

Chapter 8: Old Foundations




	“Hey, Mason?” Dana’s brilliant blue eyes stared down the hall at her lifelong friend, as she stood near his house’s guest room door. “Dude, it’s really nice that you’ve cleaned this place up enough that it’s livable, now, but…”
	With an explosive thrust she jabbed a finger towards the open door beside her and jittered in place, her eyes wild! “Why is there a random SLUT in here?”
	Through the door, Kiriam paused in the middle of biting into a potato chip, and blinked innocently at Dana. This was completely ineffective, because the dark elf was stretched out on her side on a couch with her thick, luscious thighs squeezed against her calves, her massive, glistening ass bulging against the cushions, and her oversized half-naked tits sloshing out so hugely that they sagged partway over the front side of the couch! She had nothing on but a thong and a way too small t-shirt that only managed to cover the top two thirds of her breasts!
	Mason broke out into a nervous sweat, and scratched the side of his head sheepishly. “Well…it’s a long story, but she’s sort of my responsibility. I kinda have to let her stay.”
	“Responsibility?” DC’s flung her hands to either side, bouncing her own huge, plump breasts in place as her muscular body clenched up. “How the heck is this bimbo your ‘responsibility’?”
	A wince twitched Mason’s eyebrows together. At least Kiriam’s powers meant that the dark elf still looked human to Dana, but how exactly was he supposed to explain having a random huge, ludicrously sexy brown-skinned woman crashing in his guest room slash newly-furnished tv room? 
Ever since the oni debacle a few weeks earlier, Mason had been letting Kiriam stay at his place. He’d allowed it because she didn’t seem to have anywhere else to go, and he really didn’t want to let her out of his sight after what happened last time. At least he’d managed to kick her out of his bed and get her into the guest room, but explaining that particular series of events to DC sounded like a bad idea.
Before Mason could muddle together an explanation that’d keep him out of a headlock, Kiriam sighed and stood up off the couch. Her hips rolled to one side, bouncing her massive brown ass in place as she swayed over to the guest room door. Her breasts sloshed against each other, heaving her cleavage up in a glistening, sweaty swell that nearly tore the collar of her shirt. Her clawed fingers gripped the door frame, as she leaned out into the hall, her long white hair spilling down to hang in profile with her hard abs, tiny waist, and massive breasts.
“Master,” she cooed, sweetly, as her other hand snaked out into the hall and caught hold of DC’s accusatory finger. “Allow me to calm her down.”
“Huh?” DC’s eyes jerked, as Kiriam’s massively voluptuous body loomed over her, the dark elf’s golden eyes glowing. “M…master?”
With a giggle, the dark elf dragged DC through the door, muffling the tanned trainer’s voice with her heaving, glistening tits. The door slammed shut as Mason stared on in shock - and then he jumped, as he heard DC yell from inside. “H-EY! Hands OFF you-OOOGH?”
Loud, mixed moans echoed out into the hall as Mason just stood there and stared at the door for a second. Clothes rustled inside, and the dull schuffing sound of skin on skin drifted out beneath DC’s loud, squelching moans and Kiriam’s playful laughter. He could practically hear Dana’s belly clench up with pleasure, as her moans turned even more extreme.
It was…fine to leave them like that, right? Mason cupped his chin thoughtfully, as sweat dripped down his face. Kiriam wouldn’t do anything to her that was bad, probably, and this did get him out of explaining things. DC might not even question him at all, in fact…and more than that, he wasn’t exactly sure that barging in now would be exactly appropriate, considering both of them sounded pretty nude.
So he just shrugged, and went back to what he was doing.
Mason checked his gloves, adjusted his safety goggles, and put a hand on the grip of the large, heavy-duty augur he’d rented that morning. The hidden basement door he’d found months earlier had taunted him for too long! One way or another, it was coming down today! He hefted the augur up, his teeth gritted with strain as he leaned its industrial-grade drill bit against the hidden door…
…and paused. There was one other thing he hadn’t tried, now that he thought about it. It wasn’t something he associated with hidden doors, but since he was about to resort to brutal violence anyway, his spirit-infused punches had come to mind. With a wry frown and another loud heave, he set the augur back down and placed a hand on the hidden door that had defied him for months.
Mason had practiced after his encounter with that oni gangster, and now he could gather his family’s strange power into his hands with little effort. With a moment’s focus he did so, filling his digits and palms with circulating patterns of blue-white energy. For just a moment, that energy stuck to his hand...and then it abruptly diffused out through the door, startling Mason. That hadn’t ever happened before!
Then, with a quiet creak, the door just…swung inwards. Mason stared at it, as the lingering white-blue of his energy sparked along the brick-walled staircase that descended beyond. That had worked? After all this time, that opened the door, no muss no fuss? His eyes darted to one side, as he glared at the worthless augur he’d wasted money renting. Damnit! That thing was expensive!
Sighing, Mason shook his head at his poor, poor wasted money, and then walked down the stairs he’d uncovered. He was expecting books, or weapons, or at least some kind of explanation, but what he descended into was desolate of all of these. The basement floor was pitch black, save for a few scattered lines of light that leaked through the floorboards overhead. Those scattered rays revealed just four short, narrow brick walls, surrounding a raised stone plinth.
Mason had to strain his eyes, but he could make out a metal emblem resting on the altar. There were no other decorations in the small, hidden room, and Mason had to walk right down to the plinth’s edge to even start to get a good look at the symbol. It was complex, with three metal points around a circular pattern with a whole other symbol in the middle…wait. Wasn’t that the Dark family sigil? There weren’t many examples of it around, but Mason had definitely seen it on some of the family’s older stuff.
Curious, he reached out and plucked up the symbol - and the second his fingers touched it, he heard a thunderclap. For just an instant Mason’s vision went solid white, and then he felt searing pain burn into his back! He screamed, lurching forwards as he went to drop the symbol on reflex, but it’d vanished out of his hands!
“Mason!” As he winced and gritted his teeth against the very awful burning feeling that’d suddenly spread over his entire back, Mason heard Dana come running. He managed to turn his head enough to stare up at her as she came down the stairs…with her boobs bouncing way more than usual. He twitched, as he realized she didn’t have her sports bra on, and her t-shirt was inside out, too! Her nipples stood out so clearly through it that he actually forgot about the burns, for a second.
“What happened?” DC yelled, as she reached him and grabbed him by the shoulders. Mason winced. Her jeans were also partially unzipped.
“Man, you two really got into it, huh?” Mason joked, as he felt blood and other fluids start to leak out of his burns and stain his shirt. It stuck to his back immediately, which made it so much worse.
Dana’s eyes went from worried to irritated in a second. A bright red flush swept across her cheeks, as she reared back, and slapped him on the back! “You dumbass!”


“I’m sorry about smacking you.” Dana mumbled, as she sat on an old wooden chair and stared forwards at Mason’s back. They’d moved to the kitchen, where she’d gotten his shirt off so she could have a look at what was wrong with his back.
“It’s fine. It actually helped distract me from the burns,” Mason joked, as he folded his arms up atop the kitchen counter and leaned on it. With his stained shirt out of the way, the full extent of the burns on his back were abundantly clear. Seared lines of inflamed, oozing skin stood out across his muscular body, each one already peeling badly enough to make Mason feel feverish. He could vaguely feel how bad they were, as DC carefully applied burn cream all over.
