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	The crackle of a small, comforting fire staved off the night’s lesser sounds. Its flickering orange hues reflected off of the hulking, black-armored figure sitting beside it, as Armhelst sat watching the flames. Truthfully, he would have been watching the girls on the far side of the fire, but he didn’t want to be impolite. Brigid was still not dressed.
	After fleeing the labyrinth they’d found an old, half-collapsed church, and set up inside of it to camp while Brigid was tended to. It wasn’t much; a small fire, a few heavy stones Armhelst carried over for them to use as chairs, and Ilda’s cloak, spread out for Brigid’s thick, muscular ass to rest on as she was treated by the young hero candidate’s magic. The magic’s soft green glow wrapped around her huge, plump breasts and caressed the hard abs running down her belly, as it slowly drove out the corruption the alchemist had tried to force into her body.
	“It’s so shocking,” Brigid murmured. Armhelst’s armor tensed, as the auburn-haired swordswoman in front of the martial artist pursed her lips. “Being saved by a hero candidate, I mean.”
	Ilda snorted, her eyes sliding shut as a humorous smile spread across her soft lips. “Is it? A hero candidate is just someone who holds an artifact weapon, but is still too weak to defeat a demon should it appear. Nothing else about us is set in stone.”
	“A demon?” Armhelst asked, reflexively raising his helm to look over - before stopping himself short. It was still improper to stare.
	“Yes. Heroes are created in the hero candidate system for the sole purpose of combat, should a demon ever appear.” Ilda answered, her eyes shimmering as they slid open once more. “Demons each possess the power to end the world as we know it, so it is still a worthwhile purpose; but that really is the whole of it. In our era, the ‘hero’ is just an exterminator. Of course, that’s why I personally believe in following my own code of honor on top of that. I don’t want to just be a weapon.”
	Brigid gulped, her bright red braid shimmering in the firelight, and then she smiled and glanced over at Armhelst. “I see. So a hero candidate really is just defined by being able to use an artifact weapon? Do you think he’s an artifact weapon, then?”
	That got Armhelst’s helm to completely tilt up, as he and Ilda exchanged glances over the fire. The sword of lightning, Voltear, gleamed as it rested beside her. There was an honest, earnest elegance to that weapon…nothing like the twisted black metal and jagged spikes that composed Armhelst. He shook his helm with a quiet clank. “I do not think that is the case.”
	“You don’t think it is? But that means you’re not sure, right?” Brigid turned around, her huge, full breasts wobbling nakedly as she turned towards him. The darkness that had begun to invade the edges of her eyes had receded thanks to Ilda’s magic - which was what Armhelst focused on instead of the incredibly hourglass body below. “Then we should head to the great temple in the the capital! Maybe they can ordain you as an artifact weapon, there!”
	Armhelst jumped in shock. “What? But-”
	Ilda crossed her arms beneath her breastplate, and sighed, heavily. “You do have a point, but…ugh, the capital. I have been trying to avoid someone in the capital.”
	“You as well?” Brigid asked, her green eyes flickering towards Ilda.
	The auburn-haired swordswoman’s eyelids fluttered. “Huh? Me too?”
	“Everyone has someone they’re avoiding, somewhere.” Brigid smiled, a small, gentle laugh escaping the pugilist - and then she tensed up, hard muscle standing out in her shoulders, belly, back and arms. “We just happen to have that someone in the same place.”
	A twitch ran through Ilda’s body, as she stared up at the voluptuous, muscular redhead. She had a comrade! Since leaving the capital, she’d never once met someone else who was avoiding the kingdom’s center for the same reason she was! She almost teared up, as she took Brigid’s hands in her own. “I suppose we do.”
	Armhelst stared across the fire as the girls smiled at one another. Was there someone he was avoiding, too? Other than Ilda, of course. He thought for a long time, his mind picking at something he couldn’t quite seem to recall…but in the end, he couldn’t drag it out into the light.


	Ilda’s hips swayed from side to side in tandem with Brigid’s bigger, broader ones, as both women walked along in front of Armhelst. He was, broadly speaking, being dragged around by them. They didn’t have any actual ropes pulling him, of course, but he still wanted to try Brigid as his wearer, and he’d made that promise to Ilda, too. These two things had him tied up much more tightly than if he’d been chained to their wrists!…even if he was getting a rather pleasant view out of it, too.
	Brigid glanced back at him, her ass bouncing through the black tights Ilda had lent her, as her breasts heaved up through the inadequate bandage wraps she’d tied her chest with. It was a very inadequate outfit, in Armhelst’s opinion, but it was the best they could do without going back to Duran. They could have, of course, but Brigid had asked to wait until after they’d informed the guildhall in another city about Duran’s traitor. Otherwise she might attack the guy herself, and that could get them all in trouble. 
	“I hope you don’t mind too much that we’re heading inland,” Brigid said, pleasantly, as she smiled back at Armhelst. There was only a slight tremor in her voice, despite what had been done to her the day before. Her training had included mental preparation for the potential that something like that could happen to her, and it was helping, as much as anything could. “It’s a long way to the capital.”
	“Do not concern yourself.” Armhelst inclined his head, and clapped a hand to his breastplate. “I had no where in particular to go to begin with, and traveling with company is much more enjoyable than doing so alone. Besides, I have never been to the capital and would like to see it.”
	Brigid laughed, her eyes glistening as she turned back ahead. “Well, I hope you’ll think it’s worth it once you get there! It’s a mixed bag, the capital. Some places are gorgeous, and some are…not.”
	“Have you been there often?” Ilda asked, as she glanced over at the pugilist. She’d grown up in the capital and had a much higher opinion of it than Brigid, but she didn’t want to step on any toes. Besides, considering they were presently passing along a road between white cliffs topped with a vast verdant forest and rolling hills covered with a rainbow-hued carpet of flowers, she couldn’t really claim that the capital’s vistas and terraces were that much more attractive.
