Rennard - Level 13 Breeder Fox 
HP
51/51

Sta
17/17

Man
15/15

Aro
7/20
Str 
2 (+16)
Agi
19

Spr
13
End
17

Int
15

Cha
26

Cock Size:
9.2



Virility: 
29 (+4)
Ball Size:
2.225



I. Chance:
335%

Miracles: Guidance 6/6, Purify Water 1/2, Sacred Sword 1/1
Spells: Foxfire Lvl 1, Image Lvl 1, Noise Lvl 1

Items: Faded Traveler’s Cloak, Pendant of the Goddess (Blessed), Ring of the Tamed Moon, Ring of Force Shield, Ring of Obscurity (Minor)
Simple Backpack (Bowl, Rope, 3 Heat-Relief Potions, 1 Partially-Filled Heat-Relief Potion (8 servings), Arming Sword (Novice [Blunt))
Belts (Itza’s Knife, Arming Sword (Novice), Slimebane Oil, Waterskin), Coinpurse (6c, 1s)

Conditions: Libido Down (1h)

Boons: Anoint, Beast Speech, Sanctify Marriage,
Skills: Analyze Lvl 1, Scent Lvl 1, Hearing Lvl 1, Night Eyes Lvl 2, Sneak Lvl 1, Contortionist Lvl 1, Dragon Familiarity Lvl 1 (Kobold LvL 2), Animal Familiarity Lvl 3, Enduring Lover Lvl 4, Control Form Lvl 1, Knife Proficiency Lvl 1, Sword Proficiency Lvl 1, Bite Proficiency Lvl 1
Benefits: Child (Adolescent), Born Stud, Brood Father, Hyper Virility, Womb Mark, Hung, Strong of Seed, Fox Magic, Therianthrope (???), Size King

Harem 2/5

Kimi - Level 11 Divine Beast Fox
HP
45/45

Sta
16/16

Man
34/34

Aro
4/20
Str
11

Agi
25

Spr
22

End
16 

Int
34

Cha
21


Spells: Foxfire Lvl 3, Image Lvl 2, Noise Lvl 2, Recovery Lvl 1

Conditions: Blessing of Maternal Protection, Pregnant x3, Anointed (3d, 9h)

Skills: Analyze Lvl 3, Scent Lvl 3, Hearing Lvl 2, Night Eyes Lvl 2, Tracking Lvl 2, Sneak Lvl 2, Digging Lvl 1, Running Lvl 1, Foraging Lvl 1, Intuit Magic Lvl 2, Illusion Adept Lvl 2, Bite Proficiency Lvl 2, Claws Lvl 2, Dodge Lvl 1, Familiarities (Various).


Benefits: Fox Magic, Magic Aptitude, Size Queen, Intelligence Growth Up

Lycandra - Level 9 Werewolf
HP
78/78

Sta
10/26

Man
10/10

Aro
4/20
Str
29

Agi
23

Spr
17
End
26

Int
10

Cha
11

Spells: N/A

Conditions: Blessing of Maternal Protection, Pregnant x3, Anointed ( 3d, 5h)
Skills: Scent Lvl 3, Hearing Lvl 2, Night Eyes Lvl 2, Tracking Lvl 3, Sneak Lvl 1, Digging Lvl 2, Running Lvl 2, Anthro Familiarity Lvl 3, Control Form Lvl 2, Endure Lvl 1, Bite Lvl 3, Claws Lvl 2.
Benefits: Therianthrope (Wolf), Alpha (Werewolf), Strength Growth Up, Endurance Growth Up, ???

Quests

Quest: Conquer the Mage’s Tower
Objective: Help the White Phantom’s defeat the Necromancer ruling from the Tower’s lowest floor.
Bonus: Breed every member of the White Phantoms (1/4)
Bonus: [???]

Hidden Quest: The King of the Orphanage
Objective: Breed the boys and girls of the Carran Orphanage. ✓
Hidden Objective: [???]
Bonus: Make the previous ‘King of the Orphanage’, Fayre, submit. ✓
The Prince of the Woods
Objective: Unite the forest kobolds, the dryads, and the werewolf pack underneath your authority (1/3)
Hidden Objective: [???]
Bonus: Secure the Knight Roman’s assistance. ✓
Rennard yawned widely as the first rays of dawn filtering through the canvas tent woke him from his slumber. His bleary blue eyes stared at the offensive light, wishing for it to become dark again so that he could continue slumbering.

For all of his youthful vigor, the kit wasn’t exactly used to having to stay up at night for watch—especially not when he and Flynn had the most difficult rotation at the center. Sleep, wake, sleep again... It made the veil of slumber upon his mind slow to recede, whereas before he had become quite an early morning riser during his weeks long trek through the woods.

Speaking of Flynn... He didn’t seem to be cuddled in against his chest like he had been both times he fell asleep. Instead, Kimi had taken up his position, nestled in against her sibling’s shoulder looking absolutely adorable.

Instead, Rennard glanced down, and blushed as he found Flynn having passed out at his lap—the albino twink’s crotch pressed blush against his musky spheres underneath the bedroll’s blanket, his nostrils flaring as he unconsciously partook in the musk-tainted drought of cub balls.

“It's just as bad as when I was with Lyca and the pack...” He groaned lightly, remembering waking up in the morning absolutely swarmed by his wolves... Finding himself once again unable to disturb either the wolf or his sister from on top of him.

“Wakie-wakie sleepyheads~” Kan’s familiar voice called out, the kitten who was part of the last watch with her vulpine sibling shouting to rouse the others.

“Mmm... Five more minutes...” Flynn muttered underneath his breath, causing his breath to wash over the vulpine lad’s heavy spheres.

“Up and at it, we have no idea how long this Dungeon is going to take! I want breakfast in your guts and everything good to go in an hour, chop chop!”

He jolted upright immediately after, however, when Eleanor’s boisterous voice shouted forth from nearby—his eyes wide awake, ears perked up with dread, and a small string of fox boy precum still fresh enough to drip down along his snout with the sudden movement. 

“Yes ma’am.” Flynn grumped afterwards, falling back onto the bedroll next to Rennard and disturbing Kimi at the same measure.

He made no secret to hide what they had gotten up to last night. He had spent a good chunk of their watch shift cleaning up the mess the kit’s balls had made of him. But, that still left his pinkish-white pussy lips less aroused than a normal cuntboy trapped in the depths of years-long heat, as well as the more telling brand placed right above his womb.

His ruby red eyes glanced down at the brand with a smile, and for the few seconds he dared to defy Eleanor’s authority, he reached down to stroke along the uterine-miming curves of the magical tattoo. “So three pups you said...”

“Yep.” Rennard replied with a smile that was somewhere between pride and disappointment—it looked like his 50% twin proc rate hadn’t activated once with Flynn, not that triplets weren’t a fulfilling litter for the Adventurer. “One girl, one cuntboy like his mother, and one male like his father~”

“Pffft. Lets hope not. The last thing I need is to be raising some virile miscreant, going around and making me a grandfather before I’m 30.” The wolf teased back with a smirking grin.

But, with the reminder of the fate now nurtured within his body, he regretfully got his clothes together to make himself presentable once more. A far easier task for the wolf to perform than Rennard’s, whose hefty nine-inch slab sprawled and idly twitching against his thigh from his morning wood and the lupine’s slumbering ministrations.

“Ahem.” Rennard caught the wolf-twink’s attention with a cheeky smile, rolling his hips to cause his large shaft to flop forward and brush against the side of the half-dressed Scholar’s hip. “I could use a bit of help with this... Provided you don’t want everyone to discover my secret as soon as I step out with my cock out~”

“Mmmm...” The suggestion seemed to find fertile ground within Flynn’s psyche, his figure lingering nearby the young, ten-year-old fox boy, kneeling against his hip as a hand idly stroked along the long, twitching mast—collecting the first beads of pre-cream drooling from its crown along the main length. “I suppose I have been curious how well it tastes...”

Rennard grinned, settling into a position that was comfortable whilst the vixen half-curled upon his chest stirred.

...Only for his anticipation to be ruined as Taffy’s sweet voice called forth just beyond the entrance to their tent. “Excuse me. Eleanor told Kan, who then told me, to make sure you get your butts in gear... And don’t, as she called it, ‘spend all morning scissoring or with Flynn’s snout buried in the kid’s muff.’”

