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One

 

Steve sighed and shook his head, staring out at the vast, empty plain before him.

“The fuck did I agree to this?” he muttered.

“Because children make a family,” Lucia said from beside him.

Glancing over at the Fae princess, Steve was momentarily struck by her beauty.

Much as he always was when he looked at her.

Her wings were laid out over her back, calm and still. Her bright blond hair was pulled back behind her head with small wooden butterfly clips.

Those black eyes of hers were gazing down at the swaddled newborn cradled in her left arm.

Looking up from their son, Lucia gave him a wide smile.

“And little James will need siblings. Nia will be a good older sister to him, but he does also need those directly his own age,” said Lucia, “as well as younger ones.”

Glancing down from the Fae princess to the child, Steve felt a strange fluttering in his chest.

Mostly hairless, the baby looked asleep. Content in his warm world of blankets and a mother’s love.

“Besides, Gennie is a noblewoman. This covers all our needs,” Lucia murmured. “Gwen, Gennie, and myself. Three children, one from each level of society. They’ll all grow up together and think nothing of social norms.”

Nodding his head as he stared at James, Steve still didn’t know what to say.

Having three children so close together had scared him off from having any more.

Since impregnating Geneva, he’d made sure to keep his seed locked away from everyone else.

Lucia sighed and looked out at the open plain in front of them causing Steve to look up as well.

Farmhands and Witch-Knights were everywhere. They worked the fields, wandered around on patrol, or were off-duty. Some even likely on their day off.

“Hard to believe this is the Creeplands. That we’ve already made it… this,” Lucia noted. “So much hard work to get to this point and now it’s… it’s almost like a downhill slide now. The grass grows and spreads further on its own now. Trees are seeding and spreading without us having to do anything. Everything is coming to life.”

Nodding his head at that, Steve had to agree.

A great deal has changed in the Creeplands. But not everything.

There’s still a vast and empty countryside. We’ve barely reclaimed a fraction of a percentage. More than enough for us, but nowhere near enough to do anything to the Creep itself.

“—found several apple tree seedlings. All by their lonesome at the eastern edge,” Lucia said and then giggled to herself. “I, of course, immediately designated them as precious and gave them appropriate names. James, Robert, and Thomas.

“I figure we’ll plant an apple tree over there for every one of our lovely children.”

Steve raised his eyebrows at that. He hadn’t ever figured Lucia to be the sentimental type but it appeared she was.

Then again, she’s not been quite the same ever since she nearly died for me.

Definitely far more… mature?

A loud, low groan from the house behind them brought Steve back around to the reason they were sitting out here.

Geneva was currently in the process of birthing Thomas, his third-born child.

And third son.

No one could really explain to him how the midwife had known all the babies would be male, but he stopped doubting it after the second one.

Turning in his seat, Steve looked at the door and wondered if he should be going inside.

“She said she didn’t want you in there, and that’s her choice,” Lucia said, apparently picking his thoughts from his mind. “Besides, you were able to watch me give birth to our son. My gift to you as your royal wife. To watch my womb provide you an heir. Our prince.”

Steve’s thoughts flicked back to indeed having watched a very sweaty and distraught Lucia pushing their child out. Gwendolin and Geneva had both asked him to not be present for the births.

Geneva let out a low growling noise from inside, followed by a grunt and a whoosh of breath.

There was a soft smack, followed immediately by a baby crying.

“And the third son is born,” Lucia said followed by a dark chuckle. “The sons of Steve shall inherit everything.”

Glancing toward his Fae princess, Steve watched as the small woman lightly brushed a fingertip back and forth across James’ nose.

“The first to unite the commons in belief and desire. His brother to command the crowns and thrones, bending or breaking to the family will,” whispered Lucia in an almost dream-like voice. “And the third as a blaze upon the houses, burning all that do not listen to his fiery words.

“And then the three shall make one. And as one they will remake the world in their own vision. Culling the herd, cleansing the way, and blazing the trail.”

“Well, that’s not ominous or anything,” Steve muttered.

“What?” Lucia asked, lifting her eyes back up to him. The corners of her eyes crinkled as she looked at him curiously.

“Your little prophecy there. It was rather ominous in a way,” Steve repeated.

Lucia opened her mouth but said nothing.

“Lord Steve, please come and greet your son, Thomas,” called the midwife from inside.

Chuckling, Steve patted Lucia on the shoulder.

“You pull off that spooky princess thing too well, sometimes,” Steve said before heading into the cottage.

They’d had it put together to serve as a new mother’s retreat and nursery. Generally, Lucia and Gwendolin spent most of their time here in this four-bedroom home. The back of the home was reserved for birthing.

Or so the three women had established.

Geneva would likely be joining the other two here for a time, as well.

Her duties as the military governor kept her rather busy at the citadel city and Filch.

Entering the room, Steve found Geneva laid out in a bed. Held against her bare chest was a baby who was already eagerly sucking away at her nipple.

Geneva was more in line with the bestial races of the world, and less so a simple Human.

Cat-like ears stuck up from her messy and sweaty pale blond hair.  Both of those darker colored ears now turned toward him. Her face was quite pretty, almost too pretty.

Then her bright yellow eyes turned to him and he could practically feel the pride shining out of them like physical blows.

The alien beauty he’d come to admire in her cheeks, jaw, mouth, and eyes was on full display right now.

“We have a cub,” chuffed Geneva, who then rubbed her cheek against her newborn’s forehead. “As we discussed, he will be Thomas. Our firstborn. A son.”

Wandering over closer to Geneva, Steve glanced at the midwife.

“All was well, and will be well,” said the older woman. Steve would guess she was in her fifties with brown hair going towards gray and soft brown eyes.

Lucia had hired her specifically to come out to the farm and take care of their needs. Her, her daughters, and all their children had been brought out to the farm, where they were given work and a place of safety.

“Three sons, three births,” said the midwife with a chuckle. “You’re fortune-favored, Lord Steve. I’ve hardly seen three boys in a family in a handful of years, let alone three weeks.”

Forgot her damn name again.

“Thank you,” Steve said simply, nodding his head at the woman.

Packing up her things quickly, the midwife was gone in seconds. Apparently, it really had been an easy birth. Much more so than Lucia’s had been, it’d seemed.

Geneva let out a slow breath, her eyes slowly lidding, her cheek resting against the child’s brow.

“I’m a mother. We have a cub,” Geneva practically purred at him. Her right hand snuck out from beneath the blanket she’d been covered in and snatched up his left. “A son. Our firstborn is a son.”

Nodding his head, Steve smiled at the woman and did his best to look like he completely understood. Chances were that he didn’t quite fully grasp the significance behind having a son being born first.

He knew men were certainly far less in number than women in the world, but for all he knew, there was some type of omen about having a boy first.

Didn’t Gwendolin say having twins would be even better as a first mother?

Something like that I imagine.

“Thomas Bril, of House Gosti,” Geneva whispered. “Though… though, I think it’ll be House Bril in short order. Even before he reaches his maturity.”

Geneva’s eyes glowed for a second before she pulled on Steve’s hand. Drawing him next to her bedside.

Growling, the distinctly non-Human woman peered up at him.

“You and I will take over my house, and you will give me more cubs, as well,” demanded Geneva. “I find motherhood suits me. I will retire from the military after we return.”

“Ah… yeah. Yeah,” Steve said, not wanting to fight Geneva.

Slowly, his eyes moved back to Thomas.

Another son.

 

***

 

Stabbing down into the earth with his shovel, Steve paused and stood up straight.

“Ready?” asked a soft voice.

Glancing over his shoulder, he found Nia standing there with a bag in her hands.

“Yeah, gimmie a second,” Steve said with a chuckle. Nia had taken to being his personal assistant for his farm tasks. Wherever he went, she was bound to follow, it seemed.

“You’re such a good girl, Nia,” Kimor said from not far off. “Such a very good girl.”

“Thank you, Aun,” replied Nia primly.

Since they’d move to the Creeplands, Nia had lost a lot of her childish nature. The way she sounded out words and her speech patterns had drastically shifted as well.

By the day, Steve could see the young woman she was already shaping into. The young child was rapidly growing up.

“And cute,” Siena added with a grunt.

“Adorably so,” Felisa chimed in.

Rolling his eyes, Steve levered the back of his shovel upward, dislodging a large amount of dirt.

Turning, he looked at Nia and the women surrounding her.

Siena—the redheaded, green-eyed, half-ogre beauty—was looming over the little girl. Large, muscular, and built for combat, she looked like she was ready to fight.

Next to her was Kimor, the reindeer-kin. She was a step to the side, but seemed equally focused. Her golden-blond locks were pulled back into a single braid behind her head, her dark-blue eyes locked on Nia.

Both women were far too pretty, just like every other woman he knew. Even more so, since they weren’t commoners.

Each one looked like they wanted to pick up the small Siren and hug her to death.

“Nia, will you be a big sister to any children I have?” Beati asked, getting down on one knee in front of Nia.

Of his Witch-Knight lieutenants, Beati was more like Geneva and gravitated toward the Beastkin side of the equation. More so than the others.

Her nose was very narrow and almost seemed to have a point to it. Ears that sat atop her head, much like Geneva’s, made that point quite clear. They had a gray edge to them with a black interior that went well with her ashen-blond hair.

The nearly gray hair was finger length and was combed backward today with a set of hair clips. Her blue eyes could see only Nia at this moment.

“Course Aun, I told you I would,” Nia said, reaching out with one hand and patting the Raccoon girl’s cheek gently. “You already asked me. Felisa, too.”

Nia turned and looked toward the Banshee on the other side.

“Can you and Mama sing tonight again, Aun?” Nia asked.

The grim-looking brunette with dark-brown eyes gave Nia a small smile, making it quite obvious she was likely one of the prettier Witch-Knights.

“I’d like that, Nia. You’re… sure it didn’t make you sad, though? Listening to your mother and I?” Felisa asked.

“Course not! It was… it was like life. Sad and happy, both,” Nia said, grinning at the older woman. “You and Mama can sing together lots. And when you have a baby, I can sing with them!”

Leave it to the Banshee and the Siren to blend into one another like that.

“Hey, Sprout, ready for the seed over here,” Steve said, unable to really be angry.

His Witch-Knights doted on Nia because they liked her. Not because of him.

And that made him grateful to them.

Nia laughed and skipped forward. Reaching into her bag she pulled out a handful of seeds and dumped them into the hole.

“There!” she said quite happily.

Don’t need so many but… whatever. Makes her happy.

Steve used the shovel to drag the dirt back into the hole and then patted the top layer flat.

“Huh?” Nia asked, turning to one side and looking back toward the center of the farm.

Moving his gaze to follow Nia’s, Steve found Aubrey and Hiren coming toward him.

The two were as obvious as if they had signs above their heads.

Hiren was the captain of the Witch-Knights. Her short black hair and piercing green eyes marked her out from everyone else even at a glance.

Next to her walked Aubrey, the massive cat-girl brute who could never be overlooked. Dark-brown hair, blue eyes, and looking far too much like a prettier version of Linne Lynn, a woman Steve would go to the ends of the earth to kill.

The very thought of the woman, and the fact that she’d killed several of his wives, made him see red for several seconds.

“Ha, all done putting seed in?” Aubrey shouted before they were close enough to talk. “If you are, you can put your seed in me. You told me I’d be first and you still haven’t taken any of us to bed.”

Before Aubrey had even finished her first words, Beati had put her hands over Nia’s ears.

“Stupid brute,” Felisa grumbled.

Kimor, however, started to laugh at Aubrey’s comments. Siena looked amused, as well.

Of course, those two think she’s funny.

Hiren and Aubrey finally got close enough to have a non-shouting conversation.

“Yeah, I’ll plant it in your damn ear so you can grow a brain,” Steve said while pointing at Nia. “Language, remember?”

“Oh! Oh. Yeah, sorry,” Aubrey said and shrugged her broad shoulders. “I’m just really horny. You play with me too much and you won’t let me play with myself.”

Steve couldn’t deny that he often sought out Aubrey to avail himself of her beautiful mouth. It didn’t hurt that she always really got into it.

Clearing his throat, Steve looked at Hiren as Felisa dropped her hands.

“What’s up?” he asked. If she was here, it meant something had happened or changed. She was more often than not working with the other Witch-Knights and Jaina. Leaving the others to tend to Steve and whatever he needed.

“Queen sent a new military governor to replace Geneva,” Hiren said, her face tight and her mouth a flat line. “Along with an army. Geneva’s second won’t let anyone into the citadel or on the wall. Though I’m not sure about what’s going on with Filch or the farm.”

“I see,” Steve said. Then he nodded his head and shrugged. “Sounds like it’s time for us to take a trip back to Lamals. Start getting all the supplies ready. I’ll speak with Lucia and we’ll make the arrangements otherwise.”

Hiren looked at the rest of the women, then made a hooking thumb gesture back toward their witch-stone garrison building.

“I’ll get Jaina, pack your kits,” Hiren said.

“Hell yeah,” Aubrey said, raising up her arms. She rested her forearms against the top of her head. “Fighting would be good.”

“Yes, fighting,” Kimor said, walking over to Aubrey and shoving her. “C’mon. You strap me, I’ll strap you.”

“Thanks,” Aubrey said, shoving Kimor back as the two started to walk away. “I think I’m gonna bring my axe this time. I wanna try it out on something alive.”

“Oh, I like that. I’ll bring mine,” Kimor said, nodding her head.

Siena jogged after the other two to catch up. “I’m going to bring my mace.”

“They’re so… stupid,” Beati said with a sigh, then she turned to Felisa. “Strap?”

“Strap,” Felisa agreed, the two women moving off. Nia had ended up atop Beati’s shoulders at some point and was now being carried off toward the garrison.

Hiren looked at Steve once they were alone and gave him a wide smile.

“I do believe your promise is going to come due,” Hiren commented. “I still think you’ll need to… service us… in order of rank. But that’s just my personal preference, obviously.

“Being captain of the Witch-Knights should have a few perks after all.”

Casually, Hiren let her eyes roll down Steve’s figure, then back up to his eyes. Then she clicked her tongue and began to follow after her lieutenants.

When she got forty feet away, Steve finally heard the shifting of feet on the grass. He knew who it was and had known for quite a while.

“As her boss, you should service me first. No, no, you should ravage my face, make me gag on it until I choke, and then cum down my throat so I cough for hours.

“Then… then even as I’m still coughing, push me face-down into the ground and ride me until you put a baby in me. Even as I cough and splutter and beg you to stop.”

Unable to help himself, Steve laughed softly and turned to face Nancy.

“The camouflage worked,” Steve said, as his eyes landed on the Wight. “I couldn’t see you there before. No one else could either.”

Nancy was beautiful—slim, extremely well put-together, with long pitch-black hair, nearly glowing green eyes, pale skin to the point of appearing sickly, and wearing dark leather.  She had dominated Steve’s personal preferences as of late.

“Yes. Yes, it did. I knew there was more to these powers than just fighting,” Nancy agreed with a smile. She put her hands on her hips. “I may not be as gifted with a sword as those other girls, but I’ll make my way. I’ll be my own Witch-Knight.”

Nancy paused at that and then shrugged her shoulders.

“Well, your Witch-Knight. As I’m all yours. Aren’t I?” Nancy asked, then drew close to him. “Tell me? Tell me what I want to hear? Please?”

The lovely and overly-dedicated Wight slipped her arms around Steve’s shoulders and stared up at his face.

“You’re mine, Nancy. And I love you,” Steve said with a smirk, putting his hands on her hips. “I’m going to make you gag on me. Choke on me. Because you’re mine. I own you. You’re my personal toy and whore.”

Shivering at his words, Nancy pressed closer to him.

“Yes. Your whore. Your toy. I love it when you call me those things,” purred the broken Wight. Pressing her lips to his chin, she started to trail soft kisses up along his jaw. “Call me your cumdumpster? Your personal baby farm?”

It’s only getting worse. And will continue to do so.

Checking a sigh, Steve didn’t know what else he could do with Nancy anymore. She was too close and gave him too much.

But she was his henchwoman. She was his completely and cared only for him.

He could never set her aside for anything.

Or anyone.


Two

 

Taking a seat at the table, Steve glanced around.

Geneva was still recovering from giving birth. That meant that this meeting needed to be held in the mother’s cottage.

Quite a few creature comforts had been brought into this living space. Blankets, pillows, sofas, artwork, tables and chairs, everything that would make a house into a home.

We’ve been importing quite a bit more of the luxuries. Going to bet that outside of Nikki’s farm there’s not much in the way of food production going on still.

And that’s because we’re still making sure that all the can-water travels back down toward her.

That’s at its limit, though. We can’t stretch this any further. Especially if the last report we got is still accurate. The lake almost has no run-off downstream at all now.

A pair of arms appeared and wrapped themselves around his shoulders. Then a soft and yielding warmth pressed against his back.

“Hello, Steve,” whispered a sensuous voice that always tugged at his libido. “Robert is sleeping. I just fed him.”

Easing his head to the side as Gwendolin moved her head beside his own, he found the lovely Siren staring at him with a wide smile.

She was beautiful to the point that it made Steve’s thoughts wander. Spinning in circles without end.

At the moment, her long black hair was gathered behind her head in a tight ponytail.

The small blue ribbons she often wore were still present, but they were placed differently. As always, she matched her clothes to accentuate her ribbons, pale skin, eyes, and hair in an artful way.

Large, shimmering green eyes gazed deeply into his.

The worn and weathered, yet determined mother he’d first met was long since gone.

A woman brimming with optimism and stubborn resolve had replaced her.

Gwendolin’s smile somehow grew wider and then she leaned in and briefly kissed him.

“I love the way you look at me,” purred the Siren. “Like a woman you want to toss in a bed and have your way with, even after I’ve already had two children.”

Snorting at that, Steve reached up and pulled Gwendolin around his side. Forcing her bodily into his lap.

“Steve!” squeaked Gwendolin, not fighting him in the least.

Once he’d wrangled her where he wanted her and got his arms around her, he kissed her.

Deeply and soundly.

From the moment he’d seen her, he’d wanted Gwen for himself and to take in her daughter and make her his own.

Moaning, the Siren shifted around in his lap for a moment before practically melting into him.

Pulling away briefly, Steve didn’t release her.

“Course, I do. Midwife said you’re off-limits for a while, though,” Steve said and leaned his head down to nuzzle Gwendolin’s neck. “Doesn’t mean I don’t want to, though, my lovely and beautiful Shelf-ren.”

Gwendolin, Lucia, Jaina, and Geneva had come with him to the farm. They’d thrown their lot in with him. After investing in him so heavily, how could he do anything else other than investing back in them?

Not to mention how deep his feelings for them had grown.

Grunting at that, Gwendolin looked mildly annoyed.

“Shelf-Ren indeed. I don’t fit anything right now. They got bigger. Bigger than they did when I was breast-feeding Nia,” Gwendolin complained.

Steve had definitely noticed the increase in Gwendolin’s curves. In fact, his hands were currently exploring her enhanced figure.

“Before you try to have your way with her, despite Miss Eiren saying to leave her alone,” Lucia said as she flowed past him with a child in each arm, “I’ll remind you that you have your mistress, a beautiful Kobold, every single one of the Witch-Knights, and an entire farm full of willing women. Please don’t harm Gwen.”

“He’s just being handsy,” Gwendolin said, coming to his defense. “And I don’t mind. He’s just direct as always. But I should probably get up—”

Steve tightened his grip on Gwendolin. He didn’t want to let go of her.

“Or I guess I could just stay here,” Gwendolin murmured, realizing she wasn’t going to be released. “I’ll just keep him occupied.”

“That’s fine, and thank you for doing that, Gwen,” Lucia said, taking a seat in a padded rocker.

Without disturbing either James or Thomas, Lucia managed to get the top of her dress down and then put each child to one of her breasts.

“Ah, there we are,” Lucia said, looking rather pleased with herself as her eyes moved from child to child. “Gennie is sleeping. Thomas kept her up quite a bit last night. Didn’t you, my little mischief-maker?”

Lucia was smiling at the newborn who was now firmly latched to her breast.

“Anyway,” said Lucia with a slight shake of her head. “I’ve already prepared everything we need for the trip. This also works out rather well for us, as we do need to go visit the Fae Court and present its newest prince.

“I’m sure my mother will be quite angry at me. I’m looking forward to seeing the look on her face.”

“She’s… going to be angry?” Steve asked.

“Oh, incredibly!” Lucia said with a laugh. “Her precious daughter ran off from the courts before she could sell her off in an arranged marriage for a political union.

“Only to end up married to a Human, and giving birth to a son. She might actually disown me if she doesn’t hear about our son first. That’d be significantly easier if she did.”

“Would she be angry because James isn’t… a Fae?” Steve asked.

As far as he could tell, James hadn’t been born with wings and looked quite Human. Although his status panel listed him as a Fae.

“The wings grow in later, during puberty. So that isn’t a problem,” Lucia murmured, looking down at said child. “The problem is that it is indeed a boy. Mother will be livid, but she’ll have no choice but to deal with me because of the fact that it’s a Fae prince.”

“Fae princes are very rare,” Gwendolin whispered to Steve as she got up out of his lap, using his distraction for her own advantage.

Moving away from him, she gave him a flirty smile and sat down next to Lucia. She didn’t dislike being his lap it seemed, but she would rather be sitting in a chair.

Lucia glanced at Gwendolin, then at the two children at her breasts, and clearly decided she would rather continue feeding both of them than hand one over.

“Yes, well, I feel this is the best use of our time. If we can turn this trip regarding the new military governor into a visit to the Fae Courts as well, it’d serve many purposes,” Lucia said.

“Alright,” Steve said with a shrug of his shoulders. He personally didn’t care. Realistically, he didn’t want to be away from this farm any longer than he had to, but he also loved Lucia deeply. If she wanted to do this, it meant it was actually important to her.

“Oh, good. I’m so glad you’re amenable to this,” Lucia said, turning her head to Gwendolin. “You’ll need to take charge, Gwen. Geneva is… I think Thomas is going to drain her and she doesn’t seem to be bouncing back after giving birth the way you and I did.”

That got Steve’s attention, causing him to sit upright in his chair.

“She’s fine,” Gwendolin said, having noticed the change in Steve. “She’s just recovering slower than us, that’s all. She’s fine.”

Nodding, Steve wasn’t quite sold on that, but he’d trust Gwendolin.

“Mm, alright. We’ll take Jaina, Nancy, and the Witch-Knights. No one else,” said Lucia, her gaze slowly drifting back to the two nursing babies. “We’ll be fine with that.”

 

***

 

Getting off the boat and stepping onto the receiving dock, Steve was greeted by a number of soldiers.

They were all dressed in the house colors of Geneva Gosti.

Quite a few of the citadel soldiers who’d been left behind by Linne had been ousted. Forced to leave and head back to the capital.

Geneva had taken up a massive hiring campaign and brought in people from all over Lamals to garrison the citadel. All in the name of Steven Bril, the Citadel Commander.

As the military governor of the area, she’d had far more power than anyone expected her to have.

Not only was she the military governor, she was also the wife of the citadel commander—the same man who controlled one of the very few working farms in the area.

“Oh, thank you,” Lucia said, as one of the soldiers assisted her out of the boat. “Anything new?”

“The new military governor has apparently realized that Filch and Citadel Bril are two places she will not be able to put her headquarters,” said the acting captain of the wall.

The woman had taken it as her duty to be on-scene to greet them.

She looked pretty much the standard that Steve expected for officers in the military.

Stunningly beautiful and over-developed, with black hair and blue eyes.

“Good, I hope she makes her base nice and far away. Away from our farms and cities,” hissed Lucia.

“I believe she also tried Faraday, Hilast, and Rennis. The city governors wanted nothing to do with her and turned her away quite quickly,” said the captain. “The Witch-Knights in each garrison… reinforced… the governors.”

“Nice, nice,” Jaina said, leaping off the boat and moving partway up the docking pier. “Nancy, you should be sure to reward them. Loyalty to Steve above all else. Yes, yes.”

Turning, Jaina faced Steve and then stood up straight, giving him a smile that showed off her very non-Human teeth.

The small Kobold woman was always interesting to Steve. Her bust was on par with the most well-endowed woman Steve had met, but she was considerably smaller in stature. It made her look oddly top-heavy.

More so when she sprinted around on all fours.

Short, brown nearly-invisible fur covered her from head to toe. Black accents were randomly spread out across her fur. The only different-colored spot was her belly, which was a large white oval.

Her nose and ears were quite beastlike. In fact, her appearance was the furthest removed from humanity of the women that Steve had married.

Despite her more bestial appearance, he’d never confuse her for anything other than an intelligent and sentient being.

One look at her very blue eyes would make that plain to anyone. Her eyes held the same spark of life and intelligence that matched anyone else.

“Of course, Miss Jaina,” said the captain, not quite meeting the Kobold’s eyes.

Jaina’s tongue lolled out to the side at that, before she snapped her mouth shut and laughed softly.

“Nancy. Let’s go speak with the local Witch-Knights,” Jaina said. “Hiren, watch Steve so Nancy can come with me? Please, please?”

Hiren nodded her head as the rest of her Witch-Knights moved their gear off the boat.

Nancy had just disembarked from the boat as well, and she stepped up next to Steve.

Smiling at the Kobold’s invitation, Nancy glanced at Steve, then at Jaina.

“Certainly. It would be good to speak with them,” Nancy murmured.

While Nancy was in charge of the Witch-Knights, Jaina was so incredibly powerful that people had a tendency to defer to her.

Jaina, of course, didn’t care for any of that and simply turned it all back around to Nancy.

The two had grown quite close due to these interactions.

“Does that mean the military governor is… camping out in the middle of nowhere?” Lucia asked.

“Yes, Princess,” said the captain, her eyes darting back to Lucia and the child in her arms. “They’ve set up camp in the ruins of Bexis and will likely make that their home base.”

“Fine, they can have that graveyard. We stripped it of anything of worth. Even the stones,” Lucia said with a casual wave of her left hand. “Did you prepare everything I asked?”

“Yes, ma’am. Everything is ready for you and the commander,” the captain said, glancing at Steve and then hurriedly looking away. “Wagons, teamsters, and supplies. Everything is set for you to head out to Bexis, and then to the southern border by way of the farm’s river.

“I did post a runner to the farm to let Mistress Nikki know of your intent to visit.”

The mention of Nikki’s name raised a strange feeling in Steve.

While his anger had cooled over what she’d done, he still couldn’t shake the feeling of being betrayed. 

Nikki had called for the queen’s justice before he’d even been given the chance to decide what he wanted to do. Simply trusting blindly in the queen’s justice to do what was right.

The result being that he was not given the opportunity to make a choice one way or the other.

She’d sent countless letters to him. Begging for forgiveness, accepting blame for her actions, offering to do whatever it was needed to fix things, and generally groveling for the ability just to talk to him.

To make amends.

There was an entire mound of letters from her that sat in the corner of his closet. Most he didn’t respond to, and the few he did, only barely.

Miserly and heartless as it might be, he didn’t want to hear any of it.

And Linne got away in the end. The queen’s justice did nothing for me.

Steve let out a slow breath, his hands clenching up at his sides.

I’ll catch her. Catch her, skull-fuck her, and dump her corpse into the queen’s lap. Then skull-fuck the queen to death.

Yes.

Because that’s what we’ve been building up for. To end the stupidity of Lamals.

And that all stems from the queen herself.

“Ah… I haven’t received a… a response from… M-M-Mistress Nikki but I’m sure it’ll come today,” the captain stammered.

Realizing he was disturbing the captain, Steve looked away and tried to cool his flare of anger. To shift his thoughts to something else.

“He’s not mad at you,” Lucia whispered, stepping closer to the captain. If Steve was normal, he likely wouldn’t have heard it. “You just reminded him that Linne got away, that’s all. I promise. Okay? You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Yes. Yes, I understand,” the captain said, nodding her head quickly. Then she cleared her throat. “Commander Bril… I do have news of… of Linne Lynn.”

Snapping his head around to stare directly toward the Captain, Steve gave her his full attention. He’d been watching Aubrey and Kimor moving crates off the boat and wondering if he should go help them.

“She yet remains at the capital. She’s become the personal companion of the queen,” the Captain said. “They are rarely apart. It’s said they’ve become best friends. Though Linne Lynn continues to refuse to marry anyone and declines all suitors.”

Steve snorted at that.

He knew why Linne was declining everyone, too.

Though the queen had cleared all the labels Steve had added to Linne, there were a few things she hadn’t been able to remove permanently.

Like the fact that Linne was his personal possession and pet.

Still.

All it had taken for those titles to reappear was for Steve to restate his claims on Linne.

For all intents and purposes, Linne wouldn’t be able to marry anyone, let alone date or sleep with anyone, without bringing down a multitude of titles and law-breaker accolades.

“Of course. She’s my pet. I’m her master,” explained Steve with a smile. “Anyone who checks her status will find that she’s my pet. In fact, I should change her nickname. I haven’t done that this week.”

I formally name my pet, Linne Lynn, as… Steven Bril’s personal cumdumpster.

He didn’t get any confirmation of the change, but he was positive it’d updated.

And Linne would get the notification of the change. 

“And what is she today?” Lucia asked, tilting her head to one side with a devilish smile.

“Steven Bril’s personal cumdumpster,” Steve replied with a smile. “Now, is there anything else I need to be aware of before we get rolling?”

“Ah… no, Commander. Citadel Bril is, of course, always at your disposal. I deeply appreciate the trust and faith you have in me,” said the Captain. Then she turned back to Lucia. “And we—”

Waving his hand casually at the captain, Steve left everyone standing there and started heading up the stairs. He likely didn’t need to know anything more and he didn’t want to be involved.

He had other matters on his mind and they certainly didn’t involve the trip they were going on. Most of this trip was for everyone else except him.

Chances are, I’ll just kill the military governor when we meet her. There’s no reason to keep her around.

Marching past a number of soldiers, Steve kept going upward. From stairwell to stairwell, ever upward.

His goal was to get to the wall and look in both directions. Both deeper into Lamals and into the Creeplands.

“Commander,” said a soldier guarding a doorway off to his side.

Glancing over, he met her eyes and then looked back to his goal. Then he did a double-take and stopped in place.

Staring at the woman’s face under her helmet, Steve was almost certain he recognized her.

“Good… good to see you, Commander,” said the woman.

Squinting at her, Steve was nearly positive he’d run across her previously.

Then it struck him.

It was the woman who’d helped him capture Linne. She’d been as good as her word. She hadn’t alerted the commander to his presence, she’d assisted him, and had even been useful.

“You, come with me,” Steve said, moving forward again.

“I’m guar— Of course, Commander, I’m yours to command,” said the woman, moving quickly away from the door she was standing next to.

Snorting at that, Steve started walking up another flight of stairs.

“I told you once that you weren’t interesting to me. Why would that be any different now?” Steve asked as he cleared the stairwell and finally emerged at the central part of the wall. This was just above the gate and one could see out into the Creeplands from here.

“Because I’m offering myself, you’re not forcing it,” said the soldier.

“That doesn’t make you any more interesting than previously,” argued Steve, staring out into the lands dominated by the Creep.

From this distance, it looked unchanged. There was nothing out of the ordinary.

Hordes of monsters were pushing up against the wall. Crawling over one another and all clawing at the main gate.

These were all monsters that didn’t vanish in the daylight. Things that had at one point been living beings.

There never seems to be an end to the calamity that is the Creep.

“I’m sure I can be more interesting. I come from good stock, I’m untouched by man or woman, I’m very bright, and I’m a good soldier,” countered the soldier.

“Uh-huh. I’ve got more women than I know what to do with, sorry,” Steve said as he confirmed his thoughts on the Creep.

Even if his enemies took the citadel, they’d have no idea what was going on out in the Creeplands.

Just need to make sure that we have everything set up to absolutely wreck the river. Shame I never made the time to clear out the waterway enough for us to get a boat down to Nikki.

Something for later, I suppose.

“I-I’m positive I could provide for you something that they never could,” insisted the soldier, apparently still determined to talk her way into Steve’s bed.

“And what’s that?” Steve asked, walking away from the wall. He wanted to see into Lamals from here. The last time he’d been here, the grass looked like it might start to regrow, but it was also having problems.

“I don’t know, Commander, but I’m sure I could do something no one else will or would,” continued the Soldier. “I would only ask you to care for my sisters in exchange for me.”

“Yeah, no. Not taking you to bed,” Steve said once again as he walked toward the other wall.

The soldier fell silent at that, but she didn’t leave his side. She was doing exactly as he’d instructed her to.

Reaching the other wall, he looked out into the lands of Lamals.

The grass was splotchy. Trees looked sickly. Bushes didn’t have all their cover.

“Things aren’t looking so good,” Steve muttered.

“Oh… it’s much better than it had been,” contested the soldier. “This is all looking much better.”

“Is it? Huh. Alright. Alright then. That’s… that’s good,” Steve said, nodding his head.

“If I can’t get you to take me to your bed as a mistress, can I join the Witch-Knights?” asked the soldier.

“Fine, talk to Nancy or Jaina,” Steve said, not really paying attention to her.

Lamals was healing.

And that meant he could commit to tearing the queen off her throne without causing a lot more trouble for the common people.


Three

 

As they rolled into Filch, Steve was amused.

The guards at the gate had no idea who he was, or who his group might be, and were now going through their normal protocol.

Since the Creep turned people into walking corpses with a bite, most cities, towns, and villages simply turned everyone away at the gate.

Filch, on the other hand, knew exactly what their moat water could do and were keen to utilize it to their advantage.

People were offered an easy cure if they were bitten or scratched, charged a toll, and welcomed in.

“New mayor seems to have stamped out any and all corruption,” Lucia murmured from beside Steve. “It would seem Geneva picked the right person to manage Filch for you.”

Steve shrugged his shoulders at that.

He hadn’t wanted to be involved in replacing Shelly. The very thought of the determined little woman made his heart lurch to the side.

Only for the memory of her to stir up thoughts of Misty, Xivin, and Kassandra as well. Followed by Chessa, Raelin, and Rachel. They all still hurt in a way but were significantly dampened with time now.

“I don’t think we need to stop in and see her. This is just a quick pass through to see how things look,” Lucia murmured, her right hand coming up to adjust James’ swaddle. “I’m quite curious to see how things are turning out in the area given your position and prestige.”

“I mean, I don’t—”

“Yes, yes,” Jaina said, padding along next to the wagon. “Him being a man and being so high ranked. Especially in Lamals. Interesting, interesting.”

Oh.

Yes.

Being on the farm for so long away from all this, I’d forgotten that men are little better than chairs in some countries.

Doubly so in Lamals.

The guards at the gates suddenly stood up quite straight. Their spears locking into their sides and their heels coming together.

Heh. They just figured out who we are.

Didn’t they?

One of the several guards that had rushed away came back now with another woman in tow.

The designations on her collar and tunic marked her as some type of officer.

Hurrying over to his side of the wagon, the woman stood at attention in front of him.

“Ah! Welcome to Filch, Com—”

“No,” Steve said holding her eyes with his own. “I’m just passing through. No need for… anything like that.”

Lucia chuckled and leaned forward, catching the officer’s eyes.

“Just direct any correspondence that would have been sent to the citadel to the Mourning Dove inn. We’ll be staying there for several hours and then departing,” Lucia said. “And please, don’t trouble the mayor. This isn’t an official visit, we’re really just passing through.”

“Yes, Princess. I understand,” said the officer, nodding rapidly. “Do you need an escort or anything like that?”

“Not at all. We have a good company of Witch-Knights with us,” Lucia said, giving the officer a beautiful smile.

“Ah! Should… we have some Witch-Knight candidates. Should I send them over?” asked the officer.

“Yes, yes. Send them to Nancy,” Jaina said as she slowly prowled around the officer. “I will induct them today and send them back. If they live.”

Jaina chuckled at something apparently she found funny and then moved over to where Nancy sat at the back of the wagon.

“See? Keeping that Creep in the barrel will work out,” Jaina said to the other woman.

Uh?

There’s a Creep in a barrel?

Everyone looked back at the officer.

“Then… then have a good day, Commander, Princess,” said the officer, taking several steps back. She gestured up to the guards at the front of the column.

Stepping out of the way the guards made a corridor for the wagons to pass through.

“Thank you, we will,” Lucia replied as the wagon in front of them started rolling forward again.

Steve gave a small flip of the reins that got the oxen moving again.

Really wish we could move faster with the horses.

But they’re literally all breeding stock right now. We don’t have the numbers yet to risk on actual use outside the farm.

Though… still somewhat surprising how much Gwen has taken to them.

Rolling into Filch, Steve found that things had definitely changed. It was obvious even at a glance, and only looking at the first area he could see so far.

The streets were packed.

People were everywhere.

What had felt like a busy city before, now felt like a cramped and very full metropolis which was almost bursting at the seams.

“Oh. Goodness,” Lucia said, apparently noticing the same thing Steve did. Their wagons slowed to a crawl as people were forced to one side of the street or the other by oxen. “This is going to be quite the slow go of it. Maybe I shouldn’t have declined that escort.”

“Honestly, I think the escort would make it worse,” Hiren said from directly behind Steve and Lucia. She and Felisa were riding in the wagon with Steve and Lucia.

Siena, Aubrey, Beati, and Kimor were spread out into the other wagons.

“I agree,” Felisa murmured. “Bad enough we’re being marked out as we are, worse so if we had an escort. Though… there’s… there’s a lot of men here.”

Steve blinked at that comment and realized that she was right. He hadn’t really noticed it.

Throughout the crowd were men.

Men of any number of races, all mingling and moving through the crowd as if nothing were the matter at all.

Last time he’d been through here, men were being paraded around more like possessions. That or being guarded by far too many women like they were afraid the man might run.

“I… I wonder— Ah! I’ve got it,” said Lucia and then laughed softly.

“Oh? And what’s that?” Steve asked, having to raise his voice a bit. The sounds of the crowd around them were starting to drown nearly everything out.

“Citadel Bril is where most young men were sent. Sent to die, be turned into… objects… or put in the pens. We saw that first hand when we got rid of all those poor excuses for soldiers,” Lucia explained. “Gennie sends back any young men that are sent to the citadel wall. Along with a written pardon, signed by herself, and you.”

“Me?” Steve asked. He couldn’t remember ever signing such a thing.

“I helped Gennie learn to forge your signature,” Lucia said as if it were the most boring thing in the world. “I figured you’d rather her have the ability to sign on your behalf than having her bother you with every little thing that needed your approval.”

At first, Steve wanted to be angry at Lucia.

He wondered if she was deliberately cutting him out of things that could be important. Perhaps she was even plotting something, and this was just the first step in setting him up.

Then he realized it was Lucia.

Lucia had never wavered, strayed, or hindered him in any way.

She was pompous at times, self-satisfying, and reeked of arrogance when it came to her beauty or her mind.

But she’d never done him wrong in any way.

Which meant she genuinely believed he didn’t want to be bothered by such a thing as signing paperwork that was meaningless to him.

And he trusted her. Especially since she was right. He didn’t want to be bothered with that.

“Thank you,” Steve said simply, his thoughts coming to a sudden halt once he understood that Lucia was correct.

“Of course, darling,” said Lucia with a laugh. “Though, I had no idea that Filch would end up this way. This is far more people than the city can handle. They’re going to have to grow.”

“Can’t,” Hiren interjected. “No one wants to live outside the walls. I’m going to wager the prices on rooms, houses, and even sleeping in an alleyway, have likely experienced a massive price hike.”

Huh. Yes.

No one would want to live outside the walls given what had happened to everyone living that way during the Creep.

And no one is ever going to believe it can’t happen again.

“Hiren, take your girls and set up to deploy a witch-stone wall around Filch,” Steve ordered. “Ask Jaina and Nancy to join you. I want it done by the time we leave. Guess I’m going to have to talk to the mayor after all.”

“I’ll handle that,” Lucia said, even as they crawled along the road. “In fact, you just get off here and I’ll take care of it. Leave Nancy with me for now, though, would you? I’ll have her join you once I’m situated.”

Steve turned his head and looked back to the Wight. She was sitting at the back of the wagon with her feet dangling down. She enjoyed people watching and being part of the scenery if she wasn’t involved directly.

Although, she must have been paying attention because her head tilted sideways and caught his gaze with her own.

Nodding her head at him, she smirked and quirked a brow.

“That’s fine,” Steve said, turning back to Lucia. He leaned over and kissed her once, then lightly touched James on the forehead. “I’ll go get the walls extended and the moat re-dug. Won’t take long at all.”

“You’re a good commander, dear,” Lucia said as Steve stepped off the wagon’s side and joined the crowd.

Hiren and Felisa were next to him before he could even think to look for them.

“Let’s go,” Steve said.

 

***

 

Standing in the open fields beyond Filch, Steve felt a lot better.

He hadn’t much cared for being surrounded by people. Even when he had the wagon to act as a barrier, he’d felt rather uncomfortable.

“Aubrey, moat,” Hiren commanded. “Kimor, you’re her relief. Work it with shovel and Witchery.”

“Felisa, I—”

“Wha’? No,” Aubrey responded as Hiren continued, putting her hands on her hips. “I wanna build the walls.”

Hiren stopped talking and looked back to Aubrey.

“You’ll dig the moat because that’s what I’m telling you to do,” Hiren said, her tone having dropped into very chilly territory.

Aubrey bristled at that and lifted her chin up.

“Consider it your punishment for not listening last time and I’ll let it go,” Hiren offered. “Or we can go the other route. In front of Steve.”

Steve had noticed that Aubrey had suddenly stopped breathing. He could see her eyes were stuck to Hiren, but he got the impression she wanted to look at him.

Aubrey’s chin slowly dipped down and she shook her head.

“I’ll dig the moat,” she mumbled, visibly deflating.

Not wanting to be a catalyst for further problems, Steve pulled his shovel off his pack and held it out to her.

“Thank you,” Steve said politely. “I appreciate you doing the work.”

Nodding at that, Aubrey took the shovel and started heading off for the spot laid out for the new moat.

Kimor followed along behind her. Chuckling to herself, she reached out and slapped Aubrey on the shoulder.

Aubrey promptly shoved Kimor, causing the other woman to start laughing even louder.

“Felisa, Beati, each of you take a side. East, or South. Start building up the witch-stone. Jaina is doing the Northern side with Siena. They’ll move around to the eastern side when they finish to assist and continue in a circuit,” Hiren said, turning to look back to the other two women.

Beati visibly winced and looked at Felisa.

“Can I do south?” asked the Raccoon-kin.

“Of course,” Felisa replied with a chuckle. The two women started walking off toward that side of Filch.

“Jaina is very strong. Beati doesn’t like telling her no or to stop,” Hiren explained. “Felisa and Jaina just get along better.”

“And the idiot twins?” Steve asked, tilting his head toward the direction Kimor and Aubrey had went.

“Nothing out of the ordinary. Aubrey wants to lead,” Hiren said and then pointed toward the west. Her own wall that she’d be working on.

It would also be the last one assisted which meant Hiren would do the lion’s share of the work on it.

“She’s just not bright enough for it. Good girl, takes care of you, handy in a fight and follows orders in those times,” Hiren continued. “Just not so much when it isn’t fighting. She gets antsy and can’t seem to keep her brain switched on.”

“Ah, and what’s the ‘other route’ you mentioned?” Steve asked.

“I beat her ass black and blue in a Witch-Knight sparring session and you get to watch it happen,” Hiren said with a casual shrug of a shoulder. “She’s stronger than I am, but I’m just a better fighter. Strength isn’t everything.”

“True enough,” said Steve.

“You’re a fair example of that, actually. If you get close enough to get a hold of someone… they’re dead,” murmured Hiren. “If I had to fight you, I wouldn’t. I’d do everything I could to stay away from you or keep you away from me.

“Use whatever magic or abilities I have to remove your ability to engage me directly and just keep you at a distance.”

Steve felt his mind come to a stumbling and very unamused stop at her words.

She was absolutely right.

If someone were to remove his ability to close and engage on a target, there would be nothing he could do.

“Though to be fair, you sufficiently negated most of those ideas when you started throwing rocks,” Hiren grumbled. “I have no idea how you can whip those out with that kind of force and impact.

“You knocked down a damn wall. A wall. With a stone. How hard do you have to throw something to make that occur? It was just a rock. Probably fill your pockets or your pack with rocks, don’t you?”

Feeling very stupid, Steve could only smile at the rather intelligent woman.

“You’re very bright, Hiren. Remind me to bug you in the future about stuff,” Steve said.

“Uh… alright. Thanks… I appreciate the compliment,” Hiren said, her cheeks turning a faint red. She was also unable to look at him. “Alright. Let’s see what I can do. We’ve been practicing in the Creeplands every night, but never with that much witch-stone.

“Just don’t need it with the dome Jaina throws up every night.”

Yeah, that dome is getting bigger every night, too. Jaina is just too strong anymore.

Far too strong.

Though… I wonder if that’s how most people look at me.

A monster that you somehow have to figure out how to combat.

Or just surrender to it.

Coming to a stop, Hiren looked out to the far north.

“I think this is about right, isn’t it?” Hiren asked.

“Huh? Oh. Uh,” blurted Steve as he looked around. Turning toward the north, he gauged where they were. “Think so. Doesn’t have to be perfect. This is just to expand the city and give them more room to work with.”

Hiren snorted at that and then held her hands up.

“Pretty sure the mayor is going to want to suck your cock hard enough to pull your nuts out through your tip,” suggested Hiren. “And she’s very pretty. Gennie got her from the capital. I know you like watching when we do that for you. Especially the prettier ones like me. You should let her.”

“You’re a bit more foul-mouthed when no one is around,” Steve commented, having noticed a difference now.

“I don’t have to act differently when it’s just you. I can be as filthy…” Hiren paused and then slowly began raising her hands. There was a deep rumble in front of them. Dirt and grass were initially being shoved to one side, only to get pulled back into the shifting ground.

Witch-stone slowly began to rise up from the earth.

The dark-gray material was harder and denser than regular stone, and too smooth for someone to get even a fingernail hold.

So far, it could only be made by Witches and Witch-Knights.

Letting out a slow hiss of breath, Hiren brought her hands up quickly, as far as she could raise them.

Witch-stone shot upward until it reached close to what Steve would assume was thirty feet tall.

He didn’t need to look at the width to know it was probably ten feet deep. In addition, Steve would guess that the length of it was just over fifty feet. She’d accomplished the work of years in the span of minutes.

“As filthy as I want,” Hiren continued from before. “I would love to take your cock in my mouth right here. The idea of sucking on it right now gets me really excited.

“I actually go and help myself out whenever you’re done with me, you know. After all, you did order me to take care of my own needs. So I do, and I consider that a need.

“So the next time you make me get down on my knees and give you a good sucking, realize that as soon as I’m done draining you, I’m off to my room to make sure I feel just as good. Even as I’m sometimes still coughing up your seed,” Hiren continued, turning to look at him. Her face was red and sweat was gliding down from her temples. “And let’s be honest. You’ll probably think this is all rather funny. Even when I kneel down on the grass, tell you to let me pull one out of you, and then you can watch me take care of myself.

“Fifty-fifty chance that you’ll let me do it right here. Have me service you in a field where anyone could see. Mostly because I know you like being in control and dominating. 

“You love watching when you tell me to service you. You’re somewhat into it when Felisa offers, but if I’m around and look busy… you always make me to do it. Even if others are there and they have to be sent away.

“And maybe I like it when you make me do such things and I act accordingly to get you to do it. Not as much as Nancy or Felisa, but somewhat. In my own way.”

Steve raised his eyebrows at that and grinned. Hiren just got a lot more interesting.

“And around the others?” he asked, letting the question dangle at the end.

“Witch-Knight Captain Hiren Mess, ever ready and always willing to serve her Lord Bril dutifully and while preserving his honor and her own,” Hiren said, her smile growing wider. “The pride of the Witch-Knights, taught by Jaina Bril, loyal mistress to Steven Bril, and daring tactician who leads battles through the Creeplands every day.”

“Heh. I can definitely see how you’d separate the two,” Steve admitted, looking back to the wall. “Even as you cough, huh?”

“Your seed is almost too damn thick. I feel like I’m coughing for hours. Gets stuck in my teeth, too. Besides, you like watching me swallow and choke,” Hiren said and then laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll still act accordingly to keep you interested. Come along, my Lord Bril. I need to start on the next section. Then I can ask you about getting some time on my knees.”

Grinning, Steve followed Hiren as she started to walk away.

I had no idea she was like this.

I should talk to my Witch-Knights more. Learn more about them.

Busy or not, I should definitely learn more.

And she can definitely get on her knees.


Four

 

Somehow, Steve had managed to avoid meeting the mayor of Filch.

After throwing up the new walls and reconnecting the moat, Steve and his Witch-Knight lieutenants headed out down the road. There was no reason for them to hang around. Not to mention, there wasn’t likely to be anything on the road that could cause them trouble.

That’d been a couple of days ago. They’d kept to the road and were making their way to Bexis. Not a short walk by any means.

“—lots of sex. Yes, yes. Lots and lots and lots. Like last night. And I want to try more stuff with my tail. Gennie said it feels good to have it pulled,” Jaina said from where she walked along next to Steve. “Though… I think maybe we should stop trying to get me pregnant. If I get pregnant while we’re fighting, I wouldn’t be able to help you.”

Steve raised his eyebrows at that.

Since they’d settled in at the new farm, he’d been trying to get Jaina knocked up. Every chance they had a go of it, he tried.

She was the only person he didn’t keep his ability to impregnate locked away from.

For whatever reason, Jaina just had an incredibly difficult time getting pregnant from Steve. Though she was quite happy to see all the messages that appeared after each attempt.

Thankfully, she didn’t seem to be questioning the fact that she hadn’t seen them before that point.

Neither had Nikki, when he thought about it. They just accepted the messages as if they were part and parcel, and had always been there.

Huh. Actually… I wonder if that has something to do with my floating-voice boss.

Maybe he made some changes?

Did he do something?

Because if it was me, I’d be asking why I hadn’t gotten them before this point.

“No, we’ll keep trying,” Steve disagreed. “If I plant one in you that works, then I plant one in you that works. We’ll take it as we go. No reason to stop trying.”

Jaina sighed at that and shook her head.

“I never thought it would be so hard for me,” grumbled the Kobold. Then she grabbed Steve’s arm and hugged it, pushing it against her over-endowed chest. “Though I’m really, really enjoying all the sex. I never knew sex would be so great. I’m also kind of wondering if getting pregnant would ruin that. I’d have pups to take care of, instead of having sex.”

“Make Steve take another Kobold. Either knock her up or make her take care of your pups,” Aubrey said, turning her head and looking down at Jaina. “If she gets knocked up, take her pups as your own. Both ways, you get your pups, and you can still fuck a lot.”

Jaina’s eyes got considerably wider at that suggestion. There was no doubt in Steve’s mind that she was considering the idea right now.

“I’m not sure that would work,” Beati disagreed from Steve’s other side. “I can’t imagine anyone else being as strong as Jaina, let alone another… I’m sorry, Jaina, but Kobolds aren’t notoriously bright. You’re a very smart woman from the Kobolds I’ve met. The smartest, in fact.”

Laughing at that, Jaina let out a sharp sigh and nodded her head.

“Yes, yes. I’m very smart. Though… though, I wasn’t always this smart. I know I’ve gotten smarter since Steve started putting his seed in me,” Jaina murmured, her hands still pressing Steve’s arm against her chest.

Thinking back, Steve couldn’t help but agree, and disagree. Jaina had definitely shot up in what he perceived as intelligence.

But it had nothing to do with him bedding her.

It had everything to do with when she’d started drinking straight from the watering can.

Hm. Everyone changes depending on their exposure to the watering-can water and how strong the source is.

Jaina drank from the spout directly more often than not.

When we get back… when we get back to the farm, we need to have everyone start taking showers and take their drinking water from the water tower directly.

Especially the children.

“—looked forward to fucking,” Aubrey declared. “I want sex so bad. Or to rub my bean. It hurts sometimes with how horny I am.”

“Aches,” Beati countered. “It doesn’t hurt, it aches.”

Apparently, Hiren was the only one who took my order as permission to masturbate. How funny.

Looking up ahead, he could see Hiren and Kimor walking the road. They were the point and front guard as the group walked along.

Distantly on the horizon, he could see the ruins of Bexis.

The last time they were here, they’d found it to be little better than a graveyard and a ruin. Filled with the remnants of what had once been a lively city and occupied only by the Creep that remained.

Turning his head, he looked behind.

Siena and Felisa were behind them, keeping their backs clear.

“We should probably stop and wait for Lucia soon,” Steve thought aloud.

“Oh, yes, yes. We should,” Jaina agreed. “Let’s break for lunch, and wait for Lucia and Nancy. We can have sex a lot while we wait. Probably be here tonight, then we can go to Bexis tomorrow morning.”

“Ugh, can I get a turn?” Aubrey pleaded. “I really need a turn. Please, Lady Jaina? Can I get some? Really, really want a turn.”

Laughing, Jaina looked up at Aubrey.

“That’s between you, Hiren, and Steve. Sorry, sorry,” Jaina apologized. “Besides. Hiren should go first as your leader. For now, Steve is mine.”

Jaina turned her head sideways and then bit down on Steve’s upper arm. She didn’t bite hard, but he could definitely feel her teeth through his clothes.

I did promise Hiren I’d start bedding them all when we hit the road next as a group.

I wonder if it’s time to start putting paid to that promise.

Looking to Aubrey, he found she was staring at him. Staring at him in a way she often did when she got steak or poultry for dinner.

Looking away from the large and imposing cat-girl, Steve ended up looking to Beati.

The smaller Raccoon-Kin was looking at him in a very similar way, however.

Apparently he’d strung them out too long, having them service his needs but not allowing them the ability to curb their own desires.

Guess Nancy was right about how to handle them.

Now I just need to finish up what she started me on.

 

***

 

Exiting the tent he shared with Jaina, Steve stepped out into the early evening. He was leaving a sweaty, exhausted, unfortunately not pregnant, and already unconscious Kobold naked in their bedding.

Thank god for my stamina. Not sure how I’d be able to handle all this if I could only go one time.

Jaina often was up in the small hours of the morning for her own part of the duty watch. As a Kobold, she didn’t need much sleep and seemed to be better suited to be awake from pre-dawn to dusk.

Her being asleep just after sunset wasn’t abnormal for her.

“She spent? My turn?” Kimor asked from where she sat next to the small campfire.

Snorting, Siena shook her head.

“Course she’s spent. Didn’t you hear her? That was like four times in a row. And no, I’m first. You and Aubrey can fight for leftovers,” Siena argued.

Nancy was right and also wrong. It’s been too long. I should have solved this already.

Or… or was that on me, I wonder.

If I’d asked her, would Nancy have told me to bed them sooner?

“Hiren?” Steve asked as he started to look around the camp.

“Pretty sure she’s sleeping, my Lord Bril,” Beati said from between two of the small tents. She appeared to be tying down the corners of one of the tents to stakes.

The tents themselves were just big enough for a single person to move around in, or for two people to be cramped in with one another.

They weren’t luxurious by any means. The primary goals were to keep the elements off and provide a small space to occupy. They weren’t for living in for extended periods but simply sleeping out of the elements and not much else.

Hiren had insisted that everyone carry one in their pack. They didn’t take up much space and would be essential for traveling.

“No, not sleeping,” Hiren said gruffly from one of the tents. Then she coughed once, which was followed by a shuffling sound. “Just almost so.”

Hiren crawled out of her tent entry and stood up. She was wearing the undergarments that went under her armor.

Likely very uncomfortable, but probably faster to sleep in it than try to squirm into it if a fight was coming.

Twisting herself one way and then the other, Hiren looked like she was trying to unknot something in her back. At the same time, she was giving him a rather pleasant view of her body.

Then her jaw flexed hard and she slowly inhaled through her nose. It took Steve a second to realize she was fighting a yawn.

“What can I do for you, my Lord Bril?” Hiren asked.

“I need a companion. Jaina’s tuckered out. As the Captain of the Witch-Knights, you’re first,” Steve said.

“Ah, yes. I’ll service you in my tent, my Lord Bril,” Hiren said, her face taking on the slightly annoyed look she had whenever he made her take him in her mouth.

Which he knew now was just part of her act.

“No, not servicing. Sex,” Steve clarified. He wanted to make sure she understood what he was asking for. “I need a companion. You’re first. Unless you’d like me to hop on someone else.”

Hiren blinked as realization slid through her tired mind. The annoyance was gone in a flash and replaced with desire.

Only to be immediately covered up and hidden away.

“I see. And will this be as a wife, mistress, or sex object, my Lord Bril?” Hiren asked.

“Mistress. Not a wife,” said Steve. He knew that the distinction mattered. Nancy was technically still a mistress, whereas most of his Witch-Knights that he was getting blow jobs from were all sex objects right now. This would technically be a change in status.

“I see. As your Captain, I’ll take your needs upon myself and settle you properly, as a mistress and sex object,” Hiren declared. The annoyance in her face and posture at being made to service him was back again, along with some trepidation. “I’ll ask that Beati please wait on me. She’s my second and will act accordingly.”

“I await your command,” Beati murmured, standing up from between the tents. Whatever she was doing there could apparently wait for later.

“Come wait outside my tent, you’ll assist me later,” Hiren said, then turned to Steve. “I’m ready for you now. Will what I’ve proposed take care of your needs, my Lord Bril?”

Playing her game for her people. I wonder why.

“Of course,” Steve said.

“I understand. Please join me in my tent, my Lord Bril, and I’ll handle your needs appropriately,” Hiren said and gestured to the tent opening she’d just exited.

With a shrug of his shoulders, Steve got down low and entered Hiren’s tent.

Inside, he found it was much like his own. There wasn’t much room for them to be that different.

Seconds after he’d entered, Hiren joined him and sat down on one side of the tent.

She gave him a smile and then held up her hands, palms facing one another but not touching.

A small purple spell grew in the space between her fingers. It became almost cone-shaped and then grew outward until it filled the interior of the tent.

“There, no one can hear us in any way,” Hiren said with a soft breath. “There’s certainly no way I’d let them hear my first time with you. I plan on being myself during this.”

“You’re really working that facade of yours,” Steve said as Hiren began to undress.

“Of course. They have expectations of me as their Captain, and you have expectations of me as your mistress. Then there’s what I want,” Hiren said, pulling her padded tunic up over her head and revealing her lovely, well-developed torso. “I can’t really let them mix too much, but I can certainly let each one out given the right circumstances.”

Steve nodded, as his gaze slid over Hiren’s muscular, toned, and beautiful limbs.

Especially so, as she grabbed her belt and undid it. Laying back on the bedroll, she shimmied out of her pants and set them to the side.

“And tonight, I get to be a vulgar, nasty, horny little thing who wants you to dick her so hard she drips for days,” Hiren said with a smirk, looking at him. “And why are you still dressed? Are you gonna fuck me or watch me finger myself? Cause I can do that, too.”

Before Steve could answer, Hiren’s legs spread apart, revealing a pair of perfectly shaped lips under a small covering of short hair. Her hands came to rest between her legs, with her left hand spreading those lips apart as the right began to brush a thumb across her hooded clit.

Holy crap. I like it.

“That or you swing over this way so I can suck on that dick while I play with myself,” Hiren offered, her left hand splaying her lips wider apart and giving him a lovely view of her delicate-looking pink insides. “Your choice. Happy to get you warmed up first.”

Steve didn’t need a second invite. He barely needed the first.

He was just too busy admiring the view to have acted as fast as his libido wanted him to.

Getting out of his pants and shirt, he moved to Hiren’s side and knelt next to her face.

“Knew you’d want that,” Hiren said with a throaty chuckle. Her fingers were moving around and now slid into her privates as she turned her head his way. She laid her head down to the ground and smiled up at him. “Be my guest, Steve. Use my mouth and watch me as you do it. Push it in and look as my lips stretch around you. Deep as you like until you’re happy.”

Hiren opened her mouth wide and her tongue rolled out, the tip inching up and down as she did so.

Inviting him.

Laying his right hand to Hiren’s brow, he stuffed his already very rigid member straight into her mouth.

Grunting as he did it, she didn’t pull away. Her eyes flicked up to watch his face as he pushed forward.

Getting to the halfway point, Steve pulled out of her mouth back to his tip, and then reinserted himself, moving deeper this time.

Hiren made a soft cough-like noise, but didn’t pull away or move at all. She laid there and let him stuff her mouth full.

Watching him as he did it.

There was a soft pop each time he moved past the halfway point of his shaft and went deeper. Hiren’s neck bulged out slightly as he did so, his tip running down into her throat.

Taking in a deep breath as he pulled himself out, Hiren’s eyes began to water as he continued to thrust into her mouth.

Eventually, Hiren shifted her head to the side, his shaft sliding out of her mouth and resting on her cheek.

“Okay, time to ride me, Steve. You’re not going off in my mouth and I know you want to,” Hiren said and then took in another deep breath.

Steve couldn’t really deny he wanted to do exactly that. Getting Hiren to deep-throat him and then unload into her as she did so was fun in a weird way.

Shuffling to the side, he got atop Hiren. She’d finally moved her hands away from her privates to lay them on his hips. Her fingers felt quite damp and somewhat sticky.

She was incredibly turned on and ready for him.

Getting up on his knees, Steve lowered himself down, caught his tip in her entry, and then pushed forward.

Hiren’s eyes closed partially and she sucked in a slow breath as he gradually filled her channel.

Reaching his hilt, Steve leaned forward and upward, trying to find the same position that worked for many of his women.

Because he’d be damned if he didn’t get Hiren to have her first orgasm on her first time.

Apparently, she was put together in a very similar way and this would work for her.

Or so Steve guessed from the deep, throaty moan Hiren let out as he moved into position.

“Oooh, yes. That’s good,” Hiren said breathily.

Steve grinned at that. There was always a certain sense of pride in pleasing a woman the right way.

Pushing his hands to Hiren’s hips, Steve drew his back and then drove forward. Sliding into her once more.

Everything felt correct and Hiren didn’t seem to be in any pain.

Steve started to move back and forth, pushing his girth through her tight walls and spreading her wide around himself.

Leaning his head down, he kissed Hiren even as he pressed down on her hips, and thrust into her.

It was not what Hiren was expecting. Her lips were stiff as he kissed her, her fingers tightening into his sides.

Moving his head to the side a bit, he kissed her again, and then a third time. Unrelenting, he continued to kiss her as he drove himself into her again and again.

Slowly, Hiren’s hands moved up from Steve’s sides. Until she had one hand behind his head, and the other on his back, just under his armpit.

Grinding himself against Hiren’s hood each time he pushed deep into her, Steve was doing all he could to trip her off into an orgasm.

Apparently, Hiren was on a much lighter trigger then he thought.

Breaking the kiss, Hiren pulled his head down into her neck and let out a deep growling moan, her thighs quivering against his.

“Oh shit,” Hiren groaned. “Harder, Steve.”

Taking that as a command, he began to pound at Hiren like he was trying to stab at her heart from the inside.

Grunting with each thrust, Hiren continued to obviously orgasm as he plowed her down into her bedding.

Which sent Steve into his own climax.

Impregnate Hiren Mess?

No. Not right now.

“Not inside,” Hiren groaned.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Lamals.

Steve has gained the Another Mistress accolade.

Pushing himself down and deep into Hiren, he did try to fill her up as if his goal was to actually get her pregnant.

“Steve, no, not inside,” moaned Hiren, even as he continued to pump seed into her. To which Steve didn’t respond. He just kept pushing into her as he came. “Oh heavens, Steve. What if… what if I get pregnant?”

She didn’t push him away, but instead held onto him. The hand in his hair still gripping tightly.

Steve was never going to reveal he had control over that to anyone else. Only Nancy knew all his secrets.

His Secret Keeper.

Moaning softly, Steve pushed into Hiren again, feeling like he was finally empty of seed.

“Really, Steve?” Hiren asked a bit breathlessly. “Really? Trying to get me pregnant? I would have taken it in the mouth for you.”

Laughing, Steve once again didn’t reply. He really didn’t like pulling out and if they weren’t going to get pregnant, he saw no reason to stop.

“Fine then. Just… ugh, whatever. Fine. Fine. Inside me is fine. I understand and will prepare,” Hiren grumbled, settling down on her sheets. “Alright. Pull out already and lay down. I’m going to call Beati in here and make her clean you up. Going to start a little tradition here for Witch-Knight lieutenants and captains. After all, we’re all very closely bound to you.”

After giving her one final pump to make sure he was empty, Steve did as he was asked and rolled off Hiren.

Panting softly and covered in sweat, she looked well tumbled.

“Beati? Come in here,” Hiren called after making an odd movement with one hand.

“Of course,” Beati replied, then entered the tent.

“Clean up Lord Bril. Do so and you’re next,” Hiren said, gesturing at Steve’s sticky member. “The next time he needs a companion, you’ll be the one to receive him. Whoever you choose as your second, you can make them do whatever with Lord Bril and they can go next.”

Beati took in a sharp breath, then nodded her head.

“Yes, Captain,” Beati said and then got down in front of Steve.

Unable to help himself, Steve watched as Beati got comfortable. Leaning down, she took him into her mouth. All the way down to the hilt, passing him down into her throat.

Swallowing hard, Beati began to gently bob her head up and down as her tongue rolled all along his member.

Enjoying the feeling, Steve laid his hands down to Beati’s head.

He suddenly felt like he was in the mood for a full blow job.

“Keep working until I go off, Beati,” Steve commanded. “You’re too good at this to pass up a blow job.”

The Raccoon-Kin’s ears twitched at that, but she nodded her head, her eyes remaining closed as she focused on her duties.

“Yes, my lord,” she said around his shaft. He didn’t miss the hunger in her voice.

Then she got into a different position and began to work him with her mouth in earnest.

She was almost too good at this.


Five

 

“Husband,” Lucia said with a smile as the wagon rolled up to Steve and his Witch-Knights.

“Princess,” said Steve, smiling at her in return.

“The mayor was incredibly thankful for the work you did,” said Lucia while patting the seat next to her. “She wanted to thank you in person but you were already gone. Nancy did indeed find that bit of magic someone left behind for us, before you ask. That helped reassure me that you were just moving ahead.”

“Didn’t want to deal with the mayor,” Steve admitted, jumping up into the wagon and onto the seat that’d been indicated.

The rest of his group took up positions in other wagons and the train started off again. Rolling down the road and ever closer to Bexis. They’d likely reach it in little under an hour or two.

“I assumed that was it. You will need to bed her and make her a wife at some point, though, dear,” Lucia said, patting him on the knee. Resting in her arms, as he ever was, was their son. “We do need to keep the mayor of Filch on a tight leash. I already informed her that you’d be coming to wed her at some point. She’s a very lovely and intelligent Human, believe it or not. I think she’ll definitely add to our collective. If nothing else, she’ll be an excellent source of children.”

Steve barely contained a wince at that. He didn’t want to bed another mayor. The last three he’d taken to his bed he’d actually started to fall for. Then two of them died, followed by the third later.

The last of those wounds was still quite fresh and hurt him at odd times.

“Also, she thinks the new governor has designs on the citadel. She brought a force larger than the one actually at the citadel,” Lucia added, her face turning toward James. Frowning, Lucia seemed to be considering the baby for a moment.

Coming to a conclusion, she eased her dress off at the shoulder, exposed a breast, and simply pulled James up to her nipple.

“Personally, I think that’s just a stupid thing for the queen to do, but I imagine she’s not very happy about having a loose power at her border. One that’s currently in control of the citadel, the military governor, and what is essentially the breadbasket of Lamals,” Lucia murmured, her right hand coming up to stroke James’s brow as he began nursing from her. “Though I think I’d personally try to treat with him, rather than send force. But I don’t think the queen has a clear grasp of the situation.”

“I plan on killing her for taking my pet away from me,” Steve deadpanned. “I’m going to skull-fuck Lynn on the queen’s throne. Not sure if the queen will be dead or not by that point. Still considering it.”

Lucia only laughed at that and gave him a mild glower, though her smile took a lot of the impact away from it.

“No cursing around the children. You need to clean your mouth up, husband,” Lucia said.

Oh.

Yes.

She’s right, actually.

“I understand. Sorry,” Steve mumbled.

“Of course, my love. My husband. My Steve. For you, I’d give the world. Now, the governor. I personally think this might end in violence but I’d like to hear your opinion,” said Lucia.

“Violence. Or a blow job. One or the other. I think turning the governor into a low-level Witch-Knight would be amusing,” Steve said, leaning back in the wagon seat as they continued to roll along.

Lucia clicked her tongue and then sighed slowly.

“I… must you?” Lucia asked in a soft voice. “I understood the reasoning behind it the last time. I even agreed with it. But… I see no reason to do it now.”

“You don’t think turning the military governor the queen sent into a blow job giving Witch-Knight wouldn’t harm the queen?” Steve asked honestly, turning to look fully at the Fae princess.

“Oh, I’m sure it would definitely demean her. I… I guess I just don’t really want that to happen though,” admitted Lucia. “I don’t like the idea of just… random women getting their hands on you. I really don’t like it. Especially if I have to watch.”

“You just told me I’d be bedding a woman I’ve never met,” Steve said with a chuckle.

“Yes, but I’m the one who arranged it. The same way that when I arrange your entertainment at night, it doesn’t bother me. I set it up. I know who you’re bedding and how,” murmured Lucia, slowly working through her words as if she were thinking about it at the same time. “When I put the woman in front of you, it’s different. I did it. I’m… I’m in control. I’m not when it’s just… some random woman who you’ve forced into subjugation.”

Steve opened his mouth to argue the point, then realized he didn’t care.

Lucia had given everything to him. Her reservations were few and far between.

“Then you can judge them,” offered Steve. “If you think they’re worthy of working my shaft, you can offer it to them. If not, I’ll just kill them.

“That way you’re in control and have the final say on the matter.”

“Really?” Lucia asked, looking up from James.

“Of course.”

“If I told you to kill the governor?”

“Quite dead.”

“And… and if I made her the offer that she could keep her life if you had… sex with her rear end?”

“Then she’d likely be dead or not shi—pooping right for a day or two,” Steve said, amending his word usage. He needed to start working on that now.

Lucia’s nose wrinkled and she grinned at him. The wings on her back lifted up partially and fluttered, then began to twitch.

“I love you,” she whispered.

Unable to help the fluttering feeling that welled up inside him, Steve smiled and leaned over toward Lucia.

“I love you too, my fairy princess. My butterfly,” he murmured and kissed her.

When they finally reached the ruins of Bexis, Steve was mildly impressed.

He wasn’t sure how long the governor and her troops had been there, but they’d made progress.

Much of the outer wall appeared to be in good repair now. The gates had been put back up and reset. Even the ground surrounding the walls had been cleared.

From what he could see of the interior of the city from the outside, it also looked to have been given a good once over already as well.

“Whoever she is, she’s actually bringing Bexis into shape,” Nancy said from her position on Steve’s left.

“Yes, yes. It looks much better than the last time we were here. Much cleaner. Much, much,” Jaina agreed from his right.

“I wanna see the governor suck your dick,” Aubrey growled from somewhere behind him.

“Spray it all over her face,” said Kimor with a dark chuckle.

“No, make her swallow it all even as she gags on you,” argued the big cat-girl.

“Face. All on her face. Then parade her around through town,” countered Kimor hotly, “in front of her people.”

It sounded like the two were going to start fighting again.

If they weren’t laughing at each other’s jokes, they were brawling. Only to start laughing again at one another.

“Both?” Siena offered, somehow trying to bridge the two meat-heads. “Make her swallow some and paint her face with some?”

“Enough,” Hiren commanded with simple authority.

Steve could practically hear Hiren trying to not throttle all three women just from her tone of voice.

