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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      It was Harry’s lucky day. More than that, you could almost say it was his lucky life. Born as an only child to doting parents. His father was a plumber, while his mother worked as an accountant. That essentially meant his parents ran their own business, charged what they wanted and made sure he wanted for nothing. Of all the damn luck?

      As he grew older, and his parents continued to provide, opportunities fell into his lap. A scholarship. A degree. Women… right now—while he scratched that final number of a random lottery ticket, he picked up from a lucky five dollar note, whom someone had stuck under his windshield. He was a lucky millionaire!

      “Fuck yeah!” He cheered.

      “Oh, my god!” Chelsey cheered beside him. “We’re gonna be rich!”

      Harry paused for a moment. He looked over at Chelsey’s smile. Sure, she was hot, but she came from a shitty family. They were nice enough, but her mother wore thrifted clothing. The clothing Chelsey wore were gifts he’d given her, right down to the braces straightening her crooked smile, so he didn’t have to worry about those buck teeth of hers while she sucked his dick.

      Yeah… at this point, you’d be right in assuming that Harry was a bit of a prick. See, rather than see all the good in life—the gifts, the opportunities, the luxury and the happiness. All he saw was the power. That power got him a decent paying job, which, along with his parents’ allowance, let him live in the lap of luxury. It let him attract many women, including Chelsey, and unknown to her, her best friend Rachael. As Harry turned to see that annoying glint of steel in her mouth, he decided that enough was enough, and he would upgrade.

      “Y’know Chelsey,” he droned, before shifting on the spot. His foot caught on a ragged edge of the concrete gutter and he tipped back.

      “Harry!” Chelsey reached out for him, but she was too late.

      Harry tumbled back, arms flailing at the sound of screeching tires and an old truck horn. Cracking his head on the pavement, his vision blurred and went to double, right as the wide, thick ribs of a tire rolled over his head, popping it like an oversized watermelon.

      Chelsey, horrified at what had happened, called the police for help. They arrived with an ambulance in tow to scrape what was left of young Harry. As she was living in his home, she inherited half of his belongings, while the other half, refused by his parents, went to her best friend Rachael. The two ladies, at the discovery that he was sleeping with both of them, spent an entire week mad at each other, before a literal fist fight turned into their first lesbian experience and eventual marriage. Together, with their fur baby, Captain Sparkle Party the Second, they lived their lives in relative comfort. Thankful that such an awful situation brought them such joy in the end.

      And the reason you’re reading about it in the third person is because it has literally nothing to do with Jacob Francis David Makerson, the driver of the old M35 Deuce and a half that took Harry from this world.

      You see, Harry was one of those gifted people. You could almost say he was touched by the gods themselves. Born with luck on his side, he flaunted it rather than respected it. He abused the luck, taunted the luck, paraded the luck and ultimately, lost the luck. With nowhere else to go, that luck went to the two nearest humans at the exact moment of his death.

      Chelsey and Jacob.

      And since we’ve already heard what happened to Chelsey…

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “What the fuck?” I shuddered softly in the driver’s seat. “WHAT THE FUCK?!”

      I had no idea what was happening. One moment I was driving between jobs, the next some pretty boy fell in front of the tires. And now, looking around, I’m stuck in a random field between some trees.

      “What. The. FUCK?!”

      I turned off the engine and shook my head as I tried to order my thoughts. I rarely went the way I did through town, but I needed fuel. Now, I did not know where the fuck I was. I needed to conserve what little I had left. Sure, I had some kerosene in the tray, but that was for emergencies and when I didn’t need it for the lamp. I liked to think I had a rather unique job, and it certainly paid better at certain times of the year than the others. The M35 was built for the US military and was specifically designed as a 6x6 off-road cargo carrier with an engine that literally ran on whatever burns. Diesel is the preferred fuel, but kerosene, scotch or even—petrol cut with used engine oil, and this baby would purr. Regardless, empty was empty, and that wasn’t a good thing when I had no idea where I was.

      With little option, I opened the door, and stood out on the step to look around. Yeah… that was a mostly useless endeavor. Trees, trees and yet more trees. The only thing that seemed to help at all was a plume of smoke in the distance. Not like a big fire, but like someone was out here camping or something. In either case, it was a way off and I didn’t like my chances of getting there on foot. All around the truck was deep mud. I could see from here that something basically dropped me in the middle of it. The trees left a perfect ring around it where they didn’t grow. The good news, there was a clear escape, but I was going to get muddy trying to use it.

      With a sigh, I climbed down and dropped into the mud. I sank straight to my knees. I couldn’t help but sigh with annoyance and relief. Annoyance for being stuck out in the middle of nowhere, and if the mud was much deeper, my chances of getting old Deucie out would have been slim. For now, I ignored the wet, sucking sounds as I hauled my legs up and over the mud while I waded around to the front of my Deucie. Just a fraction above the mud was the winch. I took the clip and activated the release, allowing it to spool out. There was a few hundred feet of cable to use up on this old thing and I likely wouldn’t need it all.

      Deucie was lined up pretty much where I needed it to go, so I headed straight out and to the left, where one of the larger trees was waiting for me. It took a few minutes to wade that far, and it was a hell of a relief when I stepped out of the mud and onto solid ground. It must have been an underground spring at some stage, or maybe it only ran at certain times of year? In either case, I wanted out and Deucie wasn’t staying. I walked the cable around the trunk of the tree before clipping it back onto itself. There was a time and place for fancy equipment, but this wasn’t it. Right now I needed out and to find where the hell I was before Deucie ran out of fuel. A night in the woods wasn’t a problem. I was set for that eventuality since the start of Autumn. I had a whole setup in the back to keep warm and hydrated for a few days, but that still relied on me staying with the truck.

      So with no better options presenting themselves, I waded back into that god’s awful mud and made it back to the truck. The winch controls were inside where I could drive at the same time. So I got myself comfortable. Restarting the engine, I activated the winch and listened to the whine as the motor took some weight. Once I felt Deucie shift, I put her in gear and let the clutch out. Permanent six wheel drive and more torque than I’d ever needed was enough that I was confident this would go my way, eventually. Only… the sounds of stampeding horses, followed by a loud crash and screaming, completely distracted me from my original plan.

      Stopping the winch, I turned off the engine and listened. Somewhere nearby were a lot of horses. That on its own meant little, at least until one of the said horses ran through the trees past where I was sitting. It still had part of the contraption for a wagon strapped to it while the bloodstained harness for a second horse dragged along behind.

      I stood back out on the step and tried to identify the exact direction this was all happening. And sure enough, from what I could tell, it was the exact direction I was currently trying to get to. Only I could hear voices, rough, male voices followed by loud feminine pleading.

      “Fuck,” I grunted.

      Sitting back in the truck, I reached behind the seat for my Remington 870 pump action shotgun. Pulling it around, I retrieved a box of lead slugs that went along with it. Some places I stayed off-road overnight, and bears were prevalent in parts of the country I traveled to. I’d fired a few rounds before, but I’d never had to kill anything. Hopefully, this would be the same.

      I loaded four shells into the magazine and stuffed a few more in my pocket before climbing back out of my Deucie. With the help of a leather strap, I tossed the Remington over my shoulder and climbed back into the mud. The feminine voice I heard earlier raised in pitch and volume. Whatever was happening was bad, but through the trees, I couldn’t make out what she was saying. The male voices, on the other hand, carried much further.