What Mason couldn’t see was that the burns were a perfect match for the symbol he’d found on the altar. They stretched from his tailbone to the nape of his neck, and from shoulder to shoulder. His family’s crest lay between his shoulder blades, directly opposite his heart, with the rings and diamond points of the rest of the symbol seared into the flesh around it. It was as if someone had taken a huge version of that symbol, and pressed it as a burning brand into Mason’s body.
It was upsetting to look at, but Dana still had mixed feelings about the whole situation. On the one hand Mason was hurt, which was bad. On the other, something clearly supernatural had happened, which(in her opinion) was good. She wasn’t sure if the burn cream was actually helping, but at the same time, she did like getting to rub her hands all over his muscles without him giving her a weird look.
	“You sure took your own sweet time getting into the basement.” Mason twitched as Cass’s purring tones snapped him back to attention. Blinking, he looked up at the  top of the standing cupboard at the back of the kitchen, where the supernatural calico cat had curled up to sit and watch him being treated. “Things would have been much easier if you’d gotten down there at a less sluggish pace.”
Behind Mason’s back, DC’s eyes lit up as she beamed at what was, for her, just a really sweetly meowing cat. Cass firmly ignored her - even though she was clearly up on top of the cupboard so DC couldn’t try to pet her. This was becoming their typical interaction, which was a real problem for Mason since he couldn’t talk to Cass in front of Dana.
DC smeared the last of her second tube of burn cream onto Mason’s back, and sighed. They did not have enough stuff to treat his burns properly, but he wasn’t reacting as bad as he could have been, so she didn’t think they needed to go to the hospital. “Okay. I’ve got you patched up as much as I can. You can throw your shirt back on.”
“Or you can leave it off,” she added, quickly, as Mason reached for the clean shirt she’d grabbed from his room before she started first aid. Even with the burns, his body looked good with all that muscle rippling beneath the surface. “If you want. It’ll probably sting.”
Mason blinked back at her, already halfway through putting his shirt on, and DC covered her eyes with a hand. “Whatever. Don’t blame me if your shirt gets ruined.”
“It’s fine,” Mason answered back cheerfully, as he pulled his shirt into place. The burns did sting a bit, but it was more manageable than he’d thought. “I got a ten pack of these shirts for five bucks, so even if I ruin one it’s not really a waste!”
DC looked sidelong at him, judgmentally. She’d talked to Galena, and heard all about Mason’s finances. For someone whose investments had taken off so hard that he could have bought a Ferrari if he wanted one, he was still so cheap! Of course, she was about to try to take advantage of that, so she couldn’t really complain. “Hey, so…if your back feels okay, I actually got something for free earlier.”
‘Free’ was practically a Pavlovian trigger for Mason. She immediately had his full attention, as she slipped a pair of shiny, garishly green tickets out of her over-filled jeans’s back pocket. “Two tickets to tonight’s Gibbons game.”
“You got those for free?” Mason raised an eyebrow at her. “How, exactly?”
“One of the old guys I do physical therapy for gave them to me.” DC rolled her eyes and pumped her broad, shapely hips to one side as she waggled the tickets dismissively. “I don’t really care, but I guess we could go if you want to.”
A twinge of suspicion twitched through Mason’s brow. Dana was up to something again. “I guess I don’t have anything else I want to do today, but aren’t the Goldfield Gibbons really bad?”
“Oh, their losing streak is famous,” DC snorted back.
So she wasn’t interested in the team itself. Mason smiled as his voluptuous, toned best friend flicked the tickets around, and tried again. “Their stadium is pretty old, too, right? I bet it’s falling apart, these days.”
“No way!” DC bounced up on the balls of her feet, her ass bouncing behind her as she slapped her thighs together. She bunched up her fists in front of her, unintentionally squishing her massive tits together between her arms, and pointing those big, puffy nipples of hers straight at Mason. “Don’t you know? The stadium was built a long time ago, but it’s had zero problems with its construction and no major damage at all! It was also built in just a month, using a really suspicious construction company that was only on the books for one year before vanishing without a single trace of where the founders came from or went to!”
So she wanted to go so she could snoop around the supposedly ‘supernatural’ building. Figures. Of course, Mason didn’t think for a second that anything was actually up with the stadium; it’d been a major landmark for Goldfield for nearly sixty years without anything really noteworthy happening, so it was definitely just a regular building. Still…if they went to the game, it’d be time alone with DC. In fact, wasn’t going to a ballgame a pretty normal date?
Mason coughed into a fist, and looked into Dana’s big, beautiful blue eyes. “You know what? Sure. Let’s give it a shot.”


No alone time with Dana was happening.
Mason sighed under his breath, as screaming fans roared from the stadium stands all around him. The ballpark was alive with thousands of people, as the familiar smell of hot dogs, popcorn, and questionably washed human bodies filled the air. Mason even had a bag of nicely buttered - or more likely, faux-buttered - popcorn in hand, as he sat staring out at the field below. Everything was pretty normal for a ballgame, but there were three problems.
The first problem was that Cass had come along, and the cat was sitting on his head so she could get a better view of the field. The second problem was that a dark-skinned hand kept snaking out from under his chair and stealing his popcorn, as Kiriam had also come along by hiding herself in his shadow. Really, Mason was sort of relieved she was only grabbing his popcorn, because Cass kept sinking her claws into his scalp!
Of course, the third problem was the worst of all. Fifteen minutes ago DC had left the seat next to him to go to the ‘bathroom’, and Mason had just spotted her all the way on the far side of the stadium happily taking pictures of some half-erased graffiti on the walls. 
Yeah, this wasn’t a date. Mason put a hand over his eyes, and sighed under his breath at how dumb he’d been to even consider a trip with Dana a date. At least DC was so distracted by the stadium that she hadn’t remembered to ask him about Kiriam living in his house, but that wasn’t much of a consolation. 
“Baseball is surprisingly fun to watch,” Kiriam commented from under his chair.
“The fake familiar should remain silent.” Cass hissed back, as she whapped her tail against the back of Mason’s head in irritation.
“What?” Mason tried to look up at the cat and hastily reconsidered, as her claws went straight into his scalp the second his head tilted! “Ow! What do you mean, ‘fake familiar’?”
“I am the familiar, here! Me! The magical cat!” Cass growled, as she leaned down and grabbed his cheeks with her paws so she could stare him right in the eye! “I won’t have some dark-elf bitch horning in on my job!”
Mason stared at her in total confusion, and then he jumped as the crowd suddenly roared around him! He looked back down at the game for the first time in several minutes, and twitched in shock. One of the Gibbons team members had knocked down a player from the out-of-town team, and was being dragged back by his teammates to stop him from just jumping on the guy and beating the crap out of him!
What? A member of the infamous Goldfield Gibbons had actually hit somebody? Mason didn’t follow their games, but he still knew that the Gibbons was known for being insanely passive. That was the whole reason they had a near-perfect losing streak, so one of their members going crazy and trying to beat up a member of the opposite team was weird, to put it lightly.