	Brigid shook her head, and smiled wistfully. “Not often. Just a handful of times near the end of my training. My sister and I went there for a…I guess it was mostly just a martial arts exhibition, for me.”
	“Oh, you’re a pugilist?” Ilda punched the air in front of her a couple times, and grinned as Brigid nodded. “I kind of want to see how good you are, then. Want to spar a bit?”
	“With a hero candidate?” Brigid balked, missing a step. Armhelst missed a step too, as her ass bounced around wildly, jiggling from side to side as her misstep sent a shock wave jiggling up through her thick thighs, across her ass, and into her huge plump tits, too! “I don’t think I’d be much of a match for you, Ilda.”
	With a small laugh the swordswoman dragged her feet to a halt, her long white coat fanning out dramatically behind her. “Oh, I don’t know about that. You move pretty well! Come on, let’s do it. I promise I won’t draw Voltear.”
	Armhelst stopped and folded his arms, watching Brigid to see what she’d do. He’d back up her decision either way, of course - even though he did personally want to see her fight. He’d not actually gotten a chance to see her in action yet, and a prospective wearer needed to be strong, too!
	Brigid’s green eyes wavered for a moment, and then she sighed, and raised her fists. “Alright. I’ll fight you, but only for a little while.”
	“Thanks!” Ilda smiled, and then tensed, her legs clenching as she raised her hands into a distinct, open-palmed stance. The two women faced one another for a moment, and then Ilda jerked forwards, aggressively flinging a fist startlingly quickly towards Brigid’s face! The pugilist was unbothered, however. She smoothly ducked to one side and nearly planted a knee in Ilda’s belly, before the swordswoman twisted away, avoiding having her ribs shattered by a hairs’ breadth! A high kick swept over the auburn-haired girl’s head, followed by a knee to her neck that she barely got her bracer-armored arm up in time to block!
	As Ilda skidded to one side, tsking at how much force Brigid could put behind her kicks, Armhelst glanced off into the woods to one side. Flying kicks, low sweeps, clashing fists and brutal, bone-snapping elbow and knee strikes were flung out as both women let out battle cries back and forth, fighting each other to a standstill!
	Eventually they backed away after a particularly hard clash, and Ilda sagged down into a low squat. She panted as Brigid wiped a little blood out of the corner of her mouth, and spat into the street. Ilda snorted at her. “You…ah…did better than I thought! Hah…whooo! You made it sound like you’d lose, but I don’t think I could beat you in a fist fight at all!”
	“Maybe, but your specialty is the sword, right?” Brigid shook her head, swaying her crimson braid back and forth, and then folded her arms beneath her huge, plump tits. “If you think of it that way, then it means that you can fight me to a standstill even without using the weapon you’re most familiar with. You’re much more skilled than I am.”
	“Ha!” Idla’s blue eyes squeezed shut as she smiled up at Brigid, and then she straightened, her short, modestly curvy form springing back upright. “I had combat of all kinds beaten into me pretty equally, you know. I’m not much better with a sword than I am with my fists, and you’re better than me - which makes me wonder. If you’re this skilled, why aren’t you a hero candidate?”
	Brigid’s eyes twitched and she looked away, her braid swishing against her back. “The vambrace artifact weapon, Vati Mori…there was someone more suited to wielding it. I was passed over.”
	“Oh. Sorry.” Ilda twitched, unsure if she should really be apologizing or not. Technically it was a huge honor to be a hero candidate, and most young warriors dreamed of being allowed to wield an artifact weapon - but somehow, Brigid didn’t seem all that broken up about it, really. “So that was why you went to the capital. Vati Mori was enshrined there up until a few years ago, wasn’t it?”
	Brigid nodded, wordlessly. There was more she could have said, but it was too much to burden a near-stranger like Ilda with. She gathered herself, pushing both her past and recent traumas aside, and started to thank Ilda for her concern - but Ilda had already looked away. Brigid blinked at the auburn-haired girl, and then followed her gaze over to the forest’s edge, where Armhelst had wandered over and knelt down. 
The alarming, spike-covered living armor was staring down at the edge of the forest, and as Ilda and Brigid watched, his helm rotated from side to side, as if he was watching something. The girls exchanged glances, and then both women trotted over to his side, and stared down at the small green creatures dancing around playfully in front of them. 
They were each about six inches in height, and comprised entirely from what looked like furled leaves. Their slightly bulbous bodies would have almost resembled onions if not for their root-like arms, legs, and the tiny, pale-faced heads that rested atop them. One of them had a large cherry hanging from a branch growing from its back, and another was adorned with tiny flowers that formed a semblance of hair.
Ilda blinked at the tiny dancing figures for a moment, and then her eyes widened. “Are these spriggan?” 
	“Baby spriggan,” Armhelst raised a finger, correcting her. “They’re not dangerous at this age.”
	“They’re not dangerous at any age if you don’t provoke them,” Ilda pointed out, and then she sighed, and smiled down at the dancing little group in front of Armhelst. “They sure seem to like you, darling!”
	Armhelst nodded, humming to himself, as Brigid stared over in confusion at both the armor and the swordswoman. “What’s a spriggan?”
	“A form of plants.” Armhelst shrugged. “Well, plant people, I suppose. They grow to be about half the size of a human, and can be dangerous if you wander into their territory. They’re not monsters, so most adventurers have no reason to interact with them.”
	“That isn’t really true.” Ilda shook her head, and smiled as she squatted down beside Armhelst and watched the baby plant people dance. “In reality, it isn’t that adventurers have no reason to interact with any spriggan - it is that the spriggan refuse to show themselves in front of adventurers. Spriggan are sensitive to malice and can easily be overwhelmed by it, and adventurers, among other things, often carry malice within them. The fact that these little ones are gathered up in front of us means that there’s no real malice in any of our hearts.”
