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	Atop a lonely pillar-cliff, surrounded on all sides by open air and accessible by naught but an old wooden drawbridge, there was a castle. It was a tall, spindly monster of a building, its stark white towers rising against a backdrop of lush heartland forests and rolling golden fields far below. It looked practically idyllic; like a picture composed by a master painter, to entice visitors to wander within.
	The visitor it had most recently attracted, however, was not there because of the castle’s architecture. Deep within the castle, in a grand hall whose walls were already caked with blood, a woman screamed. Her heels kicked against the floor, desperately searching for purchase as she scrambled back until she was pressed up against a wall, her eyes wide with terror! “Please! Please, spare me-GKHH!”
	A green hand closed on the woman’s throat, and with a single powerful jerk, she was dragged up to hang against the wall, her feet kicking uselessly. She choked and gagged, struggling…until there was a dull crack, and her limbs suddenly went limp. It was only then that her body was allowed to drop, lifelessly, to the ground.
	Kazana’s shadow loomed over the dead woman, her blue eyes glowing amidst her darkened profile as she slowly raised her axe overhead.
	There was an awful whistling of wind, and more blood splattered across the walls.

	The dull clank of armored boots echoed hollowly down the road. After seeing to it that the bodies in the village were laid to rest, Armhelst and his two companions had set off towards the capital once more, but things had become…uncomfortable. He had dealt with giant monsters, demonkin, hordes of deadly beasts, and even a dragon, but frankly, he had no idea how to deal with this.
	“The weather is lovely, isn’t it?” Ilda said, pleasantly, as her over-stuffed breastplate bounced up and down in place. She beamed a bright, friendly smile at Armhelst and their third traveling companion. Moreso at the third, really.
	“I suppose.” Brigid answered in the stiffest, most distant voice yet, her bright green eyes staring off into the rolling hills around them. She walked along with her thick thighs zipping energetically against one another and her breasts bouncing enormously, but despite her casual gait, she kept her head firmly turned away from Ilda.
Ever since their encounter with that oni woman Drysi, Ilda had been trying very hard to get along with Brigid to make up for a lapse in judgement she’d suffered. Unfortunately, the results thus far had been nonexistent. Brigid had barely spoken to either of them after leaving the ruined village, and even now, she seemed practically absent. It was exactly the sort of situation Armhelst could have made use of to get away from Ilda, but it just didn’t seem right to try that, now!
“I’ve said sorry so many times already, Brigid, and I meant it each time. When are you going to at least talk to me?” Ilda asked, finally breaking down enough to plead. She’d retained her pride as a hero candidate for the last few days, but this was driving her crazy! She just wanted to make things right-
“Do you,” Abruptly, Brigid whipped her head around, her long, bright red braid jerking behind her. “Normally have such feelings? The desire to grab, and…kiss, women?”
Ilda’s jaw went slack. On one hand, she was shocked that this was what Brigid had been thinking about. On the other, she was absolutely sure that the answer was no; she had no such inclinations whatsoever except when wearing Armhelst. But on the other hand, she somehow got the feeling that Brigid wanted the answer to be yes, and she didn’t want to keep fighting with her!
The hero candidate’s mind raced, desperately searching for a way out of this that wouldn’t make things even more awkward or complicated - but fortunately for her, she was spared having to make a choice. A dull, menacing rumble shook through both women as they stood facing one another, and in a flash Brigid’s fists jerked up into a fighting stance and the holy sword Voltear was in Ilda’s hands! 
They spun around, facing the source of the sound…and Armhelst sheepishly raised a gauntlet. The horrible, menacing rumble had, naturally, been his stomach. “Ah. I am afraid I haven’t eaten since Duran. Please excuse the interruption.”
“That was you?” Brigid gasped.
“Ah,” Ilda cupped her chin as she casually slung her sword back into place on her back. “I vaguely remember one of the townspeople there mentioning you were eating, when they came to ask me for help. They made it sound sort of gruesome.”
Gruesome? Armhelst’s armor rattled as he tensed. He’d tried so hard not to let anyone hear, though! The sounds he made when he ate were very alarming, so he always went to whatever lengths he could to avoid frightening people with them…but he’d failed!
Brigid’s eyes widened, and she gulped as she exchanged glances with Ilda. “What…what do you think he eats?”
“Monsters, probably. Meat? Bones? I heard it sounded like loud gnashing and tearing.” Ilda shrugged, her new, full breasts jiggling beneath her breastplate.
“I-I’d hope his tastes are more refined than just eating raw meat!” The pugilist said, her enormous, rippling-round ass bouncing behind her, as she leaned forwards and thrust her arms down in objection. Ilda had gotten curvier lately, but Brigid’s tits bounced and jiggled hugely, easily outdoing her. “Surely! At least steak, or-”
“Fruit.” Armhelst stepped forwards between them, and both women blinked at him in shock. “I eat fruit. Tropical fruits, if possible, but I’m fond of any kind of fruit, really. Apples, oranges, strawberries, cherries, melons and mangos…pineapple is my favorite overall.”
	Both women stared up at him. This towering, horrendously powerful black living armor…this spike-covered, evil-looking warrior who routinely ripped monsters apart with his bare hands, splattering himself with blood…only ate fruit? Their eyes shuddered as they both imagined the hulking living armor popping hilariously undersized blueberries into his helmet. It was utterly ridiculous!
	Ilda was the first to snap out of the girls’ momentary stupor. After all, this was a chance to get on Armhelst’s good side, and maybe even get a chance to wear him again! “Ah! You said apples, right? There should be a hamlet not far from here that has a large apple orchard around it. I think it’s name was Cyd? They ship a lot of good cider to the capital. If we stop in, I’m sure they would be happy to share a few apples with you.”
	“Would they?” Armhelst jerked, as the tiny bit of gold he still owned rattled hollowly inside his helm. No one had ever given him any food for free, before! “Let’s go, then! It will be a wonderful interlude before we reach the capital!”
	With that, Armhelst went trotting off down the road, his imposing black-armored form rapidly speeding on ahead. Brigid and Ilda exchanged another glance, unified once more not by words, but in their curiosity. 
Then they hurried to catch up.

	Cyd was a perfect little hamlet. Located just a couple of miles off of the main road, it was nestled in a steep valley ringed by small mountains, through the midst of which several streams had once flowed. Now, those streams had been guided into carefully maintained, grassy-sided canals, which crisscrossed and spanned the entire valley. Between these canals, a vast, lush apple orchard spread. Fruit of red, gold, green, and orange adorned every tree, for the next harvest was quite close at hand.
	Nestled in the middle of the orchard was the hamlet proper, a small cluster of modest log cabin homes surrounding a far older, more weathered stone church. Peculiarly, thought the church was not overly embellished, it was carved all of a deep, dark gray stone that did not match the pale rock of the cliffs and small mountains nearby. Armhelst’s gaze was drawn to it the moment they set foot on the plain, river-rock roads that filled the tiny town.
	As the trio of travelers drew near to the hamlet, an orange-haired woman stood up from her washing near the main road and mopped her brow with an old rag. She was huge! Armhelst’s visor shuddered as he studied the enormous, heaving breasts straining through her off-the-shoulder white shirt, and the impressive, jutting hips straining through the leather apron that covered the front of her long, plain dress. Her body was shockingly attractive for a woman from such a small hamlet! Usually only a handful of such beauties could be found even in full sized cities!
	She was no warrior, however. He tempered his excitement, as the woman wiped her hands on her rag, and stepped out into their path with a smile. “Hey, travelers! We don’t see much in the way of visitors around here - except the wagon drivers, of course! What brings you to Cyd?”
	“Greetings, ma’am,” Ilda answered her properly, as Brigid glanced further into the small village. “Truth be told, I happened to remember that your hamlet is known for its apples, and my friend here has a fondness for fruit.”
	The swordswoman gestured to Armhelst, and he solemnly nodded his helm, clanking quietly. The buxom woman blinked up at him, her eyes widening as she took in his terrifying, towering metal body and the spikes covering him all over, and then she offered up a nervous smile. “I-is that so? Well, we certainly have a lot of fruit! We’ve just begun the harvest, so we’ve plenty on hand at the moment if you’d like to take a few. It’d be grand to help out a hero candidate!”