Something else was weird, too. As Mason watched the out-of-control team member being dragged off the field, he saw something on the guy’s shoulder that made him sit up straight. He’d only caught a glimpse of it, but there had definitely been a weird, wispy mass of purple smoke near the guy’s shoulder. What was that?
“Excellent. You caught on quickly, for once,” Cass purred, as she smirked down at Mason. “There is something tampering with the team.”
Mason dropped his bag of popcorn, his gray eyes suddenly sharp. If there was something wrong enough that people were getting attacked, then he needed to get up and start checking the place out…which was, ironically, exactly what DC was doing. Mason deflated a little, as he realized she’d actually been on the right track from the start. He covered his eyes, and then admitted internally that he might as well admit defeat and get her onboard.
With a small sigh, he pulled out his phone and called her. Across the way Dana twitched as his call popped up, and a sudden wave of guilt shot down her back as she realized that he’d definitely figured out that she wasn’t in the bathroom. She answered the call with a nervous flick, and looked around at the stands behind her. Of course, she couldn’t see him from so far away. “Hey, sorry about-”
“Yeah, don’t worry about it. I’m used to it,” Mason cut her off, as something occurred to him. “So, who exactly did you get our tickets from?”


“Look, I need to see the stadium manager.”
DC put her hands on her hips and leaned in, as the security guard blocking her way held up his hands defensively. She was a big woman in a lot of ways, and he was understandably a little intimidated by the black-haired bombshell who was trying to get him out of her way. “Ma’am, I can’t just-”
“I know him personally,” DC cut him off, as behind her, Mason just looked on in shock at how easily she was backing the burly guard into a corner. The guy had the mental fortitude of a squirrel. “Bob is a patient of mine, so let me go in!”
The guard actually trembled a little as she shoved a finger in his face, his eyes darting off in search of support. There was none; the game was already over, and the few fans still lingering in the stadium were not even remotely paying attention to the guard’s plight. They were up at the very top edge of the stands, away from the exit ramps, so there weren’t really even any onlookers to see him getting bullied.
So he took the easy way out, and just asked why she didn’t say she knew the manager first, before letting her and Mason through the door. As the guard shut the door behind them and quietly prayed he wasn’t going to get a pay cut for letting them in, Mason and DC glanced around at the labeled doors along the short hall inside. A set of stairs on the right led up to the announcer’s box directly above them, but the opposite side of the hall had offices for the chief custodian, operations officer, and the stadium’s overall manager.
DC went straight for the manager’s office, and after knocking firmly and hearing someone yell that the door was unlocked, she just burst in with Mason on her heels. The office inside was tiny; it was a barely 8 foot square box, with a large desk and a display case crammed into most of the space. The only other standing furniture was a massive steel baseball bat trophy in the corner.
Stadium Manager Bob was sitting at the desk, with a whole stack of lopsided papers piled up in front of him. To Mason’s surprise he looked like he was actually in great shape, despite the mostly grayed hair and wrinkles on the guy’s face. He smiled and stood up, offering his left hand for Dana and Mason to shake. “Hey, Dana! I guess you used those tickets, eh? I hope you enjoyed the game!”
“It was great!” She lied back so naturally that Mason winced. Well, maybe she wasn’t lying completely; the game had been great cover for her to go explore the stadium, at least. 
Dana introduced Mason to the manager, and after a shockingly strong handshake from the huge guy, Mason settled in to listen as Dana made small talk. It turned out that Bob had been a star player for the Gibbons thirty years back, during a time when they’d actually won most of their games. “I stuck around to mentor the younger guys, but, ah…well. They’re good kids, but they don’t have the right competitive spirit for baseball.”
“What about the fight that broke out on the field, earlier?” Mason broke his silence abruptly, and manager Bob stared at him. “Wasn’t that weird for players who usually aren’t competitive? I’ve never heard of any of the Gibbons guys causing trouble, like that.”
“Look, you can only push somebody around for so long before they snap, kid,” the manager shook his head. “My guys have taken tons of abuse from every team in the league. I’m more surprised we’ve only had this many of em’ snap.”
“Many?” Mason narrowed his eyes, as Dana blinked at him and the manager in surprise. Things had suddenly turned tense, in the small office. “There have been more fights?”
The manager’s jaw clenched alarmingly, as the pen he’d been holding for the whole conversation snapped between his fingers. He winced, and set it aside in a hurry. “No comment.”
Mason took his hands out of his jacket pockets. He wasn’t always the best at reading people, but it was way too obvious that something was up for Mason to let it go. “Sir, I think something might be wrong around here. I want to check the place out, maybe talk to the team, and make sure-”
“No.” Bob cut him off, and glared at Mason. “In fact, I think it’s about time you and Miss Dana cleared out of here.”
“Why do you want to look around?” a sharp, pointed voice cut through the room, and Mason and DC both jumped as they realized someone had stepped into the open doorway behind them. Looking back, Mason’s eyes widened as he took in the woman who’d interrupted. Enormous, bulging tits heaved plumply atop her folded arms, as she leaned her broad, shapely hips against the door frame. Thick, plump thighs squeezed together enormously, straining through the white-striped green tracksuit she had stretched across her voluptuous body. It was so tight that it stretched like a glistening second skin everywhere except on her arms and belly, revealing how tight and squeezable the tanned body beneath was.
She was beautiful despite not wearing any makeup, with large amber-brown eyes, full lips, and strong but not overly-defined features. She looked amazing despite her hair being pale blue, which was a warning sign as far as Mason was concerned. Sure, people could dye their hair, but there were things that tried to pass for human that didn’t need to use dye to get a color like that. 
It took a second for Mason to notice the name tag on her breast pocket. Leah Blecher? Wasn’t that the team’s head coach? He stiffened up, and locked eyes with the gorgeous blue-haired woman. “I don’t think the fight that broke out on the field today was normal. Something else triggered it, and I want to find out what that was.”
For a long moment Leah just stared back at him, her eyes slowly studying Mason in return. Behind him, Bob started to get up like he was going to escort them out - but before he could, the coach jabbed a thumb over her shoulder in the universal sign to come along. “Okay. I’ll take you to the team first.”
Mason and DC exchanged a shocked glance over how easily the coach had agreed, and then they hurried after her as she turned and walked away. In their wake, Manager Bob went slack-jawed in shock. Leah wasn’t that easy of a woman to convince of anything, to the point where they’d gotten into feuds over even minor changes to the stadium.
As far as Manager Bob was concerned, something was off.


As the head coach led Mason and DC down into the bowels of the stadium, Mason had to keep stopping himself from walking into things. The coach looked really good from behind; every step made her thick, tight bubble butt jiggle and heave, swinging from side to side as her thick, round thighs pumped it up and down in jiggling waves. Mason couldn’t just stare at that ass, especially not with Dana walking with him, so he kept looking off in any other direction instead.
“This is ridiculous.” Cass mewled, as she draped herself over his shoulders. Her tail flicked irritably as Mason dodged a trash can. “She isn’t even paying attention right now. Why not indulge?”
“Cass!” Mason hissed under his breath, as Dana walked along obliviously beside him. She was way too busy taking snapshots of the underground passages they were in to notice where Mason was looking, so it wasn’t like the cat was wrong, but he still felt the need to object.
