a thickly furred, black belt pouch is secured to his hip.




I ask Aly for help and we coax the vines to retract and give us access to those objects. The body was too heavy to move... still, the armband came off with only a little effort. I had to reach under the demon's belly prone form to unfasten his belt though. That over-sized... third leg... of his was what gave me enough room to work. I couldn't hold back my disgusted cry when [Analyze] identified the sticky coating on my arm as demon's sperm. 




Did this huge ass muscular beast get off from being tied up by vines? Nevermind... I don't really want to know. 




With barely any mana left, I can't even wash my arm clean. I can endure this... This is nothing... I will be strong... for Aly... but... this heavy scent clinging to my skin...




“It stinks...” Ewwwwww!




Shouts and magic explosions remind me the larger battle has yet to end. I have to hurry. The armband is tossed into my [Item Box] and I wear the bulkier belt pouch like another shoulder bag. It's too large to carry any other way...




“Sis... let's go.”




“Alright, I'm done here.”




…




The thistle jungle is deceptively small. From within, thick growth obscures our vision and it feels like it might extend for kilometers. The plants part for us though and we see that it only encompasses five or so houses.




Only the dead witness us emerging. The battle is happening elsewhere in the village. Judging from the fireworks, the fey have fortified themselves within some of the larger tree manors. They've grown in ways that the small folk could even use them like castles. Perhaps it's better than running for the hills and getting hunted down. The heaviest clashes seem focused in those areas. 




I don't care though... Aly and I have done enough for the fey.




“This way.”




Leading Alyssa away, we stealthily make for the village edge. To my shock, Aly points out a few dead humans in the streets. They are dressed in chain armor and all share the same coat of arms... soldiers?




“Sis... did they come with the evil ones?”




“Probably not... that one, over there, has a goblin spear stuck in him.”




“FUUUCCCCKKK!!!!”




A loud shout and thunderous crash sound as the house behind us collapses. We whip our heads back and see someone climbing out of the wreckage.




	Unknown	Human (Male)	Level 41
	Health:	229/317	Mana:	209/235
	Stamina:	292/346	-	-
	Short cropped blond hair and an incredibly attractive face might be the defining features of this human youth. Although he boasts of a fit frame, such builds are considered standard in this world.







“... hero...” Alyssa whispers softly.




She doesn't have the [Analyze] skill but thinks the same as me. My guess came from his HP count though. His once fine breastplate is about to shatter. The cloth tunic underneath shows through the ragged cracks. If he started his fight with other armor pieces, they were already destroyed. Maybe his accessories are giving some kind of magical protection. He doesn't move like someone who had just smashed into a building.




After recovering his dropped swords, the hero takes the most idiotic combat stance I've ever seen. Dual wielding? Who do you think you are? Is this some kind of fantasy game? Oh wait...




“Fucking bitch!”




“Ahahahaha! Is that all you've got hero?” The taunting, feminine voice is familiar.




	Misvoth	Demon (Female)	Level 26
	Health:	458/458	Mana:	416/495
	Stamina:	381/452	-	-
	This demon's buxom figure radiates with sinister, seductive energy. Lustrous raven hair frames her enchanting face. If it weren't for the pair of horns and dark wings, one might confuse her as human. Prominently displayed in her cleavage is a pulsing black crystal.







My old body struts into sight and faces off with the hero. The wings and horns are new additions, as are the pointed ears... did she make my breasts bigger too? And what the hell does she have against clothes?! I'm not being a hypocrite. Oh... she's wearing shoes...




Neither of the two powerful figures see Aly and me, we are hidden behind a low stone wall.




Misvoth is bearing an amused grin... thank the goddess my teeth are still normal.




“I heard from the others that heroes were oh so powerful... but what is this?” She gestures as if presenting her body. “Not a single scratch. Are you a shy boy perhaps? Afraid of what you see?” I can't help to blush as the demon takes her breasts in hand and plays with them teasingly.




Definitely bigger... really... What the hell are you doing with my body?!




I'd have screamed that out loud... if I weren't scared of bringing her end-boss like ass down on us.




“Screw you cheating whore! I'll see if you can handle my swords up your ugly ass cunt!”




HEY! You are clearly bulging there hero... Ugly was uncalled for.




“HAAAAAH!”




The foreplay seems to be over because the hero is charging at Misvoth. Despite being fast, those sword swings were clumsy... even to my amateur eyes. It's no wonder the demon easily shifts her body to dodge them, time and time again. She gets plenty of openings to counterattack, but does not follow through with them. Misvoth is playing with her food.




It's too sad to watch.




I've seen the Kendo guys spar. I know it's only a sport... but it still features elegant and efficient strikes designed to hit the target. This guy is just wildly swinging.




As the two dance about, one of the hero's slashes cleaves a tree. The blade slices through the half-meter trunk like butter and the poor birch crashes over a burning hut.




