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Chapter End.

The Sparkling one emerged at the bonfire once more. A sense of literal loss assailed his weary bones. The dark surroundings did not help, and the bonfire’s warmth had gotten too cold for him. Yet the fault laid in his blade and the way he had handled it. 

A simple taste of greed had led to utter defeat. He had farmed enough souls for multiple levels, but unnecessarily kept at it, gathering more, and thinking about the firekeeper in his head. Then, with the sudden wind of stun-lock, he had lost them all and faced the cold reality of death once again.

Now he simply wished to go back to the firelink shrine and bury himself inside the fire keeper that he longed after.

He had the choice to give up on all his souls, but wouldn’t it be disappointing to return to her with nothing to give as a present? He had been away for so long and his body missed her deeply. Surely, the same applied to her, a fellow prisoner bound to the flame.

Thus, clutching his fist with his passion for the firekeeper within it, he solemnly walked towards the elevator to his right. 

He almost fell into the void because he had forgotten to activate the elevator back. So he had to pull the lever back and wait for what felt like a frustrating hour.

As he waited, he thought about what the firekeeper might be up to right now. Was she waiting for him? Was she worried? Did she pleasure herself while thinking about him, just like he did on lonely nights?

The more he thought about her perfectly-shaped body, the more the erection in his light-weight trousers became uncomfortable. He wanted to yank it out, escape into his mind, and jerk off to the imagination of the firekeeper’s bare flesh.

He would steal her lips there, plant kisses all over her burned hands, and ram his cock into her plump ass. His frustration, lust, greed, victory, defeat, and his greed would all be planted inside her womb. 

But then he would regain his strength from her embrace and touch the darkness within her all night long. 

–The elevator had already settled in its place. The masked ashen one looked around him in embarrassment, sighed in relief at having found no one there, and stepped onto the elevator.

The worst part was how long it took just to get to his destination. It was tempting to swing his weapon around a bit, but the memories of him falling off like a stupid madman prevented so. 

When the elevator finished its duty, the ashen one stepped out and immediately ran to the rooftops. Up there, in the farthest place, he glimpsed the green glow of the accumulation of his souls. And up top were the three ascended winged knights, waiting for anyone to step under them. 

He checked his fingers and made sure he had the covetous silver serpent(plus 3) there. 

Then he moved to the right, climbed the stairs, and slowly walked under the position of two ascended winged knights. He strained his ears and waited for the audio cue, then ran away the moment he heard it. 

Two ascended winged knights landed at the place he had just been. One of them held two hilariously tiny axes in his hands and patrolled the area. He waited for that one and began the buffing process.

First was the sunlight sword and its skill which gave him an important increase to his damage. After that came the deep protection miracle and then the dark blade buff to his lothric knight sword. 

The patrolling knight agro-ed on him the moment the buffing was done with. It stretched its arms, then stepped towards him quicker than one would expect from a large enemy like that. 

He rolled and...got hit.

Without an ember, his bare health tanked the hit and he lost half of it to the double ax strike from the knight. 

Various possibilities ran through his head; all of them abysmal. He ran back in panic and the knight capitalized with the same exact attack.

It was now or never. 

The Sparkling one rolled and...perfectly dodged the hit. He quickly circled to the knight’s back and carried out the backstab he needed. His dark blade imbued lothric knight sword chunked a large part of the knight’s health. 

Giving his blessings to the ring that gave him such a boost in his critical damage, he quickly charged a heavy attack.

It struck the moment the knight recovered from his knockdown. 

Now, just like it always was, the knight floated and called for the divine pillars of light. 

The Sparkling one quickly got himself a light attack, but was instantly hit by a pillar. It got him down to ten points of health and launched him off his feet.

However, the knight barely had any health left. It was the miniscule decision of either taking the chance for the final blow, or running away to recover his health.

The Sparkling one chose the first.

He rolled the instant he could recover from his knockdown and delivered a rolling light attack just when the knight was about to strike. 

It was his attack that connected and it was his definite victory. The knight fell, shattered, and became his soul. The ashen one gave a long dignified bow for this close battle.

If only he could notice that his tiny mistake in spacing had caused the second knight to agro onto him.

The swinging halberd came from the back and took him down faster than he could react.

....

He emerged at the bonfire once more. This time he had absolutely nothing, not even the chance to regain his soul.

He walked away from the bonfire and pulled the lever of the elevator. Because, after all, the long passionate gift he wanted to give to the firekeeper held the utmost priority to him.

So up he went, ready to grind for as long as necessary.

