[Relationship (Rhea)]
[Weird Power (Extreme): Failure]
[Charm (Extreme): Success]
You wake up in Rhea’s arms—you’re the little spoon this time. Her breath is warm on your neck, but there’s an unevenness to it that suggests she’s awake—that, and she’s holding you a little tighter than a sleeping woman would.
A thought occurs.
“Hey, Rhea?” you murmur.
Her breath catches. “Yes, my love?”
“‘Bout last night,” you say, tongue still heavy from sleep. “I really liked the way you got dressed up for me, but hope y’know it was you I really enjoyed. The way, um. You looked. Flattering, and, um. Different. And you tasted amazing.” You snuggle a little more into her—she’s so warm. “Really like the noises you make when we’re all cozy, too. The cute ones. And the way you were smiling last night, right before bed. Really cute—and, I dunno, it’s nice seeing this side of you.” You raise her hand to your lips and kiss her knuckles. “Love you.”
[Relationship (Rhea)]
You feel her relax. “Ah.” She laughs a little. “Well… I am glad to hear it, my love.”
[Charm (Moderate): Success]
She was a little worried, but she had it under control.
[Charm (Sublime): Failure]
Absolutely under control. And it was definitely about Edelgard, and nothing deeper.
[Weird Power (Sublime): Success]
[Relationship (Seiros)]
This side of… me?
I… Shez. Shez, I… I wonder if you understand what that means to me. To Rhea, who has so long stood alone. To Seiros, who lay dormant until my wrath awakened her—and then, you snuffed it out.
[Relationship (The Penitent One)]
I was undone.

—

I held you within me, at my mercy, my stomach already warded against your kind’s unholy ability to survive—to retreat into your foul mockery of a Crest Stone and remain undigested. You would meet your end in mere moments, and you knew it. 
That you relaxed, however… To a creature such as you, facing her final end after all this time, that desperate fear would be overwhelming. You would struggle.
[Swords (Sublime): Success]
Your movements had lacked the fluidity of one who has spent centuries in battle. That cannot be hidden.
[Vore (Sublime): Success]
And as I devoured you whole, you had struggled in vain—without the strength and skill necessary to have seen you through the ages.
“I don’t know much about it myself,” you said, relaxing even further. “I’ll tell you all I know, of course. Though, you could’ve just asked.”
[Charm (Sublime): Success]
The truth, unmistakably.
My words failed me.
“So, I told you I lost everyone six months ago,” you said. “That was my merc crew. Some of ‘em, like the captain, I knew all the way back from when I was a kid learning to swing a sword.”
[Charm (Sublime): Success]
The truth, absolutely—delivered with the detachment of one grown used to loss. Not over the centuries, not from the passage of time, but simply as an inevitability of life.
My chest ached. I rubbed your back without thinking—as I had so long wished to feel myself.
You relaxed. You relaxed.
Within me, a dam began to break.
“That must have been difficult,” I said—Seiros and Rhea and the Immaculate One, together.
“Well, yeah,” you said. “Though, that’s just merc life. You get used to it—people come and go, as long as you keep going yourself, you know?”
“I… Yes, I understand.”
[Charm (Sublime): Success]
I understood, and it was unavoidable: you have lost everything, time and time again. And while your loss was not as grand as—
Ah. You had never known your people—all that remain are a handful of bitter, cruel ghosts in stolen bodies—but is that any better?
Cruel? Who was I, your armor strewn across my reception hall, to judge?
“Right,” you said, before I could contain my scattering thoughts—before I could find the mask to wear. “So my captain had the bright idea to go for glory against someone called the Ashen Demon. That’s not her real name, of course—just a merc thing. My friend Getz called her… Byleth?”
Everything came apart. “Byleth?”
“Violet, yeah,” you said.
“Ah. Forgive me. Please, continue.”
I could not muster the will to be Seiros, to wrest the truth from you with steel in my words and fire on my tongue.
“So our job was to deal with this big, famous crew—at least around those parts.”
And yet—
“Jeralt the Blade Breaker.”
“Jeralt.” This was beyond coincidence.
“Heard of him?”
In that moment, already between masks, I was undone.
[Charm (Trivial): Failure]
[Saint Seiros]
I needed to know. You would tell me, or you would perish in agony!
[The Immaculate One]
“I… suppose I have, yes,” I hissed. “Tell me: did any among his company have hair or eyes similar to my own? The bright green, marking the blessing of the Saints?”
[Archbishop Rhea]
That was beyond unkind.
“Not that I saw,” you said.
“I see,” was all I could manage. A failure to take hold, then—but the child had lived, and with the vigor that my dear Sitri had lacked. My legs grew weak, and so in a daze I walked to my parlor.
“I don’t suppose you saw the man himself?” I asked, the formal tone of Rhea slipping away—but in favor of what?
“Nope,” you said. “Good thing, too: the Ashen Demon took care of my captain”—the woman you had known so long—“like she was nothing. By the time I got there, the Demon had already churned her up. I didn’t stand a chance, either: she’s a hell of a swordswoman, and—well, down I went.” You shuddered, within me. “Into what was left of Captain Berling.”
[Relationship (Shez)]
At some point, I had taken a seat. I began to comfort you as best I could—though it would never be enough.
[Saint Seiros]
I took your people: regardless of their guilt, you are innocent—and alone, just as I was.
No: more alone. The Immovable One and the Windcaller yet remain, albeit in seclusion. I found Seteth and Flayn. I built a life here. 
[Archbishop Rhea]
I took those close to you: I am not my mother, not even now. This peace I uphold allows for misery upon misery.
[Relationship (Byleth)]
I created the Ashen Demon—heedless of what one with such power might do. Sitri demanded it, but it had been my hand that so thoroughly ruined you. It had been Jeralt who spirited her away, but I could not blame him. It had been Byleth whose sword and stomach ended them, but I could not blame her.
[The Immaculate One]
I would have snuffed out the last ember of your hope. I would have ended you in pain, after a lifetime—however short—of misery so pervasive that you could not question its inevitability. Your casual acceptance served to cast it into even starker contrast with my hopes for this land, giving me clarity I had not known that I lacked—clarity eroded by the centuries.
I had known, and yet I had not understood.
[The Penitent One]
Never again. Never again would I allow you to suffer.
It would never be enough, and yet it was all I could offer.
Now, however…
[Seiros]
Shez, I love you dearly. Please, stay with me. Please.
[Rhea]
Do not disappear into the flow of time.
Please.
I need you.
I need you.