“They really do enjoy watching others suffer their fate,” Nancy whispered, pressing up against Steve’s side. He could feel the softness of her body even through the armor Airlea had made for him. “It doesn’t have the same flavor it used to though. They enjoy servicing you now. They all do. I think you should make the governor choke on it, by the way. Right down her throat so she has to taste you for hours. That’d be the best flavor for me, I think. Feed me? I deserve it.”

Rolling his eyes, Steve once more had to consider just how eccentric all the people he’d surrounded himself were.

And with that thought, his mind jumped over to Nikki. She had been a much more stable presence in his life. Her, Inna, and Ferrah.

They were all considerably more sedate than those who were with him right now. But they were also those who supported the queen’s justice and not running with revenge.

Before he realized what was happening, a group of women left the city of Bexis on foot.

There were three women who stood out as persons of interest, and the rest seemed to be little better than guards or the like.

Two of those three women shared a semblance of looks. White-platinum hair, blue eyes, and very angular features. One was wearing very well-fitting armor that was more akin to what Geneva had been wearing when she arrived, minus the polish. The second wearing a similar armor but over it was a house tabard for a location Steve didn’t know the origin of. A sword was belted at her waist, however, and she looked as if she knew how to use it.

Those two looked as if they’d grown up in the same city with one another. However, the third was as different from them as they were from his women.

Deep dark brown hair that glowed that was only two inches long and dark brown eyes. She was wearing almost what looked like city clothes that were well made.

Of course, all three were beautiful. Eerily so.

He could only imagine the amount of money their mothers had spent on them to receive that kind of treatment.

Steve decided this was the perfect opportunity for himself to get in the first word.

“Greetings,” Steve called, lifting his axe up from where it rested next to his leg. Taking several steps forward he swung the tool up onto his shoulder. “I’m Steven Bril, Citadel Commander, and husband to the military governor.”

The three women didn’t seem surprised by his statement, though the two with the platinum hair looked less confident than the third.

“Greetings, Commander,” said a rather tall and well put together woman. Her shining hair was pulled behind her in a long ponytail. She was standing between the two other women and had been who Steve had addressed directly. She had a voice that was quite lovely, Steve had to admit. “I am Helena Caan. I was dispatched by the queen to replace Geneva Gosti as the military governor.”

The opposing group stopped as one and didn’t move any further forward.

Steve nodded at the words, coming to a stop eight feet away from the other group.

“Why?” Steve asked simply. He wanted to know what the reasoning for the replacement was. Geneva had been as surprised as anyone else at the fact that she had a replacement.

“I… beg your pardon?” Helena asked, her brows knitting together.

“Why is she being replaced?” Steve asked.

“That is the business of the queen and the queen alone,” growled the dark-haired woman.

Steve turned and looked at her. Really looked at her.

Beautiful, lovely, cold-eyed, and stern-faced, she was a strange juxtaposition of the culture. Insanely pretty and looking like she spent her days chewing ice.

She gave off the same impression he’d felt from the mages who’d come to collect Linne.

“I wasn’t addressing you, Dog,” said Steve, emphasizing the word ‘dog’. To the point that it would likely become her name. “Helena, why has the q—”

“How dare you!?” shouted the second platinum-haired woman. “You do not—”

“Shut up!” Steve shouted at the top of his lungs.

Everyone went silent. To the point that he couldn’t even hear the birds chirping nearby from the walls anymore.

He’d yelled so loudly that it felt like he’d actually managed to hurt his throat in fact.

“I was not talking to you, Mutt,” Steve said, addressing the wide-eyed woman at Helena’s left. After holding Steve’s gaze for two seconds, the woman dropped her eyes to the ground. Steve finally looked back to Helena. “Why is my wife being replaced?”

Lifting her chin, Helena appeared to steady herself mentally.

“The queen felt she was no longer fit for the position,” Helena replied neutrally.

“Why?” Steve asked again.

“Because… because she… married a Human, who… who dares to give her companion un-unflattering names,” Helena continued.

“Ah, I see. I suppose the time has come then,” Steve said, nodding his head. “I strip you of your military governorship. I reinstate Geneva Gosti as the military governor.

“You are now her deputy governor as Gennie is currently enjoying her first child being born. Do you have any questions?”

Dog, Mutt, and Helena all shared the same look on their faces. Absolute astonishment.

“I… I don’t—”

“You dare to rescind the queen’s order!?” shouted Dog. Her left hand shot up and a bright blue orb began to grow in her hand.

A mage. Alright.

“I’ll kill you!” screamed Mutt.

Both Dog and Mutt charged him at that point. None of the guards moved from their position around Helena, however.

They’re either well-trained or know better.

Dog and Mutt though… well.

As soon as Mutt got close enough to Steve, she swung out with her sword for all she was worth.

The strike was perfectly executed, exactly at the height of Steve’s neck, and with more than enough force to decapitate him cleanly.

Taking a step backward was as simple as could be for Steve. The force of his movement causing some of the dirt and grass beneath his boot to dimple and shift.

Dog threw out an orb of crackling blue lightning at that moment. It was on Steve before he could fully register what was happening. The distance between them had left him with little in the way of reaction time.

Not thinking about it, Steve slapped his left hand at the ball of electric fury as if it were a fly.

Smashing through the magical construct, his palm obliterated it. Fragments of the spells blasted into the ground and sent sprays of turf out into the air.

It also left Steve feeling like his hand was all pins and needles. As if he’d slept on it funny.

Shaking out his left hand twice, he dropped his axe, reached out with his right hand, and snatched up Mutt around the throat.

Lifting her up off the ground in this way, he turned and faced Dog directly.

“Do that again, Dog, and I’ll come over there and break both your arms,” Steve promised, holding a kicking and squirming Mutt off the ground as if she were little more than a toy. “Then drown you in a bucket of piss while Mutt here gets to watch and clean my boots with her tongue.”

Still flexing his left hand and flicking it back and forth, Steve turned back to Helena.

“Deputy Military Governor Helena Caan. Do you accept your position?” Steve asked while Mutt continued to flail around.

Dog was staring at Steve as if he were death made real. Her arms were limp at her side, her mouth wide open, and her eyes looked like they might fall out of her head.

Mutt eventually remembered she had a sword and tried to slash it at Steve’s head.

Using his still rather numb left hand he battered the weapon to the side, breaking it in half in the process and pulled Mutt down to his eye-level.

“Stop it, Mutt. Do anything stupid again and I’ll break both your arms and drown you in that bucket of piss I mentioned, while Dog cleans my boots with her tongue. She’s behaving, why can’t you?” Steve growled at the woman. “Be more like Dog.”

Mutt’s eyes were wide, and her face was deathly pale with the exception of her cheeks, which were red and rosy. Sweat was rolling down her face from her exertions.

“Sorry!” squeaked Mutt, her hands now grasping at Steve’s hand since her feet had been returned to the ground. “Sorry, I’m sorry. I… I just… I’m sorry.”

“Great,” Steve said, not letting go of Mutt. “Then just stand there, Mutt, while I deal with the Deputy.”

Mutt nodded her head rapidly, her gauntleted and powerful hands falling away from Steve’s wrist when she couldn’t even budge his pinky finger.

Grunting, Steve was finally able to turn his attention back to Helena.

Helena no longer appeared to have any confusion on her face whatsoever. She’d folded her hands behind her back and had a rather placid smile.

“I look forward to working for Geneva Gosti in my role as Deputy Military Governor,” Helena said, her voice sounding sincere and honest. “Where should I report, my lord Commander Bril?”

“Go to Citadel Bril. Leave your soldiers here. Travel by yourself. You’ll be conducted to Gennie from there,” Steve commanded.

“Of course, lord Commander Bril. I understand those underneath you who serve in positions of power also become a mistress or wife. I am unmarried, unsullied, and ready to entertain you tonight,” Helena said, her tone never slipping. “Should I go to your room, or would you prefer to take up my own bed?”

Steve couldn’t deny he wanted to bed Helena. She was a beauty and something he hadn’t had yet.

“Take her, Steve,” Nancy whispered from not far behind him. “Take her, bed her, and make her yours. You deserve everyone and everything. Lucia won’t mind. This would be a good addition.”

Thinking on that, Steve agreed with Nancy. He did deserve everything and everyone.

But he also wanted to abide by what he’d promised to Lucia.

“Down her throat tonight. I bet her voice will sound amazing as she chokes and gags on you,” Nancy purred. “Or as she moans when you plow her face down into her own pillows.”

“I’ll go to your bed, Helena,” Steve said as Nancy’s words sunk into his thoughts. Then he realized just what he’d said. “But only if you can convince Princess Lucia you’re worthy of it. Go speak with her, while I deal with Dog and Mutt.”

Turning away from the group, Steve caught Dog’s eyes with his own. Pointing to one side with his left hand, he started to walk away, dragging Mutt with him.

“Nancy, Hiren, with me, everyone else, tend to Lucia while she deals with the new deputy,” demanded Steve.

Mutt stumbled several times but managed to somehow keep up with Steve as he pulled her along.

Getting some distance from the rest of the group, he casually yanked Mutt to stand at his left. Turning his head, he found Dog only a few steps away.

“Stand here, Dog,” Steve said, pointing at the space next to Mutt.

“Yes, my Lord Bril,” Dog whispered, scurrying over and standing in that spot.

“My Lord Bril, I’m so sorry,” Mutt stammered. “Please, I’m so sorry. I’m so—”

Steve turned and glared at Mutt, causing her words to die on her lips.

Nancy slid into position at Steve’s right side. Her left hand settled on his lower back and she pressed herself against his arm.

“You should be bedding Helena right now. In the grass. In front of everyone. With her ankles dangling in the air. She tastes amazing even now. Could you imagine her moans? I bet they’d be even more beautiful than Gwen’s or Felisa’s,” Nancy teased. “It isn’t often you find a Siren who married a Banshee and produced an actual child.”

Huh? Oh. I didn’t even check her.

Glancing toward Helena Steve asked for insight into her as Hiren joined the small group.

 

Helena Caan

Siren/Banshee

Father: living

Mother: living

Deputy Military Governor-Deputy to Geneva Gosti

Noble Line- part of the nobility of Lamals

 

“Hm, whatever,” Steve said and looked at Hiren. “Mutt’s your personal assistant.”

Reaching over, he grabbed Mutt by her shoulder and pulled her over to Hiren.

“Nancy, Dog is your personal assistant,” Steve stated, doing the same to Dog. “Bind them both the same as the original contracts.

“My Lord Bril, I mus—”

Holding up a single finger Steve didn’t bother to look at Dog as she spoke.

The mage fell silent, her words trailing off to nothing.

“Dog, do not speak unless Nancy gives you permission. Be more like Mutt,” Steve grumbled. “Questions?”

“Can I kill her?” Nancy asked.

“Of course. She’s yours to do with as you please,” Steve said off-handedly. He didn’t think Nancy would kill her, but likely that she was getting that distinction out of the way.

Not far away, Helena was on her knees in front of Lucia, who was once more nursing James. The Fae princess was smiling down at the deputy, looking like quite the benevolent woman right now.

And this piece is done.

Now to the harder problem.

Nikki.

He hadn’t seen the Faun in two months. Not since Lucia had practically browbeaten him into visiting the farm.

While the trip hadn’t gone poorly, he’d certainly felt ill at ease and couldn’t ever shake the feeling of distance between himself and Nikki.


Six

 

“It doesn’t look different,” Jaina said as she walked along next to Steve ahead of the wagons. “Nothing changed.”

“I mean… did you think it would?” Steve asked, curious about what Jaina thought of the whole situation.

Frowning, Jaina’s face took on a look of thought. Her brows drawing down and her right hand coming up to lightly scratch at her neck, her left arm coming across her waist.

Bracing her elbow against her left arm, she looked odd to Steve. Like she was trying to mimic something she’d seen.

Then he realized what it was.

She was mimicking Nancy. That was often how Nancy would stand if she was thinking about something.

Starting to exert that subtle control over others, my darling Wight?

Looking backward, he found Nancy sitting next to Lucia in the wagon. James was in Nancy’s lap, cradled against her bosom, and sleeping peacefully.

Lucia was slouched lower in the seat and looked to be enjoying a break from holding the baby.

Nancy’s eyes were already on Steve. He’d found that she would often stare at him. She would simply watch him. Her eyes never leaving him.

It was her own strange version of care.

When it came to Nancy, she was a twisted knot of broken emotions fueled by her own need to eat.

What he was sure of, though, was that she loved him. In a deep, twisted, and very disturbing way, she loved him.

Gaze flicking to Steve’s left, Nancy apparently noticed Jaina and what she was doing. Then her eyebrows moved upward and she smiled. Shrugging one shoulder, she seemed unperturbed.

She’s not actively trying to push on Jaina. Jaina just wants to be more like Nancy.

Holding James closer to her chest, Nancy nuzzled the infant with her cheek, her eyes drifting back to Steve.

He saw the desire there at that moment.

The desire for a child and to become a wife.

About time. 

Whatever.

Mostly been waiting for her to tell me when.

Turning his attention back to Jaina, Steve cleared his throat. “Well?”

“Nikki is prey,” Jaina said simply and shook her head. “She thinks like a rabbit. If I hide, if I keep in my burrow, the Kobold will not get me. She won’t change anything because she thinks if she does, it would draw attention.”

Walking along the wall that she herself had built, which truly hadn’t been changed since it went up, Jaina was correct. Nikki was acting more like prey than anything else. Trying to keep her head down and keep the peace.

“Unfortunately for her, the Kobold is already looking into the burrow,” Jaina said and then made a hand movement off to the distant plains. “I would bet on there being many tracks of scouts from Deputy Helena out there. Many, many. And that would mean she had orders to inspect, take, or siege the farm.”

Following the line of her arm, Steve let his eyes roam the horizon. She was likely right, given the way Helena had spoken to him.

Doubly so because Dog had been sent to assist her.

He couldn’t remember who had told him, but he had the impression that there weren’t many mages in all of Lamals. Less than thirty, in fact.

And Dog works for Nancy, now.

“—should build up the burrow. But she won’t. Not unless you force it,” Jaina lamented. “She was willing to act when she thought it was necessary or the best option. When she was forced to do so. I like Nikki. She’s very, very nice. Very kind.

“Far too much prey thinking, though. Too much, too much. This is why rabbits breed so fast. Too slow to act when they should, and too quick to act hastily when they shouldn’t.”

“Fix it for me then,” Steve said, coming to a decision. “I’ll leave you here to shore up the defenses. Get everything the way it should be. Like how we have it on the farm. The Creep farm.”

“But… I want to be with you,” Jaina said, dropping the pose of thinking and snatching up his arm. It was quickly wedged between her breasts. “I’m your Kobold. You’re my husband. I’m Jaina Bril. I belong with Steven Bril.”

“Yes, and as my wife, my Kobold, my Witch-Knight champion, I need your help,” Steve said, reaching over with his free hand to scratch at the small woman’s ears. “Help me, Jaina Bril. I must protect those in our family who can’t protect themselves.”

“No,” Jaina whined. The noise coming out oddly as it tinged her words. “No, no. My place is with you, husband.”

“Please, Jaina? Wife?” Steve asked as they reached the drawbridge.

“I… yes, husband. I will do this. I will… defend our prey,” grumbled Jaina a second before she began to lightly gnaw at his arm. Biting at him gently over and over. Each bite followed by several licks.

Releasing him as they stepped onto the drawbridge, Jaina huffed once and then adjusted her clothes. Pulling at her hips and shoulders in small tugs.

Up ahead, Steve already saw who was waiting for him.

Nikki, Ina, Ferrah, and Airlea.

Putting a smile on his face and doing his best to look like this wasn’t awkward, Steve marched determinedly forward.

The last time he’d visited, Nikki had asked him very respectfully to continue to keep the order she’d arranged his wives in for him. From Airlea as the newest to Nikki at the top.

And that his greeting needed to go from the bottom up, as well.

Locking eyes with Airlea, Steve found she was exactly as he remembered her.

Extremely delicate looking. Though quite pretty with shining blue eyes and platinum-blond hair that came down to her elbows.

A single long white horn came up from the middle of her forehead and angled itself toward the sky.

In every way, Airlea always looked fragile to Steve.

Beautifully carved from ice or molded from hot glass. A woman that needed to be put upon a shelf, taken care of and admired.

He was rapidly getting over the fact that from the waist down and back, she was a very small horse. In fact, her height barely put her over Jaina’s own.

Then he was struck by the sheer hope and joy radiating from the Unicorn. Every time she saw him, he could actually experience the weight of her feelings for him. The love and hope she held in her heart for him.

It practically slammed him down and crushed him into the dirt.

Unable to help herself, Airlea’s forelegs pawed at the grass. Her hooves churning it up slightly. Her platinum-blond tail began to swish back and forth behind her as well.

Reaching her, the small Unicorn flung herself at him, wrapping her arms around him.

“Oh! Oh, oh, oh, husband,” Airlea crooned as she pulled his face down toward her own. Getting his head to her own height, she began pressing soft warm kisses all over his face.

Ending with a very heated and loving kiss to his lips while her arms tightened around his neck. Her head was tilted more than most of his wives did when he was kissed. As he could feel her horn resting against the top of his ear, it made perfect sense.

There was never a shortage of care or concern with Airlea. She seemed to genuinely love, worry, and fret over him.

Even going so far as to personally spend hours upon hours making a personal set of armor just for him. 

Going to make her whinny. Whinny so loud that her legs go out.

Pull on those big hips of hers until she has to lay down for a day.

Make her the most loved Unicorn there ever was.

Grabbing Airlea around the hips, Steve pulled her partially off her forelegs and held her to himself. Then he pushed his tongue into her mouth and kissed her far more deeply than she was expecting.

Whimpering, Airlea melted into him, practically hanging off him.

Seconds passed before he released her, setting her back to the ground.

Looking somewhat dazed, the Unicorn stumbled momentarily to one side, her hooves clicking together as she regained her balance.

“Oh… husband… I… I—”

Airlea’s words trailed off as she looked up at him with wide eyes.

“I missed you. Now… hold that thought,” Steve said, smiling at her.

Turning, he found Ferrah. Waiting her turn with red cheeks and arms crossed.

“You better not pick me up, too,” growled the Dwarf.

The thick red braid she normally wore her hair in was gone. It now was hanging loosely behind her. A number of small green ribbons held it in place and off her ears.

Her face was clean without a trace of soot or dirt, her skin was smooth, and even her arms looked burn free for the first time since he’d met her.

Additionally, she wasn’t wearing her apron. She was dressed more like Ina and Nikki would be. Coincidentally, it made her look far less stout and much curvier—like Gwendolin.

“You know you want me to,” Steve said, grabbing Ferrah under the rear end, and lifting her up off the ground and holding her to himself.

Not waiting for the lovely Dwarf maiden to argue with him—which he knew she would—he kissed her. Holding to her roughly.

Much like Airlea had, the gruff and rough Dwarf leaned into Steve. Her hands coming up to rest on his shoulders.

Setting her down, he found that he’d worked a near similar effect on her as he had on Airlea.

A pair of hands grabbed at his face and jerked him to one side.

He was kissed hard and fast, a tongue pushing into his mouth as he was bent forward.

Then a hand started to paw at his rear end, while a second hand started to fondle his privates through his pants.

Right around when his body responded to the aggression by pumping all the blood it could down below, Ina released him.

Because the only woman who would ever treat him like that was Ina.

“I’m going to break your hips and you’re going to put a baby in me even if I have to tie you to the bed,” growled the busty and beautiful Human woman. She still had one hand between his legs, though, the other now held onto his shirt collar.

Steve wanted to agree to that quickly. Ina was extremely easy on the eyes and had a figure that didn’t belong on a farm. Or anywhere common for that matter.

Ina’s wheat-blond hair had grown out some and now reached her shoulders. Her blue eyes smoldered with lust and love in equal measure.

As always, Ina really hit the right spots in Steve’s head. He’d be happy to let her drag him off right now and everyone else could figure out what they wanted to do without him.

“Now, now,” Nikki murmured, laying a hand to Ina’s wrist. “This isn’t an expected visit. For all we know, he might have to leave quickly.”

Managing to pry him out of Ina’s grasp with very little effort, Nikki pulled him over to stand in front of her.

She was a Faun of limited beauty, with black curly hair, slotted brown eyes, dark horns, and furry legs. 

“Nikki,” Steve said mildly. Leaning in, he kissed her briefly on the cheek. The Faun had tried to turn her head to kiss him on the lips but he’d been expecting it and dodged her easily without it looking obvious.

Standing upright, he neutrally got her hands off him with only a single step backward.

The hurt in her face and eyes was obvious. To the point that it made his heart shudder in his chest just looking at what he’d done to her.

Nikki still loved him, and though he wanted to deny it, he did love her.

He just also felt the distance between them and wasn’t willing to cross it. Despite all her letters, proclamations, acceptance of guilt, and begging just to talk about the situation.

“Steve,” Nikki murmured, her voice low and sad.

“We’re here to shore up your defenses. Jaina will handle that, while the rest of us head south. Lucia needs to present our son to the Fae Courts,” Steve said and then gestured to the wagons coming into the farm behind him.

“A son,” Nikki said, nodding her head briefly. Her lips were pressed together firmly as if she wanted to say or ask something.

“Yes. One of my three sons. James, Thomas, and Robert. All were born healthy and whole,” said Steve, wondering if that’d been the question she wanted to ask.

“Three?” Ina asked, somewhat shocked.

“Husband! That’s amazing! I hope our first is a healthy son, too,” Airlea said, apparently having recovered now. “Will you formalize our marriage tonight? Before you leave? I would love to receive your attention.”

“Ah,” squeaked Nikki.

She hopes I’ll come to her bed.

Which would be the first time since I came back with Lynn.

“I’m afraid we’re not staying,” Lucia said, coming to a stop next to Steve. “We really are moving on rather quickly. Just a quick visit, introduce you to James, and then off down the river. Gwen and Gennie wanted to come and show you your other nephews, but someone had to stay back at the Creep farm and Gennie was still recovering.”

Holding up the baby, Lucia smiled at all the women.

“Would you all like to meet your nephew?” Lucia asked and she was rapidly surrounded by the other women.

 

***

 

Standing at the pier south of the farm, Steve watched as Aubrey and Kimor made a boat of witch-stone.

Jaina, Felisa, Beati, and Ina were all working on the walls of the farm. They wouldn’t be done in one day, there was a lot to upgrade, shift, and redo, but they could at least start in on it with everyone there.

Aubrey and Kimor’s first three attempts had all ended in massive boats that sunk quite quickly.

The fourth attempt was going quite a bit better. Steve had suggested making the witch-stone as thin as possible while hollowing out the interior at the same time. Making sure to trap lots of air in those spaces.

Steve had no idea how they’d ended up with Aubrey and Kimor down here rather than helping with the walls.

“Worst case, we make a shield and use that instead,” Hiren murmured from his side. “This is really just to keep those two busy.”

“I… I could help,” Dog mumbled, apparently not having heard Hiren.

Turning her gaze on Dog, Hiren contemplated the mage for several seconds.

“Fine, go try to help. Soon as we get downriver you’re getting your bite and becoming a Witch-Knight. You’re useless to me as a mage,” Hiren said and then made a dismissive hand gesture toward Aubrey and Kimor.

“Yes, Captain,” Dog said and hurried off to join Aubrey and Kimor. She was dressed in light chain mail and leather armor. A short sword hung off her belt. Hiren often drilled her relentlessly in sword work as well since acquiring her.

“Where’s Mutt?” Steve asked.

“Helping Nancy,” Hiren admitted. “We swapped. In the end, Dog is more useful to me, Mutt is more useful to her. I’m… sorry we didn’t tell you.”

Steve shrugged at that. He didn’t give a flying fuck what they did with those two.

“Steve?”

Closing his eyes, Steve already knew who was behind him.

“I’ll go assist with the craft,” said Hiren, who started off down the pier to assist.

“Yes, Nikki?” Steve asked, not turning around.

“Can we talk? Please?” Nikki asked.

“We talked,” grumped Steve.

“No… Lucia talked. Everyone else did. You and I didn’t talk. Not at all,” Nikki murmured coming to a stop next to him. “Please… I love you. I know you love me. Can we at least just… talk?”

“So talk then,” Steve said gruffly then clamped his jaw shut.

Nikki took in a short, heavy breath and then sighed.

“Never mind, Steve. Just… never mind,” Nikki mumbled.

Turning she began to amble away. The soft clop of her hooves against the pier as she hopped away was unbearably loud in his ears.

Grimacing, Steve unlocked his jaw and shook his head.

“Okay. Let’s… talk then,” Steve relented and turned to face the Faun.

Standing at the edge of the pier with her back to him, Nikki was motionless. She didn’t turn around. She didn’t address him.

He got the feeling that at that moment she’d finally given up on him. That after months of trying, she’d thrown in the towel.

“Have a good trip. Please be safe,” Nikki muttered and ambled away from him.

What?

Feeling like something had just broken in his chest, Steve darted forward. Catching up to Nikki quickly, he grabbed her by the wrist and held onto her.

“Let me go,” said Nikki under her breath.

“I… I would like to talk,” Steve tried. The feeling like he’d just ruined something was growing worse with every second.

“Steven Bril, release me, and let me go. You’ve made your point. I understand,” Nikki growled, giving her arm a tug. “Your stance is known and… and that’s it. I get it. Now let me go. I’ll leave and you can have what you wanted. Me not being here.”

Dread was rapidly spreading throughout his body. An icy feeling that made his hands sweat and his head swim.

“No. I want to talk. I’m sorry. I… I want to talk,” Steve tried again.

“I don’t want to!” Nikki shouted, finally turning and looking at him. Tears were streaming down her cheeks and the whites of her eyes were bloodshot. “You’ve hurt me enough! I don’t want to talk to you at all, now! Never again!”

Hiccupping, and then sobbing, Nikki tugged at her arm once more to no avail.

“I’m going to leave the farm and give you what you wanted. Okay? Let me go already. Let me go, Steven Bril!” screamed the Faun, jerking at her arm with as much force as she could muster.

I’ve kept her in an ugly… limbo. Haven’t I?

Never forgiving her, never allowing the wound to heal, and punishing her.

Punishing her over and over and over. Every time I saw her.

Every letter she sent that I barely responded to.

I wasn’t the only one hurting.

She did what she felt was best, just as I’m doing now. And I punished her for months without ever truly talking to her about it.

And she wanted to talk through it and… I just… didn’t. I shut down. She kept up the lines of communication, kept open, for months on end.

I closed her out.

Despite her apologies, admitting her wrongdoing, and wanting to talk through it.

He’d never even listened to a word.

“Nikkolett Bril, I hear you,” Steve said, slowly drawing the Faun in closer to himself. “I hear you. Maybe it’s too late, but I hear you now. Right now. I hear you. I’m listening. I want to talk. And the first thing I want to say is I’m sorry.”

“No, you c-can’t do this,” Nikki grumbled, using her free hand to thump the bottom of her fist down into his shoulder. “You can’t just shut me out and then try to pull me back in when I’m done. Done with this, done with you. Let me go, Steven Bril!”

Steve didn’t do that. He pulled her into a hug and settled his arms around her shoulders.

“I’m sorry, my Faun. Your brute is and ever has been a brute. I’m not asking you to forgive me, but I’d really like to talk,” said Steve, resting his cheek against her head. He could feel one of her horns in his hair. “I’m going to tell Lucia I’m staying here for a night. She can go ahead without me, or wait. But I think I need to spend a night here with my Faun. To talk to her. Really… talk to her. About everything.

“About Lynn… about our lost wives… about what I feel you betrayed me in… and… just everything. Everything you wanted to talk about, and I wouldn’t.”

Moaning softly, Nikki hit him twice more with her palms, doing absolutely nothing to him. Then she leaned into him and began to wail into his shoulder. Her shoulders shuddering in huge racking sobs.

He could feel her hands clutching at his tunic even as he held her.

I’m a scum-bag.

She really expected the queen to carry out justice accordingly. She believed in the laws as they were stated and thought that it would happen exactly like that.

The whole thing was as much a shock to her, as it was when I found her in the woods, I bet.

She only wanted us to have a happily ever after, didn’t she?

And I shut her out. I wouldn’t listen. I wouldn’t forgive.

I was a weak, petty, mean-spirited little man. Without forgiveness or a heart.

Nikki stood there, holding to him, and pushing at him at the same time.

Suffering for what he’d done to her.

And would Misty have actually wanted me to seek revenge for her?

Most likely not.

Nor would Xivin, Kassandra, or Shelly. Or even Chessa.

They certainly wouldn’t have wanted me to punish Nikki as I have for months. They’d be rather unhappy with me, in fact.

Gwendolin would have settled down if I’d soothed her. Jaina followed me for me. As did Lucia and Nancy.

“You’re a stupid—” Nikki said in a gasp followed by a wet sob. “Stupid brute. And I hate you. I hate you so much! I hate you, my love.”

Sighing, Steve just held onto the blubbering Faun as she continued to cry.

I hate me too, my Faun.


Seven

 

Days later when they arrived at the southern border of Lamals, Steve finally understood why Lucia had been excited to send a message home.

Moving through the military governor of the south’s lands by boat had shown him just how the trip would have gone otherwise. The river was surrounded by a lot of marshland, swamps, and terrain that simply wouldn’t be that kind to anyone trying to pass through.

The wagons they’d brought with them on the boat made of Witch-shielding were once more their mode of transportation.

“It’s still quite odd to me to watch such a thing,” Airlea murmured from the side of the wagon. The small Unicorn was watching the oxen as it bulled its way down the muddy road. “It makes me feel like a child again, watching my father go about his day.”

“Think of it in a different way,” Lucia offered. “You are above such manual labor, and it wouldn’t benefit you to be pulled down to their level. As if one such as lovely as yourself could ever pull a wagon or a cart, my dear.”

The fact that Airlea was here was still strange to Steve. But Nikki had insisted on it.

After they’d spent the evening and night talking, in-between bouts of very energetic love-making, Nikki had come to the conclusion that Airlea needed to be there with him. She could provide counsel to him that Nikki would not be able to.

When he’d suggested Nikki herself come with him, she’d immediately declined.

Nikki had said she was no longer his lead wife. Lucia was. And she wasn’t going to dare try to rock the boat.

She’d had her chance in that position and had squandered it away by trying to keep the peace. To benefit others that would do her no good.

In the time he’d been gone, Nikki had slowly been shaking off more and more of her naiveté. She was still passive, or a “prey animal” as Jaina would call her, but she was at least slowly realizing the world was no happy-go-lucky picnic.

“—you for your compliments, Lucia,” Airlea said, doing a happy little strut even as she moved through the mud as if it didn’t bother her in the least. “These new shoes from Ferrah are quite lovely as well. A little heavier than I’m used to but they feel nicer.”

Very honest little thing.

“Though I’m afraid you’ll have to clean my hooves almost as soon as we find a place to stop, husband,” Airlea said, turning and addressing him directly with a wide smile. “I do apologize.”

“It’s… not a problem, Airlea. Happy to take care of it,” Steve said honestly, returning the smile. “Alright. Let’s… cut the chatter. Time to talk to the border guard.”

Not far ahead was the official border with Odistran.

There were two sets of guards. One for Lamals, and one for Odistran. While the two countries weren’t at war and were all part of the same alliance, there was clearly no love lost between the two.

The border had a gatehouse, a long wall that ran off into the distance, and a number of people atop that wall.

“Declare yourself,” said one of the guards at the crossing point as Steve brought his wagon to a stop.

“Princess Lucia Kalokiri of the Summer Courts. Returning home to report the birth of a prince,” Lucia said quite firmly and with purpose.

All four guards stiffened at her statement, the other three guards now looking to her directly. Each one in turn quite obviously checked her status to confirm what she was saying.

“Ah… Princess… my apologies,” said the guard who’d addressed her. “You can of course cross. Though your companions will need to remain here. We’re currently under quarantine by Alliance law and—”

“No,” Steve said simply, looking at the guard in a bored way. “We’re all going through. And you don’t want to try and stop me.”

The guards bristled at that, the two on the Odistran side pulling weapons.

Sighing, Steve picked up his axe from where it sat at the floorboard. Standing up he swung the tool up to his shoulder.

“Fine, let’s do this then. Who wants to die first?” he asked.

“No!” shouted a voice from the gatehouse. A smaller woman in chainmail rushed out, holding her hands up. “No, no, no. My apologies, Commander Bril. My deepest and absolute apologies. Lamals will happily and quite sincerely allow you passage into Odistran and wish you the best of journeys. Second, I’d like to convey the best wishes of Ssisik, our governor, on the birth of your son. Additionally, she would like to remind you that she’s still awaiting you to call on her when you have a need.”

“Oh, how kind, thank you. On behalf of my husband and I, please convey our deepest thanks to Ssisik. I’d like to also invite her over for dinner if she ever has the chance to travel up to Citadel Bril,” Lucia said with a grace and poise Steve couldn’t even begin to imitate.

The two guards on the Lamals side had quite quickly moved to the sides of the path. Wanting nothing to do with the wagons, or Steve and his axe. Only the woman from the booth wouldn’t even look his way.

“And Odistran,” Steve said, raising his axe and pointing it head first at the guards there.

The two guards seemed absolutely confused by what had just happened. They likely had no idea who he was, or what he represented. But the actions of the guards from Lamals had probably been the equivalent of a mass volley of flares being shot into the sky as a warning.

Turning toward the Odistran guards, the woman in chainmail began talking to them quietly in a language Steve didn’t understand.

“We… wish you safe passage,” said one of the Odistran guards, moving to the side as well.

Snorting, Steve put his axe back down where he’d picked it up, grabbed the reins, and gave them a flick.

“Well,” Lucia said as they passed through the border check, “One down. One to go. Though I think our trip through Odistran will be quite mundane. The hardest part yet remains, however.”

“Oh?” Airlea asked, keeping pace with the wagon. “And what’s that, Lucia?”

“My aunt and my mother. Mother is obviously from the Summer Court. My aunt from the Winter Court,” said Lucia with a heavy sigh. “I’m not sure which one will try to kill me, though, I don’t doubt it’ll happen.

“I just sincerely hope it’s my aunt who makes the attempt. That way my mother can at least have the opportunity to learn from her sister’s death while Steve cleans off his axe. Maybe she’ll realize that it’s not the right course to take.”

Raising his eyebrows at that, Steve wasn’t quite sure what to think of it.

He knew the Fae Courts were legendary for their treachery and politics. But he hadn’t considered it was even at the direct blood-relative level.

 

***

 

Entering the lands of the Winter Court had been an odd experience. There’d been no guards waiting for them on behalf of the Fae.

Only Odistran guards were at the boundary.

Who very quickly ushered the party through into the Winter Fae lands and then pointedly ignored them.

Given that the entirety of the countryside they were traveling across seemed cold, barren, or hibernating, Steve could definitely understand why there wasn’t anyone here.

He doubted anyone could live there without the possibility of starving to death.

It’s not like you can just go to a drive-thru and get a Mc… a Mc… a… shit.

“Ah, it would appear everyone is gathering in the Fall Court. That makes sense. I really wasn’t sure,” Lucia said as the wagons continued down what was little better than a dirt path more suited to goats.

Up ahead of them was a large open plain with a number of huge trees dotted throughout. The grass was already browning with the cold approaching, as were the leaves on the trees.

It had the look of fall rather than winter.

“Everyone?” Steve asked, peering toward the road ahead of them. He couldn’t actually see anything that was different. “You’ll need to explain that a bit more, my butterfly.”

“Well, the royal families. All the commoners are likely already in the Winter common grounds,” Lucia murmured as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“The… Fae… population isn’t that very large, is it?” Nancy asked from behind the two of them. She was riding along in the wagon today.

“No, not very. The entire Fae population would likely be… well… if you counted the entire population from the original farm to the new farm, and all the cities, towns, and villages in between, that’d be about half the Fae population,” explained Lucia. “Really, our entire kingdom is perhaps less than a fourth the size of Lamals population-wise?”

“How powerful is it? Your country that is,” Airlea asked. “I know so little about the Fae. You’re the first I’ve ever met, Lucy.”

“Oh. Well?” Lucia said, sounding somewhat at a loss. “We don’t have the numbers to really go to war. Never did, to be honest. More than enough to protect our borders and our lands.

“Beyond that… there are no better archers in the world than the Fae, regardless of what Elves might tell you. Though, we’re only middling magicians if we have the talent for it. One doesn’t even need to ask about the possibility of fighting with a sword or armor.

“We’re simply not built for that. I can’t imagine even trying to use my wings with anything better than very light leather. And even then, I don’t think I’d get much in the way of flight distance.”

That’s… a good point. One of the strongest attributes of her race are their wings. It isn’t quite flight, but I bet they can cover a lot of ground with them. Especially if they start from an elevated location.

“As to everyone, yes. The royal family always remains together. It’s the only way we can ensure our safety,” Lucia murmured. “Well, except me obviously.”

“I’ve been wondering about that,” Nancy said, leaning in closer. She put one arm leisurely over Steve’s shoulder and rested her cheek on the other. She’d been more open about her care for him as of late. “How’d you end up in Filch if the royal family is meant to be here?”

“Oh, that’s actually rather easy. I ran away!” Lucia admitted with a laugh. “They wanted to marry me off to some… idiotic, spoiled, noble boy. Chances are, he’d have sat around all day and tried to turn me into a second mother for him.

“I declined the marriage in the most direct way I could. Jumped out my window, and just kept going north until I ended up in Lamals. Then the Creep happened.”

“So you… put yourself in with Granny Bosh?” Airlea asked.

Granny who?

“I mean… she promised me she’d get me a match. I never thought it’d happen, but… here I am,” Airlea said with a laugh. “But… you’re a princess?”

Lucia laughed somewhat nervously at that, then sighed.

“I… signed up with the matchmaker to escape Filch. That’s all,” Lucia admitted, then looked at Steve with a smile. “But I never thought the man who would get me out would be so… interesting. Honestly, it was the way he… you… treated Nia. Kept me around. Too long in fact. By the time I was ready to leave, I felt… I didn’t want to anymore.

“I stuck around to see what would happen. I stuck around so long, I ended up with a baby and a husband.  It wasn’t exactly my plan.”

Surprised by all of this, Steve could only stare.

“What? A Fae princess wouldn’t normally appear on the ‘market’ in a place like Filch, you know. I’m surprised you never really questioned it,” said Lucia with a smirk. “But then again, the lack of guile is one of the reasons I love you, Steven Bril.”

Opening his mouth Steve was at a loss for words.

“I… love you too, Lucia,” Steve finally got out.

“I certainly know that. How many other men would follow a Fae princess into the courts?”

As if they were passing through a curtain, the entirety of the world around him shifted and changed.

Massive trees became festooned with homes, ladders, bridges, and ropes that trailed across to other trees.

All around the base of these trees were more homes, shops, buildings, and open fields. 

He saw guards, soldiers, people in rich clothes, and even what were clearly servants. There were Fae everywhere.

The sound of them living their lives was also quite noticeable now, too.

Throughout everything were Fae women.

A great number of them, in fact. Quite a few were, of course, watching Steve and his procession.

No small number of guards, or soldiers perhaps, were already standing at the end of the path they were traveling on.

Which had just become a paving-stone lined road.

Following it, Steve could see it snaking off into the distance to the south. Likely into more normal lands inhabited by the Fae.

“All Fae cities, villages, and towns are like this,” Lucia said as they drew closer to the armed and angry-looking Fae soldiers. “We passed quite a few on the way in. I didn’t point them out because you wouldn’t be able to see them. Mostly farming communities. Honestly, we’re an agrarian society at the bottom and… and nothing at the top. Just a lot of Fae princesses all vying for control.”

“Control,” Steve muttered, already disliking this place intensely. He could only imagine a large family of people like Lucia all trying to one-up another.

“Yes, control. I’m afraid I’m the least like my family. My sisters and cousins. They’re all working to get more power, more control, more subjects,” Lucia murmured, her eyes slowly drifting back down to her son. “I really just wanted to live for me. Not for anyone else. Seems like maybe… in living for myself I found a reason to live for someone else.”

Lucia grinned and then leaned down and kissed James’ forehead. Which prompted a soft baby spluttering noise.

“Yes. For someone else. My little prince,” Lucia said in a baby-talk voice. “You and your daddy are my world now. The selfish princess isn’t quite so selfish anymore.”

“Stop the wagons,” declared a guard standing still in the middle of the road.

Steve saw no reason not to and pulled up on the reins.

Looking at the guard, Steve waited for further instructions.

The guard stared back.

Raising his eyebrows and then his left hand Steve made a small gesture in the form of, “hurry this along”.

As if realizing that everyone was waiting on her, the guard straightened her shoulders and shifted her spear around.

“Your presence in the Fall Court of the Fae queendom is unwelcome. Please turn around and depart,” said the guard.

Huh. Alright.

Well, long trip for no gain.

Oh, well.

Steve shrugged his shoulders and started pulling back on the reins causing the oxen to begin shifting backward.

Laughing, Lucia shook her head.

“Please tell my aunt that Princess Lucia Kalokiri Bril has returned. Along with her husband, and a prince of the realm,” said Lucia holding up James in front of herself.

“By… by order of the queen, all family members not present during the opening of the court shall be excluded from the court,” said the guard. It sounded like something she’d memorized if Steve had to be honest.

“Oh? Alright. I’ll head over to the Spring Court and wait there,” said Lucia after a moment of thought. “Please let my mother know I’ll handle the preparation for the court opening when the time comes. Oh, and tell her that her grandson is named James. I hope she won’t have you killed for not being able to meet him. He’s only a few weeks old right now and is still Fae pure.”

Lucia made a hand motion toward the reins in Steve’s hand.

“I—”

The guard took a step forward now, her voice rising in volume.

“I would ask that you please wait, Princess Lucia,” said the guard, sounding considerably more unsure of herself now. “I’ll relay a message to the Summer Queen. Would you please wait here? Could I have tea or fruit brought to you?”

“I would love some winter-berries if you have them,” said Lucia, sounding rather grateful.

Nodding her head, the guard motioned at one of her compatriots who started moving toward a building.

The guard who’d been addressing them set off at a fast sprint toward the large trees in the distance. Then her wings flicked out behind her and she leapt into the air.

Fluttering wings trailed behind her as she sailed through the air. Steve had to wonder for a moment about just how much higher the guard was going than Lucia could.

“She’s quite the flyer,” Lucia murmured, watching the guard go. “I’m only just a bit better than most myself but… she’s very talented.”

A young woman with a basket hurried over from one of the nearby buildings.

“Fae pure?” Steve asked, turning to look at Lucia.

“Our little James is untouched by all corruption. He’s never had an evil thought or intention. His world is that of light, mother’s milk, and warm hugs,” Lucia said, tickling James’ chin with a fingertip. “There’s an aura that surrounds such children. It doesn’t last as long as one would wish. But being in the presence of someone like this who is blood-related to you, can do wonders for you. Especially if you’re part of a family that can see bits of the future. Like the Summer family.”

Ah. In other words… this period will fade before the queen would get a chance to see James at Spring Court.

At which point… the queen would blame the guard. So they just ran off to tell the queen, rather than face this problem down the road.

“Your mother and aunt are both queens,” Steve said.

“Yes. My aunt is currently reigning as we’re in fall. Mother will take over in the spring until fall again. It keeps everything moving and… well… growing. Or dying, if that needs to happen. We Fae are part of the natural world.”

“Seems odd that they created the Creep then,” Aubrey said somewhat loudly from behind.

“Yes. That… yes. I’m afraid the Creep was a mistake that we won’t ever shake the shame of. It’s literally the ruination of life,” Lucia murmured, shaking her head slowly. “It’s why I’m so gratified to be part of the Creeplands restoration. I never thought falling in love would change so much for me. I—”

“Lucia!” called a distant voice.

Everyone looked down the road.

Flying toward them at a near incredible speed was an older Fae. Beautiful, fully mature, and rather regal looking even at this distance.

A woman who looked nearly identical to Lucia in fact, just older.

So fast.

Lucia’s mother practically appeared in front of the wagon as if she materialized from thin air. She’d flown so quickly toward them that when her feet hit the ground she skidded for several feet.

“Mother,” Lucia said, looking and sounding rather surprised.

Smiling ear to ear, the apparent Summer Queen of the Fae walked up to the side of the wagon and grabbed Lucia. Wrapping her up in a hug and holding onto her.

“Oh, honey,” said the queen. Her voice was very similar to Lucia’s, though deeper. “I was so worried. I thought for sure you’d been harmed, or killed, or captured or… or…”

The queen’s eyes moved to Steve, sitting there next to Lucia. Holding onto her daughter, she looked more like a woman to him than a royal personage.

“Ah…” said the queen, releasing Lucia and standing up straight.

“I’m fine, mother. I’m fine,” Lucia said with a soft laugh. “This is my husband, Steven Bril. And this our firstborn child. Your grandson. James Bril. Steve let me name him for daddy.”

Taking the moment for his own, Steve peered at the queen and asked for insight into her.
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It was more or less exactly what he’d expected.

Cradling James in her arms, Anais was gazing into the child’s face. He was gazing back at his grandmother.

Locked in a staring contest, the two seemed lost to everything else in the world.

Lucia sat there next to Steve, her hands pressed to her chest. There were tears trailing down from the corners of her eyes.

Okay. So… this isn’t so bad, I guess.

Slowly, the queen tipped to one side and bumped into the wagon. Then she wobbled as if she might fall.

“Mother?” Lucia asked, her voice going up in volume.

Airlea moved in a bit closer to Anais and laid a hand against the other woman’s back.

“Queen Anais?” murmured the Unicorn.

“I’m… I’m fine,” Anais said softly, regaining her balance. “Just… James is—my grandson is—”

“I know,” Lucia said with a chuckle. “I get lost looking at him sometimes, too.”

“Yes. Yes. That’s… it’s his eyes,” said Anais, agreeing with Lucia. “I have apartments ready for your family and your servants. Let’s… let’s go inside.”

Something… happened there. I’ll ask her later.


Eight

 

Sitting down in the nicely-padded chair, Steve could certainly feel the luxury of it.

I feel like I’ve gone through a frat-rush.

Wait… what?

Not even bothering to chase the thought of the memory as it fled, Steve instead sunk into the chair and simply enjoyed it.

Nancy slid around behind him and laid her hands on his shoulders. He felt considerably better with her there, standing at his back.

Nancy was his one and true confidant. If he couldn’t tell Nancy something, there was no one else available to him.

He’d unloaded everything onto her.

From Nikki to Lucia, to the voice he heard, to the fact that he had memories that fled, and that he was certain he’d once had a family in his previous life.

Nancy took everything in turn with the same smile she always had. Then would often bed him and have him take his aggressions out on her.

Reaching up, he laid a hand atop hers and gave it a squeeze. Which she returned in kind.

“Thank you, mother. I honestly wasn’t sure of the reception we’d get. I thought for certain I’d be waiting at the Spring Court for a while,” Lucia said as she sat down on the sofa.

James had not been returned to her as of yet and she looked like she was enjoying not having her arms full.

Anais, on the other hand, looked like she just wanted to hold James as long as possible. As the queen sat down next to her daughter, Steve had a momentary stray thought that they looked nearly identical in some ways.

Lucia was a bit thicker in some key—and in his opinion needed—areas compared to her slimmer mother.

Otherwise, they shared too many features to not see the resemblance.

“After you fled, a number of your cousins also took flight,” Anais said quietly, one hand lightly scratching at James’s head. The child had apparently fallen asleep at some point and was quite happy using his grandmother as a pillow.

“That’s unsurprising given how many of them were going to be married to pigs,” Lucia said with some heat to her voice. “And my sisters?”

“None. In the end, only you fled,” Anais started and then sighed once. “Though to be fair, that isn’t because I talked everyone into staying. It’s because after you left, I realized what was about to happen. Once one princess fled, there was no reason that the others couldn’t. I immediately put a halt to all of their betrothals. A great many of your sisters asked me to keep their wedding as planned. I don’t know if it’s for marriage or duty, but… it doesn’t seem as bad as I feared.”

“Sorry, mother. But I wasn’t going to marry him. Not for anything under the sun and stars,” said Lucia with a laugh. “Besides, in running away from my fiancé, I found my husband. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Anais lifted her face and looked towards Steve at the mention of him.

“I cannot deny that you’re a handsome man, Steven Bril. Your accomplishments and titles are many. Lucia’s father was a half-Human so I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that you were what she wanted in the end,” said Anais. It sounded partially directed at him, and partially as if she were talking to herself. “Though I’m afraid my sister isn’t going to be very kind to you. She married pure and has slighted me for decades over my husband, despite it not actually being my choice.”

“You loved daddy,” Lucia stated quite firmly.

“Yes. I did love your father. Quite deeply. But I still didn’t choose him,” Anais said and shrugged her shoulders. “Regardless, Wasa will not be pleased and she’s in her season to reign.”

“Well. I think she’ll need to keep civil,” Lucia emphasized with a shake of her head. “My husband is… a brute. He will solve most problems directly. And violence is always a plausible option to him. If Aunt Wasa decides to do something stupid, I can’t guarantee he won’t kill her.”

Anais looked absolutely shocked at the turn in the conversation.

“And yes, he could kill her. Quite probably the entire court, as well, if they turned on him. Magic… doesn’t really work against him. Nor does force,” explained Lucia with a small smile. “My brute is very special. Aren’t you, my love? My consort? My husband?”

Steve felt rather odd at the moment.

Being hit with so many pet names at the same time had made his heart skitter to one side and his stomach flip over. At the same time, he couldn’t deny that he was a violent brute who was likely going to kill anyone who got in his way.

“Yes, butterfly,” Steve grumbled, trying to push a little bit of the humiliation back at Lucia.

“That’s a sweet name for you,” Anais said, turning her head to Lucia. “I like it. Your father used to call me his fairy princess.”

“I remember that!” giggled Lucia, leaning towards her mother.

“They’re very happy to see each other,” Nancy whispered in his ear. She’d leaned down over his shoulder, practically melting against him at the same time. “It’s obvious they love one another. Her mother sees her as an equal, as well, which I don’t think she did previously. The birth of your son changed their relationship.”

Running a hand down the front of his chest, Nancy was openly displaying her affection for him without a care for the queen, Lucia, or the Witch-Knights in the room.

“You know… my mother’s alive. I’d like you to put a child in me, and then we go find her,” Nancy continued to whisper in his ear. Her voice felt so soft and light that it was as if she were talking into his mind. “Maybe see a few of my sisters as well. That’s what I want, Steve. Will you give it to me?”

Steve instantly knew the answer to that.

Nodding his head, Steve reached up and ran his fingers through Nancy’s hair.

He’d give her a child as fast as he could if that’s what she wanted. She was his Secret Keeper, confidant, lover, and biggest supporter. She never shied away from telling him the worst things or the best things. She fought with him and argued if she felt strongly about something, but never acted without them having come to a conclusion.

She was his partner.

“Thank you, Steven Bril. I’d also like you to marry me when you put that child in me. If only for the sake of our child,” Nancy continued, kissing his ear several times. “And I only want one child. One and one only. The rest of me is all for you.”

Once more, Steve nodded.

She was his partner.

“—working with Wasa to figure out what to do about all this,” Anais said, completely oblivious to Nancy and Steve. “With Lamals no longer being a true member of the alliance, a number of countries are pushing to be able to carve it up. As if it were a turkey dinner, prepared and waiting for its diners.”

“That’s not really that surprising,” Lucia said with a wave of her hand. “There were rumors of the alliance wanting to do that even before this all happened. You said so yourself.”

“True. But this is different. This is them actually—”

The door slammed open and women dressed in guard uniforms and armor rushed into the room.

“What’s the meaning of this?!?” Anais demanded as she stood up. Cradling James against her chest, she was projecting the frightening aura of both a concerned parent and a very angry queen.

“By order of the Season Queen, the Princess Lucia is to be put under house arrest, and the Human thrown into the dungeon. The servants go with the Human,” declared a guard wearing a red plumed helmet.

Steve noticed there was no word about Airlea in that statement. The Unicorn had gone off to look into getting food for everyone.

“This is a mistake,” Lucia murmured, standing up as well. “Please don’t do this. Please go tell the queen I’d love to discuss this with her. There is a much easier solution to this, I’m sure.”

“This has already been ordered and will be carried out,” said the guard who was clearly in charge.

“I’ll go speak with my sister,” Anais declared and then turned to hand James back to Lucia. “I’ll see if I can’t end this madness rather than waiting for spring to come.”

The Witch-Knights looked to Steve for direction.

He was looking at Lucia.

Grimacing, the Fae princess shook her head even as guards rushed in to encircle her.

“Give it a day, my love,” Lucia said after thinking about it. “Then do as you must. We can’t tarry here forever.”

A day? Alright. A day.

That’s not so bad. It’ll give me a chance to sleep and think by myself, too.

Steve allowed himself to be bound, the guards doing their best to subdue him.

It felt as threatening as when Nia tried to tickle or wrestle with him.

One of the guards tried to pick up his axe where it was resting against the chair and found it completely immobile.

“Just leave it there, I’ll come back for it,” said Steve with a snicker.

 

***

 

Opening his eyes, Steve remembered where he was.

The Fae dungeon.

Yawning, he slowly sat up and stretched his arms above his head.

“That’s a day,” Steve mumbled and let his arms drop back down. “Or at least… as close to a day as I’m willing to wait. Hm.”

Smacking his lips, he considered how he should do this.

Chances are Lucia is in some room under guard. James is probably with her.

Anais is likely trying to get her sister to back down and as of yet hasn’t had any success. Otherwise, I wouldn’t still be here.

I’ll wait for them to bring breakfast, ask if there’s any news, and then… well… start killing people.

Getting up off the stone bench, Steve lightly began to stretch, moving his arms around. Then he slowly worked on twisting his body back and forth and warming up his legs.

“You know,” Steve said to no one. He’d been dropped into the darkest, deepest cell, they could probably find. “I rather enjoyed being alone last night. Was nice just to think by myself. Maybe I need a room back at the farm just for me. Where no one can trouble me for an evening.”

Walking over to the bars, Steve gave one a casual tug. The cold iron groaned for a brief moment as the metal bent fractionally.

“There it is then. I wonder if I could use one as a club,” Steve asked himself. Looking at the locking mechanism, he tapped it with a fingertip. “If I pulled the bar out that was attached to you, you’d be a nice rounded end. Wouldn’t you?”

Sniffing, Steve stuck his finger into the keyhole and wriggled it around a little. It felt pretty solid to his tentative probing. It wasn’t hollow and felt like a solid chunk of iron.

“Hm. Suppose we’ll find out. Now we wait for breakfast,” Steve said, leaning up against the bars. “Err… if they bring breakfast. What do I do if they don’t bring me anything at all?”

Chuckling, Steve contemplated the situation, and then decided he wanted to lay back down on his stone bed.

Yawning, he sprawled out, closed his eyes, and went back to enjoying the silence. After all, for all he knew, this was the same day he’d been thrown in here.

The bang of a door opening finally roused Steve again. Though he had no idea what time it was, or if it was even the same day.

Blearily, he looked around his quiet and slightly chilled cell. It looked exactly the same to him.

Doubly so since there was no light from outside to judge anything by.

Looking toward the only entry, Steve saw an orange plumed guard treading his way.

“By order of the next Season Queen, you’re to be fed,” said the guard coming over toward the front of his cell. “By order of the current Season Queen, that is to be only once a day.”

Pushing the wooden tray through the bars, the guard held it there. Halfway into his cell and precariously hanging over the edge.

Sitting up on his stone bed, Steve reached up and rubbed at his jaw. Then stretched his arms out to the side and yawned.

Finally, he stood up once he’d finished and started walking over to the bars.

He was expecting the guard to drop the food. Throw it at him. Or to take it away. He was already unimpressed with the Fae guards and them acting petty would fit in nicely with the mental picture he was building.

Which left him feeling rather surprised when he got a hold of the tray without it being disturbed or bothered.

“I hope you enjoy your meal,” said the woman. “I made sure to include more than enough that though you’ll only be served once a day, you’ll not suffer starvation. I would recommend saving the fruit for dinner so you do not go to bed hungry.”

Shocked at the polite exchange, Steve held onto the tray and looked at it.

It was full of food. Mostly fruits, vegetables, and greens. Though it did have a small amount of what looked like dried beef.

“We don’t eat much in the way of meat, though we do have some stores. Is that enough for a Human’s daily needs?” asked the guard.

Hm.

I can’t kill her. She’s been kinda nice. I’ll have to be as gentle as possible.

Baby slaps. Very gentle, light, baby slaps. Nothing too hard.

“It’s perfect. Thank you very much. How long are you on duty, by the way?” Steve asked, turning his attention back to the guard.

“This is the end of my shift,” answered the guard. “I’ll be responsible for feeding you every day. Should anyone else bring you a meal, I’d suggest turning it down until I arrive.”

Not… not even baby slaps. Maybe… maybe just grab her and tie her up?

Yes. Tie her up.

That’ll work fine.

Or… or we wait for her to leave and then break out. That’d work.

“I understand. Thank you,” Steve said.

“For… what it’s worth. I don’t agree with what they’re doing. Princess Lucia is clearly a married woman. To you. Trying to force her into her old marriage agreement seems idiotic,” said the guard.

Not waiting at all.

“Could you move to the side?” Steve asked, setting the tray down behind himself.

The guard tilted her head to one side but then did as he asked. Stepping toward the door and away from the front of his cell.

Steve brought his arm back and then punched the lock squarely in the middle.

With a horrendous screech of metal being sheared off, the front of the cell exploded out of position. Dust, bits of stone, and debris were flung about as the bars smashed into the wall.

Snatching up the guard before she could react, Steve wrapped a hand around her throat.

What to tie her up with though?

Looking around as he held the woman off the ground, Steve looked at a twisted bar of metal not far off.

“Ah, you’ll do nicely,” said Steve, grabbing the bar with his free hand. With a yank, he tore it clean out of the stone fitting.

Kicking her feet back and forth futilely, the guard gurgled and clawed at Steve’s wrist.

“Just a second. I’m not going to hurt you. But I can’t let you run around either,” Steve explained. Putting the woman down on her feet, he pushed her face-first up against the remaining bars.

Holding the struggling guard with one hand, he brought the bar over. Wrapping it around her waist, he then looped one side into the bars, bending the metal together. Then he did the same for the other side, trapping the guard up against the bars.

“I’ll come back for you later,” Steve said and gave her a pat on the shoulder. Looking at her hips, he found that she was wearing a cudgel. “Perfect.”

Putting a hand on her rear end, he steadied her belt and then pulled the weapon out of its loop. Coughing and spluttering, the guard didn’t seem able to speak quite yet.

Giving the wooden baton a swing, Steve nodded his head. It’d work.

With any luck, I can just dish out broken bones with this.

Moving to the door, Steve lifted his foot up and then kicked at the center of the solid iron thing.

A deep boom and part of the door buckling inward was his reward.

“Huh, sturdy door,” Steve commented, lifting his leg up and kicking it again.

With a high-pitched whine, the door’s hinges gave out and the whole thing collapsed.

“More so than my boot, at least,” Steve lamented, looking to his foot. The hard-soled leather boot was a boot no more. Most of the bottom had torn off with the first kick, and the side had burst outward with the second.

Kicking his boots off, Steve shrugged and left his cell.

Entering a stairwell beyond, he started to move upwards.

I’ll free everyone else later. They’d likely be more of a hindrance right now. If I’m acting on my own, I need only be concerned with myself.

Taking the stairs quickly, Steve went round and round. Climbing ever higher and higher.

“Really put me in the bowels of the earth, didn’t they?” Steve asked no one once again. He was feeling rather good, if he had to be honest.

Okay, definitely building a quiet room for myself. Feel amazing right now.

Reaching the top of the stairs, Steve found another heavy iron gate. The spaces between the bars were filled in with iron sheets.

Not hesitating, he lifted up his now bare foot and slammed it straight into the center of the security door.

Banging, the door ripped free of its hinges and bounced off the ground, skidding away from the stairwell.

“Alright,” Steve said, marching up and out of the darkness. “Who the hell wants to take me to my wife? Because she, my son, and my party are leaving now.”

There were at least ten guards waiting for him. Most with spears and shields. They were all pointed at him.

“My wife? Lucia? Who wants to take me to her? I don’t want to kill or hurt any of you, but… if I have to, I’m gonna,” Steve said and then lifted the baton up.

Before he could think to do anything, someone darted forward with a spear.

The tip of it slammed into his chest and stopped dead there.

Glancing down, Steve saw only the tip of the spear had penetrated his skin. 

Reaching up with his left hand, he casually wrapped his fingers around the shaft of the spear. Then he broke the front of the spear off and held it up.

Whipping his arm down, he flung it into the leg of the person who’d stabbed him.

Tearing through the woman’s armor, skin, muscle, and bone, her leg vanished. From the knee down, nothing existed anymore.

A pulpy mess of armor and gore sprayed out behind her.

“Someone help her out or she’s going to die. Now… who wants to take me to my wife? Otherwise, more people are going to get hurt,” Steve said and then reached up with his left hand to scratch at the tiny cut in his skin. “And it’s obviously not going to be me, if you haven’t figured that out yet.”


Nine

 

There was a heavy bang from the stairwell behind Steve. It was followed by a scream and then the sounds of fighting.

“And apparently… my Witch-Knights are also tired of waiting. I imagine they’ll be joining us soon,” said Steve. “You’ve got a couple of seconds to decide what to do. Because when they arrive, I’m just going to start killing people until I find my wife and my child.”

The very idea of something happening to James or Lucia made Steve want to lash out right then and there. To smash his weapon through a few heads.

“And you all better hope that nothing has happened to either of them,” he said in a dark growl.

Another deep boom sounded from inside the stairwell behind him.

“Princess Lucia is in her room,” said one of the guards finally. It was the one who had been standing next to the woman who’d lost her leg. “She and the prince are unharmed. The queen set the ceremony for tomorrow.”

“Uh-huh. And when was I going to be executed?” Steve asked.

“You… you weren’t,” said a second guard. “You were going to be exiled from the Fae lands after Lucia was married.”

“Lucia is already married,” countered Steve. Then he held up his weapon and pointed it at the woman who’d been speaking. “You get to keep your life and limbs. Now… take me to Lucia.”

The sound of boots slamming onto stone told Steve he needed to move to the side.

Taking three steps to the right, he glanced over his shoulder.

Hiren, Beati, and Nancy came out of the stairwell.

“Securing the dungeons now, Commander,” Hiren said. She was wielding a club nearly identical to his. Clearly, the guards below hadn’t expected any of this. “We’ll have control momentarily.”

“Wonderful,” Steve said and then gestured at the woman who’d spoken to him. “This one doesn’t die, the others can if they don’t play nice. She’s about to take us to Lucia and James. Aren’t you?”

The woman with only one leg had stopped moving. She laid still on the ground now, a pool of blood ever-growing around her leg.

She was making odd gasping sounds now, her entire body convulsing with each.

“Shield to the wall,” Hiren commanded. “Pause for one, then crush.”

Beati took the command in hand and acted.

Lashing forward with her left hand, she launched a magic shield forward. Cupping her hand as it went she scooped up all of the guards and pinned them to the wall.

Spears snapped, shields crumpled, and bones broke. The move hadn’t been gentle by any means.

Hiren stepped nearer the struggling and groaning guards. Casual as could be, she grabbed the one Steve had marked out and pulled her through the shield.

Then Beati made a pushing motion with her hand, and the guards were completely flattened against the wall. One moment they were squealing, screaming, and the next blood was pouring down the shield as if they’d been juiced.

“Lead on, guard,” Hiren said with a cold threat to her words.

Beati released her spell and a pile of mangled bodies, armor, and blood slopped to the ground in a pile.

The Raccoon-kin seemed entirely undisturbed by what she’d just done.

Nancy tsked and then flicked her left hand towards the mess. All of it burst into purple flame that roared upward for a few seconds and then went out.

Nothing was left behind except a few outlines on the stone where the pile had been.

“Shouldn’t leave such a thing behind for others to find. We do have secrets to keep, Beati,” Nancy chided the woman, then she turned her eyes toward the guard. “And you… dear Fae… I need to speak with you for a moment. About your life and where you’ll end up after this.”

Rushing up out of the stairwell came Dog.

She was covered in blood, in her left hand was a broken mace, and in her right, an intact one.

Blinking twice, the mage turned Witch-Knight looked almost confused for a second. Then she turned to Hiren.

“Dungeon secured, Captain,” Dog said. “Aubrey was wounded but is receiving care. She’ll be fine in a day or two at worst. Nothing else.”

“Good work,” Hiren said, nodding her head at Dog.

Nancy had grabbed hold of the Fae guard and was currently whispering into her ear directly.

Black magic cometh. And time for me to find Lucia.

Five minutes after the Fae guard had been bullied into a black magic contract, Steve found himself in a familiar hall.

This had been the same hall Anais had walked them into before they settled in to talk.

Up ahead of them, in front of a door that wasn’t the same one they’d gone in previously, was a group of guards.

“Dog, go,” Hiren commanded.

Starting forward at a dead sprint, Dog rushed ahead.

She’d picked up two short swords from somewhere and looked like a mad-woman.

“I really like Dog,” Hiren murmured. “She’s becoming quite ferocious. Her Witch strength is growing fast and—”

The guards had noticed Dog was coming and had pivoted to face her directly.

Leaping into the air, Dog lengthened herself out as if she were diving. Then she partially extended her arms, and magic crackled to life.

Shooting from her arms were small lightning bolts, which hit a number of the guards or their weapons.

Instead of the color of her normal magic, these bolts were a dark, angry purple color.

“And she’s incorporated her weaker magic into the Witch magic,” Hiren finished as Dog sailed over the guards completely. Her leap had clearly been empowered in some way. “She’s weak because she has no experience in the Creeplands, but she knows how to use what she has.”

Landing on the far side of the guards, Dog rolled forward and came up in a slide. Her weapons rose up in her hands and she turned back to face the guards directly.

Hiren had slipped ahead as soon as the guards had all turned to follow Dog as she leapt over them.

Getting close to the guards, Hiren threw her arm out the moment one of them had noticed her.

A thin wave of purple magic zipped out and smashed into the guards. It cut the first two in half, then blasted into the third and only cut part way through her.

Beati came in next, moving both her arms in a broad sweeping gesture toward the guards.

A massive hammer-like wave blasted into the remaining guards and bounced them up against the wall.

Dog was moving amongst their number before they could regain their balance. She was making efficient work with her blades. Neatly stabbing into the back of one guard, slashing at the shoulder of a second, and then gutting a third with her now freed blade.

In moments, it was over and all the Fae guardswomen were down on the ground.

Walking over to the door, Steve held up his hand and knocked hard on the door twice.

“Enter, husband,” Lucia called from inside.

Smirking to himself, Steve opened the door and looked inside.

Lucia was sitting in front of a large mirror, brushing her hair.

“Good afternoon, dear,” Lucia said, not looking away from her reflection. “I’ll be ready in just a second. And you’re nearly right on time. Right when I expected you, in fact. As to James, before you ask, Mother has him. I asked her to keep him safe for me while this all played out. Auntie might make a move against me or James, but never Mother. Too much tradition behind that.”

Seeing Lucia sitting there as if nothing were the matter, Steve felt the heavy weight in his chest lift instantly.

Walking over to her, Steve laid his cheek to the side of her head, wrapped his arms around her shoulders, and just hung on her.

“Awww, Steven, were you worried about me?” Lucia murmured, putting the brush down. Her hands came up and began to stroke back and forth across his forearms. “I’m sorry, my Consort. My love. My husband. Had I known you were distressed, I would have sent someone to speak to you. When I asked the guards about you, they just said you were sleeping.”

“Course I was worried,” grumbled Steve, holding onto Lucia more tightly. “I love you.”

Lucia took in a slow, steady breath, and then let it out. Her face slowly blushed dark-red and her eyes darted to the side, as if she were looking at something in the mirror.

Then she let out a soft laugh.

“And I love you, Steven Bril, my husband,” Lucia said and closed her eyes. Her hands tightened on his arms. “And I love you. But I had absolute faith in you. I wasn’t concerned even for a moment. I knew you’d come for me. There was no doubt in my mind that you’d ever allow anything to happen to me or our son.”

“Mine. My wife,” Steve growled.

“Exactly. Your wife. No one else’s,” Lucia murmured patting his arm. “Now. Shall we go collect our son and bid my aunt goodbye? We can visit in the spring when my mother reigns.”

“If I may interrupt, Princess, Commander,” Hiren said very quietly from the side.

“Of course, Captain. Please, what is it?” Lucia asked. Her eyes were still closed, though, and she was leaning against Steve. Her hands still moved back and forth across his skin.

“I’ve been speaking with Dog about this. The queen has hired a lot of magicians, priests, clerics, anyone and everyone with even a speck of magic. She’s also been heavily investing in enchanted weapons,” said Hiren. “Additionally, she’s acquired a large army. And while I don’t doubt that the Witch-Knights and the commander can hold and stop them from ever harming either the farms, Filch, or Citadel Bril, I’m not sure we could launch an offensive.”

“Ah, you’re saying we need troops,” Lucia murmured, her eyes finally opening. They tracked upward to catch Steve’s eyes in the mirror. “That means we need to go talk to my mother and my aunt. Because as the only mother of a prince in the Summer Court, I do have some pull.”

“The… only prince?” Steve asked, holding Lucia’s eyes.

“The only prince. James is the only prince amongst all of my sisters. The only son. Many daughters. More princesses than you can probably count. But only one boy on my mother’s side. Auntie has three on her side,” Lucia said with a grin. “And James is right now with Grandma Anais getting some bonding time. Her only bonding time so far with her only grandson, who her sister is trying to disinherit. As I said… I have some pull in the court.

“Oh. And don’t worry about the guards. I told Mother to pull everyone she considered loyal to her out. Drill, maneuvers, war-games, I have no idea what she did in the end, but I know the only guards left are loyal to my Aunt.”

Well, that’ll make this easier.

 

***

 

The massive doors to the throne room of the Fall Court broke inward under the force of the blow. Holding onto the crumpled guard in his hand that he’d used to open the door, Steve strode inside.

Everywhere inside the room were guards. There was no one here but guards and the queen herself.

Looking like a frosted version of Anais and Lucia, she had pale-white hair and dark-brown eyes that looked as cold as the darkest shadows.

Apparently, his little escape had not gone unnoticed.

“Greetings,” Steve said and then he casually tossed the dead or dying guard toward the dais. “I believe you and I should have a talk, Winter Queen. Because you just had me thrown in the dungeon, tried to negate my marriage to Princess Lucia, marry her off to someone, and take my child’s inheritance away.”

“You dare to enter—”

Moving forward, ahead of Steve, Dog flung one of her short swords overhead.

The weapon zipped through the air while spewing out purple crackling bits of magic.

Slamming into the throne next to the Winter Queen’s head, it buried itself halfway up the blade.

Standing there, Dog took heaving breaths. She hadn’t bothered to change her clothes or her appearance. Still covered in blood and looking like a butcher, he imagined she was quite the sight.

As far as he could tell from what he’d seen, Dog had been moving, active, casting, or fighting, since they escaped the dungeon.

When he’d been talking to Lucia she’d been cleaning up and burning the corpses with Nancy.

Throughout the room was silence, except for Dog panting, and the whining of the sword as it wobbled back and forth in the throne.

Next to the Winter Queen’s head.

Reaching out, Steve patted Dog on the shoulder and kept his hand on her. He wasn’t sure, but he got the impression she might act without orders if she felt compelled to do so.

Ever since she’d died and come back as a Witch-Knight, she’d clearly become unhinged.

“Forgive Dog, she’s just very loyal, I’m finding,” Steve said. “Now… Winter Queen. We should talk about what you’ve done. Because honestly… if you weren’t my aunt-in-law, I’d rather see your head in an outhouse than your ass on that throne.”

 “Make her suck your dick and swallow your load in front of her guards,” Aubrey said with an eager laugh. “Do it. Make the queen do it. Do it.”

“Yeah. Do that,” Kimor agreed.