“Uwah...” Alyssa and I make mirrored sounds. We both sympathize with the tree. Hero has some scary attack power at least.




He may not be skilled, but he has plenty of stamina and the swipes continue relentlessly. I cringe whenever the blades brush close by the demon's breasts... It is my old body... The demon is tiring of this game though.




“Really, you've got nothing more there hero? I'm not even working up a sweat here.” She lets out a bored sigh. Even whilst taunting, she keeps dodging.




“Argggh! Fucking cheat! You're half my level and have higher stats than me!” He swipes at Misvoth's head.




“That isn't it, cherry boy...” She dodges. “If you can't please a woman, just man up and admit it.”




“ARRRGHHH!”




That last taunt might have struck a nerve because he is swinging like crazy now. But even at this, a feminine sigh sounds.




“So boring... Are faster and slower the only moves you know? What a lousy lover...” Following her disappointed voice, Misvoth delivers a smooth knife-hand strike under the hero's swinging arms. The blow shaves off 20 of his health and he stumbles back.




“Hold on boy... my turn. Don't go limp on me now.” And then she darts in. The demon's willowy form delivers a rapid storm of punches, palm strikes, and kicks. His frantic defense with two swords holds somewhat... she is avoiding the blades, but too many attacks are getting through. The hero is losing HP in 10% bursts.




I've been watching for a while now and I think I understand some of their strengths and weaknesses. The hero has good base stats, high attack power... but he sucks with the sword. He may be using them for style points... and I guess if he could cleave a tree like he did, most monsters wouldn't stand up either.




But the demon has enough agility to match his speed, and enough skill to see through his attacks. I recognize a lot of her moves as Taekwondo. Did Misvoth inherit my knowledge and skills, with my stats too? Despite being 15 levels lower, she is toying with the hero.




There are probably stronger otherworlders out there... but she's steadily leveling up too. If she keeps scaling up like this... then like the fey said... it might be the end of this world...




I have no doubt Misvoth led the goblins here. The demons seem interested in eating our souls. Aly and I won't be safe like this... I didn't expect my stolen body to become such a threat... Reclaiming it, might be impossible...




I have to protect Aly...




“Sis...”




Alyssa is watching the hero. He is losing badly, down to 67 HP.




I might not be able to get my body back... but if we can stop the demon now...




“Aly, can you entangle the demon's legs with your roots? I'll support the hero with healing and ice magic.” If we seal Misvoth's movements, the hero can deliver the damage.




“Mmn!”




Both of us have recovered MP. Mine is brimming full from the waning moon. I keep close to Aly, letting her hold my potted sprout, whilst taking the forward position. She stomps on the ground and I can feel the earth shifting as roots grow and extend out towards the hero's battle.




“Healing!”




I announce my magic and send the invisible balls of magic energy shooting towards the hero. It's important to let allies know what's going on...




“Hell yeah! Thanks!”




Right as his eyes go wide from his rapidly restoring health, he shouts triumphantly. Misvoth's gaze shift to here. There is brief shock, but she hides it behind an amused expression.




“Three- no... four play is it? I'm going to-”




Aly's roots erupt below the demon and snake around her legs. They won't hold long against the insanely high stats of a hero/demon. I'm about to send several ice shots to distract, but I mess up my rune casting after hearing a very distracting moan.




“Ahhhn~”




D-d-double penetration?! No lube?!!!




I instantly feel ashamed at my first reaction... but... it is my old body... Even the hero is too shocked to move.




Misvoth writhes for a few moments, then leaps up, tearing free from the roots. She hovers a few meters up, panting hard.




“Haa... haa... haa...” The demon has turned her attention to Alyssa behind me. Her cheeks are flushed. “Not bad...”




I don't like that look... it's dangerous in a different way. Moving closer to Aly, I glare at the demon who looks somewhat like me... This is NOT jealousy. Absolutely not.




Misvoth suddenly dodges backwards, a bolt of lightning shoots through her old position.




“RICK!”




It was a woman's shout. Hundreds of loud footsteps accompany it. Everyone turns to look at the five women charging towards our position. The speaker was an elf. The woman running beside her has fox ears. The other three appear to be human. Dozens of other human soldiers are following behind them, some of the elven mages are mixed in too.




Even as those reinforcements pour in, somewhere off in the distance more allies are stationed. It seems to be a battlemage group as a tempest of magical fire locks on to the flying demon. She is forced to ascend higher to avoid the storm.




“Tch... Next time hero... You can watch me set all your women screaming.” She beats her wings and turns towards the sky.




Did the demon include me in that comment? It's a false accusation!




“Think you can escape?!” The hero, surrounded by friendlies, shouts in righteous fury. He whips his arms in exaggerated movements. Ah, he's drawing the <Shoot> magic circle...