—

“My love?” Rhea asks, snapping you out of what must have been a dream.
[Weird Power]
It wasn’t a dream—but you can’t say what it was.
[Relationship (Arval)]
The place between dream and reality? Wasn’t that what they called it? You thought that was a dream at first, too.
[Divine Revelation (Rhea’s True Identity)]
[Divine Revelation (Byleth’s Nature)]
[Divine Revelation (For You, Shez)]
Shez’s weird power can reveal things via its sensitivity to Sublime Crests and the projected will within them as she grows closer to the bearer—as well as by other means. A success will always reveal the truth, and a Sublime success will allow her to retain the knowledge—but in the light of day, she’s less certain.
Still, the thoughts are there, and they’ll not only influence what she might say or how she might interpret a situation, they’ll give her bonuses to related insights.
You’ll have options at the end of every chapter to either dismiss these revelations, investigate them—or act.
For the moment, though…
[Relationship (Rhea)]
[Divine Revelation (For You, Shez)]
You realized it the other night, when you asked: whatever caused Rhea to become close to you isn’t really why she grew to love you, or why she loves you now. That’s all you.
But it’s still there, and it’s pain.
[Charm (Easy): Success]
“Rhea, I’m so glad we met,” you say. “Not used to things breaking lucky for me, y’know?”
[Relationship (Hapi)]
[Her Sword]
“Means a lot, that you—that we’re helping the folks down in Abyss.”
[Relationship (Monica)]
“And taking the fight to the, um. Darkness.”
“That… Shez, I am overjoyed to hear it.”
[Relationship (Rhea)]
“I know, Rhea,” you say. “I love you. Still figuring out what that means, sure, but hey. I’m here, and I’m…”
[Divine Revelation (For You, Shez)]
“I’m not going anywhere.”
Crests give strength and longevity, right?
[Divine Revelation (Rhea’s True Identity)]
And maybe from the source…
[Weird Power: Extreme (Failure)]
Nah, that’d just be a Major Crest.
“Just” a Major Crest.
Rhea holds you tight. “Shez,” she murmurs, “might I…?”
“Hm?”
“It is yet early. Perhaps, rather than train, might we savor this moment?”
[Divine Revelation (For You, Shez)]
[Charm (Sublime): Success]
“This moment.”
There’s weight to the way she said that. She’s terrified of losing you—and she very nearly did, just last night.
She knows that she will lose you, one day, to the flow of time.
[Relationship (Rhea)]
“Love that,” you say. “It’s really nice, getting a chance to. So…”
“Yes?” Her lips are at your neck.
“Make love to me?”
She laughs, bright and warm. “That is not the particular phrase I might expect from you, and yet I find it all the more endearing.”
You begin to squirm as she cups your breast and works a thigh between your own. “Guess you’re rubbing off on me,” you say as she starts doing just that against the small of your back.
[Relationship (Rhea)]
She snorts out a laugh.
Rhea. Snorts.
You both collapse into a fit of giggles. At some point, she turns you on your back, looks deep into your eyes, and…
[Weird Power (Sublime): Success]
They turn to slits.
[Divine Revelation (Rhea’s True Identity): Bolstered]
It’s not a trick of the light, but it passes after a moment.
[Relationship (Rhea)]
Who cares? You’re the one who turns pale and grows those little horn thingies.