      By the time I made it to the tree with the steel cable, I was pretty sure I heard the words bitch, elf, and suck more often than I was comfortable hearing. So I hurried my progress and pushed through the trees. The path Deucie was pointing towards was mostly clear of foliage, and despite the small boulders and logs, I knew she’d cruise right over it to freedom. Yet, what I saw was the opposite of freedom. Before me was a dirt road with an upturned wagon, a dead horse and a bunch of renaissance wannabes holding a young woman between them.  She frantically begged and pleaded for them to spare her.

      “Please, I work—”

      “Shut it!” one man slapped her. “I don’t give a fuck. All I want from you is to release the goods.”

      “... No…”

      He growled and reached back to slap her again. By that point, I’d taken one spare shell from my pocket and pushed it into the chamber for my total of five shots. Which out of the twelve men before me still wasn’t enough if things went crazy.

      “You got a problem?!” I called.

      The man paused before turning and giving me an odd look.

      “And just who the fuck are you?”

      “Nobody of consequence,” I frowned, meeting the terrified expression of the woman.

      She looked  a couple of years younger than me. With bright green eyes. Her hair was almost white, and she was extremely petite, although she was probably taller than me if she were standing. She was dressed in well-made travelling clothes. A pleated skirt, long sleeved shirt and a leather vest. The style made me think of the renaissance, but with a twist. The twelve men were dressed in various different items. If not for me seeing how they treated the woman, I’d have thought this was some kind of reenactment gone wrong.

      “Cent, go chop his head off, will you?”

      “Right,” Cent, one of the closer men, nodded.

      I watched as the man drew a short, dented sword and started heading for me. He was dirty and wore a thick jacket. I think they were called gambesons or something. That went along with a wooden shield strapped to one arm. He grinned at me as he approached, and I raised my Remington in defense.

      “Stop!” I ordered, not wanting to kill him without giving him a chance.

      The man chuckled, “Shields enchanted mate, that staff of yours is useless.”

      “I’m warning you!”

      The man laughed as he approached. He was only a few feet away now, and I realized I was going to have to shoot him.

      “Come on now, put it down and I’ll make this quick, I—”

      BANG!

      The recoil sensation was familiar, but the solid smack of the lead slug punching a hole through his shield and into his chest… That was something entirely new for me. The riderless horses bolted in all directions while the riders themselves had to rein in their beasts. Cent blinked slowly before raising his shield to admire the hole. I watched as horror crossed his face before he collapsed on the side of the road.

      “CENT!”

      I heard a feminine cry as the woman went down from a vicious punch. The man who hit her appeared to be the ringleader of this mob. He drew a blade and rushed towards me with a scream. I pumped the action on the shotgun before raising it to my shoulder and fired a second shot.

      BANG!

      His head exploded in a shower of gore. That left me with three shells loaded and ten more potential targets. Five of them, including the ones with the carts, all turned and headed back the way they came at high speed. That left me with five targets to deal with. Two of them were on foot, with the other three on horses. The two on foot started running, while two more dismounted. The last rider charged. He was my first target as I pumped the action.

      I felt bad for the horse when I took my third shot. With the speed of the approach, I didn’t want to take any chances. The animal screamed as the slug punched through its chest and it went down in a heap. The man riding it hit the ground hard enough that he didn’t get back up. Pumping the action, I raised and fired at the next man, who was wearing a metal breastplate. The round punched a hole clean through and he went down beside his partner.

      Pumping the action for my last shot, I watched as the man skidded to a halt. The two who dismounted slowed to stand beside him. They eyed me warily. They looked terrified, and I wondered if I could talk my way out of this. I had the spare shells in my pockets to take them all. But the chance they’d let me reload before they skewered me was pretty slim. I didn’t want to reach for my pocket and even give them the hint of something wrong. Considering the fact I’d just killed three people with one of the world’s most recognizable guns, and they weren’t running. I highly doubted I was still in the world I was born in.

      “If we leave, will you let us go?” One man asked.

      “Yes,” I grunted, not wanting to give them more of a chance to think.

      “Let’s get out of here,” the man on the left slapped the speaker on the chest.

      As he turned, the original speaker grimaced while the third shot me a look that could have killed. “We won’t forget this.”

      “Don’t give a fuck,” I shrugged, lowering the shotgun.

      He got the hint and backed off to join his two comrades. I watched them quickly mount and ride off in the same direction the others had left. I listened intently for the sounds of the forest to return before quickly reloading the shotgun. That left me with four shots loaded and nothing in my pockets. At this rate, the shotgun would make a nice club within the week. The single box of ammunition was all I had. I’d have to count them to be sure, but with the shells I’d fired so far, I had less than twenty, but more than a dozen left.

      With a shake of my head, I slipped the Remington back over my shoulder and approached the man who fell from his horse. He was the only one I hadn’t shot, so I hauled him onto his back. Blood ran down his face from a split across his forehead and I checked his pulse. It surprised me to feel it pumping along like normal. With a look around the other corpses, I found some rope and with the memories of my days as a boy scout; I bound his wrists and ankles. That settled, it was finally safe enough for me to check on the woman.

      Moving over, I found her lying limply on the ground. They split her lip from the punch that knocked her out and there was already swelling. I checked her pulse and found it even easier than the bandit. Between the pulse and the steady rise and fall of her chest, I figured she was going to be okay. At least in the short term. The only question was what to do with her now? Best bet I had was to get her back to Deucie. But that was easier said than done.

      It took me a little over an hour to get ready, judging by the position of the sun. I looked back at the woman and shook my head. She was lighter than I expected her to be but that helped little in the end. I used some timber broken from the side of the wagon when it tipped. I tied her to it, then used it as a travois to drag her as far as I could. Then I used the winch to drag her to the truck itself, and now I had the fun job of getting her up into Deucie.

      That was the part I wasn’t looking forward to. The easy part was opening the passenger door. Then, I took the end of the travois and dragged it closer so I didn’t have to move as far while carrying her. Untying took only a few moments, and I tossed the ragged ends of the rope into the mud. Picking up an unconscious person was never easy but the length of her torso and how far I sank in the mud actually helped. Pulling her up into a seated position, I was able to drape her over my shoulder and rock backward. It was rough, but I managed it and stood carefully so I didn’t drop her. Reaching out for Deucie, I held onto the frame and used it as a crutch to step through the thick mud and up onto the step. With the door open, I didn’t have to go any higher. I gently placed her ass—that I totally hadn’t thought of in the slightest—on the seat. Then, after tucking her legs in, I strapped her to the seat with the belt. With the woman secured, I stepped back, closed the door and took a deep breath.

      Then it was back to good old recovery. At least this time I had it worked out. I waded through the mud back to the original tree. I ran the cable around it once more, then made my way back to Deucie. The woman was still passed out in the passenger seat and didn’t look like she had moved an inch. So I started the engine and activated the winch once again.

      With no further interruptions, I made the slow drive from the deep mud to the shallow mud. Then, finally, as the rear tires found traction, the whir of the winch died down and I put on the parking brake. Climbing out, I dropped down onto the very edge of the muddy hole I was originally stuck in. I still had a way to go through fallen logs, narrow trees and boulders. But it was all solid, and I wasn’t all that worried. Unlatching the cable, I had the winch retracted and climbed back into Deucie.