Rennard’s tail twitched with annoyance, whilst even Flynn’s expression—already half expecting the interruption—quivered.

“Fucking slave driver is what she is.” The wolf sighed, releasing the lad’s fat prick and letting the virile monster flop sadly against the boy’s belly.

“I’ll try to make it up to you later if no one else does, Rennard. For now, just refresh your Libido Down potion and hope that it takes care of it.” The wolf advised with a fond kiss between the brat’s brows.

“Hmmph... Tease...” The kit whined slightly, before following the wolf in getting dressed with a resigned sigh.

Of course, since his dress was only some belts and an enchanted cloak, it didn’t take much time at all for him to strap his twitching cock against his belly fur with one belt, before tying the faded green and enchanted garment in place.

A minute later, and he was on his feet, his sheathed sword strapped against his hip, and the heat relief potion repurposed to an anti-viagra potion held in the boy’s hand. He did briefly contemplate not drinking it... He had, after all, already revealed himself once—with Flynn promising to let everyone else know by the time their dungeon delving adventure had finished if he didn’t... But then he remembered just how distracting the Geas could be whenever it activated, and with a dungeon filled with who knows what inside of it, it was perhaps best to err on the side of caution.

He could look forward to getting his paws on the other three while they were riding the high of victory, after all~
Status Effect Acquired: Libido Down (24h)
With another drought, the potion-filled waterskin was down to nearly half of its volume before he refastened the cap.

He put it back with the rest, deciding to cut down on weight like Flynn suggested by leaving his pack at camp—while the kit could just sling the backpack off of his shoulder like he typically did before, this would save a few seconds in an emergency. Besides, between how remote the Dungeon was compared to the nearest Town, and Flynn placing some warding spells to protect the camp while they were away, there was hardly a risk to his spare possessions.

Besides, he could comfortably take anything he thought remotely useful just with his belts—namely his waterskin, the slimebane oil, Itza’s Knife, and of course, his new honed sword.

Flynn, by contrast, had a lot more to carry with him and kept one of his packs with him—filled with books to cross reference, alchemical materials to use if required, and Goddess knows what else.

Of course, Kimi was completely naked, letting out a languishing yawn as she re-weaved her canine disguise for the Dungeon Crawl to come. A constant drain upon her Mana, but at the very least, the constant practice she got with it over the last couple of days since reaching Carran had helped to raise her Illusion skill already.

“There you two are. I was about to come rip you out of the tent myself and shame you both for getting too horny.” Eleanor greeted them as they stepped out—Flynn first, then Rennard, just to add an extra layer of concealment between his hidden erection and the rest of the party.

The barbarian lass was, of course, already at the ready. Her large axe was propped lazily against her shoulder, her skimpy fur armor once again struggling to contain the fluffy white mountains upon her otherwise limber yet honed frame. Dark, navy-blue eyes stared down at the fox boy and wolf who had slept together with a knowing grin.

Kan and Taffy, meanwhile, stood together nearby. Kan’s attention was more focused upon the peculiar Dungeon ahead of them—although curiously she seemed to be sporting a hint of a forming lump upon her scalp. Taffy’s gaze, meanwhile, hovered between their goal, and turned back to flash a glance towards the younger, handsome red fox cub he had just gotten to know—the arctic kit’s white cheeks flushing a faint red every time Rennard caught his peeping glances.

“Mmm. So what’s the plan? We use the temp as a disposable trap finder by having him run forward?” Flynn teased as he squinted towards the silhouette he believed to be Eleanor and co.

“Hah. No. I like this one, so we won’t use that tactic again.”

Wait, again? Rennard’s ears twitched, not sure if that was a joke or a serious comment.

“Kan was a bit of a naughty kitty this morning and decided to peek into the Dungeon before we were all awake.” Eleanor moved on with a grunt, causing the naughty young cat to click her tongue and nurse the bump on her head at the mention of her offense.

“Fortunately she and Taffy hadn’t completely lost their marbles. They pulled back as soon as they noticed some skeletons in the first room—a half-dozen raised beasts.”

“Oh, you poor girl. C’mere, and uncle Flynn will kiss it all better.” The albino wolf laughed, making an inviting, pawing motion towards Taffy.

Kan, at least, didn’t seem to take the mistaken direction of the gesture personally as she wandered over to receive the mild bit of healing to recover from her disciplining—even delivering a pantomined sniff of misery as she was attended to by the teen.

“I also think we’re dealing with a living necromancer,” the kitten explained as Flynn placed his hand upon her swollen scalp, whilst his other propped one of his heavy books on the top of her head to use as a stand—thumbing through its contents for the healing spell he was after.

“Inside the Dungeon I saw tracks coming from the entrance that looked recent, and went right by the skeletons standing guard. I figure he might be traveling to and fro from Carran for supplies. Maybe he found the giant spiders along the way and defeated them—then raised them and told them to follow at their sluggish speed to join him at the Dungeon? It would explain why they were still a ways away from the tower.”

“Hmmm. That sounds logical.” Flynn praised her, delivering a fond rub of his hand to her head as he did so. “It does mean we could always just barricade the door and starve him out, but if he’s just finished a supply run, who knows how long that’ll take.”

“Not to mention be a lot less interesting! But, yes, it's an option if he’s more prepared than what we can handle. Fortunately, if he’s mostly just set up with raised beasts, we shouldn’t have to deal with anything too dangerous. The decline in wildlife coincidentally means he had less material to work with to raise an army.”

Well, barring finding wildlife that hailed from before the Emasculation, Rennard thought idly. But beyond some large members, he doubted bodies would be left unscavenged to be raised.

“Anyway.” Eleanor’s attention turned towards Rennard with a toothy grin. “You and I are up front kiddo. We’ll charge in, make a lot of noise, and draw as much attention from the skeletons as we can. Flynn’s on support, your canine and Taffy on blasting duties, and Kan will provide some harassment where she can.”

The kitten puffed out her cheeks with a pout. “Although I dunno why, my dagger’s not gonna do much to skeletons.”

“Mmmm. Not necessarily.” Flynn advised with a knowing grin. “I spent some time studying what little lore on Necromancy I have in my collection last night when I wasn’t... Ahem, preoccupied during watch, and think I might have a solution for you.

“You see, Necromancers require a magical channel on their creations, a focus that links them together, allowing their minions to be supplied with Mana to keep them going as well as to be controlled. Typically, it's a ritually inscribed shard of obsidian.

“With zombies like the spiders, the foci is more than likely buried deep within the corpse, so it's not a problem unless someone gets lucky with an attack. But with skeletons, there’s no such flesh to hide the foci.

“So it appears to be common practice to place the focus in the eye sockets, or in the mouth,” the wolf twink explained, pointing the hand that had just finished healing her to his orbital socket and mouth as he did so. “It should fuse with the skull, and if you see it, and land a strike upon it, it might just break the magic sustaining the creature. Or, at least, turn it rogue and greatly weaken it until its internal Mana supply runs out.

“For most of us, trying to be so precise wouldn’t be really worth it. Or, at least, for Eleanor it's not an issue, Rennard might make some use of it if he can. But for you, whose all about landing a solid, nimble blow, it might be useful~” 

Rennard hummed, briefly considering the wolf’s words, before interjecting himself. “Couldn’t they be inside the skull too?”

“Possibly.” The lupine replied. “But that’s only if there’s a hole large enough in the skull to slide the foci into, and the more damaged a corpse, the less able to be raised they are. So it ultimately depends upon the Skill and Level of the mage responsible.”

“Also... If that’s true, why would he keep skeletons and not zombies?” Rennard continued with a curious flick of his tail.

His question brought a proud grin from the Scholar.

“Well, I imagine for one particular reason,” he explained, pointing his hand to his nose this time. “He’d have to deal with the constant scent of decaying rot if he kept zombies in his lair. Zombies are also slower, even if they are more durable. So, while he might have his minions stumble their way to the Dungeon after harvesting as zombies, I imagine he’d clean them up so to speak as Skeletons for long term use.”

“Any more questions?” Eleanor interjected when Rennard fell silent, causing both him and the other two cubs to shake their heads.

“Alright then, same plan. Kan, you look for those stones. Rennard, try not to die. With any luck, if the group in front is the welcoming committee, the rest of the Floor should be less protected.”