	“How did you know I was a hero candidate?” Ilda twitched, as Brigid raised an eyebrow at the rest of the town. There were a dozen women out and about, all of whom were surprisingly voluptuous - but there weren’t any men.
	“Your sword, of course.” The woman laughed, and pointed to Voltear. “We’ve all heard enough of the village head’s stories to know how Voltear and Bramvel look. Why, we were all practically talked deaf over it just last night!”
	Ilda’s body went rigid. “Oh, I…see. Where is the village head now, if I might ask?”
	“Oh, she’s about somewh-” the woman began to answer, as she glanced back at the hamlet - and then she twitched, and smiled. “There she is now!”
	She pointed, and Ilda’s eyes latched on to a silver-haired woman who was just then stepping out of one of the town’s log cabins. Though her face had a few lines on it, the woman was just as buxom and massively voluptuous as the rest of the hamlet’s women, and even more visibly so since she was wearing pants. Huge, meaty thighs strained through her leather breeches as she pulled the door shut behind her, and began to turn towards Armhelst and his group.
	Before the gray-haired village chief’s eyes even landed on them, Ilda thrust up a hand. “Allow me to go introduce myself! You can go ahead and get your apples without me!”
	She didn’t even leave time for Armhelst or Brigid to answer before Ilda sprinted across town. The village head’s eyes lit up with recognition as the auburn-haired swordswoman skidded to a halt in front of her, but without missing a step, Ilda seized the woman’s hands and bungled her right back into her home! The door slammed shut behind them loudly enough to echo, and Brigid and Armhelst exchanged a confused glance.
	“That was…peculiar.” Armhelst clamped a gauntlet against his helm’s chin plate thoughtfully.
	“A little,” Brigid nodded. “But not as strange as this town. Hey, lady, why aren’t there any men around?”
	The redheaded village woman blinked at Brigid, and then her eyes fell. “Ah…you noticed that, did you? Sad as it is to say, most of our older men were lost in the last war, and our young men have all been conscripted. We’re going to have to make do without them, for the next few years.”
	“Oh! I’m sorry, I…I didn’t realize. I just thought it was odd,” Brigid gasped and clasped her hands together, leaning forwards in genuine remorse. Armhelst did not share her reaction. Normally he might have expressed his sympathy for Cyd’s plight…but something was odd. Why would the crown conscript the entire male population of a hamlet? There was no war presently being waged, and in the first place, it was not usual for all men to be forced into the military. Half, or a bit more than half in an especially desperate war, but never every man.
	As Armhelst thought to himself, the village woman’s eyes twitched past him and Brigid. She smiled, and then glanced back at the pair of travelers. “Oh, did you have another companion with you?”
	“Huh?” Brigid’s eyelids fluttered in surprise, and then the muscular, voluptuous redhead turned her head, and stared back along the road she and Armhelst had just walked down. There was a woman walking towards them, a tall, powerfully muscled orc. Though her frame was relatively light, she’d packed as much hard, lithe muscle onto it as she could, resulting in a body that clenched from ankle to neck with every move she made. Her clothing was plain; a hooded black tunic and dark gray pants, with fingerless gloves and sturdy hiking boots. Her black hair was done up in long, thin braids, and seemed to almost melt into her shirt.
	Her face was pretty, but the sharp tusks protruding between her plump green lips made her look less refined than she otherwise would have been. Short, sharply pointed ears protruded to either side of her head, and bright blue eyes stared out from beneath bushy, stern black eyebrows. She neither blinked nor faltered, as she walked straight towards them.
	There was nothing about the orc herself that was alarming, but there very much was something to be frightened about when it came to what she was carrying. Braced across her muscular shoulders, its living-wood haft nestled in the crook of her neck, was the bone-bladed axe that had nearly killed Brigid a few days prior. Evergreen! 
	Armhelst jerked in front of Brigid, shielding her from the unknown orc. “Stop! Who are you? Why-”
	The orcess’s next footfall became an echoing boom, as she suddenly shot forwards, her tall, lithe body passing cleanly beneath one of Armhelst’s massive arms! Brigid’s arms jerked up to fend her off…but the orc wasn’t coming for her, either. In a single brutal movement, she rammed her axe through the neck of the local woman who’d greeted them to kindly!
	The woman jerked, gurgling in shock, before roots burst from Evergreen’s edge and embedded into her face, draining her blood as her body rapidly shrunk down into a desiccated husk - but the orc didn’t stop there. She leapt up, kicking the woman’s instantly mummified remains off of her axe, and somersaulted forward towards the rest of the town!
	“STOP!” Armhelst roared, his armored feet thundering across the ground as he chased after the orc - but she was shockingly fast. Her footfalls shuddered out like machine gun fire as she outpaced him, and rammed into another of the town’s woman, launching her into the air! The orc reared back with Evergreen, poised to split the innocent woman in half!
	Armhelst’s gauntlet closed on the axe’s head, stopping it dead. With fire in her eyes, the orcess rounded on him as her intended victim tumbled to the ground, crying out in pain - but alive. The orc snarled. “Do not interfere!”
	Vines burst from Evergreen’s blade, whipping around violently enough to knock Armhelst back and lash his wrists together! He grunted in shock, startled at the axe’s true power; it hadn’t done anything like this when Drysi had it!
	Brigid couldn’t understand what was happening. Who the hell was this woman? Why was she killing the townsfolk so horribly? Why did she have Evergreen? Whatever was going on, she had to help! She leapt forwards, long, shapely legs pumping as she raced around the orc and put herself between the crazed green-skinned warrior, and the innocent woman she’d just tried to kill. 
	“Fools.” The orcess hissed contemptuously, as she thrust her axe into the air - and wrenched Armhelst over her head on vines of iron-hard wood! Armhelst shuddered in shock. How? She was the only thing supporting Evergreen, and Evergreen was holding his entire body in the air! He weighed enough to crush a horse to death! How was she strong enough to just hold him up, like he weighed as much as a cloud?
	“Stay out of my way.” The orc swept her axe down and to the side, and Brigid screamed as Armhelst’s body slammed into her, sending both of them flying out into the orchards around the hamlet! The living armor’s visor flared with red light as he strained, snapping the roots restraining his wrists - just in time to flip around and shield Brigid with his body as they smashed through a whole line of apple trees! 
Limbs crashed to the ground as the duo slid to a halt, with Brigid grasped tight to Armhelst’s chest and his back embedded in the side of one of the orchard’s canals. He shuddered beneath her, his boots digging into the soft mud of the canal as he tried to stand, and failed. That orc…her physical power wasn’t something that could be obtained merely through birth or upbringing. He could feel it radiating from the pain in his back. The years of dedication, gruelling physical training, and sheer force of will that orcish woman had ingrained into herself was unparalleled.
“Armhelst! Hey!” Brigid slapped his helmet, and the living armor twitched, realizing belatedly that he still had the curvy, muscular redhead pinned to his chest. “Get up! She’s going to kill them all! Ilda is still back there!”
A single glowing red eye ignited within his helm, and Armhelst lurched to his feet, his boots stabbing into the canal’s bank. Innocent people were being killed…but that orc’s power wasn’t something he could overcome alone. He tilted his head down, and stared into Brigid’s big, wavering green eyes, as he held her aloft in his arms. “I need your help.”
A twitch of shock ran through the voluptuous pugilist’s body, her bright red braid shaking behind her. She gulped, her lips trembling against one another for a moment. “You mean…you want me to wear you? Like Ilda did?”
“That woman is too much for me to fight without you.” Armhelst nodded, solemnly. “Please. Help me save them.”
Brigid’s throat worked, as for just a moment she hesitated - but only for a moment. Her eyes tightened with resolve, and she nodded, firmly. “I’ll do it.”
“Thank you. I will be as quick as possible.” Armhelst’s visor burned with a deep, crimson light within, a light that spread in a line straight down the center of his chestplate. Abruptly, his chest split cleanly open - and dozens of writhing pink tendrils shot out, and wrapped around Brigid’s body! Her eyes jerked in shock, but before she could do more than scream, she was yanked inside and his chestplate snapped shut behind her!