      Putting on my seatbelt, I had to back out slightly to make the turn before starting my drive. Now, I have to emphasize a point here. Deucie don’t care about rough terrain. Boulders are reverse pot-holes. Logs are speed bumps and tight squeezes. That’s why Deucie is made of cold-war era, steel. So the drive was slow, but gained steady progress as I made my way through the forest without a care in the world. The only time I paused for consideration at all was at a point where some low-lying branches were at risk of hitting the windscreen. But after dropping my windscreen forward to lie over the bonnet, I used the cabin frame to push through. Did I mention Deucie don’t care?

      It was considerably quicker to find the road while driving than it was walking. And I couldn’t help the small cheer as I pulled Deucie up onto the road. Carefully avoiding the corpses now dotted with flies, I checked the woman one last time. I had a couple of options here. I could head back in the same direction the bandits went. Or I could head in the smoke's direction.

      “You better have some way of paying me back, miss,” I grumped.

      Turning off Deucie, I grabbed out the Remington and climbed out. With a check of my surroundings to be sure, I headed over to the busted wagon. Crates and barrels littered the side of the road. Most, to my delight, were intact. The ones broken carried an assortment of different things. From salted and now ruined pork, to what smelled like wine and even a barrel of nails. Not that they were nails from my era. These were square and the length and thickness of my smallest finger. I just hoped there weren’t any on the road. That would be rather unfortunate at this stage.

      With a sigh, I picked up the closest crate and carried it back to Deucie. Placing it on the tray, I went back to grab another. Back and forth by hand took far more out of me than wading through the mud. But eventually, as the afternoon set in, I got the rest of it loaded. It took me climbing up into the back to move things around, but I managed it. Stacking everything neatly, I went about tying it all down.

      Satisfied, I dropped out the back and closed the tailgate and tied off the screen to keep water and prying eyes out. I did a loop of the place and with a level of distaste; I took a few pouches that contained coins from the corpses before rounding the one I’d tied up. And he was staring at me with hatred in his eyes.

      “You going to rob me, too?”

      “Rich coming from you,” I grunted.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      I frowned and tilted my head at the man. “Were you, or were you not part of the group that chased down a woman driving a wagon, caused a crash, and were in the process of robbing and raping her?”

      The man spat and shook his head. “Never would have touched that whore myself. Fucking elves should know their place. It’s why we were after her.”

      I blinked and ignored the part where he called her an elf. Grabbing him by the wrists, I dragged him back towards Deucie while he grumbled and complained at me. I had no idea if the woman in Deucie was an elf. I had no idea if I was performing some social taboo by saving her. For all I knew, there was a war going on that I’d just stumbled into. But there was no fucking way I was about to let some random woman be brutalized, raped and no doubt murdered while I sat there and watched.

      It took me a moment to drop the tailgate again and a few more moments to get him up into the tray. Then I tied him up beside the crates and locked everything up again. I did a last check of the broken crates and barrels I couldn’t collect and approached one filled with salted pork. There was no saving the barrel as the impact completely split it open. But I pried out a few chunks of the pork itself ensuring it was free of dirt or wood splinters. It smelled fresh, so I brought it back. That was dinner for the night. Opening the driver’s door, I climbed up and reached behind the seat for a plastic bag. I always kept a few spares and used it to wrap the pork for me to cook it later.

      “Hello?”

      I yelped and whirled around in my seat. The woman’s eyes were wide as she pressed herself into the door. I could see fear in her eyes as she held her hands up. Instantly, I calmed down. This woman wasn’t a threat to me. She was the victim in all this, and she was probably far more worried about my own actions. I took in the sight for a few moments and noted the shells she had clutched in her hands.

      “Umm…” I grunted. “Can I please have those back?” She looked at her hands for a moment before offering me one. I slowly reached out and took it before eyeing the second. “And that one.”

      “It’s not yours,” she breathed. “I made it.”

      I frowned, clearly seeing the plastic rim of the shell casing. “What do you mean, made it?”

      “I’m a replicator. See?”

      I watched as a faint blurring filled her hands before she opened them, revealing two identical plastic sleeves. No slug, no powder, and no blasting cap.

      “I haven’t worked out the rest, but this material is interesting,” she mumbled.

      “Holy shit,” I mumbled.
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      It was the third time I’d heard her squeak and this time I couldn’t just ignore it. I was only going thirty. But there was something clearly wrong with her. Rather than ignore the situation, I slowed to a stop and applied the brake.

      “What’s wrong?”

      She flinched, and I noticed the white knuckle grip she had on the door handle. “Fast.”

      I sighed and realized what her problem was. “Sorry. You’re probably not used to going this fast, huh?”

      “What?” The woman frowned. “No… this is great!”

      I watched her face light up in sheer delight and took a moment to think. “Well, if it makes you feel better. Deucie can go much faster.”

      “How fast?”

      “A little under sixty miles an hour.”

      The woman froze, and a deep frown came across her face. “That’s… as fast as a horse.”

      I thought about it for a few moments and nodded. “About that, yeah. I use a lot of fuel though.”

      “Fuel?”

      I nodded and started driving once more. “Yeah. This is a machine. It works by burning fuel to power the engine. The engine is what makes this drive.”

      “Fuel like… wood?”

      “No,” I smiled. “It’s… refined oil.”

      She fell silent for a time as I continued to drive. We were in a thick forest. No different to where we started. The roads were somewhat maintained. There was no sign of any debris on the road that would slow us. But there were washed out sections that would have made things dangerous for a galloping horse. Which, come to think of it, just made the woman all the luckier in her attempt to flee her attackers.

      “This… fuel. You are running out?”

      “Yeah,” I sighed. “I’m hoping I can find something that works, or old Deucie is going to sit there and rust.”

      The woman frowned, then looked at the two shell sleeves in her hand. “I… have an offer.”

      “I have nowhere to be,” I chuckled.

      The joke was lost on her as she frowned slightly. But she shook her head and gave me a smile. “Show me this fuel. If—If I can make more. Can we make a deal?”

      Oh… shit… If she could do what she claimed, that would definitely be a game changer for me.

      Despite the lack of infrastructure, traffic or… anything really, I still hit the indicator. The clicking noise distracted the woman, and I turned it off again when I thought about it. With that, I pulled to one side and brought Deucie to a stop. After applying the brake, I turned off the engine and climbed out. By the time I moved around the front, I could see her staring at me almost frantically from inside the truck.

      “You can’t open it, can you?”

      She shook her head, and I chuckled. It was no effort to climb up on the step and open the door from the outside. Quickly showing her how to do the same, I then ran into the issue of her seatbelt. That was another quick lesson, before I did the gentlemanly thing and helped her down. Despite all that, she was quick and surefooted, dropping beside me with a grin.

      My first impression was that she was absolutely gorgeous. The second, as she brushed her hair back, was that she had pointed ears. Instinctively, I frowned, and I saw the way her face dropped.

      “I’m sorry,” she mumbled.

      “Wait, what?” I caught myself. “What are you sorry for?”

      “M-my ears?”

      “Why would you be sorry about your ears?” I asked.

      She stared at me for a moment, as if wondering if I would continue. I was as baffled as she was. Instead, she settled for what she must have considered to be the right statement and huffed. “I’m an elf.”

      “I can see that,” I nodded as my eyes drifted over her pointed ear. “Tell me about it?”

      “Tell you?” She frowned as I walked over to the fuel tank.

      “Yeah,” I shrugged, before opening the fuel cap. “I don’t know anything about elves.”