“No, no,” Lucia countered, taking her spot next to Steve. “That won’t be happening, I’m afraid. I know how eager you two are to see nobles and above service him. And I promise I’ll make that happen for both of you to watch, but not today.”

“Lucia, stop this nonsense immediately,” demanded Wasa. “As your Season Queen, I order you to stop all of this.”

“No,” Lucia said, shaking her head. “Not after what you just tried to do. I’ll not… bend the knee… to anyone who can’t even respect the fact that I’m a married woman. One with a child.”

The rest of the Witch-Knights were moving into positions directly opposite the guards now. For all intents and purposes, it looked like the whole thing was about to devolve into a blood bath.

“I suppose I could intervene,” called a cool voice from the side of the room and above.

Slowly, Anais walked into sight from the second-floor viewing area.

Holding James, dressed regally, and looking every inch the queen, she took the attention away from everyone else in a flash.

Then her personal guards and retainers began to fill in the area around her. It wasn’t until they nearly filled in the entirety of the second-floor viewing area that the clatter of arms and armor stopped.

Every single guard up there had a bow and a very large quiver full of arrows.

“Yes, sister, I could use your help in curbing your daughter,” Queen Wasa declared, sounding as if she were already counting her victory.

“On the contrary, sister, I find what you were trying to do to my daughter, and Prince James, quite terrible,” Anais said with a regal nod of her head. Said infant cooed and then went still against Anais’ chest.

“And… and I find that my Fae-born princely grandson has grown on me very much in a short period,” said Anais with a slight crack in her voice. “Apparently you were planning on stealing away his inheritance after forcing my daughter to marry someone of your choosing.”

Wasa looked like she’d come to the stunning realization that no matter what she did, she was on the wrong side of this situation.

Additionally, there was likely no way out for her.

“Clearly that was misinformation,” Wasa said, standing up from her throne and holding her arms out. “Someone must have told you falsely.”

“Mmm. Well. We shall see,” Anais said primly. “I do believe you were talking with my son-in-law currently. I’ll watch, for now. Daughter?”

“Thank you, Mother,” Lucia said, smiling and nodding at her parent. Looking back to Wasa, she let out a soft sigh. “Aunt Wasa. I’m afraid my husband wants you dead. I’ve argued that you’re more useful to me, my mother, and the Fae as a whole, alive.

“I’ve told him that the army of the Winter Queen is the best in the entirety of the lands. That none can compare to your skills at archery. Even the Summer Queen’s army can only just barely compare. Their military pursuits are better set with infantry and cavalry, as you know.”

Wasa’s eyes were cold and held a calculating glint.

“My husband has plans to conquer Lamals and take the queendom for himself,” Lucia continued when it became clear Wasa wasn’t going to respond. “Well, me, really. But, my mother has already pledged ten thousand of the Summer Court’s soldiers. Would you be willing to make an equal pledge?”

A bright and chilling smile snapped onto place on Wasa’s face.

“I most certainly would be more than happy to do that,” Wasa said easily. “I’m afraid, though, that I recently took control over the… over the Winter Court containment. Your… ex-fiancé’s family rescinded the garrison after you… disagreed with your marital arrangements.”

“That’s true,” Anais agreed from above even before Lucia could ask her. “We’re in the middle of a recruitment drive.”

“You see? I would be happy to help, but I cannot,” Wasa said as smooth as silk.

“Winter Court containment?” Steve asked quietly, turning his head toward Lucia.

“A… family… problem. Though… you’re family, so I suppose you’ll find out at some point,” Lucia said, slowly turning her head toward Steve. “The simplest answer is the Winter Queen was our head of state when we launched the spell that made the Creep.

“We had no idea what it would do so… the queen went to oversee it. She was, of course, bitten at some point and returned to the court. Where she tried to cure herself of the spell she had a hand in making, before she became a Creep. She infected everyone in her entire court. Entire families were wiped out and noble lines ended that day.”

Aubrey let out a short huff of breath.

“Stupid magic for stupid people,” grumbled the giant cat-girl.

“Yes, I agree with you, Aubrey. Unfortunately,” Lucia said with a shrug of her shoulders, “This is simply how it happened. Queen Dais succumbed to the Creep. However, she’d… altered… it. The spell that was killing her. Instead of fully becoming a monster, she kept some of her mind. Now she holds the old Winter Court as her place of power. Surrounded by long-dead noble families, guards, retainers, and soldiers. All bound by her own version of the Creep.”

“And that doesn’t even include the maintenance and upkeep for our citadel city,” said Wasa with an apologetic tone. “I just don’t have the soldiers to spare.”

“The citadel? Hmph. I’ll solve that today,” Steve said with a negligent flip of his hand. “I’ll take a few guards, bind them to my service, and solve your citadel issue for all time.”

“I will happily volunteer some of my people for that duty, son,” Anais threw in quickly from above. “I would only ask that you allow them dual allegiance between yourself and I, of course.”

Steve was about to decline that request before he noticed the way Lucia was looking at him.

“I agree to that offer, Mother,” Steve replied, noting that his Fae wife was clearly wishing him to accede to the request. Even if she would never verbalize that, or chastise him for not accepting it. “I’ll have Nancy work out the details with you.

“Now… Wasa.”

Turning his focus back to the Winter Queen, Steve shook his head with a smile.

“I’m going to go take care of this Dais for you, and then claim your soldiers. All of them guarding the Winter Court, and all of them at the citadel as well. Do you agree?”

“Of course!” Wasa said with a careless flick of her head. Then she sat down in her throne. “That’s not a problem at all. Do be careful. Dais was the single strongest sorceress we’ve ever had the pleasure, and misfortune, to credit the Fae.”

Pfft, you hope I die and never come back.

But when I do… I’m taking your soldiers.

Then I’m going to go fuck over Lamals.

Then Linne.

Right in that beautiful eye of hers.

For now… we need to go find Airlea. She’s still… somewhere.

And free that very nice Fae guard I trapped in the dungeon.
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Opening the door to the room, Steve finally found Airlea.

“Ah?” asked the Unicorn, turning to face the door. She was on the other side of the room next to a window. It looked like she’d been peering out of it. “Oh! Steven! How wonderful!”

Moving over to him quickly, her hooves clicking across the wooden floorboards, she immediately wrapped him up in a fierce hug.

“Ooooh, Steven. You came for me,” Airlea murmured as she held on.

Feeling odd as the young woman clung to him, Steve slowly put his arms around her shoulders.

He really wasn’t into the idea of bedding her. Not in the least. The fact that she had the rear end of a horse, even if she was smaller than most Human women, really put him off.

But in the same breath, she only ever showed him genuine concern and care. She’d never balked from him, always treated him kindly—romantically, in fact—and showered him in attention whenever she was able or could.

It usually only took him about five seconds of being in her company before his mind switched gears. Moving from a general distaste of the idea to realizing he’d make her moan louder than any Unicorn in history.

If only because of the genuine and pure love for him that he always felt from her.

Even Lucia and Nikki didn’t give him such a feeling.

“My strong provider, my husband, my man,” Airlea said, laying her head to his shoulder. Her left hand came up and stroked his chest. “I knew you’d come for me. I knew it. You’re always such a romantic. You make my heart pound and my thoughts go fuzzy. I get this heavy feeling in my stomach and… and then… uhm… things… get warm. Especially when you look at me.”

Nuzzling his shoulder, Airlea then closed her eyes and let out a soft sigh that sounded quite content.

Make her moan loud enough that Linne hears it and regrets not being my pet.

Reaching down with his right hand he gently set his finger under Airlea’s chin.

Drawing his hand upward, she raised her face towards him.

Her long platinum eyelashes partially covered her eyes as she slowly opened them. Her beautiful glittering blue eyes were just barely visible as she gazed up at him demurely.

Leaning his head down, he kissed her tenderly, his finger holding her chin in place. At the same time, his left hand came down and pressed gently against the side of Airlea’s hip. Then he slid his arm around to her back and pulled her closer.

Letting out a small moan, Airlea quivered in his grasp, then she pressed herself bodily against him.

This is a perfect time for this.

Alone, quiet, everyone else is busy.

Airlea eased her head fractionally to one side and then her tongue moved up and into Steve’s mouth.

Apparently, she’d liked it when he’d done that to her last time.

Pulling her upward with his left hand, Steve swept her off her forelegs once more.

Shimmying around, Airlea moaned again, much more deeply this time, and her hands dug into his clothes.

Her horn was lightly rubbing against the side of his head, her soft lips, and her tongue pressed and rubbed along his own.

Breaking the kiss and taking in a quick breath, Steve looked at Airlea’s face.

Her lips were moist and she looked like she could barely open her eyes.

“Airlea, I want to make love to you,” Steve said plainly. “It’s time I think to formally make you my wife.”

“I… I’m not sure I’m ready,” whispered the Unicorn, her eyes still partially lidded. “Everything feels so weird. It aches down… there. My head feels heavy, like it’s full of cotton.”

“I would argue that the ache means you’re quite ready to be a married woman,” Steve said with a chuckle, feeling rather gratified that just kissing her was enough to tip her right into the mood.

Using his foot Steve closed the door behind himself, shutting it on Nancy, Felisa, and Beati.

Turning sideways, he began to walk backward toward the bedroom. Airlea mutely came with him. With only two hooves on the floor, she really couldn’t do much else.

“Oh, Steven, I… I’m… I have no idea what to do. Mother taught me nothing,” Airlea said in a soft voice.

“I wouldn’t worry about that, my beautiful Unicorn,” Steve said, walking her through the doorway.

“Okay. I won’t worry then. But… but I insist you let me try using my mouth,” Airlea said, her eyes opening fully now. Her pupils looked wider than normal but otherwise, he couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. “I know you like it when that happens. I overheard Ferrah and Nikki talking.”

“I really—”

“I want to. Please, Steven? I love you. I want to show it a little,” Airlea stated as they got closer to the bed.

Unable to argue with her, Steve let her forelegs touch back down to the ground.

“Okay, but you—”

Airlea shoved him at the shoulders. Sending him backward onto the bed with a thump.

The Unicorn’s face was bright red, even her horn had a red tinge to it, but she had a determined face on.

“Un… unbuckle your pants for me, Steven,” Airlea said, pointing at his crotch with her right hand.

Grinning, Steve did as she asked. Pulling the belt tongue out, he undid the buckle, then casually lifted his hips and shoved his pants down.

Already standing straight up, his member was like a flag pole at the moment.

“Oh. I… alright. It’s bigger than I thought it would be,” Airlea said in a whisper. Then she nodded her head and closed in on Steve. Settling down in front of him she bent her forelegs and then her hind legs, getting down into her own version of a kneeling position.

Pressing her lips together in what Steve could only describe as a determined pout, Airlea reached up and grabbed him around the hilt with her right hand.

Reaching up with her left hand, she eased him back onto his elbows.

No hesitation once she’s decided. I do have to admit she’s rather—

Airlea pulled his tip down slightly and then simply popped him entirely into her mouth. All the way down to the base.

Her cheeks puckered and he could feel her sucking on him. Her horn was angled at his chest, but she was doing a fair job of keeping it away from him.

Then she promptly gagged on his length, his tip lodged in her throat.

Coughing twice, she pulled back and then coughed again.

“I did it wrong, didn’t I?” she asked, a line of saliva running from her lower lip to his tip. “It sounded so much easier when Ferrah explained it.”

“Ah… you put it in your mouth, but then go up and down while sucking,” Steve said, turned on and also amused at the same time.

Watching the beautiful Unicorn with his member between her lips hit that favorite spot of his.

“Like this?” Airlea asked and then inhaled him again. All the way down to the base. Then she moved her head back slowly, then forward again.

It was all inexperienced and jerky, but much like everything she did, she was determined.

“Show me?” she asked, her voice muffled around his girth.

Reaching up, he grabbed her by her horn, since it seemed like an ideal thing to hold onto. Taking a firm grip, he began to guide her head up and down, getting her into a rhythm he liked.

Slowly, she began to experiment with her tongue as well, running it along the underside of his length.

Pulling at her horn, Steve got her to the perfect pace that he liked. Letting go, he leaned back and watched Airlea instead.

The Unicorn kept the exact speed he’d shown her. Her eyes slid up to catch his own even as she continued to bob her head.

“Mmm?” she questioned.

“Yeah. Feels great,” Steve admitted, interpreting her question.

Smiling around him, he realized that Airlea’s mouth was rather small. He looked almost too big for her like this. Her lips were stretched thin to accommodate his width.

Working at him, the Unicorn held a mesmerizing rhythm, while holding his eyes with her own.

Realizing he was ramping up toward coming, he reached up and laid a hand to Airlea’s jaw.

“I think if you want to be my wife you need to stop,” Steve admitted. “Because I’m awfully close.”

Raising her pale eyebrows at that, Airlea slid off him, slurping at his tip as she did so. He came out of her mouth with almost no saliva dripping down him.

Reaching up, Airlea ran a finger over her lips, catching some drool and then simply put it into her mouth.

Swallowing, she smiled at him and tilted her head to the side.

“Ahhh? I did that well, Steven?” Airlea asked, her cheeks blushing prettily.

“Oh, yeah,” said Steve with a chuckle. There was always something innocent and intimate with Airlea. Even now after what she’d just done.

“Oh I’m ever so pleased,” Airlea said, clapping her hands together once. “It was rather enjoyable to watch you as I did it. I could see what worked and didn’t, then adjust.”

Now that he thought about it, she’d definitely been improving by the second as she went along.

“Now… I’ll… get in the bed and put my backside to you,” Airlea said, slowly getting up. “Though I wish we could do this like normal Humans. I want to hold you.”

Going to make you moan so loud.

You adorable woman.

Airlea did as she said she would and got onto the bed, putting her rear toward him.

Getting up, he positioned himself behind her.

Looking over her shoulder, Airlea shifted around, then moved her hind legs to the sides until her bottom came to the height of his lap.

Laying his hands to her bottom, Steve had another thought about how weird this felt. He could feel her fur against his skin.

“Thank you, Steven. For making me feel like… a loved woman,” Airlea said, watching him. Then she slowly looked forward, then laid her top half down against the bed. She looked extremely vulnerable to him splayed out like this.

Slowly, her tail inched upward and to the side, revealing her very slick and pale pink entry.

It looked quite Human from this angle, and small.

Small as Jaina’s in fact, if not more so.

Grabbing her tail with one hand, he put his other on the top of her rear and put his tip to her glistening entry.

Not thinking about it, he began to push himself into her.

“Iiiiieee,” squeaked Airlea, her shoulders rising up toward her neck. Her entire body convulsed and twitched as he continued deeper.

When he got to his hilt, Steve knew for a fact that Airlea felt a little smaller than Jaina. He’d have to go slow and steadily with her or he’d hurt her.

And that was the last thing he wanted to do to Airlea.

“Oh heavens, you were right,” Airlea said, turning her head further to the side and looking to him. Her horn was glowing a faint white. “I was very ready. The ache was desire. Have me, husband. Have me and enjoy me as your wife. And… pull my tail a little?”

Grinning, Steve added a hint of pressure to her tail and withdrew his hips. His member was practically pushed out of her with how tight and wet she was.

Normally, he’d angle himself to grind down into her mound and get her to a solid peak. Or reach down with his hand to attack her with his fingers.

Neither of those options were available to him right now.

We’ll just have to go with whatever we can and figure it out more later.

Pushing forward again, Steve entered Airlea once more.

“Aaaahnn,” groaned Airlea, giving Steve the sudden idea she might be rather vocal. “Harder. I… I want you to push into me harder.”

Doing as instructed, Steve leaned away and thrust back into the Unicorn. Watching her face, he saw her eyes roll up into her head and her horn started to glow more brightly.

Unicorns are very different… aren’t they? I should have asked Nikki for more details. I—

“Harder, Steven,” whimpered Airlea, her horn growing increasingly brighter.

Yep. Should have asked.

But whatever. I’ll give her what she wants. Because she deserves it and… and maybe I love her.

“I love you, husband,” panted Airlea as Steve shoved himself roughly inside her. “Love you, Steven. I love you.”

Okay. Probably love her.

When he thought about it, he knew he cared for the soft-hearted, fluffy-minded, romantic Unicorn. She was a fairytale princess in her own head, and it made him feel far better about himself.

Pushing at her rather firmly with his lap, Steve drove himself into her depths over and over. Airlea being shoved forward each time.

Quivering, red-faced, with a glowing horn, Airlea was a sweaty and very loud Unicorn.

Letting out a soft and low moan that slowly built in volume to become a scream, Steve realized she was climaxing.

Pulling at her hips, Steve continued to drill her, sensing he’d be right behind her momentarily.

 

Impregnate Airlea Bril?

No. Not yet. Nancy, Jaina, or Nikki next.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Lamals.

Steve has gained the Riding the Horn accolade.

Airlea’s scream became a broken hiccup, her breath catching hard as Steve pumped seed into her.

Pushing his lap into her rear, he tried to drive it in as deeply as he could. Wanting to fill her up despite knowing it’d do nothing.

Several more pumps and Steve was done.

“Oh, husband,” said Airlea in a raspy and shuddering voice. The bright glowing light from her horn was slowly dimming again. “Let’s do it again.”

Chuckling, Steve realized he wouldn’t say no to Airlea.

Using his left hand, he lightly slapped her on the rear end, eliciting a squeak from Airlea. Her horn suddenly grew brighter at the same time.

“Yes, wife,” Steve said.

“Oooh… ah… maybe… do that at the same time you’re pulling my tail?” Airlea asked, wriggling her rear end around slightly.

 

***

 

“Remember, she’s very strong. Very, very strong,” Anais said, standing next to Lucia. “Even in death, she’s not to be taken lightly. We’ve sent a number of people, even an army, to put an end to her. Very few ever came back to us.”

Nodding his head, Steve was waiting. Several Fae magicians were actively opening a dormant portal. Apparently, it would take them straight to the garrison outside the old Winter Court.

“And you need to come back. Because I’m going to need more children,” Lucia proclaimed. “That and we need to collect a few of my sisters and cousins. I need Fae handmaids and you’ll need some Fae mistresses. I can slowly start easing you away from the others once we add enough Fae to your… diet.”

Uh-huh. And the Fae handmaids will be far more subservient to you than the Witch-Knights ever could be.

“Oh, that’s a good idea, sweetie,” Anais said, turning to her daughter. James was once more in Anais’ arms. If Lucia wasn’t holding or feeding the boy, his grandmother almost always had him. “If we’re fortunate, maybe he can have a few more princes with the handmaids, too?”

“I would suspect it’s likely,” Lucia admitted. “James does have two brothers already. One is a Siren-Demi, and the other a Lionan-Demi.”

“Oh? Those are wonderful siblings to have given—” Anais paused and looked thoughtful. “Given James is a Fae.”

Steve once more felt like something else was being discussed without being talked about.

“I want an explanation about that later,” Steve said, pointing a finger at Lucia. “You’re not telling me something, my love. My butterfly. And I—”

“Our sons are prophesied to inherit the world,” Lucia said before he could finish. She met his eyes with her own and a wide smile. “You heard me when I spoke the words. It was foresight. A prophecy. James, Thomas, and Robert will rule the world. I want more children so that they can help their older brothers.”

Frowning, Steve contemplated the words.

He couldn’t remember the details about what she was talking about, but he did remember when she’d started talking about burning the world.

“We’ll talk more later,” promised Lucia with a light wave of her hand. “For now, I believe you’re about to depart.”

Moving forward, Lucia hugged Steve tightly, pulling him against her.

“Know that I love you, will never keep anything from you, and that I’m quite honored to be your wife, my consort. My husband. My love,” murmured the Fae princess in his ear. “Now go win us that army, so you can skull-fuck Linne to death. But only after you have me on the queen’s throne. Give me our second child on that throne.”

The idea of impregnating Lucia on the queen’s throne, then skull-fucking Linne to death, appealed to Steve so deeply, that he had a momentary fantasy of doing just that.

“Followed by skull-fucking the queen on top of Linne’s corpse,” Steve mumbled.

“Certainly, darling. And then skull-fuck my aunt if you like atop the queen as her body cools. Or whoever else you like. Maybe that pretty deputy governor? You could just give her a solid go on my aunt and the queen’s bodies. Maybe put a child in her just to spite their ghosts,” Lucia said, one hand combing through his hair. Her voice had taken on an odd tone as she spoke. It sounded like she wanted to see these things happen. “My sweet husband. My future king. Bend the world to your will. The idea of you breaking queens, governors, and commanders in front of a throne where you gave me our second child, that you and I will sit in, and that our child will sit in… well… it makes my dark little Fae heart beat wildly. Give me the world? For me?”

Heh, that makes sense. She’s still Fae after all. Magical creatures all on their own.

Tied up in power and climbing higher.

“For you,” Steve agreed.

The portal snapped into existence in the next moment, and Lucia stepped away from him.

Airlea wasn’t there to bid him farewell.

He’d spent three hours simply bedding the poor Unicorn until she finally gave in. Telling him that she could handle no more.

To Steve, it’d been amazing. She’d already handled more of him than anyone else before her.

“Off we go then,” Steve said, pulling his axe up off the ground and moving to the portal.

Dog, Aubrey, Kimor, Siena, Felisa, Hiren, and Beati all followed him through.

Nancy would remain here with Mutt to assist in binding the twenty Fae royal guards Anais had provided him to turn into Witch-Knights.

Going through to the other side, Steve found he was in a small room. Several Fae guardswomen were there to greet him.

“Halt and—”

Steve simply whipped the paper he held in his left hand at the woman’s breastplate.

“Take that and read it, then give it to your commander,” Steve commanded, then he looked at the second guardswoman. “In the meanwhile, take me to the Winter Court’s entry point. I have a job to do.”

I’ll fuck Linne in the left eye. The queen in the right?

No, in the left. Wasa in the right.

Then… maybe pull the remaining eye out of each of them and put it in a jar.

A keepsake.


Eleven

 

Staring up at the massive wooden gates Steve realized at this moment, that maybe he should have asked more questions.

He’d been expecting something like the Fall Court if he had to be honest.

This felt far more like his citadel.

Letting his eyes move up past the gates, he found the gatehouse was made of what looked like stone. Flowing outward from there were walls of stone that slowly trailed out of view as they curled away from him.

“It’s… more like the citadel,” grumbled Aubrey. “Just… older.”

There were a number of places where it was clear the stones were starting to slide loose. Whether from time, the mortar degrading, or something else, Steve had no idea.

“This isn’t all of it, either,” said the Fae guard who’d led them to Lucia’s bedroom. “It… it extends well beyond this. The fallen queen keeps building. She adds more and more. The last group that was sent in only had a few survivors that made it back out. They said that they’d ended up in a maze once they entered the castle. Rooms upon rooms upon rooms that never seemed to end.”

Sucking at his teeth, Steve shook his head.

“Whatever. We’ve got a job to do,” Steve said, pulling his axe from his shoulder and walking up to the gate. “And that starts with smashing their shit in.”

Winding back the axe, he contemplated where to put the edge of it.

“I don’t think that’ll work, sir,” cautioned one of the Fae soldiers garrisoned at the location. “The wood is magically—”

With a grunt, Steve brought his axe around and struck the center point of the gate itself. It was all one large construction and he figured that’d be the strongest point.

And the most likely point to best explode.

As soon as the axe connected with the wood, Steve felt the reverberations travel up the shaft and into his arms.

Carrying through with his swing, Steve felt it when the axe came back out.

Most of the gate exploded at the same time, blasting away from him and partially to one side. Wood chips, nails, and iron brackets smashed and bounced around the interior of the entry gate. Large chunks of wood impaled themselves into the ground and into some of the crevices between the stones.

Inside, and under the gatehouse, was a long tunnel that looked like it wound into the wall itself.

Interesting design. Seems like a bad idea to me but… maybe they know something I don’t.

Creaking, what remained of the gate began to slowly topple toward Steve.

Letting go of his axe with his right hand, Steve sniffled and considered the gate for a second. Lifting his right hand, he decided to just catch it and move it away.

Smacking into his hand with a pop, the wood felt cold and quite firm. Part of it collapsed onto the ground, however, once all the weight was transferred to Steve.

Grabbing onto what he could with one hand, Steve began dragging it off to one side.

“Oh my heavens,” whispered one of the soldiers.

Dog launched herself into the entry. Vanishing into the darkness within with her two swords unsheathed. A red light started to blaze out from the inside of the tunnel behind Dog.

“Dog!” called Hiren. “Wait… oh, whatever. She’s always too eager.”

Laughing, Aubrey chased after Dog, pulling her massive two-handed broadsword free and letting it trail out behind her.

“Aubrey! You—” Hiren let out a growl and then waved her hand at the others. “Go, secure whatever is inside and on the exit.”

Beati, Felisa, Siena, and Kimor moved into action, following.

Dropping the destroyed remains of the gate, Steve walked back over to Hiren. He could hear the sounds of battle drifting out from the entry.

Then there was the burst and crackle of purple Creep magic that partially lit up the tunnel.

“What’s with Dog?” Steve asked and then hooked a thumb toward the tunnel. He started to walk into it.

“She’s just looking to prove herself. Apparently, the fact that you more or less bitch-slapped her magic to the ground has left her feeling rather useless,” Hiren murmured, coming up on his right side. “I’ve tried to tell her again and again you’re not someone she should compare herself to.”

“Agreed, I’m just a dirty idiot who—”

“Knocks down massive, magically-bound gates with an axe and then catches it in one hand to drag it away like a broken fence-post,” Hiren finished for him. “Not someone to compare to.”

Rolling his eyes, Steve wasn’t about to argue with her. Hiren could be obstinate when she wanted to be.

“I would like to come to your bed tonight. To have sex, not blow you,” said Hiren. “I get a little… uneasy after fights. I was thinking having you turn me inside out would help.”

Blinking, Steve rather liked the fact that Hiren had just come out and asked.

“Maybe. If I do have time to bed one of you, I think it’s Beati’s turn. So you’d need to work that out with her. Maybe she doesn’t want to have sex and you—”

“Ha. Fat chance of talking her out of that,” Hiren grumbled. “I personally think there’s something in your seed that changes a woman. I swear the more often you had me blow you, the more I couldn’t stop thinking about sex.

“And we all know how often you make Beati do it. She practically vibrates when you’re done with her now. Or when she knows you’re about to ask her to come in.”

He couldn’t deny that he often asked the Raccoon-Kin to help him out. Sometimes even after having someone else do it.

She was just that good with her mouth now. Not to mention she almost always swallowed. And Steve definitely had a soft spot for watching when she did that.

Holding her left hand up, Hiren cast a ball of magic. A pale red light spread out and gave them something to see by.

Moving through the entryway, they came across a number of Creep corpses. Most had been hacked apart and were left twitching on the ground.

They were, of course, all Fae in nature. All of them shared features with what he’d seen from the Fall Court in one way or another.

Turning with the tunnel, Steve found that they were indeed heading into a strange alcove. Though he could see light coming from the other side.

“The uniforms are current,” Hiren said as they passed by a Creep that’d had its head removed cleanly. “These… aren’t… the Fae that we’re expecting to fight. These are all those who were sent in to clear this place out before us.”

“And they’re guarding the entrance. They’re not just milling around here, they were set here and told to remain,” Steve muttered. “I feel like this is maybe more than the Fae at the Fall Court think it is.”

“I would agree. But this is still something that we need to accomplish,” said Hiren. “We do need the soldiers. While we have a reasonable base to work with from the citadel, Filch, and the other cities, it’s nowhere near enough to fight the queen.”

Steve had briefly considered trying to utilize the Creep against Lamals and the alliance. Except when he was being honest in his thoughts, he had no idea if he could reasonably ensure it wouldn’t get away from him.

If he kept his thoughts within the realm of possibility, he had to admit that he’d likely lose control of the Creep and innocents would get hurt.

Making him no better than Linne.

Exiting the tunnel after another turn, Steve found they were standing in an odd courtyard.

All around them were the ruined and gutted skeletons of buildings.

Large stone and wood affairs that reached up to five or six stories.

Beautifully built, artfully painted, and clearly made to last, given how long this place had withstood the ravages of time.

Distantly, Steve could see the castle.

A tall, gothic-style building that had towers streaming up into the sky. It was an impressive structure that looked to be slowly giving ground. One tower had the roof missing and looked as if it might be swaying in the wind.

Dog was standing at the front, swords held out at her sides, blood and gore dripping down from her once more.

Going to need to reward her. And somehow get her to lower the aggression or she’s going to get herself killed.

Fanned out in a wedge behind her were the rest of Hiren’s people.

Stretched out in front of them was a long boulevard that went straight to the castle in the distance.

Except there were massive gaps in the road, overgrown foliage, trees, roadblocks, and what looked like an army of Creep right in the middle, halfway between them and the castle.

“We’re good… but I don’t think we’re good enough to fight that many Creep in an enclosed space, without more watering-can water than we have on us,” Hiren murmured. “But if that’s your order—”

“No! No. That’s not even stupid, that’s just suicidal. We’ll get to the castle, but I do think we’ll be avoiding that… army,” Steve grumbled. “Let’s walk the perimeter of the wall. Maybe we can take it all the way to the castle.”

Taking a few steps, Steve put himself behind Dog.

Lifting his hand, he set it in the middle of her back.

Her shoulders twitched but she made no other outward move.

Leaning forward, he peered at her face over her shoulder. She was certainly beautiful, as almost every woman was in this world, though he saw something else in her eyes. A strange reflective shine when the light caught her just right.

She’s not Human, is she?

“You alright?” Steve asked.

Dog blinked, her dark-brown eyes flicking to him, then away again.

“I’m fine, Commander Bril,” Dog murmured. “Your Dog is well.”

Feeling bad about her name at that moment, Steve chewed at his lip.

“You can use your name if you want. I’d say you’d earned it,” Steve offered.

“No. I’m Dog. Your Dog. Witch-Knight Dog. I was named,” growled Dog, her tone dropping in volume. “I am Dog the Dragon-Blooded Witch-Knight. Your Dog.”

Right. Whatever then.

“Walk the wall ladies,” Hiren called. “We’re going to try and find a way up, and then see what we can from up there. Because I’m betting it’s a lot nicer than the view down here.”

“This view is ass,” Kimor said, lifting her heavy sword up to brace it on her shoulder. She, Aubrey, and Siena all favored a large two-handed sword as of late.

“I dunno, Steve’s ass is pretty great. I’d like to see that,” Aubrey countered, moving her weapon up into the same pose.

“You know what? You’re an ass,” Kimor said, pointing at Aubrey with her free hand.

“So are you. Ass,” replied the burly cat-girl.

“Ass,” Kimor replied quickly.

“Horse’s Ass.”

“Cow’s Ass”

“You know what?” Beati asked loudly. “You’re both asses. Now move the fuck out of the way already or speed up. We need to get Hiren and Steve to the middle.”

Siena, Kimor, and Aubrey had all lined up and were moving along the wall. All three women were watching for any Creeps to appear.

“You can just eat a sack of sh—”

Dog smashed her way between Kimor and Siena as the former was still forming her sentence.

“I’ll lead,” Dog said, not waiting for anyone else. “Protect Commander Bril.”

Apparently having the diminutive woman blow past them was enough to knock their heads clear of the current stupidity. That or being told what to do by the newest member of their party.

Aubrey moved up to pair with Dog while the other two slowed down and fell to the back of the group. Hiren and Steve were herded to the middle.

“I think… I think I like Dog,” Felisa said on Steve’s left.

“I like her,” Beati said in return.

Ten minutes later, they finally found a way up to the top of the wall that wasn’t destroyed, bashed in, or simply inaccessible.

“Waste of time,” Kimor said irritably. Leaning over the parapet she gazed out to the city that lay before them.

“Yes and no. I think this was a good intelligence-gathering objective,” said Felisa, propped up against the wall not far away. “We now know that the walls have started to fall apart as well. That trying to take them to the castle isn’t possible.”

“And that there’s a giant magical monster of glowing death, don’t forget that,” Beati hissed.

“Yes. There’s that, too,” acknowledged Hiren.

Most everyone was staring out toward the gate of the castle.

Standing in front of it was quite literally what Beati had described. Steve felt like “lightning golem” fit better. Though either description worked.

“I can fight it,” Dog declared as she stared at the monster. Almost like a bird-hound at point. “I can fight it and win. It’s just a construct. I used to make them for fun.”

“You made those? For fun?” Aubrey asked, sounding incredulous. “Seriously?”

“Not that big but, yes. I made those,” Dog said, nodding her head. “I can fight it. Not a problem.”

Steve could feel not only his own doubt, but the doubt of everyone here.

It wasn’t that he doubted Dog’s willingness, but that he wasn’t so sure she could actually pull it off.

He had doubts if he could even fight that thing.

Axe would just pass through it, wouldn’t it? Not much of a mage-killer if they throw that kind of thing at me.

Am I?

Then again… I kind of swatted aside Dog’s elemental attack.

I just don’t know my limitations when it comes to magic.

“What’s the plan?” Beati asked, crossing her arms over her breastplate. She wore significantly less armor than Kimor, Aubrey, or Siena, but even then she still wore more than most soldiers he’d ever seen. Beati had a great deal of strength hidden inside her. As did Felisa and Hiren.

“I have no idea,” Steve admitted honestly. “Because every street I see out there eventually seems to lead to that big dumb mess in the middle.”

“I say we try the shit-trench,” Kimor said, turning to face Steve. “They don’t shit anymore. They would have forgotten about it. It’s the least likely guarded path because of that.”

That’s… not a terrible idea, actually.

“I don’t want to walk in shit, shit-for-brains,” Aubrey growled, reaching over to shove at Kimor’s shoulder.

“And I don’t want to hear your full-of-shit mouth, so shut it,” said Kimor, shoving Aubrey back.

“Eat me.”

“No, you eat me.”

“You eat—”

“Ladies,” Hiren said firmly, getting the attention of both women. “I know you have a deep and lasting friendship, one that no one else understands it seems, but we need ideas. Not bickering.

“Though I like Kimor’s idea, it wouldn’t actually work. A city would not have a latrine trench,” Hiren murmured with a shake of her head. “I think our best course of action is just… taking that side street there that jogs along the main lane. Might end up being slower going when we find things we have to scale, climb, or go through, but probably safer.”

“Oh. Yeah. It’s a city, not a camp. So no trench,” Aubrey said with a chuckle. Then she nodded her head and smacked Kimor’s breastplate with the back of her hand. “Good thing you’re beautiful.”

“You, too,” Kimor said, smacking Aubrey on the shoulder. “Because you couldn’t even think up the shit-trench idea.”

Those two are like twins. Idiot twins.

“I got nothing better,” Steve said with a shrug of his shoulders. “Side path is my vote.”

Looking around, he realized no one could add anything because no one had a better plan.

“Alright then, I suppose that’s our plan of attack. Leave anything here you don’t want to carry and can do without. We’ll hit the side street and just… follow it up. As far as we can. Though… pretty sure when we get to big ol’ sparky over there, we might end up causing a lot of other things to head our way.”

“And our magic doesn’t work as well against these Creep,” Beati said. “It kind of works, but kind of doesn’t. They burst into flame and parts of them vanish, but not all of them. Enough that they can keep fighting.”

Dog grunted at that and then looked at Hiren.

“Threw out a moving dome. Went right over a bunch of them. Only took chunks out. Sometimes in vital points, sometimes not,” Dog explained. “Made them harder to deal with in a way, too. They started moving oddly.”

“There was this one who was missing everything from her slit to her ribs,” Kimor laughed. “Every time she took a step she almost stepped on her guts. Aubrey smashed her face in.”

Looking to Hiren, Steve offered her a smile. “Lead the way, Captain. I’m just a follower for the time. I’m not the one who’s been venturing into the cities with a team to kill Creep.”

Hiren shook her head almost as if she wanted to deny him, then nodded her head.

“Helmets on. Personal shields up. Go in twos. Aubrey in the rear with Beati,” Hiren commanded.

What levity the group had evaporated in that instant. Everyone unbuckled their helmets from their belts and pulled them down over their heads.

Even the more lightly armored combatants did so. Including Dog, who was wearing little better than banded leather armor.

Then with a shake of their left arms, glowing red ovals appeared in the place of where a shield would be. Even those with two-handed weapons had them simply show up.

Definitely been training for something like this.

“After the ruins of Bexis, it seemed like a good idea to practice,” Hiren murmured, coming over to Steve. “Since you’ve never done this with us before Dog, you get a special task. You’re Commander Bril’s personal bodyguard for this run. Any questions?”

“No questions. Guard duty for Commander Bril,” Dog said. “I understand.”

“Great. Kimor, Felisa, you’re up front. Let’s go,” Hiren commanded.

Everyone began making their way back down to the street.

Steve felt rather odd about the whole thing.

Normally, he felt confident in his abilities and his people.

For whatever reason, though, this just didn’t sit well with him. Especially since he’d been told their Creep magic wasn’t working as well as it normally did.


Twelve

 

Moving onto the side street, everyone was doing their best to be quiet.

Thankfully, the mass of Creeps at the center of the city was doing a fair job of making a racket. Groans, shuffling feet, and the bump of people bouncing into things was a constant background noise.

Steve was impressed with the road and the buildings they passed. Everything had an artistry to it the likes of which he hadn’t really seen before.

The Fae people were certainly ahead of their time.

I wonder if the Creep did far worse to them than anyone else.

“Got some coming,” Aubrey growled from behind.

“Dispatch them but do it quietly if possible,” Hiren said, not bothering to look back. She was slightly ahead of Steve and was looking every which way. “Do you need Siena?”

“No, we’ve got it,” Beati responded as Aubrey grunted.

Glancing over his shoulder, Steve saw a small group of Fae Creep in front of Beati and Aubrey. Siena was acting as their rearguard for the moment while Aubrey and Beati handled the situation.

In one swing, the large cat-girl cut two of the Creep in half. Beati darted forward and snapped her long sword through one’s skull, then brought her weapon around to take the leg off a second.

Definitely well-trained.

As soon as the group was cleared, Aubrey and Beati rejoined their group. Aubrey cycled out with Siena, and Hiren took up Beati’s spot.

The street was a mess of broken furniture, wagons, skeletons, and long-forgotten horrors. Bodies piled up atop one another, and others that were clearly pulled apart with their rib cage nowhere near their hip-bones.

They had been ripped in half by hungry Creep masses.

Lucia mentioned noble families lost, but this isn’t just that. This is their citizenry as well.

Did this single event rip their system in half? Citizens don’t live with the nobles anymore.

And everything is quite well-hidden now.

Maybe… there’s more going on here than I’ve ever noticed.

Maybe the Fae nation is at a crossroads.

Need to talk to Lucia.

Clambering over a burned-out wagon that served as a roadblock, Steve landed on the other side with a crack.

Looking down, he found his brand new left boot was lodged in the rib cage of a long-dead Fae guard.

Or so he assumed from the helmet nearby.

Putting his other foot against the side of the bones, he pulled his trapped boot out. He broke more of the rib bones in the process but didn’t quite free his boot.

“Someone didn’t tell us everything,” Hiren said as she dropped down next to Steve. “This is so very different than what we saw in the Fall Court.”

“Yeah, was thinking the same thing,” Steve grumbled. Giving up on trying to get his foot out neatly, he shook his ankle back and forth.

With a snap, the rib cage finally came loose and bounced away from him.

“Let’s keep moving. I don’t want to be in the streets any longer than we have to,” Beati said.

Moving forward once more, the group made slow progress. Climbing over roadblocks, through large gaps in the road, and even through a couple of ruined buildings just to stay on the road.

Coming to another deep, wide trench in the road—one that looked as if the ground below had simply ceased to exist and the road collapsed into it—Steve sighed.

“I’ll make a shield,” Felisa said, nodding her head. “We can just walk across it instead of trying to find our way around again.

“What do you think, Captain?”

All eyes slowly turned to Hiren.

Steve hadn’t done anything to countermand her and everyone was turning to her for instruction.

Which he honestly preferred. He wasn’t a leader of people.

And likely never would be.

He’d rather delegate and turn everything over to those better suited to ruling than he.

“Do it. I don’t want to waste even more time. Because this isn’t going to be the last ditch we have to get over or ruined building we need to traverse. Might as well start this now,” Hiren said with a shake of her head. She looked like she didn’t like any of the options available to her.

Felisa nodded and turned to the gap while sheathing her sword. Then she ran her right hand over the edge of her shield and it simply winked out of existence.

Holding her hands up in front of herself, a red plane appeared. It grew darker and darker as she solidified it into something they could walk on.

Getting down on one knee, she put one side of the plane on the ground, then moved her right hand out toward the other side of the gap.

The red surface began to grow outward, arching slightly toward the distant side of the street.

As soon as it touched the other side, Felisa brought her hands together, then stood up.

“All set,” said the Banshee with an odd smile, turning to look at Hiren.

“Great work. Kimor, Dog, across and secure,” commanded Hiren. “On the double.”

Dog needed nothing else said. Sprinting across the arch, she flew up one side and down the other. Kimor was a few steps behind her but went at a dead run as well, trying to keep up with the smaller woman.

Felisa went next along with Steve, who needed a pat from Hiren to get him moving.

When they reached the other side, Steve moved to one side to get out of the way.

It was then that he noticed a distinct change in what he’d been hearing.

The shuffle, groan, and clack of the Creep horde had changed. The volume of it had gone up considerably.

“You hear that?” Kimor growled, her head turning to one side. Her antlers made the movement almost seem over-exaggerated.

“Yeah, I do. I think they’re coming this way,” Felisa said and turned back to the arch. “Quickly, quickly now. I think they’re drawn to the Witch magic.”

I mean… that’s the only thing that changed, isn’t it? It was a much larger spell than normal.

Rather than moving as they had, Hiren had everyone get on the bridge at the same time.

No sooner than Siena had got her boots onto the stone street, Aubrey turned and slapped the arch with one hand. Causing the entire thing to wink out of existence.

However, the noise of the horde was still growing louder.

“They’re coming,” Hiren said. Then she pointed down the street. “Move. We need to get clear of this area. Get rid of anything spell-wise that’s active.”

Collectively, everyone got rid of their red shielding and started off at a jog.

Holding onto his axe a bit tighter, Steve began to slowly let himself fall to the back of the group. He had a feeling that this was going to be a running fight. That a lot of it would be concentrated at the front and the rear.

He’d just get in the way if he had to work with others. But as a rearguard, with his inexhaustible stamina, resistance to damage, and his axe, he could hold them at bay for quite a while.

“Steve? Get up to the middle,” Aubrey growled, moving along at the back of the group.

“And leave you and your fine ass here in the rear? Never,” Steve said, moving back behind Aubrey. He was actually feeling rather playful. The idea of fighting the Creep directly felt like something he could actually do. So far he’d just been baggage. “You just keep running, and I’ll watch. Especially your butt. And by the way, I’m going to really give that tail a pull when I bend you over.”

“I—you—what?” Aubrey stammered, glaring at him over her shoulder for a second before finally looking ahead again. “You hurt my tail and I’m going to bite your dick next time you make me suck it.”

Snickering, Steve only ran on, not replying at all.

Up ahead, there was a narrowing of the street that he could see from the back. It looked to him like two buildings had collapsed into one another and created a bottleneck.

Once more, Steve had that ominous feeling in his guts. Things just weren’t feeling right with this whole thing and he was starting to wonder if this was truly worth it.

His group began moving into the pass.

Behind him, the din of noise had only continued to grow in volume.

Sliding into the pass behind Aubrey, he ran into her bodily. Bouncing off her back and ending up two steps backward at the entrance to the crevice.

“Fighting up ahead,” Aubrey growled and tried to muscle her way forward. Except she couldn’t go anywhere as there were others in their group stuck ahead of her.

Turning in place, Steve pulled his axe off his shoulder and held it out in front of himself.

Guess that means I get my fight after all.

Looking down the way they’d come, Steve could see the endless tide of Fae Creep heading his way.

Guards, civilians, and Creeps from all walks of life.

All heading his way and looking for the people behind him.

Realizing that his axe might not be the best tool for this, Steve decided to improvise. He’d only brought his axe this time as he’d underestimated just what was going on with the Winter Court. Which meant he couldn’t exactly reshape the area around him either.

Putting his back up against Aubrey, Steve held his axe out in front of him. He was doing his best to limit how many people could reach him at once but he didn’t have much room to work with.

“Steve, get off me. I can’t—oh,” Aubrey said, her tone going flat. “I can’t… I can’t turn. Wedged in up here.”

“That’s fine. I’ll keep that ass safe,” Steve said, trying to keep his tone light. There was no sense in scaring her.

“You… better. I really wanna get laid,” grumbled Aubrey. “Don’t wanna die a virgin. That’d be awful. Only ever having sucked dick.”

Unable to help himself, Steve grinned.

Aubrey was an idiot. A direct and honest idiot. But still an idiot.

And he kind of had a thing for her and her stupidity. She, Siena, and Kimor were so blessedly simple they just told him outright what they wanted, or what they were going to do. There were no games with them.

Kimor had been especially forward about him using her antlers to ram himself down her throat.

“Yeah, I need to put a kitten in you, Aubrey. You’d be a fun mom,” Steve said as the Creep got within twenty feet of him.

“What? A kitten? I dunno. Not really the mom-type,” Aubrey complained.

A tall Fae guardswoman Creep loomed over Steve. He couldn’t see much of her face since it was behind a rather sturdy helmet.

Not that it mattered.

Holding his axe with the top of its head out in front of himself, he rammed it into the woman’s helmet.

With a sickening crunch, most of her skull tore free and splattered itself on the Creep behind her.

Who came on without even a pause. There was no delay in marching right atop the corpse of her fallen comrade.

Steve realized his mistake at that moment. It was quite likely that he’d end up losing more ground to the fallen Creep then he would anything else. The bodies would literally pile up at his feet he was betting.

“Aw, fuck,” muttered Steve as it all dawned on him.

Putting his axe into its loop, he ran through his options as quickly as he could.

Snatching at the next closest Creep, he casually slapped it as hard as he could to one side. The woman’s neck bent grotesquely before breaking. Her head lolled to the side and her body went limp.

Holding the woman in his left hand, Steve grabbed a second by the throat and lifted her partially off the ground. Smashing her head into the broken stones around them, he hoped this would be quick.

Which made him quite gratified when it only took the one strike to cave her skull in.

Holding up both Creeps in front of himself, Steve spread his feet and wedged them against the sides of the narrow passage. Getting his boots quite firmly lodged against some of the shattered masonry.

Can’t fight this tide directly. I’ll just get drowned. But I can… stop it. I can keep them from crushing me and everyone behind me under their weight.

Pulling at their dead companions, trying to push them out of the way, or leaning into them, the Creep piled up deeper and deeper. Forming an ever-growing mob.

Standing there, with his two Creep shields, Steve was the bulwark that his people needed him to be.

Letting his thoughts slide away from him, he tried not to think about anything, and just hold the line.

Arms snaked passed his two meat shields and clawed at his armored arms and shoulders. One hand even made it to his face.

Turning his head away, he did his best to keep them more than arm’s length away.

Which would be rather difficult in the best situation given the Fae had longer arms than he did.

“Come on!” shouted Aubrey from behind him. Breaking into his zoned out headspace, her voice was like a knife.

His arms were aching, his feet were numb, and it felt like he was holding up a mountain. His spine felt locked into place as if any shifting at all would let the weight tumble down around him.

Blinking, he found that he was more or less unmoved from his original position.

Several Creep hands were locked tight to his wrists, his elbows, and even his forearm.

One hand was trying to scrabble a hold on his neck but couldn’t quite manage it.

“Right,” Steve said and looked over his shoulder.

Aubrey was moving ahead of him at a slow pace, but she was moving. Looking down to his feet Steve began to slowly march backward. Making sure each and every placement of his feet was on something stable.

The last thing he needed right now was to go down in a tumble.

He only weighed so much. He could hold back this tsunami of undead monsters because he’d braced himself. It wasn’t as if he could defy physics with his strength alone.

Slowly, step by step, Steve crab-walked backward.

Except right past the halfway point, he realized he had a problem. There was nowhere to put his feet. Nowhere to offset the weight that was balanced against his own strength.

Looking back once more, he found that his group was now at the end of the pass and exiting it. In fact, they looked like they were getting ready to run.

“What-the-shit-do-I-do?” Steve asked no one. He’d set himself up to do this. He could have just let Aubrey lay into them with her sword and magic.

Even if I do get myself out, how the shit do I run? Can I run? I feel like my legs are made of lead.

A warm hand grabbed him by the neck and yanked him clean off his feet.

He was so surprised he let go of his Creep shields.

Spun partly around, Steve was thrown over a shoulder and then he was once more facing the Creeps. As they collapsed all over themselves trying to get through the narrow pass. There were too many people behind them all pushing, and it was creating a very ugly meat-grinder situation.

Creeps would go down, get pressed into the walls, or ground down under the trod of feet.

That’ll buy us some time, I guess.

Looking to his savior, he found it was the antlered and idiotic Kimor.

In her simple brute-like way, she’d grabbed him up and run away. Which had worked out perfectly.

He had no idea where they were going, but it didn’t matter. Anywhere was better than here.

Reaching the next intersection, Steve realized he could feel his legs again.

Reaching down, he slapped Kimor on the rear end with enough force that she could probably feel it through her armor and padding.

“Huh?” Kimor asked, still running.

“Put me down. I’m good now. Thank you,” Steve nearly shouted.

“Huh. Kay,” Kimor said and hauled him off her shoulder. Not stopping as she ran, she just held him out to the side and faced him the right way.

Then dropped him, expecting him to just take off running.

Thankfully, Steve hit the ground, caught his foot well, and started with a leap.

Landing slightly ahead of Kimor, he was able to get into an easy loping run.

He had to be careful that he wouldn’t rapidly outpace his people. If he dug his feet in, he could end up becoming more like a living flea or tic, jumping as if he were propelled through the air.

“Where are we going!?” Steve called out to Hiren as he came up to her side.

“Anywhere but here!” shouted back his Witch-Knight captain.

Looking ahead down the road, he saw that there wasn’t a lot in the way of options.

In fact, there was another blockage up ahead that’d probably be just as bad as what they’d just gone through.

A house had collapsed into the street and most of it was a large jumbled pile of broken beams and shattered stone.

No. No more of that.

Need to get to the castle. And it’s…

Turning his head, Steve looked toward their destination. It didn’t actually seem that far away anymore, but they still had some distance to it.

“Follow me. We’re done with this,” Steve said and ripped his axe from its loop.

Getting his mind behind it, he started to push down hard each time his boots hit the stones. Faster and faster he went with each step. Springing ahead faster and faster.

Then he was at the rubble.

Flipping his axe to the blunt back end of the head, Steve spun as he flew toward the debris. Whipping the tool around in an underhanded golf swing, he smashed his axe into the mound.

An explosion of sound, dust, and bits of stone went in every direction, and included Steve.

He hadn’t stopped his momentum at all with the swing. If anything, he was carried right through it.

Clipping something hard, he did a front flip and spun right over the top of whatever was left of the blockage.

Landing on his stomach, he slid for several feet before he stopped.

He looked back to the problem he’d tried to eliminate as soon as he got up.

Through the haze of dirt and dust, he could vaguely see that he’d carved a massive hole right through the middle. It would be considerably easier for his people to get through now.

Looking ahead, Steve once more saw the road would curve to the right as it hit the moat.

And that’ll lead us to the front of the castle.

Fine.

No time like the present.

Getting his feet under him, Steve started bounding ahead once more. He was going to go murder the lightning monster.

Then knock the door in.

Because the longer his people were on the street, the more they were at risk.

Let’s go.
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Looking up past the turn in the road, he could see the main boulevard. At the bottom of the route leading up to the castle was a gatehouse—not too dissimilar from the one at the front of the city.

Checking behind, he could see his Witch-Knights still running after him. They were in the clear and moving freely. Distantly behind them—quite distantly in fact—was the horde he’d held back.

They were still coming, however, and hadn’t actually been stopped.

Gripping his axe tighter, Steve could only do what he was doing.

His Witch-Knights were impressive. Extremely so.

But they were limited in number and operating in a situation where they were likely to be overwhelmed.

No matter how strong they were, how well-trained, thousands of Creep would still simply drown them.

And I led them into this, so I’ve got to lead them out.

Grimacing, Steve felt something he hadn’t wanted to. Something he only now realized he’d been somewhat avoiding.

Taking ownership of the fact that he wasn’t just responsible for these people, but he’d actually brought them here.

Made them what they were.

And his mind rapidly expanded that to both farms, Filch, and the citadel itself.

There were a great many people relying on him and his choices.

Because without him, it was certain Lynn would come back and stomp the area flat.

This was stupid. Yes, we need the Fae, but I rushed into this without thinking about it. Didn’t even ask the right questions.

Gritting his teeth to the point that it felt like he was going to shove either the top or bottom row into his gums, Steve pushed harder.

Stomping down each time his foot was ready to hit the ground, he literally flew.

Faster. I need to go faster. I don’t weigh much. If I’m going to blast that gate then I need lots of speed and to swing the axe on top of that.

Just like last time but… faster.

Yes. Faster.

Getting everything into each and every step, Steve could feel the wind tearing at him. It was making his clothes flap and snap as he shot through the air.

Faster!

Putting everything into his next step, Steve could truly feel that he was going unbelievably fast as soon as his boot hit the ground.

Doubly so, because the boot ripped free of his foot and his toes hit the stone instead on the very next step.

Except that seemed to be better than the boot. He could feel his toes digging into the stones themselves.

And then he was at the gate. Doing some type of pirouette, Steve brought the back of his axe around with as much force as he could muster.

Everything around him transformed into a white, misty color. There was little he could see at all, but there was a very loud ringing in his ears.

Additionally, he seemed to be upside down with his feet in the air.

He also couldn’t breathe very well.

Groaning, Steve tipped himself to the side and flopped to the ground. Giving himself a shake, he struggled to get to his feet.

He had a job to do and he needed to get it done. The gate had to be down, and if he could, he wanted to break the golem rather than risk Dog, Felisa, or Beati. Because if it came down to it, it’d be one of those three who fought it.

And he was growing fond of Dog.

Steadying himself, Steve started to stumble forward. Away from whatever it was that he’d hit. All around him was still a thick cloud of something he couldn’t even identify.

Coughing, he waved his left hand in front of his face as he kept moving.

Things started to clear up after several seconds. Slowly, he could make out what was around him.

It was the gate, a large number of Creeps, and what had been the gatehouse.

Everything around him was twisted, broken, or shattered.

Okay. Broke through.

Now we need to head up to the main gate.

Turning in place, Steve faced the castle entry itself.

Standing there, alone, was the lightning golem. Everything around it had been peppered and sprayed with a great deal of debris from the gatehouse.

Steve hadn’t just struck it, he’d blown it up and turned it into a shotgun. Creeps, the turf, everything, had been turned into mulch.

A… what-gun?

Shaking his head, Steve cleared the thought and began stumbling toward the golem.

His left eye had something run into it that made Steve squint as it stung his eye. Reaching up he tried to clear the sweat from his view and wiped his fingers across his brow.

Getting his view clear, he blinked a few times as he got closer to the monster.

Then his vision was obscured again.

Reaching up with his hand once more, Steve finally noticed that it was covered in blood.

Shit. I’m bleeding?

I’m bleeding.

I got hurt. That’s novel.

Haven’t been hurt since a Creep bit me.

Scowling, he kept going. He didn’t bother trying to clear his vision anymore, however. There was no point in that. The blood would just flow right back down into his eye again.

The only helpful point at the moment was that the cloud hanging over everything was dissipating quicker than he’d feared it would.

Apparently that benefited the golem, too, as it started to move. Holding what Steve could only describe as its hands up, it began to build something between its palms.

“Yeah, seen that one before,” Steve mumbled. “Gonna slap it back at ya, bitch. See if you can handle your own shit.”

Feeling like his legs weren’t as wobbly with every step, Steve was able to pick up his shambling walk into a normal speed walk. He didn’t feel like he could jog, though. Things didn’t quite feel right when he moved.

Pushing its hands forward, the Elemental shoved the ball of lightning at him.

It came at him faster than Dog’s had. Faster than he could even think about it.

He’d been ready though, having expected this. His instinctive response this time was controlled.

Palm slapping the blast with his left hand, Steve worked to deflect it right at the golem. Taking the entirety of the attack head-on and just trying to smash it back.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t what happened.

The bolt split in half at Steve’s palm and blasted outward to each side of him. Spraying off toward nothing.

Smoke wafted off Steve’s hand and it felt like he’d just stuck it in a fire. The smell of burnt hair was terrible and Steve wondered just how bad an idea this had been.

For the golem, this event also seemed to be a surprise. It stood there, staring at Steve as he marched onward. As if it couldn’t even process what’d just happened.

Flexing his hand, Steve glanced down at it.

The skin was raw and red and there was blood oozing out from several cracks in his skin, but by and large, it didn’t seem that bad off. He’d expected to be looking at a stump from how that’d gone.

His fingers were whole but his fingernails were charred and had what looked like lightning bolts traveling through them from one side to the other. Like spider webs.

“Let’s find out if I can axe you a question,” Steve said, letting his hand drop back to his side. Moving at a slow jog, Steve realized whether he felt like it or not, he needed to close the distance now.

While he had clearly survived the first blast, he didn’t want to try taking another. For all he knew, that wasn’t a full-powered strike.

Zipping past him from behind was a blur of purple and blue energy. It was an oval of anger and force.

Steve could feel the power crackling off it. Not nearly as strong as the attack he’d just negated, but certainly not lacking in strength.

Colliding with the Elemental, the oval flashed brightly and winked out.

Standing where the oval had been was Dog. Her right hand was buried in the Elemental’s chest.

Yanking her hand back out, she tore something loose from it.

Hunching over Dog, the elemental had grown deathly still. Slowly, it began to dissipate, the crackling lines of power that formed its body dimming with each pass, until they faded away entirely.

Steve’s head was yanked to one side. Aubrey was staring down into his face, her lips pressed together and her eyes glaring at him through the holes of her helmet.

“Bad cut. Will need stitches. Won’t bleed to death though,” assessed the cat-girl. “I’ll fix it later.”

Then she took a step back and looked down at his midsection.

“Doesn’t look like he broke anything. Nothing seems out of place. Maybe just a really bad sprain or somethin’,” finished Aubrey, turning to look at her side.

Hiren came up to stand next to her and then nodded.

“Great, good work,” Hiren murmured, then looked toward the door. “Kimor, get that door open and then let’s get inside. We’ll barricade it from the interior and decide what to do next.”

Aubrey smiled and patted Steve’s cheek tenderly.

“That was pretty heroic to watch. You can pull my tail if you’re gentle,” Aubrey said then moved away from him.

Dog took her place and held something out to him.

“Elemental Core. For you,” Dog said, her eyes darting to his face, the core, and then the ground.

“No idea what to do with that. Hold onto it for me. Need to go smack that door,” Steve said and then started to hobble off toward the massive castle gate.

Before he could reach it, the doors simply opened.

A Fae guardswoman stood there, looking quite alive and normal. Her weapon and gear looked worn but well cared for.

“The Winter Queen would welcome you and invite you in,” said the guardswoman.

Uh…? What?

“We… accept,” Hiren said diplomatically. “May I present Citadel Commander Steven Bril of Citadel Bril?

“I am Hiren Mess, Witch-Knight Company Captain.”

“Welcome, Commander Bril, Captain Mess. You may utilize the mudroom to cleanse yourself and make ready for meeting the Winter Queen. While we don’t have the luxuries that one might expect of a royal court, we do have at least all the basic amenities,” said the guard, gesturing to one side with her arm.

I really don’t… understand what’s going on.

Everyone began to move inside. Several other guards stood around in the entry area, each one gave off a presence. One he couldn’t put his finger on.

It almost felt timeless to him.

One of the guards casually tossed something out the door and then shut the massive things.

The crackle of lightning coming to life and a brief glimpse of a golem rising up from the ground gave him an answer.

Golem was here to protect the gates from the Creep. The… castle isn’t part of the city or the Creep.

So… what does that mean, exactly?

Steve and his people were escorted into a side room where everyone stood around, staring at one another.

Steve slowly looked from person to person, trying to figure out what was happening.

Then he realized that Siena wasn’t there.

Moving to each of his Witch-Knights once more, he did a headcount.

“I don’t know where she went,” Hiren said softly. “We lost her somewhere after the gap. After you cleared the way for us. I don’t know where though. No one saw her go down. Or get grabbed or bitten or… she just vanished.”

Steve turned on his heel to go right back outside. He needed to go find Siena.

“You can’t,” Aubrey mumbled, putting a hand on his shoulder. “I was the last one out from the street and I almost got swarmed. There’s just too many out there.”

The boom of lightning followed by a ground-pounding slam heralded the fact that the golem was now fighting Creeps.

“I hope she found somewhere to hide,” Kimor murmured. “I really like Siena.”

The rest of the Witch-Knights nodded their heads.

Steve chewed at the inside of his lips and looked down toward his bare feet.

Siena. I’m sorry.

I’ve lost too many people. I can’t keep losing people. I need to just… end the queen and Lynn. Then sit back and let everything else go.

Let Nikki’s mindset take hold and go passive. No need to further involve myself after Lynn.

Hiren went about her business quickly. Whatever injuries everyone had were bound or treated. They cleaned their armor, drank some water, and took a few minutes to recover.

Soon enough, a guard came back to ask if they were ready for their audience with the queen. Everyone looked to Steve.

“Yeah, we’re ready,” he said, still feeling rather down about Siena being lost somewhere in the city.

The guard escorted them out of the mudroom and into the hallway once more. Then down a corridor and into what Steve could only think of as a large and impressive throne room.

Easily surpassing what he’d seen at the Fall Court, this was quite obviously the original design of the one he’d seen.

Making the other seem like a poor imitation.

A copy.

It was filled with Fae guardswomen, and what he believed were Fae nobles. All looking quite alive, well, and not Creep.

“Greetings, warriors,” said a woman sitting atop a throne. She looked drastically different than either of the monarchs Steve had met already.

Her hair was a white that was the color of snow. Her eyes were a bright and frigid blue and her skin was almost translucent. Her features were incredibly sharp, detailed, and frighteningly beautiful.

She looked as different from Lucia, Anais, and Wasa, as Steve did to them.

“I welcome you to the Winter Court of the true Winter Queen,” said the woman on the throne. “And to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit? As you can guess from the outside, we rarely get guests. Our prison serves as our sanctuary at the same time.”

Opening his mouth, Steve choked on his words. He had no idea what to say or do.

Finally he figured out being blunt would work best.

“The… other… Winter Queen asked us to come here and kill you. She said you were Creep-bitten and were no longer—” Steve paused to find the right word and then shook his head. “No longer living. But Creep.”

Sighing, the Winter Queen put her elbow on the arm of her throne and put her chin in it.

“Your descendant is being idiotic again, cousin,” murmured the queen, turning her face to one of the many Fae standing on either side of the throne.

The woman she was addressing shrugged her shoulders.

“What can I say? Stubborn, my whole line,” said the woman with a soft laugh.

“True enough. True enough,” said the queen, looking back to Steve. “I’m afraid you’ve been tricked. Or at least, not told the whole truth.

“As you see, we’re not Creep. But we are Creep-bitten. We are as you see us now. Living, though… not living. We are undying. I am the same as you see me now, when I was bitten.”

“I… alright. You were able to counter your own spell then?” Steve asked.

“My own spell? I—oh goodness. Is that what they’re saying now? How ghastly,” grumbled the queen. “I’m afraid that perhaps you’ve been lied to more than I thought. I had no part in the Creep spell. That was all the Summer Queen. My third cousin. She died in casting the spell. I think part of her soul was torn free in the casting by the way. That’s why the Creep continues to propagate itself.

“Anyway. She died in the casting of that spell, I was bitten by one of the first Creeps, and came back to my court. I neutralized much of what the Creep would do to me. My court had been with me, of course, during the spell work. Many of them were bitten as well.”

Steve nodded his head to that.

He could quite easily see the Fae being cunning tricksters.

“Except… except in changing the spell, and what it had done to me—and my friends, my family, my court as well—I changed, us,” the queen explained patiently. “And we are now undying, eternal, and unable to have children.

“In the early days, when we were dealing with the spell and its aftereffects, we sent all the children to the Summer Court. Her court had remained behind during the casting to help power the spell from there. So their court was insulated and protected from the Creep.

“While I didn’t agree to the spell or attacking as we were doing, I did have to support her as any good Fae queen would do.”

Unable to believe his ears, Steve was just now finally piecing everything together.

The Winter Queen had disagreed with the Summer Queen about the spell. The Summer Queen had cast it anyway, and the Winter Queen had borne the price for it as the Summer Queen died.

The survivors lumped the Winter Queen with the blame.

“—leaving us here. Trapped in our castle, surrounded by those we would protect, but unable to do so because of what the spell would do,” continued the Winter Queen. “The Summer Court besieged us… locked us in with our citizens as they turned. And that’s where you see us today.

“Our prison, is our salvation. Because as much as they’d like to see us be ended, the current monarchs simply don’t have the power to do so.”

“Perhaps this is an opportunity,” said one of the other Fae nobles. “With so many of the Creep dying today either they’ll send another army to exterminate us or… perhaps we attack them.”

“I support that course of action,” said a third Fae noble. “We should attack. Eliminate the current Royal families and re-install them as they had once been. We could easily take a handful of the younger children and re-educate them.”

The queen’s eyebrows rose up as she considered that possibility.

What? No.

“I’m sure you could work out some type of agreement with them,” Steve said casually. “I can’t imagine they would be averse to the idea of welcoming you back. I doubt they want to have all those soldiers outside of your Court any more than you want them there.”

“No. They’ve made their intent well known. They want us dead. There’s no reason to even consider discourse with them. That’s just naive, my good warrior,” said the queen with a firm shake of her head. “I think you have the right of it, Count. We’ll attack. We’ll wipe out the families from both sides. Collect a few of the youngest children and re-educate them. Teach them the true way of the Fae. Then we can go about eliminating the Creep.”

They’d kill Lucia and her family.

Realizing what was happening, Steve found himself at a crossroads.

He could try to negotiate for peace, but there seemed little chance of that.

Taking Lucia home with James was definitely an option. Perhaps even taking a large chunk of the Summer Court royal family along.

Steve laid his hand to the top of his axe as he considered the last option.

Kill everyone here to the last. Wipe them out.

Exterminate this whole place.

Protect Lucia, protect their secrets, and get my soldiers.

Then go kill Lynn.

Skull-fuck her.

Letting out a slow breath, Steve made his choice.

Ripping his axe free of its loop, he threw it at the queen in the same motion.

With a resounding crack and squish, the queen exploded from the hips up into a bloody mess. One of her arms slammed into the ground nearby, bounced, and skidded across the floor to rest next to a courtier.

Then the screaming started and the butchery began.


Fourteen

 

Walking through the portal back into the Fall Court, Steve felt empty inside.

He’d spent the better part of the last several hours killing every single Fae in the castle.

Thankfully, as the queen had mentioned, there were no children to deal with. Only Creep-infected immortal Fae who’d been hidden away for centuries.

All stomped and crushed out by his hand or those who served under him.

I did what I had to.

I need the Fae soldiers and now I’m going to get them.

Walking past a window, Steve suddenly realized that it was pitch black outside. In the slaughter, he’d lost all track of time. To the point that it’d slipped from afternoon to late evening and he was none the wiser.

Turning in place, Steve stopped in the hallway.

“I’m not going to bother Lucia or… anyone… tonight. We’ll sleep and report in tomorrow morning,” Steve said. “Talk to no one about… anything… for now. No idea who knows and who doesn’t.”

Everyone nodded their heads, looking tired and worn. No one seemed to be looking for an excuse to stay up either.

“That’s all I got,” Steve finished, feeling spent.

“Great. To your beds, ladies,” Hiren said before catching Steve with her eyes. She seemed to contemplate him for several seconds before coming to a choice. “Beati, pick your second for this evening. Lord Bril will need a companion. You’re it.”

I will?

Eh… no reason not to.

It’ll let me keep working through their ranks.

And besides… they could easily vanish tomorrow. Just like Siena.

The thought of the missing Witch-Knight gave Steve an emotional punch.

“Of course. A pleasure to serve,” Beati said. “Aubrey, you’re my second.”

Aubrey? What the fuck? I thought for sure she’d pick Felisa.

“Second what?” asked the cat-girl. Then she sighed and pressed a hand to her temple. “Whatever. Just tell me what to do.”

“Come with me,” Beati said simply, then smiled at Steve. “That’s all you need to do. Lord Bril, to your bedroom, please.”

Steve didn’t bother to argue. Instead he turned around and started off for his bedroom. 

“What’s the second?” Aubrey asked in a low rumble.

“Steve is going to bed me. As his mistress,” Beati said softly. “I was there when he bedded Hiren. I was her second. If you do what I tell you to do, you become his next mistress and you pick your own second.”

“Oh. Okay. I like it. I wanna fuck,” exclaimed Aubrey. There was some energy to her voice now. “Really bad. Okay. What do I have to do?”

“Steve is going to finish in me, you’re going to clean him up with your mouth when he’s done. Then you’re going to clean me out with your tongue,” Beati said without any hesitation.

“What? I didn’t know you were… into… that,” said Aubrey.

“I’m not. But I’ve been running around in armor all day. I probably stink to high hell. Betting Lord Bril does, too.

“And you’ve been giving me a lot of shit lately,” Beati said with a dark chuckle. “You’re going to eat my nasty, smelly slit and swallow down Lord Bril’s seed. Then you’re going to tell me thank you when you’re done and ask me for more.

“That’s what I want you to do to be my second.”

Pretty damn cold. I like it.

Beati always did seem like she had a mean streak if you pushed her too far.

“What? You fuckin’ cunt. Bitch,” Aubrey said in a growl.

“You want to be my second? There you go. I’m sure I could go get Kimor instead,” Beati said offhandedly. “I bet she’d do it in a heartbeat.”

“Nasty shit-bag that you are. I’ll do it, but I’m not into women. I just want Steve’s dick. Going to make you pay for this later. Next time we spar, I’m gonna slap you around,” promised Aubrey.

“You’re welcome to try,” invited Beati.

Steve opened the door to Nancy’s bedroom and went inside. He wasn’t sure what he’d find in his own bedroom, possibly a sleeping Lucia with James, but he knew he could always turn to Nancy.

Looking around, he could see her bed was made and she wasn’t in it.

The room was dark and empty.

There was no sign of his Secret Keeper.

Fine, this works.

Beati and Aubrey passed by him and entered the room. The pair were still arguing and trash-talking one another.

Closing the door, Steve froze in place as a cool hand rested gently behind his neck. Long fingernails lightly caressed his skin and slid up into his hair.

Ha, Nancy’s here. She’s been here.

She was probably at the portal in fact. Waiting.

Just… hiding.

Reaching out with his right arm, he managed to catch Nancy around her invisible hips. Pulling her up to his side, he grabbed her rear end and gave it a squeeze.

He didn’t tell her to become visible, however. Having her hidden would be helpful for later.

That and he knew she’d enjoy being forced to watch him with someone else. Being ignored and slighted.

She’d feast on her own suffering.

The more in love with him she was, the worse it got for her when he was with other women.

Letting go of her before she got the wrong idea, Steve began to strip out of the hand-crafted lovingly-made armor that his beautiful, whimsical, and kind-hearted Unicorn had created for him.

Love that Unicorn. I should go find her after this and love her some more.

Aubrey and Beati had stripped down to nothing.

Both of them looked a touch worse for wear. Sweat stained, a little dirty, and Beati hadn’t been wrong when she said she probably stank.

She really did.

A mean streak a mile wide if pushed.

“Lord Bril, if I may request how I want this?” Beati asked with a shy smile.

“Of course. You can ask.”

“I want to bend over the bed. You have me standing from behind. Aubrey can be between my legs. Sitting. Waiting for her meal,” Beati explained. “She can enjoy the aroma from there.