“Wh-what is this?” Brigid screamed, as she was thrust in head-first against his backplate, where a wall of pink flesh writhed against her face. It wasn’t anything like she’d expected! The inside of his body was flesh, and-
Her eyes crossed, her mind going blank with shock as a thick, vein-covered tendril roughly slammed through her pants, stuffing her all the way to her womb! All she could do was grunt, as her huge, plump tits were sloshed against the flesh wall before her, and her massive bubble butt bounced up into the air. Her back arched on instinct, cranking her hips down and jiggling her ass in place - perfectly in time for another thick, throbbing tendril to slam between her ass cheeks, bouncing them apart as it stuffed deep into her insides!
“Aa--aaah!” Brigid’s lips parted in shock, her hands trembling as she gripped the flesh wall before her. It wrapped around her fingers, trapping her hands in place as the tendril in her ass fed deeper and deeper in, forcing her ass cheeks to twitch and jiggle as her pussy was slowly stretched out more, and more, her womb compressing against Armhelst’s girth. Before she could gather her wits enough to properly speak, another tendril emerged from the wall before her - and stuffed into her mouth. It stretched her plump lips around it and caved in her cheeks, forcing them to suction tight to its sides as it rammed home! “MNGHFH!”
Brigid’s eyes jerked down, staring at the thick tendril in her mouth as it held for a moment, throbbing. Then it fed itself in, forcing her throat to slowly bulge larger and larger, as her eyes rolled up, shudderingly. Her thighs and abs clenched in a final moment of hesitation…and then went limp, as her ass, pussy, and throat all began to pulse around him. She gulped in time as her hips pumped back wildly, forcing him in deeper and deeper, as her body unconsciously submitted.
Brigid couldn’t understand what she was doing. Why was she shaking her ass like this? Why did it feel so good - even when more tendrils descended, and stuffed three a piece into her mouth, bloating her throat so much that it should have been agony? Another massive, throbbing shaft forced her pussy open, squirming in alongside the first as her belly bulged enormously - but all she could do was moan!
Thick, viscous fluid started to pump through the tendrils, and Brigid jerked her head back, opening her throat to receive it as her pussy squirted with joy. Bliss shook through her, every muscle in her body shuddering and spasming as her pussy lips were forced open around a bulging lump of fluid, only for another to follow it through his second womb-deep shaft with more and more still coming. Her ass cheeks jiggled apart and sloshed back together with each load that was forced inside of her.
“Mmnh-GGhhNmm!” She groaned, her eyes shuddering as her belly subtly swelled, and then flattened as her body accepted every drop of his essence. Her already thick thighs surged outwards, powerful muscle bloating up within them, only for them to grow round and jiggling-tight a moment later. Her hips snapped apart, widening with a dull grinding flex, as her tits ballooned into gigantic, heavy spheres of rippling breast. 
Her ass heaved up, bloating from within to keep pace with her swelling thighs. The muscles in her back slowly grew harder and denser, as Brigid’s clothes melted away, revealing her tanned skin in glistening detail. More muscle rippled in her arms and calves as she continued to drink - her mind blank of anything but pulling his bliss inside of her faster and faster, now!
She grew taller as tendrils lifted her and turned her body around, her long, massive-thighed legs feeding down into Armhelst’s metal greaves. She didn’t resist as tendrils pulled her arms into his, as she grew so massive that her ass compressed against his back, and her tits strained against his chestplate from within. All she did was drink, her pussy greedily gulping the living armor’s essence up into her womb over and over again!
As her head was slowly shoved up into his helmet, her crimson hair faded to a shimmering pink and grew longer and thicker, her braid sliding down until it began at her hips. Her skin darkened to a rich ebony luster, as her lips grew fatter and fuller, filling out even as dark lashes lengthened from her eyelids. Her eyes slowly stained red, as her body gave a final, titanic heave - her breasts, ass, and thighs all rippling as they grew outwards with a final bounce!
With a metallic shatter, Armhelst’s armored body tore open around her and plated itself to her new, massively luscious body. Twisted, black-armored greaves closed shut around her calves, as matching vambraces clamped down on her arms. From the top of her greaves, sharp metal knee guards unfolded and released a glistening black spray that shot up, and latching onto her hips and forming a baggy, lingerie-pattern set of pants that hung from a rapidly-forming thong.
The thong sped down towards her ass, wrapping between her new, enormous ass cheeks, as slimy black flesh spread up her enormous thighs, wrapping them up tight in black stockings as the same growth spread up across her muscular arms. A single large pauldron, styled after a dragon head holding a jewel in its mouth, burst into place on her right shoulder and spun out a pair of long, trailing scarves from its back end to wrap around Brigid’s neck. 
	Like a grasping hand, black latex-like flesh unwrapped from beneath her scarf and slapped down around her tits - squishing a gigantic swell of brown breast out to either side, as even more breast meat squeezed together below. An oval tear ripped through it, revealing even more brown cleavage, as lines of black swept down her muscular sides, and linked up with the scanty clinging to her hips. Last of all, an armored diadem latched onto her forehead, and the jewel in her dragon pauldron’s mouth snapped open - revealing itself to be Armhelst’s own crimson eye.
	Brigid let out a huge, heaving sigh, her ass slowly relaxing into perfect, rippling bubbles atop her thighs, as her sweat-drenched tits jiggled in her top. A small tremor ran down her back, as Armhelst braced himself for whatever weird mental effect bonding with her was going to have. Was she going to get violent and lustful, like Ilda? Obedient, like that dark elf, Efaeru?
	“Ah, so this is…ah,” Brigid let out small, eye-trembling sigh, and then she slowly looked down at her new, gigantic tits, and powerfully filled-out body. Her eyes wavered as she took in the black, ninja-like outfit clinging to her body - and then, abruptly, she snapped her head back up. “What am I doing? Cyd’s townsfolk are still in danger!”
	Without another thought Brigid turned and ran straight back into the heart of the hamlet, her bare feet passing over canals and fields alike without so much as a whisper. In a rush she closed in on the orc, as the black-clad invader brought her axe down towards another woman’s throat! Even though they’d bonded and gotten back as quickly as possible, the orc had already killed three more women!
	“That’s enough!” Brigid cried, as she skidded beneath the descending blade, and caught it against her vambraces. The force behind the orc’s terrible blow was vast enough to crack the cobbles beneath Brigid’s knees, but the pugilist's huge, powerfully enhanced muscles absorbed the blow with no strain. The axe stopped against her bracers, partially carving through Armhelst’s normally invulnerable armor - but stopping all the same.
	The orc’s eyes went wide in shock. “Who are-”
	“I won’t let you hurt any more people!” Brigid roared, as she flung her arms apart, forcing the orc and her axe to stagger back. With a smooth flex of her new, massive thighs, Brigid rose to her full height, bouncing her ass in place as she towered over the orc that had previously been a head taller than her. She could win! With Armhelst’s power, she could protect these people!
	Armhelst would have cried if he could. She was still normal! Well, not normal, considering how traumatic suddenly bonding with him should have been, but she was still acting like herself instead of going crazy like Ilda! It was such a huge relief - and she was strong, too! Her fists shot forwards, striking so fast that a normal human’s eyes couldn’t follow her at all!
	The orc was far from normal, however. She grunted through gritted teeth as she flicked her axe down, adjusting the blade and haft to block with the absolute minimum of movement. It wasn’t a matter of being efficient, though; she didn’t have time to do more than the minimum. For the first time in three years, she was being pushed back by an opponent!
	That wasn’t acceptable. She planted a foot, digging in her heels as she braced her axe with both hands, and activated Evergreen’s cruelty. Roots immediately burst from its blade, stabbing forwards towards Brigid! Several of them stuck into her exposed shoulder and thighs, but almost as soon as they did, she swiped them away and leapt back, landing atop the town’s stone-walled church.
	“Damnit!” Brigid growled, as the vines shot forwards, racing towards her over cobbles and swallowing up the corpses of the orc’s prior victims. “If I had Vati Mori, this would be easy! I guess I’ve just got to get…creative!”