      “Y-you’re—phew!”

      I watched her slap her hands over her nose and take a step back. “You okay?”

      “What is that horrible smell?” She gagged.

      I sniffed and frowned. “Sensitive nose?”

      “More than humans,” she nodded.

      “Well, that might not work then,” I sighed. “That’s the fuel I need.”

      At my words, her shoulders slumped. I could see the regret in her eyes, but she took a deep breath and nodded. “How much do you need?”

      “As much as possible,” I admitted. “This entire tank will get me three or four hundred miles. But,” I unhooked the flap on the side and climbed onto the tank to grab the jerry of kerosene. “With this, I can stretch it out a little further.”

      “Let me check,” she sighed stepping closer.

      As I opened the lid and she smelled the contents, she blanched again and looked between the jerry and the tank. Before rolling her eyes up and seeing the crates in the back of Deucie.

      “Wait, are those?”

      “Yeah, a few were broken, so I left them. That’s everything that was still in one piece.”

      “You… you saved it?”

      “Most of it,” I shrugged.

      “And you can travel four hundred miles, at sixty miles an hour, with all this?”

      I shook my head quickly, “No. Four hundred would be smooth roads with no load. Dirt like this with cargo, that would reduce it to three. Up a mountain, even less. Less again if I’m running on kerosene,” I gave the jerry a shake.

      “May… I try?”

      I nodded and turned back to the tank. There was only an inch in the bottom. It would last a short while. But without a solution, I was going to be in trouble. Luckily for all involved, I had plenty of spare hoses and bottles. So syphoning off a small amount of diesel into a bottle for the elf was simple enough. She didn’t need a lot, but right now, until I knew she could make more. Every drop was precious.

      “Is this enough?”

      “Yeah,” she nodded as she took the bottle.

      She grimaced as she sniffed it again, before tipping some onto her hand. I watched those drops fall into the dirt and bit my tongue as I mentally wrote off the amount I had given her. She rubbed it between her fingers and brought them to her nose once more. And then, to my horror, she raised the bottle to her lips. I was too slow to stop her taking the swig, and the way she spat it out with a screech told me everything I needed to know.

      Without a thought, I rushed to the passenger door and climbed up. After pulling the door open, I grabbed the bottle of water I had and leaped down as the elf spat onto the ground as she gagged.

      “Did you swallow it?” I asked.

      “No,” she wretched. “And I’m not doing that again.”

      I sighed and pressed the bottle into her hand. She took it and frowned as she stared at the cap. I realized the issue and twisted it off, and from there, she poured it into her mouth. The first bit she swirled around and spat back out again. The second mouthful she swallowed.

      “Why on earth did you do that?”

      She grimaced again and took another drink, before meeting my eyes. “I need to. The more senses I have, the better I can replicate it.”

      I sighed and nodded. “Uh… Do you need to do that again?”

      “No,” she quickly shook her head. “I just need a small amount and I can make more by touch, like the… shell?”

      I nodded letting her know she had it right. The bottle of diesel was half spilled out into the dirt on the ground, and I bent to pick it up. The elf gave it a glare like she expected it to bite her. But she took it again, after yet another mouthful of water.

      “So…” I said, hopefully.

      “So?”

      I sighed. “So, can you?”

      “I… think so.”

      I nodded and gave her a small smile. She grimaced and handed me back the water, before taking the bottle in both hands. She held the bottle steady, and I watched the bottle shimmer for a second. Then, as if by magic, it began to fill. Slowly at first, but then rapidly, until a little spurt came out the top.

      That was enough to make her jump as she held it away from herself once more. Before she dropped it, I took it away from her and smiled as I got that familiar scent.

      “It smells right,” I grinned.

      “It should be,” she grimaced. “Complicated, but it’s all one thing. Not like trying to replicate something made of different parts.”

      I nodded as I came to the realization, her power was similar to a 3D printer, although more complex in some ways. Especially if she could create an entire product from its base materials. She could likely make more shells, but they would be in pieces. How hard was it to make a shell? The sleeve, blasting cap, the slug and a spacer? Not much to it really. Add a little primer to the cap and some powder and it’s ready to go.

      “Alright, how will you go about filling the tank?”

      It took a few attempts to find something that worked. In the end the easiest way to do it was for her to hold the already full bottle and pour it into the tank. As it poured in, she would replicate it, refilling the bottle.

      As you can imagine, this was not a quick fill.

      “So…” I paused. “What led to all this?”

      “Do you mean the attack, my heroic rescuer prevented?”

      I grinned and rubbed my neck, “I mean…”

      The elf giggled. “What’s your name?”

      “Jacob,” I smiled not worrying about my full name. “Call me Jacob.”

      “Jay-cob,” she smiled. “I’m Ahshala.”

      “It’s nice to meet you Ahshala,” I gave her a smile. “Why were people trying to kill you?”

      At that, her face dropped, and she let out a sigh. “I’m an elf.”

      I nodded slowly, before shaking my head. “I don’t understand what that has to do with anything,” I admitted. “In my world, we don’t have elves. It’s just humans. But I get that we can be a hateful bunch.”

      “Not… y-you’re not from this world?”

      “I mean,” I looked around. “Have you ever seen one of these before?” I slapped the side of Deucie.

      Ahshala shook her head. “No, there is nothing in this world like that.”

      “Then, yeah. I guess this is a new world, because where I come from. This thing is considered ancient,” I grinned.

      Ahshala smiled as she gave me a strange look. “Most would call you insane for speaking such things.”

      “What would you call me?”

      “Insane for speaking to me like I’m your equal.”

      I frowned, and she giggled. “I don’t want to get my hopes up, but what are your plans now, man-who-isn’t-from-this-world?”

      “Well,” I grinned. “I suppose the first thing is to get you into town and drop off your supplies. Then… I don’t have any set plans. Without someone to make me fuel, I won’t make it very long in Deucie.”

      Ahshala nodded slowly and I couldn’t help but notice the sheen of sweat on her brow. The day wasn’t a particularly hot one, and I had parked in the shade. It almost looked like she was halfway through a workout.

      “My employer. They will be displeased that I destroyed the wagon.”

      “No, you fucking didn’t. You were attacked,” I grunted.

      Ahshala shook her head. “That is not how they will see it. This was my test. My job was to deliver this as soon as possible. If I could do that, they were going to give me my own route. But…”

      “But people are assholes. Since they don’t like elves, they decided to kill you and stop that from ever happening.”

      Ahshala nodded and let out a huff. “But… if you help me complete my delivery and we do it quicker than a horse and carriage. They might give me another chance.”

      I nodded at her words. She wanted me to take her. My vehicle, her fuel. If we could deliver things faster than anyone else, we could be valuable to the company she worked for. It was certainly a good tradeoff. And basically what I was doing already. Though… sleeping arrangements would need to change if we did more than a day trip.

      “Let me get this straight in my head,” I started as she gave me a tired nod. “You make my fuel. I drive your deliveries. We both profit, yeah?”

      “Yeah,” she nodded. And then collapsed.

      “Ahshala!” I yelped as I took her by the shoulders.

      Her face was slack, and she was dripping with sweat. But I found a pulse when I checked. Hopefully, her biology wasn’t too different from my own. I checked the tank and saw it was almost three-quarters full. That would have to be enough. If our destination was where I could see the smoke, it wouldn’t take long to get there. So after closing the tank, I gently hoisted Ahshala over my shoulder once more, and steadily made my way back to the cab.