Such was his extremely horny resolve and the only resolve that had guided him to victory over every obstacle.
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“AH,” THE SWEET-AND-pure voice of the woman emerged the moment he warped back to the firelink shrine.

Dressed in the slick-black outfit of a maiden, the firekeeper kept a hand to her mouth as she turned to his presence in surprise.

“Sparkling one,” there was deep emotion in her voice. It was like the tone of someone meeting a person they had never thought they would meet again.

Perhaps he had gone to his farming for longer than he had thought.

But for now his eyes were glued to her alluring body. The way the slick-black dress stuck so closely to her shape was maddening. There were many instances where he had simply torn them off her body and he thought that this was one of those times.

Her light-blond hair, like the color of ash, was cleansed.

She carried herself with pure dignity, and it was her blindfold mask that gave more sexual impact to her face than there would be. 

“Thy have returned sparkling one,” with her hands near her womb, she did a curt bow. 

He, in turn, rushed towards her, unable to contain himself any longer. His sudden approach threw her aback.

“S- sparkling one?” She questioned as he reached out an ungloved hand towards her. Her lovely mouth was agape and a trail of nervous sweat went down her right cheek. 

He placed his index finger right at her navel, then slowly dragged a line upwards and stopped at the middle of her tightly dressed chest. 

“I see,” she understood his desires, but still held the dignified innocence he liked about her. “I am thine, Sparkling one. And thy have come to recover thy strength through what little comfort my b-body can provide, have thee not?”

He noticed the outline of her increasingly hard nipples through her tight black dress. He brushed his palm against her left breast and from her mouth emerged a sudden gasp.

This simple motion seemed to have caused her a great deal of pleasure. Perhaps she had indeed been waiting for her champion of ash. 

He continued to brush her nipple with his palm, slowly rotating it in different directions. Then he groped her breast. The size was far from being small, but it wasn’t unnecessarily big. It was ideal, soft, and supple even through the cloth. 

She quickly shut her mouth with her hand to hide away the trembling gasps she vented.

However, he grabbed her hand and gently took it off her mouth, exposing the moist breaths coming out from her mouth. He nudged his thumb under her bottom lip and carefully lined its length. He knew just where he wanted her soft lips to be at, and conveyed that desire to her through simple touch.

“I understand. However, we must change the place. Right now, e-everyone may hear us.”

He did not care about the observance of outsiders. To show her his needed release, he took her burned hand and guided it to the outside of his trousers, where his raging erection threatened to break free.

Her cheeks flushed the moment she touched the outline of his cock.

“Such vigor,” she said in an almost sensual tone. “More than that, I can sense that thy have brought a tremendous amount of souls today. Is it a gift for me, Sparkling one?”

In response, he groped her breast, lightly pushing his fingers, and pulling at her breast. 

“Hnh~!” Such a lovely moan made him push her hand hard against his cock. He moved it desperately, making her hand stroke his cock through his trouser. 

He needed this badly, and she finally seemed to understand the urge. 

“Then it shall be my honor to do everything to please thee, Sparking one.”

He took his hands off her and observed as she gracefully bent down on her knees. Her face and her hot breaths caressed the bulge in his pants.

She put her hands on either side of his pants and slowly pulled them down together with his underwear.

The scraping sounded for only a little and then his cock dangled free, the tip nudging her nose. The substantial amount of pent-up pre-cum dangled down the tip and landed on her bottom lip. 

Her gasps made his cock throb, and he pushed it against her face, pushing it against her nose and prodding her to pleasure him in his haste. 

The prominent smell took over the sweet yet undead fragrance of the firekeeper, but she was the opposite of being bothered by it. 

Her blindfolded face was transfixed on the tiny layer of sweat all over his shaft.

“Thy seemed to have waited for long. Do not worry, Sparkling one. I shall make sure to satisfy thee to the best of my ability.”

With one hand she cupped his balls, while the other softly wrapped around his slick shaft. Her fingers gently pushed his balls upwards, then slowly massaged them in circular motions.

She let his balls settle atop her palm and carried it there.

Meanwhile, her other hand stroked the length of his shaft in increasingly rapid motions. She started with an excruciatingly gentle speed, but adjusted it as he began to thrust his hips in want for more.

She stroked more length with each consecutive motion, and her fingers started to brush against the frenulum; touching it and leaving it wanting for more.

The movements of her strokes were practiced and his grateful pre-cum kept painting her lips like a soft cream. She made due with it, using her tongue to taste the flavor of his pre-cum, then softly blowing breaths at his tip as a reward.

He placed a hand against her lovely face and used the other to softly brush her hair. She smiled as he nudged her cheek, and giggled as he tickled the
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