“Really, you could reward yourself more. Winding up a ball of barely contained rage like your father won’t do at all.” The cat rolled her eyes at him, and Mason twitched. He opened his mouth to ask what exactly she meant by that, but he stopped short. He couldn’t act like he was having a conversation with her with other people around.
They reached the team locker room, and Mason winced as Leah shoved the door open and let out the familiar stench of sweaty men, slightly dirty jerseys, and body spray. Why did every men’s locker room smell like that? It took a second for Mason to shrug off the wave of mixed memories that came from that stench, and then he looked through  the door at the team inside.
It was really kind of shocking. Any other team suffering a losing streak as extreme as the Goldfield Gibbons would be mired in anger, depression, jealousy, and other fairly justifiably negative emotions - but there was none of that. The polished concrete room was awash with jovial conversations, singing, and friendly laughter, as several of the team members mildly congratulated each other on thing’s they’d done well during the game. Everything looked like the peak of gentlemanly athleticism…
…but there were small, lingering whiffs of purple smoke spread around the room. Mason narrowed his eyes as he tried to pick out where it was coming from, but it was just too spread out and too sparse. The fact it was in the locker room and no were else in the stadium meant it definitely had to do with the players, though. With a frown, Mason glanced back at Coach Leah. “Do you mind if I talk to the players a little?”
“Feel free.” Leah shoved her hands into her track suit’s pockets, unintentionally straining its fabric across her huge, jiggly tits, and Mason hurriedly turned back towards the locker room. As the coach and Dana held back at the door, Mason stepped further in.
As soon as he got close enough to measure himself against the players, Mason realized something about the Gibbons. They did not feel normal. Sure, they looked nice, and even when he called out to them and introduced himself, they just crowded around to say hello and shake hands with a ‘fan’…but they were enormous. The smallest guy on the team was bigger and broader than the heaviest football player Mason had ever seen, and every single one of them was crazy jacked! It seemed insane that these guys couldn’t win a single game.
There was something else, though. Mason’s eyes flitted from their odd, V-shaped hairlines, to their bulky, oversized bodies to the strangely blocky profiles their faces offered. Something was jittering in alarm at the back of his head, but he couldn’t quite tell what was wrong…until he asked one of the players to get a picture with him. The second the guy smiled fully and revealed his unusually HUGE lower canines, Mason figured it out. 
They were orcs! Mason’s eyes bulged a little as he realized the entire team was made up of orcs, a monstrous race known for their aggression, immense physicality, lust, and obsession with violent confrontations! Despite being equal to humans in intelligence and theoretically safe to live with, the Dark family journals were full of cases where they’d just completely failed to get along with anybody! They killed people all the time, including other orcs!
Something didn’t add up, though. Mason blinked to himself as he listened to one of the orc’s talk about how great his wife’s skin had looked since she started oatmeal facials, only for his buddy to laugh, and talk about trying it himself. Rather than being aggressive, these guys were so laid back that they made normal people seem like raging lunatics. They were so nice, calm, and relaxed - totally different from how orcs supposedly behaved. Why-
“Mason!” Cass suddenly pointed with a paw, and Mason spun around just in time to see one of the players grab a heavy steel locker and crush it like a soda can! With a snarl, he ripped it free from the bolts restraining it to the wall, and lifted it over his head like he was going to hit somebody with it!
Purple smoke was billowing off of the orc’s body, as if it was boiling out of his pores! Before Mason could make sense of it, another orc calmly approached his locker-smashing friend and clapped him on the shoulder. “James! Calm down, my friend. We can…”
He trailed off, as the purple smoke spread up his arm from where he’d touched the first orc, and suddenly both of their faces were contorted with rage. With a roar, the second orc slugged the first in the face, forcing him to drop the locker before he punched right back! Blood and teeth flew through the air, as they viciously beat each other in the face!
Shooting them the spirit revolver didn’t seem like a good idea, considering that might just kill a couple of guys who seemed like decent dudes most of the time - so Mason fell back on his newest solution. He leapt forwards, sprinting in low to the ground before any of the other orcs could go over and get…infected, or whatever was happening. Before the next exchange of blows, Mason shot up between the two purple-wreathed orcs, and caught their oncoming fists!
Blue-white energy pulsed around Mason’s hands, and with a painfully abrupt jerk, both orc’s fists stopped dead against his palms. A shock wave of force shot up their arms and rattled their skulls, as at the same time, Mason’s energy peeled the purple smoke off of them and incinerated it! Yeah, there was no doubt about it - that smoke was something supernatural, and something that he needed to deal with!
“I think that’s enough,” Mason said, coolly, as the two orcs shook themselves and seemed to come back to their senses. There was silence, as they pulled their fists back and blinked down at the dark-haired man between them...and then terror slowly crept across their features. All around, the orcs trembled in outright fear, as if Mason suddenly looked like some kind of terrifying monster to them. It was a repeat of what’d happened at the news station. How did they know he was from the Dark family? Was that weird energy he used that specific?
Mason did his best to ignore their reactions, and glanced back and forth between the two bloodied-up orcs instead. One of them was missing half his teeth, and the other had huge, ugly purple bruises all over him. “You two okay?”
“Oh, shlure!” The one missing the teeth said.
“Perfectly fine!” The other parroted, as blood actually leaked out of his eyes from all the swelling. 
Orcs were supposed to be tough, but this was ridiculous. They were so scared of him that they’d rather suffer with missing teeth than admit something was wrong? Mason sighed under his breath and went to point to the literal pile of bloody teeth one of the orcs had spat out, but thankfully, Coach Leah came to his aid. She shoved through the group of players around him, and snapped at the two orcs. “You two are idiots. We’re going to the stadium doc right now! Move it!”
Apparently the voluptuous blue-haired woman had a pretty good hold on her team, because all she had to do was yell once to scatter them out of the way, and send both beaten-up orcs stumbling dejectedly into the hall. As they walked out, she turned to Mason. “You should come, too. I don’t know what happened, but I’d like to have the guy who can stop them from fighting come along.”
The entire team stiffened with fear at the idea of two of their guys going off with the Dark, but Mason ignored them. “Sure thing.”


The stadium had its own dedicated set of medical rooms, all of which had large glass panels set into their corridor-facing walls. Mason almost would have preferred they hadn’t, because it was kind of upsetting watching the doctor inside cut open an orc’s cheek to drain an unreasonable amount of blood out of the bruise inside. Was that how you normally treated that? The doc went for a suturing needle next, which just seemed excessive
“It was amazing how you stopped them from fighting.” Leah spoke up, and Mason quite readily took the excuse to look away from the orcs and focus on her instead. They were standing together in the hallway outside the doctor’s office, with Mason’s hands in his jacket pockets and Leah with her arms folded up beneath her massive, plump breasts. At some point she’d unzipped her top, revealing most of the juicy brown breasts within; the tiny white undershirt she had on was not big enough to hold them. It was kind of incredible that her nipples were covered at all.
Something was clearly off, though. How was a supposedly normal human coach controlling a whole team of orcs? Was she an orc of some kind, too? With a frown, Mason looked over at the blue-haired woman beside him. “Hey. What do your lower teeth look like?”