      Before long, I had her back in the seat, where she stared at me with a furious blush.

      “Oh,” I paused. “Sorry. Are you okay?”

      “Yes,” she mumbled. “I’m sorry for worrying you. That took a lot out of me.”

      I nodded and handed her the seatbelt. “Let me grab the water for you and we’ll head off.”

      Ahshala nodded, and I closed the door. The water bottle was where I left it beside the fuel tank and yes, I checked to make sure it wasn’t the one with diesel in it. Bottle in hand, I carried it around to the driver’s side and climbed in, passing Ahshala the bottle before I put on my seat belt.

      “What is the restraint?”

      “Seatbelt,” I patted mine. “If we crash, it stops us from flying out of our seats and getting hurt.”

      Ahshala’s eyes widened, and she nodded. Considering she just crashed a wagon, that likely hit her as a sensible thing to do. The moment of truth though, was as I twisted the key. Old Deucie turned over and fired up the same as she always did. It would take a moment for the new fuel to hit the engine.

      “Are we going?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “If the fuel you made doesn’t work. I’ll find out in a moment.”

      Ahshala nodded and gave me a nervous smile. I set Deucie into gear and started off once more. This time, I kept up the pace. I wasn’t about to do sixty on these roads, but this was a relatively straight patch so I gave it a bit. The engine hummed along with a healthy rumble as I worked through the gears.

      I spotted movement as I rolled past thirty and spared a glance at Ahshala. Her face was open with glee as we moved along. I imagined this was like a roller coaster for her. I kept pushing up towards forty and that’s when the road started getting bumpy. I backed off a little as I rounded a corner and the road smoothed out once more. This section looked nicer, so I started pushing again.

      Ahshala giggled to herself as I passed fifty. But there wasn’t much more to give it. Try as I might, off-road, I just couldn’t get it over fifty-two. Rather than keep things going, I backed off until the road felt smooth enough and I could hear myself think once more.

      “This is amazing!” Ahshala cried.

      I grinned and kept my eyes on the road. Even without the frantic pace of before. A few bends in the road and we cleared the forest. All around us were open farms. Horses in fields bolted as Deucie thundered past. Men working the fields dropped their tools and ran. I ignored them all as I pushed on past homesteads and others. At least until I came across another wagon. At that point, I slowed right down.

      The driver of the wagon was watching me frantically as I approached. I put the Deucie into a higher gear to keep as quiet as I could. Then, to spare the driver even further, I pulled to the wrong side of the road and slid the tires into the grass on the side.

      “Careful!” Ahshala whined.

      “We’re fine,” I assured her as I rolled past the horse-drawn wagon that was going barely five miles an hour.

      I watched the wagon and saw the horses misstep slightly. They wanted to turn away from Deucie, but the driver kept them on track. Once we had a larger gap, I applied the accelerator again and brought us back up to running speed.

      “We’re already here,” Ahshala smiled. “It’s amazing.”

      “How long would it normally have taken?”

      “Most of the day if the weather is good,” she admitted. “Longer if the horses tired out. But… this… Dewsie doesn’t rest, does it?”

      “Deucie,” I corrected her gently. “And no. It’s a machine. It will need some maintenance every now and then. But otherwise, no. Just fuel.”

      “Amazing,” she giggled as the town came into view.

      That was also the cue for whomever was at the front gate to begin panicking. I could see a group of men rushing about, before the gates started closing. Ahshala looked worried, so rather than continue at our headlong pace, I slowed us down even further. I could see them gathering on the walls and looked over at Ahshala who was biting her lip in worry.

      “Hey,” I caught her attention. “I’m going to drive real slow. If you open the door, you can stand on the step. Then you can talk to them as we drive up.”

      “Okay,” she nodded.

      I brought the Deucie down to a little more than walking pace and Ahshala did as I suggested. She slipped out of her belt and opened the door, before carefully stepping out. She braced, with one foot inside, as she clung to the doorframe. From her appearance, I could see the men on the walls suddenly looking uncertain about what was about to happen. Which was far better than immediately attacking us.

      I slowed further as we approached the gate and when I could hear Ahshala shouting something, I pulled to a gentle stop and switched off the engine.

      “—Of the Red Sparrow Trading Group. I am here to make a delivery!”

      “Where’s the horses?”

      “There are none! This is a machine. It does not need horses. And if you will give my name to the trader, they will vouch for me!”

      There was some discussion going on atop the wall before a confirmation was shouted. Ahshala slipped back inside and sat down, before closing the door.

      She made a face, “It was cooler in here before.”

      “Air-conditioning,” I nodded, before spotting her blank stare. After quickly explaining what that was, she was intrigued once again. Asking questions, I simply didn’t have the answer for. All I knew, was that it wasn’t originally installed on Deucie when it was built. It had been hooked up by the guy who sold it to me years ago. It worked pretty well in the heat and I was glad to have it.

      I was just thinking of starting the engine to run it when the gates began to creak open once more. I shot Ahshala a look and saw worry on her face as armed men slowly stepped out.

      “Should I be worried?”

      She blinked slowly and bit her lip, before letting out a small sigh. “Sir Herrond is here. We should be fine.”

      I didn’t know who she was talking about. Apart from the soldiers, there was one man. He was dressed… well it looked a little like a stereotypical wizard’s robe. Complete with little gold stars sewn in. All he was lacking was the white hair, beard and the funny hat. Ahshala opened the door once again and stepped out onto the side.

      “Sir Herrond,” she bowed despite her lofty position. “May we enter the town. I have wares to deliver.”

      “What is the meaning of this?” The man snapped. Instantly—I didn’t like his tone. “Where is the wagon?”

      “I can explain it all. May we enter?”

      “I believe you should,” he snapped.

      I took that as affirmative and turned the key. The soldiers jumped back as Deucie rumbled to life once more. When it clearly didn’t do anything else, they stepped back and remained wary.

      Then, to my dismay. They led us on foot into the town. To work with the slow pace, I shifted to low range and let it idle in first gear. Even then I had to brush the brakes a few times to prevent squishing a guard who paused for too long. Eventually though, we pulled into the front of what could only be a small warehouse. As we did so, I shut off the engine and gave Ahshala a smile.

      “There’s an inn across the street. I’ll need to speak with Sir Herrond and let him know our deal.”

      “Don’t forget the guy in the back,” I smirked.

      Ahshala grimaced and nodded. “I’ll do that. He attacked you. You had every right to defend yourself. But they might want to question you and get your side of things.”

      “Fair. Any idea what the inn will charge for a room?”

      “If you want to leave in the morning, you could get a decent room for a silver. A bronze will get you a meal.”

      I nodded and heard a heavy thunk on the side. With a grunt, I opened the door and looked back at the guard who had just struck the side with a hammer.

      “Do you mind?!”

      The guard frowned, but pulled back. I shook my head and Ahshala gave me an apologetic smile.

      “I’ll… see you there?”

      “I’ll wait for you,” I agreed.

      From there, Ahshala climbed out, and I did the same after locking her door. I didn’t want some idiot getting any funny ideas. I also made sure to bring the Remington with a few shells as spare. I didn’t expect to be attacked, but I wouldn’t put it past some asshole causing trouble either. So after stepping down and locking my door, I spotted Ahshala getting chewed out by Sir Herring or whatever his name was. I thought about going to stand by her side, but she caught my eye and nodded at the inn.