“Then when you’re done, you just aim a bit lower and go right into that dirty mouth of hers.”

“You’re a cunt,” Aubrey growled.

“Sure, why not,” Steve said as a cool hand cupped his jewels. He could feel Nancy fondling him with one hand, as her other rested on his hip.

He felt a light tug as if she wanted to pull him away from all this.

You’re going to have a nice meal tonight, Nancy.

Sliding out of her grasp, Steve went over to where Beati was now bending over the bed. Her large bushy tail was laying against her back, pointing toward her head.

“Tail pulling?” Steve asked while Aubrey got underneath Beati, complaining the whole time.

“Uhm… no, thank you,” Beati murmured, looking back over her shoulder at him for a second. Her cheeks were bright red, and her eyes looked rather bright. Then she looked forward again toward the wall.

Far more nervous than she’s letting on.

At least about me.

Seems rather determined to punish Aubrey.

She must have thought this up ahead of time.

Easing up behind Beati, Steve lost his view of the beautifully naked Aubrey.

Grabbing hold of the Raccoon-kin’s hips, Steve brought his tip up to her entry. Her thin lips were hairless. There was a faint sheen of sweat along with much thicker fluids along her privates.

And very horny apparently.

Getting his feet placed, Steve began pushing himself into Beati’s slit.

Taking in a slow and deep breath, the Raccoon-kin tensed up as Steve kept going. His shaft expanded and pushed her walls apart.

Reaching the point where his lap was firmly pressed against Beati’s rear end, Steve repositioned his feet.

Holding onto the lithe woman’s hips more firmly, Steve started to pull and push himself back and forth. Thrusting into Beati with a slow, steady rhythm.

Keeping his left hand on her hip, he bent over her slightly and reached around her front with his right hand.

Quickly and easily, his fingers found her hooded pearl.

Beati let out a high-pitched squeak and shivered hard against him but she didn’t pull away. If anything, he felt like she was pushing back against him rather roughly now.

Gently, he began to rub and push at it from outside as he continued to pump himself into Beati.

Dropping her head and shoulders onto the bed, Beati began to moan. Moving her hips back into him in time to his thrusts was about all she was doing now.

Realizing Beati was incredibly sensitive down there, Steve tried to go with a light touch as he ran himself in and out of her.

“I can’t—” Beati whimpered. “I can’t—everything—ahhh.”

Beati fell off into absolute silence very quickly and lay trembling against the bed.

Holy hell, that was fast.

Grinning, Steve pushed himself a little harder into Beati, picking up the speed of his thrusts. There was no reason to hold himself back if she’d already gone straight off the edge.

The soft clap of his body slapping into Beati’s rear was loud in the room. The steady pop of it punctuated Beati’s soft whimpering gasps as she continued to orgasm.

Steve found he was right at his own climax, spurred on by Beati’s reaction to him.

Pushing a bit too far forward, he ended up pressing Beati’s hips to the bed as his lower body tightened up. 

Impregnate Beati Tesi?

No. 

“No, no, no, not in me, Lord B—oh… whatever. Fill me up. Nice and deep,” Beati said in a low moan.

Doing just that, Steve kept pushing into her as he came, trying his best to drown her womb in seed.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Lamals.

Steve has gained the Bedding a Bandit accolade.

Grunting, Steve kept thrusting into Beati even as he came. Packing it into her without even a bit of hesitation.

When he finally felt done and empty, he leaned back from her, his member sliding out of her with a wet swish.

“Oh thank heavens, I’m not pregnant at least,” groaned Beati from the bed. “Okay. Put it in Aubrey’s mouth.”

Looking down, he saw the cat-girl still perched between Beati’s legs. There was a thin line of fluid trailing down from her ear to her eyebrow.

Apparently, we were messier than I thought.

“You heard her, open up,” Steve said with a smile to Aubrey.

Staring at him, Aubrey opened her mouth, and shrugged her shoulders.

“Sure. Not like I don’t suck your dick often enough already. Kinda like it now. Even know where the veins are. Can find any one of them with my lips and tongue,” Aubrey said, opening her mouth wide.

Reaching down, he put his hands to the sides of Aubrey’s head, and then pushed his sticky, dripping length into her mouth.

Holding onto her thick hair, he began to thrust back and forth as well, going all the way to the hilt and down her throat.

Aubrey didn’t gag or flinch away. She just took it, her tongue rolling up and around the bottom of his girth and along the sides. Sucking gently on him.

Eager in her own way.

Enjoying her for at least half a minute, Steve finally pulled away from her willing mouth. His limp saliva-covered length fell free of her lips.

Taking a few steps back, Steve sat down in a chair.

“You ready for it?” Beati asked.

“Yeah, whatever. Only doing this so I get dick later,” Aubrey said. “Hurry up already.”

Beati stood up, and practically sat down on Aubrey’s face, pinning her head to the bed.

“Great. Eat up, Aubrey. Eat it all up,” Beati said with a chuckle. “Next time you get shitty, maybe I’ll tell everyone about you eating my slit.”

Aubrey grunted at that, her hands coming up to rest on the back of Beati’s thighs.

“Shtinks,” complained Aubrey in a muffled voice, though it was obvious she was doing as instructed.

“I know it does. This is for all the crap you give me. Eat, eat, eat. Eat it all up. Eat me. That’s right, lick his seed out of me. Get that tongue up in there. Yeah. Just like that,” Beati said, staring down at Aubrey. “And remember to thank me when you’re done.”

“Beati hates this more than Aubrey does,” Nancy said softly, whispering almost directly in Steve’s ear. “This is purely out of spite. You should really make sure you give Aubrey a chance to get her back later. Maybe reverse everything around on the next pass. That way they have to learn to play together. Their dislike for one another can’t be allowed to continue. And I get to have some snacks in between my own feasts.”

Oh, I like that idea.

Nancy’s arms slid around his shoulders and he could feel her mouth near his ear. Her breath sliding across his skin.

“We need to talk,” Steve whispered as he watched Aubrey eat Beati out.

Nancy was his Secret Keeper, after all.

“Eat it all up,” murmured Beati, grinding her hips into Aubrey’s face.

To which Aubrey only grunted again.

 

***

 

Entering his personal room, Steve found Lucia, Anais, and Airlea sitting around chatting. James was actually being held by Airlea at the moment.

“Oh, the man of the hour,” Lucia said, bouncing up out of her seat and hurrying over to him. She wrapped him up in a hug, holding onto him tightly. “Welcome back, husband. Consort. My love.”

Smiling, Steve hugged Lucia in return.

“The deed is done. I wiped out the Winter Court,” Steve admitted, feeling somewhat ashamed.

“Good,” Anais said with a nod of her head. “From what I hear, the undead queen roamed the halls during the day with her ghoulish court following her. Was it dreadful?”

Huh?

“I mean, it was definitely a big castle,” Steve murmured, Lucia still holding onto him. “There were a lot of Creeps in the city.”

“Yes. My sister sent out an army a few years back,” Anais said almost disdainfully. “As the Queen of the Summer Court, I supported her decision, of course, but we offered no soldiers or supplies. The old Winter Court is their problem, not ours. We don’t get involved with their family problems, as they wouldn’t dare to get involved in ours.

“It’s why we so nearly came to a civil war when she acted against Lucia. I had already begun recalling my troops.”

Wait… what?

Is… this Winter Court problem a family secret for… Wasa? Lucia and Anais don’t know?

And a civil war? Had it come that close?

“I heard that the old Winter Queen kept all the survivors from the last army as breeding stock to feed on,” Lucia said, finally letting go of Steve and leaning back to look up at him. “Did you find any survivors? Or did that monster kill them all.”

“We just went into the castle and killed the Winter Queen and her court. We found no one else,” said Steve, not wanting to talk too much about the situation now.

The door to the room opened quickly next to Steve.

“Ah! I hope I’m not interrupting,” said a voice.

Glancing over, Steve found Wasa in the doorway.

She looked like she’d run here.

“We were just discussing the fact that Steve successfully completed his task. We were asking what it was like inside the castle and about the queen,” Anais said politely. 

“Yes, what about the queen?” Wasa asked, making far too much eye contact with Steve.

Wasa knew, Anais and Lucia don’t.

This is… entirely on Wasa.

She had me go murder her distant family all for her own sake. She’s the one who was sending armies against the Winter Court.

“Undead, just like you said,” Steve said, deciding to hold his tongue for the time being. “I cleaned out the entire castle. No one remains. Though it’s unlikely anyone will be able to get to it any time soon. The Creeps in the city are still there. But they’re not really going anywhere, nor were they the problem.”

“Too true, too true,” Wasa murmured, folding her hands behind her back and giving Steve the wintry smile that was part of her demeanor. “Well! I see as my nephew-in-law that you’re an accomplished warrior after all. I will make as many soldiers available to you as I can.”

I’m going to skull-fuck you. On top of the Queen of Lamals. On top of Lynn. After I’m done skull-fucking them.

Lucia suggested it, but I’m going to actually do it.

You’re just evil and need to die.

“Thank you, Aunt,” Steve said, returning her cold smile. Lucia disengaged herself from him and moved back over to her seat. She took James from Airlea and then slid the shoulder of her dress off, exposing a breast.

Airlea shot up out of her position and bounced over to Steve, making a small leap over a footstool in her haste to get to him.

“Husband,” gushed Airlea, slipping her hands behind his head and pulling his head down. Her lips met his in a hungry and eager kiss, her forelegs coming off the ground as she hung onto him.

Getting what she wanted, Steve put his arms around her lower back and pulled her more snuggly against himself.

Breaking the kiss, Airlea laid her head to his shoulder, her fingers digging into him.

“I’m so glad you’re home. Welcome back from your duty and battle, beloved husband,” murmured the overly-romantic Unicorn. 

Okay, yeah. Going to steal Airlea away and love her some more.

Love my big, silly, mush-ball Unicorn.

“My Stevie. I missed you,” murmured Airlea, rubbing her cheek back and forth against his shoulder.

Love her for hours and hours.

Until she can’t stand.


Fifteen

 

Shoving himself one more time into Airlea, Steve finished in her again, pulling on her hips as he did so.

Groaning, shuddering, and not able to physically respond anymore, Airlea laid on the bed unmoving.

Letting out a slow breath, Steve gently patted Airlea’s rear end several times. Slowly, he eased himself back, pulling out of her.

“Ahhh. Husband,” moaned Airlea as she swung her entire body up onto the bed now. Her legs splayed out and quivered. “I’m done. I can’t take anymore. I’m so sorry.”

Considering that we’ve been going at it almost all day… hours of constant tumbling… I’d say that’s more than enough.

Grinning, Steve stretched out on the bed next to Airlea who immediately snuggled up with him. Laying her head on his shoulder. Her horn slid past his chin and then rested against it.

“Goodness. I had no idea you wanted me so much, Stevie,” Airlea said in a whimper, patting his chest. “I’m not sure I can keep this up often, but I’ll do my best.”

For a reason he couldn’t identify or explain, Steve was rapidly growing very close to the Unicorn.

She treated him in a loving way like Nikki, but with the absolute understanding and support that Lucia gave him.

Except it was all very pure, romantic, and tinged with the hope and optimism she always seemed to have.

So much so that as soon as it was obvious Wasa, Anais, and Lucia wanted to talk, Steve stole Airlea away. Taking her to her room and locking himself in with her since the morning.

“I’m sure you’ll keep up,” Steve said, wrapping an arm around Airlea’s shoulders.

“I’ll do all I can, Stevie. All I can,” Airlea promised, her body slowly melting into his side. “What are we going to do next?”

“Next?” Steve repeated. “Lucia is going to muster, organize, and lead the Fae army north. Going to take some time to move that many people that far.

“In the same time frame… I don’t know. Probably figure out what’s going on in the Lamals capital. Talked to Dog about it a little. She thinks that we could probably drum up support there. Turn some people to our side of the situation without even trying that hard.”

“Oh. Alright,” Airlea murmured, her left hand coming up to lightly tickle his chin with a fingertip. “I’ll go with you. I should be at your side. I hope we get a pregnancy, soon, though. After holding James, all I can think about is babies.”

Mmm. Giving Airlea a kid.

Jaina and Nikki are next in line though.

Except… we tried with Nikki, and Jaina. It’s taking longer than expected.

Probably take even longer with Airlea.

“If you plan on going into the capital, they’ll check you at the gate,” Airlea said, her fingers lightly trailing down his jaw and then up around his ear. “How are you going to manage it? They won’t let you stay. They’ll try to capture you or hurt you or… or… kill you.”

That’s a good point.

They probably check everyone at the gates. And if I catch the eye of a guard, they’ll check me.

Or… any curious person wandering the street, actually.

I can’t go into the capital even if I wanted to.

Shit.

 

***

 

Handing the reins to Felisa, Steve hopped down from the wagon and waved it onward.

“Keep it rollin’. I just wanna drift back a bit and think. Walk my thoughts, as it were,” Steve said as the Banshee followed him with her eyes.

Hiren and Nancy watched him from the back of the wagon as it rolled past him.

A second after that, Kimor and Dog were bracketing him.

The second wagon began to pass him with the Fae guard who’d taken them to Lucia’s room driving it, as well as Aubrey. Airlea was walking next to it, talking to her.

As the bed passed by Steve realized they had left quite a bit back in the Fae capital. There wasn’t that much need for storage anymore.

Doubly so when it was really just him, his Witch-Knights, and Airlea now.

This was all mostly something he discovered because he saw Beati in the wagon bed.

Tied down, wearing her full armor including her helmet, and bound with several heavy Witch-Knight spells.

He knew it was her by her unique helmet. Made to fit her ears and the way they sat on top of her head.

Turning her head around as best as she could, Steve could see into the shaded front of her helmet. She was gagged, as well, to top everything off.

Beati caught his eyes, shouted against the gag in her mouth, and struggled valiantly. Her armor rattling as she did so.

To no avail. Aubrey had apparently been rather thorough with the Raccoon-Kin.

“Guess Aubrey is getting her revenge,” Steve muttered.

“That’s revenge?” Kimor asked. “For what?”

“Oh, nothing. If they want to talk about it, they will,” Steve said offhandedly. He saw Nancy hop down off the wagon and move off to the side, waiting for him. “Alright, ladies. I’m going to go chat with Nancy. You’re welcome to remain near but I’ll need some privacy.”

Dog and Kimor both seemed to be contemplating that request.

“No. I won’t leave your side,” Dog said. Then she held up a hand and a purple oval appeared around Steve. “This will do and you can have your privacy. You can hear us, but we cannot hear you. You may test it with Mistress Abellis.”

Steve looked at the oval around him and then shrugged his shoulders.

Walking up to Nancy, he went straight to testing out Dog’s claim.

“I’m going to put a baby in you as soon as we stop for the night, but I’m not going to marry you,” Steve said with a wide smile. “That way you can enjoy your own taste for years.”

Nancy made a strange face, tilting her head to one side.

“I… can’t hear him. Is it the spell?” Nancy asked, looking to Kimor.

“Dog did it. So we can’t hear you and Steve,” Kimor explained.

“Oh! Good work, Dog,” Nancy said, smiling at the other woman. Then she simply stepped into Steve’s oval and up to his side. “Now, what was that?”

“I was just telling you that I’m going to put a baby in you. But I’m not going to marry you. That way you can taste good for a while,” Steve repeated, leaving out when he was planning on doing it.

“I… I see. A-alright. Alright. I can do that. I want that. Well, the baby part. But—” Nancy paused, walking along next to Steve now. “Actually I want the other part, too. Keep me as a lowly mistress. Turn me into a baby farm. Drown me in children but never let me be a wife.”

“Unless it matters to the kids. Then I’d have to wife you,” Steve argued.

“Ah… yes, that’s a good point.”

“Beati suffering up there giving you a free meal?”

“Hmm? Oh, yes. Quite a bit. Neither Aubrey nor Beati will talk about what happened, but this might level the playing field. I did warn them that you were likely to pair them up again going forward. I imagine this will be the end of it.”

Steve nodded his head at that, then laid a hand against Nancy’s lower back.

“I need your mind, my Secret Keeper,” Steve said, starting to explain his concerns. “I want to be in the capital. I want to see what’s going on there and how I can influence it.

“Maybe figure out a way to get all those pen soldiers that were sent back to the capital to join us. All those Humans. If we could convert that part of her army, I bet it’d do us wonders. Dog says they number in the thousands.”

“Into the capital,” said Nancy, sounding extremely unconvinced. “Because nobody would ever check to see who you were.”

“I… yeah. That’s exactly it. Is there any way I can make it so others can’t see my information? You… know me and what I’m dealing with,” Steve murmured.

“I do indeed. As your Secret Keeper. I would say that there just isn’t—”

Nancy froze in mid-sentence, her feet still moving but her mind clearly locked up tight.

“Change your title. Change your name. You’ve done it before,” Nancy said almost breathlessly, looking at him. “Change it as easily as you change everything else.”

I could… couldn’t I? I could change whatever I wanted when it comes to that.

Could I make it so it was a temporary change?

“Alright. That’s… brilliant, Nancy, my darling,” Steve murmured.

“Cumdumpster,” corrected the Wight, interrupting him.

“Nancy, my darling cumdumpster,” Steve agreed, then cleared his throat. “I temporarily name myself Lord Montalban while I’m in the capital of Lamals.”

Temporary name assigned to you by Steve Bril, Commander of Citadel Bril.

Name is now set to Lord Montalban while in the capital of Lamals.

“That… worked, apparently. Good thinking,” Steve said, feeling rather gratified at having put his trust in Nancy.

“What about your appearance, can you change that? You’re… unique, in a way,” Nancy asked.

Clicking his tongue, Steve didn’t feel that confident about changing something physical like that.

“I will temporarily change my hair color,” Steve said aloud.

There was no response in any way, shape, or form.

“Yeah, that didn’t work,” Steve said with a sigh.

A small bronze hand mirror appeared in front of himself, held in Nancy’s palm.

Looking into it, and the rather clear reflection, he saw only himself.

Oddly gray hair that was trimmed rather short, but didn’t match the face it adorned. Hard brown eyes that looked like they’d seen too much, and done even more. But if he had to, those eyes would watch worse things unfold, and behold more that the owner was forced to do.

“Yes, well, we’ll have to make do,” Steve muttered. “As for a name… something easy. Something I can slip into that our own people won’t feel too weird about.

“I’m… Steven Bril. Steven Bril. Steve Bril.”

Pondering, Steve ran his name around in his head several more times.

“Stevebril. Stevbill?” Steve asked, looking to Nancy.

“No… something more… sophisticated. But also simple. Something that’s memorable but also very forgettable. Something like… Seville,” she said with a nod of her head. “I like that name. Seville. You’re a very handsome man, Seville. Please don’t use me poorly.”

He could practically hear the need in Nancy’s voice to be violated repeatedly.

Steve let out a slow sigh, staring at his reflection.

“Seville, it is,” he murmured. “I temporarily name myself Seville and move to hide all my titles and accolades until I restore them.”

Temporary name assigned to you by Steve Bril, Commander of Citadel Bril.

Name is now set to Seville.

Accolades and Titles are now hidden.

The world around him stopped as soon as he read that message.

Nancy was no longer walking forward, the wagons paused in a flash, and even the breeze that’d been blowing on him ceased.

“Your task is almost complete,” said the rather bland voice he’d come to dread.

Thankfully, Seville could still move. 

“Okay. Good? Seems to coincide with murdering Lynn so… whatever,” Seville said, rather happy with where the voice wanted him to go with his task.

The voice wanted him to kill Lynn.

Seville wanted to kill Lynn.

Perfect.

“Since your task is nearing completion. I have another for you,” said the voice.

“That’s… interesting. This is part of my test?” Seville asked, wondering what was likely coming his way.

“No, this is a separate task. You will treat it as a higher priority task,” commanded the voice.

“If it’s separate, what do I get for doing it? Pretty sure I got something for signing up for my current task,” Seville said, taking a step away from his Nancy and turning around.

Admiring the frozen-in-place Wight, Seville was once again struck with how lovely she was.

Almost as hot as she is twisted.

Definitely a lot of fun.

“I won’t kill you,” said the voice.

Sighing, Seville shook his head.

He wasn’t going to play that game. He’d already done a lot of things he’d regretted. He wasn’t about to sign onto that kind of game. It would never end.

“Then just kill me already. Because honestly, if that’s the only motivation you have, I’ll eventually stop caring. Just do it now and save both of us time,” Seville admitted honestly. Turning his gaze away from Nancy, he looked at Dog.

The woman hadn’t changed that much from when he’d taken her allegiance. Though her expressions and eyes had definitely changed.

She had a fanatical look to her that bordered on zealotry.

“I’ll kill those you love,” tried the voice.

“Kill them, too. I’ll just kill myself afterward,” replied Seville and then shrugged his shoulders. “That it then? Cause if that’s it, you might as well do it. Make all this easier.”

“I can make you suffer beyond belief for all time,” said the voice in the same monotone it always did.

“Better get on that then, all time is pretty long. After a certain point I’m sure I wouldn’t notice anymore. Besides, I’m sure you’ll do that to me anyway once I’m no longer useful,” Seville said, reasoning it out even as he said it. “So again, just get to it. Don’t care anymore.”

Damn, Dog’s actually pretty built in the chest.

Leaning in Seville took a peek at Dog from up close. Then he slowly moved to her side and got down a bit to look at her in profile.

I never even noticed. I’m kinda losing my touch, aren’t I?

“You’re not motivated,” replied the void.

“Nope. You’ve given me no reason to do anything more than the task which I’m apparently working on. My involvement beyond that is so pointless that I don’t have to do anything else for you.

“Why would I do more or even want to. The answer is I wouldn’t. There’s no reason to do anything. To even try beyond it. Going to do the bare minimum.”

Seville was half-tempted to try pressing on Dog’s armor to get a better idea of her figure. But he thought that might be pushing it.

“The bare minimum,” repeated the voice. “I understand. I will compensate you for this task.”

“Oh? And how are you going to do that? Promising to not kill me isn’t compensation, by the way,” Seville muttered.

Feeling brave, he reached up, grabbed the back of Dog’s mail, and pulled a little.

Holy damn, she really is built.

“I need you to kill someone for me. They are powerful, and will become more powerful,” stated the voice. “I need them killed. They are a high-value target for me. If I do not eliminate them now, there is the distinct possibility my enemy will find and recruit them later.”

Blinking, Seville opened his mouth and ran his tongue along his teeth for several seconds.

“You want me to kill someone powerful that… your… enemy… might recruit,” Seville said, sorting through all that information.

He has an enemy that can… recruit… people.

A god then? A god similar to the voice?

That’s very good to know.

“Yes, I will offer you an equal exchange for this. A life for a life.”

“A life for a life,” repeated Seville. “What… uh… does that mean, exactly?”

“You have many dead companions. I will bring one back to life for this task,” replied the voice in a no-nonsense tone.

“Bring… back… one of my companions. My wives?” Seville asked, feeling very confused. “One of my wives who… died?”

“Yes. A life for a life. I’ll bring one back right now so you feel motivated to complete your task. And if you do not complete it, she will once again die,” proclaimed the voice.

“Hey. Are you being serious right now?” Seville asked, standing upright. Staring up at the sky above him, he felt his heart slamming into his rib cage. “Answer me!? Are you being se—”

There was a slight popping noise and then Kassandra was there before him.

Her dark-blond hair stuck out in a mess, untamed and wild as it almost always had been when she was among the living.

Her bright-green reptilian eyes were locked on a point somewhere in the distance. Beautiful and confused.

And surprising him every time he looked at her, Seville once more found that Kassandra was stunning.

With all her armor she was wearing, there wasn’t much to be seen of her shape, but Steve knew she was favored.

From her armored hip plates and down, her scaled snake tail wound itself around and under her. Her father’s sword was belted at one hip, and her shield on the other.

Exactly as she’d been in life.

Having been killed by Lynn, Seville could only stare at the now clearly living woman.

Kassandra’s hands shot up to her neck and pressed to her throat. Taking in a deep sudden breath, her eyes widened and she looked around.

“Steve…? I… I was just… I—”

Kassandra’s voice was like a balm to his soul.

She was here and alive.

Amongst the living.

“I died,” Kassandra said in a whisper. “I died and there was… I was floating. In a warm ocean. I was—”

Seville darted forward and snatched the big Lamia in a hug. Crushing her to his chest.

“Little snake,” Seville hissed, holding onto her as he might a life preserver.

Groaning, Kassandra tried to hug him back, but she was definitely still mildly disturbed.

“There, one of your companions is now amongst the living,” the voice above him said. “Your existing companions will not remember her death moving forward. They will all act as if she were simply on a trip and has just returned.”

Seville grunted, not letting go of Kassandra. He understood what the voice said, but in the same breath, he didn’t care.

“Steve,” groaned Kassandra in a soft huff. “Need…breathe.”

Slowly, he released his hold on the Lamia and leaned back, looking into her face.

“It’s really you,” Seville murmured, lifting a hand up to cup her jaw and chin gently. Running a thumb over her cheekbone, he watched as her reptilian eyes moved across his face.

“I died,” Kassandra murmured. “Right?”

“Yeah, you did. Lynn killed you,” Seville said with a hiccup.

“I’m not dead, though,” Kassandra said, sounding very lost. “I… I remember dying, but I have all these… memories… of not being dead. As if I’d lived.”

“You have been brought back as payment,” said the voice above. “You’ll not discuss your death with anyone.

“Seville, your target is one Faela Danir. She is the princess of the Odistran royal family. She needs to die within the next month. That will give you roughly twenty-two days. See that you achieve this or I will end the Lamia’s life for a second time.”

“Faela. Faela Danir. Walking dead woman,” Seville confirmed, still looking up into Kassandra’s face. “I’m open to other favors.”

“I will keep that in mind,” said the voice. “Regarding some thoughts you have had recently, you cannot become a Witch-Knight. You dying in any way, even to be re-birthed by your water, would negate your task.”

Then the world shifted back into motion around him. Everyone was moving forward just as they had been.

“Oh, Kass. Where’d you come from?” Nancy asked, walking right up to them. “Did you just get back? If so, welcome back. I’m surprised our scouts didn’t even notice you.”

“Yeah, just…just got back,” Kassandra agreed, gazing down at Seville’s face.


Sixteen

 

Wandering the streets of the capital of Odistran, Seville wasn’t really sure how to feel about everything that’d happened.

Kassandra had just come back to the land of the living as easily as one might hit a light switch.

Wait, a what-switch?

Shit!

Fuck.

I feel like that one was noteworthy.

Sighing, Seville shook his head and cursed under his breath.

“Another memory flash?” Nancy asked, pacing along beside him. On his other side was Dog.

In the end, those were the only two he’d decided to take with him. Everyone else was sent back to Nikki’s farm to wait for him, or to move on from there.

There was a lot going on, with almost too many moving parts, and no one could really sit idle.

Nancy and Dog were exceptions to that since they were more akin to his personal servants.

“Yeah, another. I hate them. Always frustrating. Leaves me feeling on edge and that I’ve missed something,” Seville grumbled. “Like when you’re about to sneeze and it just goes away.”

“I hate that,” Dog said, her head moving one way and then the other, watching everyone around her.

Odistran was the reverse of how Filch had been when Seville had first arrived.

Men and women walked about freely, without concerns, and as if there were nothing out of the ordinary.

As far as he could tell, there was no difference between the two sexes here. One was treated just as equal as the other, and either could do as they liked.

No escorts or men being handed off like trade goods.

As far as I know, there’s no Human breeding going on, like what Lamals was doing.

Perfectly… ordinary… country.

“I like this place,” Nancy murmured, reaching over to grab Seville’s arm. Then she pulled it up around her shoulders and pressed against his side. “It feels very natural. And no one seems sickened about what I am. And I’ve seen several people check just out of curiosity.”

“Yes, many women are checking Ste—Seville’s status. Then ours,” Dog agreed. “It’s very curious. Not all of them are single, either.”

“Well, my dearest?” Nancy asked, shifting her shoulders slightly to adjust where his arm rested. “What’s our plan? What are we doing? Are we gathering information? Figuring out how to make this happen?

“A month isn’t that long to take care of the problem. Especially given that they’re part of the top leaders. I can’t imagine it’ll be that easy.”

Seville had an answer for that, though.

He’d had it since he asked Dog about Odistran.

Apparently, as a mage to the Queen of Lamals, she’d traveled around to a fair degree. She’d even had some information about Odistran’s royal family.

Information that Seville was going to use to his advantage and make this problem go away far faster than anyone likely expected.

“I imagine we can figure out the best way to approach the problem from here,” Dog offered. “Get ideas, make a plan, and carry it out. Easily escape out into the… other lands… given Mistress Nancy’s strength.”

“Ah, yes, that would be quicker, wouldn’t it?” Nancy said with a soft laugh. “Could travel quite quickly and without a care that way. Just need to climb a wall. And that’s not very much of an effort if we’re being honest.”

None of this mattered to Seville, though.

He had his plan and he’d carry it out forthright.

There was no chance that he was going to risk losing Kassandra again. Not after she was just returned to life.

“Somewhat of a pity though,” Nancy said, the volume of her voice dropping to nearly a whisper. “I can’t imagine that what we’re about to do will help at all. Not in any way, shape, or form. If anything, it might destabilize everything.”

“It will. They’re the leading cause for reform and change right now,” answered Dog. “The Qu—my previous employer had wished numerous times that this problem would simply cease to exist. They caused quite a number of problems for her.”

Really?

Damn.

That doesn’t help this at all.

But… but I got Kassandra back.

And I… Kassandra is worth more to me, than anyone in Odistran.

Even all of Odistran.

After I kill the Queen of Lamals and take over… after I become king… I’ll swing down this way and help Odistran. Help them rebuild or fix whatever it is I’ve ruined.

My apologies to whoever I harm until then but… my people come first.

Everyone else is meat.

Looking to the left as they entered a plaza, Seville felt like they were in the right spot.

“Is this where the royal family addresses the populace?” Seville asked, looking to Dog.

“I believe so. I’ve never seen it happen, but I’m pretty certain of it,” Dog said, her eyes moving to Seville. “Why?”

“You said they like to speak to everyone on the same day, every month,” Seville said looking at a large building to the side of the plaza. It had a number of crests and flags on it, as well as a very tall tower with a balcony on it.

Probably right there.

“Yes. Why?” Dog asked.

“You said it was always the first day of the month. That’s what today is,” Seville murmured, walking over to a darkened corner of the plaza. Curling his arm, he laid his hand to Nancy’s neck. Moving his fingers lightly up and down, he stroked the soft skin of her throat.

Looking back to the balcony, he felt like this was a great angle. One that he could carry out his plan and none be the wiser. He was too far for anyone to suspect anything and out of view of everyone unless they turned around to look at him.

“It is, but what does that have to do with this matter, dearest?” Nancy asked, reaching up to stroke his hand on her neckline with her own.

“I’m going to solve this today. Right here and now. Because I’m not risking Kassandra,” Seville muttered.

“Kass? What does she have to do with anything?” Dog asked.

The voice hadn’t mentioned that it would put memories of Kassandra in Dog’s mind. As if she’d met her and had even interacted with her rather than being dead.

Glancing to Nancy, Seville grimaced.

She was the only one he’d told about what had really happened to Kassandra and what the voice had said.

Nancy was his Secret Keeper. If he couldn’t trust her, who could he trust?

“Oh, nothing, Dog,” Nancy said in a completely offhand manner. “We’re just a little nervous about how eager she can be sometimes. She might do something silly trying to make this happen so it didn’t bother anyone.”

“Ah, I see. I’m more dedicated,” Dog argued, turning her head once more to survey the crowd in front of them.

Seville hadn’t been paying attention, but there’d been a slow buildup of people as they made their way into the plaza.

More and more people were showing up by the second, in fact.

Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a small yet good-sized, nearly-round stone.

Nancy wordlessly crossed over to Seville’s left side, giving him a chance to transfer the stone to his right hand at the same time.

Dog had noticed the change and frowned, looking at Seville and Nancy. Then she made a soft noise with a breath and moved to stand in front of Seville.

Leaning into him, she put her head under his chin, wrapped herself around his front, and put her right arm around Nancy’s hips.

“Good thinking,” Nancy said, shifting around to get an arm around Dog.

Ah, cover. Once it all goes down, no one will suspect a man in a quiet corner looking for some cuddling and kissing.

Seville wasn’t going to complain about Dog pressing against him.

Doubly so since she’d ditched her armor and was wearing normal civilian clothes. She was very soft, very warm, and had pleasing curves to her.

Standing there, the three of them waited, holding to one another. Occasionally speaking, but mostly cuddling.

Then things happened quickly. The crowd grew quiet, a clock tower began chiming, and several people walked out onto the balcony.

There was only one woman up there.

Give me insight into those three people. Any of them the princess?

Checking through each window that popped up, Seville found that his target was the woman in the back and to the left of the man who was apparently the king.

The time was now, there was no need to wait, and no one was watching.

Not spending months trying to figure out a stupid plan to kill one person.

Just going to kill her and get it over with.

Cocking his arm back, Seville didn’t waste any time.

He threw the stone he had in his hand with all the force he could manage. Zipping through the air with an explosive gust of wind that ruffled his clothes and hair, Seville saw the stone hit his target.

The princess’s body exploded in a spray of gore as the hyper-powered stone blew through her body as if she’d been hit by a cannonball traveling at nearly the speed of sound.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Odistran.

Steve has gained the Accolade Murderer.

Steve has gained the Accolade Regicide (Princess).

New accolades hidden.

Yeah, hide those forever.

New accolades hidden until preference removed.

Seville leaned his head down and kissed Dog, pressing his lips to hers and wrapping his right arm around her hips.

He held her there and kissed her hungrily, acting as if that was what he’d been doing the whole time.

He only broke away from her when people started screaming.

Dog and Nancy lifted their heads up and looked around at the same time Seville did. Acting as if they didn’t know what was going on.

Then they began to follow everyone as they all ran away from the plaza.

“Task complete,” said the flat monotone voice inside Seville’s head. “Satisfactory.”

Yeah. Thanks.

Seville didn’t believe the sarcastic tone of his thoughts would register. He wished they would, though.

 

***

 

Reaching the Creep farm, Seville let out a soft breath.

He was glad to be back home. Pleased, in fact.

Though he was certainly less pleased that his party was spread to the winds right now.

Lucia, Mutt, and his son were all still with Anais and Wasa. Preparing the Fae army and getting them ready.

Kassandra, Jaina, Airlea, and all his Witch-Knights were likely at Nikki’s farm with the rest of his wives after visiting Ssisik.

They would separate into two groups from there. One half to stay at the farm and prepare as much food as possible, the other half to head to Citadel Bril and then the Creep farm.

Which left him with only Dog, Nancy, Geneva, and Gwendolin.

Two of them had children they would be tending.

“I’m glad we’re home,” Nancy said as they walked up the path to the farm.

“It’s amazing that you’ve built this place in the Creeplands, my lord,” Dog murmured.

“That’s just due to the Witch-Knights,” Seville countered. “Without them, we wouldn’t be able to do this. As you yourself demonstrated last night.”

“Yes! That was very good for your first dome. And you held it all night,” enthused Nancy. “I was very impressed. Only Hiren and Felisa were able to hold a dome the whole night on the first try. Jaina doesn’t count.”

“Mistress Jaina is masterful,” Dog said with some adoration in her voice.

I miss my booby-dog.

“Commander Bril!” shouted a voice from one of the guards stationed at the end of the road. There were always guards on this road, always watching for anything.

The Creep had a tendency to attack at any hour during the day, and all night long.

One of the two guards ran away, back into the farm, while the other remained stationary.

“Welcome home!” said the guard as Seville got close enough. “I sent word to Mistress Gwendolin of your return. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“No. Thank you, however,” Seville murmured.

Right now he just wanted to see Nia, Thomas, and Robert, along with their mothers. He’d been thinking about them quite often.

More so than he thought he would.

Especially when he was holding James.

He distinctly disliked being separated from his children.

Then a small figure bolted out from around the main house. Skidding in the grass for a moment and racing toward them at a full sprint.

The miniature Siren, Nia—Gwendolin’s daughter, and Seville’s adopted daughter—was heading right for him like a tiny beautiful arrow. Singing her “Steve Song” all the while.

A song of never-ending parental love that would weather all problems.

Getting down on one knee when she was twenty feet away, Seville opened his arms and waited for her.

Slamming into him at full speed, Nia nearly bounced back a step even as she grabbed at him.

“Welcome home, daddy,” Nia squealed, then proceeded to kiss his cheek, all the while clinging to him.

Okay. I need more daughters.

Daughters are cute.

“Hi Aunt Nancy,” Nia said, turning her head while holding onto Seville.

“Oh my! Look at you! You said my name perfectly! Good job, honey!” Nancy said, reaching over to play with Nia’s hair.

“Been practicing. Mommy said I need to grow up and become a big sister. I practice a lot with the Knights,” Nia said proudly.

“Do you now? I bet they like that,” Seville said, standing up and holding Nia to his side.

The vast majority of the farm was handled by Witch-Knights or women who wanted to become one. They started off as farmhands and slowly learned the ropes while being trained at the same time in martial combat.

None of them had children and, one and all, they doted on Nia.

The few people who had families almost always ended up transferring to Nikki’s farm.

A few seconds after that, Gwendolin exited the house.

She was dressed in what he could only think of as riding leathers. Looking sexy, amazing, and practical all at the same time.

“Mommy’s been taming and riding the horses. I like them. They come to us when we sing for them,” Nia murmured.

Ahhhh. Of course, they would. The horses probably love them for their song.

I bet it’d work wonders for cows as well.

Haven’t found any cows yet, though.

“My love!” Gwendolin blurted out before she started jogging over to him.

Goodness. I don’t think I’ve ever—

Gwendolin hugged him hard and then kissed him. Practically squishing her own daughter between herself and Seville.

Grabbing at the sides of his face, she kissed him harder, her tongue slipping past his lips and sliding up to meet his own. Then she practically began to hum into his mouth, making his head vibrate.

Instantly, Seville’s entire world was sex, passion, and wanton desire to bed his loving Siren wife until she was pregnant again. An overwhelming urge to raise children with her and do little else other than be a parent and have unending sex.

Breaking the kiss, Gwendolin stood back, staring at him with wide eyes and a massive smile.

“I missed you, my love,” purred the Siren.

“I missed daddy, too,” Nia said, reaching over to pat her mother on the shoulder.

“Here, come here,” Nancy said, grabbing Nia and prying her away from Seville. “How about you show me what’s changed since I was gone? You said you sing to the horses?”

Dog hesitated for a moment before she went chasing after Nancy and Nia.

“My love… my husband… father of my children,” whispered the Siren, drifting closer to him. “I need you. Come with me. Give me our second child already. I want to fill your life with children so you can’t leave ever again. You need to stay at home with me. Nothing else matters anymore.”

Clearly, Gwendolin’s priorities had drastically shifted since giving birth.

Putting her fingers through his, Gwendolin began taking him away.

“Where’s Robert and Thomas?” Seville asked even as Gwendolin continued to drag him towards the house.

“Feeding from Gennie, it’s her turn,” Gwendolin explained, holding tight to Seville’s hand. “We alternate every two feedings. Ever since we started doing that my nipples don’t hurt as much anymore. They were getting raw.”

“And Gennie is doing better? I’m surprised she hasn’t left,” pushed Seville. He wanted information.

Admittedly, he wanted to make the Siren sing, too, but he did need information just as much.

“Oh, yes. That deputy you gave her is handling a lot of the work for her. It’s giving Gennie a chance to be a mom. She’s really enjoying it,” Gwendolin said, taking Seville into the house, and then straight up the stairwell. “And that’s going to give me a chance to get our second child started. Today. Right now.”

Taking him into his bedroom, Gwendolin shoved the door shut and then began working at her leathers.

“And Steve, my love, I’m going to make you moan first,” Gwendolin promised. “Going to make you squeal with my mouth. All while humming for you. Then you’re planting that second baby in me. You promised me you’d do anything I asked if I came to the farm with you, back in Filch when we met. I’m holding you to that. Second baby. It starts today.”

Getting her leather chest piece off, Gwendolin’s beautiful, over-whelming assets were on display. Her pale skin was lovely to behold.

Alright… I guess… I guess Gwen is next.

Nothing wrong with that.

Not to mention… her sex drive went through the roof while she was pregnant.

That’ll be a lot of fun to experience again.

Several hours later, Seville managed to escape the bedroom.

He suddenly had a greater understanding of how Airlea felt. Gwendolin had put him through his paces repeatedly until he’d finally begged off.

His hips ached in a way that he couldn’t quite explain.

Somehow he hadn’t managed to impregnate her, despite trying repeatedly.

Thankfully, she’d gotten the error message each time, and was satisfied that he was indeed trying to do as she’d asked.

Stumbling into the living room, Seville found Geneva sitting there, a bassinet on each side of the chair she was relaxing in.

“Welcome home,” purred the Lionan with a small but happy smile. “Your children are both fed of me, and are now sleeping.”

Smiling in return at the Lionan, Seville walked over to the nearest bassinet and peered inside.

He wasn’t sure how, but he knew this was Thomas. Geneva’s son.

“Hey there, Tom,” Seville murmured, reaching in and lightly touching the sleeping child’s head. He had almost no hair at all.

Geneva leaned over and looked into the bassinet as well.

“Your son is going to be quite the man, husband,” Geneva murmured, looking at the child. “I think he will be a strong and charismatic leader. One that could get the other citadel commanders to follow his lead.”

Other citadel commanders.

“Are there many?” Seville asked, looking to Geneva.

“Citadel commanders? Certainly more than people think. I’d say around forty or fifty? Some nations have quite a few of them. Lamals only had the one,” Geneva explained, gazing at her child.

“Only the one, and that’s me now,” said Seville. “How many does Odistran have?”

“Three, now. Though you were at the ruins of the fourth one,” said Geneva. “I wonder what they’ll do for that at the citadel annual meeting this year. They’ll have to decide to either repair the citadel or not. And then what to do about you. Since Lamals is under martial law, I have no idea what your citadel would fall under.”

“Annual meeting,” murmured Seville.

If I could get the other citadels to join me, I could clear the queen from Lamals all the easier.

That’ll be my next goal. I’ll go to this meeting.

And then on to the queen.

“How far off is that meeting? Is it something I could attend?” Seville asked.

“In a few months or so. But most citadel commanders will show up much earlier. Probably already, in fact. They like to mingle for a while and honestly… it’s not like much is ever truly going on along the wall,” Geneva murmured.

“Where’s it being held?”

“Val. It’s about as far away as the Fae lands, just to the northwest. They’re somewhat the heart of the alliance.”

Even better.

We’ll wait a week or two, then head out.


Seventeen

 

Standing at the perimeter of the farm, Seville watched as the Creep flowed around the dome Dog had put up.

It avoided the Witch-Knight magic by a few inches. Never quite coming close enough to touch it.

I’d argue that’s almost a sign of intelligence.

Always felt like there was something behind the Creep. This just makes me feel more like that’s the truth.

“It moves away,” Dog said, walking up to Seville’s side. “It’s alive or has instincts. Don’t know which, my lord.”

“Need to start calling me Seville if you’re going with me,” Seville said, lifting a boot up and idly moving it to the edge of the dome.

Slowly, he inched the toe of his boot out past the dome.

Instantly the Creep went for him, the black cloud shooting forward and contacting the dome.

It was immediately converted into more power, black dust, and then vanished. Only then did the Creep retract away from his boot, as if realizing it was a trap.

“Personally leaning toward intelligence,” Seville muttered. “Because that’s just weird. Makes me wonder what’s really going on.”

“The Winter Queen did mention she felt like part of the soul of the Summer Queen was trapped,” recounted Dog. “There might be something to that. Have you explored the heart of the Creep?”

“No, I haven’t,” Seville admitted, letting his eyes move up and towards the distant darkness.

There was a lot of land taken by the Creep. A number of countries that simply ceased to exist in the rolling wave of dark magic.

If he was going to take over the Creeplands and make them his own, to become the King of the Creep, he probably did need to find the center.

Find the starting point, as it were, and see what was there.

Because if there really is a fragment of a soul directing the Creep, I’m going to need to smother it. Wipe it out.

There can only be one ruler of the Creep.

“I’m going to rule the Creeplands, Dog,” said Seville, looking out into the deep darkness of the land.

“I don’t doubt it, my lord. I will make your throne myself, with my own hands,” Dog promised.

“Will you? Well. Let’s put that to the test then. I think your question gave me my own answer. It’s time to find the heart of the Creep. Then possibly tear it out. That or cage it.”

Seville lifted a hand as he finished speaking and pointed at the Creep.

“Put a small dome around that bit for me, Dog.”

Without a millisecond of hesitation, Dog put her left hand out and a small dome dropped down on the Creep.

It swirled around briefly for a second and bunched in on itself staying away from the edges of the dome.

“Give it a small exit. No larger than the tip of your pinky,” commanded Seville.

A nearly invisible hole opened up and Creep began to pour out of it quickly.

“Close it up,” Seville ordered.

The hole vanished, and what remained of the Creep inside the dome retracted back into itself once more.

Staring at the trapped Creep, Seville watched it. Wondering if it would hunker down until given a chance to escape.

A minute passed, and still the Creep remained unmoving, settled down in the middle of the dome.

“I’m coming for you, Summer Queen,” Seville murmured. “There can only be one ruler of the Creeplands.”

“King Seville of the Creeplands,” Dog whispered. “I’ll build your throne.”

 

***

 

“Knock it off, you two,” Felisa said plaintively as they moved further from the farm.

Glancing back over his shoulder, Seville once again wondered if this was the best idea in the world.

The farm, of course, was no longer within sight. They’d lost view of it a day ago as they trekked ever deeper into the Creeplands.

If he stayed home, he could keep playing bed tag with Geneva and Gwendolin.

Thankfully, neither one had caught a second pregnancy from him yet.

Though now, with the added benefit of more players, it might have been worth hanging around.

The day before he was due to head into the Creeplands, Aubrey, Kimor, and Felisa arrived. Hiren had sent them off at a run previously, keeping only Beati and Jaina with herself.

A day of sleep and drinking enough watering-can water until they felt sick had put them to rights.

Seville wasn’t about to take them out into the Creeplands unless they felt at their peak. He had no idea what they’d be walking into and after losing Siena, he wasn’t taking chances anymore.

“Why? They’re there, and they give me power. Mistress Jaina used to do it herself,” Aubrey complained before she lashed out with a whip of Witch-Knight magic. It intersected several Creeps nearby that were ignoring Seville’s party.

Slicing through them neatly, they fell into two separate halves, before Kimor’s large, hammer-like spell smashed down on them.

The two idiots were taking turns cutting them down, then squishing them.

Felisa turned her head partially and looked at Seville, as if asking him for help.

“Felisa is your acting commander. Aubrey, you’re next up in the sex rotation. Do you really think she’ll give you permission if you’re not listening to her?” Seville asked, reinforcing the chain of command that Hiren had put together.

“Here, you two can hold the dome,” Nancy said easily and then canceled the spell she’d been holding. “Each of you take a half. Then you two can power up and I can take a break.”

No one here was as strong as Nancy.

She’d been hiding her strength for so long that everyone other than Seville had been surprised when she erected a dome that could rival Jaina’s.

Aubrey and Kimor moved over to where Nancy was standing at the center of the group. After a brief discussion, they brought up the dome again.

The Creeps that had noticed the lack of a dome had begun heading their way, but they once again turned away as soon as it went back up.

There was a brief period where the two halves of the dome crackled magnificently as they touched, until the two women figured out how to get it working.

“I want Kimor as my second,” Aubrey said, turning her head to look at Seville. “And is that tonight? I want it tonight.”

“Fine, fine. I don’t care,” Seville replied offhandedly. He didn’t really. That was something Hiren had started. “Maybe tonight. Maybe not.”

Really depends on if Nancy has to hold the shield tonight.

As he’d promised her, Seville was doing his best to put a child in Nancy, though to no success as of yet.

He was starting to think he’d just gotten really lucky with Geneva, Gwendolin, and Lucia considering how hard it was to conceive a child right now.

“I think we should go see that city up ahead,” Dog said for the third time. “We might find interesting relics. My lord, if nothing else, send me. I can find things for you. I’m sure of it.”

“No point. Not without an army. Next time,” Seville countered, using the same argument. “And I’m not risking you, Dog.”

Nodding her head, Dog looked down at the dark and very dead ground beneath their boots as they walked along.

“I’m not a fan of walking along like this without knowing if we’re heading in the right direction,” Kimor complained. “Hate that we can only see which way the Creep comes from when night rolls in.”

Now to that point, Seville agreed.

“Whatever, making good time,” Aubrey said. “Just gotta keep going.”

“Good time? Good time to what. We don’t even know where the end goal is,” Kimor grumbled. “Idiot.”

“Stupid.”

“Dumbass.”

“Mor—”

“Enough,” Seville said, before Aubrey and Kimor could get into it. “Fine, we’re going to that city. If only for you two to work off some of that energy you’ve clearly got bottled up.”

“Might not be a city,” said Nancy. “Because honestly, dearest, it doesn’t look like much of a city from this distance. It almost looks like the farm in a way, but your farm isn’t much of a farm anymore. With all the towers, it’s more like a fortified military encampment.”

The more that he looked at the distant towers and thought about it, the more he agreed with Nancy.

Let’s see what it is.

By the time they reached their destination, the sun had started to dip towards the western horizon. The day was half over and they’d only just arrived.

Holding her hand up to the sky, Felisa seemed to be judging the distance from the sun to the horizon with the width of her hand.

“Two and a half hours. Maybe three,” she said, moving her hand up twice, then she looked at Seville.

“I officially hand the operation over to you, Witch-Knight Felisa,” Seville said, sensing what was likely about to happen. He didn’t want to lead.

Taking in a short, choppy breath, Felisa nodded her head.

“Dog, with Aubrey. Kimor, with me. Check, clear, shift. We’re heading for the tower,” Felisa said after a short pause. “Need a view of the land and that’ll give it to us, then a place to hold out.”

All three of the other Witch-Knights moved with a purpose, leaping into action as Hiren had drilled them.

“I’ll care for our king,” Nancy murmured and then oozed up into Seville’s side.

Slipping an arm around his middle, she laid her head to his shoulder. Then she formed a small cocoon of Witch-Knight magic around them.

It was the kind that blocked sound and also ate Creep.

“My king, dearest, I’m so glad you’re taking what you deserve,” Nancy purred at him. “And you deserve so much. I still think you should have taken the deputy. Crammed it down her throat, and maybe even put a child in her.”

“Think so?” Seville asked.

He couldn’t help but think about the beautiful and sexy Deputy Helena.

“I do. Lucia would have been angry for all of ten minutes and then gotten over it. As she always does,” Nancy affirmed in a soft whisper. “When we see her next, take the deputy. Make her yours.

“You’re the king, after all, and she offered herself to you. Take what’s given as your due. My king, my dearest. The world should bow to you. You could save us all from the Creep if only you were in charge.”

I could save the world, couldn’t I?

Send out groups of Witch-Knights to contain the Creep, all along the wall. Then slowly expand my own kingdom from inside the Creep. All the while building up my infrastructure.

“I should have taken her,” Seville mumbled as they walked along.

Up ahead, Felisa and Kimor entered a small stone building with a missing roof. Aubrey and Dog separated and went to each corner near the door and looked down the other way.

“Don’t worry, she’ll offer again when we see her next. I’m sure of it. She wants you to,” said Nancy. “You’re welcome to question her about her motives as well, if you like. I think many more women will offer themselves if they can. You’re a powerful man deserving of the gifts that power brings. They’ll want some of that power for themselves, and sleeping with you will give them some.”

Seville said nothing more as his people continued to clear the surrounding area.

His thoughts slowly working through everything Nancy had said.

The fact that she was right about saving the world drove him deeper and deeper into his thoughts.

By the time they’d cleared the entirety of what was obviously a military facility, they’d discovered there was nothing here for them.

It’d been mostly a waste of time, other than the tower that they could use as an observation post to chart the path of the Creep when it came.

Though Seville found that his thinking had changed by the time night truly fell.

His plan and goals were shifting.

He wasn’t going to settle with just killing Lynn, he was going to kill the queen, kill Lynn, kill Wasa, and take over both countries. Then he’d move on Odistran and slowly move out from there.

Country by country, attacking from the Creeplands.

Never letting anyone figure out that Lamals wasn’t a victim as well, but the source of it all.

 

***

 

“Those aren’t stones we saw,” Dog said suddenly as they walked ever onward, getting to the top of a small rise. “They’re skeletons.”

Blinking, Seville focused his attention on the white and brown lumps that covered the ground ahead of them.

From the bottom of this rise to the lip of the next was an unburied cemetery.

A field that was little more than an above ground graveyard.

“Lot of dead,” Kimor muttered.

“Alliance uniforms,” Dog added as they slowly walked up to the closest skeletons. “This must have been one of the crusader armies they sent into the Creeplands. No one ever came back.”

With careful steps, they began to pick their way through the field of dead. Their boots occasionally snapped weakened bones underfoot.

There was no Creep around them right now, nor Creeps, but Seville had the impression there was definitely something wrong here.

The skeletons were piled up as if they died in formation. Falling over one another where they stood.

Climbing up the next rise and out of the dead, Seville got an answer to a question he hadn’t expected.

They weren’t standing on a rise at all, but at the edge of a crater.

Looking down into the center of that depression, Seville saw exactly what they were looking for.

At the middle stood a large stone pillar. It glowed an ugly purple that appeared to be pulsing rhythmically.

“We… found it,” Aubrey grumbled. She was still frustrated that she hadn’t gotten to have sex with Seville the night before. “We found it? I honestly didn’t actually believe there was a center point.”

“All someone had to do was get this far and the Creep would be over,” Kimor added.

“Pretty sure they tried,” Seville said. “We just walked through what remains of their task force. What’s left of it, anyway.”

“But there’s nothing here,” declared Aubrey. “Just some dumb rock and—”

The pillar pulsed in that moment, and a dark-purple wave of power blasted out from it. So dark in color that it was nearly black, the Creep magic radiating from it was disgustingly strong.

To the point that Nancy’s dome shuddered and actually shrunk by four feet on every surface.

“Ahhh!” screamed Nancy, her body going rigid as she nearly collapsed right there. Her knees were pressed together, her shoulders hunched, and her head hanging down.

Seville scooped her up, putting his left arm under her rear, and held her against his chest.

“So strong. So… so very strong. Like nothing I’ve ever felt,” Nancy groaned, her dome slowly expanding again. “I wasn’t expecting that. I can handle it next time.”

“Great, let’s go hit it and end the Creep,” Aubrey growled.

“Yes, hit it,” Kimor agreed.

“In a moment,” negated Seville. “Let’s go have a chat with her. See if the Summer Queen would like to negotiate. Otherwise, yes, you can break it.”

“Summer Queen?” Felisa asked. “You really think it’s the same person from the Winter Queen’s story? That she was right?”

“I do,” Seville said and began walking down the interior of the crater. “And if she doesn’t answer me by the time we get down there next to it, we’ll figure out what to do then. If we can take her home, we will. If we can’t, you’ll break it.”

As if in direct response to his words, another deep, dark, malevolent pulse of power blew out from the pillar.

Sliding over Nancy’s dome, it simply passed right over it this time. As if it couldn’t find any purchase in it.

It didn’t hit it at all.

“Ha,” Nancy gloated, snuggling into Seville. “There you go, queen of nothing. Now you have no weapons. Nothing at all.”

The pulsing of the pillar slowly died away, becoming a steady, faint glow instead.

Reaching the bottom of the depression, Seville looked over the pillar. It was covered in large and small scrawling glyphs.

Nancy’s dome now covered the pillar completely and enveloped it. To the point that it was in the middle of the larger dome, but also surrounded by an extra layer of her nullifying power.

“Can you read it, Dog?” Seville asked, turning his head to one side, then the other.

“Some of it,” Dog admitted, walking up next to the pillar. “Doesn’t make any sense though. Not without understanding all of it. It’s as if I heard a few words of a shouted conversation.”

“Might as well be shit-titties then?” Aubrey asked with a chuckle.

“That would likely make more sense,” Dog said with a sigh. “Sorry, my lord. I can offer nothing.”

“Alright. Well? Summer Queen?” Seville asked, walking up to the pillar. “Are you in there? Or are you just mindless magic. If so, I can have my people carry you back to my home and we can give you a proper investigation. Or we can just break you here and now.”

“You dare threaten me?” asked an imperious though faint voice.

“Ah! It is indeed the Summer Queen,” Seville said with a laugh. “Well, that makes this easy.”

“I’m her Imperial Highness Ge—”

“The Creep stone. You’re not a person anymore. You’re just… magic,” Seville said with a chuckle. “You have two options. Serve me or be destroyed. It’s really that simple.”

“I’ll serve no one. No one! Especially not some filthy-mouthed Human such as yourself!” screamed the disembodied voice.

“Alright. Break it and we can—”

There was a sudden, sharp point of intense heat in Seville’s pocket. A heat he hadn’t felt in a very long time.

Frowning, Seville eased Nancy to his left hip and reached into his pocket with his right hand.

“Yeah? Smash it? Break it good?” Aubrey asked.

“I’m gonna kick it,” Kimor said with a laugh. “I bet I can break it with a few kicks.”

“Heathen! I’ll slay you all!” screamed the Summer Queen in a nearly incoherent rage.

Getting his fingers around the point of searing heat, Seville pulled it out of his pocket.

Misty’s stone glowed a bright golden-green color as he drew it up to his eye. Then it began to slowly fade away, growing dimmer.

With a frown, Seville let the stone fall from his gaze.

Only for it to grow warm and bright once more.

Holding it up again, he looked at it. Considering what it was.

“You want to try and cleanse the pillar?” Seville asked, guessing at what Misty’s stone wanted.

Now everyone was watching Seville.

The stone flashed brightly for a moment.

“Do I just… put you on top of it?” Seville asked.

Once more the stone flashed brightly.

“Alright. Thanks, Misty,” Seville said and took a step forward.

“Don’t touch me! Cretin! Monster!” hissed the Summer Queen.

Reaching through the barrier of Nancy’s smaller dome, Seville laid Misty’s stone on the top of the pillar.

As the two met, Misty’s stone glowed with a swirl of motion inside of it. Slowly, the color began to bleed away and into the pillar directly.

A faint whisper inside his mind caressed his thoughts.

“Goodbye my Steve, your Misty loves you. Until we see each other again.”

Then the voice was gone, and the stone was colorless.

Wait.

No.

No!

Picking up the stone quickly, Seville held it in his palm, willing it to change back to green, heat up, or do something.

Nothing occurred.

Looking at the pillar, he saw the faintest flicker of green. Where Misty’s stone had rested. Then it spread out into the stone and couldn’t be seen anymore.

“—dare you! How dare you! I shall end you all! I’ll kill you! Every one of you!” screeched the Summer Queen.

“Pick her up with a spell. We’re taking her back to the farm,” Seville commanded. He wasn’t in a mood for anything at all right now. “And we probably shouldn’t stop until we get back home either.”

As far as he was concerned, what little bit of Misty he had left, was gone into the pillar.


Eighteen

 

Walking out to the empty field, Seville was somewhat annoyed.

The location was at least a hundred yards away from the main home but the Summer Queen had screamed and screeched endlessly through the night.

And after having traveled so far with the pillar, Seville really had wanted to get a good night’s sleep. To the point that he’d literally gone to sleep by himself in Hiren’s room. Where no one thought to look for him.

Walking up to the pillar, Seville was quite happy to see six of his Witch-Knights working in concert to keep the pillar subdued.

“Will you shut up!?” Seville screamed at the pillar as soon as he stopped, coming up between two Witch-Knights.

“How dare you—”

“SHUT-UP!” screamed Seville at maximum volume. “SHUT-YOUR-FUCKING-MOUTH!”

The Summer Queen fell silent, the Witch-Knights stared at him, and it felt like the world itself had taken a breath.

Giving himself a good shake, Seville nodded his head.

“Now, if you’re done throwing a fit, Karen—”

“My name is—”

“Karen. Your name is Karen, because that’s what you’re acting like,” Seville growled. There was an image of a short haircut in his head, wanting to speak to someone’s supervisor, and an unholy amount of entitlement, before it all flashed away.

He had no idea why he’d given the Summer Queen the name Karen.

“Now listen, Karen, you’re going to act like a polite house guest,” Seville stated simply. “Because that’s what you are. You’re not the Summer Queen. You’re not the Queen of the Creep. You’re Karen, my house guest. Do you understand?”

“I am no such thing! My name is—”

“Karen. Who’s going to be put at the bottom of an outhouse if she doesn’t start acting politely. We’ll see how much shit it takes landing on you before you figure out that having you up here in the sunshine, and fresh air, isn’t a given,” threatened Seville. The last thing he needed was Karen mouthing off at all hours of the day or night.

Karen fell silent.

Seville hoped she was truly contemplating his words. Because he wasn’t going to tolerate anything from a living-dead Fae that’d turned a good part of the world upside down.

If anything, he should have let Aubrey smash her to pieces without even a second thought. The simple reality was that keeping Karen alive only served Seville’s purpose. Everyone else in the entirety of the world was worse off for the pillar remaining intact.

Looking around, Seville checked the area out in a bit more detail.

Someone had the forethought to wall the pillar off on three sides. A group of Witch-Knights was working on putting up the last wall even now.

A fort was being erected around the pillar where it would be contained and bound. The Creep would continue to spread and act as it normally did. This was evident by the fact that Nancy’s shielding hadn’t changed anything as they went back to the farm.

“I’m a queen,” Karen grumbled.

“You’re a talking pillar with a piece of a long-dead Fae in it,” Seville argued. “And you’re going to end up at the bottom of an outhouse if you don’t start behaving.”

Seville noticed a green circle slowly traveling down along the side of the pillar, then vanishing deeper inside after several seconds.

Misty is still in there.

Trying to cleanse the pillar.

Or convert it?

What… what if Misty could take it over?

“A queen!” shouted the pillar. “You dare speak to me in such a—”

Seville rolled his eyes and tuned her out. Turning around, he left Karen shouting to the skies.

He returned back to the pillar only after retrieving his shovel, and his watering can. Ferrah had made a type of basket for it. So that it could remain upside down with the air trapped inside, spewing water out at an unnatural rate and pace for such a small gardening tool.

Of course, that meant it never turned off.

Gushing water out with every step it left a trail of smoking ground behind as Seville went. It had also thoroughly soaked his left pant leg and one of his boots from the amount of water rushing out.

Coming to a stop near the pillar, Seville waited for the nearby soil to stop smoking and burning with small flames across the top.

While much of the land was already starting to become reinvigorated, Seville wanted the source.

Despite the can water’s ability to change other water it was poured into, nothing quite cleansed things like the water from the source itself.

“—peasant dirt farmer!” shrieked Karen.

This outburst was followed by several Creep pulses.

The shielding provided by the Witch-Knights buckled but held, one of the women slowly slumping down to a knee.

One of the other Witch-Knights held a hand up in the air.

“Does Karen do that often?” Seville asked, watching.

“Often enough that it isn’t a surprise,” said one of the Witch-Knights. “We just have the person who’s been here the longest have the closest shield. Then cycle out. Karen’s just being a bitch right now, it seems.”

“Wasn’t as strong as the first time,” said the Witch-Knight down on a knee. “She’s losing power with each one of those.”

Oh? That’s interesting.

Holding his shovel with one hand, Seville focused on the ground beneath the pillar. He wanted a shallow bowl to be cut just beneath it.

For that same ground to be compacted and smashed with the shovel until it was nice and hard.

Dense.

Seville stabbed the shovel into the ground next to the pillar.

With a strange splat, the ground became exactly what he’d envisioned. The dirt cratered out, the pillar shifted down partially, and the ground became darker.

“Right. Since Karen can’t seem to keep her shit together, we’re going to have to sort her out a bit,” Seville said.

“What, you think a little water is going to bother me?” said Karen with absolute scorn. “You’ll have to do better than giving me a bath.”

“This is a long term solution, Karen,” Seville murmured, sticking his shovel into the ground and leaving it there. Then he pulled the watering can forward and started to fill the depression.

There was no obvious outward reaction from the pillar or Karen, but Seville got the impression it was definitely affecting her.

A green dot appeared near the top of the pillar and shot straight down to the lowest part, where the water was starting to slide up along the inscribed stone surface.

There you are, my Misty.

Maybe this’ll help.

Smirking, Seville continued to pour water in until the depression was filled. Then he turned to the nearest Witch-Knight.

“No idea who’s in charge but… every morning, Karen gets her bowl filled. Any questions?” Seville asked.

“No, Lord Commander,” said the Witch-Knight, her face hidden behind her helmet.

“Great,” Seville said and then turned away from Karen.

Nancy stood near the house. She had her arms above her head and was stretching out.

He got the impression she was looking at him even from this distance. It felt as if her eyes were trying to catch his and lock onto them.

Dog exited the house a moment later, closing the door behind herself. Both women fixated on Seville.

Let’s go see what they want because clearly there’s something.

Before Seville could get moving, Dog and Nancy started heading his way instead.

When he started heading their way, Nancy made an exaggerated hand gesture, as if telling him to remain there.

Stopping in place, one hand on his shovel, the other holding onto the watering can and its never-ending torrent of water, Seville stood there and waited for them.

When Nancy and Dog reached him, both looked at him, then the pillar, and back.

“Just setting her up. Kind of like a birdbath,” Seville said, dodging some of the questions they likely had. He didn’t want to reveal to anyone who could be listening about Misty.

They’d asked him several times about the small stone he’d put on the pillar.

Only Nancy knew the answer. And she wouldn’t tell a soul.

“Dearest, I believe it’s time for Dog to carry out her promise,” Nancy said once she got close enough. “And this will be a perfect spot.”

Frowning, Seville looked at Dog.

“What promise?” he asked with some trepidation. He couldn’t remember a promise she’d made to him.

And he sure as hell couldn’t remember anything he promised her.

“A throne. I’m going to include the pillar and its water,” proclaimed Dog. She strode past Seville and stood near the Witch-Knights.

“I’ll handle the dome, Dog,” Nancy said, giving Seville a winsome smile. She made a little skipping hop to put herself in front of him. Then she bent forward slightly, giving him a wonderful view down the front of her dress. “And I’m going to show off for you a bit, today.”

“Are you now?” Seville murmured, tearing his eyes away from Nancy’s obvious distraction.

“Indeed. I am,” Nancy said with a laugh and then stepped around Seville to his side.

Turning around, he found that Dog had both her hands up in the air. Witch-stone was growing up through the ground.

The Summer Queen continued to shout and rant in the background. Her ongoing speech having never actually ended.

It was ignored by everyone.

The conjured stone quickly spread out into an oval, lifting up the pillar and its depression, and then stopped.

Moving her hands down in front of herself, Dog stood there motionless once more.

As she raised her arms once again, more witch-stone began to flow up from the grass, gliding across the giant oval and pooling at the center.

“There’s the dais,” Nancy murmured, her left hand held up casually as a small dome of Witch magic surrounding the pillar.

Oh. Yes. A dais.

Got it.

Witch-stone began to merge together and build upward. The legs of a massive witch-stone throne forming together.

Higher and higher, the throne continued to grow. A seat was shaped, along with arms and a high raised back.

Peeking over the back of that throne was the pillar. Or what looked like it might be the pillar. It was now encased in a shell of witch-stone.

The Summer Queen was silent.

“Thank you, Dog, I was growing tired of her. Did the spell hold into the stone?” Nancy asked, making a small movement with one of the fingers on her left hand.

“Yes, my lady,” Dog said in a soft pant. Her arms coming down fractionally. “Now for the detail work.”

Already huge and very impressive, the surface of the throne began to ebb and flow where it stood. The witch-stone slid back and forth over the surface as if it were a liquid.

The exterior of the throne began to look as if it had been carved. Intricate and artistic lines appeared and wound themselves through one another into detailed patterns.

In the span of a minute, what had originally been a massive and imposing throne of stone, was now a massive, imposing, and artfully-decorated throne.

“Done,” Dog said, panting hard as she stood there. Her arms now hanging at her sides. “As promised. I’ve made your throne myself, my king.”

Turning to face him, Seville didn’t miss the gleam of fanaticism in her eyes as she gazed at him. It bordered on the same intensity with which Nancy sometimes looked at him when she wanted him to punish her.

“Good work, Dog,” Seville said simply. “I like it. Thank you.”

“Of course, your highness,” panted Dog, taking deep, heavy breaths.

“Yes! Very good work, Dog. I’m proud of you,” exclaimed Nancy, clapping her hands together. “Now, however, is the time for me to add my part. I’m not the head wife, I’m not the queen, and I’m certainly not the first mother.”

Looking around herself, Nancy took in a slow breath, then exhaled.

“Alright, I have it set. Everyone, please come with me,” Nancy commanded, turning on her heel and walking away.

Wordlessly, everyone fell in line with her, marching away from the throne.

What exactly is she doing? She didn’t really explain one way or the other.

Glancing over her shoulder several times, Nancy kept moving after each, as if she wasn’t satisfied at the distance from the throne yet.

“Now, this obviously will take some time for us to utilize it properly,” murmured Nancy, finally slowing down her walk and staring over her shoulder. “But it’s better for us to get it out of the way now. Proclaim it loudly and clearly. So that everyone will know.”

Nancy came to a stop and then turned back to face the throne once more.

“And what’s that?” asked Seville, amused and curious at the same time.

“That King Seville of the Creeplands shall rule over all. It’s only a question of when and if they’re smart enough to understand,” Nancy said in a low voice. “And as your mistress, it’s my duty to make that proclamation. Because in the end, I’m there only for you, my dearest. No one else has my position, and I live for no one else.”

Nancy raised her hands up in an almost lazy fashion.

A deep rumbling drowned everything else out. Even the sound of Seville’s own thoughts. To the point that the ground itself began to shake and heave.

Nancy brought her left hand up fractionally.

Correspondingly, a giant hill of witch-stone vomited up from the depths of the earth.

“A good start,” said Nancy in a light tone.

Reaching over with her right hand, she looked as if she plucked at nothing at all. Then dragged it back to where her hand had started.

The enormous monolith of witch-stone oozed into two parts and flowed down toward the throne. It simply washed over it and then beyond. The whole area rapidly vanished under the tsunami of witch-stone.

Halting as if it’d struck an invisible force, the wave of dark material began to slide upward. At the same time, the original hill began to form and shape itself as well.

“I like the idea of four towers, with a fort at the center and an attached fifth tower,” murmured Nancy. There was finally a hint of strain in her voice.

Weaving her hands back and forth, she called for even more witch-stone that grew outward toward their position.

Only for two pillars to develop out of nothing and slowly shape themselves up into towers. They matched the other two in the back even as they also came to form the same shape.

“Honestly, I find it easier to work with something like this when I can make it symmetrical,” complained Nancy. “Otherwise this would be twice as hard.”

Moving her hands closer together, the looming walls, four towers, and gatehouse now looked complete.

An edifice that would have taken years upon years to quarry the stone for, let alone assemble all that stone into the structure that now stood before them.

Drawing her hands upward, a fifth tower rose out of the center of the fortification.

Because that’s what this was.

Nancy was literally building a truly awe-inspiring castle formation that would house an army.

A defensive hardpoint that would require a great deal of force to siege or break through.

Nancy stopped moving and made a small finger flick with her left hand.

There was a crack and boom as a small mound of witch-stone simply appeared off to the side of the exterior wall.

“There, I’ve cleared out the interior as well. I borrowed heavily from stories, Dog’s answers to my questions, and my own imagination,” said Nancy, turning to look at Seville with a wide grin. Several streaks of sweat were running down from her hairline, and her face was pale in a way that spoke of her being rather tired. “However… your mistress has provided a castle for her king. You’ll need to attach the watering can to the fifth tower at some point. It’s a water reservoir through a very deep aqueduct. It’ll feed into the underground river. Don’t worry about anyone trying to get through. It’s filled with tons of witch-stone.”