A twinge shot through the voluptuous tanned woman’s body, rippling her thighs and ass in place. She snorted, and then tugged her full, plump lower lip down, revealing perfectly normal teeth. “I’m normal, if that’s what you’re worried about.”
Mason twitched, as on his shoulder, Cass rolled her eyes at him. “Such a lack of tact.”
“You shouldn’t ask things like that,” the coach added - though Mason wasn’t sure whether she’d actually understood Cass or if she was just on the same track by coincidence. “Normal people will think you’re crazy.”
“Are you implying you’re not normal?” Mason raised an eyebrow, as he shoved his hand deeper into his left hand pocket. There was a hole at the bottom, and the grip of his revolver was positioned just inside it.
Leah sighed, her hips rolling to one side as she turned to face him with a bounce of thick, juicy ass, and a ripple of nearly-naked brown tits. “I’ve worked on this team for a long time trying to curb them. I’m not suspicious.”
Anyone who said they weren’t suspicious was definitely suspicious. Mason narrowed his eyes at her. “You ‘curbed’ a team of orcs?”
“I told you not to say stuff like that out loud,” Leah sighed - and then she jerked in shock, as Mason grabbed hold of her wrist!
His gray eyes locked together with her golden ones, as Mason’s powerfully trained body clenched up. “And you can’t just expect me to believe a normal human woman can keep a team of orcs in line.” 
The second Mason grabbed hold of the coach’s slim, green-sleeved arm, a faint electrical buzz filled the air. On reflex he jerked his hand back - as he realized that buzz was coming from inside her! As he backed up a step, Leah’s lips twisted into a smirk. “Wow. A Dark’s reactions really aren’t human.”
She lowered her arm in a way that reminded Mason of a cop putting away her gun. He took firm hold of his revolver. “What are you?”
“I may as well come clean. I don’t think fighting would do much to solve my team’s problem.” Leah cocked her head to one side, and then pulled back the sleeve on her left arm. The buzzing began again, quietly enough that Mason wondered how he was hearing it, and then several straight, ordered lines formed on the coach’s arm. Steam abruptly gusted out from within them, as the skin on her arm split apart to reveal glowing mechanical components where her muscles and bones should have been!
Similar lines opened up on her left cheek, as her left eye suddenly took on an electric gold glow. With a smirk she raised her arm, and electricity sparked across its mechanized surface. “My whole skeleton is reinforced, too, if you were wondering.”
“You’re a Terminat…uh, a cyborg?” Mason gasped, as with a quiet hiss, Leah’s arm and face returned to normal, leaving no sign at all that she wasn’t completely human. 
“More or less. I’m here as a representative of a certain sort of people.” Leah stuffed her hands into her pockets, and watched Mason as he gulped, nervously. “You can relax a little, you know? My employer decided that even though orcs are normally too disruptive for society to function, they have a right to live. I’m here to keep them in check as part of that decision.”
Mason was weirded out. There were robots, now? Actual humanoid robots? And they knew about HIM? “Uh…how? They, uh, don’t seem like they’re being threatened to act nice, or anything.”
Leah tilted her head back and dragged her mouth open, her full, plump brown lips parting enough for him to see the back of her throat. He twitched; right at the back there was some kind of metallic implant, which was vibrating in place! She closed her mouth after he got a good look at it. “Did you see? That’s a special tone generator. The sound it produces weakens orcs drastically, and makes them much more docile and non-competitive. Orcs are so naturally social that with their violence taken away, they wind up being shockingly friendly.”
Mason blinked. Well, that explained why the Gibbons lost all the time. What team wouldn’t fail, when they were constantly being weakened and stripped of their desire to win?
“Routinely exposing the team to the suppression tone has rendered them completely peaceful,” Leah said, but then she frowned and looked off to one side. “Though their women are a whole other problem. I don’t have enough contact with them for the tone to take effect.”
“Their woman?” Mason asked, as he tried to picture a female orc. The journals hadn’t mentioned them at all, so were they just…really huge, muscular, manly women?
The coach let out a huge, breast jiggling sigh, and covered her eyes with a hand. “They represent more than eighty percent of all female-on-male sexual assaults in Goldfield. Even non-humans that are actually focused on sex aren’t as bad as those orc women!”
“Yeah, that’s a pretty serious…problem?” Mason trailed off, as his brain latched on to that last bit. “Wait, sorry, there are non-humans in town focused on wha-”
“Regardless, the orcish members of my team have started to turn violent, lately.” Leah completely ignored Mason’s question, as she dropped her hands to her sides and gazed up at him. “I haven’t been able to figure out why, and things are getting worse. Several of the stadium’s workers have been injured, too, and several fans from another team were hospitalized. I managed to keep all of that out of the news, but...a woman was almost raped, too.”
“That’s why I’ve got this ready,” she added, as she raised her left arm again and her hand slotted up to reveal some kind of blaster. Mason had never seen anything like it, but it was so obviously the most blaster-looking blaster he’d ever seen that it made him shudder. That was so much worse than what he’d thought she had hidden in that arm! He’d expected a taser, not some kind of energy gun!
He shuddered a little as she snapped her hand back into place, and then Mason shook himself. There was a real problem on hand here, and from the sounds of it, people were going to start dying if he didn’t solve it. “I see. Do you have any idea what that purple smoke is, then?”
“Smoke?” Leah blinked at him in genuine surprise, and Mason frowned as he briefly described the purple smoke, and how it’d transferred from one orc to the next and sent them into a violent frenzy. As he spoke, her eyebrows squeezed together with more and more concern.
The voluptuous coach frowned, and pressed a finger to her lips. “How strange. I haven’t seen anything like that, and my eyes can see more than a human’s can. There’s nothing like that on any of the stadium’s camera footage, either.”
“So something supernatural is messing with them, and only I can see it,” Mason said. Cass whapped her tail into his back irritably. “Uh…I mean, only magical creatures can see it. Wait, come to think of it, can’t you see magical things too, DC?”
Mason turned towards Dana as he spoke…and then froze, as he realized she wasn’t there. Sweat beaded on his face, as he thought back to the last time he’d seen her, and realized she hadn’t reacted to the fight in the locker room, either. She’d slunk off before he even started talking with the orcs! Suddenly panicked, he grabbed Leah by the shoulders! “Did you see where the girl I was with went?”
A faint blush colored the luscious coach’s cheeks, and then she gulped. “Uh…the stadium cameras show she’s near the south side, on the first basement floor.”
“Thank you!” Mason called out, as he turned and bolted off as fast as he could!


Dana was in heaven. The stadium wasn’t normal at all! Sure, the above ground parts had seemed normal, but the supposedly cinder block walls that composed most of the stadium were not cinder block. The sizes were slightly wrong, and they were actually smooth, not textured. The whole place was built of solid stone blocks, not cheap mass-produced stuff - and below the main stadium, things were even less normal.
Below ground the walls had been left unpainted, revealing the polished stone they were built from without any attempt to hide it. Pillars that above ground had seemed to be steel girders were now revealed to be strangely carved solid edifices, each bearing a unique pattern. Dana didn’t recognize a single one, but the patterns looked almost like weird, deranged formulas. Looking at them made her head hurt.
