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This book contains sexual content. It is not intended for anyone under the age of adulthood. All characters depicted in sexual situations herein are over 18 of age. It is not to be used as an informational guide to any type of sex or sexual education. Reader discretion is advised.

This book features the following kinks: transformation, teratophilia, light femdom.

One of the characters in this book is an intersex man with ambiguous genitalia (as do some intersex people in real life.) This book does not feature any futanari, Salmacian, or otherwise bigenital character with a fully functional penis and vagina. 
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The day after the world does not end, the hero’s party gets into the demon king's pantry to throw the biggest feast known to man.

"To the world!" The leader roars, bringing a cup of wine above her head. A dozen people yell in unison, frantically tearing through the various barrels of alcohol. One of the mages seems determined to mix every ale available in a single glass. Two warriors are trying to contain a barrel from spilling, the container split open by an overzealous axe. 

Oli is not among them. She is with the second half of the group, cutting massive slices of meat out of a roasted boar. This is the quieter part of the room, though not by much. Even the most taciturn person would have a hard time containing their joy after literally saving the world.

"This, this is so good." A paladin shovels bread inside her mouth. "This is so good."

Her hands are trembling.

It is understood by all that the feast is not the best part of the night. Their survival is.

Oli's hands are still as she eats, but it would be a lie to say that her only concerns lie in eating at the moment. This... has been such a long journey. Certainly, she wasn't the one who formed this party, nor was she anywhere near the first ones to get recruited. But she has still been traveling with them for nearly a year. She's got to know them, love some of them, hate some of them, bury some of them. This whole event, right now, this very feast is a microcosm of everything she's gone through until now.

And tonight is the last night this will happen.

What an odd thought.

"So, what will you guys do after all this?"

She doesn't know who asks this first. It doesn't really matter. The question spreads, passed around from strangers to friends to coworkers, spawning small discussions around the feast.

"So, what will you guys do after all this?"

"I shall go back to serve my King. What else?" A knight replies, slumped over a chair. "I have more than proved my valor. I am sure to be rewarded handsomely."

"I think I'll stay in this Castle for a bit," says one of the mages, trailing a hand across the table. "Dark magic is so poorly known. Studying the ways of the Demon King will allow us to come up with more counterspells in the future."

Oli mulls on her answer for a bit. What does one do, after saving the world? What does one do, after traveling through a dozen countries, after joining the biggest hero party in history, after participating in something so much grander than themself? 

Eventually, she settles on: "I'm just going to go home. Fighting really isn't for me. I miss my garden."

Someone perks up next to her. "Oh, are you going back to the Mist Plains?"

Oli is proud to say she does not flinch. She has perfect control over her expression, her smile, down to the crinkle of her eyes. It comes with the shapeshifting. When one has the ability to make themself look young or old at will, it is laughably easy to hide emotions as well.

"I've always wanted to go there, it's a shame the frontier controls are so strict." An archer bemoans.

Someone else, less aware or perhaps ruder, elbows Oli in the ribs. "I heard that anyone who sees a sipel's true form must be put down on the spot for the offense. Is that true?"

"There are hardly any records of what sipels look like when they are not actively shapeshifting. I would not be surprised if that were the case."

"That's silly. Obviously-"

"Oli!"

She looks up at the call of her name. A hand reaches out to close on her elbow. Her gaze trails over that brown arm, then over leather armor, all the way to a familiar face. "Hak?"

Hakarin, for it is him, smiles up at her. "I've been looking everywhere for you. Come with me?"

Well, look at that. An excuse to get out of the current conversation? Oh, don't mind if she indulges! Oli sets her plate to the side, then follows him through the crowd. Someone calls out for her, but soon any talk of sipels and Mist Plains are far behind her.

Hakarin pulls her outside the feast altogether, into the castle's hallways. Being on the shorter side makes it easy for him to leave without drawing much attention. Oli shrinks her body to match his, and together, they walk far enough that neither of them can hear the party anymore. 

Away from people, Oli finds it much easier to speak. "Did you need anything, Hak" 

"Ah, erhm." Hakarin stops walking. He looks back at her, then glances down. "Well, your arms..."

Oli follows his gaze. She can't help but wince when she notices the issue; her arm hair had grown out, going from a light fuzz to a dense bush. A very obvious tell of her discomfort. Most people pay attention to the face to read emotions, so Oli has a tendency to overlook what the rest of her body is doing when she wants to hide any discomfort.