Blowing out a breath, Nancy reached into her sleeve and pulled out a kerchief. Lightly dabbing at her temples and her hairline, she looked winded.

“My gift to you, dearest. To my love, from your mistress,” Nancy finished, smiling at him all the while.

Unable to say anything, Seville had no idea of how to respond.

Her “showing off” was on a level that he couldn’t even begin to comprehend. It also gave him the underlying thought that people had various strength levels.

Some people were predisposed to being freakishly strong, and some would always be considerably weaker.

Not all Witch-Knights are created equal, and Nancy… Nancy is stronger than everyone. Even Jaina.

Seville dropped his shovel, and put an arm around Nancy and pulled her against his side.

“I’m a little sweaty dearest and I probably sme—”

Ignoring her words, Seville leaned down and kissed Nancy heavily, holding her firmly.

Easing back from her several seconds later, Seville let out a short breath.

“What on earth am I supposed to do in return?” Seville asked. “How could I ever repay you two for this?”

“Oh… I have some ideas,” Nancy whispered, her hands coming up to caress his face. “All of them fitting within the boundaries you put on me. Lots of fun things to do to me. Lots and lots. You can start with the throne room. We need to break in that throne, you and I.”

Nancy paused to take a step back from Seville.

“You’re all dismissed until tomorrow,” Nancy said to the Witch-Knights around them. “You’ll have new duties tomorrow for Castle Bril, including maintenance and care for the pillar and its spells.”

“And speak of this to no one,” Seville said quickly. He didn’t want them spreading the word of how the castle came to be.

“Of course, my lord, mistress,” said one Witch-Knight. The others all fled as soon as Nancy had dismissed them.

Dog remained.

“Come, Dog,” Nancy said, slipping her hand into Seville’s. “We’re going to go look at your throne. Then your master is going to have me in it. And if I’m lucky, put a child in me. If you’re an especially good girl, I might let you lick him clean after he’s done with me.”

“Yes, mistress. Of course, mistress,” Dog said, walking next to Nancy. “Anything to please my lord king. I’m at his pleasure and leisure.”

Are you now?

Hm.

She’s offering. I could take her up on it.

Is there a reason I shouldn’t?

Thinking hard, Seville’s eyes moved from Nancy to Dog.

Dog was a lovely specimen that he couldn’t help but admire.

Then he realized he did have a reason he shouldn’t have Dog directly.

It’s Aubrey’s turn, next.

Then again… there’s always next time, right?

Maybe I could use this as a way to pay Nancy back for the castle.

Punish her.

Yes. Let’s do that.
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Walking into the throne room, Seville was impressed.

Everything was perfect—intricately carved, designed, and well-fit together.

Nancy hadn’t just made a castle, but a beautiful castle. One that looked like it was going to outlive and outlast nearly everyone.

Shaking his head, Seville realized that it’d take a lot of work to pay Nancy back for this.

We’ll start with today. And… and this’ll give her something to feed on for years, if she wants to.

And Dog won’t mind. Have to make sure of that, but I’m pretty sure.

Nancy was slowly moving through the throne room with her hands on her head. Looking quite pleased with herself as she examined her creation up close and in person.

Reaching out, Seville grabbed Dog at the elbow and held onto her as Nancy continued to walk away.

Leaning in close, he put his lips next to Dog’s ear.

“Can I bed you?” Seville asked.

Dog quickly nodded her head, then turned to meet his gaze directly.

“Yes, my lord. I would like that,” Dog whispered.

“Can I put a child in you?” Seville asked.

“Of course, my lord. My womb is yours and only yours,” Dog said, a strangely fanatical look appearing in her eyes.

“I’m going to fuck you on the throne, put a child in you, and give you credit for making this castle. You’re to tell no one it was Nancy who set this up. You did everything but the physical labor. Do you understand?” Seville asked. “Nancy feeds on misery, we’re going to give her a lot.”

“Completely, my lord. I’m yours in all ways,” promised Dog. “Use me as you like.”

“Good, play along then.”

Releasing Dog, Seville moved ahead quickly to catch up to Nancy just as she reached the throne.

“And you see? Perfect. The throne, the castle, the sealing spell on the pillar, the water, everything is as it should be,” Nancy said with a nod of her head.

Turning, she gave Seville with a triumphant look.

“Well? Praise me. Is this not glorious? As your mistress, I feel I’ve done quite a bit here,” Nancy said with clear expectation in her eyes.

Seville nodded his head and looked around for a few seconds.

“Yes, you did the physical labor. You can go sit down over there,” Seville said, gesturing with one hand. “Dog, you said you planned all this? I’m impressed. This is all so lovely and intricate. You did amazing work with all of this.”

“Thank you, my lord!” Dog said quickly, coming over to him. “I worked very hard to put everything together in just the right way.”

“I… what?” Nancy asked. “I did the…”

Looking to the Wight, Seville glared at her silently. Her words fell off quickly and she stood there, looking confused and hurt.

“Go sit down over there,” Seville said again, waving a hand at Nancy.

Frowning, distraught, and angry, Nancy did as she was told. Slowly turning away, she took a seat on the floor.

“Dog, this really is amazing. Absolutely amazing. Stunning,” Seville said, putting a hand on Dog’s rear end.

“Thank you, my lord. My High King. I did it all for you,” Dog said in a throaty growl. “I instructed Nancy on how to do it, gave her the plans, all the information, and spelled it all out for her. I knew you needed a castle but I didn’t have the personal strength. A woman of her social standing is good for this sort of thing.”

“So you mentioned earlier. It’s impressive. Good work. You deserve a reward,” Seville said, walking over to the throne.

Unbuckling his belt, he stepped out of his pants, kicked off his boots, and then sat down on his throne.

It was cold under his rear end but he wasn’t going to let that stop him from what he was doing.

“You’re my reward, my lord. May I have your seed? Please? Fill me up?” Dog pleaded, rushing over to the throne where he sat. She put her hands down atop his wrists, staring hard into his face. “Fill me up to the brim until I drip?”

“Done,” Seville said and then laughed softly.

Reaching up, he cupped Dog’s face, holding it gently with his right hand.

Glancing to the side surreptitiously, he saw Nancy sitting on the cold witch-stone. Her face was a mask of incredulity and hurt.

Under that though, he saw what he wanted to see.

She was excited. 

Beyond excited.

She wasn’t just eating her own misery. She was feasting on herself and what was being done to her.

Luxuriating in it.

“You, filthy cumdumpster, get over here you good-for-nothing. You can suck on me until I’m properly ready for Dog,” Seville commanded.

“Of… of course… master,” Nancy murmured, slowly getting up.

“Come over here on your hands and knees. Crawl, in fact,” Seville sneered. “Drag your useless tits across the ground like the lump of flesh you are.”

Nancy let out a soft sob, followed by a moan, and then nodded her head.

Crawling across the ground on her belly, dragging herself over the hard stone, she did as instructed.

When she finally reached his feet, Seville put a foot on her shoulder.

“Why can’t you be more like Dog? She’s beautiful, strong, intelligent, daring, and a natural leader,” critiqued Seville. “What are you good for? Anything?”

“No, master,” Nancy whimpered, using a term for him she hadn’t in a long time. “I’m not.”

“Can you even remember how to suck dick appropriately? Or do I need to have someone remind you how to do that, too? Lucia had to help you out once already.”

Seville lifted his foot and put it atop her head, pushing gently until her head was against the ground.

“I’m scum, master. I’m sorry I’m so worthless,” groaned Nancy, laying against the floor. Her body shivered against the stone floor. From enjoyment or revulsion, he couldn’t tell, but he was betting on the former.

“Your cumdumpster is empty and worthless. Please fill her with something she is unworthy of, so she at least has some value,” Nancy said in a tone of voice he knew, confirming his thoughts. Nancy was in her own special little world at the moment and loving it.

Clicking his tongue, Seville lifted his foot off her and then sighed.

“Come then, show me what you can do. Maybe you can actually get me hard enough to please Dog,” lamented Seville.

Rising up off the floor, Nancy shuffled forward on her hands and knees until she crawled up Seville’s lap. Her hair was a dark curtain hiding her face from him, but he saw a glimpse when she shifted her head to the side.

Her eyes were as wide as they could be, and the same strange smile she always wore when she was in misery, and loving it, was plastered on her face.

Good.

Given Nancy’s hair acting as a curtain, Seville felt, more than saw, when the Wight slipped his tip between her lips and began to gently suck on him.

Laying his left hand on the back of Nancy’s head, he pushed down until the entirety of his semi-erect member was in her mouth.

Grunting, Nancy took it willingly. Sucking harder on him and easing her head up and down but never that far back.

Deep-throating him already as he grew harder by the second.

“There you go,” Seville said with a chuckle. Then he patted Dog gently on the cheek with his right hand. “Okay, Dog. Strip for me, then come over here and let me kiss those sweet lips. I’ve fantasized often about you. Kissing you. Having you.

“Especially when I’m stuck with this stupid sack of crap here.”

Seville emphasized his point by patting Nancy on the back of the head.

“I’ll take care of every need you have, High King,” Dog said quickly. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glittering. It was obvious to him that she was extremely into this now. “You can get rid of the dirty Wight. I’ll be your new mistress and take on her every role.”

Moving away from him, she nearly tore her clothes off her body. Exposing pale, generous, smooth-skinned flesh.

Seville had continually underestimated just how lovely Dog was.

Letting his eyes slide down her shape, he couldn’t help but be impressed.

Sliding his fingers through Nancy’s hair, he forced her to speed up as his manhood completely stiffened.

Whimpering around his girth, then gagging hard, Nancy complied, moving with his hand. Dog came close and then leaned in, kissing him. Her hands resting on his shoulders.

Before he could truly respond to her, Dog slid her tongue into his mouth, pressing in as close as she could.

Moments later, Seville couldn’t handle it anymore. Kissing such a beautiful woman like Dog while Nancy serviced him was a bit too much.

Grabbing hold of Nancy’s hair, he pulled back on her head. At the same time, he eased Dog back with his other hand.

Spit trailed down the corners of Nancy’s mouth and chin, dripping down her neck. The look on her face was pure ecstasy and shame.

“You were garbage you stupid piece of trash. You’re lucky Dog is as beautiful as she is or we’d be here for hours while you worked at me,” Seville complained. “Go sit down while I give Dog her reward. You can watch, which is about all you’ve earned. Don’t look away.”

“Of course, master,” Nancy moaned, collapsing to the side and then scooting a few feet away.

Breathing harder than normal, Dog was eyeing his crotch.

“Sit on it, Dog. Run it right in and let’s see about getting you that prize of yours,” Seville proclaimed, gesturing at his lap with one hand.

Turning around, Dog stuck her rear out behind her and leaned her head down. Reaching down, she got her fingers around his shaft, and then she lowered herself down on the tip.

She never hesitated, not stopping until he was buried in her up to the hilt.

Moaning deeply, Dog hung there, her head pitched forward, sitting in Seville’s lap. He could feel it as she clamped down on him with her insides. Squeezing at him in pulses as if she were flexing and unflexing.

Slapping Dog on the ass with a pop, Seville leaned back and moved his lap forward a bit.

“Start hopping, Dog. Earn that seed,” Seville commanded.

“Yes, High King. Forgive your servant, she has no experience or knowledge,” whispered Dog. “But I learn quickly. I’ll be your mistress. Get rid of the trash heap over there.”

Dog began to move upward at his words even as she responded. Then back down. Faster than he expected, she found a good rhythm for bouncing herself up and down on his length. Spearing his shaft deep into herself down to the hilt, and then gliding back up.

Panting, moaning, and with sweat breaking out across her back, Dog was working her hips as best as she could. Pounding herself onto him as quickly as she could.

“I think I will, Dog. You can be my new mistress, my secret keeper. In fact, I name you publicly as my secret keeper and mistress. I’ll keep the trash over there around to lick me clean after I go to the bathroom,” Seville said as Dog worked herself up and down. “It’s all she’s good for since she’s shit at everything.”

Watching Nancy out of the corner of his eye without looking directly at her, he could see her gazing at him and Dog.

Lustfully, painfully, miserably, she looked on as Dog claimed Nancy’s victory as her own. Taking her titles.

Her accolades.

Riding Seville on the throne that she’d wanted to break in.

“Yes!” Dog moaned loudly. “I’ll be everything for you! I’m your mistress, High-King! I’m your Secret-keeper!”

“You sure are, Dog,” Seville agreed.

Quivering as she pumped herself onto Seville, Dog began to moan now each time. Her voice echoing loudly off the walls.

Reaching around the front of Dog, Seville fondled and squeezed her breasts as she bounced.

“I-I’m gonna… I don’t know,” whined Dog. “Something’s…happening.”

Dropping his left hand down from her breast, Seville shoved her down firmly onto his lap and dug his fingers into her hooded pearl. Gently squeezing it between his thumb and forefinger.

Dog let out a high-pitched squeak and began to shudder uncontrollably.

Letting her ride it out for a few seconds, Seville held onto her hips, and then stood up and turned around.

Pushing her face down onto the throne, he dropped her feet down onto the floor.

Spreading her feet out with his own, he got his balance and then began to drill her into his throne. Pounding at her rear end and shoving himself into her with a great deal of force.

Letting out loud yelps each time their bodies smacked together, Dog was shoved down onto the throne with the force of the thrusts.

Reaching down, Seville pressed one hand to her back, forcing her to arch her rear end up, and then slapped her rear end heavily with his other hand.

The crack of his palm on her flesh was like someone clapping their hands together.

“Ahh!” cried Dog, before she fell into whimpers again.

“Thank you for the castle, Dog,” Seville said as he plowed her down.

“Anything-for you-High King,” Dog got out in a panting voice as he pummeled her.

“Take your seed like a good girl,” Seville said loudly, pushing into Dog even as he began to climax. “My good Dog. Want that seed?”

Impregnate Dog?

Yes. Get her knocked up.

“Yes-High King!” screamed Dog. “I want-your seed!”

Conception achieved.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Lamals.

Steve has gained the Bastard’s bastard accolade.

Steve has gained the I didn’t say lay the Dragon accolade.

“Oh, heavens,” whimpered Dog as Seville continued to pump into her. Each thrust was punctuated with a whimper from Dog. Holding on to her hips, he drowned her womb in seed and filled her up. “Heavens. Ah, ah, oh heavens. My High King.”

Letting out a slow breath as he finished, settling deep inside of Dog, Seville felt rather pleased with himself. Looking down at Dog’s lovely back, he gave her one more slap across the rear end.

Jerking slightly with the smack, Dog let out a soft yelp even while Seville was still buried in her up to the hilt.

Pulling out of Dog, he then eased her off of his throne.

Holding her shoulder, he sat back down on his throne. Then tugged Dog down to sit at his feet. Grabbing his hilt with one hand he angled it upward. Taking Dog’s head with the other, he pulled her down to his lap. He easily slipped the head of his sloppy manhood right between her lips and pressed her straight down until her lips were almost to the bottom of his length.

Gagging on him, Dog coughed, then began to suck. Her head slowly bobbed up and down as she breathed hard and fast through her nose, still coming down from her orgasm.

“Good Dog,” Seville murmured, petting the top of her head as she worked to clean him. She grunted softly at the praise, getting more comfortable in her work.

“Thank you, High King,” Dog mumbled around him. “I’m your Mistress, High King.”

Leaning back in his throne, Seville looked at Nancy.

Finally acknowledging her.

She looked incredibly satiated, but very horny.

“Thank you, master,” murmured Nancy, one hand on her chest. The other under her dress and between her thighs. It was obvious she was playing with herself. “That was so delicious. The best I’ve ever had in my life. So amazing.”

“Oh, your meal isn’t over, Nancy,” Seville said with a chuckle. “Dog is pregnant. Pregnant with a child that should have been yours. And you’re not allowed to have a child until Dog and I are satisfied that you’re ready for one. Look on her child with envy. Suffer.

“Suffer for years, Nancy. Enjoy every second of it. Watching a child grow that should have been yours. A victory that should have been yours. Credit that was stolen from you. All given to Dog. A woman… named Dog, who has your child growing in her even now. She has your titles. Your accolades. She’s going to take your place.”

Nancy’s breath caught in her throat, her neck and shoulders flexing and tensing before she finally let out a soft groan, her head tipping forward.

“Thank you. Thank you so much,” whimpered Nancy, slowly leaning down onto the floor and then curling up into the fetal position. “Thank you. I love you. I love you so much. Thank you for feeding me. It’s so wonderful. So wonderful. Even better than when you killed me. Oh my gods, thank you.”

Nodding his head, Seville leaned his head back and looked down at Dog.

She was still sucking gently on him, her head bobbing up and down slowly. The soft sounds she was making as she cleaned him, polishing his manhood with her tongue, was the only noise in the room.

Other than Nancy crying in her own agony or the occasional whisper.

“Thank you, my love,” sobbed Nancy. “I love you so much.”

Nodding his head, Seville simply sat there, enjoying himself.

Seville has gained the High King of the Creeplands accolade.

Oh? Fine.

Make Lucia my High Queen.

 

***

 

Several days later, Seville was contemplating what to do next.

They’d left Citadel Bril and traveled via the wall to the north. Pressing ever onward until they finally reached the next citadel city.

Staring at the gate, they weren’t quite sure what to do.

No one had told him of any protocol that needed to be observed, or what to even expect. Even Geneva had no idea how to handle this situation.

“Hello, the gate?” Seville called, not quite sure how to begin.

“Hello,” called someone back from inside. 

“My name is—” Seville froze, realizing he hadn’t swapped his name back. “My name is Seville. I’m the King of the Creep and personal friend of Steven Bril, Citadel Commander of Lamals. I came to discuss the Creeplands with your citadel commander.”

“One moment,” called the same voice back to him.

Nodding his head, Seville looked to the right at Nancy.

Ever since he’d punished her in the throne room, she’d been clinging to him. Hanging off of him. Kissing him, hugging him, or just snuggling with him.

Apparently, feeding her in such a way had tipped her into the “overly cuddly” side of her personality that sometimes surfaced.

“I love you,” murmured Nancy suddenly, pressing her face against his neck. Then she dug her fingers into his armor and just held him. “I love you so much. You understand me so well.”

She had assured him afterward that it was the single best meal she’d ever enjoyed. The only one that came close was when he’d strangled her to death.

Except this one was still on-going. She was in agony all the time and loving it. Loving every second as she feasted and feasted on her suffering.

Especially if she looked at Dog. He could tell she was constantly checking Dog’s status. Seeing that she was pregnant, seeing her titles, and then drowning in her misery all over again.

Chuckling, Seville wrapped his arm around Nancy’s shoulders and just held her.

Twisted as could be.

But… she’s my twisted thing… my Nancy.

Leaning his head down, he kissed her brow and then laid his cheek on her temple.

He hadn’t told her, but if she ever asked him for a child again, he’d try his hardest to give her one. Telling her that she’d have to wait was mainly to help her meal along.

If she knew it was an empty threat, it wouldn’t do as much for her.

She might suspect it, but as long as she didn’t know it, it wouldn’t affect her that much.

“The citadel commander welcomes you inside. Though she would ask to meet you in front of the citadel, country-side,” came the same voice from earlier.

That was a somewhat odd request, but Seville didn’t see a reason to decline it.

“As your commander likes then. Would you please escort us around then? As you can see, getting down from here won’t exactly be easy,” Seville said with a laugh.

He was wondering what was going on, but if he had to guess, the commander hadn’t given precise instructions to the messenger.

“A moment,” called back the voice.

Yep. No precise instructions.

Smiling, Seville waited.

He had time.

Plenty of it.

“They don’t understand, your majesty,” whispered Nancy. “Don’t worry. All will know in time. My dearest. High King Seville. All will bow.”

Nodding his head, Seville didn’t disagree.

“If she offers herself to you, take her. Take her several times in her own bed,” said Nancy. “Make her moan and scream your name. As the rightful High King of the Creeplands, she should be yours and yours alone.”

Seville nodded his head again. He didn’t disagree with that either.

He was the High King of the Creeplands, after all.

The citadel commanders should be his.

All of them.
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Seville and company were escorted through side passages, narrow hallways, and exterior corridors. It was obvious to him that the soldiers taking them through the citadel were doing their best to limit the amount of information they were giving away.

Not to mention, they were working fairly hard to confuse his group about which way to go. Seville had assumed they’d passed through the same hallway twice when Nancy managed to trip over the same crack in the floor.

Both times they passed it.

Then again, for all he knew, Nancy had tripped on purpose to point that fact out to him.

He knew he wasn’t as quick on the uptake as the others at times. At least during this little farce, he’d had the good sense to revert his name back to Steven Bril for anyone who checked him going forward.

And if they ask, I’ll just tell them that clearly the gate guard hadn’t checked me correctly.

Finally, they took a turn and exited into a large interior area. On one side was the massive citadel gate he’d come to expect from such a structure.

One of the soldiers opened the smaller wicket door that was set in the much larger iron-studded wooden gate.

Looking through it, Seville realized they were finally being let out into the country proper.

As soon as they got out onto the grass, he was struck by just how different this land was.

The grass had a vibrant greenness to it that he had forgotten existed.

He hadn’t seen the like since he first arrived in Lamals. When he’d had nothing but his tools, some seed, and an empty plot of land.

Except… I’m pretty sure Nikki wouldn’t quite agree with making the citadel commanders bow to me.

Make the Alliance itself serve me.

Turn the queen into a princess and have her do what I want.

No… Nikki wouldn’t want any of that. She’d just want to run the farm and live a quiet life. And I think I wanted that at one point as well.

But… no more. No more of any of this. If I’m going to live in this world, I’m going to make it right. Save it from the Creep and put things in order.

Not to mention that’s my task, or something close to it. The further I push towards fixing everything, the more often the voice reaches out.

Nodding his head, Seville put his hands on his hips, faced toward the gate, and waited.

He would give this citadel commander the chance to join him. To be his first citadel servant.

Because if they didn’t want to serve, he’d come back later and crush them into nothing. Remove their entire power structure and put someone of his own making in charge.

Witch-Knights. We’ll promote from there.

Have a few contests to figure out who has the right mindset and power to handle the job. Then have them all roll out accordingly.

Witch-Knight citadels.

“We should just leave,” growled Aubrey. “There’s no point to stick around.”

“Yeah, let’s leave,” Kimor agreed.”

“Our High King hasn’t said to leave,” said Felisa in a clipped tone. “So we remain.”

“I… yes, ma’am,” Aubrey said, nodding her head.

Kimor also nodded at the same time.

They’re actually listening. Interesting.

Dog stood not far away, looking much as she usually did.

However, after having had her in the throne room seeing her fully armed and armored again was odd. He knew how lovely she was now.

Glancing his way, Dog met his eyes and held his gaze. Unblinking, not looking away, she just stared back.

“Nothing’s wrong, Dog,” Seville murmured after she kept staring.

“Yes, High King,” replied Dog, still not looking away.

The frantic devotion in her eyes was still there. To the point that he wondered if she was even sane anymore.

It seemed to be growing worse by the hour ever since he’d put a child in her.

Realizing he’d have to do it himself, Seville looked away from Dog and back to the gate.

“Don’t mind her. It’s the pregnancy,” Nancy whispered in a voice he almost couldn’t hear. She was, of course, hanging onto him once again. “She was on the road to becoming a priestess. You broke all the laws she at one point believed in. Even put a child in her. Her one-time faith is now thoroughly revealed as false.”

Oh. Didn’t realize.

I wonder if those priestesses are still running around. Last I heard they weren’t exactly in good standing in Lamals anymore.

But does that mean they’re elsewhere?

Might need to look into them and see if I need to put them down.

“What’s wrong with you?” Kimor asked, looking at Dog.

“Nothing. Just admiring our High King. He’s very handsome,” Dog replied, finally looking away from Seville.

“I… yes. He is. I’m very attracted to him,” Kimor admitted.

“Fuck yes, he is. I can’t wait to get some action,” Aubrey said in a growl. “Want it. Want it so bad. I feel like I’m in heat and I know I’m not. No idea what it’s going to be like when I am.”

Huh.

Didn’t Gennie mention she could go into heat? Got her pregnant outside of it.

Maybe it’s just a cycle thing of wanting to have kids, rather than the ability to have kids.

Guess Aubrey has it, too.

“I think my rut this season will be intense,” Kimor added. “And I won’t have to fight it for once since I have our High King.”

And… and Kimor.

Probably Beati, too, actually.

Gennie… Nikki… Kassandra now that she’s… she’s back.

Jaina. Oh shit, what am I going to do if Jaina has one?

“They all will. Even Airlea and Dog will have a season,” Nancy said in his ear, snuggling in as close as she could to him.

“Stop reading my mind, woman,” Seville grumbled, even though he was smiling.

“No. I belong there. In your mind. Either in chains, bound down, and begging for more, or just plucking your thoughts out as they come,” Nancy said, laying her head down on his shoulder. “My love.”

Without warning, a rush of soldiers exited the wicket gate. Forming up in a quick semi-circle facing Seville, they drew up in clear ranks. Their weapons, all spears, pointed tip first.

I see.

As soon as everyone had their place, an older woman walked out of the citadel.

She wasn’t young, but neither did she look decrepit.

If Seville had to guess an age he’d put her in the fifties range, but even then he wasn’t honestly sure.

Mostly because while she was clearly older, she was beautiful. Beautiful to the point that Seville could only imagine what she looked like in her youth.

Soft black hair that was shifting towards gray was pulled back behind her head in a tight ponytail. She had gray eyes that were firm and unyielding.

It was obvious she had an iron hold over her citadel and her soldiers.

No one moved or acted and they were all waiting for her orders.

Gimmie some insight into her, Shitty Steve.

Or… I guess… just Steve, now.

Tenis Marn

Hyric

Family-

Father: deceased

Mother: deceased

Husband: living

Citadel City Leader- is the leader of a citadel city

Legion- has led thousands to war

“And what is it you—”

The citadel commander froze midsentence as she stared at Seville.

“T-Tahvo?” asked the older woman, her tone unsure and her voice breaking. “Tahvo, what… how… everyone said you were dead.”

Pushing her way through her own soldiers, the citadel commander strode right up to Seville, her eyes searching his face.

“No… you’re not Tahvo… but you look… you look like him, in a way. But not really,” murmured the woman now that she was much closer. “I… but he didn’t have any sons that I knew of. Who… are you?”

Tahvo. The Human commander who was likely murdered by Lynn.

And… I could do many things a citadel commander could do, before I even was one.

I think… I think I was Tahvo. And that was my first go-round and I failed.

Lynn killed me.

“I don’t know,” Seville said honestly. “But I’d like to know if those soldiers behind you can keep a deathly secret.”

Blinking sharply at that, the woman snapped her head to one side.

“Everyone inside, on the double. None of you are to speak of anything you heard here under pain of death,” commanded Tenis.

Confused, unsure of the order, and clearly unwilling, the soldiers still began to file back into the citadel.

“I said on the double!” chided the commander.

Now the soldiers picked up their feet, practically running through the gate to get back inside.

Slowly, the older woman turned back to Seville.

“I… don’t think I’m Tahvo,” Seville said honestly. “But I think I was once him. I think I died. Killed by Lynn.”

An image floated up from the back of Seville’s mind. One that he was sure he shouldn’t be able to grasp onto.

But he was able to hold onto it somehow.

A woman standing over broken corpses. Corpses of Humans. A bronze sword held in each hand and wearing a green surcoat.

“I wouldn’t put it past that bitch,” sneered the commander. “She always did have it in for you. You being so polite to her only made the issue worse. She never respected that.

“Should have punched her in that smug face of her. Punch her until—”

“—her mouth came out her ass,” Seville finished even as Tenis said the same thing. The older woman fell silent while Seville continued. “Then she’d at least be talking out of the right hole.”

He had no idea why he’d said it, but it’d felt right.

Correct.

Even if he had no memory of ever having said it or heard it.

“Tahvo,” Tenis said with a soft laugh and a shake of her head. “Leave it to you to somehow cheat death. You’re… Steven Bril now, though? And you have a very colored… accolade log. Not that I’m surprised. Melly never did get a break from your sex drive.”

“It’s unending,” Aubrey complained.

“Never stops,” Kimor agreed.

“No end to it,” Felisa murmured.

“I leak all day, every day,” Dog finished.

Tenis had looked at each woman as they spoke. Seville got the impression she checked each one as she did.

“Suppose I missed out and never knew it,” Tenis said, her eyes finally drifting back to Seville. “And what are you doing now? This is a bit far from Lamals.

“Especially from what I’ve heard up here. That Lynn was removed from her citadel by the queen, and given to you. That now she haunts the royal court like a cup without an owner.”

Seville hesitated.

His current business was taking over and putting himself on the throne.

Every throne.

Because as long as people like Lynn and the queen were allowed to be in charge, others would suffer.

And he had the tools and means to solve everything. To save everyone.

“I’m going to take over the Alliance. I’m going to bring every citadel commander under my banner,” Seville said simply. “I’m the High King of the Creeplands. First of my line.”

Allow my accolade of High King to be shown.

“I’ve conquered the Creeplands. Taken the Creep Queen as my prisoner, and usurped her crown and throne. And as you can see, I have princesses and nobles aplenty,” Seville continued with a shake of his head. “It isn’t a question if I’ll take control, but only when. I came here to offer the citadel commander a chance to join me willingly. I had no idea who you were when I came here. Though it’s fitting you’re offered first, Tenis.”

Taking in a slow breath through her nose, Tenis stood there. Seville could practically hear the tension building in Tenis.

Likely as she rechecked his accolades and those around him. Going through what she believed were probably all the possibilities and what was available to her.

“And you think you can win?” she asked suddenly.

Seville considered the question.

He was fairly certain that regardless of what happened, he’d win. But he needed to convince Tenis here and now that he could.

“Aubrey, archery tower. Kimor, defensive bulwark. Felisa, trench with spikes,” Seville commanded. “Work together to make it. Put it on this side of the citadel. Rearward toward the gate there.”

The three Witch-Knights stood there for a few seconds. Then Felisa turned and motioned to Kimor.

“I’ll put the trench down and shift it all. You work with that,” said Felisa as she moved to one side.

Lifting her hands up, she shoved up toward the sky.

A massive trench was formed as the grass and dirt were quite literally torn from the earth.

Kimor made a cupping motion with her hands and took everything Felisa had just dug out and slammed it down to the grass behind the trench.

She made a patting and smoothing motion with her hands and the dirt hardened into a defensive bulwark. If someone crossed the trench they’d end up running up a decent rise into the waiting arms of defenders.

Aubrey made a scoff that almost sounded like a laugh and then threw one hand up in the air.

A raised platform of witch-stone erupted up from the dirt behind the platform. It had defensive crenulations for archers to duck behind as well.

Seconds after the command was given, the work was done.

The three Witch-Knights looked to Seville, who looked to Tenis.

“If I can make a thing, I can destroy a thing,” Seville said simply. “Dog, flatten it all back to how it was.”

“Yes, High King!” Dog growled. She then turned and lashed her hands out at the constructs.

The archer platform exploded apart, bits and pieces blasting into the grass and dirt. The bulwark was ham-fisted back into the trench without bothering to flatten it.

All the work that was done was gone faster than it’d been put up.

Tenis stood there, specks of dirt and witch-stone occasionally raining down from the tower Dog had obliterated, thinking.

“I suppose I’ll be joining up, Tahvo,” Tenis said with a reluctant smile. “Though I’ll have to ask you to keep your hands off my daughters. When I die, they’ll take over for me, and I need them free of your grasp. I’ll… serve… but I’ll not be servile, nor will my children.”

“That’s fine. And I do so swear to keep my hands off your daughters,” Seville promised easily. “And it’s… Seville, by the way. High King Seville certainly, but to my friends, Seville.

“By the way. I might have your first task for me.”

“Oh?” Tenis asked with a small smirk on her lips. “And what’s that?”

“I need you to call an emergency meeting for all the citadel commanders. There’s a High King of the Creeplands, and they need to talk about it. Preferably next week,” Seville said with a nod of his head. “Think you can make that happen?”

“Oh, I can make it happen. But I won’t make it to the meeting. I think I’ll be absent. One of my daughters is deathly ill. I’m sure of it.”

Perfect.

 

***

 

It wasn’t until they reached the capital three days later that Seville felt better. More so because they were no longer traveling, rather than that it was the destination for the citadel commander meeting.

Being on the road for so long made the skin on the back of his neck itch.

If he was being honest with himself, he couldn’t tell if it was because of having lived with the Creep so long, or that he just didn’t trust anyone anymore.

“Welcome, welcome,” said the woman behind the counter. “And what can ol’ Seline do for ya?”

“Hello,” Nancy said, stepping up to the counter. “I’ll need a room or two for the six of us. Depends on how many beds per room.”

Seline grunted at that and reached up with one hand to pull her blond hair back behind an ear. She was stouter than Seville was expecting considering how everyone’s physical appearance tended to be magically enhanced. Her eyes were a soft brown that actually added to her looks.

“Two beds per room,” Seline said sliding a hand across her counter. “So?”

“Two rooms then. Thank you,” Nancy said amicably. Of everyone in the group, she really was the best to handle most interactions with anyone.

It didn’t hurt that he’d hidden all the accolades he didn’t want anyone to see, and had been able to add a number of positive ones to Nancy.

Even ones that weren’t true.

“—and here are your keys,” Seline said, putting down two keys on the counter. “Just remember that… well, the room is your responsibility. If you get robbed, that’s on you.”

Ah, yes. Because you only sleep here, you’re not protected here.

“People would be stupid to try,” threatened Aubrey. Apparently, she thought maybe Seline might have something to do with people being robbed.

“Incredibly ignorant,” Kimor agreed, then turned her head to look at Aubrey. “They should know from my rack alone that we should not be trifled with. Even if you didn’t count my points, it should be obvious I’m well versed in combat.”

“I mean, everyone loves a great rack,” Seville said without thinking.

Slowly, everyone turned to look at him. Including Seline.

“I’m… not wrong,” he said defensively.

“Thank you. I’m very proud of my rack,” Kimor said, reaching up to run a finger over an antler point.

“He meant your tits, idiot,” Aubrey said with a chortle.

“Oh. I’m proud of those, too,” Kimor said, looking down at her chest now. Then she reached for them and started to pat at her breastplate as if she were contemplating pulling it off. “Bigger than yours.”

“What? I’ll—”

“Well! Let’s head off to our rooms,” Nancy said, cutting the conversation off before it could go further. “Dog, you’re with Seville and I. Felisa, Aubrey, Kimor, the other.”

There was no discussion or arguing. None of the Witch-Knights questioned Nancy.

Felisa had started to develop a bad habit of turning to Nancy for help as well. Something that Seville noted Hiren did her best to avoid at all costs.

Marching off, the group separated as Nancy had indicated and went to the doors of their rooms.

Considering it was early evening, going to sleep wasn’t a terrible idea. If he could get some rest in a room with Witch-Knight wards and a comfortable bed, he’d be all for it.

“We’ll sleep for now,” Nancy said as they reached the doors. “Put up wards. We’ll come to your room tomorrow morning.”

Nancy whipped up several spells that locked the entirety of the room down as soon as the door was closed. Then she looked to Dog.

Yawning, Seville felt that sleep would be quite welcome.

“Alright, trash. You’re going to help me service the High King,” said Dog, her voice cutting right through the fog of Seville’s thoughts. “We’ll start with you and work you until you drop, then I’ll take over. The High King always has a healthy appetite. And the main course always comes after.”

“I… of course, Mistress Dog. Of course. I live to serve the High King,” Nancy said and began to strip out of her clothes.

Well. I guess sleep can come later.


Twenty-One

 

“They’re really out in force,” Nancy said aloud. She sounded both curious and annoyed at the same time.

Seville looked up and away from Nancy’s bare shoulder. He’d been contemplating getting his teeth on her skin and giving her a love bite.

Looking in the same direction she was, he found she was staring out the window.

They’d been given second-floor rooms which gave them a decent overlook of the street as well as an intersection.

Parading through it was a group of women in white armor and clothes. They were wielding spears and shields as well.

They didn’t look like guards or soldiers, but they were clearly military in nature.

“And who are they?” Seville asked, leaning his head down and getting his teeth onto Nancy’s skin.

Taking in a slow breath, Nancy tilted her head away from him, giving him access to her neck and shoulder.

“Priests of Ekir,” whispered Nancy. “Goddess of fertility.”

“Those are women,” Seville mumbled, still biting at Nancy’s shoulder. “Priestess, not priest.”

“They’re called priests,” Nancy said with a low moan. “Harder, please. Break the skin a bit.”

Chuckling, Seville reached around Nancy’s front, got his fingers around her nipples, and began to slowly twist them instead.

Releasing his bite on her, he looked back out to the window.

“So those are the same people who would try to kill me if they saw all my accolades,” Seville murmured.

Nancy squirmed in front of him, whimpering as he continued to tweak her nipples further and further.

“Yes,” hissed Nancy. Then she let out a soft groan. “That’s them. They’re going to be problems for us.”

“I almost became one,” mumbled Dog from the adjacent bed. She was covered in sweat and quite spent. She was staring blankly up at the ceiling above her.

Seville had spent the morning alternating between the two women. Having one, then the other, then back to the first. Over and over until the sun broke the horizon a few minutes ago.

They were taking some time to themselves first before joining Aubrey, Kimor, and Felisa. Mostly since they’d really only slept perhaps three hours each the night previous.

Frowning, Seville saw something interesting. The priests had someone amongst them that was unlike any of them.

A rather rotund looking Lion-man. One that Seville recognized even at this distance.

“Dog, would the priests hire people to go kill people on their behalf? Maybe pose as bandits?” Seville asked.

The fat Lion-man was someone Seville wouldn’t be forgetting any time soon.

“What? Of course not, they wouldn’t—” Dog stopped speaking, her words coming to a sudden and abrupt halt. Then she shook her head and laid her hands to her stomach. Right above where her womb likely was. “I don’t know. Probably. They lied about everything else. They technically have no power here, but their presence is a power on its own.”

“They couldn’t try to just kill me in the street then? They’d likely be arrested?” Seville inquired.

“They could try to kill you. If they were caught, they’d be arrested,” Dog confirmed.

“I don’t know anything, before you ask,” Nancy whispered, leaning her back against Seville’s chest even as he continued to pull at her tender flesh. “Just don’t stop. Or maybe I do know something and you have to get it out of me?”

“Oh, I’m afraid I might have to stop. Playtime is over,” Seville said, giving her a final light pinch. “I just spotted someone I probably need to go kill. And if I need to go kill him, chances are I need to kill the priests. Or be ready for them.”

Squeaking, Nancy shivered in his grasp, her hands falling to his knees and gripping tightly to them.

Pulling Nancy off his lap, he dropped her into the bed and went about getting into his clothes.

“Going to get Aubrey and Kimor, you two rest. I’ll leave Felisa here as well,” Seville murmured, pulling his pants on. “Want to see what I can see.”

“Yes, High King,” Dog said, her hands still resting on her middle.

Twenty minutes later— after forcing a quick breakfast of bread and cheese on the two idiots—Seville got them both out into the street with him.

He didn’t want to stand out, and while this place didn’t seem as insane as Lamals, he hadn’t seen a man traveling by himself either. Which meant he needed some of his people to act as cover for himself.

“Too early,” growled Aubrey, which was followed by a yawn. “No reason not to sleep in.”

“He needed us, that’s why we didn’t sleep in,” stated Kimor.

“I mean… yeah. But… we could have slept in,” complained Aubrey.

“Yes, but he needs us. I’m always available for our Hig—Steve. It’s my duty,” Kimor repeated, her voice firming up. Then she nodded her head, her antlers dipping with the gesture. “I’m his Reindeer.”

“I… I know but—”

“Okay. You can sleep in tomorrow. Kimor, you can join me in my bedroom tonight. I tend to go all night long and sometimes into the morning,” Seville said.

“Alright. I look forward to it,” Kimor said seriously. “Please use my antlers as handholds. I want to try and fight a bit.”

“What?! No! I’m next. Next!” Aubrey declared loudly.

Several people looked at her as they walked down the street. To the point that even the thick-skulled Aubrey realized she was causing a scene.

“You may sleep in. I’ll handle your duties,” Kimor said sternly. “Don’t fret over it.”

Grumbling, Aubrey continued to mutter and curse under her breath as they marched along.

Seville’s goal was rather simple. Post up outside the main temple to the Fertility Goddess Ekir and see if they’d try to start a fight.

It’d give him a chance to possibly learn some more about the priests and their fertility goddess.

That or find the Lion-man and beat some questions into him.

Maybe some answers will fall out when I’m done.

Reaching the next intersection, Seville paused and looked both ways. The foot traffic was starting to fall off the further he got from the center of the city. Nancy had put them nearly smack dab in the middle of everything.

Getting across to the other side, Seville kept his eyes open. He’d asked Seline where the main temple was and she’d given him reasonable directions.

If she was right, they’d likely be stumbling right over it any second now.

“There it is,” Kimor declared, lifting a hand and pointing up ahead.

Seville couldn’t see what she was pointing at but he trusted her. It just meant that whatever had clued her in wasn’t as obvious to him.

Walking in front of a large white gate, Seville realized now why she’d indicated this one. She hadn’t seen the front of the building, she’d seen the dome of it over the top of the nearby buildings. She was just taller than he was.

“Indeed it is. How long do you think it’ll take for them to notice me? I’m walking blasphemy to them, aren’t I?” Seville asked in a curious tone.

“Pretty sure you’re like the fucking demon lord himself,” said Aubrey. “To them that is. I think you’re pretty great.”

“Yes,” agreed Kimor as they walked through the gate and onto the grounds of the temple.

“I suppose I’ll just—”

Seville didn’t get to finish his sentence as someone screamed.

That was followed by shouting and people yelling.

“I think they saw you,” laughed Aubrey.

“Yeah. Pretty sure they did,” Seville said, moving back out the gate and onto the main road. Leaning up against the outside wall, he made sure he wasn’t actually on temple grounds. He figured he wouldn’t have to go anywhere because his enemies would come to him.

And with any luck, they’d take it as him trying to escape and might drag him inside without much questioning.

Seville wasn’t disappointed in his expectation.

A swarm of men, women, and priests, all descended upon him. Surrounding him nearly completely.

“Now, now,” Seville said in a reasonable tone as people shouted at him from a few feet away. They were getting closer by the second. “I don’t want to hurt anyone. Just back up and get out of my face and no one has to die.”

The people directly in front of him started screaming insults at him, asking if he was threatening them, and how he could stand himself.

Aubrey and Kimor were mostly spared any verbal wrath. They were clean of accolades that’d make them stand out.

Only Seville had anything that would anger them.

Though he’d made sure to hide his Citadel Commander and High King accolade. There was no point right now to give them any reason not to attack him.

After all, he wanted this in a way.

Then the dam broke and several hands lashed out to grab at Seville.

He’d instructed Aubrey and Kimor to let it happen if it did, but to resist if anyone grabbed them.

Then to wait for part of an hour and go fetch the guards.

In the end, several people tried to accost Aubrey and Kimor and promptly received broken bones for their troubles.

As if realizing they were in danger, or possibly losing their prize, the mob rushed back to the grounds and into the temple.

Carrying Seville with them.

Delightful.

Allowing himself to be taken away, he idly noted the constant punching, kicking, and digging at his skin with fingernails.

These people were truly going to try and hurt him if they could manage it.

Rushed inside the temple, bound with rope he could snap with a single flex of his arms, and blindfolded from a bag dumped over his head, Seville wondered what their plan was.

Oh, we should turn the citadel commander title back on. Now that they’ve abducted me, it’ll work in my benefit.

Carried along with only the darkness of the bag’s interior visible, Seville let his thoughts drift.

It wasn’t as if they could hurt him. Punching him like they were was more likely to bruise their knuckles than it was going to cause him direct pain.

Seville was suddenly and abruptly dropped to the ground.

“He’s a heathen!” screamed a woman’s voice from nearby.

“A vile heretic!” shouted a second voice.

“Kill him!” bellowed a man from nearby.

There was a sudden and total silence as if everyone had been shushed.

“A heretical heathen,” said a wizened voice. “Well, bring him up here and let’s take a look at him.”

Perfect. This’ll be much easier.

Seville was yanked to his feet once more and brought forward in what felt like a crowd of people.

“You… you brought me a citadel commander?” asked the voice.

“What?” said the woman who’d screamed about him being a heathen.

Nodding his head, Seville was amused. Very amused.

“Hey, I just want to know one thing before we kick this off. Did you hire a Lion-man to be a ‘bandit’? Kill people who didn’t live to your religious tenets? By the way, if you lie to me, I name you a liar,” Seville said with a chuckle.

To him, everyone here was already dead. They’d wanted to kill him just for loving someone outside his race.

They’d kill someone like Nikki without an afterthought.

Everyone here was already dead in his eyes. None of them respected life, so none of them deserved theirs.

As the High King, I will end them, and right this.

“Of course not,” said the voice.

“Oh Ekir, no,” someone moaned after a second. “You’re a liar. You hired someone to kill people?”

Oh? Maybe believers like Dog?

“Anyone who renounces their faith and leaves right now will be spared,” Seville promised. “Otherwise… I can’t guarantee what’ll happen.”

There was the quiet pad of feet quickly leaving the area. A number of feet. But Seville could still feel quite a few people hovering around him.

“Right. Time to die,” Seville said with a laugh.

“Time to die? You have no idea—”

Seville didn’t break his bonds. He did however bend down at the waist and fling his head upward, sending the hood shooting off his head like it’d been thrown.

An old woman stood in front of him, and she had a number of guards all around her. Worshipers with anger and hate in their eyes were spread throughout the room.

“Okay!” Seville said and then kicked out with his right leg, putting all the force he could into it.

The speed of the attack was so fast he ended up spinning around on one foot like some sort of dancer.

With a shriek, the old woman, a guard, and a zealot were blasted into pieces as Seville’s leg smashed through them.

“Oh, shit. That was a bit much,” Seville said, getting his balance under him. “Right. Upward kicks. None of that kung fu crap.”

Marching forward to a guard who stood in front of him, Seville threw up a kick toward the woman’s middle.

The toe of his boot caught her in the midsection, kept going, and got stuck somewhere between her shoulder blades. His boot quite literally wedged in what was likely her lung.

“Damnit all, gimmie that,” Seville growled trying to get his boot free of the dying woman.

Slowly she slumped down to her knees, blood flowing down in waves from her chest and mouth.

With a grunt, he jerked his foot free and nodded his head.

Not wasting any more time, he closed in on the next closest person. He had work to do.

 

***

 

The city guards found him laid out amongst the carnage he caused. Still bound with his arms behind his back.

Aubrey and Kimor were, of course, with them. Quickly hauling Seville out of the mess.

“Oh, thanks for that. I was wondering if anyone was going to come for me. I’ve never been kidnapped before,” Seville said, smiling at his Witch-Knights, and the guards.

“Kidnapped,” repeated one of the guards, their face obstructed by the helmet they were wearing.

“Oh, yeah. They took me in here against my will,” Seville said. “Swear it on my life, on Ekir, the queen, your soul, my soul, whatever you like. I didn’t want to be here. Then they said they were going to kill me for being a heretic, and a heathen.”

The guards were all staring at him, likely checking out his status.

“You’re a citadel commander?” one of them suddenly asked.

“I sure am! The Lamals Citadel Commander,” Seville agreed. “You’d think they’d respect the office of a foreign dignitary. I had no idea your citizens were so uncivilized.”

A number of the guards all looked at one person who was probably a higher rank than them. Or so Seville guessed, based on the larger insignia at their collar.

“We’ll take him to the castle. The queen and king can decide what to do,” muttered the person in charge, looking around at the carnage around. “You… killed them all?”

“I sure did. It was self-defense at that point. They’d said they were going to kill me. So I killed them first,” Seville said. “Happy to swear on that too, if you like.”

None of the guards responded. Instead, one of them walked up behind him and cut the bindings, then they all closed in around Seville and began leading him out of the temple.

Aubrey and Kimor were nearly pushed to the side at first until Aubrey shoved one of the smaller guards back. She took her place at Seville’s left side, while Kimor took the right.

Enable their positive accolades.

Nearly at a jog, the guards took him away from the temple and down the street. Heading ever onward toward the castle that sat at the edge of the city with its own wall and enclosure.

There was more stone used in this one city than he’d seen in all of Lamals so far.

Except for perhaps the citadel cities themselves.

This is working out wonderfully.

I can tell the queen and the king to bow to me, take their titles for my own, and then wait for the citadel commanders to show up.

That’ll take care of a great number of problems I was thinking about.

Nodding several times, Seville was rather pleased with himself.

His plan had originally just been one of violence and a desire to hurt people who had wronged him, but now it was turning in his favor.

Never did find that fat Lion though.

“Aubrey,” Seville said suddenly, looking at the massive cat-girl. “Go find that Lion-man. Bring me back his head. He’s incredibly fat and was hired by the Ekir priesthood to kill people. He offended me.”

“What? Alright. I’ll go get Dog,” Aubrey said, turning away and going back the way they’d come.

“I’ll care for you,” Kimor said assuredly, putting one hand on Seville’s shoulder.

“I know you will,” replied Seville.

“I can’t have sex with you if you’re dead,” Kimor reminded him. “Need to keep you alive.”

That’s… one way to look at it.

Moving through the streets, Seville got more than a fair share of curious onlookers, shocked citizens, and very concerned looking guards going about their own duties.

Reaching the castle gates, Seville wasn’t passed off to anyone. Instead, he was taken straight inside, the guards at the gates waving them on as if they’d been expecting them.

More and more guards were piling in around Seville and Kimor as they went. Until it felt like he was being carried along in a sea of armed and armored women. All looking for him to try anything out of the ordinary.

No small number of them were wearing very expensive looking armor. Armor that looked even technologically superior to the type his Witch-Knights wore.

I’ll need to look into upgrading their gear. Can’t have them running around in sub-standard equipment.

Seville was brought into a large and open room, only realizing belatedly it was a throne room when he looked straight ahead and saw two thrones, and a person seated in each one. Both looked rather nonplussed with him.

Both were staring at him.

Well! Let’s get this going then. We’ll start with their crowns and go from there.


Twenty-Two

 

“What in the blasted hells do you think you’re doing?” shouted the female of the pair of royals.

They both had brown hair that was starting to gray and pale green eyes. The woman had likely been one of the most beautiful women that had graced the earth in her youth.

Of course, the only reason Seville thought she wasn’t the most beautiful despite her age, was her daughter standing next to her throne.

And he knew it was her daughter as they shared similar features.

The younger version of the queen had brown hair with the same pale green eyes. Her features were delicate, refined, and artfully put together. Her eyelashes perfect, her lips and nose exquisite.

She even had a beauty mark above her cheek, just below the lower corner of her left eye.

Of everyone he’d ever met, this woman was gorgeous.

Almost mind jarringly so.

“Me? I was defending myself,” Seville said smoothly. “I was abducted by the priests of Ekir and then they said they were going to kill me. So I killed them.

“I swear to those facts on my life, soul, to whatever god or goddess is listening, and even my sight, hearing, and sense of taste.

“Or whatever else you’d like me to swear on if it makes you happy. My nuts, maybe?”

After realizing just how much work he’d have to put into cleansing the world of its idiocy, to put it on a path that would benefit everyone, Seville no longer cared for civility. Especially when he considered what the people at the top were doing to the Gwendolins of the world.

The Nias.

“You… murdered the High Priest of Ekir!” said the male royal.

“I didn’t murder her, I killed her in self-defense,” Seville said, his eyebrows drawing down lower over his eyes. “Would you argue that with me?”

Apparently none of the royal family had ever been addressed like that. From both parents to the daughter, their eyes widened, and they looked almost stunned.

“I… how dare you,” breathed the queen. “We were planning on lifting the quarantine on Lamals, but now… now it’ll never be lifted. You’ll never get a shipment of stone again, let alone an ounce of it.”

“Stone?” Seville asked, somewhat confused. Turning, he looked at Kimor.

“All of the stone of the citadels, castles, cities, all of it was quarried here. There really isn’t much stone anywhere else,” Kimor explained, looking back at him.

Oh.

I suppose… there really wasn’t much in the way of mountains. Nor did I really see much outside of the odd rock here or there.

How strange.

I never would have considered it but in a world without workable stone, those with quarries would have power.

“I see,” Seville turned back to the queen and her king. “I have news of and from the Creeplands. Please send out everyone you don’t trust from this room. There’s a matter of national secrecy that must be discussed in regards to the citadels. Citadel Commander Marn has already been activated and made aware.”

What little warmth there had been in the room evaporated in a flash.

The queen looked at her daughter, then a rather shiny knight in armor that was a few steps beyond the throne.

“Seal the throne room, no one in, no one out, clear it of everyone but the royal guard and family,” ordered the queen.

“Seal the room! Royals only!” shouted the knight through their helmet.

They needn’t have bothered. Everyone was already carrying out the queen’s orders before the knight had said anything at all. They’d heard them first hand.

While everyone was rushing about, Seville looked at Kimor.

“How strong are you?” he asked quietly.

“Very,” Kimor replied, meeting his gaze evenly. “Not as strong as the Ladies Jaina or Nancy, but I’m still very strong. Stronger than Aubrey.”

“Good. I’ll need you to seal the doors to prevent anyone from escaping if I have to start killing people. Just keep yourself alive otherwise,” Seville murmured.

“I understand,” Kimor said with a nod of her head.

Looking back to the queen, Seville waited as guards went about their business.

“Well? What news then, murderer?” the queen spat out.

That’s how it’s going to be? This’ll be an easy choice.

“The Creeplands are being rehabilitated. By me,” Seville said without preamble or buildup. “I’ve already converted four farms worth of land and have constructed a castle. We’re engaged in a war directly with the Creep and battle it every day and night.

“We take no losses at all. Soon enough, there’ll be no need of the citadels or the Alliance.”

The three royals looked once more stunned to the core.

He imagined they were considering what a world would be without the Alliance.

Without their personal influence.

As of course, if the Alliance was mostly held and based out of their own lands and with their stone, then they held power.

The moment that was broken, they would lose much of their power.

“You lie,” hissed the king.

“Do I?” Seville asked with a laugh.

Allow my accolades for the High King of the Creeplands.

“I’m Steve Bril, also known as Seville, the High King of the Creeplands,” Seville said, holding his hands up in a neutral pose in front of himself. “Commander Marn has pledged herself to me. I’m going to take over Lamals completely and use it as my home base for dealings with others. Though I’m going to let everyone think I operate out of the Creep itself.

“I also plan on killing every single citadel commander that doesn’t pledge to me. Replace each and every one of them with someone from my own ranks. I even have the one-time Queen of the Creeps, the original Summer Queen who cast the spell, prisoner. There is little that concerns the Creep that doesn’t come back to me now.”

The silence of the throne room was absolute. No one said a word, no one moved, and as far as he could tell, no one was breathing.

All was completely still.

Seville wanted to say something. Get their attention.

But he held his breath.

This would determine if they lived or died. He didn’t want to have to kill them if he didn’t have to.

He really didn’t.

He’d already done quite a few things he’d likely regret for a long while. And maybe he was acting a bit over the edge at the moment by his own accounting.

But if he didn’t have to slaughter this room, he wouldn’t.

“Kill him!” shouted the queen.

Sighing, Seville walked up to the nearest knight charging him and punched them in the helmet.

Their helmet, and their head inside, simply shot away from the body to slam into another knight. Their breastplate crumpled as the helmet smashed into them, sending the second knight to the ground.

Grabbing the mace off the headless body in front of him, Seville gave it a little twirl.

“Alright. Step on up then. I didn’t want another bloodbath but I guess I’ll get one,” Seville said. Then he reached down and tore the forearm off the body. Turning to the queen, he hefted it. “You can go next.”

Whipping his arm around in a side-armed throw, Seville flung the armored forearm at the queen.

It shot through the air with a whining noise and bisected the queen at the waist. The heavy armor crushing its way through her, then out the back of her throne.

Shrieking, the top half of the queen fell backward out of the broken throne. Even as her twitching lower half remained seated.

Nice. That was neat looking.

Seville had a second before the next knight reached him. The remaining knights and guards in the room were now trying to hustle the king, the daughter, and both halves of the dying queen, out of the throne room.

Only to bounce off Kimor’s shields that she’d erected at each exit.

Most everyone was ignoring her, focusing almost exclusively on Seville.

Bringing the mace around toward the next closest knight, who raised their shield to intercept it, Seville was already trying to figure out what to do next.

The mace exploded on the shield, which also blew apart, leaving Seville with a smoking handle in his hand, and the knight missing her left arm from the elbow down.

Shrieking, the knight reached for her stump with her right arm.

Grabbing that arm, Seville yanked it from her, tearing it clean out of the socket, and smashed her across the head with it. The helmet denting heavily to one side and her neck wobbling weirdly.

Collapsing to the ground, the knight was no longer in the fight.

Looking around, he could see no one was eager to engage him now. Quite a few were looking to someone else to move up to him.

Not far away, several knights were messing around with the queen, likely unsure of what to do with her given that she was still alive, just cut in half.

The king was a blubbering mess, and the princess was clawing at the shield on the door.

“Catch!” Seville shouted and then flung the arm he had at the king.

It made a strange flip as it zipped through the air, the armored elbow ending up striking the king in the head.

Bloody bone and brains splattered across the knights nearby and the queen.

The headless corpse then fell over backward, shivering and twitching on the ground.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of Val.

Steve has gained the Accolade Regicide (King).

“Who’s next?” Seville asked as he reached down to the knight closest to him.

Grabbing hold of her leg, he wrenched it free of her hip and then flipped it over his shoulder.

Guards backed away from him, putting maximum distance between them and Seville.

“Yeah, that’s good,” Seville said, then slowly began to walk over toward the dying queen and the princess.

“Stay back,” said the shiny knight, holding a blade up in front of themselves. It had an odd glow to it. As if it were illuminated from the inside.

Hm.

That’s… different.

And I’m not sure I really want to test what it can do to me.

For all I—

The knight lunged forward, their blade held out in front of themselves.

Moving to the side, Seville didn’t make it out of reach in time.

Parting his flesh as neatly as if it were paper, the blade tip slashed through his clothes, his skin, and he could feel the warmth of his blood spilling out of the wound.

Thankfully it was shallow and short. At only two inches in length, he’d managed to dodge what would have likely been his death.

Shit!

Okay. Enchanted weapons like that aren’t a joke.

Holding his left hand over the wound, Seville brought the leg around he was using as a weapon with his right hand.

Attempting to block it with that sword of death, Seville was quite happy to see, and terrified, that it cut the leg in half. One half passing neatly out of range, the other half blasting into the woman’s arm and chest.

Grunting, she bent in half at the waist and collapsed to the ground. The sword clattering to the floor as well.

Snatching up the glowing blade, Seville let out a short breath. There was no way he was going to let such a thing lay around.

Holding the weapon in his right hand, Seville pulled his left away from his chest and looked at it critically.

Aubrey will have to stitch me up. Can’t leave it like that.

Whatever. Nothing I can do about it at the moment.

Sighing, Seville looked at the princess.

“Well, time for you to decide your fate,” Seville said.

How about some insight, Steve? Or I guess… Tahvo?

Saban Val

Hyric

Family-

Father: deceased

Mother: living

Heir apparent- heir to the throne

Royal- princess of her nation

Royal Line- part of the royalty of the nation of Val

“You’re about to become queen,” Seville said and then gestured at the queen who had now passed into unconsciousness. “And I’m here telling you that you can serve me, or die. If you choose to die, I’ll find whoever is next in line for the throne, and make them the same offer. Then the next, and the next. Until I’ve wiped out the entire royal line, or I find someone I can work with. Or I can take the throne myself.”

Seville shrugged his shoulders. Then he reached down and snatched off the dead woman’s belt and scabbard. He imagined that to sheathe this weapon the components were probably abnormal as well.

“Pretty sure I’d have to eliminate everyone you’re related to by even a drop of blood for that to happen but… I’m willing to commit to that,” said Seville with a nod of his head. “Well, Princess Saban soon to be Queen Saban the whatever-ith?”

Staring at him with wide eyes, the freakishly beautiful and stunning woman didn’t seem like she could move.

Lifting up the glowing blade, Seville gave it a wriggle.

“Hello? Are you alright in there? Should I just stab you and go find whoever’s next?” Seville asked.

“I… I… I’m—” Saban stammered, looking at Seville like one would view death.

“Going to pledge yourself to me? Going to get down on your knees and ask to service me with that pretty mouth of yours? Going to bend over the throne and let me put a baby in you? Going to take up a sword and fight me to the death? Do a tap dance? A violin rehearsal?” Seville rattled off.

Then he lifted his sword up and started moving toward Saban.

Several knights nearby went to get in front of her, but a greater number moved away from her.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Val.

Steve has gained the Accolade Regicide (Queen).

Saban blinked several times then lifted her chin up.

“As… as the Queen of Val, I put myself in your safety and service. I expect you to care for me, and my country, as a loyal vassal to you, High King Seville,” said Saban in a clear voice, her hands held together in front of herself.

“I accept your vassalage, Queen Saban,” Seville said, stopping where he was. Sliding the sword into the sheath, he started fitting it around his hips.

“I will receive your child. Though, in a bed a-and not on my throne,” Saban said, her tone going up in pitch.

“Huh? Oh. No, thanks,” Seville said, shaking his head. “I’m going to have enough kids. No reason to put one in you. I was just messin’ around.”

“I would like your child!” Queen Saban said, much more firmly this time. “As your vassal, I will require it as part of my agreement to serve you!”

Seville stared at her as if she were a bug.

“I will have your child,” repeated the Queen. “Or you will have my blood.”

Clicking his tongue, Seville sighed, rolled his eyes, and then nodded his head.

“Fine, whatever. We’ll take care of that tonight. Or at least, try. Can’t guarantee a kid, but I’ll do my best to fill your womb,” Seville said.

He didn’t see a reason not to bed her if that was her own requirement for this. He just wouldn’t ever let her get pregnant. 

Not to mention she was beautiful. There was no shame in admitting he wanted to bed her.

More than once.

“Thank you, High King,” Saban said, bowing her head to him.

“Yeah, got it,” said Seville turning to look at Kimor. “We’re going to hold here until Aubrey shows up. Because we both know her, Dog, or Nancy will come here. Then we’re gonna get this all squared up. Have Nancy take a whole lot of oaths given right here.”

“I understand,” Kimor said, nodding her head. “I’ll hold the shields until she arrives.”

“Ah… my lord, my High King… what… is going on?” Saban asked.

“I have someone in my employ that utilizes black magic to enforce contracts,” Seville said with a wide smile. “You will not be able to break any agreement with me. You’ll be my vassal and there won’t be a chance for you to break out of that.

“You still sure about what you want? I could always just go find a relative of yours and you could enjoy the peace of death. I’d make it quick.”

Saban blinked slowly, then nodded her head once.

“This is fine. We shall include our child in the deal,” said Saban primly. “And I will not be your wife or mistress. This is for the sake of a child. An heir.”

“That’s fine, but you won’t be marrying anyone either, nor will you have others in your bed unless I approve it,” Seville said, feeling somewhat combative.

Taking in a slow breath, Saban started to shake her head, froze, and then nodded.

“I… accept that stipulation,” Saban muttered, clearly not happy about that added clause.

“Great, I look forward to it,” said Seville and turned away from her. Moving back toward the original doors he was escorted through, he leaned up against the wall.

He didn’t see any reason to talk to anyone further here other than Kimor.

And Kimor wasn’t exactly a stunning conversationalist.

Whatever. Just sit here and wait. Nancy will show up eventually.

Or… will she?

Kimor came over and stood next to him, eyeing the room.

“Hey, can you slip out of here and leave your shields up? Go get Nancy? Just in case Aubrey and Dog get lost?” asked Seville to the large Reindeer-Kin.

“I could. Should I?” she replied.

“Yeah, get to it. I don’t want to linger here. Need to be prepping for the citadel commanders.”

“I understand,” Kimor said. Grabbing the door, she pulled it open, and stepped through her shield without getting rid of it. When she left the throne room, she closed the door behind her.

Almost immediately, several knights tried banging at the magic shields in front of them.

“Ah-ah-ah,” Seville said loudly, getting everyone’s attention. “Don’t tempt me. If I have to come over there, I’m going to kill you. Badly.”

“Stop, listen to your High King,” Saban demanded with a negligent flick of her hand. “If you endanger this agreement at all, I’ll give you to the High King to play with.”

Seville had to admire the change in Saban. She’d gone from frightened princess to queen and making deals to spare her country in a matter of minutes.

After having just watched her parents be murdered in front of her.

Either she was ruthless and terrifying, or she was holding it all under lock and key and likely to fall apart once she got a moment to herself.

Probably the latter but… we’ll see.

Standing there, all Seville could do was wait for Nancy to arrive.


Twenty-Three

 

Aubrey and Dog had yet to return.

The last Nancy had seen of them was when Aubrey had collected Dog. Then they set off to go find the Lion-Man.

“That’s all the knights,” Nancy gasped with a wheeze before slowly sitting down in the chair that’d been brought out for her. As she did so, Seville noticed it almost looked like she had collapsed into it at the last second, rather than sat.

“I take it the black magic is a lot harder, comparatively?” he asked, eyeing his Secret Keeper. The very last thing he wanted, or needed, was Nancy harming herself.

“Yes. Considerably so. I’m suddenly glad I left Felisa in charge of things back at the castle. I’m not sure I can rush back like I originally thought,” she said as she panted lightly. “Feels like a muscle I haven’t used very much in comparison to Witch magic. I talked to Dog about it a little… she feels the same way. Apparently, we have a much better affinity for Witchery than we do our natural magic.”

Standing not far away, Saban looked uncomfortable.

“Dog?” she asked, looking from Nancy to Seville.

“Oh, one of my Witch-Knights. She was a mage in the service of the Queen of Lamals. I took her for myself,” Seville explained quickly. “Now she’s a Witch-Knight like Kimor.”

The Reindeer-Kin turned her head toward them at her name being used, then slowly looked away again.

“A mage. A sorceress, you mean?” Saban asked.

“Something like that. She threw lightning bolts around,” Seville made a hand wave of dismissal. “Didn’t matter. Stronger now than she was previously.”

Saban nodded her head at that but looked even more uneasy.

“I’ll take care of your contract in a minute, Queen Saban,” Nancy murmured, sinking lower into her chair. “I just need a moment to rest.”

“That’s fine. I’m… not in a hurry,” muttered Saban.

“I imagine not,” Kimor said in a low voice. “Don’t worry though, it isn’t so bad. I’m sure you’ll learn to service the High King with your mouth quickly. I did myself.”

“S-service?” Saban asked, her pitch going up.

“Yes, all women in service to the High King please him with their mouth,” Kimor continued. “You will, too. Tonight. It’s the custom of Witch-Knights and those in charge. Your knights will not be allowed to do this, as they’re lesser and report to you.”

Seville hadn’t thought about it that way, but Kimor wasn’t actually wrong. Those in charge tended to end up in his bed, and those under them were left alone.

“I shall… endeavor to persevere,” Saban said, her tone firming up as she spoke.

“It’s not so bad,” Nancy said softly, her eyes slowly closing. “Doesn’t even taste bad. A little salty, thick, but not bad.”

Catching Saban’s eyes with his own and then Kimor’s, Seville nodded his head to one side.

Slowly, everyone moved away from Nancy. She appeared to be drifting off to sleep in the chair, her chin slowly dipping down to her chest.

“Kimor, you’re on bodyguard duty for Saban until she gets her contract. If she acts out of turn, kill her,” Seville said, holding Kimor’s eyes with his gaze.

“I understand, High King,” Kimor said gravely. “I will end her life at the first hint of treason.”

“I-I assure you I have no wish to rebel at all. I just want to conclude our deal, possibly receive your heir, and go about ruling my country as your vassal,” Saban said quickly, holding her hands up in front of her.

“If you do kill her, try to make it quick,” Seville amended when Saban finished.

“I’ll crush her head with a shielding,” Kimor promised.

“I’m… I’m not…” Saban sighed heavily and then nodded her head. “I understand. Though I assure you, my only goal is to navigate my country through these troubling times ahead as you take power.”

Ah.

She realizes just how little power her people will have if I eliminate the Creep and the need for stone.

Interesting. She’s bartering herself in exchange for power and to get what she wants.

Rather selfless of her.

Nancy began to snore, her head tilted down and to the side in her chair.

“She’ll be out for a bit,” Seville murmured. “Put some guards to watch over her, we’ll go up to your bedroom for now. No reason not to conclude that part of the agreement now. When Nancy wakes up, we can do the contract and I can get ready. I have citadel commanders to prepare for.”

“O-of course,” Saban said and then gestured with her hand to the nearest knight over to herself. “Guard the mistress, I’m retiring with the High King for a while. Keep everyone out of the throne room, allow no one else in.”

The knight moved off at a jog and the orders were passed around. Those cleaning up the mess stopped to listen, only to go back to work.

They had a throne room to clear and repair, and it wasn’t going to do the work by itself.

“Lead on, Queen Saban,” said Seville. “This was your request after all.”

“Yes, and it still is my request. You will provide me with an heir, High King,” Saban said quite firmly. Then she moved to a side door and paused in front of it, glancing at Kimor.

Who simply stared back at her.

Saban reached out and opened the door, looking back to Kimor again, then finally left the throne room.

Kimor was behind her as she exited, placing herself between Seville and Saban.

Moving through the halls and rooms, Saban led the group deeper into the castle.

Multiple groups of anxious-looking guards patrolled the interior.

Not that Seville could blame them. They had likely received a notification the moment the king and queen had perished, and that a new queen had risen to the throne. All with a stranger in the throne room.

There were obvious implications. Not a single guard who saw Seville could prevent themselves from stopping and staring at him.

Eventually, Saban led them into a rather spacious bedroom, which had had six guards in front of the door.

Kimor shut the door behind them and then put a hand to Saban’s shoulder.

“Is there anything in this room that I should know of? Weapons or anything like that?” Kimor asked, a hard and flat stare boring into the queen’s face.

“No. No! Nothing. It’s… I’ve lived in this room my whole life. I don’t have… any weapons. Nothing,” Saban said in a subdued tone, but not bending, bowing, or leaning away from Kimor.

Definitely has a spine on her.

“Good,” Kimor said simply, then looked at Seville.

Ah, time to decide.

“Kimor, I have to put my seed in the queen, but how would you like to have your first night with me? We can have our fun, and I unload in the queen, and you don’t risk a pregnancy yourself,” Seville offered.

Blinking twice, Kimor let her eyes slowly move away from Seville’s face.

“I accept this,” replied Kimor, looking back to Seville finally. “My first night, she gets my seed. She may perform her first service of you while I sweep the room.”

“That works,” Seville agreed. Kimor moved away, intent on her duties as he looked back at the young queen. “There you go, Saban. Would you like me to lay down, or do you want to do this on your knees?”

Seville didn’t wait, he started unbuckling his belt and let his pants hit the floor.

“Lay down on the bed for me, please. I don’t think I will be good at this and it will take me some time to learn,” Saban murmured, her hands fluttering in front of her stomach. Then she reached up and slid her dress from her shoulders, allowing it to slide down to her elbows.

Letting her arms drop, the dress hissed as it flowed down and hung on her hips, her breasts and pale flesh exposed.

Reaching down, she gave her hips a small shimmy while pushing at the dress, sending it down to her feet.

A modest pair of panties were all that she wore under her dress, and those followed the dress to the floor relatively quickly.

She’s walking perfection. Damn.

Unable to tear his eyes away from the extremely gorgeous queen, Seville moved onto the bed. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how much money her parents had sunk into her beauty.