It was all so occult! Dana’s eyes sparkled as the muscular, voluptuous woman turned in a slow circle with her phone snapping photos constantly. Even the lights along the ceiling were embedded and looked more like crystal than proper light fixtures! Everything was clearly something abnormal, maybe even outright magical - and on top of that, there were stairs going even deeper! There was no way the stadium needed an even lower basement floor, when the basement floor she’d seen already didn’t have any facilities or machinery on it. What could they have hidden even deeper?
Whatever it was, it wasn’t older or newer than the stadium. Dana had been taking notes ever since they came through the front gates, and so far she hadn’t seen any additions to the main structure. Sure, the seats were probably not original, and some of the lights and sound systems had been added on, but the core structure was completely unchanged. No new buildings, no excavated expansions, no annexes, not even any spots that had been repaired. Everything, even the floors underground, had been built at the same time.
Whatever was down there, on that lowest basement floor, might even be the real reason the stadium had been built.
With a skip in her step, Dana went to the stairs and trained her phone on the yawning darkness below. It did not part before her; even with her flashlight on maximum, she could only make out the top five stairs, as if the darkness below simply refused to have any light disperse it. A little shiver of excitement shot down Dana’s back, and she squealed with excitement as she started down into the clearly supernaturally impenetrable blackness-
“DANA!” Mason’s voice cut across the basement so hard that DC actually staggered, and nearly fell. She rounded on him with her blue eyes wide, as Mason came sprinting towards her from further around the massive circular hall that formed the stadium’s underground. He trotted to a halt beside her and panted, his hair wet with sweat. “Stop wandering off!”
She blushed, and folded her arms beneath her breasts to hide her phone. “Huh? What, am I a kid? I’m an adult woman, I can-”
“It’s not safe,” Mason cut her off, as she glowered at him from the stairs. “Besides, I’m pretty sure fans aren’t allowed down here. I had to pass about fifty ‘staff only’ and ‘restricted access’ signs to get here.”
“Restricted?” Dana tossed her head snippily, and climbed back up the stairs, her jeans creaking around her massive ass and toned thighs. She jabbed him in the chest with a finger, bouncing her tits in place so hard that they jiggled down against her abs before rebounding back up to ripple side by side. Her blue eyes sparked, as she decided to turn things around on Mason instead. “Isn’t your house ‘restricted’, too? So why do you have a random slut living with you, huh?”
Normally Mason would have put his hands up and backed off on the spot, but he was out of patience. He set his jaw, and locked eyes with her. “You didn’t exactly seem to mind this morning. I could hear that moaning.”
“Wha-” Dana’s entire face stained a brilliant red, as her eyes jittered and her plump lips gaped open in shock. Tremors of shame shot through her body, as she thought about how fast that white-haired slut had gotten her hands into Dana’s pants…and the guy she liked had overheard that? “I-I didn’t…nothing happened!”
“Dana!” Mason snapped.
DC ground her teeth together as shame gave way to anger, and she jabbed a finger towards him again! “What are you yelling at me, for? You’re not getting out of this just by calling-”
“DANA!” Mason yelled again, as he frantically motioned behind her. She’d been so tunnel visioned on his face that she hadn’t noticed he was trying to get her to look at something, but as soon as she noticed where he was pointing, she turned and looked back. 
The stairs weren’t empty any more. Instead, a massive, hulking figure in a letter jacket was climbing up from the dark below with a huge steel bat braced atop his shoulders. At the top of the stairs he turned sharply to face Mason and DC, and both of them jumped in unison as they recognized the walking slab of muscle heading towards them. Manager Bob! He was carrying around his batting trophy like an oversized club!
Purple energy spilled from the giant man’s eyes, as he slowly lifted his club overhead. Despite his body practically rumbling with muscular force, his face was actually sort of slack. “No one…goes…downstairs.”
Dana backed off, as Mason stared up at the towering manager in shock. Right, Bob had mentioned he used to be a player for the Gibbons. He was a former player for a team of orcs, who all of the current team looked up to as a mentor…and there was only one sort of creature that orcs looked up to. The massive stature, the oversized club, the admiration of the other orcs - it was definitive. Bob was their chief!
The massive orc swung towards Mason’s head like he was trying to turn it into a baseball, but Mason was just barely quick enough to duck under the blow and jump back! He was insanely fast and strong, so much so that if he hadn’t telegraphed where he was going to swing, Mason would have been hit for sure!
The journals had been pretty clear on how dangerous an orc chieftain was, and Mason didn’t doubt them at all anymore. He reflexively grabbed his revolver…but he couldn’t just shoot the guy. If glowing purple eyes and slurred speech weren’t surefire signs of mind control, then Mason didn’t know what was! 
The revolver would probably clear away whatever was controlling Bob, but since he was an orc, it’d probably kill Bob, too. He needed time to think! Mason gritted his teeth as he dodged and dodged again, as the orc chief did his best to introduce Mason’s brains to the outside of his skull. Walls shattered, floor tiles split, and even the ceiling overhead was cracked and broken as Bob’s oversized steel bat missed Mason, and smashed through the solid stone around him like it was made of Lego.
Suddenly, Mason realized he’d been backed up into a recessed doorway. He didn’t have room to dodge! His eyes went wide, as Bob raised his heavily dented bat overhead, tensed, and started to bring it down towards Mason’s skull. There wasn’t room to try to jump forwards past the orc, and there was solid stone on every other side. Mason couldn’t hope to stop a huge slab of steel with his spirit fists, but…but that only left him with the revolver. Was he really going to have to shoot an innocent person?
His finger started to squeeze down on the trigger, as Mason’s sense of self-preservation overrode any moral concerns - but before he could take the shot, there was a loud cracking sound and Bob went stock still. For a second the orc just stood there, looming with his bat raised mid-strike, and then he crumpled to the floor with a big bloody gash on the back of his head.
As Bob hit the ground, Mason found himself staring at DC, and the large bloody stone block she’d just brained the orc with. Mason’s right eye twitched, as he realized the orc had knocked that brick loose himself. “Brutal.”
“Was I supposed to let him hit you?” Dana growled back, as she dropped the brick next to Bob’s head. Mason winced, as blood started to pool beneath the orc’s skull.
Just as Mason started to wonder how they were supposed to explain all of this to the EMTs, something started to leak out of the manager’s ears. Mason and DC both backed up, as a huge, unnaturally writhing mass of purple smoke shot up into the air, leaving the orc’s unconscious body behind! It swirled in on itself, compressing from gas to fluid and then into a solid, humanoid form - as a tiny, purple-skinned creature with large horns and wings took shape. 
Its face was a hideous mishmash of blisters, ill-fitting teeth, and bulbous pug-like eyes, and it got worse when the thing screeched and revealed the worm-like maw within. In a cacophonous flurry of beating, bat-like wings, the thing flew to the stairs down and dropped out of sight before Mason could get his revolver trained on it!
“An imp!” Mason cursed under his breath as the thing vanished from sight. He ran for the stairs, and pointed back at DC as he reached them. “Make sure Bob doesn’t bleed too much! I’ve got to get that thing!”