Then, turning around to lead the group of five plus one disguised feral vixen to the Dungeon’s entrance, the axe-crazy ermine swung her double-headed axe away from her shoulder, before barrelling forward through the entrance.

“Let’s go, party time boys and girls~”

Rennard, following in by her side as per her formation, was suddenly left behind, causing the kit to fumble as he drew his sword from its sheath. Before, a second later, he had the blade free and chased after her with the fiercest yell he could muster from his young lungs, flanked by a simple ‘dog’ whose tail already began to glow with bright blue Foxfire.

Kan was on their heels like a streak of white snow on the breeze, Taffy and Flynn stepping in a few seconds later with their magics ready to fly at a moment’s notice—after all, the obsidian target would conceptually work for the arctic kit’s ice lances as much as it would for Kan’s dagger!

“Good grief, that was exhausting.” Rennard whined as he flopped against the wall of the final room of the Floor, a heavy pant rolling from his young, tender maw. Truly, he wanted to flop fully across the floor, but that was very likely to have his secret flashed in front of everyone.

The first room had been grueling, but manageable. The largest of the bestial skeletons were handled by Eleanor who cleaved into them simply enough, but that still left Rennard with fending off two.

Even while fighting defensively, and with the hidden force shield projected by the ring on his left hand, the skeletons’ teeth and claws had caught him more than a few times—adding a few tears to his enchanted cloak that would have to be mended when he got back. Fortunately, none near his front that he was very quick to protect, but enough to make Kan giggle about how she could see hints of the boy’s fluffy ass through his backside.

It didn’t take them too long to mop up that encounter, but alas the Floor wasn’t done. Eleanor was nothing but business, barking out orders while Rennard and the rest of the White Phantoms played soldier. During that time, the ermine had Kan scout ahead, and surprisingly enough, he was told to follow her a few steps behind.

After all, unlike Eleanor, he possessed some Sneak skills. Sure, he wasn’t the equal to the kitten prodigy, but it was enough to not totally give her away while he followed. More importantly, his keen foxy snout might pick up something that escaped her own nose.

Which was when Rennard discovered the main thing that made this Dungeon Conquest such a tiring task compared to the previous fights he had been in... With them, even if they were life and death struggles like against the Barghests, once they were fended off, there was a moment to rest and relax until his stamina recuperated. But, in the confined quarters of the Dungeon, where another bestie could be waiting to ambush them just around the corner, taking the time to rest could be deadly.

They couldn’t stop for too long between rooms until the entire Floor was cleared. At most, they’d get a few minutes to patch themselves up and catch their breath, then Eleanor was ordering them forward.

Even during fights, they had to be wary, cautious of a beast from another room being attracted or compelled to flank them from behind—at which point it was his job to fend off the surprise attack. Which meant that he had to be ever ready to disengage from combat if he was at Eleanor’s side, taxing his poor mind and body further.

No wonder, then, that after just half a dozen sizable rooms, the boy all but collapsed at the side of a wall, huffing as his Stamina petered at the halfway point. Tackling the Second Floor would surely have exhausted him!

“Good. You did well for your first time.” Eleanor beamed with a grin. “We’ll rest here until you’re good. The next Floor’s bound to be more difficult.”

“Eh?” He panted, bright blue eyes glancing between the barbarian taking up a defensive posture in front of the stairs leading down to the next floor of the tower.

From the perspective of his games, the Dungeon getting harder with every successive floor only seemed logical. But, as he learned time and time again, this world didn’t exactly behave like a Videogame, or at least, didn’t adhere to all the same tropes.

“Shouldn’t the most difficult points be the Boss Room, and the first fight? After all, he had a large contingent of skeletons ready for us.”

“Mm. The problem is the lower down in Floors you go, the more ambient mana is available from the Dungeon,” Flynn, the helpful walking encyclopedia or at least the most basic aspects of this world, explained. “Monsters are drawn to that Mana. The strongest of them compete for the lowest floors, essentially turning it into a pecking order where the most dangerous squat at the lowest, and the weakest take what they can get from the highest.”

“That only applies to non-sentient beasties, of course.” He adds, flashing a grin towards Taffy. “For mages who take over Dungeons like this Tower, there’s another factor. Constructs or creatures like raised undead are a constant drain upon their Master’s mana pool. However, if there’s enough ambient mana around the minion, then they can be powered from the Dungeon itself, rather than the Master.”

“Basically it means the lower the floors, the more dangerous undead he can keep raised without burning through his Mana pool.” Eleanor explained. “Although, since he doesn’t seem the most adept practitioner of the Dark Arts, fortunately for us, it could just mean more animal beasties in waiting.”

“There’s also anything that the tower itself might have leftover from the Archmage who constructed it, too.” Kan interjected with a knowing smile. “Occasionally we stumble across rooms that are untouched. Who knows where they come from like we said, this Tower has all sorts of secrets still. But the Lower the Floor, the more Mana the old coot had to work with. So, the more dangerous the trap or escape experiment.”

“I... See.” Rennard falters a brave smile. Apparently his Videogame knowledge did apply in this specific circumstance at last!

“How’s your Stamina looking, kiddo?” Eleanor added after another few moments.

“Eh... I’ve recovered a few points, but it's still just a bit above half.” Rennard replied. Fortunately, as he gained Levels and Endurance, his Stamina seemed to replenish faster as well. Whether it was a percentage recovery while he rested, or if it scaled with one of the two other sources, he couldn’t be sure.

Or, maybe, the ambient Mana flowing around the Dungeon was helping to replenish his Stamina... It should certainly help with replenishing Mana though, surely?

Although Kan was in better shape than him. Perhaps there was some Skill that made such constant vigilance less taxing? Or maybe she was just carting less, spent less time dodging and swinging a heavier sword to land her surprise attacks, and thus was less taxed?

“Mmm.” The ermine contemplated briefly, tapping her fingers against the pommel of the axe.

“Kan, Rennard. I want you two to scout ahead of the next floor while Taffy and Flynn rest a bit further. Note, I said scout, don’t fight. If you stumble across anything you can’t slip or run away from, shout and I’ll come running down. So long as you two take it slow, you can still replenish your Stamina, and we’ll be able to keep moving in case the Necromancer is preparing some nasty surprise.”

The white-furred kitten puffed out her cheeks and rolled her blue eyes at the suggestion, her head turning away from the seated fox with a harumph. “I don’t see why I need to take the Rookie. He’s clearly tuckered out!

“I can go explore all on my own. He’ll only slow me down.” She finished, briefly turning towards the fox boy to flash her tongue childishly towards him.

“Tch. Now, now, Kan. You remember what I told you when you and him dueled, didn’t you?”

“...Yes...” The feline replied with a sulking huff.

“Besides, think of it this way.” Eleanor continued, flashing an understanding smile to the little hero who had just caught his breath. “A young hero like him definitely wouldn’t leave a cute kitten like you behind if something dangerous appeared—not if he wanted to live a long, fame-filled life afterwards~ Thus, he’ll be your valiant knight to defend you from danger until we can get to you if something goes wrong~”

Rennard’s back shivered again. Did Eleanor just enjoy leaving him guessing whether she was going to be flirtatious or intimidating!? Was that just how ermine’s or barbarian’s flirted!?

“Yeah! Just think of the time those goblins caught you scouting and chased you all the way back to us while you screamed bloody murder!” Taffy chimed in unhelpfully, a wide grin upon his lips even as it made the kitten thief’s expression shift to one of mortified betrayal.

“I get the point!” She groaned, burying her face in her hands. “Fine. I’ll take the brushtail scouting! There, happy?”

“Yes,” Eleanor replied simply with another smirk.

Behind her, Flynn shot his own knowing smile towards what he thought was Rennard, but was really just a discolored haze upon the wall a few meters next to the relaxing kit.

“Oh, while you’re doing so, why don’t you teach him what you know of the Dungeon’s layout~? After all, he might be able to put that knowledge to use if he ever comes back this way in the future~” Eleanor added as got back to his feet and dusted himself off to follow Kan’s lead.

“As if. That’s proprietary information!” The cat girl stuck her tongue out towards the ermine, before adding another harumph. “I guess I can teach him the basics of traps to look out for though... If only to stop him from wasting time getting caught in basic rope traps...”

Rennard’s ankle throbbed, recalling the rope trap he had fallen for...