So slow...




But he completes it without mistakes and bellows out a skill name.




“Heavenly flames! Turn her to ash!”




And an enormous, dense column of fire shoots out from the hero's circle. It roars terrifyingly as it soars and illuminates the early morning sky. The tiny figure of the demon easily flies out of its path and continues to vanish into the distance.




I don't know what the demon felt... but for Aly and me...




	You are inflicted with the abnormal status: Fear







Every cell in my body was screaming in terror at that horrifyingly oppressive flame. We were standing maybe... 20 meters away... but could still feel the heat. Aly and I are clutching each other tightly and trembling. Our wide eyed stares are locked to the disappearing column. 




“Wuuuu....” Both of us are tearing up. I also had another liquid accident...




I-I'm supposed to be strong for Aly... but... 




But...




Giant flames are way too scary!!!




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+



Author Note: This chapter has undergone no revisions. I haven't even run it through spell check. If anyone spots major mistakes, please do post. 




I know I saw typos in the last two chapters(11-12) too... but I decided to cook first after rereading them... When I returned to proofread, I couldn't remember where the mistakes were. x.x
        


Chapter 14


            “Rick! Are you alright?!” The lightly armored elven woman sounds frantic.




“Yeah. Sorry Taela. I let the boss get away.” The hero - Rick, became pretty calm after his party's arrival. He scratches his head shyly in front of the long eared enchantress.




“Y-you don't have to apologize to me!” She blushes bright red. “It's only natural for demons to flee before such manly strength.”




The elf's lush blonde mane is crowned by a sparkling magical tiara which seems to change color with her mood. It shifts between orange and red-violet as concern and... lust?... flit across her face. She matches the hero's height, likely because of those stunning long legs. Hard not to notice because her outfit is designed to show off all her best assets.




She's intent on personally inspecting Rick's well being though... her hands are all over him.




Well, his armor was all but destroyed in battle...




“Wait a sec! No need to check there Taela! I'm fine! Really!”




All of the hero's women show interest when the elf discovered his hard bulge. Taela though, directs a suspicious glare in my direction... her tiara's gems change to a jealous green.




Hey! I wasn't the one displaying her naked flesh for all the world to see. Oh wait... that was my old body...




I also discreetly fix my sarong. It had shifted somehow and my underwear-free state was visible below.




Are there flames rising behind Taela now? This isn't what it looks like! It… it's a misunderstanding!




“Ah... Ahh...”




Why won't my voice work?! S-stupid feared state... my body can't stop trembling!




“Rick... what is this? Even though all of us are willing... you...” The fox-eared woman who was silent up till now was now staring at me too. Her trailing words triggered several female gazes to fix on me.




“Eh? What are you talking about Mir?” The flustered hero sounds confused.




Seriously?! The oblivious idiot protagonist really exists?! But he was cursing up a storm with the demon... Ah! He just smirked! This jerk is actually amused!




“I'm talking about the dirty slut standing half naked here.” Fox woman Mir answers with a haughty tone. “No offense Taela.”




Alyssa might have sensed the rising hostility. She was trying to protectively shield me. But her body was still shaking badly. The fire phobia is strong. Her brave attempt is melting away my fear though, so I take the front instead.




This looks like it may get ugly. The unrelated soldiers have taken a deep interest in their feet below.




...




I tune out the rising screeches from the hero's harem. At least their anger is no longer focused on me. The three human women were also drawn in. A five-way cat fight. 




This hero is really something... he's sleeping with all of them. Several times a day in fact. But this is not what the women find dissatisfying.




No... they seem to be competing for more time with Rick. Aren't these nymphos spending more time spreading their legs than adventuring? I am not a hypocrite.




I don't see why playboy Rick is grinning... He's on the fast track to a nice boat ending.




Lowering my voice, I whisper to Aly.




“Let's get out of here.”




“Mmn.”




We start backing away... Nobody was looking here... or so I thought.




“Now calm down ladies... No need to scare my new pets.”




The hero's cocky declaration causes me to freeze in place. Once again, all eyes are on us. I must have heard wrong though. He did not just call us pets...




“Rick... are you saying...” It was the elven woman... the jealousy is melting away for some reason. Her tiara is turning pink? Why?!




“Yeah honey. My [Analyze] says she's a dryad. The other one's an alraune. You girls don't have to worry about a seventh wife. They're both just monsters.”




“...”




Why have all the women's expressions changed?! Are they whispering amongst each other? I can make out a some of the words...




“Hey... isn't alraune pollen used to make fertility potions?”


“... then even if I'm an elf, Rick's first child could be...”


“... dryad pollen is used for virility elixirs too...”


“... my friend had one... and then her husband...”


“... non stop for nine hours?! Then! If we gave Rick some...”


“... the nectar is supposed to be an aphrodisiac too...”