With a jerk, Mason drew his revolver and ran down into the gaping darkness below.


Beneath the stadium’s lowest floor, through a clinging, unnatural darkness, there was a circle of light. Within that yawning place where there was neither pillars to see nor wind to feel, the circle shown in intricate detail, casting its light up towards a ceiling that could never be reached. It illuminated even, rectangular black blocks of stone sunk into the very bedrock of the city of Goldfield - and the purple skinned creature floating hideously above it.
“So close!” the creature snarled, as Mason’s visage emerged from the silent shadows that stretched around the circle. He leveled his gun at the floating monster, as it screamed at him. “Dark! Bastard! Worthless scum! Just a few more outbursts and I would have been able to ASCEND, but now YOU come, you disgusting miserable interlop-”
A gunshot silenced the diminutive demon, as Mason’s revolver put a beam of white-blue light through the thing’s head. Its body practically evaporated on the spot, as it died too fast to even cry out in pain. 
“That…wasn’t English.” Mason twitched as he holstered his gun, and frowned at the cloud of dark energy that the imp had left behind. The creature had spoken in a mix of rasps, hard consonants, and clicking sounds, but Mason had perfectly understood it. He wasn’t sure that was a good thing.
“Correct. That was no language of man.” Cass confirmed, as she nodded her multicolored calico head towards the massive glowing circle on the floor in front of Mason. “That, also.”
Mason frowned as he stared down at the circle of energy. Vast rings of energy surrounded tightly formed circles of runes, within which larger, more elaborate shapes repeated until another line of ringed runes took shape. Within that, at the center of the fifty foot wide circle, more familiar shapes had been layered together. A slow tightening feeling spread across Mason’s brow, as he stared into the center of the circle. “Isn’t that…the same symbol I found in the house’s basement?”
“How many years has it been? Decades? Centuries?” Cass mumbled to herself, as her ears twitched excitedly. “At least since before that sanctimonious slut showed up.”
“What are you talking about?” Mason glanced over at the cat, unaware of the circle's light slowly pulling the imp’s floating cloud of remains towards itself.
“Ah…having to wait to see it again has been such suffering.” Cass’s eyes fluttered, as her feline body twitched, and swelled, growing large enough to make Mason stagger forwards beneath her weight! “Black iron! Moonlight! Void! Let me witness the true form of Darkness once more!”
In a final burst of speed, the lingering essence of the imp was sucked down into the circle - and the limited light it’d been releasing was suddenly brighter than the sun! Mason yelped and shielded his eyes, as Cass swelled to the size of a lion and forced him forwards into the circle!
The second Mason’s foot touched the circle, energy shot up his leg. He jerked, a silent scream tearing his mouth open, as from within his shadow Kiriam leapt free and tried to drag him away. The luscious wolf-elf’s arms grabbed at his waist, as she tried to use her massive muscular strength to pull him to  safety - but a massive, heavy cat tail slammed into her face and sent her staggering back. She stared up in horror, as Cass swelled into a horned, fur-covered beast with maddened golden eyes!
The demon Cass leapt atop Kiriam and pinned her down - and that was the last thing Mason saw, before his vision burned away into a pure white void. 


	“What are you doing? Isn’t he your master?” Kiriam screamed up at Cass, as the hulking, shape-shifting demon laughed madly. Behind her, the circle burned with such intense white light that Kiriam couldn’t even look at it without risking burning her eyes. 
	“Yes! Yes, he is!” Cass howled in amusement, her eyes leaking glowing tears of joy as her body began to shrink once more. Enormous, plump  pale breasts bulged out of her fur, as her arched, spine-covered back shrank down into a smooth, feminine curve. Her tail turned slim and fluffy, as thick, toned ass cheeks and massive thighs heaved into place, each a match for Kiriam’s own gigantic, lusciously thick curves. “And now, finally, we will see his true nature!”
	Kiriam just stared up at Cass in shock, as the cat demon resolved herself into her human form, her pale skin streaked with lines of glistening brown that formed into a broken lingerie-like pattern. She panted, her massive ass rolling from side to side in excitement as she squished her tits down atop Kiriam’s own - both women’s golden eyes locked together.
	“Witness the true Master of the Dark!” Cass screamed, as her orange and black hair swirled through the air above her. In a final blast of light, the circle behind her disintegrated, and plunged the underground into darkness once more. Yet, the dark was not empty; for light clung to a body within that creeping blackness. 
	The dark elf’s plump lips parted in shock, as she saw the figure standing there. Powerfully toned muscles glistened like polished black iron, as long hair of silver-blue moonlight glowed with enough radiance to illuminate the form of the man standing beneath it. Across his back, a silver-white sigil burned, shedding an alluring light into the dark - and when he turned his handsome, barely visible features towards Kiriam and Cass, solid white light poured out from his eyes, casting lines across his face.
	The second those solid white eyes latched onto Kiriam, her body jerked. Her hips heaved up, thudding home against Cass’s own broad, jutting handholds while the cat-demon’s enormous tits squished down, flattening Kiriam’s brown breasts against them. The dark elf didn’t understand what was happening, but she didn’t fight it when a strong, calloused hand gripped her hips, and her pussy dragged open around a familiar shaft.
	Kiriam and Cass moaned in unison, as one of Mason’s hands forced Kiriam’s back to arch up, and the other pinned Cass’s back down, locking their bellies together in a shared arch of pleasure. Simultaneous thrusts stretched their pink pussies tight, sloshing Cass’s ass forwards and pounding Kiriam’s into the ground, as both luscious women let out panting moans. Kiriam’s enormous brown tits sloshed forwards with Cass’s bronze-cupped white tits rippling atop them, only for them to roll back and jiggle forwards again, and again as both women’s asses slapped against him with every thrust.
	Their voices tore free, rising into screams of bliss as molten pleasure poured into the depths of their bodies. The dark elf’s head dug down into the floor, grinding in place even as the cat demon threw her head back in a splay of orange and black. Their massive thighs trembled as both women’s bodies flattened atop one another - and slowly bucked their hips in time, as his thick, throbbing girths stretched them skin-tight around an endless pumping of seed. Slowly, their bellies filled and bulged with black iron cum, until with a shared groan, they went limp before him.
	For Mason, everything was in a white haze. He could see the luscious women collapsed in front of him, but the rest of the world was filled with a swirling white fog. Light seemed to come from everywhere at once, illuminating the two women in an almost heavenly glow - a light that swirled and shifted, as another body drew near. His vision swung up to focus on Dana, as she came stumbling forwards through a darkness that he could no longer see.
	“Mason?” She called out, as with a dull squelch, he pulled back and let cum pour from Cass and Kiriam’s bronzed and brown pussy lips. There was a point of blue inside of Dana’s chest, something lingering from a past encounter…something he instinctively reached out to, and ignited. Her blue eyes went wide, as Dana dropped to her knees in shock. “W-wha…what?”
	It was a remnant of a soul left clinging to Dana’s, but a remnant with no memory, will, or purpose. If that was the case, then why shouldn’t it be put to use? He raised his gleaming black-metal fingers, and with an echoing snap, plunged that foreign fragment of a spirit into Dana’s soul. A shudder shot through her body, as her blue eyes glowed a paler shade, and her jaw went slack. As her plump lips hung open, her black hair rustled, and grew long enough to hang down her back.