	Ilda knew all of that very well, for she was one of the few adventurers who spriggans would not hide from…but even she hadn’t ever seen spriggan children approach someone, before. The fact they were gathered around Armhelst meant that despite his immensely destructive abilities and scary appearance, his heart bore not even a hint of ill will within it. 
As Ilda earnestly smiled down at the spriggan, Brigid started to feel like the young swordswoman was actually much more impressive than she’d thought. She started to smile at the girl, her heart filling with respect - and then she balked, as Ilda’s tongue slurped lustfully across her lips! “Which means…which means I don’t have to have any reservations about giving myself to my darling, now!”
	“Ah!” Armhelst yelped as Ilda leapt on him, her hands pawing at his breastplate as she begged him in low, sensual tones to let her in again. As he tried to pry her off of him with her ass wiggling back and forth behind her, Brigid slowly squeezed her eyes shut.
	She’d been wrong. Ilda was definitely not worthy of her respect.


	They journeyed on towards the interior of the continent, following the large, well-tended roads that inevitably connected to the royal capital. When they needed to rest, they camped. When they were hungry, they foraged or fished, for there was often a river or stream near to the roads that crisscrossed the nation. It wasn’t a glamorous form of travel, but it was peaceful, and the company was pleasant.
	Then, a few weeks after they left Duran behind, a familiar iron-rich stench assailed Armhelst’s senses. He stopped dead, his helmet turning sharply to one side. “I smell blood. Human blood, specifically.”
	“What?” Ilda whirled, her blue eyes flashing, as Brigid turned back along with her. Both of them followed the direction Armhelst’s visor was pointed in, and saw distant smoke rising miles off across the countryside. Ilda stared at it for a moment, and then her teeth gritted together. “There’s a small village in that direction. Another large road passes through it on the way to the capital; it joins up with this road about forty miles further on. I’ve been there.”
	“There has been a great deal of blood spilled,” Armhelst said, warningly. His helmet clanked, as he looked back at Ilda and Brigid. “What do you wish to do? If it is a small village, then even if we go, there may not be any survivors to aid.”
	“Even if there’s just one person still alive there, I will go!” Ilda cried, as she launched herself off the road in a dead spring. What Armhelst or Brigid thought of her didn’t matter at all, in that moment. Neither did her reputation, her duty, or her own well-being. All that mattered was that there were people who might need help, and she wanted to save them - or at least destroy whatever had attacked the village before it hurt anyone else.
	Of course, neither of her companions let her go alone. Ilda gasped as Armhelst suddenly scooped her up into one of his massive arms, overtaking her in a stampede of rapid metal footsteps! Brigid was already tightly grasped in his other arm, pressing her luscious, muscular body up against Ilda’s slimmer one as held them aloft. He leapt forward, hurtling them both a hundred feet forward with every powerful stride! “Well said! We shall see what fiend has been at work, and set things right!”
	“Did you know he was this fast?” Brigid exchanged a shocked glance with Ilda, as the wind screamed around them. Miles passed by in minutes as he carried them over hill and dale, through forest and glen, until they emerged on the edge of a vast wheat field that was golden with mature grain. The field spread out like a shimmering, wind-swept lake around a small island of rooftops at its center; a village amidst a sea of gold. It was gorgeous, a quaint, picturesque country town where good, honest people had once worked.
	It was befouled by blood. This close, even Brigid and Ilda could smell it; the stench of blood both old and new, and yet even that smell was overwhelmed by the stenches of rotting remains and foul smoke. Armhelst stood stock still for a moment, his visor slowly scanning the village, and then he set Ilda and Brigid down, and stepped forwards into the wheat field as the women found their footing. Carrying the girls had been fast, but it had also slightly disoriented them. They needed to run to catch up, as the black living armor stalked forwards.
The village’s main street should have been largely empty, as country villages often were, but that was not the case. Wagons, smashed and broken, had been piled all along it - complete with the rotting remains of farmers, soldiers, and traders. Caravans…more than three, Armhelst guessed. Even the horses had been slaughtered, and left to rot in the street. Why? As the trio of adventurers drew near, Armhelst couldn’t make sense of what they’d found. Why kill any entire village and several caravans of people, but leave the bodies to rot? Most monsters would have feasted, as gruesome as that was to consider.
His answer came in the form of sudden, manic laughter. As Brigid covered her mouth and Ilda’s teeth clenched into a murderous grimace, a woman’s voice drifted down to them from the rooftop of the town’s small church. Armhelst’s head jerked up, focusing on the sound, as the owner of that laughter stepped forward atop the roof, and grinned down at them. “I got another batch!”
“Hehheheheeee!” It was an oni - a red oni, though her skin was a paler hue than the ruby red that race usually expressed. Her frame was slim and densely muscled, and yet Armhelst knew that the muscle she visibly possessed completely failed to match her true, overwhelming oni strength. She’d adorned her curvaceous figure with black leather pants and a matching belly-baring top, and had a small red scarf wrapped around her neck. Her hair, a stark white, was left to fall in wild, jagged waves down to her hips. Two curved red horns emerged from within her hair, confirming her species without a doubt.
“What have you done?” Ilda growled, her eyes tightening with rage - and then snapping wide open in shock, as the oni woman casually lifted a huge, strange weapon onto her shoulders. It was a polearm, its haft formed entirely from coiled wood, which gripped a vast, flat-edged blade of bone at its end. The blade curved back wickedly at its tip, making its exact classification difficult, but Ilda seemed to recognize it clearly. “Th-that’s…that’s the artifact axe, Evergreen!”
“Oh, you know it? HAHAHA!” The oni woman laughed, a fist pressed to her jaw in a mocking imitation of being ‘cute’, and then she grinned wickedly down at Ilda. “I killed the stupid orc who had it. It’s mine now!”
Ilda jerked, and then she lowered her head, casting her eyes in shadow. “You…you killed Kazana?”
“I’ll have your sword too, after this. My plan worked perfectly!” The oni rolled her hips to one side, and pointed down uncaringly at the slaughtered people and wagons filling the village. “I knew if I killed off a village and started butchering a few of these stupid two-legged pigs, a hero candidate would show up eventually. Hehe!”