“... and how do you collect the pollen?”


“... well after she... and then you keep rubbing her there...”




“...”




“Sis, their eyes are scary.”




“I know Aly...”




Without taking their gazes off of us, the women direct sweet voices towards the hero.




“Rick, honey, they still haven't been broken in yet, right? Why don't you let me train them for a while. I'll teach them lots of techniques.”




“Don't listen to that slutty elf. She'll have them join her in orgies at every town. I'll teach them how to show passion without loosening all their holes.”




“As if either of you two could teach about giving pleasure when all you do is chase after your own. Rick, my love, let me train them first. I'll make them see the true beauty behind getting their man to cum.”




…




“Aly... we should run away.”




We don't get to act on our whisper because a cheerful male voice cuts off the path behind us. Turning around, I see a heavily armored man, some kind of knight, approaching. He's got an interesting array of wands sheathed in his belt. Several other battlemages are following behind him like subordinates.




“Yo, Rick. Ending your fights flashy as usual. All the troops were cheering after you lit the sky with that spell. The goblins at the southern edge are routed.”




I had only turned around briefly. When I looked back, Aly and I were surrounded by the women. How did they do that? Flash step? Instant movement?!




“Tanya, I'm taking the dryad first.”




“Don't be childish Mir. I've the highest alchemy skills here. For the sake of making the most potent virility potions, I have to extract her pollen myself. Of course, I'll share after confirming their effects on Rick.”




“Any one of us could make that potion. But compared to me, both of you are lacking as lovers. For Rick's sake, I should be the one to train her first!”




While three were arguing over me, the other two were having a heated discussion about Alyssa. I wasn't paying attention to the feverish details though. Hugging her tight, I was scanning for another chance at an exit.




The hero was moving to greet the knight, trusting his women to hold us in place.




“Nice to see you in one piece Janz. Where's my Alex?”




“Princess Alessandra took the majority of our forces to support the elven tower.”He's smiling wryly, possibly at the intimate form of address to his superior. I suspect that this princess is another of the hero's wives. “Detection spells ID'd another high class demon over there as well as abnormally high goblin numbers. The little vermin shouldn't be an issue for our infantry. Her highness was also confident since it was just a single demon.”




Rick's casual mood instantly faded and his tone became anxious.




“The demons here aren't normal. The bitch I fought had beyond cheat level stats.” As if imagining the worst, he shouts, “Alex could be in trouble!”




The conversation prompted me to check the stats of the women encircling us.




[Analyze] readouts of the women.


Spoiler : 
	Mir	Fox Beastkin (Female)	Level 39
	Health:	170/172	Mana:	116/212
	Stamina:	131/151	-	-
	A dark haired, fox eared, woman with a mature disposition. Her excessively large breasts look ready to spill free from her robe. A soft bushy tail sways enticingly behind her.







	Taela	Elf (Female)	Level 38
	Health:	156/156	Mana:	47/293
	Stamina:	170/184	-	-
	A slim elven beauty with long blonde hair. She seems to favor skimpy light armor attire to reveal her creamy skin.







	Jacqueline	Human (Female)	Level 43
	Health:	162/195	Mana:	116/116
	Stamina:	149/214	-	-
	Muscular and tall, this sun kissed woman looks like she has twice the strength of normal men. Battle scars criss cross over her exposed flesh, yet do not necessarily interfere with her beauty. Her figure is unmistakably feminine with great curves. A pony tail holds up her chestnut hair.







	Tanya	Human (Female)	Level 40
	Health:	163/163	Mana:	122/147
	Stamina:	118/139	-	-
	Despite her modest figure, this girl radiates sensuousness. Her pouted lips seem to be asking for a kiss, whilst her every movement just gives the barest hint of an invitation. Under those blonde locks, she wears an elegant pair of glasses. They add a slightly intellectual aura.







	Remi	Human (Female)	Level 34
	Health:	151/158	Mana:	82/82
	Stamina:	92/156	-	-
	A dusky skinned, buxom female who carries herself with an authoritative air. The intimidating size of her breasts are offset by her statuesque height. Her black hair is tied into a long braid which extends to her hip.











Not at the hero's level, but still realms above mine. The first demon Aly and I fought had higher numbers still. We may have defeated him... but not only was he a huge target, he might have been the type to like getting hit. 




These women would probably dodge in a fight. Unless we could take them out in a single surprise attack, forcing our way past them might not be an option.




Heavy rushing footsteps announce the arrival of even more people.




“There it is!”




An elven mage, bedraggled and battle worn, shouts while running here. He is leading several equally bedraggled human soldiers behind him. Burn marks and bloodstains dull their once pristine armor.




I can't seem to catch a break here... and that elf looks somewhat familiar.




Ah! He was a colleague of that artificer mage! Could he be free of the bottle already?!