      With a shake of my head, I did just that. The guards let me leave, even if they eyed me like I could be dangerous. Little did they know. I pushed into the inn and found it rather lackluster. Just a box room with a bored-looking man at the counter.

      “Room’s two silvers.”

      “Since when?” I tilted my head.

      The man glanced up and gave me an odd look. “Who are you?”

      “Friend of Ahshala’s,” I nodded. “Got a delivery here.”

      The man pulled a face. “Aye. Friends with her lot. Two silvers.”

      I took out the pouch of coins that I cobbled together from the bandits and counted out two silvers and another that was made of bronze. I placed them on the counter and gave the man a level glare. “For a meal.”

      All that got me in return was a grunt, and a metal key slapped onto the bench. I could see a number three on it. How I could read their language I wasn’t about to question, the rationality behind this world speaking fluent English was already beyond me. I took it and made for the stairs. To my surprise though, the rooms were far nicer than the foyer. A decent bed that was soft enough to be comfortable. It even had a stove with water set to warm so I could bathe. I could do the same on Deucie, but this would afford me more privacy.

      Speaking of Deucie. When I opened the window to let in some air, I could see a guard trying the handle on the driver’s side, while a team of men unloaded the goods in the back. Sir Herring was standing beside Deucie with a smug grin, while others brought over more crates. But I couldn’t see Ahshala anywhere.

      I decided I’d go look for her later, for now I enjoyed a quick scrub down with warm water and some honey scented soap. I couldn’t do much about my clothing, but once I found Ahshala, I figured she could help me out with that as well. I didn't see her when I checked the window again. But Sir Herring was still grandstanding as he admired my freshly loaded Deucie.

      Something felt a little off, so I redressed and made my way downstairs. I’d have asked if Ahshala had come in, but nobody was at the counter, so I made my way outside, where Sir Herring turned and saw me with a smile.

      “Mr. Jay-cob, was it?”

      “Sir Herring?”

      The man flinched slightly. “Herrond, Jay-cob. Sir Herrond.”

      “Right,” I nodded. “Where’s Ahshala?”

      “Oh, you needn’t worry about your agreement with her. She passed it on to me. After she revealed the speed at which you can travel. I thought it best to expedite our partnership.”

      Fuck. I didn’t like the sound of where this was going, but he didn’t need to know that. He struck me as a snake.

      I nodded slowly and scratched my chin. “My agreement was with Ahshala.”

      “And now it is with me,” he smiled pleasantly.

      “I need a replicator,” I tried.

      “Replicators are not so uncommon. I happen to know of two in this town and another at our destination.”

      “And where is it?”

      “Almost one-hundred miles north of here,” Sir Herrond smiled.

      “Great,” I nodded. “Unload all of your shit. I’ll head off in the morning and see if there’s someone there who can honor their agreements.”

      Herrond looked flabbergasted. “I’m sorry?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “No need to be sorry. You’re a businessman. I’m just not as big an asshole as you. I made my deal with Ahshala. If you won’t honor it, then I won’t be doing business with you.”

      The man gave me an odd look, before nodding slowly. “I see.”

      “Yeah…”

      “I shall send her to you posthaste. Perhaps we can salvage this situation somewhat.”

      I doubted that. Maybe I could charge exorbitant fees. I hadn’t even heard discussion of payment from this asshole. If I charge enough, maybe I could help set up my own business?

      “I’ll be in my room,” I nodded at the man. “Number three.”

      “Right away, Jay-cob.”

      I ignored the way he said my name and made my way inside. This time, the man was back at the front counter. After a dismissive glance in my direction, he didn’t so much as snort at me. So instead, I made my way back to the room. It was only a moment after I closed the door, that someone knocked. I didn’t even have time to turn around. I plastered a grin on my face and pulled the door open, only to freeze at the sight of a young woman in a maid outfit.

      “Your meal, sir.”

      “Thanks,” I mumbled, as I took the plate.

      She left without another word and I could swear I saw the back of her dress sway like she had a tail. I shook my head. If elves existed, there were likely others?

      After closing the door once again, I sat down to eat. It was a decent meal. Roast vegetables, with a chunk of roasted… I’d say beef? But it was a little gamey. In either case, it was slathered in pepper and gravy.

      I was just sitting back with a smile when I heard another knock. This time, I grimaced as I climbed to my feet and made my way to the door. When I opened it, Ahshala stood before me with a long coat.

      “Sir Herrond sent me,” she mumbled.

      “Yes,” I nodded and moved further into the room to give her space. “Bastard tried cutting you out of our agreement.” I leaned over the window and looked outside to see several guards now standing around the Deucie, still laden with goods. But I heard the soft thump of fabric hitting the floor and turned around. “Ahshala?”

      She trembled nervously as she uncrossed her arms to expose her breasts. She wore a lace under-bust corset that left them exposed, while the smallest pair of panties I had ever seen covered her crotch. They were little more than strips of material.

      “Sir Herrond ordered me to help you reconsider.”
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      I think I forgot how to breathe as I looked at her. Ahshala’s face glowed slightly pink in embarrassment as she stood demurely before me. Her pointed ears poked out of her moonlight hair. She had applied a slight liner to draw attention towards her eyes. I met those mesmerizing orbs for a moment and saw blue with green swirls. Whether it was the light from outside, or her unspoken emotions, they swirled and glowed as she stood in front of me.

      Ahshala’s lips were full—dusted with something to make them shimmer and appear slightly more pink than natural. Her neck was long and graceful, attached to slender shoulders. Her arms were thin, but shapely as she held them to her sides. That left her petite breasts unobscured by the corset she wore. Her hard nipples, a delicate pink that matched her lipstick. were pointed directly at me over the top of the blue and green-trimmed garment. There was no hint of tan-lines on her impossibly smooth, pale, and silky skin. Her body had an hourglass shape accentuated by the corset that cinched in her waist. It accessorized the tiny material of her panties clinging to her shapely hips, before transferring to a perfect set of long legs. Until finally, her dainty feet, where it appeared she had polished her toenails in swirling patterns of green and blue.

      “Jay-cob?”

      I blinked back to attention and met her eyes. That just made her blush and shrink back on herself slightly. Her shoulders dropped, while her arms trembled like she wanted to cover herself once more.

      “Um…” I stammered slightly. “I—what’s going on?”

      The nervous elf shifted from foot to foot as she chewed her lip. “Sir Herrond. He sent me here—”

      “I heard that part,” I grunted, before stepping closer.

      Ahshala’s breath hitched as I bent down and took her cloak off the floor. When I stood, her eyes were wide and her lips parted. Almost like she expected me to kiss her. But that expression turned to complete bewilderment as I pulled the cloak back around her shoulders.

      “Jay-cob?”

      “Jacob,” I corrected her. “Let it roll off your tongue. There’s no pause.”

      “Jacob,” she tried again.

      “Better,” I gave her shoulder a rub through the thick fabric.

      “Jacob, why will you not sleep with me?”

      That took me by surprise, and I tilted my head slightly. “You’re not a prostitute. Or… at least I don’t think you are. In either case, I’m not interested in whatever bullshit Herrond has planned. So if he sent you here to sleep with me as a favor, then… as beautiful as you are. I’m not all that interested.”