“Kazana was the only one there.” A tremor ran through Ilda’s body, as she slowly reached up, and gripped Voltear’s hilt. Beside her, Armhelst and Brigid tensed, sensing what was about to happen - though the oni still seemed to think she was actually intimidating them. “She was the only other student studying beside me who I could talk with. You killed KAZANA!”
In the blink of an eye Ilda yanked her sword from its sheath and bolted forwards, leaping from the top of a ruined carriage straight up to the church’s roof in a deadly charge! The oni jerked, her laughter cutting short as she brought her axe down to block - but even though she caught Ilda’s blade against her own, the oni woman skidded back, tearing up roofing tiles beneath her feet as the building itself gave out!
“Heh! Stronger than I-” the oni started to smirk - and then she blinked, as Armhelst suddenly loomed behind her. She dove to one side, only barely avoiding him as he plunged a fist through the roof, like a meteor descending to the earth! “WHOA!”
“GUH!” As the oni leapt backwards, Brigid spun through the air behind her and planted a foot in the small of the demon-woman’s back - sending her hurtling right back towards the church’s roof, and towards Ilda’s raised sword!
“YOU killed Kazana?” Ilda growled, as she slashed viciously at the oni, clashing blades with her bone axe once more. “You can’t even use Evergreen, the cruelest of all weapons, but you killed Kazana?”
The oni’s lips twitched into another grin, and with a powerful sweep of her axe she forced Ilda back, her strength soundly overpowering the short swordswoman’s. She couldn’t overpower Armhelst, though, as the hulking black-hued armor leapt towards her, and smashed a fist against her axe! She barely got her weapon between his fist and her face fast enough to keep her head from being reduced to hamburger, but she was still sent screaming down off the church and into the side of an old barn! 
With a crash, she smashed straight through the barn’s wall and through the loft within, then out through the barn’s far wall with another terrible crash! She finally stopped on the far side, her back slamming against the rock wall of the old village post office. She’d been hit so hard that she stuck to it for a moment, before sagging forwards onto her knees in the alley beside the barn. The oni groaned, her red skin torn and cut in several places, as she propped herself up with her axe. “Ugh…that guy is…too strong! For the great me, Geldrysi, to lose to someone else’s brawn…ugh!”
With a sneer, Drysi spat on the blade of her axe. “Useless toy! If you would just move I could kill them all easily, without having to-”
“Having to?” With a quiet click of her heels, Ilda stepped out into the end of the alleyway where the oni had fallen. Drysi leapt to her feet, cutting short. “You have some other ace up your sleeve? I hope you do. It wouldn’t be right for Kazana’s killer to die this easily.”
Brigid descended at the other end of the alleyway, her bare feet padding across the loose cobblestones as she took up position behind the oni. She hadn’t followed exactly what was going on but it seemed clear that Drysi was responsible for the slaughter of the town, and that was plenty enough reason for her to act. She tensed, as Armhelst stepped up to the edge of the barn’s rooftop, right above the Oni’s head.
“HOoo, you’ve got me surrounded?” The oni woman grinned, as she raised her axe, and flipped it over in front of her, aiming its head towards the ground.  “If I was alone, I’d be sooo scared…but lucky for me, I’ve got a partner!”
Steel gauntlets suddenly smashed through the wall behind the oni, and in a spray of torn-apart stone masonry, a suit of towering, gleaming steel armor erupted into the alleyway! It loomed behind Geldrysi, its visor glowing red from within - and then, abruptly, its chestplate split open down the middle. Ilda gasped and Armhelst’s helm jerked in shock, as tendrils shot out from within the armor and wrapped around Drysi’s waist, arms, thighs, and neck - and in a rush, the armor dragged itself onto her curvy body, latching shut around her just like how Armhelst latched shut around his wearers!
It shrank inwards, plating her body in gleaming silvery steel from head to toe. Within, her body ground and twisted, audibly stretching as she filled out the armor so much that it deformed and contoured to the new, towering, muscular body within! Spider thread spun from its pauldrons as they grew long and softly sloped, forming a cape that hung down her back in a curtain of brilliant blood red. Then, with a snap, the armor’s visor openned up to reveal the oni’s face once more. “Ahahha! You’re all gonna die!”
She shot into the air, cratering the ground beneath her as she spun forwards and  struck down against Armhelst with Evergreen, sending him smashing down through the barn just like how he’d sent her flying, before! In a rush, she kicked off the roof and flipped down towards Ilda, clashing axes with her sword and nearly flattening the hero candidate in the process! With a grunt of strain, Ilda was forced to roll back, scraping her sword free as Drysi’s axe stabbed into the pavement, cleaving right through solid stone!
Ilda braced herself, narrowly deflecting another lethal axe blow as the oni pressed her, striking faster and stronger than before - and she’d already been far beyond human strength to start with! How could there be another armor like her darling? It didn’t make any sense! Worse, she was about to be killed by someone wearing it, despite her skill far surpassing the stupid oni woman’s!
Armhelst had much the same thoughts, as he burst through the barn’s wall, and caught Drysi’s axe - only barely stopping it short from sinking into Ilda’s skull. The oni glared at him, and wrenched her axe out of his grasp before dropping down into a squat and kicking his boots out from under him! He hadn’t been fully knocked off his feet in ages! That armor she’d bonded with had made her many times stronger than before - even stronger than him!
“Heh! Did you actually think you were going to win?” The oni sneered, as she slashed down with her axe, clashing it against Armhest’s breastplate - and scoring it, as the bone blade of the axe bit into his metal. He jerked in shock, as Ilda’s eyes went wide in fear. There was a weapon that could hurt him. “You three never stood a chance! Never! NEVER!”