Everyone's attention was gathered on him because he was obviously pointing at me. The hero recognized one of the soldiers.




“What's going on? You're one of Alex's personal guards. Where is she?!” Rick's voice was increasingly frantic.




“Sir Rick! The princess has been gravely injured! The demon was overwhelming both the elves and our forces. I am ashamed to admit that most of us were incapacitated by the demon's spell. We could not support her highness as she engaged it personally. Her … her highness was-... Kuh!”




“Hero, I will continue,” the elf artificer speaks up as the soldier's voice chokes up in tearful frustration. “Her highness' soul was extracted somehow.”




Almost everyone shows faces of shock and disbelief. Janz, ahead of his exclaiming battlemages, raises his voice.




“Impossible! I've seen the goblins using soulstealers on the fey here. But higher races are immune to the soul separation effect.”




“I'm also familiar with the enchantment,” the artificer responds. “It requires a vocalized chant to produce and the wording suggests it includes a safety. Some of us have determined that the words have no real effect. The restriction is actually a natural part of the encha-”




“None of that shit matters! The princess needs our help right?!” Rick cuts in furiously. “If you're here looking for something, that must mean Alex can be saved!”




“Ah- yes! I don't know how the demons did it, but Princess Alessandra's soul was removed. Yet her body remains alive, for now. We've recently discovered a new type of magical energy which can maintain her living state. We're exhausting crates of alchemical catalyst charged with that energy. But even using all of our stores, it would not last more than a few hours.”




“DAMN IT!”




“However!” the elf placates the hero and then points at me. “Using that monster's soul, I can create a device to maintain her body indefinitely.”




“What? What good would that do? Isn't Alex's soul just as important as her body?! Fuck!”




What about my soul?! I saved your life, you bastard!




My thoughts aren't spoken aloud. I'd get no sympathy from this crowd.




“If we can recover her highness' soul crystal, we can free the captured consciousness. We can coax it back into her body. So long as we keep her alive, it is possible for the princess to reawaken.”




“Shit!” The hero looks at me with an anguished expression. 




C-could it be? Rick should be an otherworlder like me. Growing up on Earth, he won't see me as just a monster like the rest of them!




“Okay. Alex is more important than some rare pet. I only wanted it for sex anyways.”




Unforgivable bastard!




I back away with Aly, but can't take more than one step before a hand encircles my arm.




“Sis!”




Everything that follows seems to happen too fast. Alyssa stomps on the ground and roots shoot out to entangle the hero's women. Some snake between their legs. Shocked gasps and moans escape their lips and I, likewise, pull free from their hands. Swords pull free and shouts ring out.




“Put down the alraune!”


“Ahnn~ The vines are...”


“I can't get free!”




The hero is closing in. My eyes are strangely drawn to his feet. He stomps past a small thistle plant.




Goddess, please... we need your help again!




Using plant speak, I direct my mental prayers towards my potted baby sprout. It seems to respond and my senses suddenly distort. Have I become one with my plant? I can feel the roots in the pot as if they were my own. I can feel the cool breeze on my small leaves. And I can feel the enormous mana pool sitting inside me. I had only used half of my absorbed feast for the first demon.




A razor filled jungle. Dense growths of sharp leaves and thorny vines everywhere. Protect us!




I feel that massive pool draining as I cast <Accelerate Growth>. The mana pours into the thistle flower eliciting an instant change.




The stalk shoots upward in size, widening like a massive tree trunk. Every eye turns to it and they miss the hundreds of vines that erupt from the ground to entangle them. New stalks sprout everywhere, rising up to create a forest.




I grab Aly and tear her away from the struggling humans and elves. She releases her root spells to let the thistle take over.




When thorns and saw-edged leaves explode in number, a chorus of panicked screams fill the air. I know what happens next and feel a little remorse for being responsible. We weave between the entangled bodies and growing thistle trees to emerge past the green. Just in time to hear gurgling cries along with shouts of a more agonized tone.




Alyssa's distraction technique may have inspired me when I programmed the thistle plant with [Plant Manipulation]. There's also the thorns and poisonous milky resin. The sight should not be pleasant.




“NO RICK! NOT MAGIC!”


“KYAAAAH!!!”


“AAAAH!”




A roaring conflagration engulfs the entire thistle growth as the highly flammable resin and plant material quickly light. That roar drowns out the sound of any further screams. Rest in peace, brave thistle plant.




“Don't look back Aly!”




I'm dragging her by the hand, panting deeply, and desperately trying to keep my feet moving. The fear of flames hollows out my gut and I might sick up. I didn't actually see the thistle forest get engulfed. The sound and the heat were enough to tell it all.




If I had actually looked back at that enormous, hungry light... the fright would have been paralyzing. This may be a racial phobia. Thinking of it like this, I can just barely suppress the instinctive terror. I have to keep distracting myself.