      The range of emotions that flickered across Ahshala’s face had me concerned for a moment. Anger, frustration, and fear were the only ones I recognized. More emotions flew over her face so fast; it left me stunned. She looked like she wanted to scream and it almost drove me to try and comfort her. Then, overwhelming sadness had her slumping her shoulders, before she rebuilt herself, shook her head and gave me a level glare.

      “If I return, without bedding you. They will strip me of my position within the company.”

      “There we go.” I let out a soft sigh. “So this whole thing really is blackmail.”

      “Mostly,” Ahshala agreed.

      “So, here’s the question,” I began to pace around the room. “What can we do to get you out of it?”

      “… What?”

      “Well,” I shot her a smile. “All cards on the table. What are the consequences of losing your position in the company?”

      “I…” Ahshala frowned. “Prison, or… I’ll be made to work my debts off.”

      The way she said that, made me immediately realize why she was wearing what she was. I grimaced, thinking about how many other issues this world would have. Coming from a democratic, western civilization—I suspected I’d most likely bristle at a few of them. I wasn’t some fucking hero though. I wasn’t out to change the world, but that didn’t mean I had to act like an asshole.

      “Okay… So end goal. I play nice with Herrond, deliver the goods, and they keep you on?”

      “Something like that.”

      “What else is there?” I asked.

      Ahshala slumped and moved over to sit on the bed. “I’ve a bond contract. I owe money. More now, because of the wagon and lost produce. I’m valuable to the company because of my abilities as a replicator.”

      “Shit,” I frowned. “That asshole told me there was a few in this town.”

      “Correct,” She nodded. “Most replicators or mages in general get contracts. We take on massive debts and live our lives working to pay them off.”

      “Why would you do that?” I asked.

      For the first time, I saw anger directed at me. It was only for a few moments, before she sighed. “You really aren’t from this world. I can’t be angry at you for not understanding how the rest of my kind live.”

      “What, you sell yourself into servitude in the hope you’ll retire comfortably?”

      Ahshala shook her head slowly. “No. I hoped that someday, I’d meet someone who would give me children. Then, I could provide a future for them, so that they could live the life I could not.”

      “And how often does that happen?”

      Ahshala sighed and shook her head. I decided not to push the narrative any further and resumed pacing.

      “Alright. So… you need to stay on Herrond’s good side or he’ll sell you somewhere horrible. I’m guessing prison if you try and escape?”

      “Yes.”

      “To do that, you need to ‘convince me’,” I mimed air quotes, which earned me a confused look from the elf, “into carrying out the delivery.”

      “Yes.”

      I nodded slowly and thought about my options. Well, it wasn’t an issue of sorts, rather trying to figure out how to get around it.

      “How do you go about buying a contract?”

      Ahshala gave me a strange look. “Herrond won’t sell me. Replicators aren’t that rare, but we’re still valuable.”

      “Mhm,” I nodded. “But what if I offered to work for it?”

      “You would buy my contract?”

      “Ah,” I frowned as what I asked just dawned on me. That… well… wasn’t that slavery? That sounded like slavery. I wanted to help her, but did that mean all contracts were a master/slave agreement? Or was a contract only for non-human people? “Well…” I stuttered, fuck! Having slaves rubbed me the wrong way something fierce. “I mean—”

      “Jacob, I-I’m just an elf—”

      “—And I still don’t understand that bullshit either,” I cut her off, before dropping onto the bed beside her. “Look. This is a lot to take in. This morning I was in my world. One where slavery is bad. Something happened, and then I was here. I killed some people, met an elf for the first time, and she had some crazy magical powers to put fuel in my truck.” I turned to gaze out the window, weak afternoon light filtering through. “Now, that same elf is wearing some of the sexiest lingerie I’ve ever seen, while asking if I want to buy her contract. From my view point, and according to this world’s laws, that would legally make her my slave.”

      I took a deep breath and turned to face her as she stared at me with an anxious tremble.

      “Okay,” Ahshala nodded slowly. “Would you buy some other replicator’s contract, if you could, I mean.”

      “I…” I shook my head. “I don’t know. I mean, I don’t agree with slavery. If I had my way, I wouldn’t use contracts. I’d just offer to pay them what they’re worth.” I rubbed the back of my neck, trying to ease the muscles there. “Since I’ll need one to make fuel, they’d be worth a lot to me.”

      Ahshala continued nodding. “You can deliver more goods than any single wagon, faster than any horse. But you need a replicator to make you fuel, and you want to pay your replicator as an equal? Is that right?”

      “More or less,” I agreed.

      Ahshala stood up and dropped the cloak once more as she moved to stand in front of me. My eyes drifted over her once more, and despite the blush that coated her cheeks, she didn’t hide from me either. However, I stood firm and shook my head.

      “You don’t need to sleep with me,” I told her. “I’ll make a deal with Sir Herrond and get your contract. Then we can be partners.”

      “Partners.” Ahshala snorted and shook her head and stepped closer. “You saved my life today.”

      “Anyone from my world would have done the same.”

      “Mmm,” she pushed me back as she shifted onto the bed to hover above me. “But they didn’t. You did.”

      “What is this, some kind of fucking fantasy novel?” I grunted as she pushed me flat on my back.

      Ahshala tilted her head. “No?”

      “Are you asking or telling me?”

      She smiled and reached for my pants, only to frown slightly. “Jacob, how does…”

      I snorted as the elf was brought undone by the button and zip on the front of my jeans. “I told you. I will not sleep with you for someone else. I also have no intentions of holding your contract over your head to make you sleep with me. I’ve never needed to buy the services of a woman and I don’t intend to start now.”

      Ahshala let out a small groan and moved to cup her perky breasts, pinching on her nipples. “But I want to sleep with you.”

      “Oh.”

      She gave me a glare and poked my erection through my pants. “Well?”

      Well indeed…

      She watched carefully as I lifted my shirt slightly and slipped the button through. Her expression flicked with interest as I took hold of the zip and lowered it. Her hands took the zip for a moment, pulling back up and down again as she marveled in its design.

      “Just be careful with that,” I told her. “It’s easy to get caught between the teeth if you’re not careful. Especially since you’ve got me all excited.”

      Her eyes widened, and she released the zip, before shuffling down. As she did, her hands caught the edges of my jeans and she wriggled them down alongside my boxer briefs. As they slipped down, my cock sprung free. It smacked meatily against my stomach, before bouncing softly in time with my heartbeat.

      I barely blinked, and it was in her mouth. I don’t mean that as a play on words. One moment she was by my knees, staring at me with a hungry expression—the next, her lips were wrapped around my cock. She made happy humming sounds as she sucked on the head. I gasped as she sucked and licked, just only on my glans for now. Watching my expression and how I jerked or moaned her lips and tongue bathed my cock from all angles. She took me deep, her throat constricting around my shaft as she buried her nose into my pubes. Her lips were stretched tight over my girth and I felt her tongue lap gently at my balls, before she slowly retracted, sucking firmly the whole way.

      Without thinking, I reached down to touch her, and my hands brushed the tips of one ear. She froze in place as I gently caressed the tip. It was hot in my hands and I ran my thumb around the stiff tip before I noticed she stopped sucking. When I glanced down, she was staring at me with a hooded expression. Her blue-green eyes swirling. She gave me a slow blink, before dropping her chin. I didn’t have a chance to think, before she drove her face into my crotch, taking my cock down into the back of her throat.