With each proclamation, her axe slashed down again, battering into Armhelst’s gauntlets as he shielded himself from Evergreen’s terrible edge. Even though it’s power was dormant in the oni’s hands, the axe was still able to cut and gouge his metal, where Voltear’s couldn’t! In a panic, Ilda charged in to try to bash the oni away - but Drysi saw her coming. With a shriek of laughter, she twisted her last blow aside and slammed it towards Ilda instead!
For just a split second, the world seemed to slow down for Ilda. There was no time to block. Armhelst was on the ground. Brigid was still running over to back them up. Ilda was overextended. She’d charged in without thinking, exactly how she always did - exactly how her mother had warned her that she must stop doing. She was going to die.
At the last moment, as Evergreen’s axe hurtled down towards Ilda’s face, Voltear’s blade sparked with azure lightning. It dragged its own blade up in a flash of brilliant light - and with a clash that echoed through the village, it stopped Evergreen just short of slicing Ilda in half. Her eyes widened in shock as the sword protected her - but it couldn’t stop the blow completely. A scream escaped her lips as Ilda was shot away by the force of Drysi’s blow, and sent smashing through the side of a ruined courier carriage!
“Ilda!” Brigid yelled, as she leapt onto the oni’s back, and locked her arms and legs around her, restraining the powerful, white-haired monster. Drysi screamed in rage and tried to drag her off, staggering around as the pugilist desperately held her lock. The difference in strength was still too much! It was only a matter of time before she got free! “Armhelst, save Ilda! Please!”
She didn’t have to ask. Armhelst clapped a hand to the ground, launching himself to his feet with the sheer force of that blow, and in a rush he dove into the carriage where Ilda had been thrown. Within, he found her embedded in one of the carriage’s seats, her face contorted with strain as she tried to pull herself free. She blinked in surprise as Armhelst suddenly loomed over her, his visor glowing subtly from within.
From outside, they could hear Brigid howling with strain as she kept the armored oni in check - but it was obvious to both the living armor and the hero candidate that she could only hold out for a few more seconds. It was also obvious to both of them, even without speaking, that leaving Brigid here while they escaped wasn’t even something they were going to consider. They were all going to survive.
“Take me.” Ilda said. She held out a hand towards him, her eyes unclouded by lust for the first time in weeks. Only righteousness burned within her gaze, as she offered herself up to him, body and mind. “I want to save Brigid and avenge those who’ve been killed here. We need each other to beat her.”
Armhelst’s visor flared with red light for just a moment - and then his chestplate burst open and tendrils shot out, wrapped around her slim, toned body, and yanked her inside! “Well said.”
In a rush his armored body snapped shut with Ilda trapped inside - and she screamed as tendrils immediately found her ass and pussy, and fed up inside of her, stiffening into hard, thrusting rods once they were deep enough inside. Her body spasmed as her clothes melted away, revealing her curvy hips, modest breasts, and soft, pert ass.
“MMNGHF!” Another tendril snaked down, its tip pressing against her lips for just an instant - before ramming violently down her familiar throat, forcing her head to snap straight back to open her body to it! Her throat pumped violently as the tendril rammed in and out, fucking her in insistent thrusts, as more tendrils wrapped around her tits, and poked against her nipples. 
Outside, Brigid yelled in pain as the oni finally broke free, and threw her into the side of a building! She slumped to the ground, limp, as Drysi loomed over her…and then turned her head towards the carriage. There were more dangerous targets to eliminate first.
Inside of Armhelst, a small, delicate tendril teased into Idla’s belly button, and she she let out a muffled scream of bliss. It churned around inside, stirring her belly until her abs spasmed uncontrollably. She came, squirting around him, and Armhelst’s tendrils answered her by thickening - swelling inside of her pussy, ass, and throat, loudly stretching her more and more open. Her eyes widened in shock, and then rolled straight up as he redoubled his thrusts, bulging her belly hugely from within and deforming her entire neck as he fucked her harder and faster than before!
Her ass pumped down atop her bare heels in time with the tendril in her throat, and bounced back up as the tendrils down below pounded into her ass and pussy. At the same time, the tendrils teasing her tits finally squeezed into her nipples, digging into the soft, small breasts within before thickening as well, and actively fucking her breasts, deforming them around the tendrils with every thrust!
She didn’t resist even slightly, her body pumping perfectly in time as Ilda’s hands found two loose tendrils, and began to pump them, hardening them into thick fuck-rods in response. She was completely giving in - completely offering herself over to him, as his plaything to use as he wished! She’d already decided before that he was worthy of owning her, and now, with his tendrils fucking every hole, filling her up so gloriously that she couldn’t do anything but cum cum CUM, she was ready to be taken completely!
Drysi stepped towards the carriage, sparks rising from Evergreen’s tip as she dragged the axe across the street behind her. Slowly, she raised it overhead, and smirked. The other two who’d tried to fight her were still in the carriage - so she’d split them in half right along with it, in a single blow!
“MMNNNNGHH!” Ilda screamed, her eyes bulging as Armhelst’s tendrils suddenly began to pump - forcing beach-ball sized lumps of fluid down her throat, up her ass, and into her tits all at once! She bloated, her tits ballooning and her ass and thighs growing massively thick and meaty, as her entire body grew taller, bigger, and stronger! Hard muscles rippled in her back and her arms clenched, as she swelled within Armhelst until her tits molded against his flesh-lined chestplate from within, and her thighs ground against his sides!
At the same time, a thicker fluid gushed into her womb, splattering against its top and filling her completely. Ilda’s eyes crossed in abject joy as she felt it churning inside of her rapidly swelling body, her pussy suddenly spasming with an even greater orgasm than before - as she grew, and grew, until her legs were forced down into Armhelst’s greaves, and her new, muscular arms shoved into his gauntlets. 
She gulped, drinking his fluids still, as her head slid up into his helm. Her skin was darkening, regaining that same glistening brown luster from the last time she’d bonded to him. Her hair lightened to an ethereal orange, as her bangs stained a brilliant golden hue. Her eyes glowed red, as her ass pumped up into perfect bimbo-tight roundness, and her thighs clenched massively, swelling even more. Her breasts bulged so hugely against the inside of his chestplate that his metal body creaked!