Without much more fanfare, the two continued down on their own—Kimi deciding to follow a few steps behind so she could dismiss her illusionary disguise and conserve her Mana.

Which left Rennard alone with the haughty kitten, the pair of cubs quietly peeking their blue eyes and noses around corner after corner as they moved forward.

He half expected to find the first room holding some bestial surprise for them. But, to his surprise, there was nothing there, allowing her to continue on towards the first door, and him quickly upon her heels.

All the while, he could feel the tension from the older girl now that they were alone together—without Taffy, Eleanor, or even Flynn to provide some friendly banter to break up the... Not quite adversarial, but at the very least guarded relationship between the two.

Worse, considering they were meant to be quietly scouting, Rennard didn’t even want to speak, scared he’d get chastised for potentially alerting people to their presence...

Reaching the door, she opened it and peeked in discretely, before shaking her head and mouthing the word ‘clear’ to Rennard.

But, after she peeked into the second door, her lips twisted into a toothy smile for a fraction of a second, before she glanced at him and gave a flick of her head, beckoning for the boy to draw closer.

“You got a dagger, right?” She whispered, so quietly that Rennard’s ears had to twitch to make it out fully.

He nodded, pulling the simple kobold knife from his belt. She then directed him forward to where she was.

“Good, it looks polished enough. Try to use it to reflect what’s on the other side of the door without opening it fully. That way you can see around corners, check for trap mechanisms before they’re triggered, see any monsters that are hiding...” she continued to whisper, pressing in close enough towards his back to observe his movements that the little fox’s fur shivered—his nostrils flaring as he caught her delightful scent, burning with need beneath the stoicism gained from suppressing potions...
Arousal 1/20
“Oh, one more thing...”

“Y-yeah?” Rennard murmured, trying to put aside the feeling of desire creeping into his loins from her close proximity. He hadn’t expected it from her, but perhaps she was just waiting for them to get alone together before getting... closer... Perhaps her frostiness with him had been more of an act.

It didn’t hurt that he swore he was getting a thing for kittens after his encounter with Juliana...

“Always be aware of what’s going on behind you!” The older girl murmured sultily, before the hands she had brought to rest against his back suddenly shoved him forward!

He yelped! His ears and eyes going wide whilst his tail thrashed from her betrayal, his panic accompanied by her quiet giggle and gaze full of mirth.

Fortunately, there was no trap waiting for him on the other side as he tried, and failed, to spin around and tumble back to his feet thanks to the awkwardness of the push and the door knocking him to the side as it opened.

But, at least he made certain that he didn’t fall upon his knife. His midnight self-pleasure training session was good for something still!

...Not that the result was much better as Rennard suddenly found something firm coiling around his wrists, holding him fast before he could fully process what was going on.

He yanked back, trying to escape the living ropes which seemed to have caught him, only to find his Strength quite incapable of freeing himself. Worse, the jarring yank back from the thing holding him caused him to drop the knife he had barely managed to keep a hold of!

He glanced up, gulping as his ears flicked against his scalp in fear—hoping that this was just a practical joke of the thief girl... S-she might have been a bit jealous of him, but surely she wouldn’t take things too far... R-right!?

Besides, Kimi would save him if she did!

...Assuming it wasn’t something kinky.

To his shock, the thing holding him wasn’t a person at all. Instead, it looked like his wrists were being held by a pair of living, supple vines, coiling with surprising power as they writhed forward, slipping around more and more of his arms to limit their motion further. Alas, no matter how his young yet surprisingly strong body yanked, he couldn’t free his arms from the coiling plants.

Following their lengths, he quickly discovered their source—a strange, peculiar orchid of plants and vines nestled in the center of the large room. The flowers were strange, but their shapes were certainly familiar, making the lad’s ears burn at the lurid collection. Succulent pink petals in the shape of pussies, swollen black buds that looked like spades. It was a smorgasbord of desperate fertility, his nostrils flaring with an aromatic perfume that made him feel like he was back in the middle of Carran’s streets, surrounded by rushing, fertile men and women all unknowingly craving his cock.

“Wh-what the hell is that?” Rennard whined, stumbling to his feet whilst the vines began to tug him closer towards that buffet of plant-cunts.

Kan, meanwhile, grinned brightly from the entrance to the room, her blue eyes following the little ‘genius’ as he was inevitably dragged towards the humiliating fate that the orchid had in store for him.

“You’ve dealt with slimes before, right~? This is something similar~” She coo’d with a toothy, canary-eating grin. “This is something similar... It's a unique type of plant, pretty rare now-a-days, I only know of it because I saw it in Uncle Flynn’s books while he was reading to me and Taffy on his lap.”

“In fact, thinking of it, I didn’t see it the last time we came through here... But oh well, the tower is strange like that,” she added with a giggle.

“Anyway, don’t worry, it's not gonna kill ya~ Apparently these strange plants relied upon people to spread their pollen instead of animals, by, well, you can guess how.” She beamed with a swish of her long, feline tail. “Their succulent flowers would drive men crazy and rut with them, spreading pollen and getting them hooked. Then with fertilized seeds... Well...”

“Anyway, that’s not important.” She remarked with a purr, making herself comfortable for her show as a hand began to wander down her belly, and towards her lovely little kitten box underneath. “The important thing is that after the Great Emasculation, all they have left is the flowers, but no pollen. They’re stir crazy enough to try and hunt down what they want and make a mess of you, but after a while they’ll get tired and let you go. Of course, by then Eleanor and co will wander down wondering why we’re late, at which point they’ll show up to see you half-way through being fucked by a plant~”
Arousal 2/20
“K-Kan. This is, uh, seriously not a good idea.” Rennard gulped. He could already feel his body start to respond to the plant’s aromatic properties. His sheath swelled between his legs, allowing the first few inches of his hefty tool to push free. If it wasn’t for the libido-inhibiting potion, he surely would have been rock hard right then and there, prime and proper to breed those plant-pussies like they’ve been craving for Goddess knows how long.

“Course it is~!” She giggled playfully, a wide, beaming smile upon her lips. “It's no different than getting molested by slimes, brushtail! Just... More exotic. And a lot of them. Oh, also more humiliatingly since it's a plant you can just walk around if you had known. Just consider the entertainment you’d provide me payment for the lesson I just gave you~”

“N-no, you don’t understand! I’m the Cho—MMMRPH!?” Rennard’s attempts to explain were put to a swift end as he was yanked forward by the depraved orchid’s grip, making him stumble forward until his face was greeted by a muffling black flower in the shape of a pussy, reeking with an aroma that made Rennard recall the scent of estrus-gripped wolves.
Spirit Check: Critical Failure!
Effect Removed: Libido Down!
Effect Acquired: Duty of the Chosen!
Arousal 6/20!
His ears drooped against the back of his scalp, whilst his nostrils greedily drank down the aphrodisiac cocktail trapped within the large, wide style. His eyes rolled, slipping like the boy’s grip upon them had loosened, leaving them to wander with every idle shift of his shivering body and the jostling movements of his plant tugging him along.

His cock surged forward, jolting with a vigorous throb to spill out near inches at a time in answer to the duplicitous fertility signals practically being force fed to his snout. More than enough that the budding tool tented his cloak forward, parting the flap just far enough to let the first whiff of his own virility escape past the scent-dampening cloak’s fabric.

A subtle taste that was more than enough to make the peculiar, lurid plant shudder with a need that rivaled any animal, man, or woman who had caught his unique scent before. The spade-flower wrapped around his snout like a muzzle clenching hard as it did so—leaving a thin trail of clear, lubricating sap to trickle down along his cheek.

More vines whipped forward, no longer content with just yanking him close! They coiled around the ten-year-old cub’s ankles, plucking him up with enough force that he was yanked right off the floor—left to dangle helplessly from their grip. He must have made quite the sight, barely cognizant of what was happening as his limbs reflexively kicked and squirmed to little effect, surrounded by a swarm of approaching flowers in a myriad duplicitous fertile shapes.

Considering the giggle that came from Kan’s lips, she was very clearly enjoying it, too, making Rennard’s cowed ears and fluffy white cheeks burn with even greater intensity.

Kimi definitely wouldn’t save him from a kinky plant, either...