Run. Stomp, stomp, stomp... We have to keep running. Flames are scary. Stupid hero... never learned... forests don't like fires... Fires are so scary!




“Sis! It's scary!”




“I know Aly! I know!”




In the end both of us are crying in terror as we flee the village.




+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+





Author Note: Next update might not be a chapter, but an actual info dump about stat/game mechanics or such. I'll probably include updated character stat sheets for some of the major named people. They'll be more detailed, like the one in the prologue... Not just simple summaries, like Chapter 11. It might also be a double update if I somehow gain the power to type fast... but no promises.




Again, this chapter has not been proofread/revised at all. If there are any major typos or mistakes, please do say something.
        


Chapter 15


            Pop quiz!



You are leading a squad of upstanding knights, royal soldiers of the human kingdom. After suppressing a demon led attack on a village, you are ordered to scout the nearby woods. During your patrol, you discover a pair of women. They are near naked, carrying few possessions, and obviously fleeing the village. Sir knight, I ask you... In this situation, how would you respond? Would you...



A. Render them aid? A noble offer of protection would certainly comfort the traumatized ladies.

B. Interrogate them? The sight of two lone women, making it this far unharmed, is clearly suspicious!

C. Enslave them? The gods have gifted you with an offering of young, nubile flesh! This will surely boost the men's morale after such a fierce battle.



Did you select A mister knight? That would have been my first guess. Option B would have been acceptable too, if you are a person who prioritizes duty. Even C... I could understand... because humans are creatures of many desires, both base and moral.



However you would not be like the knights following us here. Apparently, there was a hidden option.



D. Subdue the girls and extract their souls. The princess' body needs one of the plantkin's souls to stay alive. It is just a monster, so there is nothing morally questionable about this at all!



“Aly! Incoming right!”



Not halting her running steps, Alyssa twists her body to dodge the crackling bolt of lightning. <Create Electric Charge> is a wind attribute spell which our soldiers seem to favor. I remember from my elven lessons that it does little actual damage, but it carries a chance to inflict the paralysis or stun effect. I hate you negative status effects!



“Thanks sis!”



The dense forest prevents them from overwhelming us with magic... however their greater numbers and better movements are slowly boxing us in. What is that you say? Dryads should hold the advantage in the forest since she is surrounded by plant life. Please teach me exactly why that is the case then. 



My baby sprout doesn't have enough mana for another large scale [Plant Manipulation]. I could personally alter a tree to hold back some of the soldiers... but there are too many moving hidden at the sides, they are sending sneak attacks at us now and then. As for traveling speed... I'm not girl scout. Running through the forest is hard. The experienced scouts are definitely out pacing us.



“This way sis! The trees say there is a place the humans don't go.”



“I love you Aly!” I almost forgot, she has much more plant knowledge than me. Wasn't she the one who taught me my first plant abilities? I'm sorry Aly. I might be getting a little too arrogant. I'll depend on you more in the future.



Alyssa takes the lead instead and I put more focus on defending from the enemy attacks. Rather than taking random shots whenever a clear line presents itself, the soldiers have started coordinating fire. It's a burst of 8 lightning bolts.



Dodging isn't possible, and I wasn't confident I could deflect them all with <Shoot> circles. However my [Runic Enchantment] skill has risen to rank II, so I will use this chance to test the new circle pattern, <Enlarge>.



Twirling about, I create my first <Enlarge> circle flawlessly. Rather than forming it in the air like usual, I've drawn it flat on the ground. I channel the <Create Rock> spell through the circle as if pulling it out from the ground. As the earth magic enters the pattern, the rock magnifies in size, from a tiny stone bullet to a rising boulder barrier. The circle fades away when the builder stands a head over my height.



The spell only took a moment and I had already turned around and dashed after Aly when the sound of lightning crashing harmlessly against rock sounded behind. Ever so slowly, we started putting distance between our pursuers.



We couldn't have traveled longer than five minutes before the attacks completely died off. I was confused at how easily we lost the humans, but I wasn't going to complain. Aly led me into a darkened clearing.



What I saw there... was a field of portals. There was still a thick leaf canopy blocking out the sky, so perhaps this was not exactly a clearing. But the trunks were sparse compared to the hundreds of oval mirror like formations scattered between them. The ground below was littered with camp refuse. Torn cloth, broken bits of wood, glass, and bone.



The two of us walked deeper in the strange field. The images shown through the portals were actually clear. However all of them seemed to lead into caves. The shadowy caverns and rocky passages had no natural illumination, but the portal itself gave off magic light.



There was an abandoned camp at the distant edge and I spotted a number of broken spears and nets discarded on the floor there. They looked a lot like the ones used by the goblins. But the camp was far too small to have held the numbers we saw in the village... I look at the portals suddenly wary.