“DIE!” Drysi screamed, as she slashed down with her axe, splitting the entire carriage in half! It burst apart, revealing Armhelst’s metal body hanging in the air where the floor had just been. His metal back hung there, facing her for just a moment…and then it split open. “HEHEHE! Die die DIE DIE!”
As Armhelst’s metal body split open, a final, mind-ruined orgasm shot through Ilda’s body. She groaned lustfully as the tendrils within her pulled out, and Armhelst’s metal body collapsed around her. In a rush, his black metal snapped to her tits, hips, and thighs, his pauldrons falling onto her shoulders and growing out into jagged, sharp-tipped lengths far greater than before. Her breasts jiggled atop half-moon cups, as a banded corset snapped into place around her incredibly slim, narrow waist!
Her gigantic ass jiggled as a half skirt of heavy black fraulds fanned out behind her, and dropped down to squish against her huge, bimbo-tight cheeks. Her abs clenched in two double rows of glistening brown, as a tasset grew from her armored belt and hung down across her crotch. At the same time, metal armor plated her outer thighs, ringing around them as black, glistening flesh spread acorss her thighs, coating them in living armor that seemed to meld with her skin!
Armored high heeled boots snapped into place over her bare feet and muscular calves, as her arms were completely encased - every muscle bound up within, as more black ooze spread across her neck, binding to an eyed, chain-patterned choker around her neck. With a final metal clank, an armored diadem fitted to her forehead and the crest of her skull, as black horns sprouted from the sides of her head. 
Drysi only had a moment to stare at the towering, perfect armored woman in front of her, before black wings burst from Ilda’s back in a gale of wind. Drysi had to squeeze her eyes shut against it, and when she opened them once more, the armored hero was gone. “W-what the hell? What was-”
“That?” The oni jerked, as Ilda whispered in her ear. She was leaning down against Drysi from behind, squishing her torso-sized tits against the armored woman’s back as she slid an arm around the oni’s waist. “That…was the end of our fight.”
“What the hell?” Drysi spun, swiping with her axe at Ilda, but Ilda was already gone. She’d shot up into the air in the blink of an eye, her new, massively voluptuous body rippling as she hung in the sky over the confused oni. It wasn’t even a contest anymore! She had more power than last time, more lust! Her curves, her muscles, her hair, her power…everything was more than the first time she’d bonded with Armhelst, and she’d already been overwhelming, then! She didn’t even need to use Voltear; the oni was already completely outclassed!
Drysi’s eyes settled on Ilda at last, and with a grunt, the silver-armored oni bent down and leapt into the air, slashing wildly with Evergreen - but it was useless. With a smirk, Ilda caught the blade between her clawed, armored fingertips, and stopped it dead. “Is this how you think an artifact is used? Like a blunt object?”
Ilda’s lips spread into a wide, manic grin that made Armhelst nervous, as she dragged the oni in close! Her armored breasts clanged against the oni’s chestplate, as she glared straight into her eyes! “Let me show you how it’s meant to be used!”
Panicking, Drysi kicked off of Ilda and flipped back. What the hell was going on? What was that armor? Why had she grown so gigantic? How had that snooty goody-goody’s personality gotten so twisted all of a sudden? She couldn’t…she couldn’t have merged with that knight? Was that knight like her armor, too?
Lightning screamed out of the sky and gathered on Voltear’s blade, as Ilda slowly raised it overhead. Her powerful, voluptuously muscled body clenched, as more and more lightning gathered on her blade! “THIS is the power of an artifact!”
Drysi took one look at that, and knew she needed to run! She landed on top of one of the village’s ruined buildings, turned, and-
“Suffer for your sins!” Ilda screamed, as she slashed Voltear down - and unleashed all of its charge at once. A lightning bolt as thick as a tree trunk shot from her blade and blasted into Drysi’s fleeing form. It evaporated the building below as the oni woman was yanked off her feet, and sent screaming out into the village’s fields, her armor sealing shut over her face to protect her!
	With an echoing boom, she smashed into the ground and skidded, leaving a long, ragged trench behind her. She twitched, shuddering as she tried to stand back up, but her body barely listened to her. She could feel the electricity inside of her, dancing around, making her muscles spasm and jerk! Even though her armor had closed up and saved her from the bulk of the damage, she was still on the verge of collapse!
	Black wings scattered the cloud of dust Drysi’s impact had thrown up, as Ilda closed in on her target once more. She alighted on an unearthed boulder in the trench, her thighs squeezed one in front of the other, and a dark smirk on her face. “I’ll make this slow. You need to suffer as much as all those people you killed, right? No, more than that. You’re going to feel this even after you go to hell.”
	Desperately, Drysi forced herself to her feet - and spat up blood, as Ilda slammed a fist into her armored chest, and shattered her armor. Huge, gaping cracks split across it from her belly out to her shoulders and hips, as the entire suit nearly broke apart. The clinging pink flesh within writhed in agony as Drysi staggered back, her belly already bruising where Ilda’s punch had torn through the armor entirely. 
“You’re still on your feet?” Ilda cocked her head to one side, her full, black-coated lips twisting into a vile sneer. “You shouldn’t really bother, you know. Hell, if you surrender, I might even make this fun before I kill you. You’ve got a nice body.”
Armhelst rumbled around her. This uncouth, evil behavior, again! She’d had such clear heroic eyes when he bonded with her earlier! Why had she turned out so bad, again? Moreover, why was she even bigger?
“I think I’d rather,” Drysi hissed, gripping her belly. “Live.”
Abruptly, a tiny, blue-hued bat dropped down to land on Drysi’s head - and in the blink of an eye, she was gone. Both Ilda and Armhelst stared for a moment, completely shocked…and then their eyes bulged. “WHAT?”