But, as the plants crept along his body, they quickly found his cloak in the way. That didn’t stop the pussy flowers from wandering along its surface, however, rubbing against his chest in attempts to slip past the flaps, a few more slipping up along his inner leg to make his long, fluffy tail jolt upwards in reflex—ending with the succulent firm, yet petal-soft lips rub along his seed-heavy balls and clamp along them like they were suckling mouths rather than arboreal cunts.

All the while, his nostrils continued to greedily drink down the potent pheromones hijacking his instincts and inviting him to surrender the virility it had been lacking all this time.
Arousal 9/20
Not just the flowers, too, as some prodding vines slipped along his torso as well, teasing at his garb, testing its strength, prodding at its sides, exploring him like a boy investigating how to best open his presents.

Until, nearly a minute after he had been dragged towards its center, the vines finally figured out how to untie the straps holding the cloak in place—allowing the faded green, enchanted fabric to fall away, and be quickly stripped from his young, immature body to leave nothing in the way of it and what they were after.

A sight that was joined by Kan’s sudden, and oh so adorable, gasp.

Her eyes froze, her pupils dilating wide in her naughty blue eyes. The lithe boy’s body was slightly more toned than she expected for his age, a hint of masculinity that her sibling Taffy didn’t possess despite being a few years his senior—not too surprising considering the Strength she had felt behind his strikes during their duel. But, instead of the lovely wet slit between her legs like Taffy, and every other female and male she had known in her young life, what lay in its place made her freeze.

Even the finger that had been plunging in her pussy while she watched the boy get grabbed stopped, as if it had become glued to the sensitive spot she was teasing.

A towering pride of cub virility. Nine-inches of glossy red meat that made the lurid animate plant shudder, flanked by no less than two to three pussy flowers ‘suckling’ along the hefty spheres draped underneath until they their fluffy white fur was matted with clear, viscous sap. A tapered point that flowed like a living fountain from the pheromone-drugged youth’s state, whilst at its base, a fat knot thicker than the youth’s fist throbbed angrily with his need.

“Ho—lee—shit.” She breathed.

The scent wafting from the cock was enough to make even her, quite a few meters away, shiver. It felt like her own Estrus relief had been broken, leaving her lips burning with desire, clamping tightly to her palm buried within her pants.

Meanwhile, the flowers stuck at ground zero pulsed. Every horny, depraved, mock-up pussy fluttered and overflowed with the aphrodisiac-sap, all but showering the boy in the lurid cocktail. His chest shuddered as the liquid washed over his nipples, making the tender buds stand upright past his fur—only for a muffled moan to follow as a pair of suckling, dripping naughty buds assaulted them in tandem.

Rennard’s young cock pulsed, erupting in a small deluge of precum which shot forth from his throbbing girth with enough force to arc a few inches in the air before falling down into the middle of the knot of vines beneath him.

So stunned was Kan, that she stood motionless in place, glued to the slow approach of a succulent pair of pink flower lips towards the drooling point, before her mind finally kicked into gear.

He was the Chosen. He was male—virile. Which meant that the flowers’ long unfulfilled reproductive strategy was about to proceed... And she was dangerously close.

S-she had to get the others to help!

But, just as she pivoted to try and run out the door herself to get the rest of the White Phantoms, a vine she hadn’t noticed approached while watching Rennard’s exposure coiled around her ankle.

Instead of bolting towards the stairs, she instead fell onto the floor with a yelp, before being tugged towards the arboreal orgy with Rennard and her as the starring guests of honor!

She quickly squirmed, fetching her knife from her sheath, but just as she was about to bring the blade down to cut her way free from the vine wrapped around her wrist, another grasped a hold of the arm holding the weapon. Followed by another on her other wrist, then her free ankle, until by the time she was dragged over to join the boy at the epicenter of the naughty foliage, she was lifted from the ground and slung up in the air right next to the all-but naked fox boy.

A fact that made the kitten’s ears burn a fierce red as her nostrils were assaulted by the potent mixture of the plant’s duplicitous pheromones and Rennard’s own. Her thighs squirmed, legs kicking against the plant’s grip, half in a feeble attempt to escape, and half to scratch the need now screaming with need—her tender, young, fertile scent radiating out from her half-disrobed shorts.

“This... This is all your fault!” Kan screamed, moments before her own maw was muzzled by one of the succulent, sap-dripping pussy-flowers, while Rennard could only answer with a huffing glare past the flower clamping desperately around his long snout.

It didn’t take long for the flowers and vines to disrobe her loose outfit, suited less for protection and more for being nimble and stealthy. Her already unbuttoned shorts were tugged down, exposing her wet, estrus-weeping lips for the fox boy’s ravenous gaze, a fact that only made her protesting whimpers even higher in pitch when she noticed she was being stared at by the totally insufferable boy who was responsible for all her current ills! Her leather vest was next, cloak unclasped and left to join the pile of discarded garments beneath them.

Soon enough, her bare, flat-chested torso, sporting only a subtle curve of budding femininity, were assaulted by their own succulent, aphrodisia-dripping flowers, latched onto her nipples to coax them to a firm point—not that their soft, wet petals were likely to draw anymore fluids than the dry taps of Rennard’s chest either.

All in all, the monstrous plant was far less interested in her than they were the kit, sparing only one more set of lovely red rose in the shape of a cunt to slowly drift down along her belly and towards her wet, dripping sex—presented towards the flower and Rennard’s gaze by the coiling vines around her legs pulling her thighs apart. A sight that made his already hard, vigorous tool throb, guiding yet more fertility-wafting flowers towards his trickling point by the strings of precum falling from his tip to soak the vines and soil beneath them.
Arousal 10/20
Much like Kan, he had his own vivid red, lurid flower blossom creep along his young belly, leaving behind a trail of skin-tingling sap matting his lithe white fur in its place. Yet, unlike hers, which soon fastened itself against her similarly-shaped entrance to grind, rub, and smear their beckoning, lubricating fluids and lips against one another, his had a far more matching goal for it to target—his fat, swollen, virility spilling fox cub cock.
Arousal 12/20!
Rennard’s toes and fingers clenched as the red lip-petals gingerly, yet hungrily, slid down along his rod—his blue eyes rolled to the back of his head above the snout-grasped flower, the vigor behind his lust-addled moan vibrating through the petals to be heard by Kan’s keen ears.

His fingers tug against the vines wrapping around his hands and wrists, burying his claws against their tough yet pliant surface, whilst his legs all but bucked forward, helping to sink every last inch of his fat girth into the plant’s succulent folds whilst damn near half-a-dozen more clumsily lapped, slurped, and kneaded along his crotch to help milk the seed from his heavy spheres—or at least be in range to catch whatever errant streaks might escape the lead flower’s grasp.

“MMmmnfff!” Kan shouted past her own flower-muzzle, trying to shout some order towards the younger boy—no doubt not to cum, if the kit had to guess. She never did finish telling him what the plant would do if he did fulfil its reproductive desires, but it was advice that was easier said than done.

The petals wrapped around his cock were as soft, as wet, and as warm as any of the dozen of pussies he had had the privilege of breeding in his time in this world. No doubt the flower could have just remained latched around his crotch, suckling him from narrow root to spunk drooling tip, and with the rest of the arboreal assault upon his body and aphrodisia assault upon his mind, he would have inevitably surrendered and filled the plant’s reservoirs until they were overflowing.

But it wasn’t just staying still. It was pumping over his young cock, the petal lips clamping with surprising force as they rolled back and forth over his sensitive knot wet wet, squelching rings that filled the two hanging childrens’ ears. Every swallowing gulp was almost always met by an erratic, reflexive swing from the fox boy’s hips, ensuring every last inch of his considerable tool stuffed the rose-cunt—bulging the tight lips nestled against his crotch with his knot, and its long, silky style with his rod.
Arousal 15/20!
Each time, too, he could feel his tapered point sink straight into the base of its ovary, grounding against the receptacle sporting the strange flower’s weight. It was so alike grinding his point into the walls protecting his other conquest’s wombs, yet so different at the same time—softer, more delicate, yet paradoxically resilient, stretching and contorting over his entire tool with ease. Not to mention wetter, as every tap towards the end of the milking flower brought with it the sensation of his tapered cock splashing into some warm, lurid puddle that, for all he knew, could have been his collected prespunk—or at least, some combination of it and the pleasure-enhancing sap which now lacquered his mighty red shaft from beginning to end!