Near the middle, we came across an ornate staff stuck into the ground. Standing up close, I sense the thick amounts of mana swirling outward from the bejeweled, spell wrought staff head. It is feeding magic to the hundreds of portals and keeping them all open!



“Sis, the trees say the bad monsters came from here. The black ones put this stick here. And they also did some magic to make the places nearby all twisty and confusing. If the trees didn't show us the way, we'd be wandering lost outside like the humans.”



“Is that some kind of barrier spell?” I project an image with plantspeak and she nods.



A thunderous crash echoes throughout the area... it sounds like a glass dome shattering.



“Ah. The humans noticed the twisty barrier and broke it.”



They might not have noticed it was here if it weren't for chasing us.



“Aly, let's-”



A massive number of bolts shoot towards us. They move, like, a hundred times faster than usual and I can't react!



Before we are hit, the bolts all arc past us and get drawn towards the strange staff. The spells smash into it with a deafening sound. In an almost comical fashion, the powerful combined strike causes the staff to tip and fall over... as if jostled by a gentle tap.



The portals at the edge of the field start fading and winking out. The circle of disappearing gateways moves inward.



“This way!”



I grab Aly's hand and pull her along as more lightning bolts shoot towards us. She is still holding our baby tree. Dipping down as we pass, I grab the fallen staff too, and dash towards the closest portal. I don't think we'll be able to outrun these scouts now... Who knows, they might have even sent a force ahead of us which we had yet to meet.



Even if there are goblins, we can fight them... but the number of portals is rapidly fading... Almost there...



We dive through one right as a bolt strikes me in the back. The transition was instantaneous, like passing through a doorway... so the entire cavern lights up as I cry out from the discharging static. 



I took 17 HP damage, a critical strike and pain followed by paralysis racked my body.



I don't remember if it was the darkness of the vanishing portal or unconsciousness which took me first.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+






“Ugh...” I groan at the lingering pain in my limbs. I'm lying on my stomach and Aly is embracing my arm tightly... I think. 



It's too dark to see anything, and the cavern is deathly quiet, save for our breathing. I was knocked out again... my memory recalls everything up to being hit by the lightning spell. My health has recovered to about 90%, 41/45 HP. Since passive health restoration is so slow, I think quite some time has passed.



“Aly...” my voice is a low whisper. I'm scared that if I raise my voice, something in the dark might attack. Actually... something might still come at us and attack. A pack of goblins? A giant spider? An exploding green monster made of gunpowder?



“A-Aly... please wake up...”



“Unnn... sis...” There's a hint of pain in her voice too... she might have taken some AoE damage from the spell.



I slowly sit up, raising Aly too. Yes... I'm trembling again... I can't see a thing, and I don't remember much of the room before it was plunged into black. The cavern was big... the rock wall was pretty far away, and I don't remember seeing a ceiling. This might be the bottom of an underground chasm... or just a really really big cave. There's no wind down here too.



Tap... tap... rustle



“HIIIEEEE!!!” Both of our screams echo about the cavern and we clutch each other even more tightly. It kind of sounded like glass being knocked on, but it was muffled. It came from in front of us... very nearby. Where are my packs?!



“... hello... ca-... help ple-...” A tiny, muffled voice.



Aly and I are frozen. I'm listening harder... certain that a monster will reach out and grab us at any moment. Screaming was so stupid... why couldn't I hold back my voice. If there are any monsters nearby... they should know exactly where we are now.



But minutes pass and still nothing reaches out in the dark. There are no biting fangs, or stabbing stingers, or acid slimes. Not even the dreaded hissssss sounds behind us. But the tiny muffled voice sounds again.



“...Is anyone there? Please help... It's scary here...”



Feeling a bit of courage, I crawl forward. My hands carefully probe the floor before me until I feel the familiar straps of my pack as well as the furred belt once worn by the demon. Having disturbed the bags, a tiny scream sounds from within.



“... Nooo... don't eat me! Goddess, please save me!”



“Um... are you okay?” I ask stupidly in a quiet voice. I couldn't think of a better thing to ask, but staying silent would have frightened her further.



“G-goddess Moon?! Wahhh! It's so scary! The goblins want to eat us! All my friends were... wahhh!”



“P-please calm down... I'm not the Goddess. I'm going to free you alright?” I open the pack and grope around until I pull up, what I think is, one of the goblin sacks I had looted. The crying noises are coming from within.



Upon pouring out the contents, blinding light suddenly fills the area and I have to shield my eyes until they readjust. My vision reveals the small fairy, curled up in a jar, hugging a bright light orb whilst shivering and weeping. After uncorking the bottle, I have to pour her out... she seemed unwilling to move... and her size magically grew to require both of my hands to support her laying figure.



Aly was clinging to me too. The fairy recognizes both of us as the recent visitors to the village and cries tears of relief while leaping onto my chest.