Following him, Saban crawled up into the bed and positioned herself over his lap. His erect member was pointing up at her face.

Delicately, the queen put her lips around his tip and ran her tongue over it inside her mouth.

Slowly, she began to move her head down, taking more of his length.

When she reached the halfway point, she started to travel back upward, her lips pulling at him gently. Her eyes were closed as if she didn’t want to see anything while doing this.

Putting his hands behind his head, Seville settled in to watch the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen suck on him.

Saban laid her left hand down at the base of his manhood. Her fingers circled the hilt and applied a hint of pressure there as her right hand came up from underneath to cup his jewels gently.

No experience, but definitely told what to do and how to do it.

Saban exhaled roughly and then moved her head down, sliding more of his length into her mouth.

Easing her head back, she managed to keep her rhythm and suction the same throughout.

Much better than Airlea was, or even any of the others for their first time.

Reaching down, Seville slipped his fingers into Saban’s thick, luxurious hair. He rested his hand just behind the crown of her head.

Saban’s eyes snapped open and she stared up at him, hesitating for a second before she continued with her endeavor. Her lips pulling along his shaft as she moved back again.

Seville moved her head down for her with a bit more speed than she was giving him. Down to the hilt, where he could feel himself partially glide down her throat.

Saban’s eyes scrunched up, but she didn’t pull away or gag.

Pulling lightly on her hair, Seville brought Saban’s head up, then pushed her down once more. Forcing her up and down several more times, he felt like he’d communicated the pace and depth he wanted.

Keeping his hand resting on her head, he let her do as she would.

Being quick on the uptake, Saban matched everything he’d had her do. Dipping her head down swiftly to his hilt, and then back up, her tongue pushing and pulling at his tip as she did so.

Her green eyes were watching him now, as he watched her.

Reaching down with his other hand, he slid it into her hair as well and took hold. Doing nothing with his firm grip on her though, he merely held onto her as she worked.

There was something that really hit Seville’s psyche about such a beautiful woman having her mouth filled with his member.

“Mmm?” questioned Saban, her lips stretched tight around his hilt. It reminded him of when Airlea had done something very similar.

“Feels good, keep going,” Seville commanded, his fingers tightening in Saban’s hair momentarily.

“No, she should stop, you’re a bit too close,” Kimor said, stepping up next to the bed. Then she started to get into the bed. “If she doesn’t stop she’s going to get a mouthful. And neither the queen nor I want that.”

Kimor was naked, beautiful, and incredibly muscled. The big idiot was attractive.

Saban came off him on the next bob, running her tongue down along the side of him, her hand moving up and down slowly.

“I’m sorry, my High King, Knight Barra is correct,” Saban murmured, pressing a kiss to the side of his jewels. “I will need an heir, your heir. I cannot afford to let you not fill my womb.”

Groaning, Seville let out a sigh. He’d actually been hoping to unload into Saban’s beautiful mouth and a little on her face.

To paint her lovely features with his seed.

Kimor gently pushed Saban away from his lap, threw a leg over his waist, and then reached down between her legs.

Grabbing hold of his tip, she fit it up flush to her entry, and then slowly slid down onto it.

Kimor’s eyes closed partially as his slickened manhood parted her lips, and sunk into her.

Letting out a slow and low moan, Kimor didn’t stop until her rear end was pressed into his lap. His hilt wedged in tight to her lips.

Kimor hung her head, her antlers dipping down toward Seville.

Reaching up he grabbed the base of them. Kimor’s eyes snapped open and she stared down at him, then jerked backward with her neck and shoulders.

Going nowhere.

Kimor went nearly boneless in that moment, laying herself down atop him. She clung to him, pressing her face into his neck. Her hands grabbed at his sides as she began to grind her hips down against him.

He could feel her insides flexing and twisting each time she pushed down and releasing as she pulled her hips back.

“Yes,” whispered Kimor. “Pull on them. Pull. Twist my neck.”

Seville didn’t get what was going on, but he saw no reason to not do as she asked.

Gently as he could, he began to pull on her antlers, twisting her head to one side.

“Ah,” Kimor moaned, causing Seville to stop. He felt like that was the furthest he should go given the angle of her head.

All the while Kimor kept grinding herself down into him, thrusting herself down onto his length.

“A…little…more,” whimpered Kimor.

Enjoying the way Kimor was rolling her hips, Seville wasn’t really sure he wanted to do that. In fact, she was squeezing him so incredibly tight with each gyration, that he was contemplating finishing inside Kimor instead.

“Please,” Kimor said in a pant, shoving herself down on him again and then rolling her hips.

Fractionally, he pulled on her antlers just a bit, turning her head more. She was practically looking away and toward the ceiling now. It looked uncomfortable, but it was seemingly what she wanted.

Groaning, Kimor pressed down and then just ground herself on him. Rolling her hips back and forth and not letting him escape an inch. Her hands were tight on his hips and her channel squeezing him for all he was worth.

Time slowly crept by as the big woman rocked and rolled her body in tune with her needs. Her fingers were locked to him and her breasts sliding back and forth across his chest as she went.

Enjoying her efforts, Seville laid there, letting her do all the work.

“Unnnh,” moaned the Reindeer-Kin suddenly, her body shuddering as her antlers twitched in his grasp. He got the impression she was pulling at him, and hitting her orgasm at the same time.

Seconds ticked by as she held her position, her knees pressed to his thighs. Then she let out a breath, followed by a quick inhalation.

“Oh my goodness,” groaned Kimor, her voice strained with the angle of her head. She rolled her hips fractionally and then went limp atop him.

Taking that as his cue, he released his hold on her, and Kimor laid her head down against him. Her antlers partially buried amidst the pillows.

Taking her by a shoulder, Seville rolled her away from him. Looking around, he found Saban lying down on the foot of the bed. She was on her side, watching him.

Not waiting for an invitation, he moved over to the queen and slid atop her.

“Ah, my High King, I—”

Seville pinned her to the bed, spread her legs apart with his knees, and lowered his hips down to hers.

“High King, enjoy my virginity, my body, and give me an heir,” said Saban in a strange tone. Almost as if it were a ritualized phrase.

Laying her hands on his shoulders, Saban held herself open for him, her legs widespread.

Pushing forward, he slid his very wet shaft into Saban.

Going tense, her entire body locking up, the queen laid there as he slowly filled her up.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t going to last long. Kimor had worked him too well, and before that, Saban had been rapidly moving towards mastering his needs with her mouth.

Feeling himself hit the hilt, Seville pulled back and then thrust back into Saban. Moving quickly he found a steady and firm pace.

Trying to take it easy on her since it was her first time, he kept everything slower and far gentler than he wanted.

If this were Nancy, Dog, or anyone else he’d already bedded, he’d be trying to slam her through the bed right now. He was just too pent up and ready.

“It’s okay-High King,” Saban said in between thrusts, her voice being jarred with each. “I can-handle it-please-enjoy me-thoroughly.”

Not one to decline, Seville began to pump hard and fast into Saban. Grabbing hold of her hips, he pushed down as he did so.

Leaning into her, he angled himself so he could grind into her pubic mound as he took her. If he could manage to get her off while enjoying himself, all the better.

The queen let out a soft moan as he did so, her cheeks flushed. Drilling her into the bed, Seville kept working away at her.

Then he was at his peak, and he knew it was coming.

Impregnate Saban Val?

Yes, but only at a fraction of a single percent as the success chance. Limit it.

Thrusting down and into the beautiful queen, Seville started to empty his seed into her. Filling her womb.

Conception failed.

No sperm will reach an ovum.

Available for retry.

Steve has gained the Took a Royal Mistress accolade.

Groaning, Seville kept pumping seed into Saban, holding onto her as he thrust over and over.

With a final pump, he finished and felt the peaceful, emptiness of release overtake him.

Leaning down to Saban, he kissed her, one hand coming up to cup her face.

Holding it for a while, Seville finally broke the contact and rolled off the queen.

“You’re pretty good, Saban. We’ll have to keep trying,” Seville said.

“Thank you, High King,” Saban said a bit stiffly. “I… am available at your leisure.”

“Damn right you are,” Seville said, then he reached over, put his arm around Saban’s shoulders and pulled her to his side. “My royal mistress.”

Saban sniffed at that but didn’t pull away from him.
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Pulling back on Saban’s shoulders, Seville thrust deep into her again. His shaft flexing inside of her as he was just about to hit his peak. Only to draw back and push deep into her again.

“Who’s your High King?” Seville asked as Saban went with his hands, arching her back and raising her hips.

“You are-you’re my-High King,” Saban said between his thrusts.

“And what are you?” Seville demanded, laying his hands on her hips and pulling back on her. Now that he had her shoulders where he wanted them, he wanted to really plow her into the bed.

She always came the hardest when he did.

“Your royal mistress-my High King,” Saban moaned out, her hands clutching into her sheets. “Your royal mistress.”

“Damn right you are,” Seville murmured, then thrust into her as he hit his climax.

Impregnate Saban Val?

Yep, but only at one percent of one percent.

Flexing hard inside of Saban, his shaft began to unload inside of her. Grinding himself against her, he continued to pump away even as he came.

Conception failed.

No sperm will reach an ovum.

Available for retry.

Shivering as she hit her own peak, Saban held still as Seville continued to ride her much more slowly now. Pushing his seed deeper into her.

Finally, he came to a slow stop and let out a breath.

“You really are getting amazing in bed,” Seville said, giving Saban a light smack on the rear end. It wasn’t enough to do anything other than make her butt jiggle enticingly.

“I thank you, my High King. I’m yours to enjoy and I aim to please,” Saban murmured, facedown in her sheets now. Her breaths were heavy but even. “It seems we’ll have to try again in a short while.”

“Definitely. Always willing to try,” Seville said and then pulled out of Saban.

“Yes, my High King. Thank you, High King. That round was most enjoyable.”

Over the last two weeks, while they waited for citadel commanders to show up, he’d spent most of his time inside the castle.

Or more accurately, inside the queen. The one who had initiated the constant sex to begin with.

At first, she just went and collected him and brought her to the bedroom as soon as she felt he could go again.

Which was perfectly acceptable to Seville.

However, most of her days now were spent in bed. Rarely ever leaving the bedroom for anything.

Her time now consisted of being filled with unending but nearly worthless seed. Attempt after attempt after attempt.

Not that she’d ever know it was worthless. Seville was following the bargain they’d made. He’d just decreased the odds to nearly impossible.

To facilitate all this free time for the two of them, Nancy had more or less taken over running Saban’s court. She only brought things of worth to Saban.

Panting softly, Saban rolled over on her side and fell still and silent in her bed. The sound of her breathing was the only noise she made.

“Thirty minutes?” she asked breathlessly. “Please?”

“Sure, thirty minutes. Wanna do it on your back again?” Seville asked, letting his eyes roll over the stunning queen.

He wasn’t going to deny he was having a lot of fun constantly ruining her bed.

“No, my thighs are still burning from keeping my legs up. Hands and knees please, my High King,” Saban said, her voice still strained. “Easier on me. And it feels better, too.”

There was a single firm knock on the door, followed by its opening and Nancy entering.

“Ah, I see,” Nancy murmured, taking in the sweaty and spent Saban. After a second, she looked at Seville.

There was a twitch at the corners of her mouth, likely enjoying the taste of her own misery at Seville bedding another woman.

Her emotional distress at him not belonging to her alone was building ever higher and he knew it. It’s why she made it easier for him to get more women into his bed, while also allowing herself to feed on it all.

The queen seemed to have taken a special place in Nancy’s ugly needs and was causing her a great deal of distress.

Probably the child aspect. The queen might get an heir and she won’t.

“Dog and Aubrey sent a certified letter. They’re still chasing your target. I have no idea when it was sent,” Nancy said with a small shake of her head. “I honestly didn’t think they’d go this far. They’re several days distance away from the sound of this letter. It’s somewhat frustrating, given that we could use them here.”

“I’m honestly surprised they sent a letter at all,” Seville said with a chuckle. “I mean… Aubrey wouldn’t think about it, and Dog… well, Dog is Dog.”

“I… yes, I suppose that’s a very good point,” Nancy murmured after a second. “Anyway. I also received a note from a city gate checkpoint. Nine citadel commanders arrived yesterday in a party. Excluding yourself and Marn, that means there’s only five more to arrive.”

“They’ll arrive today most likely,” Saban grumbled. “They don’t travel together. Unlike the first group.”

“Oh? Wonderful. If this goes right, we can be gone by tomorrow,” said Nancy. “I’m looking forward to getting back to the farms. I want to duel Jaina. I think I can take her.”

Seville was surprised to hear that. He hadn’t expected Nancy to want to do something like that.

“It’ll just make her try harder,” said the Wight with a wave of her hand. “She’s a predator. She won’t like being second to me. Otherwise, she might get lazy.”

Oh. In other words… Nancy being Nancy.

She can have a snack on Jaina while she’s annoyed and push her up higher.

“I do have to keep my High King in power,” murmured Nancy with a wide smile. “And that means giving him more power. Felisa and I will start preparing everything to transfer back to you, Queen Saban.”

Sighing, the queen slowly rolled out of her fetal position and got up to her hands and knees in the middle of the bed.

“If you plan to leave tomorrow, then I will have to make this go faster,” Saban said. “Please enjoy me again, High King.”

“Well, who am I to say no?” Seville asked. “You can watch, Nancy. Maybe we’ll get lucky, and the queen will get her heir while you’re here.”

Nancy’s smile faltered briefly, then slowly expanded.

“Yes, let’s hope we get lucky,” whispered the Wight, her eyes slowly growing wider as she clearly began to feast on her own misery.

 

***

 

Walking toward the citadel commander grounds, Seville was mildly impressed. It was a solid-looking building that Seville was positive had been fortified.

Not that he could tell. To him, it looked incredibly luxurious while also appearing extremely well-maintained.

“Looks expensive,” Kimor rumbled as she padded along next to him.

With Aubrey and Dog MIA, and Nancy squirreled away handling things and learning all she could about Val and Saban, Seville was left only with Kimor.

Not that he was complaining.

If Saban hadn’t been available to him at any point since he’d arrived, he just went and found Kimor.

The Reindeer-Kin was always willing to hop in a bed with him. Day or night.

“You never know. Big dumb hulking idiots of Reindeer-Kin flesh could end up being the sweetest and most gentle things ever,” Seville said, turning his head to peer up at the bashful Kimor. “Isn’t that right, baby girl?”

Kimor’s face flushed a deep, dark red under the visor of her helmet.

After their initial time in bed together, he’d found out that Kimor was a snuggler. Someone who wanted to love him and be loved in return. The antler-pulling was just a Reindeer-Kin thing he assumed because, in every other way, she was as soft as a pillow.

A woman who wanted to hear sweet pet names and have her antlers tugged at gently while kissing and hugging. She was especially fond of being called “baby girl”.

“Hush,” Kimor grumbled. “Don’t… tell Aubrey.”

“What, that you’re my sweet little cuddle-bunny? Is my baby girl that embarrassed?” Seville teased.

“Not in public, hon?” Kimor asked in a soft and gentle tone. The same one she’d used when she first asked to cuddle. “Please?”

Awww, she’s too damn cute.

“Sure, if you promise to keep being my cuddle-bunny in private,” said Seville as they started closing in on the front gates of the compound.

“Yes, please. I promise,” Kimor whispered a bit more urgently. “I’ll be your cuddle-bunny, hon.”

Coming to a stop at the gate guards, Seville smiled and looked at the two individuals posted out front.

“Citadel Commander Bril of Lamals. I received an emergency meeting request from Commander Marn,” Seville said before either of the guards could speak a word.

From the looks on their faces, they weren’t likely going to have been friendly with him.

Which was mildly concerning given he’d swapped out all the accolades he didn’t want them to see, and loaded the ones in he did.

It meant that a Citadel Commander of Lamals might not be in great standing here.

“Commander Marn,” said the helmeted guard on the left.

“Tenis Marn. Commander Marn. They invited me. As I said. Citadel Commander Bril. Linne Lynn is no longer the Commander of the Lamals Citadel. I am,” Seville explained.

“Enter. Your guard will need to wait here or return home. This meeting is restricted to commanders only,” said the second guard. “Otherwise, be welcome. The meeting will formally begin in an hour.”

Oh? So quick.

“I’ll remain here,” Kimor said, all trace of her softness gone. She’d gone back to her staunch knightly idiotic self.

Nodding his head, Seville walked through the guarded entrance and went straight into the building. Not bothering to talk to anyone, or even be social, find food, or anything else, he went straight to the room everyone would meet in.

Saban had kindly given him a rundown of what to expect and where to go. Apparently, she’d attended a few meetings here in her life.

His goal was simple.

Be unobserved, listen, understand, and then dominate when the time was right.

He already had what was essentially the head of the alliance dangling off his shaft all day long like a sock puppet. Now he just needed the citadel commanders to fall in line. Then he could go crush Lamals and start putting his plan in place.

There would be no one to stop him, and he could begin changing the world.

Changing it to get rid of the priests who would kill someone like Nikki. Get rid of the hideous atrocity that was the pigpens.

And finally, get rid of the terrible ugliness that was Lynn and her betrayal of another citadel commander.

Stopping his thoughts before they got him too worked up, he entered the meeting room.

It was a large bowl-shaped room. Speakers would stand down in the center to address everyone else who were seated around and above them.

Saban had given it a specific name, but he didn’t care. He had other thoughts on his mind right now that he was trying to block out.

Nancy often cautioned him against anger. Against simply lashing out.

That he was his own best weapon, and if he wanted to best utilize it, he needed to think.

Lucia would coddle him, and let him do what he wanted.

Nikki would fight him, arguing that he needed to do the right thing.

Nancy, on the other hand, wanted him to take power and lead the world out of darkness. She believed he could quite easily bring everyone up from the brink of destruction where it felt like the world now balanced precariously.

He didn’t know when it’d happened, but Nancy had become more than his Secret Keeper, more than his confidant.

More than his first or lead wife.

She was his partner. The one who stood behind him and never let anything get near his back. She worked tirelessly at whatever needed to be done to give him better chances and opportunities.

Even thinking about the lovely Wight left him feeling more secure, more confident.

The anger he’d been chewing on started to rapidly fall away.

No, we’ll bide our time. Make this work.

Seville waited quietly, struggling with his patience against the boredom of inaction.

Soon enough, citadel commanders began filing into the amphitheater.

By the time it seemed that everyone had arrived, the capacity of the room was only perhaps at half, if even that.

Clearly this place was made to accommodate more. From what he’d heard from Saban, that “more” was royalty and advisors.

An older man with gray hair and dark blue eyes went to the center of the room, at the lowest part.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” he said. “Thank you for coming. Commander Marn isn’t going to be able to make it, she’s currently carrying out an expedition to get more information on the situation.

“She did, however, relay everything to me to act as the meeting leader. And… well, this is definitely something we needed to have everyone present for.”

Taking in a short breath, the man collected himself and then nodded his head.

“First things first, however. Several items we need to discuss as part of our normal meeting will be discussed first,” continued the man. “We have a new member with us today. I’m sure most of you have already noticed and likely checked him.

“Steven Bril, Citadel Commander of Lamals.”

The man held up an arm and gestured toward Seville.

Feeling awkward, he held up a hand in greeting.

No one said anything, however. Everyone just stared at him.

“Commander Linne was retired this year. I’ve taken her place,” Seville said. “I look forward to working with you. I was notified of this meeting by Commander Marn, but none of the details.”

Seville got the impression that was enough. All attention turned back to the older man.

“Yes, welcome,” said the man, a strange look fluttering across his face. “Next… Commander Fas of Odistran. Do you have news of the northern citadel?”

A younger woman with brown hair and blue eyes stood up from her seat.

“Greetings to Commander Hish,” said the person who must be Commander Fas. “The northern citadel is under repair and reconstruction. The selection process for the next commander has also begun.”

Seville assumed the older man was Commander Hish since that was who Fas had addressed.

“I understand. We’re all lesser in strength for the loss of Commander Tahvo. He was a valiant warrior, a firm father, and one of the few male commanders. I know I personally regret his demise,” said Hish. Taking a breath, he nodded his head and then looked around to everyone else in the room. “Is there anything else to speak of? If not, we’ll move to the main point.”

Nothing was said and no one offered anything.

Looking around the room, Seville found that the overwhelming majority of the people in attendance were women. Which wasn’t really a surprise.

Most were also middle-aged or older.

He was likely the youngest-looking person here other than Commander Fas.

“Okay. Commander Marn has reported a change in the Creeplands. One that could change… everything we know, in fact,” Commander Hish said, slowly walking to the other side of the open speaking area.

He’s dramatizing this a bit. Interesting. I wonder why?

Or is this part of his own personal power? Taking charge of the citadel commanders. Leading their efforts.

I mean, that’s what I’m here for. That means he has to fall in line or die.

Seville felt a soft, warm pressure on his crotch.

It felt unmistakably like a hand. One that cupped him and began to fondle him through his pants.

No hand was visible, however. No one was sitting on either side of him, nor in front of him.

Which only left Nancy, as she was the only person he knew of that could hide like this.

I’m glad she was able to make it inside. Wasn’t quite sure.

Easing his knees apart, Seville leaned to one side and felt better.

They’d planned for Nancy to join them, but he wasn’t sure if she’d actually make it.

Nancy took the opportunity to really dig her hand in and grope at him.

“—apparently was being directed. Led,” Hish was saying. “They had someone calling the shots and controlling how they responded. Which makes a lot more sense. We’ve all had our own thoughts on this at one time or another. That the Creep was alive. Apparently, it really is.”

There were frowns, closed-off faces, and shaken heads.

“Except that whoever was in charge of the Creep before is gone now. Someone else has taken that place and sent a challenge. And a demand,” said Hish. “A High King of the Creeplands. One by the name of Seville.”

“That’s it? Just Seville?” one of the commanders asked.

“That’s all we have, at least. Marn reported nothing else other than that. She’s leading an expedition into the Creeplands to verify what information she can,” explained Hish. “She’ll join us if she can, or has more information.”

Good cover story on why she isn’t here.

Marn is a wily one. I’m glad she joined so readily.

“This High King contacted her. Rode up to the front of her Creep wall and requested an audience. This is a living breathing person in charge of the Creep,” High said, lifting his right hand,  making a fist, and popping it into his open left hand. “Someone who has decided to turn it into a weapon and hold it poised against us. Rather than ending the threat and giving the world peace.”

Because you would wield your power against the idea of peace. If it wasn’t for the citadels, what would you have?

Hm?

How would you hold your power then? Would you give it back?

Unlikely.

You’d just turn it into something else. Especially when the funds, manpower, and prestige dried up.

Nancy was working him wonderfully right now, her fingers and thumb stroking him in just the right way.

“Apparently the conversation was pretty straight forward. The High King wanted Commander Marn to bend to his whims. To serve him directly. He claimed that if the citadel commanders were to join him, the High King, then they could easily end the Creep and bring peace to the world.”

Seville nodded his head to that. It was exactly what he’d offered.

“Except that’s not really what that is. This is only peace at this so-called High King’s whim. Peace gained through being held prisoner,” Hish declared, obviously working to rile up his listeners. He’d clearly found his own answer to Seville’s offer and was now aiming toward bringing others over to his way of thinking.

“This is no different than it was with whoever held sway over the Creep before. The only difference now is that this person has tried to bully us into servitude,” observed Hish.

There were a series of nods to those words.

Seville was starting to feel like this wasn’t going to work out very well. That he’d have to stomp them all out, just as he had Saban’s parents.

“Block the exits?” whispered a voice in his ear, a pair of lips lightly nipping at his earlobe.

Seville nodded.

The hand in his lap vanished regretfully, but he knew this was what was needed.

“—tell this High King to end the Creep and turn himself over for justice. To let the world carry itself back to peace. To the end of an era of darkness,” preached Hish. “Except… I can’t vote for you all. I can only advise you that this is a prison we’re being asked to surrender ourselves to.

“And each of you must make your own decisions about how to handle this and your own country’s needs.

“But… but we commanders are all linked. I share my borders with two of you, and each of you shares with two others, and those share with two more. It isn’t a surprise that we must trust our neighboring commander with our lives. As demonstrated by the fall of Tahvo.”

Ah, he’s working to unite them behind himself.

This’ll be my opportunity as well.

“While this is all new information, and I realize that you haven’t had much time to think about it, I would ask that you strongly reject this High King’s invitation,” Hish exclaimed, putting his hands on his hips. “And so I ask you, can I count on your support to reject this Seville?”

Quite a few people nodded at his words.

Hish slowly moved his gaze from person to person, engaging them on an individual level until each nodded.

Finally, he got to Seville and stared at him.

“Steven?” Hish asked.

“Yes?” he replied with a smile.

“Can I count on your support?” Hish prompted.

“No. No, you can’t,” Seville said politely.

“You’d betray us?” asked Hish, forcing the issue right here and now.

“Oh, no. Nothing like that. I was never one of you,” Seville said and then slowly stood up. The enchanted sword at his hip felt right to him. His axe, pick, and shovel had all been left in Saban’s bedroom.

“Allow me to reintroduce myself. My name is Seville. I’m also known as Steven Bril. A pleasure to meet you,” Seville said with a small bow.
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Seville took in a short breath and let it out.

Let them see all of my accolades. Every single one.

Because they need to know exactly what I’m capable of.

“High King Seville, ruler of the Creeplands, Commander Bril, the son-in-law to Queen Anais of the Summer Court and husband to her daughter, Princess Lucia. Additionally, Queen Saban is my mistress and her country has already bowed its head to me,” Seville said, hitting all the high points he could. There were several soft gasps in the crowd, a few people were muttering, and Hish looked incensed and shocked at the same time. “You’re actually here as my guests, not hers. And now you all need to make a choice. You will serve me as citadel commanders, or have your head removed and I’ll replace you with someone of my own choosing. This is the only time you’ll get this offer.”

An older woman a row away in front of Seville acted without a word.

The sword at her hip came out of its sheath in a flash, the blade extending straight toward Seville’s heart.

Only to stop in midair, halfway through its lunge.

The woman was yanked off her feet and hung in the air as if she was being held there by telekinesis.

“I’ll take that as a no,” Seville muttered, looking at the woman whose face was slowly turning dark red. He wasn’t sure who was with Nancy, but if he had to guess it’d be Kimor.

There was a crack of thunder followed by the woman’s head exploding like a ripe watermelon being hit by a mallet. Her arms and legs spasmed once and then went limp at her sides.

Oh! It’s Aubrey and Dog.

I’m glad they’re back. I wonder if that means they got the Lion-man.

“Anyone else want to say no?” Seville asked. “If you want to say yes to my offer, please move over to that side of the room.”

Seville paused to gesture to the back left corner.

“That way I don’t accidentally kill you. Anyone not in that corner in ten seconds is considered an enemy of the High King and all his vassals. You will be marked as kill-on-sight, and I’ll post a thousand gold bounty on each of you,” Seville said, then nodded his head sharply. “That should do it.”

Everyone was frozen in place.

Fine.

“Ten, nine, eight, seven,” Seville counted loudly. “Six, five, four—”

A third of the commanders were moving to the corner, all the others remaining where they were. Either out of fear or courage, Seville didn’t know or care.

“Three, two, one. Kill them all,” Seville commanded.

A purplish-blue bolt of lightning arced out from nowhere.

Slamming into the two closest commanders before fizzling out, one of them started to smoke from the top of their head and the other fell to the ground convulsing.

Two commanders close enough to the corner dove toward it and crowded in with the others there.

“Stand together! We can—”

The woman who was shouting suddenly jerked to one side, as if her head were wedged up against something. Then her skull collapsed in on itself as she shrieked and screamed. Her eyes popped out of her head before she made a gurgling noise and fell silent.

Except the crushing didn’t stop until her head was pulp and blood was running down her front and back.

Damn. Was that Aubrey or Nancy? Because that was—

Two nearby commanders were bounced to the floor as they ran toward the rear door. Smashed to the floor as blood, guts, and bits of flesh shot out as though they were under sudden great pressure.

Okay, that was Nancy showing Aubrey up. But she didn’t respond to Dog’s—

A massive lightning bolt shot out and hit the two commanders that’d fallen earlier to the first bolt, before splitting to strike the last remaining four commanders. Each one went down in a heap on the floor.

Looking around, Seville was pleased. Those who stood up to him were dead and ground under a boot heel.

Except Hish was missing.

“Hish?” Seville asked. “Dog, find him.”

There was a clatter of boots as someone started walking away, then a plinking noise as a ball of magic formed in the air. It shot off toward the back of the amphitheater.

“Back door?” Seville called.

“If there is, I missed it, I’m sorry,” Nancy said. “Go with her, Aubrey.”

Dog and Aubrey both appeared as they reached the bottom of the room, where Hish had been talking. Then they ran out toward the back wall. They quickly passed through a hidden exit that was behind a banner, Dog’s little ball of magic leading the way.

“Damnit,” Seville growled. “Get them sworn to me.”

Storming out the entry door, Seville ran out toward the street.

The guards on the grounds were nowhere to be seen now.

Likely Saban, or Nancy, had them cleared out. They wouldn’t be needed and weren’t part of the city guard or soldiery.

Getting to the street, Seville realized this wasn’t going to help him. He needed height to see what was going on.

Bracing himself, putting his boots on solid paving stones, he coiled up and then leapt for a building nearby.

Almost overshooting it completely, he landed on the far side of the top of the building.

Moving back toward the other side quickly, he looked around.

He couldn’t see Dog, Aubrey, or Hish.

This just won’t do.

Gritting his teeth, Seville contemplated what to do next.

Digging his feet in, he got down low and then leapt toward a building that was three stories tall. It was the biggest one around.

Smashing into the corner of the roof, he nearly missed the landing entirely.

Scrambling up the side, he moved over to where he would get the best view of the streets.

Suddenly, he saw Dog and Aubrey in pursuit of Hish.

He was much further away than Seville had expected. The commander was putting a great deal of distance between himself and his pursuers.

“I’m offering three thousand gold to anyone who can kill Commander Hish. Also, anyone who knowingly helps him will be marked as a traitor to the nation,” yelled Seville at the top of his lungs.

Birds nearby were startled from their roosts, citizens throughout the streets below all jumped, and Seville faintly heard an echo coming back to him. Likely from the walls surrounding the city.

A very loud echo.

Which meant he was even louder than that.

Quite a few people started looking around as if to spot Hish.

Who was even now dodging the citizens making attempts to grab at him and slow him down.

The amount of money Seville offered was life-altering.

Permanently life-altering.

There wasn’t anyone in the city who wouldn’t make an attempt to capture Hish now.

Mentally marking where the man was, and where he would likely head to, Seville figured out the next building he needed to get to.

It was a bit shorter than the one he was currently crouched on, but it would give him a better view of Hish’s current path.

Taking a few steps, Seville jumped again.

Behind him, he could hear the crack and snap of stones breaking from the force of his jump.

Shit. I’ll have to let Saban know.

Landing awkwardly, Seville ended up slamming into a small wall that ran the perimeter of the building.

Getting to his feet, he looked to where he’d last seen Hish.

The man was still running. Straight toward the eastern gate.

Seville could also see Felisa running at breakneck speed from the castle itself, but there was no way she’d get anywhere near in time.

Okay. Uh… maybe he’s got people waiting for him.

Did he plan ahead? Did he always have an escape route?

I mean… I didn’t have an escape route. Why would he?

Then again he could just, well, be smarter than I am.

Grimacing at the thought, Seville looked out toward the eastern gate.

Deciding he wanted to be there just in case, he took a running start toward that side of the roof and jumped for all he was worth.

Sailing over the buildings, past numerous plazas, and then the gatehouse, Seville overshot the whole of it once again.

Okay, shit. I need to practice this or something. This is just ridiculous.

Smashing into the grass, Seville did an unwanted front flip and smacked into the ground. He skidded for several feet and then got launched into the air again as his leg caught the turf under him.

Coming to an eventual stop, Seville felt more like a badly-chewed dog toy than a person.

Standing up as fast as he was able, he looked down at himself.

Everything was where it should be.

You know what? No idea what part of the deal made me nearly invulnerable but that part is good.

Maybe trading my memories for that alone was worth it.

Seville coughed then spat to the side, a mouthful of grass going with it.

Reaching up, he touched his mouth and nose, only to find them covered in dirt and more grass.

“Blegh,” Seville complained, running his hand over his face a few times.

Up ahead at the gate, he could see Hish coming his way. The guards there were working on closing the heavy wooden doors to keep the man from getting out.

Holding his right hand out in front of himself, Hish surprised Seville.

Surprised the guards, too.

A streak of lightning leapt from his hand and smashed into the gate hinges. Setting the whole thing on fire and locking it in place at the same time.

What? He knows some magic?

Dog has magic like that, doesn’t she?

Does that mean he trained with the Ekir priests?

Are they deeper than I thought?

Running forward, Seville started covering the distance to the gate in leaps and bounds. Hitting a lump of dirt harder than he expected, Seville started to fly through the air again.

Shit, shit, shit, need to ask Lucia for lessons in this crap or something.

Seville spotted Hish just as he exited the gate. He looked like he was just going to keep running. Run out into the fields and beyond.

Holding his arms and legs out, Seville realized he wasn’t going to stop in time. In fact, he was on a collision course for the other man.

So why not just let it happen.

Hish looked up just in time to see Seville streaking toward him.

Throwing up both his arms, a shield of white light surrounded Hish.

Smacking into it at full speed, Seville didn’t feel much pain from the impact. In fact, he hit it, slid around one side of it, and ended up being spun into the grass again.

Once more, Seville struggled up to his feet.

Grabbing at his side, he reached for his new sword.

Only to find the sheath empty.

At some point, likely when he landed the first time, the weapon had been lost.

Standing across from him, the shield flickering and buzzing before it failed, was Hish.

“You work for Ekir, huh? Guess I’m gonna have to wipe that religion out,” Seville said with a chuckle. “You assholes are everywhere. Almost got my wife killed, too. By the way, did you like what I did to the temple?”

“You!? That was you who murdered—”

“I didn’t murder them,” Seville interrupted. “They’d have to be Human first to murder them. They were more like animals. I slaughtered them. That’s what you do to animals. Slaughter.”

Hish shrieked at the top of his lungs and put his arms out in front of himself.

And promptly got blown off his feet as Kimor charged right at him from the side, with her head down and arms spread.

Snorting, Kimor came to a stop and lifted her head up. Peering upward, she could see Hish’s arms dangling in front of her head.

The man was impaled on her rack, a number of the long, sharp prongs having gone right through his side and back.

Groaning, Hish twitched and shuddered. Held aloft by Kimor’s strength alone.

Damn. I wonder if that’s why she gets all hot and bothered when I control her by the antlers. She’s that strong with them.

Blood began to rapidly spill down Kimor’s antlers and flow downward.

Roaring, Kimor tilted her head sharply to one side. When that didn’t get rid of Hish, she gave her head a massive shake, dislodging Hish and sending him crashing to the ground.

Before the commander could move, or Seville say anything, Kimor was on him. Grunting, snorting, and snarling, she was on all fours with her head down. Ramming her antlers into the man again and again as he lay there on the ground. Grinding him into the dirt.

I… okay.

Kimor is lethal with her antlers.

Pulling her head back, Kimor gave her body a shake, from her shoulders all the way to her ass, her armor rattling as she did so. Her eyes were dilated and wide, her skin pale and covered in a light sheen of sweat.

“Hey, Kimor, you good?” Seville asked.

Kimor turned and looked at him, her eyes fastening to him.

“Baby girl?” Seville asked cautiously. He was afraid she was going to rush him next.

The pet name seemed to break through whatever was going on in her head.

“I’m fine,” Kimor groused, standing upright on two legs once more. “Fine.”

Sniffing, Kimor wiped her leather-gloved fingers against her nose then gave herself another shake. She also left a trail of dirt across her cheek in doing it. Her fingers had scrabbled and clawed at the ground as she’d demolished Hish.

“Sorry,” she said, then gestured at Hish. “He’s dead.”

Looking toward the commander, Seville found that was very true and accurate.

Hish was staring up at the sky, his eyes wide open and unmoving. At some point, one of her points had got him in the throat and torn it out as she whipped her head around.

“Yes, well, he was supposed to die,” Seville said, consoling her. “That works out. Now we just need to go… get some oaths, talk to Saban, and get out of here. We’ll swing by Marn on the way back and let her know what happened here.”

Dog and Aubrey caught up to them. Both of them looking from Hish to Kimor, then to Seville.

“By the way, welcome back you two, how’d your hunt go?” Seville asked, eyeing the two newcomers.

Dog looked incredibly excited at that question. Turning to her side, she jerked a bag off Aubrey’s hip, practically pulling the big cat-girl sideways with the movement.

“Knock it off, you nutter,” Aubrey complained as Dog pulled the bag free. “Just ask next time, Dog. I would have let you have it so you can give it to him.”

Not responding to her, Dog held the bag in front of herself and marched up to Seville.

Pulling open the strings, she let the bag fall and held up the contents.

“For you, High King,” Dog whispered, holding up the severed head of the Lion-man. One of his eyes had been gouged out and his jaw was clearly broken.

Looks like they beat the tar out of him first.

“Aubrey caught his trail,” Dog admitted, still holding up the head. “But I killed him. I beat him for insulting you first. This is for you.”

“That was a beating? More like torture and maiming,” grumbled Aubrey, folding her arms in front of her chest. “Did it, though. Fucking guy was a nasty piece of work with worse accolades than any I’ve seen. World is better off without him.”

Dog was still gazing up at Seville with wide eyes.

“High King, it’s for you,” Dog said for the third time.

“Thank you, Dog. Good girl. Good Dog,” Seville finally said, taking the head from Dog. He held onto it by the top of its head, not wanting to actually touch it.

But Dog was Dog, and he needed to keep a tight hold on her.

He appreciated her fanatic dedication. But he also was well aware of the fact that she was likely to break if he didn’t take care of her.

“Good Dog. Go back and help Nancy, okay? She’s taking oaths from the living commanders,” Seville ordered.

“Of course, High King,” Dog said. Turning on her heel, she took off at a dead run. Heading back into the city.

“You know, she’s a bit rigid. An actual nutter. Can definitely be a bitch, but I like her,” Aubrey commented as Dog ran off. Then she looked at Kimor. “Hey, idiot. All good?”

“Yeah. All good,” Kimor said, then smiled, turning toward Aubrey. “I slept with Seville. Repeatedly. I will be happy to teach you how to please him as a good older sister would. Idiot.”

Aubrey groaned and looked at Seville.

“What the shit? Seriously?” Aubrey asked.

Seville shrugged his shoulders.

“You’re still next,” Seville said somewhat lamely.

Grimacing, Aubrey shook her head.

“You’re a shit,” she exclaimed.

“I mean… yeah, I am. I am,” Seville admitted, looking down to the dead Hish.

Definitely a shit.

Deciding to get rid of the Lion-man’s head, Seville cocked his arm back and then flung it off to the side.

Zipping quickly into the distance, it became a speck and then nothing more.

Shaking his head, Seville felt like things were just always getting worse and worse.

No matter how many things he knocked down, no matter how many people or obstacles he removed, there were always larger ones just a step beyond.

Ekir seems to be a growing problem for me. And they apparently can use magic, it wasn’t just Dog.

Heading back to where he’d first landed and tumbled along, Seville started to look for his lost sword.

He wasn’t about to leave something that precious just laying around. For all he knew, there might be others like him out there.


Twenty-Six

 

With a self-satisfied sigh, Seville pulled out of Saban after finishing inside her again.

The sweaty, worn, and tired queen laid there beneath him. Panting, she reached up and patted his shoulder.

“Thank you, High King,” murmured the woman. “Even without a pregnancy, its always great.”

Lately, Seville was feeling pretty damn confident in himself. He’d managed to get Saban off every single time he got on top of her.

Sometimes more than once.

Rolling out of the bed, Seville walked over to where Felisa, Aubrey, Kimor, Nancy, and Dog were all waiting for him.

Saban had quite literally brought a table and chairs into her bedroom so they could have their meeting while she was had in the bed.

She was extremely determined to get an heir. And if that meant having sex in front of others right up until the minute Seville left, then that was clearly what she was going to do.

Making a soft little moan, Saban rolled on her side toward the table.

She really is beautiful. Stunningly so.

Felisa and Aubrey looked annoyed, but Kimor, Dog, and Nancy seemed unperturbed.

“Alright, sorry,” Seville said, sitting down in a chair still quite naked. “Now, give me the recap. I didn’t hear a damn thing any of you said.”

Nancy sighed but smiled at him.

“The commanders who live are all sworn in. They’ll be returning to their citadels. I expect we should be able to have them march on their countries soon enough,” Nancy explained. “We just need to wait long enough for the other citadel commanders to be replaced.”

“Fine. Get in touch with Hiren and have her pick out Witch-Knight’s as replacements,” Seville said, sinking into his chair a bit. “Sent out five additional Witch-Knight’s with every new commander as well so they have some firepower.”

“That will… certainly be possible. I think that’ll reduce us to perhaps a hundred or so Witch-Knights, however. Our recruitment isn’t slow but… the fact that it isn’t a guaranteed survival rate definitely keeps it from being truly large.”

“What about all those ones we picked up from… whatever that place was. I forgot the name,” Seville grumbled. “The garrison that Geneva oversees? We could recall those. It isn’t as if we need them anymore.”

“Ah, yes. I’ll have that taken care of and recall them,” Felisa said, leaning forward toward Seville. “Hiren had been contemplating having them pulled back anyway. Geneva’s own recruitment has been going well. They’re just normal soldiers, though.”

The way she’d said “normal soldiers” definitely had an edge to it.

It was clear to anyone that was around a Witch-Knight that they were above and beyond the norm.

Seems like the Witch-Knights are starting to value themselves as well.

That’s fine. They need to be valued. Need to be revered.

In fact… let’s change it.

“By the way, I’m renaming all the Witch-Knights to the High King’s Witch-Knights. Informally known as a High Knight. This is a prestigious position after all. They only exist for me, and to serve me, nowhere else,” Seville said.

The women around the table all sat up straighter. Each and every one of them was technically a Witch-Knight.

Even Nancy.

“Hiren is the top of the High King’s Witch-Knights and is now appointed as Coven Commander. Every High Knight reports to her directly. She can figure out her own organization, otherwise,” Seville continued. “Nancy is not part of that organization. Neither is Jaina. Being my wife and mistress, respectively, they need to have titles that fit into that organization. Hiren reports directly to me and only to me. Her equivalency is to a king or queen.”

Thinking about the changes he was making, he really only had one more to add.

“Dog is my personal High Knight. You and Hiren can keep Mutt, Nancy,” Seville finished. He really enjoyed having Dog around.

Not to mention she was great in bed so far and always was rather pleasing with her mouth.

“Oh, and let’s open recruitment of High Knights to anyone. Even children. If they have no other prospects and would rather join the High Knights, I see no reason they can’t try.

“It’s their life after all. They can come take the tests and see if they pass,” Seville said with a shrug of his shoulders.

“I… will let the Coven Commander know, High King,” Felisa said with far more seriousness than he was expecting from her.

“Kimor, just go tell her directly. Take Dog with you. I’ll keep Felisa and Aubrey,” Seville said with a shake of his head. “I’ll swing by the farm and pick up Jaina on my way. That’s more than enough firepower for me.”

“I understand, High King,” Kimor said with a deliberate nod of her head, bowing it to him.

“Tell Hiren I want Wasa. She’ll need to be present when I take Lamals. Make sure whoever her heir is, whichever princess, is there as well,” Seville said, firming up his choices.

He was going to take over everything, he needed to make sure he did so completely.

“Go collect the royal family from Odistran as well,” Seville finished. “That’ll take care of all the immediate royal families. Have all the other citadel commanders bring their royal families to me as well. To Lamals. We’ll finish this all up there.

“If they resist, kill them. Just make sure we have at least one female heir I can put in charge. Unmarried female heir.”

“What if we kill the entire royal family?” Kimor asked.

“Find one of the nobles that has royal blood. There’s always someone,” suggested Seville. He really wasn’t sure.

“That’s very true,” Saban offered from the bed. “There’s always someone in the nobility who wants to step up.”

“See? The royal mistress agrees,” Seville said, throwing a thumb back at Saban. “Alright, that should take care of most things. Is there anything else? Anything we need to talk about before I get going? I’d like to go see my boys, check on Karen, and get ready for this. The queen isn’t going to surrender easily.”

“You should attack the royal breeding grounds,” Kimor said after a thoughtful pause.

“Royal breeding grounds?” Seville asked, suddenly feeling like he was missing critical information.

“It’s the royal pigpens,” Aubrey said with a disgusted look on her face. “My disgusting bitch of a cousin didn’t exactly come up with that idea. That was something the royal family of Lamals has been doing for generations. The pigpens were there before Lynn took over. Or a version of them.”

I see.

Well.

Yes, that’s going to be our first target, if I can help it. We’ll free them, see what we can gather, and go from there.

The pigpen soldiers were good soldiers, just… without remorse or any shred of decency.

“We’ll take that location first then,” Seville said.

“Maybe some of the other larger cities?” Nancy asked. “There’s a number of them with sizable garrisons. I’m no tactician but leaving those behind us… that doesn’t sound like a great idea.”

“No. No, it doesn’t,” Seville agreed, nodding his head. He was no tactician either. “Let’s… put most of this on hold until we can get a hold of Gennie. She’ll know what to do. Her and Kassandra.”

Seville felt better giving this to those two. He knew what his limitations were.

Tactics. Bah.

I’m no master tactician.

Maybe if I had a name like Alexander.

“Anything else?” prompted Seville.

“Should I go with you?” Saban asked quietly.

She often volunteered solid suggestions and information. Except he couldn’t see much of a benefit to her once he got ahold of the rest of his group.

Could always bring her just for Nancy to feed on though.

The fact that she’s trying to catch a baby, when Nancy isn’t allowed to, definitely gives her a lot of food.

“Catch up with us once we’re moving on Lamals. I’ll send you a squad of Witch-Knight’s to keep you safe. They’ll be the signal to start moving,” said Seville as he decided. He wanted some quiet time with Nancy, and Saban was a bit needy on the sex front.

“I understand,” said Saban.

“Alright. If there’s nothing else, let’s get going. I want to get back to the Creepland farm,” Seville said. He planned on visiting the deputy governor as well. If she wanted him to get in her bed, he was going to take her up on it.

She’d been very pretty.

“With that being said… please, come back to the bed and try again,” Saban pleaded. “Because I believe your meeting is over and I still don’t have an heir.”

Seville nodded at that.

“Nancy, come over here, clean me up with your mouth, and get me ready. I have a queen to impregnate,” Seville commanded.

Wincing, Nancy closed her eyes and turned her face to the side.

He didn’t miss the look of joy on her face that she was trying to hide though. He knew her far too well at this point.

“Of course, High King,” murmured Nancy. Getting out of her chair she lightly knelt down in front of him.

Leaning her head in, she took him into her mouth and began to gently suck at him, her tongue rolling all around his shaft.

Her eyes slid upward until they met his own.

She was excited, feeding, and in emotional pain.

And loving it.

Putting his hands on Nancy’s head he was going to enjoy her mouth for a while. Then he slowly began pushing her head down until his tip was in her throat.

Accepting what he did with a soft whimper, Nancy smiled around him as her shoulders slumped.

He knew she really liked it when he did that. Making her look like a plaything in front of others hit deeply in her dark little heart.

 

***

 

Arriving at the Creeplands farm, Seville was incredibly happy to be home.

Doubly so when he found that Gwendolin had taken the herd of horses she’d grown so fond of, and went out to Nikki’s farm. It meant he wouldn’t have to try putting a kid in her.

Robert and Nia had stayed behind with Geneva which only made Seville happier.

He was fond of his children.

Surprisingly though, Geneva appeared to want to do nothing but be a mother at the moment. Or so Seville interpreted from looking at her as he entered the family room.

Each of her arms was holding a baby, and Nia sat not far away playing with wooden blocks.

“Welcome home,” Geneva said, feeding both children at the same time. “Forgive me for not getting up but… I’m… mothering.”

“Of course, of course. I wouldn’t exp—”

Nia slammed into Seville’s side at that moment, clutching him.

“Welcome home, daddy!” squealed the small Siren.

Grinning, Seville reached down and scooped Nia up, holding her in his arms.

“Thanks, Sprout,” Seville said, tapping her nose with a fingertip. “You behaving?”

“Yes! Gennie is helping me with letters,” Nia proclaimed and then pointed toward her blocks. “She made them for me.”

“Oh? Did she now?” Seville said, looking from the blocks to Geneva. “Is our Military Governor becoming Mother Governor? Going to retire and turn everything over to Deputy Caan?”

Having visited the deputy on the way home, Seville was feeling quite glad he hadn’t killed her the first time around.

She’d been more than willing to get in a bed.

So much so he’d spent an entire night just trying to break her bed in half with her as a wedge.

Making Nancy watch him take Helena all night long had made the Wight suffer deliciously.

Setting Nia down, he moved over to Geneva while the Siren went back to her blocks.

“I… I think I might, actually,” Geneva said, holding onto the children. “I’m finding motherhood to be very… pleasing. Very pleasing. I would like another cub as soon as you’re willing.”

Geneva was once more looking down at both babies.

Guess that means she sees them both as hers. That’s good.

“We’ll see. Dog’s pregnant,” Seville said, leaning down over Geneva. Kissing her tenderly he nuzzled her for a moment.

“You will give me another cub,” Geneva stated with more conviction this time.

Seville smiled, realizing Geneva needed more from him.

Moving closer to her, he trailed a line of kisses across her jaw and cheek and then down her neck.

Biting where her neck and shoulder met, he sunk his teeth in, holding to her flesh.

Geneva grunted, then slowly tilted her head away from him, giving him full access to her neck.

“When you’re ready and feel it’s the right time, I’d like more cubs? Please?” Geneva asked, her voice subservient now. “Noble husband?”

The Lionan was a lot like Jaina. She needed to be shown dominance at times for her to feel satisfied.

Clearly she’d been without him for too long and was looking for him to dominate her. Jaina often did similar things.

Biting harder for a second, he contemplated leaving a bruise, but she’d surrendered to him quickly.

Releasing her neck, he then looked at his children. Both were fine, and both were watching him.

“Boys,” Seville said with a smile, then sat down in the chair next to Geneva. “And eventually, Gennie. I’ll put more cubs in you eventually. Besides, you can help raise Dog’s. She’ll be working with me anyway.”

Geneva was watching him, her eyes wider than they normally were, and looking quite pleased.

It was still odd to him that she and Jaina had different needs.

But he’d found everyone had different needs. Both sexual and in their relationship.

“Okay. That’ll be alright. I do want more of my own, though the cubs of my pride will suffice for a time,” Geneva said, her eyes finally moving back to the children suckling at her breasts. “Did it go well?”

“Yeah,” Seville said and paused, looking to Nia.

“Hey, Nia? Felisa is outside. Along with Aubrey and Nancy. Could you go say hi to them? I want to talk to Geneva in private. Adult stuff.”

“I don’t want to,” Nia groused, putting one block atop another. Then she glared at Seville from under her brows. “I want to stay with you.”

“I know, Sprout. And I love you,” Seville said with a grin. He understood where she was coming from quickly. “I promise we’ll go play after I have my talk. Okay? Just you and me. Maybe we’ll go swim in the river a bit. Yeah?”

“Really?” Nia asked.

“Really, really.”

“Okay. Okay! Yes! Okay!” Nia said enthusiastically. Getting to her feet she ran over, hugged Seville, and then went outside. The door closed behind her with a click.

“Alright,” Seville said, looking back to Geneva. He thought about how to summarize it all quickly. “I turned the queen into a fuck-toy and gave her the ‘royal mistress’ accolade. I killed every citadel commander who opposed me and Nancy contracted the rest. Everything is moving in the right direction.

“New citadel commanders will be going out today from the ranks of the Witch-Knights. They’ll all attack their own nations and bring their royal families to Lamals.”

Coming to a stop, Seville paused to see if Geneva would ask anything.

The Lionan merely watched him.

“After all that, I came back here to see you. Make plans. I don’t know how to conquer Lamals and you’re my only military girl. Other than Kassandra and she was just a soldier. The queen has had more than enough time to prepare for us, and all these other countries won’t even realize what’s happening until it’s too late when the citadel commanders sweep them up.”

“Ah, that makes sense,” Geneva murmured once he finished. Letting out a short huff she gave him a tired smile. “I suppose I’ll have to set motherhood aside for a little bit longer. I truly do find this incredibly rewarding, you know.”

“I’m glad to hear that. And yes, you’ll have to put it aside, but only for a very short while. You can retire after this little campaign. I promise. Give everything to the deputy and let her take over,” said Seville. “In fact, if you make this campaign go quick and easy, I’ll give you that second cub as soon as we’re done.”

“Oh?” Geneva asked, much more interested now. “Then I’ll do my best to end it quickly. What were you looking to accomplish? What’s the goal of the campaign?”

“Kill the queen, then fuck her heir atop her corpse,” Seville said simply. “All while Lynn bleeds out nearby. I was thinking of making small cuts at her wrists so she slowly, very slowly, empties over a day or two. So she can see it coming hours in advance.”

“Can’t… help you with that one,” Geneva said with an odd smile. “But everything else I can definitely work on. I’ll start figuring out what we’ll need. I’ll head over to the citadel later today. Start getting the prep work done—like maps, supply requisitions, and armaments. A campaign against the queen won’t take that long given we have a lot of preparations already done but… it won’t be quick either.”

“That’s fine. As long as I can let Lynn enjoy her death. Slowly,” Seville said.

However, there was less vehemence in his heart as he said it.

It’s because Kassandra is back.

Because now… now I know that little voice can bring back my dead. Bring them back as if it weren’t a problem at all.

Actually… this might be a perfect time to see if he’s feeling chatty.

“Well! I’ll leave you to mothering, for now, dear,” Seville said. “You let me know when it’s time to go, and I’ll head out to the citadel with you. Alright?”

“Of course, husband,” Geneva said with a smile. “I look forward to receiving your attention tonight. It’s been too long. And if you’re that nervous about impregnating me… you can pull out at the end. But I’d really prefer it if you ended inside.”

Seville smiled at her words. Geneva had always been very much her own person but had always shown consideration to his desires.

“Thank you,” Seville said and then got up. Going deeper into the home, rather than out the door that might lead him back to Nia, Seville exited the front.

Then started heading off for the castle Nancy had built him.

It had already been turned into the garrison for his High Knights and was completely inhabited by them.

Considering they were more or less his royal guard, that didn’t bother him in the least.

Walking through the large entry gate, he was greeted by four Witch-Knights. All in very shiny looking armor.

“High King,” said one of them.

Seville nodded at them and headed inside.

Making his way to the throne room, he found that the entirety of the castle was truly taken over by his Witch-Knights.

They were working, building, and living there. Quite a few were moving around in civilian clothes, going about what looked to be personal chores.

One woman even had a basket of laundry on her hip.

A community to themselves.

Mm.

Good. They should be above everyone else. They serve me, the High King.

They’re the High Knights.

Walking straight into his throne room, Seville found it was completely empty.

Moving around to the back of the throne itself, he stared at the area where the pillar was completely covered up.

“Nancy, open this up so I can see Karen,” Seville said into the silence around him.

“Of course, dearest,” Nancy said, simply appearing next to him.

Holding out a hand at the witch-stone surrounding the pillar, Nancy willed it to move to the sides.

“—kill you all!” shrieked Karen.

“Karen, if you can’t be quiet, I’m just going to have her close you up again,” Seville said with some annoyance.

“I… you can hear me?” Karen asked.

“Of course. I had your tomb unsealed,” Seville said, then looked toward the bottom of the pillar where it sat in the can water.

Everything of the pillar that was in the water, was now green. Green like Misty’s stone.

In fact, there was an inch of the pillar above the water that was green as well.

Misty is killing Karen. Ha.

Good work, my Misty.

“—ill stop this immediately! You dare assault me!? Get this violator away from me!” shrieked Karen.

“No. Misty is going to take you over. And you’re going to die. You can pay for your crimes in that way,” Seville said. “Close her back up.”

“No! No! You can’t do this! I’m the Sum—”

Karen’s voice was cut off as Nancy sealed her back in.

“Perfect. Now… is there anyone else in here?” Seville asked, looking to the Wight.

“No. Why? Want to play on the throne?” Nancy asked with a smile.

“Maybe. But first… hello? Are you there? I want to barter with you. My task is almost complete and… and I want to barter. I want more work. And anything you say to me, you can say to my mistress, she goes with me always!” Seville shouted into the silence around him.

Nancy looked shocked and somewhat nervous at his outburst.

“Dearest, I thi—”

“More work?” asked the formless voice, speaking over Nancy. “Why? What is it you want?”

Got him!


Twenty-Seven

 

“That’s really simple. You brought Kassandra back from the dead. I want to bring the others back,” Seville said.

“Define others,” said the voice.

“Ah… like Misty. Shelly. Raelin. Rachel. Xivin. Chessa,” Seville said going through the list of names. “Siena.”

“I see,” the voice replied.

“I’m willing to work for them. Life for a life, right? Or maybe a few lives for a life?” Seville asked. He saw no reason to be coy about what he was willing to do to bring back his departed.

While others’ grief was short, his was ongoing. He couldn’t look at someone whom he cared for without thinking of those he lost.

Thinking about what Lynn had done to him.

“Lives for a life,” repeated the voice.

“And… what do I call you? I have no way to address you,” Seville muttered.

“My designation is Omega-Zero-One,” said the voice.

“That’s… your name?” Seville asked, feeling rather odd about that.

“My enemies call me Zeus,” answered Zeus.

There was a flash of something ripping through Seville’s mind with that name. A mysterious over-figure that sat atop a mountain and threw lightning bolts.

As quick as it came, it was gone in a flash.

“Zeus. Zeus, what do you think of my offer? How do I bring back—earn… my departed loved ones? What do I have to do?” Seville asked directly.

“There are only two others I would value having eliminated,” said Zeus after several seconds.

“And… who are they? These two who will die?” Seville asked.

“Here is a list. I will add names to it if I need to, or remove them if they’re no longer a problem,” said Zeus. “I will return to you one from the list you stated earlier upon completion.”

A piece of paper was suddenly between his fingers as if it had always been there.

Not bothering to look at it, he handed it over to Nancy. There was no doubt she’d be the one who handled the list for him anyway.

“Wait, can I pick who you bring back?” clarified Seville.

“No. I will choose who to bring back as not all lives are equal. You will complete this task or suffer for failing the work I’ve given to you,” said Zeus. “I will also remove those who I have resurrected previously should you fail me.”

“I understand. I won’t fail you. I swear it,” Seville promised. “I… I want them back. All of them. Please update my list as soon as you believe someone is worthy of death.

“And is there anything else I could do? Any other tasks I could complete?”

“No. Complete your current task and we will speak again,” Zeus said.

“I… okay. Two for two. Lives for lives,” Seville said, looking to the paper now in Nancy’s hand.

Zeus said nothing more.

I hate that he just leaves.

Hopefully, he updates it quickly. So I can bring back m—

“Here are the two for the current list. You have a month,” stated Zeus, having apparently not left, but instead taking a moment to prepare the dead.

A light popping noise was heard and then Xivin and Raelin, once named Raquel, materialized before him.

Xivin dropped backward, rolled away from him, and came up with her hand out. As if she’d wrenched a sword from her sword belt and was now ready.

Except she had no sword, nor did she look to be moving as if she were in pain.

Her dark eyes were wide, her pointed ears sticking out past her bright blond hair.

“Husband?” Xivin asked, her mouth falling open as she looked around. Her long canines on full display.

“Ah,” squeaked Raelin, a hand going up to her breast. “I… I was… I was dying.”

Standing there in expensive clothes, looking only fractionally less beautiful than Saban, was the green-eyed, amazingly well-figured brunette who’d once been the oldest of the Filch mayors.

Raelin let out a slow, shuddering breath and turned to look at Seville.

“Noble… husband. I died,” Raelin said in a whisper. “Did you die while I was on the road? Where… am I?”

Xivin stood up, looking first at Raelin, then at Seville. Her mouth becoming a flat line.

“I—”

Xivin was cut off as Seville moved forward and caught both women up in a hug. Holding them tightly.

Raelin let out a wheezing breath but did try to hug him in return.

The Elf, on the other hand, hung there against him, looking like she was expecting to be in pain.

“You both died, and you’re both back,” Seville said, not letting go of either one of them. “You’re both back.”

 

***

 

Even after giving Raelin and Xivin a rundown of where they were, both women were clearly still lost, but they were working with what they had.

They had both been incredibly intelligent in life.

Shrewd and calculating.

He didn’t doubt for a second they would make the most of the situation and be ready faster than anyone would expect.

Especially with Nancy there to provide support.

She’d been spared the strange magically inserted memories that Geneva had received.

Zeus had acted in the exact same way he had with Kassandra.

Making it seem as if they’d always been there, and had never actually died.

Sitting in his throne, staring at the ground out in front of himself, Seville contemplated all that he knew.

There was a being he’d made a deal with that could summon back the dead as easily as one might open a door.

Then they’d step through and back into the world at the moment of their demise. As if nothing were the matter at all.

While also modifying the memories of everyone involved. Making it as if they’d been alive the entire time.

Filling people’s heads with memories, days that hadn’t happened, and shared experiences.

For both those that’d been dead and those that remained.

Even going so far as having repaired Xivin’s injury without even mentioning it. As though it was actually beneath the notice of the power that put her back together.

From a rotting corpse to a living person.

Making the prior Elven Swordmaster once more an Elven Swordmaster. Wiping away her injuries and hurts into nothing.

“It’s either whoever made the world, or the one destined to destroy it,” muttered Seville. “There really isn’t any room in between for anyone else.

“And let’s be honest, they’re not exactly the friendliest person in the world to me. So… probably the latter then. Does that mean I made a deal with the devil?”

Sighing, Seville leaned back in his throne, resting his head against the stone and closing his eyes.

“Probably,” Nancy said from somewhere nearby. “They fell asleep, before you ask. I put them in Beati and Hiren’s rooms for the time being. We can figure out something more permanent later.”

“Yes. Ever needing more room. It does seem to be my lot in life,” Seville said with a chuckle. “I just don’t build it on my own anymore.”

“Yes, you have a nation to do the work for you now,” murmured Nancy as her voice came up to his side. “My High King. My beloved dearest. My Seville. My only and ever love.”

A warm hand rested in the middle of his chest, the fingertips lightly trailing back and forth across his tunic.

“I do believe you’re right,” she continued, her cheek coming to rest on his shoulder. Her lips near his ear. “I think you’ve made a deal with a force of evil. One that has nothing but ill intent for others. One that certainly has no love for you or I.”

Seville nodded his head, he definitely agreed with her. The more he’d thought about it, the more it just didn’t quite feel right with any other answer.

“And… forgive me for this, dearest, because it isn’t how I feel anymore, at all,” whispered Nancy, slowly crawling up into the throne and getting in his lap. “When we first contracted, I felt like… I was making a deal with the devil. That I was giving away something I’d kept possession of. Through it all, I’d never demeaned myself, I’d always kept a little of my pride and… what I felt was goodness.”

Opening his eyes, Seville turned his head partially to one side to get a look at Nancy.

She was curled up in his lap now, her legs dangling off the other arm of his throne. She had her eyes closed now, her entire posture relaxed against him.

“I gave it away to you for the safety of my family. Packaged it up neatly, handed it over to you along with all that I was, with the expectation of nothing in return for myself,” murmured Nancy. “I certainly was able to feed on my misery for a long while. A very long while. The absolute terror of it, the horridness of what I was doing. It made me absolutely sick.”

Taking in her words, Seville started to feel a deep sense of guilt in regard to his Wight.

He’d made many deals with others. Many, many deals.

But with Nancy, he’d been the harshest. No one else had her responsibilities, her duties, her risks, with so little reward.

He’d been assuming it was all because that was what she wanted, and maybe on some level, it was.

However, he couldn’t deny he’d be doubting how it all started now.

“But as my deal changed… as I learned my devil, I learned that he was no devil at all. That he was in fact my personal savior,” Nancy murmured. “That he understood my needs and fed me. Kept me nourished while also protecting me. Something that I likely couldn’t ever find anywhere else.

“And I fell in love with you. It’s all been different since then.”

“I love you, too,” Seville mumbled.

“I know. But this isn’t the same as us, dearest,” Nancy said, reaching up with her left hand to tap his chin with a finger. “I do think this deal you have with this voice, is definitely something that will harm you.

“But… it was the only deal available to you, I imagine. And there are some times when we take the deal we have to. We can’t eat pride. Barring an intervention from a mind-bendingly powerful deity, the only thing you can’t regain is your life.

“And so we do what we must. We say thank you for our deal, learn to operate within the confines of it, and wait. Wait for our opportunity to break free, to slip the bonds, and escape.”

Escape.

“I free you from all restrictions in our personal black magic contract, Nancy,” said Seville.

Nancy snorted at that, then laughed, her eyes sliding open to look up at him.

“Oooh, dearest, you’re a silly thing,” murmured Nancy. Reaching up with her left hand, she cupped his cheek and then snuggled into him further. “I love you. And… just… to be sure. If I wanted a child, right now. You’d give me one, right? You were only saying what you did about Dog to feed me?”

“Yeah. Exactly,” Seville admitted. “I thought… so long as you doubted your ability to ever have a child until Dog allowed it, you’d be able to feed from it.”

Letting out a slow breath Nancy laughed.

Closing her eyes, she laid her head back down on his shoulder and patted his chest with her left hand.

“That’s exactly how it works. Though in this case, even knowing I can get what I want, the fact of the matter is Dog is pregnant with a child that should have been mine,” whispered Nancy. “That’ll feed me for a very long while. Thank you, dearest. You truly understand me. Probably as much as I understand you.”

Slowly, Seville lifted his arms and laid them around Nancy, holding onto her.

Lucia would spoil him. Give him all he wanted.

Nikki would guide him. Provide him with a righteous path of goodness.

Nancy would help him survive. To do whatever he had to, to get through life.

And of all of them, Nancy knew him the best.

In a way that unnerved him sometimes.

“Let’s go to bed. We can pick up Aubrey on the way. She could use some attention,” said Nancy. “Kimor had been giving her ‘pointers’ up until she left on her mission. Aubrey is likely to slug her as soon as they meet up again, I imagine. More so the problem, because I’m not sure anyone could get between Kimor and Aubrey if they got into it for real.”

“Okay,” Seville replied. He saw no reason to fight with his mistress.

Five minutes later and Seville had Nancy and Aubrey alone in his private bedroom.

Rubbing at her eyes, Aubrey seemed confused and sleepy in equal parts.

Nancy hadn’t told her much other than to please accompany her and that there was work to be done. Not to mention she’d been dead asleep in little more than a tunic.

“What’s going on?” Aubrey asked in a sleep fuddled voice. “And where’s Mistress Nancy?”

Now that he looked around, he realized Nancy had indeed vanished herself. He imagined Aubrey would just assume that Nancy hadn’t entered the room with them in the end.

She wants to watch, but not be seen.

I wonder what she’s planning.

“Why, did you want to have a three-way with her?” Seville asked, moving over to the bed. “Because I’d thought it could just be you and I.”

Aubrey stared at him blankly for several seconds before her brain picked up on what he’d said.

“Oh. Oh! No! No, no. No three-way. I did what I had to with Beati,” Aubrey said, looking annoyed. “I mean, it wasn’t that bad in the end, but no. I’m not interested in women. I’d rather it just be us. I… I’m already invisible enough without the mistress being here.”

“Invisible?” Seville asked, looking at the beautiful and powerful Beastkin.

“I mean… yeah?” Aubrey muttered, coming over to him slowly. Sitting down on the bed next to him, her night-tunic shifted, revealing a great deal of her impressive bust. “I’m just… Aubrey. The idiot. The brute. The cousin.

“Everyone always paid attention to Lynn. Commander Lynn. Pretty Lynn. Smart Lynn. Cunning Lynn. That’s only continued since coming here. The others are so beautiful and strong.”

Aubrey looked incredibly annoyed.

Annoyed and frustrated. As if she were chewing on a lemon.

“I think you’re a lot better looking than your cousin,” countered Seville. “And I mean that. Even if I didn’t want to kill her.”

Grimacing at that, Aubrey looked down and to the side.

“You know… I’m aware you have your reasons. Well aware… but she’s still my cousin,” Aubrey muttered. “I want to be boastful and say it doesn’t matter. That she’s a shithead and a bitch and you should kill her. But I can’t. She’s… she’s still my cousin. I’m not exactly thrilled to be helping you in killing her.”

Seville blinked, somewhat taken aback.

He hadn’t really been paying as much attention to his people as he used to.

First Nancy, now Aubrey.

“I mean…” Seville started, thinking about what to say. He wanted to lead off with the fact that she’d killed his wives, but he was rapidly fixing that. Of the dead, he’d already brought back three of them.

Of those Lynn was responsible for, he’d already had two returned to him.

His anger, while still quite valid, and warm, wasn’t as rage-inducing as it had once been.

“We weren’t best friends. We met up for family gatherings and the like,” Aubrey continued when Seville said nothing. “She was older than me by a little bit so we didn’t always play together. But we did. And as we got older we ended up wanting very similar things.”

Aubrey’s eyes moved from the floor up to the wall as she dove into her own thoughts and memories.

“When she was chosen to be a citadel commander the whole family was proud. Really proud,” said Aubrey in a soft voice. “Mom threw a party for her. Everyone showed up. My aunt bought everyone presents. I got a hand-axe that was really well balanced. It felt so good in my hand.”

Damnit. I’m just screwing up everywhere with them, aren’t I?

“So I joined her. I joined the citadel military and fought my way to the top. I became the champion of it because there wasn’t anyone who could stand up to me. Not at all,” Aubrey said and then sighed. “Then Lynn slowly… became someone else. Became who you know. It wasn’t immediate. It took time. It was gradual.”

“Would it help if I promised to spare her?” Seville asked, jumping straight to the end of his thoughts.

It wasn’t something he wanted to do, but if it was something he could give Aubrey, he was willing to do it.

Doubly so since if he did everything right, and Zeus kept providing him with work, it would be as if Lynn had never done anything at all.

His anger would be a faint echo of nearly nothing.

“You’d do that?” Aubrey asked, turning her head and looking to Seville. “For me, Steve?”

Smirking at the use of the wrong name, Seville nodded his head.

“For you, Aubrey, I would spare Lynn. But only for you, and only if you ask. Otherwise, I really will execute her,” promised Seville.

“Then yes, please spare my cousin. Just… put her in house arrest with one of Nancy’s contracts,” Aubrey asked. “That’d… that’d be very kind of you.”

The gentle and warm smile spreading across Aubrey’s face was fairly out of character for her.

But then again, he imagined most of her life she’d always felt overshadowed. Like she had to somehow push and fight for everything. To battle and conquer for what she wanted.

And I gave her what she wanted only because of who she was.

Nothing more, nothing less.

“Then I rescind the death sentence I’ve placed on Linne Lynn. Courtesy of her cousin, Aubrey Ainne, conditional to house arrest,” Seville said formally. “Should it be accepted, this house arrest will be irrevocable without violation of a set of protocols and rules set in place by either party.”

He had no doubt Lynn would receive a message about the offer he’d just made. He didn’t think she’d do anything about it, however.

Considering all that she’d done, and had committed herself to, there was no reason for her to ever accept it.

And that meant he’d be able to kill her when the time came.

Aubrey was on him in a sudden movement. Pushing him down onto the bed and kissing him deeply.

One of her hands held his cheek, the other propping herself up.

Kissing him more fervently, she stuck her tongue in his mouth as one of her knees slid up between his thighs.

Wow. Okay.

This’ll be fun.

Easing her face back a fraction from his own, she rubbed her cheek against his, then laid a series of kisses down along his cheek and jaw.