A: The slit pupils?
1. You don’t mind. She’s gorgeous no matter what.
2. They’re Rhea’s, so they’re wonderful.
3. They’re Rhea’s, so they’re wonderful—and they’re pretty on their own.
4. They’re Rhea’s, so they’re wonderful—and they’re pretty on their own. Hot, too.

B: And if she turned into a dragon, right here and now? Putting aside that she’d destroy the bedroom and possibly squish you, that is.
Choose as many as you’d like.
1. You’d be absolutely terrified.
This doesn’t mean Shez can’t find it hot—it’s Shez.
2. You’d slide right down her throat.
3. You’d boop her on the snoot, and scritch wherever feels nice to get scritched.
4. You’d kiss her on the snoot.
5. You’d rub yourself off against her.
6. It’d just be hot, period.
7. You’d want to go flying with her.

Then, your lips are against one another’s, your hand is in her hair, your tongues are probing and licking, your hot breath comes with gasps and moans—the both of you—and then she climbs on top of you.
It’s safe—you were already taking the regimen from Manuela before all this—and you want her. You spread your legs, and the kiss breaks as she lines herself up and slides into you.
“Rhea—!” you cry—and again as she nibbles at your neck. Her own muffled cry grows higher and whinier as your lips pull her ear. This isn’t your usual kind of sex—but when it hits, it hits.
And it hits. Rhea hilts and grinds against you, and you wrap your legs around her to make sure she stays put and keeps at it.
She does, and the pressure against your cunt is just as wonderful as the gentle feeling of fullness. You rock your hips counter to hers, dig your fingernails into her back—
[Divine Revelation (Rhea’s True Identity)]
—since there’s no way a woman like her doesn’t like a little scratching—and she does, of course. It’s nearly unintelligible, but you can’t help but notice your name on her lips as more and more of her kisses become nibbles, then light bites—and you encourage her each time by crying out her name.

—

The two of you made love well past dawn, and when you descend to the reception hall together, you’ve got your kit all done up, for once. Tits in, full collar snapped closed. Gotta cover the bite marks, and all.
As for Rhea, her robe and mantle cover her back, and her hair covers her ears—but you know how she looks underneath. Marked with tooth and nail, just like you.
Yours.
Hers.

C: It’s time to start thinking about it: Arval.
This choice won’t take effect immediately—it’s cumulative, and will recur.
Choose as many as you’d like. 
1. You need to tell her, for your own sake. Guilt.
2. She deserves to know.
3. You want to tell her.
4. You want to respect Arval’s wishes.
5. You’re worried about just who Arval is.

D: Divine Revelation (Rhea’s True Identity)
1. Try and put it out of your mind.
2. Roll it over in your head, but don’t do anything about it—and keep an eye out for more evidence.
3. Ask Rhea about it, but don’t demand any answers—just tell her what’s on your mind. In the meantime, continue thinking about it and keeping an eye out.
4. Confront Rhea. Demand she tells you what she knows.
[Locked] Put it out of your mind for good. It’s still too vivid, it’ll take time to get it out of your head.


E: Divine Revelation (Byleth’s Nature)
1. Put it out of your mind for good.
2. Roll it over in your head, but don’t do anything about it—and keep an eye out for more evidence.
3. Ask Rhea about it, but don’t demand any answers—just tell her what’s on your mind. In the meantime, continue thinking about it and keeping an eye out.
4. Tell her you’ve given up on hunting down the Ashen Demon—because it’s just not important, and you’re confident in your strength, her own, and that of your allies. (Optionally, ask her as well)
5. Tell her you’ve given up on hunting down the Ashen Demon—because she seemed to know Jeralt. (Optionally, ask her as well)
6. Tell her you’ve given up on hunting down the Ashen Demon—for both of those reasons. (Optionally, ask her as well)
[Locked] Confront Rhea. Demand she tells you what she knows. Not yet. You’re just not sure enough.

F: Divine Revelation (For You, Shez)
1. Roll it over in your head, but don’t do anything about it—and pay close attention to how she says things.
2. Roll it over in your head, but don’t do anything about it—and pay close attention to how she says things. Use the insight to keep soothing Rhea’s doubts as best you can.
[Locked] Ask Rhea about what you saw. You’re not sure it was real: it feels like a half-remembered dream, and you can’t prove to yourself you didn’t just make it up. Not yet.
[Locked] Confront Rhea about what you saw. You’re not sure it was real: it feels like a half-remembered dream, and you can’t prove to yourself you didn’t just make it up.
[Locked] Roll it over in your head, but don’t do anything about it—and pay close attention to how she says things. Use the insight to confront Rhea about whether she really loves you for you. You’ve seen too much that points to her feelings being at least a little disentangled from guilt, but you’ll keep an eye out for signs to the contrary automatically.
[Locked] Try to it put of your mind. It fits too well with what you’ve noticed.