	Brigid flipped backwards and gripped the steeple of the church, and with monstrous strength that firmly surpassed Armhelst’s baseline, she tore it off! Below, the orc only had an instant to gasp in shock as Brigid cradled the steeple over her shoulders like a spear, and then threw it screaming down, its point aimed straight for the orc’s chest!
	“GHK!” There wasn’t time to dodge! The orcess’s teeth gritted in strain as she yanked Evergreen down and braced it with all of her strength, the flat of its blade angled to receive the brunt of Brigid’s attack. It slammed into her, and she screamed as she was forced to her knees, the sheer bulk of stone nearly crushing her…but she held. Her arms spasmed and jerked, but Evergreen’s blade turned the stone aside, sending it skidding off of her weapon and smashing into the street behind her!
	The stone steeple shattered, scattering in a pile of rubble, but it wasn’t the only thing that was broken. The orc’s bright blue eyes shuddered, as she stared at the ugly cracks marring Evergreen’s supernatural bone blade. If she left it alone for a few hours it would heal itself, but that wasn’t the immediate problem. With its blade cracked, she couldn’t risk Evergreen’s total destruction by continuing to use it!
	With a quiet thud, the orc dropped her axe and kicked it aside, sending it skating across the road to relative safety. Then, slowly, she rose to her feet, her muscular body clenching as she raised her fists, and squared up with her eyes flashing with wrath!
	“You still want to fight?” Brigid braced her hands on her hips, her massive, bare brown ass clenching atop her thighs as she looked down from the church’s roof. “Without that axe, you don’t stand a chance.”
	The orc’s jaw set, and her eyes narrowed. “Nothing will stop me from purging this place. If you intend to get in my way, then I have no choice but to purge you as well, with or without my weapon.” 
	“You’re not killing anyone else!” Brigid yelled as she kicked off the roof, flipping forwards into a descending kick! The orc jerked back, narrowly avoiding her stone-shattering blow, but Brigid’s fists were already jetting towards her from either side. Open orcish palms met the pugilist’s wrists, narrowly turning her blows aside, and returning them with a sharp inverted palm strike to Brigid’s belly!
	She was good. Brigid’s eyes tensed as she skidded back, her toes digging through the street beneath her. Still…with her body fortified by Armhelst’s power, that blow had barely hurt - and she was finally starting to get used to what she could do, now. Going through…that…to receive his power had been worth it. She could win, now! She could protect everyone here!
	As Brigid launched forwards, exchanging blows with the orc in a cacophony of thuds, cracks, and shuddering collisions, Armhelst heaved a sigh of relief. She really was still normal! He might have finally found his one true wearer, even if she didn’t have a sword! Then again, maybe there was a relic sword somewhere he could find for her? He had the vague feeling that there were still plenty of them around.
	The orc grunted, as suddenly Brigid increased the speed and force of her punches. Blows she’d been turning away with ease before were suddenly hitting so hard and fast that her arms were being caved in, her flesh cratering around every blow! The sheer speed and force behind Brigid’s assault steadily drove the orc back, battering her arms as she desperately protected herself - but this still wasn’t the limit. With another push, Brigid sped up even further!
	“Gh-aAh-Ghk-KHK!” Suddenly Brigid’s blows began to connect, as she grew faster and faster. Powerful fist-shaped indents blossomed on the orc’s belly, sides, arms, and chest, as Brigid all but crushed her! She staggered back, her knees wobbling, and with a final, brutal uppercut, Brigid launched the orc into the air, flinging her back to thud heavily to the ground!
	“H-how,” the orc grunted, as she sat up and knelt shudderingly, her body almost too weak to move. She panted with one eye squeezed shut, and the other glaring at Brigid. “How can someone…who doesn’t even possess an artifact weapon…defeat me?”
	Brigid opened her mouth, her brow furrowing as she prepared to respond…
	


	“It is you, little Ilda!”
In the privacy of her cabin, unaware of the fight that was about to begin outside, the village head laughed and laid her youthful fingers on Ilda’s shoulders. She smiled at the hero candidate, and then her eyes twitched down to the impressive swell of Ilda’s chest. “Though, I suppose you’re not quite so little anymore. It’s been so long since I saw you and your mother, Hild! I hope she’s getting on well.”
	“She’s fine,” Ilda answered, quickly. Her forehead was drenched with sweat. “But if it is possible, could you…avoid mentioning my mother while I and my friends are here? My companions don’t exactly know who she is.”
	The village chief’s eyes went wide. “How could they not know? Your mother-”
	“I know, I know!” Ilda hurriedly waved her hands, quieting the gray-haired village head. “I haven’t told them yet, or I’m sure they’d know. That’s all.”
	The village head’s brow furrowed in confusion, but she still slowly nodded her head. “I see. I will not mention anything untoward, then.”
	“Thank you!” Ilda smiled, and flung her arms around the buxom older woman, squeezing her tight. The old woman returned the gesture - her slim, withered hands gripping Ilda’s back, as a small, wide-mouthed smile spread across her face. Her calves flexed, as she leaned hard against Ilda, nearly pushing the well-trained warrior back.
	Ilda’s eyes twitched as she wondered why the village head was suddenly pushing, but just then, she heard a loud crash from outside, and the scream that followed it. She jerked her head to the side, eyes wide. “What was that?”
	“Nothing you need to concern yourself with,” the village head whispered - as her throat suddenly bulged from within. With a dull, unpleasant squelch, her hands suddenly grew deathly thin, and the thick, toned bulk in her calves and thighs began to shrink. “Little Ilda.”
	With a small twitch of surprise, Ilda turned her face back towards the village head - just in time for her to see a huge, bulbous purple thing shove out of the woman’s mouth. In a rush, it rammed straight into Ilda’s mouth instead, stifling a gasp of shock! She jerked her hands up to grab at it, but the old woman’s body was in the way - a body that rapidly began to shrink in on itself, as something violenly pumped up through the purple creature’s body!
	“MMGGHHF! MNGH!” Ilda screamed as the bottom of the thing’s slimy length bulged, and then forced that bulge down her throat, only for more and more to follow! Each pump thickened the hero candidate’s body, bloating her breasts and forcing her thighs to bulge and swell! As her ass filled from within, growing huge and plump, Ilda’s eyes steadily rolled further and further up - until they were completely white. Her head slumped back, hanging limp and open-mouthed, with the purple monster still stretching her lips completely tight around itself.
	With a horrible, tearing squelch, the parasite ripped itself out of the old woman entirely - letting her desiccated remains clatter to the ground as little more than a skeleton. Then, with a dull squeal, the monster shoved itself down Ilda’s throat - its veiny bulk visibly stretching her throat as it ground in, and in, until the dangling tendrils at the tip of its grub-like body slithered between her lips with a final slurp.
	She stood still, her head still hanging back for a moment. Then her throat suddenly gulped, and Ilda’s entire, massively expanded body jerked, her fingers and toes curling closed…as her eyes rolled back down. She inhaled, filling her lungs…and then her eyes flared with an ugly purple light. “Perfect. Such a strong body! Now…about that intruder.”
	She turned to the door with a swish of Ilda’s long auburn hair, and dragged it open.
	
	Brigid’s mouth twitched shut, as she heard a door slam behind her. She whirled around, wary of another potential attacker…and twitched, as she saw Ilda stepping out of the hamlet head’s cabin. Something was obviously off about her, but Brigid couldn’t quite tell what - but Armhelst did.
	Her body is different. The living armor spoke up inside of Brigid’s head, and she twitched, her long pink hair fluttering on a sudden harsh, unpleasant wind. I know her body well, and Ilda is not that well proportioned. Something happened!
	“N-no…Ilda.” Behind them, the orc’s eyes went still with horror. Her body screamed with pain and her injured bones rasped against one another, but she forced herself to her feet - and hurled a knife that’d been hidden in one of her boots straight ahead! Brigid yelped in surprise as it shot past her head, and flew straight towards Ilda, instead!
	Ilda jerked, one of her arms reflexively reaching for Voltear as the knife shot towards her…but she stopped short. Armhelst’s lone crimson eye widened in confusion, as instead, the swordswoman twisted to one side, taking the knife up to the hilt in one of her arms instead of deflecting it!