“Calm down!” Armhelst cried, as much to himself as to the hero candidate. “Calm down, Ilda! There is a rational explanation for this! That bat was probably a magical beast of some kind! That’s got to be it!”
“SHE HAD SOMETHING LIKE THAT THE WHOLE TIME?” Ilda roared, as she stabbed Voltear into the ground in rage, erupting the field around her with searing bolts of lighting! “DAMNIT! I would have killed her right away if I knew she had an actual chance to escape!”
“W-well, look on the bright side,” Armhelst offered, as Ilda stabbed the earth several more times for good measure. “At least Brigid is alive.”
“Brigid.” Ilda froze, her eyes unclouding for a moment. “Right…we did protect her, didn’t we?”
“Yes. We can both take pride in that.” Armhelst’s choker nodded up and down expressively on her neck, as, above him, Ilda’s lips slowly spread into a full, fat smile. She turned around sharply, her breasts sloshing to one side before bouncing back to hang heavily off her chest and her ass wobbling behind her. Then she spread her wings with an explosive shudder, and flew back into the village center. 
Brigid was just starting to regain consciousness as Ilda glided down to land in the alleyway. The voluptuous redhead’s eyes fluttered open, as Ilda knelt down beside her, her massive, thick brown ass clenching atop her heels as she reached out towards the pugilist. Brigid blinked as she recognized Ilda’s features, but not the gigantic curves and skimpy black armor she had on. “I…Ilda? What happened? Did the oni-AHH?”
“You’re so plump!” Ilda laughed, as she wrapped her armored fingers around Brigid’s tits, and squeezed! Enormous rolls of breast flesh bulged between her fingers as Brigid cried out in shock, only to yelp as Ilda suddenly shoved against her, mounding their breasts together into a gigantic swell of double cleavage as she pinned the pugilist to a wall! Her hands shot around Brigid’s back, seizing her huge, round ass and dragging her even closer! “You’re great! Come here.”
“MMNH!” Brigid screamed as Ilda shoved her tongue into her mouth, their lips plying together as Ilda forced the pugilist in tighter and tighter against her. Her fingers made the redhead’s ass bulge-
With a loud spitting sound, Armhelst’s armor reformed, snapped shut around Ilda, and spat her out face first on the ground beside Brigid. She skidded, one leg twitching in the air, as Armhelst loomed over her with a hand raised chastisingly. “The second I stop paying attention, you behave like this again? I will  not be part of such unbecoming behavior for a hero!”
“But darling, I love you!” Ilda moaned, as she dragged herself up into a kneeling squat…with a lot more jiggle and bounce than before. She and Armhelst both twitched, as her breastplate wobbled atop big, juicy tits, and her ass jiggled in place atop her heels with a lot more thick, meaty roundness than before. Her thighs strained through her skirt, visibly stretching her outfit around them, as she stared down at herself in shock. “Huh?”
Huh was far too mild for this! Armhelst pressed his gauntlets to the sides of his helm in horror as he stared down at the confused hero candidate. Her skin was a shade darker and her hair a shade lighter, as well! The changes that bonding with him had imposed on her body hadn’t regressed completely, this time! Thinking about it, hadn’t she gotten quite a lot bigger when he bonded to her this time, too? She’d been taller, bustier, more muscular - everything had been more, even the power she gained from joining with him. Did…did the women he joined with change more, every time he let them wear him?
Ilda groped her chest curiously for a moment, shocked by how her breastplate only barely fit, now. It was strange…but she certainly didn’t mind it. She’d always wanted to have a bit more of her mom’s figure, and if she grew this much every time she merged with Armhelst, she’d catch up in three or four more attempts!
With a gleam in her eye, Ilda rounded on Armhelst as he knelt down to check on Brigid. The poor redhead was still flushed, and panting in confusion, each breath bouncing her hard-nippled breasts against one another. “Daaarling! Let me back in! PLEEEaaaaSSE!”
She leapt against him, thunking into his chestplate hard enough to make Brigid’s much curvier, more muscular body twitch in alarm. On reflex, Armhelst grabbed her collar and pried her off, holding her at arm’s length like a misbehaving cat. “No! Our promise has been fulfilled already! I will not let someone who assaults her friends like a common lecher wear me - and besides, this is neither the time nor place for you to amuse yourself.”
“But ddaaaaarrrling!” Ilda moaned, as she pulled free and wiggled her thicker, juicier ass back and forth behind her, like a petulant slut begging for more attention. She tried to jump on him again, but he caught and  shoved her back, keeping her from doing more than pawing at his arm as he turned his attention back to Brigid.
“Are you alright? I apologize for Ilda. Even though it was really nothing to do with me, I feel responsible for her actions.” Armhelst said, as he held out a metal hand to help the pugilist up. Brigid gulped, staring at it. Would she wind up like that, if she wore him? On one hand, she was repulsed by the idea of being so drowned in power as to turn on a friend. But on the other hand…she couldn’t quite understand why her body was so hot and sweaty after Ilda’s sudden attack.
“I…I think I’ll be okay,” Brigid answered, weakly, as she took Armhelst’s hand and let him help her up. Her life had gone from relatively peaceful to crazy in a matter of days, and now she had a whole other set of weird ideas in her head to deal with!
As Ilda moaned and wrapped herself around one of Armhelst’s legs, Brigid slowly looked around. The town…no one had been spared. They were standing in the middle of a grave; a grave they had all almost wound up being buried in, as well. Despite that, Ilda was still clinging to Armhelst, begging for it and ignoring his attempts to get her off of him. The living armor was clearly trying his best to make her see reason, but Ilda was too enamored to listen.
Brigid was starting to understand why Armhelst wanted to ditch her.


	“Aaaah, damnit!” Drysi scrubbed her hands through her hair violently, and then flopped over on her back, landing on a thick patch of grass a few dozen miles from where she’d just lost. Her pet blink bat - and savior, today - settled on a bush nearby, watching. “We were so close! One more push and I woulda had another artifact weapon. AGH! This is all your fault!”