Kan, for her part, wasn’t doing much better, despite lacking the particular asset the plant’s touch was most meant to kindle to excitement. But, what she lacked from the many flowers enticing touch, curious and demanding prods along her body, was more than made up by the rich, virile scent escaping the flower glistening with boy spunk pistoning over the fox’s shaft. Her own blue eyes joined his in watching the absurd sight, her huffs far more subdued but no less poignant than Rennard’s.
Arousal 18/20!
This was, after all, her first time seeing a true cock be brought to its peak. Every shift in the fluffy white spheres, every tensing shiver that brought them closer towards his crumbled sheath underneath the lurid assault of the flower-pussies, and every overt, almost angry-looking throb of his knot and shaft in or outside of the flower pumping along his length, was immortalized in her young mind—finding fertile ground within her psyche that had only vague stories and depictions to guide her estrus-gripped fantasies until now.

Until, finally, Rennard couldn’t keep his Arousal bar from creeping forward any further, allowing her to witness the near-rapturous sight of his virility erupting.
The flowers seemed to understand what was happening as the milking petals messily and noisily schlurping along his cock slammed back down to his root—soft red petal-lips kissing against his sheath, whilst the myriad collection nuzzling tightly around his cock like a depraved bouquet pressed in tighter, lathering his spheres and crotch in a fresh coat of pleasure-inducing sap.
Arousal 20/20!!
Rennard’s eyes squeezed shut and his ears flicked back against his scalp as his balls clenched—contrasting Kan whose eyes and ears perked up in fascination, almost all but forgetting the flower-petals latched against her body as she immortalized the sight in front of her. The fox boy’s knot throbbed within the petal’s folds, the entire milking blossom shuddering and jolting with the force of the climax rocking through it, before the swollen base of its ovary at the end of the lurid faux-cunt swelled with the weight of seed to rival the swollen knot at its start!
Experience Acquired!
Of course, Rennard’s pheromone roused and aphrodisia-drugged body could produce far more than the softball sized volume wobbling within the flower’s sepal. Every following flex from his insatiable spheres created a voluminous fecund flow which poured back out from the enticing cunt-rose, washing down over the boy’s crotch... and into the waiting, pussy-styled stigmas of the other flowers. The messy petal-folds crowding around his groin left him groaning, riding out the high of his release underneath the many-fold milking prods, pumping out rope after rope until they turned into rivulets, then drops—leaving his groin a mess of seed and sap as the short-lived cum fountain came to an end, with yet more streaks of cub cream that had escaped the flowers’ grasp baptising their equipment with his holy seed.
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!

Skill Activated: Enduring Lover!
Rennard breathed a sigh of relief as the rose-red flower pussy pulled off of his spent cock with a satisfied ‘plop’! His tail, left to hang while he was in the flowers grasp, whilst his cock twitched with its freedom—offering one last sputter of spunk as a tribute to the utterly inundated flower petals while the cock remained twitching at its near-zenith thanks to the enticing liquid smeared along its surface and his own skill.

Well, whatever this plant’s intentions for all that rich, grade-A boy virility it just milked from him, it didn’t look like they were going to immediately put it to work on Kan. No doubt whatever the plant desired would take time to nurture just like any other pregnancy, giving them plenty of time to escape, be let go, or be rescued by the rest of the party when they fail to report back.

Kan, as if sensing the relief and lack of concern in the boy’s half-revealed expression, gave him a chastising glare...

But not soon enough to save them, as both the boy and girl’s ears flicked back against their scalps as a sudden hum of magic vibrated around them.

Rennard’s gaze twisted from his living hammock, twisting to look towards its source, and ultimately finding it in the ground around the knot of vines and flowers that made up the strange bush’s roots. Where once the edge of the stone floor around the soil had been rather plain, at least in the brief glance Rennard got while struggling against the creature’s grip, now a ring of glowing runes had been activated.

There wasn’t much need to guess at the magic’s intended target, as the vines holding the pair aloft shuddered, then jerked, like an object that was moving at a faster frame rate than the rest of the world yet did its best to blend in just the same.

‘Just what was that damn mage researching!’ Rennard groaned underneath his breath, before the two’s gaze turned towards the flowers that had obviously been fertilized by his omni-potent seed.

Before their very eyes, the flowers began to change, losing their previous lurid simulacras as the firm, enticing petals withered and shrank away—making room for the ovaries that had been touched by his myriad of pernicious swimmers swelling and growing in size. The entire process reminded him of a video he had watched in science class back home, seeing a time lapse of an orange flower mature into a ripe fruit...

Except, instead of a succulent morsel meant to be eaten, these flowers depraved nature manifested once more as their ripe, pulp and seed filled vessels matured. Their green skins softened and changed to a bright, glossy red. The organ elongating until the end farthest from the stem tapered to a point dripping with a sweet juice that was no less enticing than the sap from earlier flowers. Its base, meanwhile, swelled and bloated strangely, until a pair of extra lobes pressed out in either direction, twitching with every strange motion running through the strange simulacra...

Rennard’s and Kan’s eyes went wide again. It was impossible to mistake just what the flowers had gestated into, not when the original still twitched and pulsed right next against them. All six of the flowers that had milked and crowded around his crotch had become duplicates of his very rod, all hovering heavily at a full, nine-and-some-change inches, only missing the fuzzy balls swaying from their base and the same profound fecundity that their syruppy ‘pre’ mirrored.

It was Kan’s turn to get assaulted by the flower’s pheromones, however. Whilst the sweet scent wafting from the fruit-pricks was but a succulent aroma to the kit, it seemed to play with the kitten’s neurons just as effectively as the flower’s scent had his. Her pupils went wide, her blue-irises turning into thin rings within her face, whilst her exposed cunt-lips all but spasmed in hormonal shock.

The flower that had dutifully been keeping her lips preoccupied and got them ripe and ready for this moment dutifully slipped away, exposing both of her holes towards the waiting, twitching, phallic-shaped ‘fruits’.

The sight made something within Rennard’s breast twitch, but he couldn’t quite place the strange feeling. Instead, his mind was filled with another thought while witnessing the clear threat the plant’s intentions had for his... friend...? Coworker...? Associate...?’s lips.

‘Does... Does this count as watching one of my ‘son’s’ fuck someone...?’

‘I mean, it is a plant, but...’

His blue eyes were glued to the white-furred kitten’s shivering, squirming body, especially as two of the lengths swayed forward, hotdogging her body between their girths as they blindly rolled along her slick, sap and estrus soaked lips, as well as between her fuzzy derriere to smother her back door in the sweet syrup—a touch that helped to renew the feline Rogue’s futile struggles.

But, just as Rennard planned to lean back and enjoy the show after a few token efforts at escape, his attention shifted to the other four cock-fruits of his. Rather than plunge towards the kitten, or worse, turn their attention to himself, they instead buckled towards, turning towards the ground where the carpet of vines at their feet parted to expose bare soil. They treated him to a preview of what was about to happen to Kan, letting him watch as their firm, vigorous, vaguely pulsating girths dug into the soil, sinking in deep, before the entire fruit-crowned vine shuddered and flexed with effort.

Some... thing sizable slipped from the very root of the cock-fruits and sank into the dirt, leaving the now bereft seed-pod to shrivel away beneath the glowing rune’s temporal acceleration.

In what normally would have taken days, if not weeks, but now only took seconds, a fresh bushel of freshly fertilized vines sprouted from the soil. The vines rapidly aged and strengthened, doubling in size by the second as a tender bud formed at the sprout’s tip—before developing into a set of succulent black or red petals that quickly arranged themselves into a simulacrum of spades and vaginal lips.

Unlike the previous bouquet which was a myriad array of different sexual organs, the new bushel was nearly entirely uniform, two identical options repeated again and again without the variation he had seen from before. But, there were a few other differences that his nose quickly discovered when the flower clamped over his snout retreated, and allowed a new spade-flower to take its place.

The first, on top of the warm sap which continued to soak his fur, there was also a visible, yellow, clinging pollen shaking loose from the flowers which clung to his messy fur and would be clinging to his cock soon as well if how the majority of the lips and spades turned towards his crotch once more.

The second was that the inviting, pheromone-rich scent that was all but coating his nostrils thanks to its rude swallowing of his snout, digging his nose into the plump core desperately desiring his seed, had changed. The aroma was familiar now, yet unique... Reminding him very much like a vixen in heat like his sister Kimi... And much like his sister, this aroma too sported the telling aromatic signature of family ties.
He shivered as the scent of taboo-need sent a jolt down his spine, and made his young boyhood lurch towards the crowd of flowers suckling over his cock once more—suckling their daddy’s cock and painting his fuzzy-white gonads and vivid red length in their sap and pollen.