	“D-damn it…is that…all I can do?” The orc shuddered, her left knee spasming uncontrollably. For a moment she held on through sheer force of will, but her body betrayed her in the end. With an anguished groan of defeat Kazana fell forwards, slumping to her knees. “I’m sorry, Ilda.”
	Something was gravely wrong. Armhelst’s eye swiveled towards the orcish woman, and then back to Ilda. She’d spoken like she cared deeply for Ilda, despite the fact she’d been killing innocent women? Ilda’s body had suddenly grown massively more voluptuous, but she wasn’t willing to draw her sword even if it meant being stabbed? Neither question had any answer he knew that justified the other, but he was sure it existed. What didn’t he know, that he should have?
Brigid was just as confused. She looked back and forth between Ilda and the orc, her eyes wide. “What? What’s going on?”
	Suddenly one of the surviving hamlet women came bursting out of a cabin door, and hurried over with a long, tightly wrapped parcel. As she ran, she untied the parcel’s bindings, and revealed the haft of a long, hook-bladed spear, of the like neither Brigid nor Kazana had ever seen before. Armhelst, however, recognized it. His entire being shuddered with revulsion, as he saw the blood-red material the spear was made from, and the pulsing black veins that spread across its surface. 
	Be careful! Armhelst yelled, as the villager handed the spear over to Ilda. That’s a demonic weapon-
	Without any hesitation at all, Ilda stabbed forwards, aiming the blade of her unholy weapon straight towards Brigid’s chest! Armhelst took over and jerked her body to the side at the last second, but even so, the weapon grazed one of Brigid’s arms - and the pink-haired pugilist screamed. Horrifying pain shot through her as the spear’s blade not only cut her body, but part of her soul!
	Armhelst immediately released his hold on Brigid, reforming his normal armor and snapping it shut around her in the blink of an eye - but even so, he was only just fast enough to block as Ilda stabbed at her again! The tip of the demonic weapon slammed against his chestplate and rebounded, but the force of the unholy weapon’s blow still sent Armhelst skidding back!
As he ground to a halt, Armhelst clamped a hand to his chest as he felt Brigid sag to one side within, still shuddering in pain. Even a scratch from a demonic weapon was serious! She’d need at least a few days of rest before she could even consider fighting again!
	“Tch. Too sturdy, huh?” Ilda’s beautiful features twisted with an alien, callous anger, as the creature puppeteering her body from within swept its weapon forwards in a deadly arc. The spear clashed against Armhelst hard enough to shove him back even though he was braced to receive it, his boots skidding to a halt beside Kazana’s injured body. It had genuine power behind it, not just a soul-rending edge. “Hmph! Even with this much more suitable body to wield it, I still can’t draw out the spear’s full power.”
	“But we can fix that!” A demented grin split her plump lips, as from all around town, the remaining women of Cyd stepped out of their homes. A half dozen of them swayed in place for a moment, their impressively curvaceous bodies heaving in unison - and then, as one, they threw their heads back and something vile, purple, and glistening with slime erupted out of each of their mouths!
	Armhelst and Kazana watched in horror, as each of the hamlet’s women shrunk inwards, desiccating into skeletal corpses as the purple worm-like creatures inhabiting them surged high up into the air. They curved like massive, twenty-foot long tendrils over head, and came slamming straight down into Ilda’s open mouth all at once! Her throat bulged grotesquely, incongruent lumps churning down her neck as they rapidly forced themselves inside of her!
	Ilda’s eyes bulged with panic as her left breast bloated gigantically, popping her breastplate off and sending it clattering to the ground. At the same time, her right thigh clenched and explosively swelled, nearly snapping her stockings as it doubled in thickness! Her hips ground apart, growing even wider than before, as her ass cheeks bloated outwards one after another, each loudly grinding as it grew. Her back pumped and bulged disgustingly above her ass, as the things entering her surged down through her back and into either huge, still-growing cheek!
	Her eyes rolled further and further up, as the knife in her arm was forced out, and her flesh knitted back together. She grew bigger, and bigger, her other breast explosively swelling, as her thighs evened out into truly gigantic, overfull perfection. Her hair lengthened and her lips grew fat, tightening around the still-invading purple masses descending from above her!
	With a final, whistling slurp, every tendril sucked down into her mouth at once, and Ilda’s lips clamped shut behind them, glistening with slime. Her throat gulped once more, and her belly churned and jerked, hard abs reshaping into perfect, breedable firmness, as an evil, unholy energy started to radiate from her every pore of her body. Her skin stained a pale, inhuman blue, as her hair turned the color of ash.
	Veins began to bulge all over her body, pulsing and bulging in place - but Armhelst had seen enough. Whatever was happening to her, they needed to get clear before it finished! He snatched up Kazana and ran for the church, barring its heavy doors shut behind him.
	The interior was devoid of furniture, and the once-consecrated altar standing at the far end of the room had been smeared with blood and lined all across its top with human skulls. A quick count confirmed they were nearly equal to the number of women Armhelst had seen in town, which probably meant this was where their men had wound up. 
	There was no time to consider the grisly scene before him. Outside, Ilda moaned as her body jerked, heaving up on tip-toe as black tattoos spread across her skin in chaotic, demonic symbols. Purple horns slowly burrowed out of her skull, as her muscles tightened and her face contorted with strain. She was almost finished - and Armhelst could hear it in how her heart was racing. 
	“S-should be…undercroft.” Kazana wheezed. She raised a trembling finger towards the altar. “B-below there.”
	Armhelst’s helmet clanked as he stared down at the orc for just a moment, and then he hurried forwards and shouldered the altar aside. As she’d said, there was a hidden ladder descending beneath the altar, revealing a deep, arch-filled stone chamber below. As quickly as he could, Armhelst descended with Brigid and Kazana, his clawed fingers stabbing into the altar’s side and yanking it back into place as they vanished into the dark below.
	Outside, Ilda’s eyes rolled down - changed, completely. Glowing yellow irises surrounded by bloody red sclera glowed where her blue eyes had once been. Her pupils had become dark slits, belonging to an intelligence that was not Ilda. She cracked her neck from side to side, and then chuckled to herself as she turned towards the church, with her spear suddenly wreathed in crimson light as she held it aloft. “Now that was enough. Come now, little children - come and die.”
	She swayed towards the church, her ludicrously hypersexual body bouncing and rippling with every step…as beneath her feet, Armhelst propped Kazana up against a wall, and knelt beside her. “You’re Kazana, aren’t you? Ilda was told you were dead, but here you are. I think it is past time that we spoke. You know what’s going on here, don’t you?”
	Kazana’s eyes twitched, and she stubbornly sat forwards, refusing to let the wall support her. “It’s…succubi.”
	“What?” Armhelst jerked in shock. “Those demons? How?”
	“They aren’t…demons. That’s just what people are told they are to keep them from panicking.” Kazana grunted, as she crossed her legs, and leaned her elbows on her knees. “Succubi are parasites. They were created during one of the previous demonic insurgencies. They aren’t female demons, they’re normal women the parasites have taken over, and molded into a more attractive form.”
	Armhelst held very still for a moment. “Then, Ilda has one of them inside of her?”
	“More than one, now.” Kazana pinched her eyes shut, and while she was looking away, Armhelst quickly ejected Brigid and laid her down beside the orc. The orcish hero candidate blinked at the redhead, momentarily trying to process the odd spitting sound she’d heard before Brigid appeared, but then she shook her head. “This is a worst case scenario. I came here straight from a succubus-infested fortress that had records of recently shipping more succubi parasites here, but I was too late. They’d already completely taken the town.”
	Suddenly her eyes filled with anger, and Kazana jerked her head up, her teeth bared! “At least I could have saved Ilda, if you two hadn’t gotten in my way!”
	“Yes.” Armhelst agreed, flatly, and the orc twitched in shock. She hadn’t expected him to go along with that! “If we hadn’t fought, we might have been able to protect Ilda. It is deeply upsetting that things did not go differently.”
	A tremor ran down Kazana’s back, and her lips softened. She swallowed and squeezed her eyes shut, regret plastered across her face. “I should have explained, instead of ignoring you and the girl. Part of the blame lies with me.”