	The muscular oni jabbed a finger at the armor seated on a stump behind her, her big, plump breasts sloshing in place. “Your plan sucked!”
	“My plan was perfect.” The armor’s helm slowly rose, facing towards her, as a harsh, rasping voice issued from within. It shuddered, its joints creaking as the cracks covering its body ground against one another. “Together, we could have overpowered even several hero candidates at once. However, something impossible happened.”
	“That other armor, huh?” Drysi rolled over onto her belly, and stared at the large, plain set of broken steel armor that was talking to her. “What was that thing, anyway? It seemed kinda like you, but-”
	“A failure.” The armor snapped back, as it slowly rose to its feet. Pulsating red flesh churned inside of it, visible between the cracks in its chestplate. “It is not our concern. Harvesting more candidates and their weapons is our only priority. We must supply the others.”
	“Right, right, ‘supply’,” Drysi waggled a hand back and forth, her eyes glazing over with boredom. “Whatever. As long as I get to kill, I don’t mind.”
	“If you were you able to make use of the artifact weapon we already possess, you would have more success.” The armor said. “You wasted a great of our preparation time trying to master it without any progress.”
	“Well, it’s broken, okay?” Drysi snapped. With a snarl, she snatched up Evergreen from where the bone-bladed axe lay beside her, and hurled it into a tree! It sunk in up to its haft, nearly cutting the tree in half entirely. “I don’t even want the stupid axe anymore! Ugh! That stupid little bitch and her lightning sword are so frustrating!”
	“Voltear is not to be trifled with, but Evergreen is a superior weapon for our purposes.” The armor turned, shuddering as it held itself together with some unseen muscular movement, and walked slowly over towards the tossed-aside axe. “It is fortunate we obtained it so easily.”
	Drysi snorted, her eyes shutting as her lips pulled back into a malicious grin. “Stealing it from that stupid sleeping orc was no problem! If we could get all the artifact weapons that easily, then-”
	A sudden violent squeak rang out, followed by the splatter of thick, fresh blood. Drysi jerked, sitting up as she turned towards her pet bat…and stared. A heavy, calloused green hand adorned with a black fingerless glove loomed over the bush where her bat had just been sitting. Thick, yellow monster ichor leaked from between that fist’s fingers, as it slowly squeezed tighter, and tighter - until the crushed skull of the bat popped out from between its knuckles, and tumbled to the ground. “There. You will not escape so easily, this time.”
	Drysi leapt to her feet in a panic, but too slow. A streak of green and black shot over her head, clearing her and the armor beyond her in an instant! Heavy, high-heeled boots thudded against the tree, a hard, toned ass clenching above them as momentum pressed the orc’s weight against the tree - and then, with a sharp, meaty snap, Evergreen was ripped free from the trunk it had nearly severed. 
	“You stole from me while I slept,” a deep, violent female voice filled the clearing, as Drysi’s living armor rounded on the black-clad orc. The orcess clamped a hand down on the tree trunk, cracking it with her bare fingers, as she held herself to the tree with only that one hand. Blue eyes glowed menacingly beneath her hood, as she hung in the air. “But deceit is not what my weapon reacts to. Allow me to show you…how to properly use Evergreen’s cruelty.”
	Drysi’s eyes widened in horror as Evergreen’s blade reflected within her pupils - a blade suddenly pulsating with green growth. Tendrils of plant matter shot out from the weapon, burrowing through the ground and stabbing insects out of the air! A bird flew from the underbrush, trying to escape - but it was skewered, and sunk inwards into a dry, bloodless husk, as Evergreen’s roots drained it! 
	“AAAAGH!” The living armor screamed as roots stabbed through the cracks Armhelst had put in its normally impenetrable armor - and feasted on the flesh within. It cracked and crumbled away, disintegrating into a pile of rust, as stabbing roots shot forwards through the forest, devouring anything of flesh and blood that they found!
	Drysi leapt back, trying to escape - but one of the roots shot up above the others, and stabbed into her right arm like a spear! She screamed as her once-muscular limb shriveled grotesquely, mummifying as roots burrowed beneath its skin, sucking out her blood! In a desperate attempt to survive, she dragged away with all of her strength - ripping her arm off at the shoulder, in desperation.
	For a moment the oni stared uncomprehendingly at the dried, shredded jerky hanging where her arm used to be. Then her eyes glazed over, and she staggered back, too shocked to process what was going on. As Evergreen’s roots rose over her like the jaws of an eldritch terror, all she could do was stare dumbly straight ahead.
	Suddenly, the wind blasted through the clearing so violently that the orcess with the axe was forced to close her eyes against it. When she could open them again, Drysi was gone - spirited up into the trees and far away, by a dark-skinned elven woman. The orcess narrowed her eyes hatefully, as she stared after them. She was quick, but not quick enough to keep up with flight.
	In the treetops, Efaeru tsked to herself as Drysi slumped limply against her back. “Could you at least hold on? It’s hard to carry you like this.”
	Wordlessly, Drysi wrapped her remaining arm around the elf and clung to her. Efaeru snorted. “Losing an arm was enough to put you down, hm? My, how the villains of today have slumped. Tell you what - I’ll help you regain your arm.”
	That got the oni’s attention. Her eyes unclouded, snapping back to attention, and she jerked forward to stare at Efaeru over her shoulder. “You will? How?”
	“Leave the particulars of that to me, but I’m not helping you for free.” The elf smirked back, as she caught a branch and swung up into the sky, clearing the edge of the forest. They landed among scattered boulders atop a steep hillside, both women’s curvy bodies outlined in the fading light of day. “Help me fulfill my obsession, and you will have your arm.”
	Drysi stared at her, her jaw slack for a moment as she wondered what he elf could possibly be after…but it didn’t matter. If she could get back her arm, anything was fine.
	A grin spread across the oni’s gleaming, dark lips. “I’ll do it.”