“Thank you, Steve. My sweet High King,” said Aubrey, literally purring at him. “Thank you. Now… could you show me that you meant it? That I’m more beautiful than Lynn?”

Being overshadowed crushed her confidence.

It’s all been bluster, hasn’t it?

Grabbing Aubrey by the shoulder, Seville flipped her onto the bed, her feet spinning out with the force of it.

“Eee!” squeaked the massive cat-girl as she was flung onto the mattress.

Seville stepped out of his pants and underwear then got up onto the bed again. Before Aubrey could move, he’d gotten himself up between her thighs. Her tunic gliding up over them to expose her waist and bottom as her knees were spread wide.

“S-Steve, I think—”

Leaning down, Seville practically attacked Aubrey. Kissing her with absolute passion.

With need.

With a wanton desire to spread her with his shaft and unload into her until she couldn’t stand the next day.

“Mmm!” Aubrey got out even as his hips lowered, his tip catching up against her entrance.

Breaking the kiss, Seville put his face down to her neck and bit her once for several seconds.

“Aubrey, I need you. I want you. So badly,” said Seville. “May I have you? Have your beautiful self?”

Panting now, Aubrey was lying motionless and without any resistance in her.

“You may,” she answered in a breathy voice, her eyes fluttering for a second and then closing.

Not waiting, Seville eagerly pushed his hips forward. The head of his member entered her and then kept going, his shaft starting to spread her insides apart around itself.

“Mmmmnnn,” moaned Aubrey, her hands coming up to rest on his shoulders. “That feels good.”

Grinning, Seville wondered if Aubrey was one of the lucky ones that could orgasm from penetration alone.

Reaching the end of his stroke, Seville adjusted himself atop his partner, getting his knees up next to her hips.

In response to him shifting in close, Aubrey lifted her legs up, putting her feet in the air. Her channel getting tighter as she did so.

“Oooh, that feels a little better,” mumbled Aubrey.

Seville couldn’t disagree.

Putting his hands on her waist, Seville started to work himself back and forth. Pulling out of the beautiful Beastkin and pushing back into her.

Her night tunic had slid farther up, revealing her taut muscled stomach, her breasts bouncing underneath the fabric as he rolled through her.

“Yeah,” murmured Aubrey, her eyes still closed. “I like that.”

“Open your eyes, my beauty. I want to see those lovely gems of yours,” Seville said as he pumped himself in and out of her.

Aubrey blushed prettily and opened her eyes hesitantly, looking up at him through her eyelashes.

Beautiful, clear, and blue, her eyes were a wonder to behold.

Breathing a bit harder, Aubrey moved her hands from his shoulders to his face, cupping it gently. Each thrust of his hips pushed her up and into the bed, and eliciting another moan from her.

“Do it inside-me, Steve,” Aubrey breathed, her thumbs brushing over his cheeks. “Maybe I want-a kitten after-all. I’d be a-better mom-than Lynn would.”

“You sure?” Seville asked, not stopping from enjoying her. Even as she spoke, he’d kept going, putting his member as deep as he could with each thrust.

“Yeah. I’m-sure, Steve,” Aubrey assured him. “I mean-Seville.”

Other than Nancy, she was the first person to address him correctly.

“Then a kitten you shall have,” Seville promised, grinning down at the lovely woman. “You’re still an idiot, though. Just my idiot.”

Aubrey laughed at that, smiling up at him.

“I know. But-you love me. You-love your idiot,” Aubrey said between Seville’s thrusts. 

“Damn right, I do,” he said, speeding up slightly. The soft claps of his lap hitting her rear end were slowly building, pacing Aubrey’s own volume as he went faster.

“Yes,” said Aubrey in a pant. “I like… faster. Yes.”

Faster, it is.

Taking her word for it, Seville started to pummel away at Aubrey. His tip spearing deep into her, rushing out of her, and diving right back in.

“Yes! Ride me!” Aubrey cried out as he powered himself into her. “Ride me, Seville!”

Feeling like he couldn’t take much more, and hoping it’d trip her own orgasm, Seville kept going right as he hit his peak and started to flex inside of her.

Impregnate Aubrey Ainne?

Yeah, let’s try for that kitten.

Conception failed.

No sperm will reach an ovum.

Available for retry.

Steve has gained notoriety for breaking the laws of the Lamals.

Steve has gained the Pet the Pussy accolade.

“Oh fuck,” groaned Aubrey, her body tensing up beneath him as he kept pounding away at her. Her hands came back to his shoulders and her fingers dug into him. “You came-inside me? You tried-to knock me-up, after all? Oh-fuck! Yes!”

Aubrey finally went silent even as he kept pumping at her, filling her womb with seed, and holding her down against the bed.

When he finally came down from his climax, Aubrey was riding hers to its final moment as well.

Taking a deep breath, Seville adjusted himself, giving Aubrey another little thrust. Then he settled down atop her, laying his head on her broad shoulder.

With how big she was, he could just snuggle into her.

“That was worth eating Beati,” murmured Aubrey, her breath coming in short soft gasps. “So worth it.”

“Great. Glad to hear it. We’ll go again in a few minutes,” Seville promised.

“Oh. Oh, good. I like sex,” Aubrey said as if she herself was surprised. “I like it a lot.”

A warm hand pressed to his lower back, pushing him tighter against Aubrey.

There were already two hands on his shoulders though.

Which meant Nancy had liked watching.


Twenty-Eight

 

Luckily, or so Seville believed, Aubrey hadn’t gotten pregnant the night before.

Despite trying several times in several positions.

Standing in Filch, Seville couldn’t help but wonder at how his life was so different from the first time he’d come here.

“Good. Let’s lower export tariffs to everyone else in… my… area,” Raelin said, with a shake of her head.

“Not a problem,” Nancy said with a chuckle. “And yes, you do need a title that goes above Mayor, don’t you. With Bexis, Faraday, Hilast, and Rennis all now rolling up under your authority, you’re not really a mayor.”

“Deputy Governor?” Seville asked, turning and looking toward the other women.

“That’d work,” Geneva agreed. “Now that I’ve officially stepped down from my position and given it to Helena.”

The new military governor was sitting next to Geneva looking somewhat surprised to be where she was.

Seville had, of course, bedded her upon arriving, promoted her, and then dragged her into this meeting.

After bedding her again.

“I… I’m new to everything and…” Helena clearly didn’t know how to proceed as her voice trailed off into silence.

“I wouldn’t be comfortable as a military governor,” Raelin said honestly with a laugh. “I’m just a mayor. It’s all my family has ever been. Running so many cities will… be enough of a strain for me.”

Until your sisters come back to life. Then it’ll all be well.

Clicking her teeth shut before she could say anything else, Raelin merely smiled.

“I suppose I’ll just have to pretend that it’s three different sections in my head and treat them like that,” said the eldest of the three sisters. She’d clearly jumped ahead to the eventual plan of having them restored to life. “I accept the position of deputy governor.”

“That works very well,” Nancy said, writing something down.

“Fantastic,” Seville said, slowly looking back out the window. He didn’t like being in these types of meetings but he supposed he did need to be here. They were talking about a lot of things that concerned him but also didn’t concern him.

None of this was relevant to him as a High King, or as a farmer.

“I’m sorry, should… I leave or…” Helena once more trailed off, clearly uncertain about what to do with Seville.

She’d been far more confident in the bedroom only an hour ago.

“No, it isn’t you. He just doesn’t like these,” Raelin said in an offhand comment. Seville turned his head and looked back once more. Raelin had spoken with absolute confidence. “My husband is a carnal man who prefers things to be straight forward. I’ll summarize it all for him later if we need to. Don’t mistake disdain for ignorance, he’s actually very bright.”

I mean… she’s not wrong.

She and her sisters did figure me out rather quickly, didn’t they?

Nancy had paused in her writing to watch Raelin as she spoke, the corner of her mouth twitching up.

“Indeed. Raelin is right,” Nancy murmured. “Now, is there anything else we need to cover as far as policy changes go?”

“No,” Raelin said, looking over to Helena.

“Agreed, no,” Helena concurred.

“Wonderful. Next is resources. We’ll be moving deep into Lamals territory quite soon. What do we have available?” Geneva asked.

“More than enough for a two-year campaign,” Helena said quickly. “I’ve been putting in order after order for foodstuffs from the farm that will hold up for a time. My coffers are quite empty in doing it, but we’re stocked for a war.”

“Make sure she gets repaid,” ordered Seville, once more looking out the window.

Out in the streets, people were going about their lives without a care or a worry.

Truth be told, he wanted to be like them, but he knew he couldn’t do that.

He couldn’t let the tyrants of this world continue on as they had been.

They’d all failed their people, and Seville was going to succeed one way or another.

“Of course, not a problem,” said Nancy in an offhand way. “That makes it easier on you then, doesn’t it, Gennie?”

“Considerably so. It’s just a matter of getting the troops moving more than anything else now,” Geneva replied. She held Robert against her breast while Thomas slept next to her in the wide bassinet she’d had made for two babies.

“I’ve had all of the soldiers that I had access to running mobilization drills,” Helena said, stepping into the silence once again. “They should all be ready to move quickly, and ready within a day. I can’t speak to anyone else, however.”

“The High King’s Witch-Knights are already fully mobilized,” Felisa added. “They’re all moving to Rennis. It’s the furthest we have to the west as well as a Witch-K—High Knight garrison house.”

Geneva looked rather dumbfounded at the news from both women.

“I… alright. In other words, my army is already on the move, I have food already secured, and the road will be cleared all the way to the starting front,” said Geneva, ticking off her thoughts. “That leaves only resupply and baggage.”

This time everyone looked at Helena, who smiled in response.

“I… already took care of that, as well. I’ve purchased a great deal of oxen, carts, and wagons,” said Military Governor Caan. “I also reached out to Ssisik and notified her that her oath is now due. To proceed with all due haste to meet up with us, with all available forces, food, and supplies.”

Even Seville in his military ignorance was now fully aware that Helena had pre-empted his needs and delivered him an entire war, ready to be served.

“Helena, remind me to keep you closer at hand,” Seville said. “You can work with Nancy and Raelin to keep everything secure. Once this campaign is over, I’ll make you one of my wives as well.”

“I… live to serve, High King. I’m yours to command and utilize,” Helena murmured.

“Yes, you are,” Seville agreed. “You’re mine, Helena Caan. Don’t forget that.”

“I shall not, High King,” promised Helena.

“Great. I’m done here,” Seville said, getting to his feet. “We need to start moving west as soon as possible. I’m going to get my tools and do an inspection of Filch before we go. Never know when something needs repairs unless you’re looking for it.”

It was an obvious excuse, but he just didn’t want to deal with any more of politics or business.

He had no head for it, and likely never would.

Everyone has their own specialties.

Getting up from where he sat, Seville headed for the door and exited. He felt better as soon as he stepped out into the afternoon sun. Heading down the steps, he could hear Felisa and Aubrey coming after him.

A bright white flash of light blasted past Seville’s head, nearly scalping him with how close it came.

Behind him was a grunt, followed by a low groan.

Looking past his shoulder to figure out what’d just gone past him, Seville realized what’d happened.

Someone had shot an arrow at him.

One that’d missed him, and smashed into Felisa’s chest.

It’d gone straight through her breastplate and was now sticking out of her. Blood was rapidly pouring out from inside her armor and cascading down her front.

“Get… down,” rasped Felisa, staggering forward and dragging Seville down to the ground.

Aubrey leapt over both of them and ran off at a sprint.

Laying there with Felisa next to him, Seville pulled her off to the side, fetching up at the base of a short wall.

Groaning, Felisa didn’t fight him, in fact, she was growing paler by the second.

“Dying,” complained Felisa, looking down at the arrow sticking out of her. “Damnit.”

“Hey, no. No, stay with me. We can just get the watering can and get you back to rights,” Seville said, feeling the panic rising inside his chest.

“Everything’s really cold,” Felisa murmured, her body slowly slumping into the ground. “It’s… really… c…”

Felisa’s eyes remained open, but she stopped moving entirely. Her gaze focused on a point behind Seville.

Her breathing trailed off into nothing, while blood still spilled out of her armor.

“Hey, no, no. Wake… you gotta stay with me,” Seville said, feeling a strange type of laughter bubbling up from inside. “Stay with me, Fel. Stay with me.”

Looking at her and seeing no response at all, Seville knew she was already gone.

“Zeus… any new work?” Seville asked, staring into Felisa’s lifeless eyes.

There was no response to his question.

Frowning, Seville chewed at his lower lip.

He remained with Felisa’s corpse. There wasn’t anything he could do for her, but he didn’t want to leave her side, either.

Nancy and Raelin had come out to check on him once, but had returned inside and closed the door under his orders. 

Twenty minutes later, Aubrey came back with a young man. She had his wrists pinned together above his head, holding him like that even as the man kicked and squirmed around.

He looked young—perhaps no older than seventeen—with dark brown hair and brown eyes. He had a fresh face and an aura of invincibility around him. 

“This is the shooter,” Aubrey proclaimed, her eyes moving from Seville, to Felisa, and back. “He had three more enchanted arrows on his person.”

“Unhand me! Unsophisticated lout! I had nothing to do with—”

Aubrey raised up her free hand and backhanded the little man as he hung there.

“Shut up, I saw your accolades. Don’t bother. Murderer,” hissed Aubrey, her face dark red. She was incensed.

Enraged, even.

Seville looked back to Felisa’s face. She hadn’t moved at all since she’d fallen there.

Her wide, beautiful, unseeing eyes gazing into the nothing of the beyond.

“Find out who sent him,” Seville commanded in a soft voice.

“Who sent you?” Aubrey demanded.

“I don’t know what—”

There was a loud crack like something breaking. Followed by a shriek.

“Who sent you?” Aubrey asked again.

“No one! No one sent me! I came on my own!” squealed the man. “You killed my s-s-sister! I’m going to kill you!”

“Memorize his name. We’ll visit his family,” Seville murmured, reaching up to lightly caress Felisa’s face. He hadn’t touched her since she stopped talking.

Then he ran his fingers over her eyes, closing them.

“Then cut his dick and balls off,” Seville said. “Then his fingers. All of them. You can let him go after that. If he survives, he survives.”

Leaning forward, Seville put his forehead to Felisa’s.

“If he dies, he dies,” Seville finished.

 

***

 

Felisa’s body was examined quickly.

It was an enchanted arrow that’d torn right through her armor and pierced her heart. She’d died very quickly because, with every beat of her heart, she was rapidly bleeding out.

A detail of High Knights was sent to bury her alongside the castle in the Creeplands. A new cemetery would be erected there. With Knight-Lieutenant Felisa Cana as the first one to be interred. 

Because expecting not to take casualties in a war would be silly, if not childish.

The boy managed to survive his ordeal somehow once Aubrey was done with him. The last anyone saw of him was him screaming as he lay in the moat outside of Filch.

He’d fallen in and been left there.

Everyone knew what he’d done, and wanted no part of him.

Sweeping through the areas just south of the territory that was already theirs, Geneva led them through systematically clearing every city, town, and village.

Everyone was given the choice to join the High King of the Creeplands, and future King of Lamals, or be sent westward. Toward the capital.

With only what they could carry.

Everything else being looted, ransacked, or razed.

Watching a small number of peasants heading west, Seville shook his head.

“Stupidity. Loyalty to a monarch that couldn’t care less for them,” Seville complained. “These are the same people who watched sons and husbands go to the front, just to be put on the front line, in pointless battles. Because we all know what Lynn was doing with those menfolk that were sent to her. Front lines, or the pigpens. Nothing in between those two options.”

“It isn’t as if they know any better,” argued Aubrey. “I mean, my family’s on the up and up. Always looking to move up in the nobility. But even we have some real idiots in the family.”

Seville briefly wondered about the irony of her statement but decided that was the last thing she needed right now.

She’d only just been given some confidence by his bedding of her for herself. Now she was handling all the High Knights on her own, without Felisa.

Without anyone else, in fact. She was the only person, outside of Nancy and himself, with him who had any authority over the High Knights.

Nancy often did her best to make sure she was more of an adviser when it came to the High Knights as well. Only getting involved when she had to.

This of course put most of the burden entirely on Aubrey’s shoulders.

Good thing they’re broad.

“Whatever,” grumbled Seville. He wasn’t feeling very charitable considering someone had tried to kill him. Tried to kill him, but had killed someone important to him, instead. “With us or against us. And if they’re with us, all they have to do is nothing. Do nothing, sit back, and let our armies march on by.”

“It is rather strange that they were unwilling to swear an oath of loyalty to you,” Helena added. “Especially since it was your only request of them.”

“There are those with pride enough for two people,” offered Geneva. “I was nearly the same. Until I marched up to my noble husband’s farm and realized he had more than enough manpower to hurt me.”

“Oh?” Helena asked, turning her head toward Geneva.

They were all set up on a plain overlooking the small city they’d just taken over.

“Bandits. Hundreds and hundreds of bandits. All of them bloodied. Murderers,” Geneva explained. “Against my very new, lacking-in-veterans, show of force the queen had sent. There had never been any expectation for me to run into what we did out here. My noble husband or the Creep.”

Helena clicked her tongue.

“I was sent out with a twenty percent veteran ratio. Along with F—Mutt and Dog,” said Helena. “They were expecting me to fight the citadel directly.”

“Being the smart person you were, you bent rather than broke,” Aubrey said with a chuckle. “Lynn broke. My cousin really is an idiot. All she had to do was… well, all she had to do was Seville. It’s not as if he says no to women.”

“True enough,” Helena agreed. “I’m still surprised you offered her amnesty.”

“Made Aubrey happy,” answered Seville shortly. He didn’t feel like explaining much right now. “Did it for Aubrey alone.”

He didn’t feel like much of anything, right now.

Linne Lynn has accepted your offer of house arrest unconditionally.

Linne Lynn is unable to conform to her sentence.

Linne Lynn is under arrest by the Queen of Lamals.

Linne Lynn is being held against her will by the Queen of Lamals.

As Linne Lynn’s jailer and owner, she has made a formal request for you to intercede.

“Dear Master, your pet would like you to come and free her. Free her so that she can come home and be with you, Master. To be put under house arrest under your care,” said Lynn’s voice from nowhere. It had the sexual overtones that she’d used on him previously. “Your pet misses you and your touch, Master. Please come rescue your pet from the evil queen?

“Also, would Master please give his pet a new name? This one is too insulting. Your pet doesn’t enjoy others shaming her. She only enjoys her master shaming her. She will be your willing and personal cumdumpster, but she doesn’t enjoy others calling her that.”

Linne Lynn’s request has been relayed. You may respond to the initial request with your answer.

What in the actual fuck?

“—just keep pushing on until we get to the next city,” Geneva said.

“Uh… so… that just happened,” Seville murmured. Wondering how everyone else would feel about it.

Aubrey frowned, turning completely toward him. “Happened? What happened? And how? You’re just standing there.”

In other words.

They couldn’t hear Lynn.

Seville didn’t really know how to explain what’d just happened. He really couldn’t quite understand how he could hear Lynn and no one else did, either.

But by and large, he had the impression the world wasn’t quite right.

“Your cousin accepted house arrest,” Seville said, just diving straight into it. “Apparently the Queen of Lamals isn’t very happy with that though, and has… arrested her. So… now I have to go rescue your cousin in order to put her in house arrest, because she’s currently under arrest by the Queen of Lamals.”

Everyone was staring at him now. Most with completely blank looks.

Not that he could blame them. This was a lot of insanity to unload on them all in one go.

“Oh. Good. Good!” Aubrey said and then laughed. “Good! Let’s go kill the queen, get my dumb bitch of a cousin, and dump her at my mom’s place. Then we can go home. Nice. Really nice.”

Of course, she’d be happy. To her, everything is always incredibly simple, and she got what she wanted.

“I’m… going to respond to Lynn, so forgive me if I sound odd,” Seville muttered and gathered his thoughts.

Clearing his throat he considered how to do this.

I want to formally respond to Lynn’s request?

Can I do it through thought rather than speech?

Responding to Linne Lynn’s request.

Okay… so I can do it through thought then? That’d make this eas—

Begin.

Seville’s mind locked up for a second before he stumbled onward.

“I’ve received your request, my pet. Your master will come free you. But I need assurances this is real. That you actually mean this.

“Name yourself Seville’s Loyal Pet. Profess your body as mine and only mine, once again. Declare the queen as an upstart pretender. I’ll come for you if you do that.”

Response recorded. Send?

Yes?

Response sent.

Chewing at his lower lip, Seville really didn’t know what to do. He wasn’t sure if this would go straight to Lynn or if it’d be delayed.

Maybe it’s magic and it—

Your prisoner has requested to name herself, “Linne Lynn, Seville’s Loyal Pet”.

Approve request?

Yes… approve it.

Request approved.

Linne Lynn (Seville’s Loyal Pet) has offered her body to you in exchange for: nothing.

Approve trade?

Yes, approve it.

Ownership of Linne Lynn (Seville’s Loyal Pet) transferred.

Transfer failed.

Ownership of Linne Lynn (Seville’s Loyal Pet) already yours.

Linne Lynn (Seville’s Loyal Pet) has declared the Queen of Lamals a pretender on your behalf.

Accept proclamation?

I accept.

Proclamation accepted. Queen of Lamals labeled a pretender by the High King of the Creeplands and Val.

Linne Lynn (Seville’s Loyal Pet) has requested that you negotiate with the Queen of Lamals for her release.

Accept request?

I… accept.

Negotiation request accepted.

Loading trade window.

What the actual fuck is going on?

“Hold,” said Zeus out of nowhere. All around Seville, the world once more grew still and unmoving.

Well, shit.


Twenty-Nine

 

“You were about to access something that shouldn’t be available,” Zeus declared.

“Okay, I don’t see how that’s my fault,” said Seville, feeling rather defensive.

“It isn’t.”

“Oh, alright. Then let me barter with the queen and then you can turn it off.”

“No, I’m going to disable this transaction. Everything up to this will remain as it was,” Zeus declared.

“So… everything Lynn and I said and did will remain, just… not being able to trade with the queen,” Seville summarized.

“That’s correct.”

A hand gently pressed into his lower back, which was surprising to him.

Looking over his shoulder, he found that Nancy wasn’t frozen.

His mistress gave him a smile and then slowly pressed against his side, holding onto his waistband.

“Can’t you let me trade with her first?” Seville asked. “I accessed it fair and square.”

“She will not accept any terms you give her. Linne Lynn will remain her prisoner. There is no variable that you could offer that would alter or change the queen’s mind,” Zeus said simply. “The fact that Lynn’s submitting herself to you has infuriated the queen to a point that she can no longer be reasoned with.”

“Really?” Seville asked, somewhat shocked to hear it.

“Yes, she is suffering a complete breakdown,” Zeus said in an almost disinterested and bored way. “There, I’ve completed the work. You may resume your activities.”

“Ah, before you go, any new work? Any possibility of new names? Life for a life? Or multiple lives?” Seville asked. “If I killed the queen, would that be worth a life? Or Lynn?”

“Neither the queen nor Linne Lynn have worth to my opponent,” said Zeus.

“But? You didn’t say anything about other names. I just lost someone important to me. Her name is Felisa. Any chance I could get her back?” Seville asked.

There was no immediate response from Zeus.

“Not at this time. I will contact you if I have a new name. I believe I will likely be reaching out to you in a week, however,” Zeus said. “When the time comes, we will barter a life for a life.”

“Any chance I could just act on it now? Eliminate it even before it becomes a problem? Why wait, after all?” Seville argued.

Nancy nodded her head against Seville’s shoulder.

“Yes, Zeus. Why wait?” Nancy added. “You have the tool available, and the effect can be measured almost immediately. It would be efficient to handle it now. If we liken this to a wall, we could treat this as a repair job. To fix the crack rather than replace the wall when it falls?”

The silence from Zeus was heavy.

Heavy like a blanket made of lead draped over Seville’s shoulders.

“The name has been added to the list,” Zeus said a second before Rachel—the middle sister of the three mayors—popped into existence in front of them. “Here is your payment. The same conditions and rules apply.”

“I… what?” Rachel asked, looking around.

She looked eerily similar to her older sister Raelin. Just younger, and a bit bigger in the chest and hips.

“Noble… husband?” Rachel asked, her eyes moving to him and holding there.

“Memory parameters have been altered to compensate,” Zeus stated.

Then the world kicked back into motion again.

Nancy moved to Rachel quickly. Wrapping an arm around the woman’s hips and holding onto her.

Realizing he had to act as if nothing were the matter, Seville coughed into his hand.

“Lynn has accepted my offer of house arrest. She’ll—”

Raelin glomped onto Rachel and hugged her sister desperately.

The oldest sister had come back to a world where her family had been wiped out and now had one of her sisters returned to her. She would have memories of multiple histories, where she’d been alive and dead. Where she’d come back and Rachel wasn’t there.

“She’ll remain the queen’s prisoner until we can rescue her, I’m afraid,” Seville continued, pointedly ignoring the two sisters holding to one another.

“We’re… going to rescue Linne Lynn just to put her into house arrest,” muttered Geneva. “Whatever. I don’t care. As long as I get my cub out of this, I’ll consider it a deal. I’ll do what I have to.”

Yes. We’ll do what we have to.

We all will.

All of us.

To survive, to get what we want.

Seville looked at Rachel and Raelin.

Then he moved to the two sisters and wrapped his arms around them, holding to them. He deliberately made sure to pull Rachel up into the front of himself, keeping her close.

Their time together had been brief, but she’d been warm and kind to him.

To get what was ours returned to us.

 

***

 

Xivin, Helena, and Geneva stood side by side staring out at the distant blot on the horizon.

Seville couldn’t distinguish much of it, but they’d assured him it was an army. One coming up from the south.

“And what do your Elf eyes see?” Seville asked with a chuckle. Whatever attached memory produced the laugh, it was gone as quickly as it came.

Leaving him once more feeling hollow and empty.

“It’s a large host,” proclaimed the Elven Swordmaster. “At least equal to our own forces. I don’t recognize the banners. From this distance, they look quite Human but… I can’t be sure.”

“They don’t know we’re here or don’t care,” Helena offered. “Otherwise, we’d have riders coming to treat with us, or scout us out.”

“To be fair, I did set us up rather well,” murmured Geneva. “I’m glad I spent so much time scouting out all the terrain from the capital to the Creep.

“Back then, though, it’d been to deal with whatever was happening. Creep, Lynn, or otherwise. Now it’s to overthrow our queen.”

“False queen,” prompted Helena.

“False queen,” agreed Geneva. “An interesting and long road back to the capital for me.”

“Short and twisting, for me,” Helena said with a chuckle. “Though now I’m the Military Governor of Filch and the surrounding areas. A space significantly larger than I expected.

“I’m also a mistress to the High King himself. Certainly, a higher position than I ever thought I’d have, or had any right to expect.”

“Commoner?” Geneva asked in a neutral tone. There was no judgement in it. It was just a simple question.

“Yes. Elevated to landed gentry but… commoner,” Helena admitted.

“You don’t look it. Or sound like it. I never would have guessed. Good education and breeding,” said Geneva as if the conversation were quite normal.

“Thank you, we’ve been working at it. We—”

“Nancy, let ’em know we’re here,” Seville said, suddenly suspecting who it was that they were looking at. The conversation between Geneva and Helena didn’t interest him. They were welcome to keep talking about it, but he wanted to find out who this was.

Looking at his mistress, he was curious to see how she’d handle it.

Nancy held her arms up above her head and a massive purple rectangle shot up into the air. Fast as the giant rectangle went up, it was replaced with a banner.

Purple for the most part with white trim, it had a single symbol in the center. A white axe with its edge pointed down.

As if it’d been slammed into the ground.

“That works,” Seville said, looking out at the army.

Distantly, that blob on the horizon seemed to stagger. As if it were surprised, then began to turn. Shifting more towards them.

“A second army,” Xivin announced. “To the southeast. It is almost but a speck to me, but I see it.”

“Two armies then,” Geneva said then took in a slow breath. “With the High King’s Knights, we will likely win the day. Though I fear we will take casualties. I cannot—”

A purple rectangle blasted up into the sky over the blot in the distance. It was quite small, and Seville couldn’t make out what it was, but he didn’t have to.

He got his confirmation.

“It’s Jaina. Hiren picked her up on the way past the farm,” Seville said, voicing his conclusion. “The other army is probably Ssisik. I imagine they’ll be joining us, as well.”

“Oh, that’s certainly better than a battle of three armies,” Helena murmured.

“At least it’s no battle of five armies,” Seville said, feeling rather amused at himself. Only to not understand at all why the comment was funny to him.

“Riders are heading out,” Xivin added. “At least twenty of them. All heading this way. I can’t determine anything else other than that.”

The purple banner was moving now, riding slowly out ahead of the blob.

Jaina’s coming. Who else I wonder?

An hour later and Seville got his answer.

And that answer was everyone.

Everyone was coming.

Nikki, Lucia, Ina, Jaina, Ferrah, Gwendolin, Hiren, Beati, Kimor, Kassandra, Dog, Airlea, Ferrah, and Mutt.

A round of hugs, kisses, a rough fondling from Ina, a very clingy Jaina, and everyone was brought together.

Looking around at everyone, Seville felt a number of knots unclench in his back. His stomach untwisted itself and for the first time in a very long while, he felt at ease.

There was a great deal of talking, everyone greeting one another, and discussing what was happening.

Nikki sidled up to Seville and gently pulled at his arm. He got the impression she wanted to talk to him. Draw him away from the others and likely berate him for what he was doing.

Given that he’d forgiven her, he realized that she had a right to talk to him. Even if it was to tell him how awful he was being.

Walking a short distance away with the Faun, Seville stopped when she did.

“Thank you,” Nikki said, reaching up to lay her hands to his chest. “I… well… I wasn’t sure you’d let me talk to you privately. So much… changed between us.”

Seville smirked at that.

Quite a bit had indeed changed, but a lot hadn’t either.

Nikki had always been passive.

She’d act when forced to, she’d do the right thing and would push for that, but if someone allowed her to bury her head in the sand then she would.

Never aggressive, never forward, always waiting. Possibly until the last second.

Jaina called her prey. It fits.

“You’ll always be my warm and tender heart,” Seville said. “Regardless of anything else, you were there for me at the start. You showed me tenderness and love. I shall of course show the same to you.”

Smiling up at him, her warm slotted eyes searched his face.

“Thank you, my love. It’s good to hear that. Good to know I’ll be loved,” Nikki murmured.

“Of course, I love you. Now, what is it?” Seville asked, reaching out to grab hold of the Faun and pull her up close to himself.

Letting out a sigh, Nikki snuggled up to him, her horns brushing his chin.

“You know I think this is a bad idea. There’s… no reason to do any of this. We could just live quietly. Peacefully. Let everything go by on its own path,” Nikki murmured.

“Of course, I know you think that,” agreed Seville. “But I’m afraid that doesn’t change what I need or want to do.

“The queen cannot continue to rule. The Ekir religion needs to be wiped off the face of the planet. The Alliance is no longer needed. The Creep is my personal safe haven and weapon.”

“I know, Steve, I know,” Nikki said quickly before he could keep going. “I know. And I understand your feelings. I love you. I love you so much. Desperately so. I want to spend every waking hour with you. To just… treasure you.

“I can disagree with you, vehemently, but still love you. I can fight with you, and still want to… want… to take you in my mouth and swallow you down while you pull on my horns. I can do all of that, while still disagreeing. Because I don’t have to agree with you, to love you. Disagreeing doesn’t mean hate.”

Staring down at Nikki’s upturned face, Seville felt a weird, dark place in his heart flip over.

Flip over, become quite warm and suddenly bright.

She was right, of course.

Even if she tried to steer him to follow her own opinion and do what she believed was right, it didn’t mean she hated him. That she didn’t like him.

In fact, it meant the opposite. She cared enough to disagree with him, to try and guide him, and love him at the same time.

When she could just as easily have walked away.

This wasn’t like what she’d done with the queen’s justice. This was merely her sharing her own opinion and nothing more.

Grinning, Seville leaned down and kissed Nikki. Kissed her quite deeply.

He knew where he’d be spending his evening tonight. Because with such a lovely sentiment as what she’d given him, he wanted to love her physically.

“High King Seville, I’m sorry to interrupt,” Hiren said from his left.

Turning, he looked at his Coven Commander.

“The royal family of Odistran has arrived. As has Wasa and her heir, as per your orders,” stated Hiren, who then bowed her head low to him. “And I wished to formally thank you for my position. I’m deeply gratified for it, and your kind treatment of me. Especially your trust, High King. I’m… I have no words beyond what I’ve said.”

Holding onto Nikki, Seville laid his cheek to her hairline, her horns pressing against him.

“Nikki, I love you, but I have work I must do,” apologized Seville. “I’ll visit you tonight if you don’t mind.”

“Yes, please. And I love you, too. I disagree with your work, but… I can support you in it,” Nikki said, holding to him tightly.

Then she pushed her face up near his ear.

“If possible… can we still keep trying for a baby? I know we’re going to get through all of this. And I think we should raise a child,” she whispered.

Nodding his head, Seville could agree to that.

Releasing the Faun, he walked over to Hiren and gently brought her up to a standing position. Putting an arm around her hips, he started to walk off with her.

Nancy, Jaina, Aubrey, Kimor, Dog, and Beati all joined him.

Not releasing Hiren, Seville kept moving. Leaving behind everyone else to their discussion. He didn’t need to be part of it.

And honestly, he was better off not including them in what he was likely about to do.

“Dog, fetch Lucia,” Seville commanded. “Only her, no one else.”

“High King!” said Dog, spinning in place, and running off. The grass was kicked up behind her as she pounded away.

“Hiren, do you have any questions about your duties as my Coven Commander?” Seville asked, still holding her with his hand pressed to her hip.

His High Knights weren’t wearing their armor today. They were all in their “civilian” uniform as they tended to call it.

Which meant he could actually feel Hiren’s body against his.

“Ah, no, my High King. I don’t,” said Hiren.

“Wonderful, then—”

“Does she get first call on your dick?” Aubrey asked. “Cause if she does, I wanna challenge to be the Coven Commander.”

“I will most certainly be bedding Hiren often as my Coven Commander,” Seville admitted. “I imagine you’re all her lieutenants so I’ll likely bed you all, as well, though less than Hiren. She’s going to be my personal little playpen, aren’t you Hiren?”

He remembered what she’d told him once. That she actually liked playing with him in this way.

“Of… of course, High King. I’m yours to command,” Hiren agreed quickly.

“See? So if I want to start putting babies in her, her response is—” Seville paused and looked directly at Hiren.

“Please put babies in me, High King,” Hiren finished.

“But this is all beside the point. Today we’re probably going to be killing royals. I can put a baby in her tonight,” Seville admitted.

“My… my womb is yours, High King,” Hiren agreed.

“Yes, it is. As Hiren’s lieutenants, you’re likely going to get regicide accolades today. Does anyone want to back out of this now? Become part of the general population of High Knights?” Seville asked.

Looking around, he found everyone was shaking their head.

Dog was also returning with Lucia.

“Just in time, High Queen,” Seville said, finally releasing Hiren. Moving over to Lucia, he offered her his arm. “I’m about to kill your aunt and offer one of your cousins her place. Along with the royal family of Odistran. We may need to execute a few of them before we find a willing female heir.”

“Oh?” Lucia said with a wide and carnivorous smile. “Are you telling me I get to rule on the execution of the Winter Queen, and install her replacement?”

“That’s exactly it. You’re the High Queen after all,” Seville confirmed. “Who else but a Royal Fae of the Summer Court could I entrust this to? No one can scheme and politic like a Fae, right?”

Lucia stared at him for several seconds, the hungry smile still on her face.

“I’m going to treat you really well tonight, husband. My High King. Very well,” promised High Queen Lucia.

“Glad to hear it, though I’ll be visiting Nikki first. Not trying to be passive-aggressive or anything, just being direct and honest,” Seville said. “Might put a baby in Hiren after that.”

“Really? Good. That’s fine. As the previous lead wife, I have no problem making sure she retains a secondary position to myself. She’s deserved it,” said Lucia charitably. “In fact, I’ll discuss it with her later. I would like very much for her to help me in leading our family. It isn’t as if you care whatever we arrange in the background.”

Seville nodded his head. It was true.

He’d never cared what they arranged, and he likely wouldn’t care in the future.

A group of something akin to forty High Knights was heading their way. Between them were a smaller group of people. Perhaps numbering ten or twelve.

Stopping, Seville decided that the other group could come to him. It would provide a bit more tension to the other group, he imagined.

That or maybe he was just overthinking it.

Next to him, Lucia looked the picture of royal serenity.

Except that he could tell she was secretly incredibly excited. Her wings twitched now and then like they wanted to start fluttering madly.

The group of High Knights came to a stop in front of him.

“High King, High Queen, Coven Commander, I’ve brought the prisoners,” said a voice that sounded familiar to Seville.

Staring at the woman, he kept chewing at the feeling. Her voice, what he could see of her face, all tickled at his memory.

“Ah! My enforcer!” Seville said as soon as the memory was jarred loose from his thoughts.

Standing upright the woman’s shoulders straightened.

“I… yes, High King. I’m your enforcer,” murmured the woman.

“Yes, I remember you. You’re very good at killing. How many did you kill this time?” Seville asked, smiling at the woman.

“Thirty-six guards and two princesses who tried to fight me,” replied the enforcer. “I subjugated the rest. I brought the first four heirs of the Winter Court with me. I have twelve more in captivity if these don’t prove cooperative.”

“Oh, fantastic. I can keep a good number as handmaidens and eventual presents for you, darling.” Lucia murmured to Seville, before turning back to the High Knight. “Good work, High King’s Enforcer. Whatever your name was previously is likely no more.”

“Yes. I’m… yes. The High King’s Enforcer,” said the High King’s Enforcer.

“Now… this is just ridiculous,” Wasa stated with a shake of her head. “Niece, why don’t we simply end this little tiff. I admit I wronged you previously and—”

“Kill her,” Lucia commanded.

Seville’s free hand came up in a flash, the rock he’d been holding smashing through her skull.

The Winter Queen’s skull was turned inside out and painted everyone nearby in gore.

Lucia jumped fractionally at the response but then pulled on Seville’s arm, drawing him as close to her side as she could. Her breasts were hard pressed to him.

“Now, let’s see… Cousin… Daelis? Yes! It is you, Daelis. How are you?” Lucia asked, her voice over-excited and bubbling with energy. She peered at the number of lovely young Fae princesses who were now picking off bits of their mother.

One looked like she might faint, but they were all silent.

Near the front stood an interesting young woman who looked very similar to Lucia except with white hair. She nodded her head in a jerking way.

“Yes, it’s… it’s me, cousin Lucia,” said Daelis in a tight tone. “And I’m… I’m alright. I’ve had better days.”

“I imagine so. But this is a momentous day for you!” Lucia said, releasing Seville and moving over to Daelis.

Reaching up, Lucia delicately brushed away a chunk of what was likely an ear from Daelis’ shoulder.

“You’re going to be the new Winter Queen! Just like we talked about when we were little girls. That’s amazing,” enthused Lucia, putting her hands on Daelis’ forearms. “As your High Queen and cousin, I’d be delighted if you were to let me crown you when the time comes.”

“That’d… that’d be wonderful, cousin. My High Queen. As both family, and my High Queen,” Daelis murmured, a doll-like smile on her face. Then she leaned forward and kissed Lucia on each cheek, receiving a kiss in return. “And thank you for the congratulations. I look forward to serving as the Winter Queen.”

“Of course, of course. We’ll work out how to get you an heir with the High King later. That way we can make sure the Summer and Winter Courts both have an appropriate heir. His bedroom rotation is a bit cramped, but we’ll make it work,” Lucia promised.

“I deeply appreciate your care and support, cousin. I look forward to entertaining the High King personally,” Daelis said with a firm nod of her head, “and receiving his children.”

And just like that, the Winter Court is settled. Without even a threat made.

“Ah, High King?” asked a soft voice from the Human group.

Turning his gaze to them, Seville found it was a young woman who appeared eighteen years old.

Her physical traits—dark hair, dark eyes, a lovely complexion, and features that ran toward freakishly beautiful—clearly marked her as magically over-enhanced.

Just like Saban.

“I’m the first female heir to the Odistran royal family. I would be happy to serve the High King directly as the Queen of Odistran, carry your children to term, and submit Odistran and myself to your rule, if you spare the rest of my family,” stated the woman calmly.

Next to her stood an older woman and an older man, who were likely her parents. Behind them were a number of young men and women who were probably princes and princesses. Cousins, most likely.

“Oh, wonderful. Provided your mother and father abdicate, I don’t see any issues with that,” Lucia said, looking to the other woman. Keeping one hand on Daelis, Lucia went over and collected the future queen. “Let’s go have a chat, the three of us. We can talk about expectations and go from there.”

Moving out of the group with her two captives, Lucia turned to the Enforcer.

“Keep the Fae princesses close by. I’ll interview them shortly. The others can be taken somewhere more comfortable until the new Queen of Odistran can receive her coronation. Do bring them to Mistress Nancy for an introduction as well,” Lucia commanded.

Everyone in the High Knights knew Mistress Nancy. She held all their contracts.

“Of course, High Queen,” said the Enforcer. Then she bowed her head deeply to Seville. The prisoners were quickly led off, Seville following Lucia, Daelis, and the Odistran Queen to be.

Wasa’s corpse was left on the ground to rot.


Thirty

 

Sitting in his camp chair, Seville looked at the collection of royal families that’d been brought before him.

It’d been a week since Keziah, the Odistran Princess to be crowned Queen, and Daelis had arrived.

They’d been with Lucia almost all the time. If they weren’t with her, they were with Nancy or Geneva.

The second army in the field had been from Odistran. The soldiers of the country were forced to march at the current queen and king’s orders.

Seville now had a very large force. Most of it being comprised of very mundane units—archers, swordsmen, and spearmen.

His High Knights were the force multiplier that he expected to turn the battle regardless of anything else.

They only needed room and time to work.

Today, however, was a day that would likely be retold for a long time in future history books.

It wouldn’t be the day that everyone knew of, to begin with. But later on, years down the road, he knew today would be part of the greater story. The day that people would say, “That was the day the High Kingdom was founded,” or so he expected.

Setting his ankle across his knee, he looked around at all those gathered.

He’d warned his people that today was very likely going to be quite bloody. Bloody, messy, and not very pretty.

If they didn’t want to be here for this, he would forgive them. In fact, he encouraged them not to be here, if only so they wouldn’t think badly of him.

Ina, Nikki, Airlea, Ferrah, and Gwendolin weren’t present. Not that he could blame them.

Those were his softhearted ones. Those who would rather not be part of the bloodshed. But they were also the ones who would help him get everyone back onto the right page when this was over.

Help get everyone, from peasant to queen, into the right track to help him. Because without the people behind him, he’d end up being no better than those he was disposing of today.

Standing just behind his chair on his right side was Lucia. She had her left hand on his shoulder and had insisted this was the right place for her.

This wasn’t a time for him to be equitable. He was expected to be the High King.

Daelis, the new Winter Queen, and Keziah, the heir to Odistran, stood on Lucia’s right.

At his left was Nancy.

Because at this point, she was his personal assistant. If there was something that needed doing and he didn’t know where to start, he went to her.

And everyone knew it.

Lucia was his High Queen, but Nancy was his partner.

Jaina was perched in the grass directly in front of him. Looking quite bored and wondering if she should really be here.

She’d really only chosen to be here because Seville was.

Geneva, Helena, Ssisik, Xivin, and Kassandra were all gathered to the left.

Hiren, Beati, Kimor, Aubrey, and Dog were on the right.

Everything had been painstakingly laid out by Lucia and Nancy. Tables put in a certain way for viewing, chairs set up in specific locations so that everyone could see the person seated.

Slowly, High Knights brought in group after group. Each set of people sat down in a collection of seats.

They were all Royal families which had been abducted from their homes and brought forth to meet the new High King. Before they left, a simple statement from each party to their people was allowed, as well as confirmation that they would be returning shortly.

Then everyone was whisked away. All in all, by the time everyone was seated, there were a great many people. More than Seville would care to count or even guess at.

However, he knew that this was the majority of the world that would be his. The lands these people controlled were what would form his High Kingdom.

From here, he’d spread out further and further. Gobbling up everyone and everything in his path until nothing remained.

Until everyone bowed to him, and his throne.

“My lord High King,” Hiren said, coming to attention in front of him. “All the royal families have been assembled.”

“Good work, Coven Commander,” Seville murmured, then made a casual flick of his fingers at her in dismissal.

Gazing out at the mass of unhappy-looking individuals, Seville could only imagine what was going through their minds.

What they were likely afraid of, or were thinking.

I wonder if any of them will try to resist or organize some type of uprising. These are all the highest ranks of people for each and every nation we could reach.

Turning his eyes to the left-most forward grouping, Seville cleared his throat. Then slowly looked around to the other tables.

“I’m the High King. High King Seville. You may address me as lord, or your majesty,” Seville explained. “You’ve been brought here due to your own failures as leaders. You’ve allowed nations such as Lamals to exist, you allowed citadel commanders to do as they pleased, and not one of you were able to solve the Creep problem.

“I’ve been given a task to cleanse the world of the Creep and re-order everything. So I’m going to do just that. All nations will be nations under my rule, in one way or another. I’m the High King, and I’m your High King.”

There were a number of affronted-looking personages in the audience with those words.

“You’re all here to officially become part of my kingdom. The High Kingdom of the High King,” said Seville. “I know. It isn’t very creative, but I’m not the creative type. I’m the type to hit it with an axe and let the explosion of blood be my answer.”

Grabbing his axe that rested next to his right foot, Seville levered it up and brandished it at the crowd.

No one said anything to his words. Everyone sat perfectly still, watching him, contemplating what would happen next.

Setting the axe back next to his foot, Seville once more turned his gaze to the family on his left in the front.

Blond, dark-eyed, and all beautiful or handsome, the family was a sight to behold. They were definitely up there in the Saban and Keziah range of extremely attractive.

The royal family of Kalis.

They were the single largest kingdom in all of the lands. They had a massive amount of manpower, land, farming, and production.

Unfortunately, they lacked the stone needed for many things.

When all stone came from one source, it was quite difficult to build upward. Especially since most veins of ore seemed to be located in Val as well.

“You’ll be the first to receive my offer,” Seville said. “Queen Danila, I would ask that you please abdicate your throne to your oldest unmarried daughter.”

“We… we will do no such thing,” declared Queen Danila quite loudly, lifting her chin. “Our nation has remained free and—”

“Put her head down,” said Seville, interrupting the woman before she could get farther into her speech.

Several High Knights descended upon the queen and pushed her head down to the table. Two restrained her arms while the third started pulling her hair up away from her neck.

Picking up his axe, Seville lazily walked over to the table where the queen was pinned.

“I’ll ask again as your High King, would Queen Danila please abdicate in favor of her oldest unmarried daughter,” said Seville. He was being quite clear and direct. He wanted to at least give her a chance.

There wasn’t any way anyone could mistake what he was threatening right now. What he was promising.

“We are the Queen of Kalis and we bow to no one. We—”

Seville brought his axe up and then swung it down.

He did it with very little force.

As if he were letting it waft down on the breeze.

Her head popped off cleanly and rolled off the table. Blood shot out from her neck and began to liberally coat the table.

The two High Knights who had held her arms grabbed the body of the queen and tossed it forward over the table. It landed on the grass near its missing head and laid there unmoving.

“Well, the Queen of Kalis is no more,” Seville said, then looked at the late Danila’s husband. “Would the King of Kalis like to abdicate his throne?”

“I… of course,” said the man. He was considerably younger than the woman had been and looked like he was little better than arm candy.

I mean, if I were in her position, I’d probably get some arm candy, too.

“Fantastic. Now, which of you is the oldest unmarried heir?” asked Seville, looking at the pale-faced, frightened royal family.

A young woman—whose appearance was not only right up to Saban’s level of amazing beauty but could possibly be slightly beyond—raised a hesitant hand.

“I-I-I am, High King Seville, my lord,” said the woman.

No spine. Not like Keziah at all. Pity.

“Wonderful. I name you the heir of Kalis. Do you accept?” Seville asked.

“I accept, of course, your majesty High King Seville,” replied the woman. Considering how subservient she was being, and that she was saying it wrong, he didn’t think she was going to be worthwhile at the moment for anything.

“No, I’m the oldest. Just because I’m not married doesn’t—”

Seville lifted his bloody axe and pointed it at the woman who was talking. She was clearly at least a decade older than her younger sister.

“Do you wish to join your mother, or would you like your younger sister to become queen so that you and your family might live?” Seville challenged.

The woman’s eyes slid along the leading edge of the crimson-stained weapon.

As if realizing that this wasn’t the time or place to voice an objection, the woman let her eyes fall to the ground.

“I wish the heir, Princess Katilan, a long and dignified reign,” mumbled the woman.

“Wonderful,” Seville said, then he looked back to Katilan. “Go stand next to High Queen Lucia. That is your place now.”

Nodding her head, Katilan stood up quickly and walked as primly as she could through the grass over to Lucia.

Grunting, Seville turned his head and looked at the table on the front right. It was a very weak nation. One that was even lesser in status than Lamals.

There was no further a kingdom could go than this one, without no longer being a kingdom.

Off to the side, Beati was speaking with another High Knight, distracting Seville from his goal.

Doubly so since he’d ordered there to be no interruptions.

Beati dismissed the High Knight and then came over to him.

“High King, Queen Saban has arrived,” Beati whispered in a soft voice. “She’s making her way over now with her squad of High Knights.”

Smiling, Seville nodded his head.

This was good news. It would help him considerably if the leading monarch of the alliance was presented as his royal mistress.

“A moment before we continue,” Seville said looking to his shocked and scared royal guests. “Queen Saban of Val has arrived. It would be good to introduce you all to her.”

Standing there, Seville let his axe slide from his hand and land in the grass next to him.

He wanted to greet his royal mistress with open arms.

A gap opened in the ring of High Knights and Saban was led through, her personal squad trailing along behind her. Each one of them had a small design at their shoulder denoting that they were the High Knight’s assigned to her. The emblem was the nation’s flag, and wearing them signified they were on loan to her.

They were there to ensure that everyone listened to her, as she was the High King’s vassal.

“Saban!” Seville said with warmth, opening his arms to her.

The queen’s eyes took it all in.

Noticing the corpse, all the royal families, and the setting in just a moment, Saban’s eyes went right back to Seville.

Giving him a wide smile, she hurried over to him with a bit of a bounce in her step.

Throwing herself into his arms, she snuggled into his embrace, laying her head on his shoulder.

Oh, she really knows how to play the game. She and Lucia will get along fabulously.

Easing Saban back a step, Seville set a finger under her chin, tilted it upward, and then kissed her.

Holding there for several seconds, he eventually released the lovely Queen.

“And how is my royal mistress?” Seville asked, genuinely curious.

“Quite well, my High King. I see you already started consolidating,” Saban said, leaning back against him, and gesturing at the corpse.

“Indeed I have, would you care to sit with me? We’re about to find out what the nation of Freit is going to do with my offer,” said Seville. Taking Saban’s hand in his own, he led her back to his camp chair.

“Of course, I would,” Saban said easily.

He could tell she wasn’t sure of what was going on, but only because he knew her. After spending so much time filling her up with seed, day after day, he’d actually grown to understand her quite well.

Sitting down in his camp chair, Seville picked up Saban and put her into his lap. Putting one hand on her knee, he laid his other hand on her lower back. He knew it would look incredibly possessive, and that’s what he wanted right now.

Saban looked somewhat surprised for a split second, then she leaned into him, got comfortable, and looked at the royal families.

“Go ahead and ask Freit what they’re going to do,” Seville whispered, kissing Saban’s cheek and hiding his command.

Nuzzling him and stalling for time, Saban shifted a bit more in his lap, then looked at the royal family of Freit.

“And how does the royal family of Freit answer the High King?” Saban asked, resting her right hand in Seville’s lap, on top of his crotch.

At that moment, Seville realized that Saban was definitely in Lucia’s league when it came to politics. She’d reasoned that if he was going to use her to demonstrate ownership, she was going to demonstrate ownership over him as well.

“We… of course abdicate in favor of our oldest unwed heir,” said the Queen of Freit. She was a middle-aged woman with dark hair and bright blue eyes. “However, she’s only twelve. Would it be possible to remain as regents to her until she’s of age?”

Mm, they at least said the right thing.

I don’t see a problem with that.

“That’s fine,” Seville said, leaning back in his chair, then spreading his knees apart. It made Saban’s hand on his crotch far more visible to everyone. “We’ll work out the details after this meeting.”

Turning his head back to the left, Seville looked at the next royal family.

“Now, how about the royal family of Galisiope?” Saban asked, noticing Seville’s head movement.

Smart girl. She’s very useful.

I’ll keep her around quite a bit.

 

 

***

 

Seville was exhausted.

The meeting finally ended, the royal families all forced into vassalage and then pledging to him privately through Nancy and her black magic.

Everything was done.

He was the High King of every nation but Lamals.

“Any losses?” Seville asked in his tent. The only people with him right now were Hiren, Nancy, and Jaina. Everyone else had stayed out, or been asked to leave.

He needed to find out where his High Knights were and what the results were.

“Some, unfortunately,” Hiren admitted with a shake of her head. “Priests of Ekir showed up in a few places. They have a comparable form of magic to our own. Our people are stronger one to one, but they just have more people.”

Grunting at that, Seville shook his head.

“We taking replacements as we go?” he asked, looking back to Hiren.

“Yes, High King. We are. We have a great many barrels of watering-can water, as well as some preserved Creeps we’re using for bites,” Hiren said quickly. “The losses were already filled before they happened.”

“A loss is still a loss. I hate losing my Knights,” grumbled Seville. “It’s also why we can’t just charge headlong into the capital of Lamals.”

“Yes, that’s exactly it,” Hiren agreed. “Geneva and Helena have both stated that the priesthood of Ekir is very deep in Lamals right now.

“They’d been on the outs for a brief period, but something has clearly repaired that relationship. It also seems that most of Ekir’s people are all heading for Lamals in some sort of last stand.”

“I can kill them,” Jaina growled, then pushed up against Seville. Leaning in close to him, she bit him lightly on the neck and then licked it several times. “I’m the strongest High Knight there is. I’ll crush them all.”

Seville looked at Nancy with a smirk.

Shrugging one shoulder, Nancy looked rather amused.

“I’ve been busy,” Nancy said in response to his unspoken question. “But I do think we should have a contest, Jaina. I think I might surprise you.”

That got Jaina’s attention, the Kobold turning to look at Nancy for several seconds.

“You can challenge me?” Jaina asked.

“And win,” Nancy proclaimed. “But don’t worry, I enjoy my position. I don’t want anything you have. But I do want to beat you. You’re not the strongest anymore.”

Jaina went taut in Seville’s lap for a moment and then she leapt up to her feet.

“Let’s go! I want to challenge you. Let’s test one another!” Jaina said excitedly. “Ina is so weak now. So very weak. I have no one to fight with.”

Nancy laughed and then gestured at the tent flap.

“Then let’s go. I’m afraid Seville is going to have a very busy night that I can’t be a part of,” murmured Nancy. “This will at least help me get my frustrations out.”

“Oh. Oh, yeah. Nikki and Lucia. I hate not being lead wife. I will earn it eventually,” Jaina said and then leaned down to kiss Seville. Then she bounded out of the tent, Nancy trailing along behind her.

Sighing, Hiren looked at Seville and shrugged her shoulders.

“I’m afraid I’m but the Coven Commander and little more than a mistress,” said Hiren. “Though I would love to fight for the right to be lead wife if I had the opportunity.

“If you’re done with everyone else and have a need… I’m always willing. You did threaten my womb with a child. And I’m always willing to explore. You still haven’t put it in my rear end, you know. And that’s definitely available to you.”

Seville raised his eyebrows at that.

He’d never considered anal, but now that she put it out there, he did want to try it.

“Have a good night, my High King. Don’t forget to come collect me when you’re ready,” Hiren said, then stepped out of the tent once more.

Leaving him alone for the first time in a long while.

He wasn’t sure how long that’d last though. He knew Nikki would likely come to get him soon enough.


Thirty-One

 

“Steve?” Nikki asked from outside his tent.

“Yes, I’m here,” Seville said with a grin. Nikki was one of the only people to refer to him as Steve anymore.

“Oh, thank goodness,” Nikki said and then opened the tent flap, coming in straight away. “I thought for sure you weren’t here or… that you’d gone to someone else… or…”

“Nope. Right here. Waiting for you,” Seville said with a grin.

Which was completely true.

For the last twenty minutes, he’d been quietly letting his mind wander while waiting for Nikki.

In that time, he’d mentally chewed over what’d happened between him and her.

Several thousand times.

He could only come back to the single point of betrayal being that she’d requested the queen’s justice before he had a chance to act.

And for that part, she’d apologized.

Many times.

Over and over, in fact.

She couldn’t apologize for her opinion or belief, because it was just that. Hers, and she felt right by it.

Admitting guilt over her action had been what she could do, and had done.

While he’d held onto it, almost to the point that he’d lost her.

And when the time came for that moment, he realized that even if they disagreed, he still loved her. Still wanted her in his life.

Wanted to be near her.

Because forgiving her when she asked for it—swearing that she’d never do something like that again—was what he needed to do.

Forgiveness was not weakness.

He wasn’t that cruel.

Smiling at him, Nikki paused for a moment at the entrance. She was wearing a light coat, but underneath that, he could see what looked like an almost see-through nightdress.

“I’m… really glad to hear that. And Lucia and I talked, by the way,” Nikki said, reaching up and starting to slip the coat off. “She… wants me to remain lead wife. She said that it wasn’t a position she’d ever wanted. And… I wanted to talk to you about it.”

No, Lucia wouldn’t do well as the lead wife.

She knows her own tastes and would likely turn it political.

Leaving it in the hands of Nikki removes her from the situation. Removes her from temptation and the problem that could come with it.

And Nikki… well… she’ll work for the benefit of the family. Seek the best outcome for the family.

Even if it means going against my opinion.

I think I’ll need that kind of strength in my family. Especially once I start mounting all those queens-to-be and putting kids in them.

Because Nikki will have to manage them on that side, while Lucia manages them politically.

“Makes sense. You’re the strongest emotionally and the most willing to fight me if you disagree,” Seville admitted to her. “What did you want to talk about it in regards to?”

“I think… many will challenge me for the right to be lead wife,” answered Nikki, coming over to him.

He could see her wide hips and generous bust through the nightdress.

It was sexy in a slightly hidden sort of way. Making him want to peel it up and off her to get his hands on her delicate skin.

“I’m not sure how they could challenge you? If it was a contest of strength that wouldn’t make much sense,” Seville muttered, his eyes sliding down over her curves.

“They’d come to you,” Nikki explained, coming to stop in front of him. Then she slowly sat down. Her nightdress moving up her thighs and exposing quite a bit of her pale legs. “Try to explain why they’d be better than me.”

“I’ll just tell them to go talk to you then,” Seville said, watching the Faun.

When everyone else in this world likely would have used him to their advantage, Nikki had given everything of herself to him and asked for nothing in return but love.

“Because the more I think about it, the more I actually want you as my lead wife,” affirmed Seville. “I’ll go tell Lucia that, as well. And that I won’t be able to see her tonight, because I’ll be spending it with you. Then come right back to you.”

Nikki’s lovely slotted and different eyes watched him, widening slightly at his words.

“You… will?” she asked, resting one of her hands over the back of his.

“I will. Because I love you, Nikki. You made a mistake. A big one,” Seville said with a shake of his head.

“And I’ll never make it again. I won’t… act without you. I’ve learned my lesson,” Nikki swore, jumping to respond before he could finish. “I’m sorry, Steve, my sweet Human. My man. I’m sorry I acted without consulting you in something I knew you felt so strongly about. I know I’m… silly. That I’m naive and I don’t seem to think the world is as bleak as it really is.”

Glancing down, Nikki kept smiling, though a bit sadly now. Shrugging her shoulders, she looked vulnerable and determined at the same time.

“Maybe I’m just an idiot. I can’t help it. If I didn’t live the life I wanted in the way that I wished, the world would be… I think I’d be almost too sad,” Nikki murmured.

That’s just it, isn’t it?

It isn’t that she doesn’t want to see the world for what it is. She does see it.

She just can’t… live in it the same way I do.

She’ll do her best to put the right foot forward and do what she can.

But she doesn’t have the courage to charge ahead.

Her courage is in not backing down when pressed.

“You’re fine just the way you are, Nikki. I honestly… I honestly wouldn’t change who you are,” Seville said, reaching over to put his free hand atop hers. Sandwiching it between his.

“Really?” Nikki asked, her eyes slowly moving up to meet his own.

“Really, really. Because if you weren’t who you are, I’m pretty sure I’d have been manipulated into a whole slew of things I don’t think I’d want. I was pretty… uh… easy to manipulate at the start,” Seville said with a chuckle.

“Yeah, you were,” Nikki said and then sniffled. Reaching up, she rubbed the back of her other hand against her nose. “Misty liked to tease that she could get her Steve to do anything for her.”

Slow tears began to trickle down from the corners of Nikki’s eyes.

“I miss Misty. A lot,” said Nikki. “She was a dear friend to me.”

Nodding at that, Seville reached out and put his arms around Nikki’s shoulders, and drew her over to him.

“Me, too.”

Nikki held on to him, her fingers digging into his tunic.

“You love me?” she asked.

“I do love you.”

“Really? Even after everything?”

“Yeah. Even after everything.”

“And… you want me as your lead wife?”

“I do. Because of your willingness to fight me, love me, disagree with me, and still want to suck on me. Which… I gotta admit, kinda sexy that you told me that.”

“I mean… yeah. It’s not that surprising, is it? A girl can have urges, you know. I’ve only had some bedroom play that one night we made up in the last… seven months?” Nikki complained. “A girl has needs, Steven Bril. And my needs aren’t really getting met. You have time you need to make up for. You have a very lonely and un… unsexed wife.”

“Well, I’m pretty sure the unsexed wife came here for specifically that reason,” Seville said, bending his head over her shoulder and getting his mouth to her skin.

Kissing it, he pressed his teeth to her flesh and bit at her very gently.

“I… yes. I came for lovemaking. I need it. I need sex, Steven. Sex your wife. Now,” Nikki demanded, leaning back and peering up at him with a grin. 

“Oh, well. Yes, ma’am. Right away. Let me just get this pretty little wife in my lap on her back and we’ll get to the sexing,” Seville said with a laugh, gently easing Nikki down onto her back atop his bedroll.

Nikki let out a soft yelp, her hands holding his shoulders. Then she started to laugh, gazing up at him.

“Still more comfortable than our first time,” she said as she chuckled. The tears no longer fell from her eyes, but it was obvious to him she was still feeling down. “I had bits of our bedding material stuck in places I’d rather not mention.”

Unable to help himself, Seville laughed at that, lowering his head down to Nikki’s shoulder.

“I thought we were just having fun back then. I didn’t realize the enormity of what you were giving me,” murmured Seville, starting to lay kisses along Nikki’s shoulder and up her neck.

“I won’t deny it was… a bit scary at the time,” Nikki whispered, turning her head to the side and exposing her neck to Seville. “I had no idea what you would do. I knew I already loved you, though… that I wanted you. You were so sexy and handsome. So courageous.”

Grinning, Seville gently bit down on Nikki’s neck while reaching down with his hands. He undid his pants and pushed them down quickly to his ankles, then kicked them off. All while gnawing gently at his Faun’s soft flesh.

“I really do love you, Steve. I love you so much. You’re the only one for me. I don’t even care about all the queens, princesses, mistresses. I don’t. And I really am sorry, I didn’t—”

Moving up, he silenced her with his lips. Kissing her deeply and lustfully.

He knew how she felt and didn’t need to hear it again.

If the world crashed down around him, and everything fell apart, he knew for a fact that Nikki would be the first one to rise up and start working to fix things.

Because that’s who she was.

Moaning under him, Nikki’s hands gripped his shoulders and kissed him back. Her heavy, muscular tongue sliding up into his mouth cautiously.

Regardless of the number of times he told her, she still felt self-conscious about not being Human.

Eagerly, hungrily, he mashed his tongue to hers and kissed her hard, leaning into her.

At the same time, he brought his knees up.

Before he could even part her legs, Nikki spread them wide apart, practically thrusting her hips at him.

“Please, yes, I need you,” Nikki said after breaking the kiss. “Just… love me, Steve. Please… love me.”

Apparently, she really still doesn’t quite believe it.

Settling down atop Nikki, he kissed her again. This time much more tenderly, his hands coming down to rest at her hips.

He could hear in her breathing that she was nervous but excited. The warm rush of air leaving through her nose and tickling against his cheek.

Moving forward, he shifted around until he got partly into Nikki’s entrance.

With a shiver, Nikki pulled at his shoulders, as if trying to draw him down even closer. Whimpering against his mouth, it slowly became a soft bleating noise.

She’s really into it. She doesn’t start doing that until the end usually.

Holding her waist, Seville began to push forward, his shaft gliding into her. Pulling his upper body away from her as he fully entered her, Seville looked down at the Faun.

She’d turned her head to one side, but was watching him out of the side of her eyes. Her horns were tangling up in his pillow. Her nightdress draped on her in a lovely way, making her look even softer.

“I love you, Nikki,” Seville reassured her, and then he began to work his shaft in and out of her. Riding her into his bedroll, he pushed deep with every thrust, grinding himself up against her pubic mound.

Groaning hard, Nikki quivered under him, her hips rolling to meet his thrusts and then away. Her whole body instantly in sync with his own.

Reaching up her hands to wrap them around his arms, her fingers gripped his muscled forearms as he rolled in and out of her.

“B-b-b—” Nikki was clearly trying to hold back a baah, her face slowly turning deep, dark red. He knew she tended to get loud with it, as well. The fact that they were in a tent, in the middle of a camp, surrounded by people, was likely preying on her.

Holding his Faun tightly, Seville ground into her as he thrust, holding her down at her waist. Doing everything he could to give her exactly what she’d said she needed.

“Baaaaahhh-ry it in me, Steve,” groaned Nikki loudly, followed by another louder baah.

He felt like it hadn’t been that long since he’d entered her, but she was clearly beyond ready to go.

Pushing harder and faster, Seville did exactly as she just asked. He rammed it deep into her over and over.

Ten seconds after that and Nikki fell into her orgasm, her breath catching mid-baah and her eyes closing tight.

Hitting his own climax a few seconds after that, Seville didn’t even need to get the prompt.

Impregnate my lovely Faun already.

He thrust into her over and over until he came inside her. Filling her quickly to the point that it felt like it was going to leak out.

Rolling into him as he mounted her, Nikki moved in time with him, knowing how to give him a good angle.

Knowing him just as well as he knew her.

Slowly her eyes opened and she looked at him, even as he kept going in her.

Conception achieved.

Holding his breath at the message even as his hips continued to pump, Seville couldn’t actually believe it.

They’d tried constantly with no luck.

This wasn’t exactly the best timing to get it right, but he couldn’t complain about it.

Nikki’s eyes had opened up wide, to the point that it seemed like they might just fall out of her head.

Finishing up with a single final pump, Seville settled his body down atop Nikki.

“Well,” he said in a soft pant. “There ya go, then. We just had to have a knock-down-drag-out fight and have make-up sex.

“Let’s hope the second kid doesn’t need the same because I’m not sure I could do it.”

Nikki let out a short, stifled laugh.

Then she grabbed his shoulders and jerked him down. Holding onto him as if her life depended on it.

Her breath was coming out in short little gasps, her thighs wrapped tightly around his waist, and her hands clutching at his back. As if she were afraid if he pulled out of her she’d lose her pregnancy.

I guess… that’s that, then.

Jaina would be next if I kept to the promises I made.

And maybe… that’s what I need when this is all over.

Go back to farm life as a High King. Let everyone settle down across the world. With the threat of the Creep ended once and for all.

“I’m pregnant,” whispered Nikki. “Steve, you got me pregnant. We’re having a baby.”

“Yeah, we are,” replied Seville, holding onto Nikki.

“I’m not cursed. I’m… I’m not being punished,” whimpered the Faun, holding him even harder. “I’m having a baby. You always tried and I thought it was me and-and-and we fought and you were going to leave me and then—”

Nikki’s voice fell off into a sob.

Clinging to him, she didn’t let him go.

Not until she fell asleep underneath him.

Seville didn’t dare leave her side for anything.

Not for Lucia when she came to collect him, not for Hiren—who checked in on him, which subsequently reminded him of her offer—and not for Jaina who came padding around and asked if he would mount her next to Nikki.

Everything offered to him was politely declined, because tonight belonged to Nikki.

And Nikki alone.


Thirty-Two

 

“I think perhaps we underestimated the queen,” said Geneva with a soft sigh.

Spread out on the field in front of them was a rather large army. One that was larger than Seville’s.

“I’m not so sure about that,” Helena countered with a shake of her head. “I think she put the country in debt to pull this off. I would imagine the treasury is… empty. Completely empty.”

“And that’s why she rushed out to fight us here?” Seville asked.

“Probably,” Helena said after a second. “If she can’t pay them, they won’t stay. She might have hired all she could on the idea that she could make this end in a month.”

“Sounds like something she’d do,” complained Geneva. “She’s a reckless idiot. Her mother was, as well.

“Grandmere always said the queen’s grandmother was a competent woman. It was her husband that’d been the idiot. Married him for his looks.”

Seville paused on that comment, his brain processing what’d been said.

“There’s magic to make men look good?” he asked suddenly, realizing what he’d been hung up on.

“Huh? Of course, there is. There’s just no point in it unless you’re aiming a son upward. Like at a queen,” Geneva explained. “Unfortunately for her, she didn’t even bother to talk to him beforehand. Just married him and had him put cubs in her. Fool that she was.”

“Darling, are you going to make the heir of Lamals join your royal harem?” Lucia asked from his side.

“I mean, that’s the plan,” Seville said, nodding his head. Then he turned and looked over his shoulder.

Fifteen heirs to thrones stood there, along with Keziah and Daelis. Dressed appropriately and attended to by three High Knights each.

Bodyguards, assistants, and executioners.

There to ensure loyalty to the High King at all times.

All of them were eighteen or older, except for the heir to Freit. His High Knights had attempted to find someone else older, but the royal family of Freit was just very small. There were almost no blood relations in its nobility who were of marrying age.

The young girl in question was at Lucia’s side. Where she almost always was.

Saban was on the other side of the girl, putting herself ahead of the “royal harem” since she was already occupying his bedroom.

Lucia seemed to approve of the woman which meant Saban had a supporter in Seville’s circle.

“I see,” said Lucia. “Well, we’ll have to be careful when we enter the capital then. Soldiers can be destructive and violent. The last thing we need is one of them skewering Princess Aldesia. She’d be the most likely pick for your royal harem. Oldest unwed daughter of an appropriate age.”

Nodding his head to that, Seville realized he didn’t care.

Nancy and Lucia would figure it out for him and he could just do his own part. Which was mostly intimidation and making the original demand.

His taking control of the royal families had been a true example of that philosophy, as well. Only Kalis had to be made an example of. Everyone else had fallen in line quickly.

“They’re too far for the archers,” Lucia murmured.

“Too far for magic, too,” Dog added.

“Yes, yes, too far. My boulders didn’t make it,” Jaina complained.

“That’s fine though. It isn’t as if we’re eager to engage them. If anything, we’re in the better position. Right now food, or vouchers for food, go a lot further than money,” said Nancy. “We can sit right here, feed our people, pay them, and slowly starve out the queen and her people.”

“Yes,” Xivin agreed. “We’re actively digging earthworks and palisade walls with stakes. No reason to move forward at all.”

“Okay, great. I’m going to go have some fun,” Seville said. “Dog, with me.”

Moving forward, Seville started heading down the hill.