	“Blame isn’t useful to us.” With a clank, Armhelst folded his arms across his chest, and examined the orc up and down. Now that she was calmed down - and not murdering people - he could appreciate her potential. Her body was perfectly trained, to such an extent that most women would have been overly masculine in her place…and yet, her hips were still broad, and her thighs were juicy and shapely. Her breasts, while not huge, were still each an impressively plump handful. Her face was beautiful, and though her demeanor left something to be desired, her heart seemed heroic enough. She could make a fine wearer, and her axe even complimented Armhelst nicely!
	There was a crash above them as Ilda smashed down the church doors, and strode inside with her demonic spear slung over a shoulder. Why should she have it ready? She had ascended into the form of a succubus queen, the supreme state all succubi desired! Even a lesser demon couldn’t stand up to her, now! She was here to put down a few inferior mortals, not do battle. They posed no threat to her at all!
	However, there were no lambs in sight for her to slaughter. The succubus wearing Ilda’s body stopped, her gargantuan blue breasts sloshing together so hugely that they actually rolled partway up her chest before jiggling back down. She swayed her hips, grinding her ass from one side to the other as she scanned the church’s vacant interior, and then she tsked, and stepped inside. “Tricky little brats.”
	Armhelst cocked his head to one side as he listened to Ilda’s footfalls echo through the church above them. Perhaps she might not be able to find their hiding place…but he could feel power radiating from her. A dark, oily, unpleasant power; a stench that did not belong in their wold, and certainly shouldn’t be coming from Ilda. Even if the succubus was too stupid to find them, it had the power to destroy the entire church once it lost patience and gave up on searching for them.
	“We need to act quickly.” Armhelst turned back to Kazana, and suddenly took her hands in his. She twitched, her right eye squinting at his sudden, unprompted touch. “You need to put me on.”
	“Excuse me?” She drew back, her green brow knitting in confusion. “I need to what?”
	“Wear me, like Brigid did.” He pointed at the unconscious pugilist for emphasis, and Kazana blinked at her, before staring back at Armhelst. “You remember how much power she gained, don’t you? It will repair your body and give you a similar proportionate boost in strength. It’s our only chance - unless you think I can run for it, somehow, while carrying both you and Brigid?”
	Kazana winced. She couldn’t deny that with her strength boosted she might be able to do something about the horrifying monster above them, but several things made her…nervous. There was that strange, hyper-sexual form Brigid had fought in, and the fact she’d heard a spitting sound right before Brigid suddenly showed up again. She’d been inside of Armhelst, which meant he was some kind of animated armor, but she’d never heard of an animated armor that could grant power to the wearer like Armhelst could. So what was he, then?
	The orc’s eyes wavered, their sapphire blue shimmering in the dark as she listened to her best friend’s heels slowly clack across the church floor overhead. He was…right. There wasn’t any way out of this that she could think of on her own. Kazana closed her eyes. “I would know the name of the creature I will be working with.”
	“Creature?” Armhelst’s helm ducked down in genuine hurt. He shook it off, and took hold of one of Kazana’s hard, calloused hands. “I am Armhelst, the knightly armor who quests for a heroine to wear him.”
	She snorted, her plump green lips twisting into an uncharacteristic smile. “Is that so? Well, I apologize for only being a hero candidate, then - but I will be the one wearing you, now.”
	She cracked her eyes open, and Armhelst nodded firmly back to her. A moment of mutual understanding passed between them…and then a red seam of light spread down the center of Armhelst’s chest. Kazana’s eyes narrowed as she watched it descend - only for her eyes to snap completely open when his chestplate split apart, and dozens of writhing pink tendrils shot out from within!
	“WHA-mmph!” She tried to scream, but one of the tendrils wrapped around her head, gagging her as the others seized the orcs arms and legs, and yanked her into Armhelst’s armored interior. He shut behind her with a dull snap, and shuddered as the orcess within yanked her body from side to side, nearly managing to shake him off his feet. Even injured, she was the most physically powerful wearer he’d found yet!
	Inside of the living armor, Kazana bit the tendril gagging her as she was forced to kneel with her knees dragged wide apart, and her arms stretched up and out to either side. Loops of pink flesh dragged her limbs, growing thicker and coating her up to the elbows and knees despite her attempts to shake free! At the same time, several tendrils hung in the air above her and sprayed out a thick, viscous fluid that rapidly began to eat through her clothes!
	“MNGH!” Green skin marred by dozens of scars came into view as Kazana’s clothes melted away. She really did have impressively curvaceous hips, and though her skin was blemished, there was an undeniable beauty to her lithe, perfectly toned body. The sheen of strong, corded green back muscles, glistening with his fluids…even with the scars, it was a sight to behold. Kazana didn’t appreciate Armhelst pausing to inspect her, however, as she growled in defiance at the pink flesh writhing around her naked form. 
	If she was so angry over him waiting, then he might as well hurry up. With a loud, wet thud, Armhelst stuffed a huge, throbbing pink tendril into Kazana’s pussy, sending the orc’s entire body jerking up! She yelled into her gag, her eyes bulging - and then bulging even more as he rammed another tendril into her ass, forcing her muscular cheeks to stretch apart around him! 
	“NGH! NRRGH!” Her body shuddered as his tendrils ground in deeper, and deeper, forcing more of her tight pink folds open around him until he thudded home against her womb, hard enough to make her belly jerk. Both her ass and pussy…they were tight, but clinging. Soft, but hard. They were magnificent!
	Her thighs shuddered, the corded muscle within jerking wildly as he dragged his tendrils out to the tip, and held there, as more tendrils wrapped around her firm breasts, and kneaded them back and forth, squishing them more and more tightly until bulging lines of green flesh shone between pink, clinging tendrils. 
She glared down at the tentacles on her tits, her pussy lips twitching on the tip of one of his tendrils. Slowly, they curled around in front of her chest, their needle-slim tips aiming at her nipples…before abruptly thrusting in. Kazana jerked her head back, her back clenching in shock as her nipples were forced open, alien chemicals pouring in to engorge them and stretch them, until the tendrils he’d inserted could push in deeper, and deeper, growing thicker as they worked their way into her breasts. Her breasts bulged, as the tendrils inside stretched their way even deeper in.
Her plump flesh ground audibly around the living armor’s tendrils, stretching and changing more as he slammed into her ass, pussy, and tits all at once. Her breasts were delicious, as well! Her body heaved, her ass bouncing up and thighs jerking apart as he fucked her from below, hard enough to slosh her tendril-covered breasts in place. Every thrust forced her muscular form to shudder.
“MNGH-ghua?” Kazana’s eyes flickered in surprise as the gag was pulled away, revealing her plump green lips - just in time for Armhelst to ram a massive, vein-covered tendril straight down her throat! “GGUKHK!” 
Her head was forced back, her throat bulging visibly as he rammed his length down all the way to her stomach. Her throat, too, was deliciously tight! Her entire body was sumptuous! As Kazana stared up in shock, smaller tendrils shot down and stabbed into her nostrils, squirming inside as more wrapped around her pointed ears and fed into them, teasing them within! She jerked her head from side to side, trying desperately to pull free, as another tendril slicked up and down across her abs, caressing them - and then drilled into her bellybutton, embedding itself all the way in and writhing in place orgasmically!
“MMNNNGGGHHHH!” She screamed, her pussy spasming uncontrollably! Her abs clenched, gripping the tendril lodged in her naval and squeezing both of the shafts in her ass and pussy so tight that Kazana had no choice but to feel them grinding her open and shut as they continued to thrust! Her tits stretched in place, dragging outwards and then squishing back fatly to her chest as tendrils as thick as her thumbs pumping in and out of her tits!
Her pussy and ass were dragging at him, now. The ridges within grew more and more pronounced with every belly-clenching thrust, as even her throat grew tighter and more accommodating. The tentacles in her tits slowly thickened as her breasts adjusted to accept them, letting them grow bigger and more insistent, until each of her breasts were stuffed with tendrils thicker around than a man’s wrist!