Who knows if the seed pods about to take advantage of Kan were his ‘sons’ or not—or at least yet—but the flowers doting on him were certainly the fruits of his divinely virile seed!

“Mmmnf!”

Rennard’s attention was drawn away from his incestuous floral reunion by Kan’s whimpers of pleasure, causing his bright blue gaze to snap away from his loins to watch as the tapered red fruits styled after his cock pressed forward—stretching both her lips and tail star wide for his gaze, and easily allowing himself to picture himself in their place... Especially as the succulent, sinful folds spawned by his own seed wraps around his cock and begins to milk him in tandem to the thrusts penetrating the kitten’s holes—just as desperate to draw another flower ovary-bloating load from their patriarch’s loins as the pods pistoning in and out of Kan’s holes were to plant their brothers!
Arousal 10/20!
Kan’s resistance waned—or at least whatever little she had left as her estrus-gripped hole was scratched in ways toys never could quite match, let alone having both of her holes stuffed in an expertly timed tandem as if both tendrils shared the same mind. Her eyes clenched tight, whilst whimpers of growing delight rippled up from her throat to be smothered in the flower-muzzle dripping around her muzzle, leaving her ears and limbs to shudder and twitch every time the lurid seed pods struck her tender folds juuuust right!

Rennard, for his part, barely had any resistance to show to begin with, having lost whatever hint of defiance he showed during the first milking as he surrendered entirely to curiosity and sinful indulgence. His hips rolled in tandem to the lascivious sex-flower pumping itself down along his length, greedily chasing its silky soft yet oh so firm and pliant walls for every ounce of pleasure he could get.

After all... These flowers were just as desperate to get his seed as the last lot... And the sense of paternal pride blossoming in the boy’s chest shivered nicely at the thought of providing his strange plant-daughters everything they needed, even if it was the very essence which had sired them into being!
Arousal 18/20!
His huffs were caught in the pollen and sap rich stamen his snout was caught in, making the air against his lips and nose heavier and warmer with every pleasant note which escaped from his throat. His cock and balls were a complete mess now, absolutely soaked in their arboreal estrus. His ears flicked against the back of his scalp, eyes closed shut just like Kan’s as he let his heated fantasies roam... Occasionally indulging in the familial scent smothering his nose to picture that it was one of his many daughters bouncing on his lap, occasionally focusing on the white kitten’s lurid and muffled moans and whimpers nearby to imagine himself plundering her depths. Heck, on occasion, he just let his mind rejoice in the absurd situation the pair had found themselves in, blindly humping his hips into that greedy little flower to smack his tip against the end of the canal again, and again!

“Rennard...” Kan’s muffled moan of his name cut through all of his idle, lurid fancies, however, and made his eyes shoot open once more—pushing him to the edge of a climax as it did so.

Just in time to see the kitten’s holes shudder and clamp over the plant-simulacrums of his own rod, the one in her cunt doused in a shower of her feminine eagerness. The seed-pods took that opportunity to slide forth, a pair of lurid, slippery plops ringing forth as fake knots plunged past her pucker and labia, burying those nine-inch kitten cub abdomen stuffers to their stems within her belly! Her blue eyes opened, her eyes rolling with the wash of endorphins and hormones crashing through her young mind, her lithe legs clenching and squirming against the supporting vines’ hold...

Especially as something began to push its way through the kit-cock-fruits, squeezing its way deep into each of the two tunnels through the firm, pulsing pulp, until with a shudder, she felt them slip free from the pumping intruders and lodge itself deep within her belly... at least for now. A fact that brought a plaintive whimpering groan from the kitten from the tangible weight nested within her.

But, unlike the many females that Rennard had mated with, the two stand-ins that had pounded the doors of the little kitten just a few years older than him had not managed to clear the heat that had stricken her for years. The desperation, the need within her glazed blue eyes remained, her puffy, swollen lips, an absolute mess of feminine release and sensitivity-enhancing plant sap, clenched tightly, desperately around the fake cock that had served its purpose and was already beginning to wither away—before ultimately falling from her sap-lacquered holes still slightly gaping from their rude intrusion with a pathetic flop towards the soil.

Their task, to bury the seeds fertilized by the boy’s loins within her so that they could be carried far away had been completed.

The sight made the boy blush, his mind once again spinning into all sorts of lurid, depraved thoughts. Were the seeds placed within her going to develop like the ones in the soil, or would they be different? Was she going to be ensuring other areas of the forest reeked with the duplicitous scent of his vixen-daughter in need until one of his (un)fortunate sons stumbled upon their peculiar plant-sisters to repeat what had happened here!? Or... Would there be something odder, stranger that would result...

Maybe he could get the dryads’ blessing to make sure it did...
Arousal 20/20!
His thoughts were pulled back to the moment by the sudden firm clamping of the velvety, pollen-slick walls over his cock. His own groans of delight joined the kitten’s fading notes as his hips helpfully bucked forward to sink himself into the tight-labia mimicking blossom. His balls, nursed and grasped by the peculiar incestuous arrangement, flexed against their smothering lips, his shaft flexing as it once more tangibly swelled the lead flower in his lurid ambrosia, once more triggered a showering deluge of virility which poured forth to absolutely inundated his crotch and the various lips and spades clutching tightly to his loins...
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!

Arousal 10/20
Stamina 8/17
Except, this time, there was no hum of magic in the air activating with the spilling of his seed.

He had braced himself for it, groaning as he laid back in the vine hammock, expecting to feel the strange jerking that came from the off-tempo plant’s acceleration, or spy the hastened development, curious to see what pseudo-child of his would develop this time.

But, after a few moments of nothing changing as the last drops of his copious jizz trickled forth from his loins, and his dick was allowed to relax, his bright blue eyes peeked open past the spade-flower and glanced towards the ring of stone, spotting the last, fading embers of the runes whose magic had been burned through.

‘Huh... Now what...’ Rennard huffed idly as he and Kan hung next to each other, his brighter blues meeting her darker ones—a bright blush mirrored upon their fluffy-white cheeks and in their inner ears.

The unspoken message between them was clear, a mutual promise to not, tell, anyone!
But, beneath it still, there burned a lustful need, an urgent desire... Kan’s need was yet unsatisfied, and as the seed-swollen flower pried itself from its cub daddy’s loins, the answer to its years long desperation twitched and pulsed mere feet away from her—all glorious nine plus inches, the match of the fakes she had just been stuffed by, lathered in more seed, sap, and fluffy yellow pollen than she could imagine.

At the same time, Rennard’s own Arousal seemed perpetually stuck at the half-way point despite the fact that his Enduring Lover skill hadn’t triggered...

A glance to his Status Bar in the top-left of his vision revealed the culprit, a new Status ticking away right next to his Duty compelling him to breed the needy kitten nearby.
Pollen-Touched (Cock)
Your cock has been lathered in the lurid pollen of the strange plants, enhancing Arousal and ensuring your length remains perpetually aroused. Can be removed via vigorous mating.
At least it didn’t put him in a rut, the boy thought with a groan as he started to struggle free from his binds once again.

This time, the vine’s grip loosened, but whether it was because the plant was satisfied with its harvest of fox seed and implantation of kitten girl, or if the first generation of vines that had held him were starting to wither away as a consequence of the magic rune’s rapid development, he couldn’t say. All the kit knew was that he was grateful when his feet finally touched the vine-matted ground, stumbling to support his own weight as his hefty loins remained achingly hard and sending a shiver through his taint whenever anything brushed against their side.

Kan seemed worse off, struggling to maintain her footing after the double pronged penetration from the peculiar seed-pods, her lithe, slender feline body swaying dangerously to one side before her footing stumbled over the un-even foliage at their feet...

Only for Rennard to duck forward to try to grab her, an act which only led to both of the cubs falling to the ground—Kan spread out along her back with her legs to either side of the kit’s, her needy, sap soaked sex brushing dangerously close to Rennard’s pollen-induced erection.