Hakarin brings a hand up to rub the back of his neck. "I just... I thought you'd appreciate being bailed out of that conversation." 

He's right; she does appreciate it tremendously. The adventure to defeat the Demon King was much unlike those tales bards sing. While most people in the group are at least on speaking terms with each other, Oli only remembers the name of about half of them, and could count on one hand those she considers herself truly close to.

Hakarin is one of the few Oli would wholeheartedly call a friend. And considering how good he is at picking up her emotions, she thinks she can safely say this is reciprocated.

"Thanks." She takes his hands in hers "Do you mind if we walk around for a bit? I've done enough socializing for the day."

He flashes a smile her way. "No problem. We've barely seen any of this castle. Let's explore."

No one notices the two of them sneaking away. Why would they? The feast is infinitely more interesting than two figures wandering in the hallways. 

"You know," Hakarin speaks up while rounding a corner, "I have been thinking about traveling some more after all of this. If it's fine with you, I could... accompany you home?"

"That would be lovely." Softly, Oli finds herself smiling. The party will disband come morning light, but that doesn't mean she has to cut ties with everyone immediately. She can linger with a friend some more.

"Great! Great great great." Hakarin squeezes her hand. "I know I can't go all the way with you, since the Mist Plains are closed to non-sipels. But I'll stay with you for as long as I can. It will be fun! We can-"

"I don't come from the Mist Plains."

Hakarin stumbles on his steps.

"You... don't?"

Oli shakes her head. That's not a topic she likes to bring up around strangers; it makes her feel inadequate, as if none of the molds offered to her fitted her. But this is no stranger. This is Hakarin. She's been keeping mum on her personal life for this entire adventure, she might as well explain herself now.

"I come from Bizao. I was adopted by humans when I was very young. I've never seen another sipel in my life, let alone set foot in the Mist Plains."

Hakarin stares at her for a few seconds, then squeezes her hand again. "I see. Then I get to walk you all the way home. Bizao won't refuse entry to one of the saviors of the world, will it?"

"Walk me home." Oli can't help a snort at the wording. "You sound like a beau speaking about their paramour."

He hurriedly looks away from her. His skin is too dark to blush, but it doesn't take a genius to tell that he is embarrassed. "Y-You know I didn't mean it like that!"

Aw, he's so easy to fluster. Usually, this is the part where Oli would giggle, and then free him of his suffering by changing the subject. Cute as he is like this, she doesn't want to genuinely make him uncomfortable.

But...

They just defeated the Demon King. Today, the world has not ended. Today, history was made.

This isn't quite the usual night, is it? 

"Would you like to be?"

Hakarin's head snaps back towards her, eyes widening. "I'm... sorry?"

"My lover." She reaches over to set her palm on his cheek. His skin is hot against her fingers. "Would you like to be?"

He stares up at her. A second passes. Two.

Slowly, he nods.

She's the one to kiss him. For a second, he doesn't seem to know how to react to that- but then, slowly, he brings his arms up to wrap them around her neck.

"Shall we look for a bed?" She breathes out when their lips part.

Hakarin nods frantically.

It isn't too hard to find a bedroom; this is a castle, after all. Hakarin fumbles with the lock for a moment, then turns to kiss Oli until she tumbles on the bed. It's nothing fancy, most likely a servant room, but it is more than enough for their purpose.

"Hak," Oli breathes out against his lips, fingers laced behind his neck. "So, what's your type of woman?"

"Uh." He blinks above her, clearly still kiss-drunk. "You?"

She laughs at that answer. Her friend is stupid cute. "I'm a sipel, Hak. I can shapeshift. I'm asking if you want me to take a specific face. I won't be offended by your answer, I'm the one offering."

Understanding dawns on him. He stares at her for a couple seconds, likely considering his options. Then: "Well, I... have been curious as to your true form."

... Ah.

"I mean!" Hakarin sits down. "I know it's sort of... illegal? Or maybe scary? Legends about sipels are all a bit vague on the subject. So really, if you don't want to, it's a hundred percent okay-"

"It's fine, Hak. It's a sweet sentiment." Oli sits up, shaking her head. "That's the one face I can't show you, though."

Hakarin frowns. "... You know I don't care what you look like, right? Well, maybe it will
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