In the church above them, Ilda’s heels clacked over to the far end of the room as she scanned the walls and ceiling for any sign of her quarry. She stopped at the back, her gigantic blue thighs sloshing her ass up atop them, as her tits strained through her top so hugely that it nearly snapped. “Irritating little bugs. What exactly do you think you’re playing at?”
“MN MN MNH MNHN!” Armhelst couldn’t get enough! Kazana’s body was magnificent! She grunted rhythmically as he stuffed into her holes harder, and harder, completely reshaping her ass and pussy! Her tits ground in place so fast that they never stopped bulging, as the tendril in her throat dragged an entire foot’s length out and rammed right back in again, harder, deeper, and faster, its girth thickening until her lips were stretched skin-tight around it!
Fluid started to pump through his tendrils, pouring into the orc’s body from every side. She groaned, her eyes crossing as her throat bulged and her pussy swelled, stretching open as fist-sized lumps of slime surged up inside of her. They pumped directly into her tits, bloating them up in heaving, sloshing waves that jiggled her breasts and stretched out her skin atop them. Her ass swelled, muscular cheeks giving way to huge, perfect bimbo-round ones!
Her thighs lost their definition, growing softer as they thickened and rounded out into perfect, sensual firmness. Her tits heaved out bigger, and bigger, as her already impressive muscles tightened and hardened into even more perfect, compact strength! Despite the fury behind her endless grunts, Kazana’s throat started to work as she gulped down what he gave her, swelling her glistening green body up more, and more!
Abrutply, Armhelst yanked his tendril out of her mouth, denying her the nectar she’d been gorging on. Kazana jerked, her eyes crossing as his other tendrils went still within her, as well, denying her the pleasure that had been building more and more inside of her body. Her lips trembled, as she stared up at the looming tendril over her face, so close…so close to her lips. It was still dripping with the purple-black fluid she’d been drinking.
Her pride told her that she had to resist this. This was demeaning for a hero candidate! Demeaning…but with a sharp, ecstasy-laced intake of breath, she yanked her lips open and thrust her tongue out sluttily, eager to accept him again! So what if it was demeaning? This felt fantastic! “Please!”
Armhelst rewarded her by triple stuffing her throat with three equally enormous, cock-thick tendrils, wrenching an echoing moan of bliss from the orc’s chest as her throat bulged hugely! She pumped her hips in place, her abs heaving outwards as he slammed back inside of her, adding more tendrils to her ass and pussy until her belly deformed with the sheer bulk of fuck rod inside of her! All reservation was gone, now. She needed it! More more more MORE!
His tendrils rammed home all at once, bloating her cheeks so much that her eyes bulged. Her belly distended, a half dozen different tentacle tips bulging inside - and then massive, beachball-sized lumps of fluid pumped into her from every side. Kazana had an instant to stare in shock, and wonder if she could even take that much in - and then they sloshed against her tits, ass, pussy, and lips, and forced straight in with a rushing gush!
“MMMMMMMNNNN!” She screamed into his shafts, her pussy spasming wildly as her body bloated, and bloated, her tits heaving out explosively! Her thighs jerked and swelled, snapping out to perfect thickness as her ass bounced enormously atop them, each cheek molding into popped-up, toned bimbo perfection! Her muscles clenched, hardening from within as her shoulders crunched in, growing more narrow - even as her hips grew broader and harder.
Her lips filled from within as her belly undulated with orgasm, hard abs clenching row after row as she completely gave herself over! Her skin drained of color, turning a deep, lustrous brown-gray, as her ragged black hair lengthened into shimmering white waves. Her eyes stained red, as her body lengthened and jiggled with pleasure, as her limbs were dragged into his armor, and her head was shoved up into his helm.
Ilda’s gaze turned back towards the door - and she twitched, her evil yellow eyes narrowing as she spotted the gouges Armhelst’s gauntlet had left on the side of the church’s profaned altar. With one sharp kick she shattered it, blasting stone shrapnel across the room and revealing the hidden ladder that led down below!. How had she missed those marks, on her way in? A sharp-toothed scowl spread across the succubus’s lips as she realized she had seen them, but her mind had stubbornly slid away from them, discarding them as ‘unimportant’. “My, my, still resisting, even though you’ve been stuffed full of us? How admirable you are, Ilda…but that will end once assimilation is complete. You WILL be my body.”
In the dark below her, Kazana’s nostrils flared as she let out frantic, orgasmic pants, Armhelst’s tendrils still ramming him within her as her body bloated to absolute perfection! Another screaming orgasm rocked through her, her back arching as he rammed home and held…and then, finally, she was ready. 
With a faint metallic snap, Armhelst split open and plated his armor across her massive brown thighs, defined calves, muscular forearms, and impressive biceps. A winged, black metal diadem thudded against her forehead and locked in place, as a metal choker adorned with chains locked shut around her neck. Molten black flesh swept up her legs and tightened into thigh-hugging black stockings, as more flesh wrapped around her arms and hung in a shot mantle from the armor on her biceps. 
More black flesh erupted from her choker and swept down, binding her gigantic tits up right down the middle, leaving enormous, bulging swells of brown breast jiggling out to either side! The flesh continued, clinging to her powerful abs and slicking along her pussy and enormous ass, before fanning out to form a short, sideless black skirt that fluttered atop her thighs. With a final crack, the choker around her neck split open, revealing a glowing red eye within.
Kazana’s eyes snapped open, a deep crimson glow radiating from within them. Above her, succubus Ilda grinned and tensed to jump down the ladder towards what she presumed were cowering victims - but before she could, Kazana shot up past her, knocking the succubus back! She yelled, her massive blue curves sloshing as Kazana hung in the air before her - and spread massive, feathered wings made from black steel!
“W-what the hell?” The succubus snarled, her teeth grinding together. “What now?”
Slowly, Kazana raised a hand - and then jerked a finger accusatorially towards Ilda! “Vile demoness! I, Galewind Kazana, shall punish you for your evil deeds! All that you have made wrong shall be set right!”
Armhelst’s eye twitched on Kazana’s choker. What? Her voice was a whole pitch range higher, and she suddenly sounded like some kind of overly righteous teenager! “Repent now, and I will forgive you in my heart - though your sins will never be forgiven by the light!”
“Repent? Pretentious brat!” The succubus snarled with Ilda’s face, the demonic spear in its hands shooting forwards in a brutal, deadly thrust - but like a ballerina, Kazana gracefully twirled out of its path.
The orc planted her hands on her massive, jutting brown hips, her gigantic thighs grinding against one another as her tits sloshed to a halt in a jiggling mass of side-boob! “Your weapon may be sharp enough to pierce me, but it will never pierce the light of justice! Brace yourself, evildoer, for I shall purify you!”
What was going ON? Armhelst’s eye shuddered, as he desperately hoped this was not how she was always going to be. Surely this wasn’t…wasn’t Kazana’s inner monologue being said aloud, or something? She was actually the cool, efficient heroine he thought she was, right? Right?
“DIE!” With an echoing roar Ilda slashed wildly at Kazana with her spear, but with the barest flex of her thighs, the orc back-flipped over her strike and straight out through the church’s ruined front door. Her high heeled boots skidded across the pavement as she slid to a halt, with Ilda rushing out after her. “You arrogant, stupid orc!”
“Stupid? The stupid one is you, fiend! You’ve only managed to push me into exactly the place I was aiming for!” Kazana cried, as she swept a hand out to one side…and closed her fingers around Evergreen’s haft. She’d exactly judged how far she needed to go to reach it in a split second! Even though she was being all weird and melodramatically cutesy, she was still Kazana!
“Oh? And what good do you think that damaged mortal toy will do against my weapon, hm?” Ilda sneered, as she swayed forwards with enormous blue hips whipping from side to side, forcing her massive thighs to grind against one another. Her tits sloshed back and forth, jiggling against one another as she spun her spear overhead, and brought it down with an explosive bounce of breast meat to point it at Kazana. “My Lord’s spear will shred your pathetic axe to pieces!”
“What will Evergreen do? To your spear?” Kazana cocked her head to one side, a finger pressed curiously to her fat, gleaming black lips - as Ilda leapt forwards, stabbing towards her! “Why would I use Evergreen on your spear?”