She blushed, her heat-glazed expression lidding as her lips lingered just a few inches shy from the plant-drugged kit, her lower body squirming from the virile warmth she knew lurked nearby. Yet, for all of her visible desperation, her earlier haughtiness lingered in the back of her mind, making her struggle to decide what to do with her maddening heat, or even the revelation of who the temporary hire in their Party was!

“Rennard, I—”

She only got through two words before Rennard’s lips pressed forward, meeting hers and pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss just like he practiced so often with Kimi.

The way her eager body melted underneath his, and the low whimper of longing welling from her throat to tickle against his tongue, was all the encouragement he needed to chase his own heightened needs left over from their lurid encounter.

His hips shifted, adjusting themselves to the kitten girl ever so slightly larger than his, until the tapered red point welling with a fresh bead of precum nestled against her equally lathered and sap-lacquered sex. His dull claws reached for her with fumbling grasps, half-pinning, half-embracing the bratty kitten that had gotten them into this lurid mess in the first place! A memory which flashed across his lust-addled brain and brought a firm, authoritative growl rolling from his throat to tickle her lips.

That’s right! This was all her fault...! So it's only fitting she helped him clean up the aftermath!

Her expression flickered, sensing his thoughts from the punishing rumble vibrating through their kiss. But, far from pushing the feline away, it only seemed to make the lurid blush upon her features deepen, encouraging the fox cub further as his thighs momentarily braced, then slammed every last inch of his rod straight into his new friend’s sex!

There was no need to start slow, the damn plant had taken care of all the foreplay for them as he rushed straight to his hedonistic peak! His shaft plunged deep into her love-box, brushing against the slick, sticky package that the plant had left tucked away in her tunnel before cramming against the back end of her tunnel.

Kan’s moans rolled forth from her throat, her lips finally twisting to break away from Rennard’s, allowing his pants to in turn wash across her face with every grunt, and every sordid pant of delight he extracted from her body.
Arousal 11/20
His hips quickly settled into a frantic rut, his tail bouncing high in the air behind them, whilst hers writhed and flicked along their vine bedding. His balls crashed against her taint, his half-swollen knot kissing her damp, eager lips again, and again.

Depraved thoughts once again danced within his mind as he bred her, forcing moan after moan from the lips that had been making playful swipes at him before—a half paternal smile as he remembered that they were fucking in front of the bushel of flowers he had once again freshly fertilized and would soon be sporting dripping fox dicks just like their daddy’s.

The thought made him adjust their position, ever so slightly, showing off how his cock slammed deep into Kan’s cunt with every ounce of his prodigious Strength to the plants—as if he was teaching his strange plant-spawn how to fuck with a personal demonstration!
Arousal 14/20!
“Fuck! You—you better be the real thing! Otherwise... Taffy and I are going to kick your butt.” She groaned, her claws clutching desperately at his ever-so-slightly toned, all but pre-adolescent frame, riding the highs of euphoria every experienced pound of his hips brought her body.
How could he not be the real thing if he just spawned a bunch of strange plant-dicks right in front of her!?
“You know, if you’re not gonna be nice, I’m gonna pull out and bury the problem you gave me in your brother instead!” Rennard grunted in retort, with an ever so devious grin that implied he certainly wasn’t bluffing.

“Fine, fine...! I’m sorry... Just... breed me, please~?” She whined, huffing desperately as she clenched tighter to his smaller, yet more robust and boyish frame. Her kitten claws slipped free from her digits, squeezing tightly to his back tight enough to leave behind thin red welts beneath his fluffy fur, whilst her thighs locked behind the younger boy’s back, preventing his hips from wrenching back out quite as far before plunging back into her well-prepped hole.
Arousal 16/20!
“You don’t know how bad it is to be taunted with your virility while that plant got to have its way and not satisfy my heat.” She breathed with a huffing whine against Rennard’s ear.

“I think I can tell by how desperately your sex is milking me...” The kit huffed in reply, his eyes starting to close once more as his third climax of the last half-hour neared. His muscles began to clench as tension coiled within his body, his hips cramming forward with enough force to ensure a lurid clap rung forth into the wider Dungeon floor.

It would have been so easy to just hasten his speed ever so slightly, and take advantage of the extra sensitivity gained from the strange pollen he was smearing across her walls with every hole-stretching plunge to reach his peak. Yet, just as he was tempted to fall into that short-sighted, hedonistic chase, his young mind once again remembered her previous attitude...

“Mmmff... Fine! I’ll breed you. But you gotta promise to be nicer to me!” He huffed... Right as his shaft plunged forward and splattered a rivulet of precum right across her cervix—dislodging just enough early swimmers with the dollop of cream to bring forth a familiar notification to his mind’s eye, and an appetizing shiver of relief to the girl’s body.
Experience Acquired!

Arousal 18/20!
“What!? But...” The bratty kitten’s lips twisted, biting ever so slightly as she contemplated the boy prodigy’s words—fortunately blind to the fact that the fox’s prodigious loins had already half-completed her earnest request.

“Or,” Rennard grunted, all but straining to keep himself from cramming his twitching knot past her kitten box and tie them together already. “I’ll tell Eleanor what you did to make us late scouting the floor!”
That seemed to be the final push she needed, considering the whimper which welled from her throat. That, and perhaps the next euphoric hill of delight his relentless hips were grinding her towards with every wet, well-lubricated plap between their bodies.

“Okay, okay, okay! I’ll be nice to you...!”

The younger fox kit beamed, his ears flicking high and his tail swishing fiercely, his hips surrendering into the current of his pleasure now that he had gotten her promise to make up for her earlier attitude towards him...

“...But you gotta breed Taffy too!”

...That hit him when he least expected it. All of a sudden, his lidded-eyes snapped open, staring down at the whimpering kitten’s desperate expression, touched ever so slightly with a mixture of sibling devotion and her lingering cheeky behavior. His mind, meanwhile, was already thinking of that cute, adorable arctic kit he had already been fantasizing about ripe and ready to breed as if she was there already—thought after thought of lurid, kit-siring fantasies featuring the older teens all but creating a mental traffic jam in his head.
Arousal 20/20!
With his mind indisposed, his body answered her ultimatum for him by slamming his hips square against hers and plopping his wet, pollen-soaked knot into her needy wet lips—and his tapered, dripping cock head straight into her cervix! His balls wasted no time, immediately nestling in against her taint before flexing, pumping a fresh torrent of vulpine boy cream to flood her womb, bypassing the intruder lodged from the seed-pot entirely.
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Experience Acquired!
Pint, after pint, of warmth filled her midsection, as all the tension of their lurid encounter with the strange plant experiment poured forth from their bodies with every jolt of seed into her depths—each one knocking a new ovum loose from her precociously mature ovaries to ensure her belly would swell with another one of his kitten’s.

Kan shuddered beneath him, the years long need finally coming to an end with a euphoric groan beneath the boy responsible. She flopped backwards, lounging against the vine mat next to their equipment, just as the cub’s lips chased hers in another embrace... Holding her closely as his balls continued to pump forth, until a small trickle of seed escaped from her fertile cavern and down his rod to spill out and over his fuzzy spheres...
Level Up! Level 14 Breeder achieved!

Endurance Up! 17 -> 18!
Charisma Up! 26 -> 28!

Cock Size Up! 9.2 -> 9.3!
Nuts Size Up! 2.25 -> 2.28!
Virility Up! 29 -> 30!
Impregnation Chance Up! 335% -> 345%!

Stamina 18/18

Effect Activated: Enduring Lover!
Effect Removed: Duty of the Chosen!
Rennard extracted his lips from the kitten’s a moment later, finally letting his body slump on top of hers with three-orgasms worth of afterglow, whilst she nestled in against him with half-a-young-lifetime’s worth of heat finally being quenched.

“Ahem.” Kimi’s voice beckoned both the kit and kitten to glance up, looking at the vixen presenting her normal appearance to both her sibling and his latest conquest. “The rest of the party is starting to get worried... You should probably think of how to clean yourselves up sooner rather than later... Unless you want to give up the game already~”

“Holy shit, a talking animal.” Kan chimed in, causing Rennard to snicker while cuddling in against her front.

Quest: Conquer the Mage’s Tower
Objective: Help the White Phantom’s defeat the Necromancer ruling from the Tower’s lowest floor.
Bonus: Breed every member of the White Phantoms (2/4)
Bonus: Fertilize the Coitus Flowers leftover from the Archmage’s Experiments. ✓