In a heartbeat, Dog was at his right side. Dressed in chainmail and carrying a sword, she looked more like the rest of his High Knights today.

In fact, most of them were starting to wear the same thing. It had become more akin to a uniform than they’d ever had before.

“I’m coming, too,” Jaina said, padding up to his left.

“And me. I do need to be with my High King,” Nancy finished.

Looking around, he found that there was no one else attempting to join him.

“Fine, you two can come,” Seville said. “Did Nancy beat you, Jaina?”

Jaina, the beautiful Kobold, growled at that in a very animal-like way.

“Yes… the mistress beat me. Badly,” whined Jaina. “I’m practicing. I’ll beat the… beat the mistress. I’ll be much, much stronger.”

“Good. And congratulations, Nancy the Mistress,” Seville said. “Was it difficult?”

“Not at all. Jaina is certainly strong, but there’s a reason I’m at the top of the High Knights, and not her,” Nancy said. There was no malice in her words, though he did detect a hint of teasing.

Jaina made a huffing noise and then laughed.

“I’ll beat you, Nancy. Mistress. I’ll beat you and then I’ll take your position,” Jaina replied confidently. “I’ll be the Mistress.”

“You’re welcome to try, my precious Jaina,” Nancy said, laying a hand on Jaina’s head and scratching the smaller woman’s ears. “Because you’re the only one who understands me other than Seville. And you’re so cute.”

Snorting, Jaina didn’t pull away from Nancy’s hand as she would anyone else. In fact, now that Seville thought about it, Jaina didn’t let anyone touch her except children and him.

“Beat you, Nancy. Then I’ll make you watch me have sex with my husband. My husband. Mine,” said Jaina. “M-Mistress.”

“Oooh, so touchy today,” said Nancy tugging gently on one of Jaina’s ears for a second. “Are you that angry that Nikki’s pregnant?”

“Ow. S-stop it. No, I’m not angry,” whined Jaina. “Not angry, angry. Just… envious. I’m envious. I want pups again. Dog is pregnant, Nikki is pregnant, but I’m not.”

“Seville, dearest, Jaina would like pups. Please put some in her so she stops being a temperamental puppy about it,” Nancy declared. “Your Mistress commands it. There, all better, my cute little Kobold?”

“Mistress! I’m not… not a… I’m…”

For the first time, in a very long time, the Kobold he’d met at the farm surfaced.

An unsure, kind, hardworking, young woman.

“I’ll be sure to put some in her then just for you, Nancy the Mistress,” Seville said evenly. “How can I refuse when Jaina’s being so cute, bashful, and shy? I love it.”

Jaina fell completely silent, looking equal parts mortified and happy.

“Alright, this is good enough,” Seville said as they passed beyond the front of his troops’ leading line. “Make me a pile of nice round rocks, Dog. Something I can really get some force behind.”

A pile of witch-stone rocks appeared. Three piles of them, in fact.

Apparently Jaina and Nancy had taken that as an invitation to make their own pile.

Each one was slightly different, but all three were mostly the same.

Deliberately picking up a rock from Dog’s pile, he hefted it.

Looking at the distant enemy soldiers, Seville contemplated the rock in his hand.

Then he pulled his arm back and whipped it forward.

A soft boom and an echoing sound followed the rock as it zipped away. Tearing through the air, Seville lost sight of it quickly enough.

Though he did manage to spot it a second later.

Or more accurately, where it hit the queen’s soldiers.

A puff of brown went up into the air, only to fall back down.

“Oh, that’s not dirt, that’s blood,” Seville said as he realized what he was looking at.

Nodding his head, he picked up another stone—this time from Jaina’s pile—and launched it across the way.

A second explosion of people happened.

“Looked the same,” Jaina muttered. “My rock should have been better.”

Snickering, Seville realized that these three might end up competing over everything.

Taking one of Nancy’s rocks next, Seville cocked his arm back and launched it.

It smashed into a glowing blue wall that appeared from nowhere. Ripples traveled over the wall as if the rock had gone through the top of a lake.

“Damn,” Seville grumbled. “And that’s the problem, isn’t it. They do have priests of Ekir in there. And probably quite a few.”

“More than likely, yes,” confirmed Dog. “And a shield like that doesn’t cost very much. It’s… just a construct.”

“In other words… that’s the end of my rock-throwing,” Seville summarized.

“I’m afraid so, my High King,” apologized Dog.

And this is the problem.

My people are strong. Very strong.

Extremely so.

But in situations like this, there are counters. There are those who can stand up to them.

And to me.

The best weapon we have is attacking where they can’t counter.

Settling in here has only allowed them to concentrate their forces together. Rather than spreading them out.

They’ll have more soldiers than we do.

But… not more magical power.

Turning around, Seville started back toward where Geneva, Helen, and Xivin were waiting. He wanted to pitch an idea at them. One that likely wouldn’t win him any points with Hiren or her people, but would serve everyone’s purposes better.

That idea would be separating the High Knights from the army and having them march off to flank. Flank and constantly attack to draw the magical defenses off the front.

Surprisingly, it didn’t take that much talking on his part to get them to agree. If he was being honest, he suspected they’d already discussed the same plan and course of action before he’d mentioned it.

They might have just been too nice to tell him that.

In the end, Beati and Dog remained with Seville as his personal bodyguards.

Hiren, Kimor, and Aubrey took the majority of the High Knights and began flanking the north of the enemy mass.

As they went, they continuously launched magical attacks on the enemy forces. Drawing their attention and magical defenses to that side.

Which eventually gave Seville what he wanted.

The ability to throw rocks at the enemy forces that were left behind as a large portion broke off to stay locked to the High Knights.

After an hour, the army began to fall away from standing off so close to Seville’s army. They weren’t willing to take more losses, but they couldn’t pull anyone off from defending against the High Knights.

Slowly, all four groups made a slow and steady crab-like maneuver back toward the capital.

Sometimes they had a shield to protect themselves from Seville’s rock attacks, sometimes they didn’t.

The battle of Lamals continued.

 

***

 

Walking up to the front of the royal breeding grounds, Seville didn’t know how to compose himself.

Part of him felt like he was about to walk into something as disturbing as the pigpens had been. Except that from the outside looking in, everything had an air of wealth, defense, and opulence.

“They didn’t fight?” Seville asked, turning to look at Hiren.

“Not at all. The flag was pulled down as soon as I suspect that we were visible,” Hiren muttered. “Left a company of High Knights here to keep everyone inside. 

“We sent for you after it was clear that the queen’s army was falling all the way back to the capital.”

He had Hiren, Aubrey, Kimor, Beati, and Dog with him. Or what most people simply considered his personal High Knight retinue.

Other than Felisa… but… we’ll get her back.

We’ll get her back and everyone else.

Everyone.

Life for a life.

“And… no one left? No soldiers took off or anything?” Seville asked, looking at the large wooden gate.

“No one left. No one went in. It… just continued, as if nothing had changed,” Hiren said, sounding very unsure to him.

Dog threw her hands out in front of herself and the large wooden doors thumped loudly. Slowly, they toppled inward and landed on the ground with a slam.

“Did you even check the door?” Aubrey asked, looking at the smaller woman.

“I… no. Should I have?” asked Dog, sounding rather confused.

“What if we have to put the doors back up? Might have helped,” Kimor admitted with a shrug of her shoulders.

“I can… put them… back up?” offered Dog, her brows pressing together.

“Might not need to. Might be a graveyard in there,” Seville said with a sigh and a shake of his head. “From everything I’ve heard, this is… men go in and don’t come back out. And women only come out pregnant, if ever.”

“That’s what I’ve heard myself,” Hiren murmured.

“Aub, Kim, you two go first,” Seville said, gesturing at the gateway.

Aubrey and Kimor gave him an odd look, then turned and moved through the gates and into the compound.

Hiren gave him a questioning look.

“They’re big girls. Anyone in there is less likely to try and fight them,” Seville said with a shrug of his shoulders.

The look on Hiren’s face made it seem like she wanted to argue, or question, but she didn’t. Instead, she merely nodded her head.

“Uh… it’s okay,” Aubrey called from inside.

Taking that as his cue, Seville walked through the gate and into the compound.

Entering the Breeding Grounds.

All sex and breed violations are no longer valid.

In other words… no negative accolades for anything that happens here.

That makes sense. Wouldn’t want everyone to catch a rapist tag while visiting their local sex slave pit.

In front of Seville was a large atrium. Larger than he expected it to be given what his mind had already envisioned.

The area was overflowing with what looked like greeting areas or places where people would sit and talk.

It was expensively decorated and filled with more than enough luxury goods to bankrupt a small country. Seville frowned.

There were no guards that he could see, and no one seemed to care that his people had just entered unannounced.

Slowly, they began to walk deeper into the compound.

With every step, Seville began to wonder if he had it all backward. So far, he’d seen more wealth available here than he had in his life.

Even Lynn didn’t have this much luxury.

Moving through a hallway, they entered another area of the large sprawling complex.

Expecting it to suddenly change as they went through the door, Seville found he was in for a surprise.

It was even more luxurious than the previous area. Pillows, silver pitchers and glasses, trays of gold filled with food.

“I think… we got it wrong,” Beati muttered from beside him.

Throughout this area were men and women. All in various states of sex. Having, just had, or preparing to have sex.

Not more than six feet away, a muscular man was pounding away at a gorgeous brunette with enough assets to catch any man’s eye.

Sitting not far away was a handful of women who looked like they were waiting for a turn. Or so Seville guessed.

Grunting, the man pushed up against his partner and groaned. Thrusting into her twice more, he finally pulled back and sat down on a pillow.

Only then did he notice Seville and the others.

“Oh, hey,” said the man in a pant. Waving a hand at his face, he laughed. “Sorry, don’t notice much when I’m working.”

The lovely brunette rolled off the pillow she’d been on top of and laid down on the ground nearby.

“No luck, Chad,” she said, patting her chest. “We’ll have to try again in a bit. That was a good one, though.”

“Right? Ha-ha, definitely was better with you getting your hips higher,” said the man who was apparently named Chad.

“I’m sorry,” Seville said, feeling frustrated and confused. “Isn’t this the breeding grounds?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah. What about it?” asked Chad, still fanning himself with his hand.

“I mean… you’re a prisoner here?” Seville prompted.

“I mean, I guess. Not much of a prison though. I have sex with beautiful, smart women all day long,” laughed Chad. “I mean, look at Zora. Holy hell. She’s gorgeous and mine. All I have to do is sex her over and over until she gets pregnant.”

Scratching at his jaw, Seville looked at the woman in question.

He couldn’t deny she really was beautiful.

“You just… get paired up and go until she’s full with a child?” Aubrey asked.

“Yeah. Exactly. I get bonuses if I get them knocked up fast, ya know?” Chad said then pointed at the woman nearby. “Alright. You ready for your turn? I want to get back to Zora before the hour’s out if I can.”

“Yes! Very ready,” said the lovely blond woman who was waiting nearby. “I want to do it on my back. You got Beita pregnant yesterday on her back. I want that bonus for this month.”

“Great, okay, sorry, back on the clock. Go talk to someone else,” Chad said, waving Seville and his people off.

Not bothering to wait around, Seville left, heading straight back out to the front of the complex.

Standing outside once more, Seville shook his head, staring out at the grasslands around them.

The breeding grounds had a garrison that’d been removed long before they’d arrived.

And if he didn’t miss his guess, the guards inside had likely hidden themselves among the women having sex. As if they’d been there the whole time.

They probably weren’t going to find anyone at all here who could tell them what was actually going on.

Except he didn’t think it mattered.

If they were all like Chad, then everyone here was working a job more than anything else.

Which made sense when he thought about it.

“Did Lynn make the pigpen?” Seville asked.

“No,” Aubrey said. “A form of it was already there when she took over. She just modified it a bit. She made it smaller and lowered the number of people actively breeding.”

Frowning, Seville put his hand over his face and stood there, thinking.

“What… do we do, High King?” Hiren asked.

Seville didn’t have a good answer to that.

If these people were here working, for bonuses no less, then they were gainfully employed, technically.

“Have… have someone interview everyone,” Seville muttered. “Get them paid whatever they’re owed and send them on their way. Assurances that they’ll not be bothered again one way or the other.

“Have a company guard this place otherwise. I’m sure there’s more than enough coin in this place to make Lucia a happy woman. That or turn it into some type of…Summer… palace. Or something.

“That means I don’t want this place looted or touched in any way. So put people here you trust completely.”

“I understand,” Hiren murmured.

“You know, I was expecting like… a sex slave thing. With chains and a dungeon and… all that,” Aubrey grumbled. “Instead, it was just a really high-end version of the pigpens.”

Seville unfortunately couldn’t disagree.

Even the pigpens had been ridiculously well-maintained. Those who were there hadn’t wanted to leave, and he’d been forced to repatriate them to other places.

In the end, the only misfortune coming from the pigpens had been the children born of it.

Put into service as soon as they could hold a sword and expected to fight for a country that’d had them bred.

But apparently even that hadn’t been Lynn’s personal decision. Just something she’d inherited.

Doubt was beginning to creep into Seville’s mind. But he couldn’t go backward anymore.

There was no way back from here.


Thirty-Three

 

Things weren’t going the way Seville wanted them to.

Or more precisely, they were going well. Too well.

The obstacles they encountered were pushed over with ease, and they marched on and on.

Nothing felt quite right. As if things weren’t as bad as he’d been expecting, or that they weren’t even an actual problem.

Cities fell before his army quickly, towns and villages were quick to swear allegiance to him.

No one refused to put their oaths to him anymore as they did when he’d first started out on his campaign. A snowball effect had begun occurring.

The populace of locations where his army showed up were already waiting to present him with their oaths before he even asked for them.

“The losses are about what we’d expect,” Geneva said gloomily, reading over a paper she held in her hands. “Each little skirmish, each battle, costs us a few lives and the queen pays less and less for each of her mercenaries.”

Seville looked from Geneva back to his hands.

Pressing them together, he contemplated the tops of his fingers. Looking at them and wondering what exactly he was doing anymore.

He’d been on a quest for vengeance originally.

To right the wrongs that’d been done to him.

Except now, he was on a quest to free the one who’d killed his wives and then put her in prison.

But that wasn’t it either.

His true goal anymore, the one that had kept him moving, was taking control.

Taking over everything.

Leaving nothing behind for anyone else at all to threaten him with.

Because if I control everything, no one can harm or threaten me, or those I love.

Spreading his hands apart, he couldn’t help but also consider how much further this whole thing would go before it was over.

Next was actually going into a full-on pitched battle. Likely outside the capital itself.

Then it would probably go into the city directly.

“Is there anything we can do to bring our losses down?” Seville asked, looking back to Geneva.

Helena and Xivin were her assistants in this war. Those three had almost been entirely responsible for everything so far.

“Not particularly. Unless you can think of a way of forcing them to just give up,” Helena said as Geneva considered the question. “The queen wants to remain the queen, and you want her to step down. It’s somewhat of an impasse. There’s really no way around this one without one side or the other bowing.”

Chewing at his lip, Seville had already assumed that would be the answer.

He certainly wasn’t going to stop either. He was already far too deep. Any backward step at all at this point would almost be more painful than continuing forward.

“There would normally be the possibility of sending in a team to secure the throne as we did with all the other royals,” Hiren speculated. “Except those priests of Ekir make it a problem. A big one. They can hold us back more than long enough to negate our power advantage. They simply have the numbers.”

What… what if we separate the priests from the queen?

Divide one from the other and then conquer one first.

Like say… offer the priests clemency. So that they could leave and practice their religion, so long as they didn’t propagate further violence.

Or hatred.

Take out the queen, wait a few years, and then come for the priests.

“Our problem with the priests of Ekir is their violence,” Seville said, shifting sideways in his chair and moving closer to Nancy.

Then he reached out and put his left hand on top of Jaina’s head. She tended to put herself at his leg, then snuggle it.

Too dog-like at times.

Outside of his High Knight bodyguard detail, his general and her aides, it was only Nancy and Jaina here.

Everyone else was going about their own business in one way or another.

Lucia and Nikki were completely concerned with and drowning in the princesses Seville had collected.

Holding deep discussions regarding both family planning and High Kingdom planning.

“To put it lightly, dearest,” Nancy murmured, reaching over to lightly run her fingertips through his hair.

“What if we offered their entire religion amnesty for the acts they’ve committed so far?” asked Seville. “Just… a straight-up golden bridge to get out of the way. If we can separate them from the queen, we could steamroll the queen right out.

“Then in a few years, when the priests of Ekir get uppity, we go back in and finish them off. We can train and retain more and more High Knights. Train them with Dog’s help in how to fight the priests.”

Geneva, Helena, and Xivin all looked to be considering his words in their own way.

Then Helena turned to Geneva and sighed.

“I would be more than willing to make that concession personally,” murmured the military governor.

“Me, as well, even though I would rather tear them out of the capital by their roots,” Geneva muttered, then she turned and looked at Xivin. “Any concerns?”

“Only in that I am eager to finish this campaign, and return home. I find that now that I’ve returned to health… I want to go home.

“I want to have enough sex that I hurt my back,” Xivin said with a smirk, shaking her head. “I want to become a High Knight and push a few Half-Elves out. I can teach the High Knights the sword and stay at the farm and be perfectly comfortable with that. I don’t… want this anymore. Any of this.”

“Yes,” Geneva agreed wholeheartedly. “I… feel the same. Ever since Seville came into my life my priorities have all changed.”

“I—”

Helena paused in mid-sentence, her eyes sliding to the table.

“I… was about to say it was my duty to have children but… I don’t think it is anymore. I mean… I want to have kids and… lots of sex… but… things are so different now,” Helena mumbled.

Now that he thought about it, Seville hadn’t heard the robotic words of procreation and child-rearing for quite a while.

Something had changed when he wasn’t looking. He had no idea what it was either.

“It’s you,” Nancy whispered in his ear, then nibbled at his earlobe. “Once you get a woman in your bed, it just takes time for the drive to fall off. And yes, I noticed it, too. But only… only after we spoke with Zeus. That was when I became aware of how odd it was.”

Seville raised his eyebrows at that.

“You and your magic seed. Wanna put some in me? I bet I could get your pants down for a real quick go of it. Maybe let me eat you up? No one would complain,” begged Nancy in a pleading voice. “Let me get my lips on that delicious dick of yours?”

“Assuming we wanted to make the offer,” Seville said, reaching up with his right hand to caress Nancy’s cheek. His left hand still lightly toying with Jaina’s hair. “How would we go about telling the priests without letting the queen know?”

“Send it by spell,” Dog said simply.

“By what?” Seville asked, looking to the woman.

“Send it by spell. Just… oh, I suppose that isn’t a Witch magic thing,” Dog said, looking away for a moment. Then she brought her gaze back up. “If we put the request for a meeting in a spell, only someone with the ability to counter the spell would be able to see the request.”

“Ah, I understand!” Jaina said, bouncing up from her crouch. “I can do it. Yes, yes. I can do it. It’ll be very very easy.”

Then she turned and gave Seville a wide smile.

“And when I’m done done, we can try for my pups!” Jaina said excitedly. “It’d be a reward and I’d get pregnant, right? Right?”

Jaina had apparently come back around to the idea of having pups once more. Breaking away from her previous consideration of not having them.

“Sure. Get them to agree to a meeting, and I’ll make sure you get another shot at pups,” Seville said with a smirk.

He’d just limit the possibility of getting her pregnant to nearly zero.

Just like he did with Saban, who was almost always full of worthless seed anymore.

Nearly at all times.

In fact, it’s about time she showed up and asked for another round.

Isn’t it?

Though… let’s not set the chance to zero for Jaina. We’ll treat her just like we did Nikki. Because I think it’ll be just as hard for her to get pregnant.

 

***

 

Holding his hands up in front of himself, Seville continued to walk very slowly toward the priests.

Six of them had walked out from their side of the field facing the High Knights with a white banner hanging above them.

Seville had decided he’d be the one to greet them. Jaina, Dog, and Hiren were with him.

Nancy was, as well, but she was completely camouflaged and unseen. No one would know she was there unless she decided to let them see her.

“Good morning,” Seville said, coming to a stop ten feet away. “I’m glad you got the message. We weren’t sure you were willing to talk.”

Of the six who stood across from him, only one wasn’t wearing a helmet. The other five were dressed in full armor and armaments.

Not that I blame them for not trusting me. I wouldn’t trust me either, if I had to be honest.

Appearing to be middle-aged, the woman had a strict, sour-looking face. Her features were cold and rigid. Locked into place.

She might have been pretty once, but now she only looked like the leftovers of a bitter life that’d been met with a scowl.

Her cold, dead brown eyes swept from person to person and stopped on Dog.

“A… Aspirant E—”

“My name is Dog. I’m the High King’s personal Dog and concubine. Address me as Dog,” growled Dog in a low tone. “I’m carrying his heir. His first heir as the High King. I’m Dog. His Dog.”

Oh. I suppose that’s true. I wonder if that holds any weight.

Hm.

“Anyway,” Seville said neutrally. “I wanted to offer you an armistice. You as in the followers of Ekir. Not the queen or her soldiers.”

The old woman’s eyebrows shot up to the top of her head.

“Just… the followers of Ekir,” the old woman said, sounding very distrustful.

“No,” Dog said with a chop of her hand. “Just those in the priesthood of Ekir. Not the followers.”

Seville wondered if that’d been a deliberate word choice on the woman’s part.

“Didn’t catch your name,” Seville said, smiling at the woman.

“I’m the Anointed One. I lead the priesthood,” said the woman, still not identifying herself.

“And if I was to call you by a name, it would be…” Seville said, trying a different tactic. He didn’t feel like asking for insight into her.

“Issel,” Dog answered for the woman.

“Well! Issel, you heard it from Dog. We want to provide all your priests, your priesthood, the opportunity to disengage from this little war,” Seville said. “An armistice and general cessation of aggression. My only caveat to all this is that you go your own way, don’t look back, and you cease all violence towards those who don’t follow your belief.

“You can carry out your religious observations so long as they don’t interfere with others living their lives. Like hiring a Lion-man to abduct and murder those who aren’t ascribing to your religious laws.”

Issel looked like she was chewing on a rock, digesting what she’d just been told quietly.

“You’ll leave us be, even after you’ve finished this war?” Issel asked.

“Providing you don’t break our agreement, yes,” Seville affirmed. He really would leave them alone if they could keep their violent tendencies under wraps.

He didn’t think they could and wouldn’t believe any assurances they intended to give him either. In fact, he wouldn’t be surprised if they even waited twelve months before they broke the agreement.

“And if we took this… armistice?” Issel asked.

“I would expect you to march north, south, or west, and never look back,” answered Seville. “Anywhere but east. As soon as you’re a day or two in any direction, I plan on taking Lamals and fixing things.

“If you come back towards Lamals for any reason after you’ve left, I’m going to assume you’ve broken the agreement.”

“Take it, Issel,” Dog said in a much calmer tone. “Take it and live peacefully. High King Seville is willing to let you go if only to get at the Queen of Lamals easier.

“He has not offered anyone else mercy. For anything. All the queens and kings are subjects under his rule. Their daughters, heirs, all waiting for him to claim them and provide them new heirs.

“The world is changing. Do not squander a blessing you’ve been given that you don’t rightly deserve.”

Issel looked incensed at the way Dog was speaking to her, but she didn’t reply.

She instead, stood there.

Thinking.

Weighing what’d just been told to her against what she personally wanted, Seville imagined.

“Punishing you later, Dog, for telling her information that wasn’t yours to give,” Seville said under his breath.

“I… I understand, my High King. I’m sorry,” said Dog, bowing her head. Then she turned toward him and fell to her knees, pressing her face against his hip. Putting her hands to his boot she clung to him. “Forgive me, High King. That wasn’t my place.”

Realizing he couldn’t actually punish her when she’d go so far already, Seville instead gave her a firm pat on the cheek, then put his hand on the crown of her head.

“You will be punished, but I will forgive you once I do so,” Seville promised.

“Thank you, High King,” Dog mumbled, her face pressed into his side.

Staring at Dog now, Issel looked like she’d come to a sudden and abrupt decision.

“We gratefully accept this armistice as you’ve proposed it and will leave during the night. We only ask that you please honor the peace until first light so we can evacuate promptly,” Issel said, inclining her head slightly to Seville.

“Great. Get to gone, then, and we’ll hopefully not meet like this again,” said Seville, believing full well that he’d likely be pulling Issel’s eyes out in less than five years.

The priesthood leaders of Ekir turned around and began marching back. Putting their backs to Seville.

He wasn’t sure if that was bravado or stupidity, but he didn’t care. As long as they were leaving, he’d get exactly what he wanted.

A clear shot at the Queen of Lamals, and a chance to retrieve his property.

And once we have Lynn, we’ll drop her off at her eternal prison, have a go with Aubrey where Lynn can watch, and then leave.

Off to run the High Kingdom and start putting everything back together.

“My High King, I’m sorry,” said Dog in a low voice, her face still tight to his hip. “I told her things I should not have. I… I wasn’t thinking.”

“It’s fine, Dog. It’s fine,” Seville said, running his fingers through her hair.

He didn’t for a moment doubt that it was her words that swayed Issel in the end.

The fact that he’d already lined up every nation, brought them low, and bound their heirs, was the needed push. It bumped Issel over the edge from contemplating fighting, to realizing that it wasn’t just a fight she’d lose, but one that would end her religion if she lost.

“Nancy, figure out a suitable punishment for Dog. One that will give her a little grief. Not much, just a little. To remind her to think before she talks,” Seville murmured. “Do try to make it a little fun for her, too, though. Because I think it was her words that won Issel over.”

“What?” Jaina asked, sounding extremely confused.

Hiren didn’t reply, she knew Nancy could do this little vanishing act when she wanted to.

Chances were that she’d already been teaching Hiren how to do it.

“I agree,” Nancy said from his left side.

“No, no. This is not fair, not fair,” Jaina growled. “Teach me this, Nancy. Please? Mistress?”

“How could I ever deny my sweet junior? Of course, I’ll teach you, Jaina,” Nancy purred, still quite unseen. “Just remember our bargain, my sweet Kobold.”

“I… I remember,” muttered Jaina.

What? What bargain?

“I’ll tell you later,” Nancy whispered in his ear, dangling off his shoulder now.

 

***

 

As the sun rose the following day, Seville stood on the extreme right flank with his High Knights, Jaina, and Nancy.

The priesthood of Ekir was gone.

Their camp remained. Fires burning to ash, tents left in place, overnight defensive positions abandoned.

Everything that couldn’t be loaded up on a person’s back or wagon was left behind. Leaving the queen’s forces without any magical protection, and a good chunk of their forces simply no longer existing.

“Well,” Seville muttered. “I suppose that means I have to give the priesthood clemency.”

“They don’t deserve it, High King,” mumbled Dog.

In the end, her punishment had been interesting.

Nancy had her sit naked, hidden with Nancy, and watch as Seville service Lucia, Saban, Hiren, and then Airlea in that order.

When Seville was done with all of them, Nancy had him mount Dog.

He didn’t quite understand it, but if there was anyone who knew how to punish someone, it was Nancy.

Still didn’t tell me about her little arrangement with Jaina though. Now I’m just curious.

“They don’t. But the queen deserves death more than the priesthood does,” Seville argued. “And they’ll screw up eventually. At which point, we’ll go kill them all anyway. It’s irrelevant. A question of time and little more.”

“Yes, I’ll have people assigned to watch over them,” confirmed Hiren. “We’ll know as soon as they violate their agreement. In the meantime, we’ll recruit. As many as we can, as fast as we can, just as you said, High King.”

Taking in a long breath, Seville nodded his head.

“Exactly that,” he muttered.

This victory felt almost like a loss to him and he didn’t know why.

The further and further he went, the more he felt like this wasn’t correct. That things were actually going wrong.

That every action he took was only pushing him further and further back.

And he hadn’t the faintest idea why he felt that way.

Only that he did indeed dread what might be coming.


Thirty-Four

 

Sitting once more in his camp chair, Seville continued to feel uneasy.

Uneasy, concerned, and mildly sick.

Things were progressing quicker now.

Much quicker.

With the priesthood of Ekir abandoning her, the queen—or perhaps her generals—had beat a hasty retreat.

They had headed straight back to the capital city. Anything that wasn’t able to be grabbed at a run, or packed in a few minutes was left behind.

From supplies to wounded, the things left behind were numerous.

Geneva had it all picked over, sorted, and set aside if it was needed or desired. The wounded were cared for and added to the prisoners that they’d already taken.

She’d said in no uncertain terms that if the war went well, all these soldiers would simply be returned to the army of Lamals. If they were expected to fight again later, having as many soldiers as possible would be ideal.

Queen’s soldiers today, my soldiers tomorrow.

Shaking his head, Seville ran a hand through his hair.

“Just received word. Nikki and the others have been safely returned to the farm,” Hiren murmured from beside him.

Once the priesthood fled, all non-combatants, or essentials, were sent off. Things had been dangerous before, but this would likely be the worst of it.

Win or lose, there was always the possibility of a group of soldiers flanking and getting into the command camp.

Those kinds of situations didn’t always bode well for anyone found.

Kassandra had gone with them and would see about getting the farm into a stronger defensive position. There were likely to be a great many bandits after this war ended.

Those without jobs or livelihoods would do what they had to do. No small number of them would turn to banditry.

That left Seville with Lucia, Nancy, Jaina, Geneva, Helena, Xivin, Beati, and Dog in camp. Though of those, only Beati and Dog were at his side. Lucia and Nancy were with all the princess heirs, and Jaina was working with Hiren.

“I’m still surprised you were able to run a farm during the Creep,” murmured Saban. The stunningly beautiful woman leaned into his side, pressing her breasts up against his arm. Shifting around for a second, she got comfortable against him and then went still again.

She and all the princess heirs were, of course, required to be here and were essential. None of them were as close to him as Saban was, being his first and only royal mistress so far.

“Did what we had to,” Seville muttered, not pulling away from the woman. Reaching up, he began to casually paw at her well-endowed chest.

He wasn’t going to pretend that he didn’t enjoy her touch or her body. He would simply enjoy it when she offered.

He’d put more seed in Saban in the last month and a half than he’d planted on his farm. At this point, Saban was his constant bed partner at least seven or eight times a day while they were on campaign.

What was bothering him about Saban, though, was that she was getting rather emotionally clingy as of late with him. Asking him how he felt about her, what he was willing to do, and what he liked. Trying to fine-tune her appearance and what she did in the bedroom for him.

He knew Lucia was encouraging the woman to do so as well, which made it harder for him to ignore the queen and her questions.

Tilting her chest to the side, Saban made it easier for him to fondle her. Taking the offer, Seville really sunk his fingers in and groped her through her elegant dress.

Watching the battle down below, Seville was frustrated. He didn’t want to be up here, doing nothing. Relegated to little more than a bystander and wondering what would happen next.

No more open wars like this with me at the head.

Clandestine operations only. Where I can really flex and exert myself. I had the most success so far when no one really knew I was coming.

Where I can just… let loose and crush everything in front of me.

“Ah, there’s the gap Hiren said would happen,” Beati murmured. She stood near Seville along with Dog. They were the two Hiren had assigned to remain with him as bodyguards.

Seville got the impression Beati was glad to be with him but also annoyed that she wasn’t on the front line.

Laid out in front of them was perhaps the last battle in this war.

The queen’s soldiers were fighting at the walls now, having tucked inside and being unwilling to leave.

They’d waited a few days, giving them every chance to surrender, before Seville ordered the High Knights to simply rip the gates down along with some of the wall.

“Some gap,” Seville said, watching as the entirety of the gatehouse was evaporated into nothing. “Jaina isn’t playing around.”

“She’s mad that the mistress is stronger than her,” explained Beati. “I talked with her… briefly. She’s going to work very hard to be stronger than the mistress.”

Seville snorted at that.

“There’s a reason she’s the mistress you know. If I had to pick one person to be with me in the worst possible situation… it’d be the mistress,” replied Seville.

“I will be her equal,” claimed Dog. “I will be your new true mistress.”

“Work hard, Dog. Work hard,” Seville said and then sighed, getting a good handful of Saban.

His soldiers rushed in through the break in the wall and began flooding into the capital city’s last fortification.

There’d been no wall around most of the city, just the “noble quarter”. Everything up to that had just been civilians and citizens.

Peasantry.

Left outside the walls to fend for themselves.

The army of the High Kingdom ignored them, going about their business as if they were no different than rocks or trees.

Lamals’ Queen was all that mattered.

“Here, I’ll make this much easier, my High King,” Saban whispered as she moved over in front of him.

Sitting down in his lap, she leaned into him and got comfortable. Then she took his right hand and put it back on her breasts.

“Please enjoy,” Saban said, closing her eyes and snuggling up to him. Her left hand rested against his elbow and her fingers began to lightly toy with his arm hair. Her right arm was pressed up against his stomach with that hand caressing his thigh.

Saban was always encouraging him to make use of her in any way possible.

Seville was tempted to dump her off his lap, but he knew this was being done at Lucia’s encouragement.

He had no idea what the two were up to, but he imagined it was some sort of pecking order amongst the royal girls.

“I think that’s it,” Beati said with a shake of her head. “Didn’t even last an hour. The High Knights of the High King have no equal.

“We’ll just recruit up to the same number as the priesthood and crush them. We only lack numbers.”

Seville nodded his head. That was more or less what exactly would happen. He didn’t think for a moment that there would be peace in this land for a while.

Most nations would try to remain autonomous. He imagined his life would be a lot of back and forth between his royal mistresses and his home.

Constantly ironing out everything and anything that came up.

Starting with the queen.

Sitting there, Seville waited.

Fondling Saban, queen of the strongest nation in the world. One that had controlled the alliance directly.

A woman who now spent more time in his bed, in his lap, or hanging off of him, than she didn’t.

 

***

 

Walking through the empty streets of the city, Seville felt odd. He knew there were thousands of people here in the capital. Which meant there were hundreds of eyes on him right now.

Peeking through windows or doors, looking at him from alleys or streets. Watching the procession of the High King on his way to end the Queen of Lamals.

In the end, the last battle of Lamals had been as anti-climactic as everything else.

And as equally unnerving to him.

There was something decidedly wrong in all of this and Seville couldn’t put his finger on it. The feeling had been growing worse up to this point.

Now it felt like it was doubling with every step he took, bringing him closer and closer to the castle.

There was a solid “bonk” noise that caused him to look to the left.

An enchanted arrow was sticking out of the glowing shield Beati held out in front of herself with her left hand.

“Felisa didn’t die for nothing,” Beati growled, the arrow remaining stuck in the magical shield. “All that testing with the arrow that killed her paid off.”

Ah.

At least they were able to turn her death into something they could learn from.

I wonder what’ll happen when I bring her back from the dead.

Just as soon as Zeus gives me more orders.

A group of High Knights broke away from his escort detail and rushed off in the direction the arrow had come from.

Moving through the shattered gate that had held back his army for all of an hour, Seville entered the noble quarter. Dog held the shields on his right, Beati his left. Nancy was a step behind him.

He didn’t know it for certain, but he was pretty sure Nancy had a third shield up around everyone. Just slightly beneath Dog and Beati’s.

High Knights were in abundance here. Lining the street on each side, creating a corridor of sorts for him to pass through.

Marching along, Seville kept his eyes on the distant castle entrance.

It looked to him like someone had torn the portcullis out of it.

Probably Jaina or Hiren. They’re strong enough.

Inexorably, and feeling like the jaws of a trap were closing around him, Seville made his way into the castle.

Where he was greeted by Geneva, Helena, Xivin, Jaina, and Hiren.

“The campaign was a success, my lord High King, and noble husband,” Geneva said, inclining her head to him. “I present to you, Lamals, its queen, and her heirs. They all await you in the throne room.”

“Good work, Geneva. I officially relieve you of all your duties in every capacity. Effective immediately, it’s all transferred to Helena,” Seville said, reaching out to lay a hand to Geneva’s shoulder. “I can’t begin to even express how grateful I am to you.”

“Of course, you can,” Geneva said with a wide smile, showing off her teeth. “Our second cub. Payable to me, tonight. And every night after, until I get it.”

Smirking, Seville nodded in agreement at that.

She was right of course, that was the deal he’d offered her.

“Jaina, go get my princesses. I need them. All of them. Including Saban and Lucia,” Seville commanded. “Keep up a shield as you do so. Someone shot at me as we came in.”

“Yes, husband!” Jaina said with a wide, tongue-lolling grin. Then she was off in a flash, running out the door on all fours and sprinting down the road into the city.

“Someone what?” Hiren asked, her head turning toward Beati.

Moving forward once again, Seville didn’t bother to answer. Hiren would get the information from Beati, he imagined.

It only took a minute to find and enter the throne room.

There were a great many people here. Likely all nobles of the queen’s court.

At the center of the throne room were four people.

A single High Knight standing over three women.

Walking up to the group, Seville wondered how he wanted to do this.

“Master, you’ve come for me,” purred Lynn, who was one of the three kneeling women. She was dressed in elegant dark blues and grays that emphasized and flattered her at every curve and line.

Seville caught her blue eyes with his own and gave her a quick once-over.

Her dark brown hair was cut short in a loose hairstyle that fit her face rather well.

He’d thought she was older in the past, but with the current hair-cut and clothes, she looked as young as her cousin was.

Her cat ears were facing toward him, just as Aubrey’s almost always were. There was no mistaking the two cousins shared many features.

Lynn was the smaller, more demure, and intelligent one between them. Only a fraction more pretty than Aubrey, looking quite noble and lovely today in her garb.

Getting to her feet, Lynn looked at the High Knight standing not far from her.

“May I greet my Master?” Lynn asked the helmeted woman.

Looking to Seville for direction, the High Knight’s helmet covered her face from view.

“Lord High King?” asked the woman. Seville recognized her in that moment from her voice.

“It’s alright, Enforcer. She may approach,” Seville said.

Lynn flew forward across the distance at his words. Slamming into him she wrapped her arms around him, hauled him down, and kissed him.

Stunned, and not entirely sure what to do, Seville stood there.

Seconds ticked by before Lynn broke the kiss then pressed herself back against him, resting her head against his chest.

“Oh Master, your pet missed you desperately. Please take your pet home. Away from her prison. Please master? And would master please take his pet to bed? Your pet would very much like to show you how much she missed you,” Lynn said, practically begging him.

It’s… it’s an act, right?

This is all an act.

Trying to buy her way into my good graces so her house arrest isn’t as bad as it could be.

That’s definitely it.

“Master, thank you for rescuing me,” Lynn said, rubbing her cheek against his shoulder. “I can’t wait to show you how much your pet missed you. I’m going to make you feel wonderful.”

“Whore,” growled the older woman who was still kneeling before the Enforcer. “Stupid whore.”

Even in her late middle-age, the queen was an attractive woman. She had a very full bust, wide hips, dark blond hair, and deep-green eyes.

Seville couldn’t help but feel incredibly attracted to her.

Despite the fact that he was here to take her head off.

Glancing at what was likely her oldest unmarried daughter next to her, Seville was relieved to see she was a mirror image of her mother in looks.

Just younger.

“Seville’s pet is no whore,” Lynn hissed. “Seville’s pet has never felt the touch of a man in her life. She will only know her master’s touch, as is right. You’re the whore, queen of nothing.”

Someone pulled Lynn off him and took her away.

Seville didn’t look or even acknowledge that it’d happened. Though, he was incredibly grateful.

Part of him still wanted to kill Lynn, despite the fact that her actions meant nothing anymore. Because his wives would simply come back to life as if nothing happened.

But he’d offered her a deal, and made a promise to Aubrey. So he could do nothing to her.

“Enforcer, if the queen speaks again, please slap her,” Seville said in a subdued tone. “Someone else, get me a collar and a leash for my pet. Something pretty, mind you. She’s the pet of the High King after all.”

“You will not—”

The Enforcer slammed the back of her gauntleted hand across the queen’s face. Hitting the ground hard, the queen bounced once and slid a few feet away.

I… didn’t think to tell her to remove her gauntlet first.

Oh, well.

That’ll get the point across.

“We’re waiting for my royal harem to show up,” Seville explained, walking around the queen to the throne of Lamals. “Then we’ll move this along. Because honestly… I just want to get back to my farm.”

Letting out a sigh, Seville sat down on the throne of Lamals and then got comfortable.

Sitting herself up, the queen had blood trickling down from the corner of her mouth, and a very broken nose. Her eyes were wide, and she suddenly looked afraid and shocked at the same time.

She looked like she was going to say something, then glanced at the Enforcer and wisely decided against it.

Minutes passed by. Quite a few eyes were locked on him, watching him as he sat on the throne.

Watching him as he waited.

Only Nancy had moved, drifting over to stand to the left side of the throne. Her right hand casually resting on Seville’s shoulder.

Eventually, Jaina returned with the royal harem.

“Ah, good timing,” Seville said, spotting Lucia. “High Queen Lucia, I’m about to execute the Queen of Lamals and offer her heir the chance to join the royal harem.”

“Oh? Wonderful!” Lucia said, walking past the queen and inspecting the throne. “Though… isn’t there a King of Lamals?”

Seville frowned at that, then looked around himself.

There was no second throne now that Lucia mentioned it.

“We found no one that could be identified as the king,” Hiren reported.

“Ah! Master!” Lynn called out. She was standing between Kimor and Aubrey, each of the big knights watching over her. “Your pet knows! Master, may I join you, please?”

Clicking his teeth together several times with his mouth closed, Seville came to a choice. He let out a short breath through his nose, then he lifted his right hand and waved Lynn over.

Lucia came to a stop at Seville’s right side as Lynn scurried over to stand before him.

“Master, your pet loves you. Loves you very much. Will you please visit your pet tonight? Please?” Lynn asked loudly.

In other words… information to visit her in the bed, which would establish herself as one of my women.

Slightly better odds instead of a pet under house arrest.

“Of course, your master will visit you,” Nancy promised. “I’ll make sure of it, as the High King’s mistress. His pets will of course be my personal concern. Now… what information do you have, Seville’s Pet?”

Lynn glanced to the Wight, stared at her for several seconds, then back to Seville.

Giving him a wide, beautiful smile Lynn moved in close, practically crawling into his lap.

“Master, master, your Pet knows that there is no king. The queen was angry at him. He was upset that the queen was unfaithful. She had him executed shortly after Lamals was removed from the alliance,” Lynn said softly, her hands sliding into his lap and rubbing at his crotch. “Visit your pet tonight. She wants you, master.”

It’s an act, but she’s one hell of an actress.

“Don’t fret, he will visit you,” Nancy promised.

“My lord High King,” said a High Knight drifting over to him. They held out a silver chain and a black leather collar.

Feeling very odd about the whole situation, Seville took the chain and collar from the High Knight.

Lynn lifted her head up, stretching her neck out.

“Your pet loves black, Master. Please collar your pet,” Lynn said. “Your pet craves your ownership.”

Keeping his thoughts loose, Seville put the black leather collar around Lynn, then slipped the silver chain through it. Locking it into place he then casually flipped the chain around the left arm of his throne.

Lynn purred loudly, smiling at him, then sat down at his leg. Leaning up against it with her cheek on his knee.

“Master is going to kill you, whore queen, and then have your daughter. After Master has had his pet and given her his attention,” Lynn crowed, wrapping one arm around his leg. “Your daughter will get leftovers. If that.”

“You sl—”

The Enforcer slammed a hand across the queen’s face again, sending her to the ground for a second time.

This time when the queen was blasted to the ground, she laid there. Not getting up again.

“Well,” Seville said looking around the room. “Let’s get this over with then. I’m Seville. High King Seville.

“That is my royal harem over there. And you—”

Seville pointed a finger at the queen’s daughter who was watching him quietly with wide eyes.

“You can join my royal harem, or I find a cousin or a sister of yours who would like to take your place as the Queen of Lamals, become part of my harem, and my vassal.”

Watching the Princess of Lamals, Seville could see her trying to process everything he’d told her.

Waiting, he idly picked up Lynn’s chain and toyed with it, the chains rattling as they slid through his fingers.

None of this feels… correct.

Something’s wrong.

“Master, is there something your pet can do?” Lynn asked in a very soft voice, watching him as he toyed with her chain. She reached up with her left hand and started to fondle at his crotch through his pants, clearly offering to service him right here and now. “Anything at all your pet can do, master? Even here and now?”

For half a second, Seville almost told Lynn to start sucking his shaft as she’d implied.

He didn’t, somehow, and instead flicked his eyes back to the princess.

Getting the suggestion, Lynn looked back to the princess, her hand still caressing him through his pants.

“Well, princess?” Seville asked.

Taking a shuddering breath, the princess let it out in a rush.

“I’ll willingly join your harem. I’ll pledge Lamals to you in all things. I’ll love you, I’ll give you children, I’ll accept you giving me to pigs if you wish,” said the princess in a clear and lovely voice. “But you must spare my mother and my family. You offered the… your pet… house arrest. I would please ask for the same. Please. Spare my mother. Put her under house arrest.”

Seville nodded his head at that.

He’d expected it, in fact.

Truth be told, he didn’t even have a problem with it.

If it helped to bend the princess to his will, he’d allow it. Just as he had others before her.

“You cannot,” Zeus said before Seville could open his mouth. “She needs to die.”


Thirty-Five

 

Glancing around and at Lynn’s hand, Seville found everyone was locked in place.

“What do you mean she has to die?” Seville asked, turning his head to look at Nancy.

Her eyes flicked down to his and she gave him a small smile.

At least I have my Nancy.

“I need her to die,” Zeus said.

“Okay, life for a life. Give me back one of my people,” argued Seville. “I’ll kill her immediately.”

“No. She needs to die, but it isn’t work,” Zeus countered.

“Was my task to kill her?” Seville asked.

“No.”

“And you’re not giving me a life for a life.”

“No.”

“Then I have no reason to kill her. She isn’t part of my agreement nor are you offering me an incentive.”

The silence from Zeus was a physical thing. It felt like a heavy pressure weighing down on his shoulders.

“She needs to die,” Zeus repeated.

“I understand you feel that way, but my previous statement remains the same, as well,” stated Seville.

Lynn’s hand started moving again, cluing Seville into the fact that the world had resumed its original pace.

And that Lynn really was determined to get him up and ready with her hand alone.

“That’s fine,” Seville said, addressing the princess once more. He casually reached out and began to lightly run his fingers through Lynn’s hair. She responded by purring much more loudly. “She can keep her life. I’ll imprison her, and provide her with more than she needs, and ensure her safety. All providing you do what you’ve said.”

“I… I agree wholeheartedly,” said the princess bowing her head deeply to Seville. “As the heir to the throne, I grant you myself in exchange for my mother’s life and security. I shall endeavor to support you in all ways, my High King Seville.”

“I accept and receive your oath and return to you the promise to return your mother’s life to her, and safeguard it. Someone take the queen away and see she receives aid,” Seville replied. “Alright. Now. All you heirs… you princesses. It’s time for you to take your turn. You will all come before me, kneel, pledge yourself to me, and receive your crown from me. High Queen Lucia was kind enough to have the royal accessories for each of you retrieved.”

“I did indeed,” Lucia said with a chuckle. “Now, first is my dear cousin, Daelis. Winter Queen and my co-ruler, as I’m the new Summer Queen.

“After that, we’ll have you come on up, Saban dear.”

“Oh, thank you, Lady Lucia,” Saban said, curtsying from where she stood at the front of the princesses.

“Good, good. Now, Daelis, come join the royal harem,” Lucia said, gesturing to the spot in front of Seville.

 

***

 

Sitting in the queen’s apartment, Seville yawned and then rubbed at his eyes with his palm.

The majority of yesterday had been spent receiving oaths and vassalage promises.

He hadn’t expected it to be this draining just to hear people talk at him, but it had been.

It didn’t help that he was rather concerned with Zeus’ interruption, and then sudden disappearance afterward.

In the end, it had been child’s play compared to today. Even taking into account giving Lynn several tumbles through his bed the day previous.

Nancy had promised her he would visit her. She made sure he did so.

In the end it hadn’t been as despicable as he’d thought it’d been. She’d been rather energetic and giving.

Today had been spent bedding newly-made queens. Giving them their crown as his seed dribbled down their inner thighs. One after the other, after the other, and going back to the first again. In a long endless loop of moaning and groaning queens.

“That went really well,” Nancy said from the bed. She was currently working at unlacing her boots. “The High Kingdom is officially formed and the royal harem all bedded. We’re… we’re done, aren’t we?”

“Yeah. We are,” Seville said, leaning back in the chair he was occupying. “We’re… we’re done. That means my task is complete and… and I can move on. I can live my life how I want now.”

“Not quite,” Zeus said.

“What?” Seville asked, suddenly irritated. “Of course, I can live my life how I want. I did your task, didn’t I?”

“Your task. Not my task. This was your evaluation. Your test. Not mine. This was all simply to determine if you could work for me,” Zeus said, his voice coming from everywhere and nowhere.

Frowning, Seville looked at Nancy.

Who was actually frozen in place.

“Did I do it, though? My task? I did, didn’t I?” Seville declared indignantly.

“You did complete your task. And now that it’s complete, we can discuss your success and what that means,” Zeus said.

Waiting, Seville sat there, not sure how to move forward.

Zeus said nothing.

“What… was my task, exactly?” Seville asked, wondering if Zeus was waiting for him.

“Your goal was to plunge Lamals into anarchy,” Zeus said in a neutral tone. The same neutral tone he had for almost everything. “You succeeded in that. If you were to leave now, Lamals as a whole would be dropped into complete chaos.

“The nation would fall apart, most cities would attempt to become their own city-states, and the general of what remains of the army would become a warlord.”

“I… but I’m not leaving. I’m staying,” mumbled Seville.

“No. You’re not. This is not your home plane. This is only a visit on your part to determine if you were capable of inciting the end of a country,” Zeus said.

“No. No, this is… this is my home and—”

“We’ll be leaving in thirty minutes. I’m currently working on opening the way,” said Zeus.

“No! I’m not leaving! I have things to do here and… and I have… I was bringing back my wives and… no. I’m not leaving, no,” Seville declared.

“You made this agreement. You asked for this chance. I did not. You have no one else to be angry with but yourself,” said Zeus.

“I can’t. I… my children are here. I can’t just leave. I won’t,” said Seville, his voice growing in volume and strength as he spoke.

“You don’t have a choice.”

“I do, though! I do. I passed your stupid test. Right?”

“Yes, you did. With perfect marks. You didn’t just send Lamals into chaos, but most of the world. The known part, at least,” Zeus remarked dryly. “With all the queens being unwed women with no support, the citadel commanders being those who would bow to you or of their own choosing, and the alliance broken, it’s a guarantee that this world will go through a dark age.”

I… a dark age?

I send the world into a dark age?

“I… then… then I refuse. You can just kill me. I don’t want to leave. This is my home. My life, these are my people and… my family,” Seville said with a shake of his head. “I can’t just leave them.”

“Fine. I will allow you to return to this world at a later time. I will place it in stasis until that point,” said Zeus.

“I need more than that. I… need to know they’ll do fine without me once I’m gone. They can’t remain like this forever,” Seville murmured, looking at the frozen Nancy.

If this is stasis then that would mean the world is dead.

Isn’t it?

“I promise you that even after the stasis ends, your family, those you’ve designated as yours, will remain safe,” swore Zeus.

“And my dead? I was working to bring them back to life and—”

There was a popping noise. Several of them, in fact.

Felisa, Misty, Shelly, Chessa, Rachel, and Siena all appeared off to the side. As if they’d always been there.

As if they were just waiting in-between moments.

“All living, all well. Their memories have been modified accordingly,” Zeus confirmed. “Coordinate shift in five seconds.”

“Coordinate what?” Seville asked.

Everything suddenly went dark in a flash, and then Seville was standing outside his farm.

Nancy was standing now, frozen in place.

All those who had been dead until seconds ago were here, as well.

Additionally, his High Knights, Lucia, his royal harem, and everyone who mattered to him had just appeared on the farm.

It was a sea of faces and people.

Standing directly opposite him was Nikki and those who’d been sent to the farm.

“There, these are all those you’ve marked as yours. They will be safe here. When stasis ends, they will be able to move from here safely and protect what is theirs,” Zeus declared. “Our departure window is now twenty minutes out.”

“I don’t… I can’t—”

Seville shook his head, looking around.

This was where he’d appeared. It was a good deal of his life right here.

Everyone around him were people he knew and wished to be with.

“I will allow you to take one person with you,” offered Zeus suddenly. “I will personally assign the other agent you’ll work with.”

“One person…?” asked Seville, his head almost involuntarily turned toward Nancy.

“Your selection has been made,” Zeus stated.

Nancy began moving, almost falling forward with the sudden shift and change in perspective.

“What—”

Looking around quickly, Nancy seemed to pick up on what was going on instantly.

Her eyes stopped on Felisa, lingering on her and Misty, before moving to Seville.

“I’m allowed to bring one person with me,” Seville said with a sad smile. “I… have to leave. My goal was to bring Lamals to ruin. To plunge it into anarchy.”

Nancy blinked several times at that, then took in a slow breath.

“And you want to know if I’ll go with you,” Nancy said, her voice sure and firm.

“Yes, Nancy. My mistress. Will… will you come with me?” Seville asked.

“Of course, I will,” Nancy said with a smile and a wave of her hand. “You’re my man. I’m your woman. We need each other. We both have broken edges and jagged ends. But we fit so neatly into one another. Don’t we, dearest?”

“Yes, my love, we do,” Seville said, still feeling distraught but better.

“We take the deal we have to,” Nancy said, smiling at him wider. “Don’t we?”

Remembering their conversation on the throne, Seville once more nodded his head.

“Yeah, we do,” he murmured.

“Transfer window has moved up in priority, moving now,” Zeus said. “Summoning second agent now.”

“Second agent?” Nancy asked.

“I don’t know,” Seville said honestly, shaking his head. “I guess we’ll—”

There was a loud static crackling noise.

And then they appeared in a white negative space. There was nothing anywhere, in every direction.

“What? What’s going on?”

Looking at the owner of the voice, Seville found Linne Lynn.

She was wearing the lovely clothes he’d last seen her in, along with her black collar and silver chain.

“Master? Where are we?” Lynn asked, moving towards him, her silver chain trailing along behind her. “I… was just coming to see if you. I wanted your attention if you were willing. You were so gentle and-”

Something smashed down into Lynn, crushing her to the ground.

Screaming at the top of her lungs, Lynn was ground into the floor. 

“Master!? Help me!” shrieked Lynn.

Her body began breaking apart into squares of varying sizes. De-materializing as they floated up into the air, vanishing into nothing

“Zeus!? What the hell are you doing!?” Seville yelled, rushing over to Lynn and trying to get his hands on her.

Before he made it, she was gone. She had been made completely immaterial. Nothing of her was left behind.

Not even the chain.

“I’m reforming her as my agent. Just as I once reformed you,” Zeus proclaimed. “Your assistant does not need reformation as she is part of your own transfer.”

Standing there, Seville didn’t know what to do.

“Zeus, that was my pet. Return her. Right now,” Seville demanded.

“I’m making modifications to her. I will return her momentarily, though she will no longer be a Beastkin. Those aren’t common enough to be useful. I’m remaking her as an Elf. She will be able to serve you, and me, in more planes as an Elf,” Zeus stated. “Physical modifications complete.”

A woman flashed into existence not far away.

Naked, without a stitch on her, she had an athletic yet full figure that was pleasing to the eyes.

She had dark brown hair that was loose and hung down past her shoulders. Her eyes were the same blue that Lynn had had originally.

When he looked her full in the face, Seville felt almost sick.

It was Lynn. He was almost positive.

“Mas… ter?” the Elf asked. “What’s… what’s happening to me? My… mind feels like it’s being torn apart.”

Shivering from head to toe, Lynn looked like she was having a seizure. Until she fell to the ground on her knees, her hands barely holding her up off the ground.

“Mental modifications complete,” said Zeus.

Panting, Lynn sat there, quivering.

“M… m… my love,” purred Lynn, lifting her face up and looking to Seville. “Oh, my love. I love you. I love you, my love. I was… made for you. I’m your love. I’m your anything. I’m your everything. All for you. We were made and promised to be.”

“Zeus, what did you do?” Seville demanded.

“I modified her. She will function accordingly now,” said Zeus.

“My love,” Lynn said, smiling at him, showing him her teeth. “I love you. Make love to me again? You were so kind last night. It felt wonderful.”

Slowly getting to her feet, the Elf began moving toward Seville. Her arms outstretched in front of herself.

Seville saw it then in her eyes.

Her mind had been broken. Her soul fractured and torn apart. Whatever Lynn had been, she wasn’t the same.

She wasn’t Lynn anymore.

“Fix her. Put her back the way she was,” asked Seville.

“Not at this time. She will need to function in this way to serve me,” Zeus declared. “Prepare yourself. We will go to our first mission in an hour or two.”

Catching him, Lynn hung onto him, laying her head against him and rubbing herself all over his front.

“Oh, my love. My love. I love you,” Lynn purred. “Please, take care of me, my love. I feel there’s something terribly wrong with me and only you can fix it. Please, my love? Help me? Love me?”

Grimacing, Seville moved her back a few steps from himself, but he didn’t hurt her.

In fact, he tried to do as little as he could to disturb her.

She disgusted him.

Not for who she was, or who she’d been, but because of what had been done to her. The fact that her mind had clearly been ripped to shreds in a matter of moments.

Touching her felt like he was doing something he shouldn’t. As though he was harming her.

As if she’d been brainwashed into something she didn’t want.

“Oh, oh, oh, my love. I’m your everything. I’m your anything,” Lynn said, kissing at his hands even as they gently held her back. “Let me love you. With my mouth. With my body. Let me love you, my love.”

A small purple shield appeared and wrapped itself around Lynn, pulling her away from Seville.

Sighing, Nancy walked up to Seville’s side. One of her hands rested against his lower back.

“I’m afraid, dearest, that while we took the deal we had to, Lynn didn’t get a choice,” Nancy whispered in his ear.

He and Nancy watched Lynn inside her shield, rubbing herself against it and trying to get to Seville.

“I… didn’t like her. I wanted to kill her. But… this… this is…” Seville’s voice dropped off as Lynn shoved her face against the shield and began kissing it. Right where Seville would probably be on the other side.

“We do what we must, dearest. You and me,” Nancy said softly. “You and me.”


Epilogue

 

“You don’t belong here,” Seville said, looking at the people standing around.

They were a mish-mash of people of varying races, skills, and abilities.

Though the one out at head of the group was an Incubus. Which was a curious thing to say the least.

“Ah… didn’t mean to come here,” said the Incubus quickly. “We’re just trying to chase down a thief.”

A thief? What thief.

Flicking a hand almost negligently Seville locked them all in place with a thought. While on this plane, they were at his mercy.

Because it was Zeus’ plane.

“We should hear them out, dearest,” Nancy whispered in his ear, her arms draped around him protectively. Her hands gently slid back and forth across his chest. They were standing at the top of the observatory of the plane. Where none but those in the service of the over-god could be.

One could see anything and everything from here. Across the entirety of the plane.

“Destroy them,” Zeus commanded.

“I don’t think we should,” countered Seville. “Maybe the thief they’re after serves Runner. Wouldn’t it be good to have the thief run down for us?”

There was a deep and ominous weight that settled over everything.

Seville didn’t like saying Runner’s name. Not in any way shape or form. It had a way of setting Zeus up for a temper tantrum.

“Yes. Question them on the thief. Find out if they’re chasing one of His servants. Or if they work for Him. Question them. Interrogate them,” Zeus said, his voice bordering on a static buzz now.

“Hush, hush, all is well,” Lynn said. “My love will solve it. Calm yourself Z-Zeus.”

Zeus’ presence seemed to slowly lessen to a degree. The buzz of his annoyance fading away into nothing at all.

Likely he was already busying himself once more with the ongoings of the plane’s inner-workings.

It seemed to Seville that Zeus was always going ever deeper into the upkeep of the plane. Working harder and more frequently to keep it running.

He was unwilling to give it up or retreat, however. This had been a bastion to Runner, which meant Zeus would see himself busy rather than ever give it up.

Lynn bounced over to Seville’s side and grabbed the sides of his face. Kissing him quickly she nuzzled him.

“All is well my love, my love, my love,” purred Lynn. Ever since she’d had her mind messed with, her speech patterns no longer felt normal.

“Thank you, Leena,” Seville murmured. He couldn’t bring himself to call her Lynn anymore. That poor young woman was long gone.

Many, many years gone in the long distant past.

Along with whatever hatred he’d had for her.

He pitied her.

And while he did sleep with her on occasion, it was only whenever she was at her most lucent times. Which were far and few between.

“I’m your anything. I’m your everything,” said Lynn in a sing-song voice.

Her eyes slowly widened, her quivering smile becoming something more normal. Gazing into his eyes the insanity there cleared for a moment.

“You’ll help me. You’ll fix me. Right, mast-maste-maaaaas-” Lynn choked on the word. As if it were caught in her throat. She bared her teeth, staring at him with absolute certainty and determination.

She’s still in there. Somewhere. Isn’t she?

I hated you once. You took my wives from me.

I got them back and you surrendered me to fully. And it was my right to kill you.

I thought I spared you. That you really had become my pet and surrendered.

For Aubrey… and maybe my own conscience.

What Zeus did to you was… too much.

You didn’t deserve this.

“Save me, Master. Save your pet. Please, your pet needs you, needs you, Master. Steve, Seville, Master, please. Please save your pet! Fix me back to being your loving pet!” pleaded Lynn. Then her eyes unfocused quickly, the same shakey smile returning to her mouth. “I’m your love, my love, my love.”

Nancy became rather stiff behind him. Her hands pressing a bit more firmly to his chest.

Nodding her head at nothing, Lynn looked down and away. A deep aura of mourning surrounding her.

“My love, my love. My love will… save me,” she muttered, walking away from him. Stepping through one of the planar portals laid out in the observatory, she vanished.

“Oh heavens,” Nancy whispered. “She really is still in there after everything.”

“Yes. Yes she is,” Seville murmured. Turning his attention back to those who’d shown up, he cleared his throat and activated the projection again. Then he unlocked them, bringing them back to consciousness.

“Hm. A thief,” Seville said. “Fine.”

Using his left hand he activated the translocation spell and moved himself to the position directly in front of the group.

“Don’t take anything, don’t use any power, and keep your voices down,” Seville commanded. “And what thief are you tracking? And why?”

Letting his eyes and senses flip through each person in front of him, he was mildly surprised.

He knew one of the people here.

Aster, the once god of lightning. She was unmistakable with her lightning like eyes and white hair.

“I see her, too,” whispered Nancy in his ear, her hands still trailing back and forth across his front. She’d moved with him of course.

Nancy never left his side.

“Let’s pretend she isn’t there,” said Nancy.

“Don’t know. Just paid to find them,” said the Incubus, looking rather prideful. “Inter-planar PMC.”

“Right,” Seville said, already rather annoyed at the Incubus. He’d never cared for the sex demons. Especially Incubi. “There is nowhere to go from here that would be of any relevance to you. And no thief would ever come here willingly.”

“They had the Judge with them,” said a Succubus, taking a step forward toward Seville. She was perhaps the single most beautiful specimen of Sucubi Seville had ever seen.

“She’s gorgeous,” murmured Nancy in his ear. “We should dig around through all the dead Sucubi and see if there’s any we like. Make them an offer.”

Seville definitely liked that idea. It had a certain appeal to him.

Keeping his face neutral he looked back to the Incubus. He was far more interested in news of the Judge.

“The Judge,” Seville said and glanced to the side. Looking into the historical imprints of the plane, Seville did indeed find that the Judge had come through here.

Come and gone.

Off to the plane that Retribution had made his home. His last stand and one of the few places Seville had no desire to go.

Retribution could actually give him a fight.

He was pretty sure he could win against Retribution, but he wasn’t positive of it.

Great. That’s the last thing we need. If she’s running around on this plane, Zeus is going to lose his shit and-

“Do you think, this might be the time then? What we’ve waited for? Is it finally happening?” asked Nancy, the excitement in her tone obvious.

Realizing she was right, Seville reverted all his thinking in the other direction.

This might actually be what they’d been hoping for. A chance to break free of Zeus and go home.

Can I even go home though? I’m not the same man I once was.

Not at all.

Seville made sure his breathing was even. That it was normal. Then he looked back to the Incubus.

“Kill them all,” Zeus demanded in his ear, the people in front of him locking in place.

“We don’t need to do that,” argued Seville once again. “Let’s let them go. If they can track down the Judge and kill them, that’d be a boon to us.

“We have no reason to end them. They’ve done nothing but support you. They’re on your side. Your pawns. There’s no reason to sacrifice them, is there? Leena agreed, remember?”

Zeus’ presence hung around him for a few more seconds, then vanished once again.

The Incubus and his people began to breathe and move as Zeus unlocked them.

“So it would seem. Your thief is a pain in my ass,” Seville said after considering all his options and that Zeus likely wouldn’t listen if he came back. “I’ll happily push you through to the plane they’re on. I do hope you manage to kill them for me. And don’t come back here unless you’d like to lose your lives. I’ve already kept… him… from doing anything so far. That doesn’t mean he won’t if you return.”

He didn’t hope they actually killed the Judge. If she was working for Runner, he hoped fervently that they’d somehow oust Zeus or destroy him outright.

Setting him and his fellow prisoners free.

“We understand,” said a Vampire who gave him a wide smile. “Thank you ever so much.”

Seville flicked his eyes to the vampire, then back to Incubus.

“Do it,” Seville commanded.

Nancy lifted her left hand out in front of them and twisted her wrist.

The portal she formed simply dropped over the uninvited guests with a whump.

“And off they go,” Nancy said, putting her hand back to Seville’s chest. “I… want to see everyone. Can… we go to the farm tonight?”

“Yeah. That’s not a-”

A second whump heralded a second portal opening up.

Out walked a woman with dark black ringlets that were cut short. She had bright blue eyes that tended to pierce someone right through the heart if they looked long enough.

She also had a very well-built figure that curved in the right spots.

“What was that?” demanded the woman.

She looked far too similar to her mother for Seville’s taste.

“Lost tourists looking for the gift shop,” replied Seville with a smile. “Why, you wanna play tour-guide Shirley?”

Snorting at that Shirley gave him a grin and tilted her head to one side.

“No, not particularly. I was just curious,” Shirley said. “Anything interesting or…?”

“Well, they were apparently hunting the Judge,” Nancy said. “I popped them over to Retribution’s plane. That’s where the Judge went.”

“Oh? Huh. That’s interesting,” Shirley said, reaching up to lightly run a finger up and down her chin. Her gaze slowly drifted off to the side, looking out to the distant planes, still littered with the dead from the final battle. “Very interesting. I’ll have to look into it.”

Blinking, Shirley snapped her eyes back to Seville.

“Is my mother still…?” Shirley left the question hanging.

Her mother wasn’t well mentally, but she was the single strongest person Seville had ever met on a magical level.

She could alter the very fabric of time and space around someone. If she had it in her head you needed to die, you died.

“Last I saw, she was still… ah… hosting a party in the Higher-Planes. Consisting of skulls as the guests. Mostly. Pretty sure I saw a rabbit when Skipper went to see her,” Seville said with a grimace. “Claire… hasn’t really been the same since she saw your father. Not at all. You know that.”

Shirley lifted her chin and blinked several times, then let out a slow breath. Slowly, her chin dipped back down till she was looking at the ground.

“I’ll go talk to her. Maybe I can… get her to come out for a bit,” muttered the young woman. “Something. Is Skipper still there?”

“No. She was lurking around Zeus workbench. Think she still has it in her head to try and bed him,” Seville said with a smirk.

Shirley rolled her eyes at that and then laughed.

“Right. Of course she is. Take it easy, Seville,” Shirley said, waving a hand at him. Winking out of existence as if she’d never been there, she too, vanished.

Not waiting for him to say anything, Nancy put her hand out and brought it down. Sending them off the plane and back to the Observatory.

Peeling herself off of him, Nancy started off toward the planar portals.

They were going to head off to the one place that gave him any solace.

“There you are. The fuck did you go off to?”

Seville checked a growl and contemplated ignoring Skipper entirely.

“Somewhere else that has no bearing on you, why?” Seville said, giving Skipper a glance as he walked by her.

She was neither attractive nor unattractive. She simply was, with brown hair and blue eyes, average height, and average build.

The picture of mediocrity.

Zeus had taken her in after she’d had an extreme falling out with her partner. Or more accurately stealing her partner’s share of an empire that they’d built together.

In taking her in, she’d brought Zeus an entire population to recruit and train from.

Even to this day much of Zeus’ army were brought up through Skipper’s resources.

On top of that, she’d been instrumental in bringing down one of Runner’s recruitment worlds.

Regardless of whatever lack of output she did now, Zeus seemed to tolerate her regardless. No matter what happened.

He wouldn’t hear anything bad about her from anyone, and more often than not shut down the conversation.

“Fuck you, Seville!” screeched Skipper.

“Maybe if you looked like Shirley, or Claire,” Seville threw back at her with a wave of his hand over his shoulder.

Following Nancy through the portal he stepped onto another world, inside the plane.

Nancy kept moving, walking along an urban alleyway.

Turning she opened a door and stepped inside what looked like an abandoned warehouse.

From there they went into the basement and into an abandoned train tunnel.

It would take them an hour, but they’d get to their destination safely. Far from prying eyes, and with enough switch backs to lose anyone following them.

 

***

 

Standing there, in the middle of his farm, Seville felt at home.

Log for log, inch of witch-stone by inch, he’d made a replica of his home.

Of the life he’d been forced to leave behind.

Walking over to the Nikki’s bench he set his hand on top of it. Running his fingers across the wood-grain he felt a sad smile bubble up from deep inside.

“What would you think of me, my Faun, if you knew the evil I’ve done,” Seville whispered to no one. Nancy was likely in the Creeplands farm replica he’d built.

That’d been more of a home to her than this one had.

She found her own comfort here, just as he did. Just in slightly different ways.

“Would Misty even want to call me her Steve anymore?” Seville asked the ghosts of his past.

Sighing, he stood up, and slowly walked around to the secondary manor house he’d built for his farm-hands.

He had no particular attachment to it, so he’d turned it into his gallery and work space.

Perhaps one of the places in all of existence that would let him be who he wanted to be anymore.

To be who he once was.

Who he could never be again.

Stepping into the center of the gutted and empty building, Seville lifted his eyes and looked to the walls.

On every visible surface was a painting.

A portrait, to be exact.

“Hey, Hiren,” Seville said, glancing to the leader of his High-Knights. Then to the row of paintings next to her. “Beati. Aubrey. Kimor. How ya doing?”

Slowly moving his eyes from portrait to portrait, he looked to all the women in his life. Who were no longer part o fit.

“Airlea,” Seville said and smiled, unable to help himself.

The armor she’d made for him had been one of the few things he’d been able to bring with him. It was tucked away in a trunk in the main farm house. Secured in a vacuum sealed bag and hidden from the world.

“Nikki, Gwen… my dear Lucia,” Seville said, running his eyes from face to face.

He’d spent countless years painting them.

And repainting them.

Placing the older ones in the basement and putting the new one up.

He’d gotten a lot better since when he started.

Looking to his easel, Seville found he almost immediately wanted to look away again.

Nia was staring at him with her wide smile, her bright eyes shining, happy and eager to see him.

“Would you sing your Steve song for me, anymore, Nia?” Seville asked in a soft voice.

Then he couldn’t help it anymore and slowly collapsed to his knees.

Pressing his left hand to his forehead he put his hand to the painting. Atop Nia’s hand. Lowering his head, he began to cry.

Broken, heaving, sobs.

Crying without shame for anyone who could possibly listen, he wept for what he’d done.

To himself, to others, and those he would harm in the future.

Seville lamented the he was no longer the Steve that Nia sang for.

And likely could never be him again.


Thank you, dear reader!
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