The tip of the demonic weapon shot towards the center of Kazana’s muscular, massively endowed chest…and with the barest of twists she slid around it, allowing the tip to pass a hairsbreadth from her body. The succubus’s eyes widened in shock, as in a single deft motion, Kazana swept out Ilda’s legs and knocked the spear out of her hands, smashing Ilda’s body to the ground flat on her back! “GUH!”
“Heehee! Ilda always did have so much trouble with spears!” Kazana laughed, as she sweetly clamped a hand around Ilda’s throat, and pinned her to the ground. The succubus struggled, kicking and writhing in a futile attempt to break free, but with Kazana’s strength joined with Armhelst’s, it was hopeless.
“Now…be purified!” Kazana beamed with joy, as she held Evergreen over Ilda’s face - and horrifying, writhing white roots erupted from its blade and rammed into her mouth! The succubus gagged, her eyes widening in shock as vein-like roots pumped down her throat, visibly writhing beneath her skin! They spread through her body, jerking and rippling her belly from within, as her face bulged and distorted!
“MMnn…NNNGGGHhMN!” Then, all at once, the roots began to pull back out. Ilda let out a muffled scream as her eyes rolled up into her skull, and then the tip of a writhing mass of purple flesh was forced up out of her mouth! It struggled, visibly wriggling and writhing between her lips as it tried to escape back into Ilda’s body - but the roots could not be denied. With a dull, gagging squelch, the monster was ripped out, and flung to one side!
The thing was grotesque. A half dozen horrifying, disgusting slime-skinned purple parasites were all linked together, veins joining them together into one organism. It flopped and jerked on the ground, extending vein-like feelers towards Ilda in a final attempt to drag itself back over to her body…but Evergreen’s veins were still attached to the thing. Roots stabbed into its body, and the monstrous parasite let out a hissing scream of agony as the blood in its body was drained away more and more, until it withered into a desiccated husk.
The monster’s flesh crumbled inwards, disintegrating into dust as Kazana pulled her axe’s unholy roots back. She twirled her axe in a circle around herself, like some kind of wand, and then slammed it down atop her shoulders triumphantly. “Yay! Another successful purification! It sure is a good thing I spent so much time dissecting succubus hosts, or I never could have removed that one!”
What about llda? Will she be alright? Armhelst asked, his thoughts intruding into Kazana’s mind. The luscious brown orc twitched, her lips pursing as she thoughtfully tapped her chin with a finger. “Mn…well, the parasites are gone, so…she should turn back to normal?”
Armhelst stared at Ilda’s deathly still body. She didn’t look like she was going to-
“GHK!” Abruptly Ilda jerked, a lump of phlegm shooting out of her mouth as she spasmed on the ground! She arched her back, her new, enormously oversized tits sloshing hugely in place as her ass shoved down into the ground! She flailed her arms and legs, her entire body shuddering uncontrollably as her skin slowly regained its former, healthy hue.
“NNghHH!” She bucked her hips into the air, her thighs shuddering, and then shrinking, as her ass and tits followed suit. The horns on her head withered and dropped off, and then, with a gurgle, she flopped back limply on the ground. She’d gone back to norm-
-not even remotely normal! Armhelst narrowed his eye at the black marks on her skin, and her gray, once-auburn hair. Her curves were also still much bigger than before, even if they’d shrunk down some! What’s going on, Kazana? Getting the parasite out definitely did not completely turn her back to normal!
“Hm…well…maybe she’ll get better if she rests for a little while? I know the succubi are out, so she should be okay.” The orc shrugged, sloshing her gigantic tits in place. She smiled earnestly at her friend…and then a creeping pink flush spread across her cheeks. “So…I did that well, right? I was a very good girl.”
Huh? Yeah, I think so. Ilda and Brigid are both alive, and the monsters here are gone. It is unfortunate we could not save the townsfolk, but you did the best anyone could have. Armhelst sighed in her mind. Based on what Kazana knew about succubi, once the parasites fully assimilated into a woman’s body they couldn’t be removed without killing the host. Even before Armhelst’s group had reached Cyd, the people were already beyond saving. It was a horrible tragedy.
“Th-then, can I hh-have a reward?” Kazana’s breasts heaved, sloshing together as deep, lung-filling pants shook through her. She arched her back, her thick, tight bimbo butt cranking up to ripple behind her, as she reached around and gripped the backs of her enormous thighs, squeezing her fingers into her own gleaming brown flesh. She wiggled, bouncing her ass cheeks against one another and slowly sloshing her tits from side, to side - like she was waiting to be whipped.
That was way too creepy for him to handle! With a dull pthuew, he slammed his armor shut around her and spat the orc out, sending her skidding forwards on her chest! She blinked, her blue eyes wide in confusion as she sat up and patted her body up and down, confirming she was back to normal. She let out a small sigh, her lips starting to pull up into a relieved smile…and then she twitched, as she realized Armhelst was staring at her.
Her pupils contracted to shuddering pinpoints and her cheeks stained bright red, as a horrible moment of realization swept through Kazana’s mind. She’d been running around in that skimpy outfit, with those huge curves...shaking her hips! Her green, pointed ears flattened back against her head. The shame! Ilda had seen her like that, too! And Armhelst! How was she ever going to live this down?
With a yell, she snatched up Evergreen and scrambled away as fast as she could, bolting clear out of the hamlet with tears in her eyes. Armhelst stared after her for a moment, and then he nodded to himself and scooped Ilda up off the ground. If he’d been spouting those incredibly ridiculous lines about purification and justice, he’d be ashamed, too.
Armhelst got Ilda and Brigid into one of the hamlet’s beds, and then knelt down beside them. Kazana’s wounds had been healed when she wore him, but Ilda and Brigid’s conditions were not of the sort he could treat. It was…unpleasant. It never sit well with him when there were people he couldn’t immediately help.
“I will watch over you.” Armhelst clapped a gauntlet to his chestplate, and bowed his head to the sleeping girls. 
“I swear it.”




	





Glossary

Succubi

The Succubus - parasites created by demons who previously invaded the world, succubi are principally concerned with obtaining female bodies and using them to drain vital and magical energy from the men they bed afterwards. This energy is then supplied to their master either via a ritual, or further sexual intercourse. Upon obtaining a body, they will work to enhance its physical appearance and capacities, making women who were old young, ugly beautiful, and stiff spry. This effect has deluded quite a few women into allowing the parasite into their bodies to receive these ‘benefits’.

Assimilation - once the parasite enters a host the succubus rapidly gains control of the body, but will not irrevocably bond to the host in that same time frame. Hours or days are required for full assimilation of the host to occur, after which time the host body is just an extension of the parasite, and cannot be separated from the succubus except through death. While the host’s mind remains intact in this state, including all memories and details of personality, it will be fully twisted to the service of the parasite. Assimilated hosts can be drained of their mass and beneficial qualities in the event the parasite chooses to jump to a new body.

The Queen - when a powerful female host is found, many succubi parasites will drain their current hosts and pile together inside of her body, forming a composite organism. This 'queen' enhances its host further, and ceases to concern itself with stealing energy; instead, it focuses its time on using its superior host's body to produce and lay succubus eggs, a process strenuous enough to kill most hosts.

Eggs - succubus eggs are extremely hardy, resembling roughly rounded stones, and can remain dormant in soil layers for thousands of years. They will only hatch when they sense a suitable host nearby who is isolated enough to claim by entry into one of her orifices. Oftentimes, they will hatch after direct skin contact with their potential host, though the freshly hatched parasite may end up entering a different woman. They can survive outside of a host for several hours after hatching.

Loss of Master - Succubi were engineered as a slave organism, and are intended to have a master. When succubi lack such a master, they fall back on a basic instinctual loop: infest, drain, spread, and seek to make a queen to reproduce with. In this form, they will often drain the men they bed to death, losing all concern for the maintenance of 'farm stock'.

Taming - master-less succubi can be tamed to serve a new master by feeding the parasite directly with the prospective master's energies. If the prospective master can survive feeding the parasite this way, it will bond to him, marking him as its master. A succubus master can then receive power from its succubi, and much more easily convert further succubi to its service if they also lack a master.