“Thank the Goddess! Thank the Goddess!”



She takes refuge on my shoulder, my long hair shields her from the dark unknown. The open cavern might be too exposed for her, so I go ahead and let her stay close.



The small light ball, about the size of a marble, still lies on the floor, amidst the spilled soul stones. Aly and I glance around and find the cavern to be safe for now, so I gather up the crystals and place them back in my pack. It wouldn't do to step on them.



Next, I ask Aly to help me search the other goblin sacks and we discover five more fairies. They were not as courageous as the first and would not risk making a sound despite hearing our conversations. But after they were freed, we were showered with tears of relief. Those five also clung to both Aly and my body, preferring our warmth to the cold cavern air.



None of the fairies had names. They never saw the appeal when humans used them, but after hearing that both Alyssa and I had names, they asked for some too.



Alyssa named the first fairy Cecily. The rest I named Mint, Pepper, Ginger, Sage, and the single male fairy is Basil.

Spoiler : 
	Cecily	Fairy (Female)	Level 7
	Health:	20/25	Mana:	46/51
	Stamina:	11/15	-	-






	Mint	Fairy (Female)	Level 2
	Health:	12/12	Mana:	20/26
	Stamina:	5/7	-	-






	Pepper	Fairy (Female)	Level 5
	Health:	14/14	Mana:	30/37
	Stamina:	9/12	-	-






	Ginger	Fairy (Female)	Level 2
	Health:	13/14	Mana:	16/19
	Stamina:	6/10	-	-






	Basil	Fairy (Male)	Level 4
	Health:	20/21	Mana:	16/18
	Stamina:	11/14	-	-






	Sage	Fairy (Female)	Level 3
	Health:	14/16	Mana:	17/21
	Stamina:	4/9	-	-











Cecily was the bravest. She was the first to test her wings and fly next to the equally brave Aly as the two explored our underground room. This was, in fact, a room... albeit a very large and spacious one. The ceiling above might have been three stories high. There were no stalactites up there, nor stalagmites on the floor below... so this cave must have formed dry. We had a single exit, a twisty dark corridor which none of us were willing to explore just yet.



When I consider the possibility, I quickly dart my gaze about the room in panic. My baby tree had completely slipped my mind, and when I found her... I couldn't help but feel despair.



“No... That can't be...”



The pot had smashed after falling, the soil spilling free as a mound. Thankfully, it landed right side up, so the sprout was standing tall on it's little hill. However, calling it a sprout was no longer proper.



In the time Aly and I were unconscious, it had grown into a young sapling. Half my height already. The roots... I have no idea how, have already broken through the rocky floor. The staff had dropped near it and was firmly embedded in the base, I think the roots had pulled the artifact partway under the stone soil. My tree was hungrily drinking the magical energy out of it.



Losing the staff... I could care less about. But moving the tree is impossible now. Is this dark... dismal... cave my new home? The fairies remain sadly silent. But Alyssa hugs me from behind.



“We can just make the cave pretty. Then living here won't make you sad. I won't leave you sis.”



“You... you won't mind staying here Aly? There's no moon...”



“Mmn!” Her eyes are so clear... there was no hesitation.



“Aly...” I realized it just now. It wasn't living in the cave I feared the most. It was living here alone. My mind had already been convinced that Alyssa would head for the surface as soon as she could and forget about this sunless hole. But all the fear gets washed away by her warm embrace.



“That's right! I'll just fix this place up. It doesn't have to be an ugly stone hole. And maybe we'll discover a way around this bond as it grows.” I can't just give up thoughts of ever leaving. But I have to focus on what I can do now.



“Can I stay too Sylvia?” Cecily chimes in. “Your tree is pretty. And I feel safer around it. I will also help!”



“”“Us too!”””



“Ehh? But your village...”



“I... don't know if I could feel safe there after the demon attack. You guys also feel the same, right?” All of the fairies nod at Cecily's words.



“Everyone...” I'm so speechless... Is it okay to hug them, to cry? I can't be so weepy like this... None of them are abandoning me. I don't have to give up the sun for an empty cave. That's right... this... is a chance.



I'll carve this place into a beautiful underground garden. We might find some rare ores. Or discover a lost treasure. And I even just got that thing!



I call up my [Item Box] and pull out the rock shaping trowel. I'm fired up.



“Let's see what I can make with just a diamond pickaxe!”



Everyone gives me a confused look.



“That's not a pickaxe.” The voice belongs to Basil.



I flush embarrassed.



“I … I know... I was just raising the tension.”



“Sis...” Alyssa gives me a strange look.





+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+-+




Author Note: Due to popular... or rather unpopular?... requests, I'll abandon the game mechanics info dump post. I'll try to weave the info in the story... if they are relevant to the chapters events.
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