	A black-iron hand gripped the back of her head, and Dana groaned under her breath as a thick, throbbing shaft stretched her lips open, and then slowly pushed in deeper and deeper, forcing her cheeks to cling to its sides. She gagged as his dick hit the back of her throat, and then twisted down, stretching and forcing her throat to bulge pink-tight around his girth. Her eyes crossed as the base of his cock forced her lips to clench around it, her throat completely filled with pulsing, rock-hard meat.
	A dull, wet slurp echoed into the dark, as Dana started to suck on instinct. Her lips worked around him as she turned her head, and clenched her throat around the throbbing girth within as her cheeks sucked skin-tight to its sides. Her throat pressurized, undulating around him as she swallowed and swallowed - and received something for her efforts.
	“MMngh,” she grunted, as his cock swelled inside of her and pumped thick, rich slime deep into her belly. Loud, rhythmic gulps filled the air, as he gripped the back of her head with both hands - and poured something more than just seed into her body. Dana’s eyes crossed as her jeans popped and then split open, tearing into thread-crossed seams along the sides of her rapidly swelling thighs. 
Her belt popped, tearing from one loop to the next as her hips surged outwards beneath it. The pockets on the back of her jeans dragged in skin-tight as her ass bloated beneath them, with hard, toned dimples standing out on the side of either thick, swelling cheek. Slowly, her t-shirt dragged up across her abs, revealing each row of rock-hard, glistening muscle as her tits swelled out into to conical, fabric-stretching mountains. Still, she drank - her entire upper body heaving, bouncing her titanic tits and rippling her ass in place, as she subtly ground her hips for him.
His hands slid down into the back of her pants, stretching her jeans around his fingers as her thick, toned ass bulged between his digits. Dana’s tongue draped down her chin, as she was lifted up until her tits compressed against his chest, her narrow, muscular waist clenching forwards as he lined up the tip of his shaft with her crotch, and-


With a start, Mason woke up. His eyes felt like they were full of gunk as he dragged them open, and blinked blearily down at the stone circle he was laying inside of. He felt terrible. His body ached all over, his throat was dry and painful, his ears were ringing, and to make it so much worse, his teeth felt like they were trying to pull themselves out without anesthesia.
What happened? Mason squeezed his eyes shut as the horrible pain in his teeth started to subside, leaving everything else to hurt more. He had vague memories of the circle activating, and Cass laughing, and Dana with long hair again…but that was about it. What happened?
“You sure do collapse a lot, for someone who does such a ridiculous amount of stamina training.” Mason twitched his head up, and then stared at Kiriam as she squatted by the circle with her huge, thick brown thighs spread wide open. She had a short white skirt on, and with her legs spread like that, he could see her pussy practically outlined through the black thong she had on underneath.
The wolf-elf took a big bite out of a huge hot dog, and raised an eyebrow at him as Cass hopped up on her shoulder from behind. The cat narrowed her eyes at Mason. “In future, please refrain from approaching any highly suspicious and obviously magical circles.”
	“Yeah, uh…yeah, I think I’ll do that,” Mason groaned, as he heaved himself up to his knees, and had to stop and pant for a second before standing up the rest of the way. His body was totally shot! “What happened while I was out? What about DC?”
	“What about her?” Cass flicked her tail dismissively, as Kiriam tilted her head back and shoved the entire remaining half of her hot dog between her lips. Mason did a double take, as her throat bulged hugely as she swallowed the thing whole. “It is not our job to watch out for her.”
	That put a little panic in him again, so Mason broke into a jog and then a forced, pained run, as he made for the stairs up. The strange impenetrable darkness that had once filled the subbasement was gone, now, so he had no trouble finding his way back to the floor above. As he neared the top, he heard DC complaining, loudly. “…have to get it all cut off again!”
	Mason blinked as he stepped off the top stair, and found Dana standing practically breast to breast with coach Leah as she complained bitterly. Her hair…it was long again, just like after she’d first been possessed. Just like it’d been in the flashes of his dream that Mason remembered after he went into the circle. Had that…been real?
	“Your friend is compatible with the sort of spirit energy that the stadium was concentrating. You should be careful about further exposure,” Cass hopped onto his shoulder and mewled quietly in Mason’s ear, in an attempt to avoid alerting the luscious blue-haired coach and huge, fit black-haired woman in front of Mason. Considering Leah’s eyes immediately turned her way, she was only half successful. “The spirit that once possessed her body was fully destroyed, but its lingering traces may diminish her humanity if too much energy is fed to it. I’m quite sure you’d rather she not become a ghoul, yes?”
	“Yes.” Mason gulped, as DC finally noticed him. Her blue eyes momentarily flashed with concern, and then she blinked off to one side and tried to pretend like she hadn’t been worried. Mason snorted. “Hey, Dana! Let’s head home. I think the stadium’s troubles are over, and I’m exhausted.”
	“I still want to get more pictures,” Dana frowned back, as Mason hobbled up to her. She stepped into line with him, as he nodded his head to Leah, and just kept walking.
	“Of course you do.” Mason chuckled weakly, as Kiriam’s shadow shot across the floor and vanished into his own. “Oh, what about Bob? I don’t see him.”
	“That’s the crazy part. That old guy just woke up about half a minute after you left! He rubbed his head and went back upstairs, like trying to kill you was no big deal!” Dana waggled a finger irritably, as she and Mason headed for the stairs. He smiled at her, and decided not to tell her about his family seal being in that magic circle, down below. He’d look into that on his own, without having to worry her about what his family might have been involved with.
	As the young couple walked away, Leah stayed by the stairs. Her golden eyes remained trained on Mason, until he and Dana climbed out of sight and the echoing traces of their voices faded away. Only then, when she was left in silence, did a blinking element in her eyes flick on.
	A hologram projected into the air in front of Leah. The entity it depicted could very roughly be described as a humanoid machine, but its form was skeletal, with numerous suspended latex components and internal artificial muscles suspended on wires around it. Much smaller machines were crawling all over its body performing maintenance, as the machine’s skeletal face regarded Leah.
	A sharp, female voice issued forth in wave tones from the hologram, and Leah bowed her head to the female machine. “L-e87 reporting. The current generation’s hunter appeared in my ward, and resolved the incidents previously noted. However, my identity was partially revealed in the process.” 
Leah raised her head as she finished speaking, and more wave-pitched tones issued forth from the projection before her. As she watched, the lower half of a face was fitted to the skeletal machine, where it locked in place and then opened up to receive a pair of plump, metal-accented lips that latched into the midst of it with a quiet hiss. “No, mistress. He does not suspect the truth.”
Tiny, dark gaps formed in lines all over Leah’s face, as for a moment, the fully mechanical skull within revealed itself. Her face locked back together into a perfect human facsimile, as the apparition before her issued a final set of tones.
“Orders received.” Leah bowed her head once more, and then the hologram flickered, and vanished. Her lips moved, as her golden eyes glowed and shifted with mechanical rings within.
“Thy will be done.”
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