Next time, for sure, we’ll finish the free time choices from several chapters ago and then set up for the first real missions! Yippee!

Traits
Swords: B
Shez excels with swords—either one or two—even though she’s seen just how far she has to grow. Again. It helps that she’s been taken under the wings of the strongest swordswoman she’s ever met—unless the Ashen Demon has more tricks of her own.
Dark Magic: D
Shez is alright with dark magic. She can somewhat reliably use Mire B.
Weird Power: C+ (up from C)
Shez is adept with her weird power. She can flit around—including out of a belly, as long as she’s not too tired. She can manage a decent burst of enhanced strength and speed, and has learned to mete out her power with some skill.
She’s starting to see.
Vore: C
Shez is adept at vore. She can use it as soon as an opportunity presents itself, although it may leave her exposed if there are other enemies around. She knows better than to pay attention to how nice and warm it can feel to sit in a belly, but sometimes she does anyway. There’s no chance she can manage multiple prey at once, but she may be ready to learn.
Charm: B
Shez excels at charm—in her way. People tend to like her, and she tends to come off as sincere, if somewhat blunt. She could sell a lie, depending on the person, but she isn’t really used to it. She can figure out what people are really talking about a little better, since she spends so much time trying to read Rhea and Edelgard—as she told Dimitri, you learn more when you fail.

Faction Reputation
Adrestia: Uncertain. For the moment, at least, Edelgard seems to fear Shez.
Faerghus: Positive. Rescuing Dimitri got her foot in the door, then her sincere advice made an impression on the man. Faerghus has close ties to the Central Church and widely reveres Saint Seiros, and now that Shez has sworn an oath, she is likely to find allies among the devout.
Leicester: Slightly positive. Rescuing Claude got her foot in the door, but she hasn’t spent much time with the Deer.
Church: Very Positive. Alois had already mitigated the damage Shez had caused with her preddy vorniness, and then Rhea gave her a Knighthood—and more.

Overall Impression
Temperance: Slightly wrathful. She made a show of enjoying Kronya, sanctioned or not—and any who would cross her will keep that in mind.
Valor: Courageous. In her only two showings in battle, Shez has leapt into danger without hesitation. Alois’ embellishment has helped.
Sinister Power: Slight. The few that have seen it in action mostly aren’t bothered by it, but Shez has cut loose.
Predator: Neutral. Shez has been seen with a full belly, but in the company of Alois. Moreover, her actions were publicly sanctioned by the crown princess of Adrestia. In general, people do not fear being grabbed and gurgled just to sate her hunger.

Allies, Friends, and More
Arval: Partner in Destiny. They’re ride-or-die.
Rhea: Sworn Sword and Knight to her Lady and Teacher—and lovers, happily in love. Rhea is beginning to open up, little by little, and Shez is starting to put things together.
Seteth: Co-workers (positive). He’s definitely not glad she’s here, but he’s up front about it—but swearing her Oaths has probably eased his mind. They can talk without butting heads.
Flayn: Friends!
Alois: Very good friends. They get along well, and Alois will gladly vouch for her. Alois will be very glad to call her a comrade in arms.
Catherine: Rivals, friends, and fellow Swords—even if Catherine’s isn’t a formal title. Shez impressed her with both skill and humility—and eagerness to improve.
Shamir: Acquaintances (positive) and vore training partners.
Jeritza: Acquaintances.
Edelgard: Friends, just needs some patching up after spooking her.
Hubert: Acquaintances. He’s difficult to read.
Ferdinand: Acquaintances (positive). He respects her valor.
Monica: Aquaintances (slightly positive). She didn’t hide her jealousy about Shez’s position vis-à-vis Edelgard, but she is grateful that Kronya is dead.
Dorothea: Possibly a friend.
Petra: Acquantances, and fellow swordswomen.
Caspar: Acquaintances. He respects her strength.
Bernadetta: Acquaintances? She’s skittish.
Dimitri: Acquaintances.
Ingrid: Acquaintances.
Sylvain: Acquaintances.
Claude: Acquaintances.
Yuri: Trusted allies. You navigated a tricky situation together.
Balthus: Acquaintances. No hard feelings, you both get it.
Hapi: Friends and formerly casual lovers. She and Shez patched things up.
Constance: Acquaintances (positive). She’s warmed up a little.

Enemies
Byleth: …
Kronya: Resolved. Shez digested her during the Black Eagles’ rescue of Monica.