      Rather than slowly draw back up once more. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine once again. Before she swallowed. The sensation of her throat muscles sucking down the head of my cock made me gasp. That in turn, had me squeeze my hands, and therefore the tip of her ear. Ahshala’s response to my grip on her ear, was to shudder and swallow once more.

      When I reached down and took her other ear, Ahshala gripped my sides with her fingers and held herself down to my crotch. Her mouth and throat felt fantastic, but I couldn’t resist thrusting up into her mouth. She let me, without complaint, in fact, she seemed to be eagerly encouraging if her tight grip on my waist was any indication. I used her face like a pussy and fucked her throat with hard thrusts to hold as deep as I could inside, but with a slow retreat. Ahshala licked and slurped at my length, keeping her suction tight with each retreat. She relished my cock, treating it like her favorite dessert. With each thrust, I pulled her head downward holding onto her ears, alternately rubbing and pulling at the tips. Her moans would vibrate against my cock before being cut off as she swallowed the head, feeling it reach the back of her throat. She was perfect, and amazing. Truthfully, it was one of the best fucking blowjobs of my life and finally, I let out a gasp.

      “Fuck, I’m going to cum!”

      Ahshala tightened her grip and ground her face down into my crotch. She protected my flesh from her teeth with her lips and tongue, before sucking firmly as she rocked her head back and forth. I stood no chance and came directly down her throat. I held her ears firmly as she squealed, but the sensation didn’t stop. She was determined to get every drop, and I was completely fine with that. She pulled away slightly to catch the rest of my cum on her tongue, although she kept her lips sealed around me. Each jet of my seed hit the inside of her mouth, before that magical throat of hers took over and she swallowed, forcing my cock once again into the back of her throat. Until finally, the sensation proved too much, and I pushed her away.

      She slipped back, moving only far enough back, to brush her tongue over the head, in order to collect the last bead of my cum as it leaked from the tip.

      “Holy shit, Ahshala,” I heaved for air.

      She giggled and leaned her head against my thigh. “I hope that means you enjoyed it.”

      “Enjoyed?” I grunted. “That’s an understatement.”

      “Mmmm. Then I hope that’s a little prelude to what owning my contract will be like.”

      Those words left me sighing as I shook my head. “I’m not buying you out just to sleep with me. I’m buying you out so we can work together.”

      She delicately wiped at the side of her mouth before she smiled lasciviously at me. “That’s basically the same thing.”

      “How?” I snorted.

      “It’s a rare day to find a man interested in an elf,” she began to rub herself. “But here you are. Offering me the world, and all I need to do is work the gifts I was born with to help you.”

      “I still find that hard to believe,” I slumped back. “You’re fucking gorgeous. Your ears just give you an exotic look.”

      “You like my ears?”

      “Ah… Yeah,” I admitted. They were interesting. And I knew they were sensitive.

      Ahshala picked herself up and crawled up my body, before settling down with her chest pressed firmly into my own.

      “How long until you can go again?”

      “Ah…” I frowned. “A few minutes.”

      She nodded. “Good. Because my pussy has been aching since we were in the truck. And after playing with my ears, I’m so slick, my panties are molded to my netherlips.”

      I nodded slowly and tilted my head. “Well. I have an idea to pass the time, if you like?”

      Ahshala squeaked in shock as I lifted and turned her over. She bounced on the bed and opened her legs to brace herself as I rolled over and got into position.

      “What are you—!” She squealed as my head moved between her legs while I spread her thighs wide and settled in to get comfy. My big hands framed her tight, pink, little pussy.

      My tongue slid between her hairless folds as I yanked her panties further aside. I wasn’t sure if that was an elf thing, or if she waxed somehow. But her perfectly pink pussy was the softest, smoothest thing I had ever touched. She tasted faintly of mango and vanilla, with none of the tang I expected from a human woman. Though she had all the appearances of one as I slipped my tongue between her folds once more.

      Her hands spared through my hair as she bucked her hips. “Jacob?” I licked and sucked very lightly on her exposed clit. “Ahh!”

      “What?” I chucked. “Never experienced this before?” I asked as I lapped at her sweet opening.

      “Mmm,” she shook her head. “Not from a man.”

      I smirked, then froze and pulled my face away. “Not from a man?”

      “No,” She shook her head. “Men don’t do what you do.” She froze and a look of horror crossed her face. “That’s not… I didn’t mean. You’re a man. Yes. I didn’t mean—”

      “It’s fine,” I assured her. “I just… Am I to understand you have had a woman do this for you?”

      “Is that not done in your world?”

      I smirked, “It happens. Some people don’t like it. Others…”

      I trailed off as I pushed her knees out to the sides. I leaned on one side, while bracing the other as I sought her clit. The tiny, fleshy, jewel stood out, covered by a small hood. With my free hand, I parted her lips, exposing it completely, before I ran my tongue over it.

      “Jacob!”

      With my tongue on her clit, I slipped my hands lower and swirled the tips of my fingers through her womanly dew. I opened my mouth and suckled gently on her clit, making her tremble and gasp. Which was the moment I slowly pushed my fingers into her. She was silken smooth, but I could feel rings of powerful muscles beneath the skin. They throbbed and pulsed as she whimpered and moaned above me. I paid her no mind, as I curled my fingers into a ‘come hither’ motion and rubbed the front wall.

      Her legs snapped shut over my head. I didn’t change a thing as I continued suckling. Her flesh was warm, sweet and delicious as I ran my tongue over it. Her hips bucked up into me, but with my fingers buried inside her, I pushed them back down. That must have been the last straw, as her fingers dug into my hair, before pulling me firmly up her body.

      Rather than lose chunks of hair, I released her clit and crawled up atop her. Before I could speak, she pulled me into a kiss. That kiss was one of the most wonderful things I had ever experienced before. Like her pussy, her saliva was sweet and slightly fruity. Like she was built for pleasure and little else. She moaned and whimpered as I shifted to bring myself closer. Her skin was wonderful to the touch, and I lifted myself away just long enough to yank off my shirt. When I looked down at her, she held up her hands, and I laid back into her embrace.

      She shifted her hips, pulling her legs up, and froze at the sensation of my cock prodding between her legs. She calmed in an instant and stared up at me with pleading eyes. With slow movements, she reached down between us and took my cock in her hand. She stroked it gently, and I leaned down to kiss her. But she opened her mouth and uttered a single word before I could.

      “Please?”

      “Please what?”

      She swallowed nervously, before raising her hips. Her legs hugged my sides, as she pressed my cock into her soaking wet pussy.

      “Please, buy me?”

      I frowned, “Ahshala—”

      “Jacob, please?” She interrupted as she pulled my cock through her slick labia. “I’ll do it. I’ll be your business partner. Let me sit beside you in Deucie. Let me supply your fuel. Buy me. Take me away from Sir Herrond. End my employment with The Red Sparrow. Own me. Keep me. And let me warm your bed at night. That’s all I want!”

      “I’m not looking to keep a slave, Ahshala,” I shook my head.

      “Then buy the contract, throw it away, and let me warm your bed anyway,” she begged as she rocked her hips, taking the head of my cock into herself.

      I couldn’t resist her any further. Driving my hips forward, Ahshala’s eyes went wide as I crushed her into the bed once more. I captured her lips with my own and she writhed deliciously as I drove my hips against her own. I ran my hands over her skin, finding her breasts to be delicious in my hands. They weren’t much more than a handful, but she was hardly flat chested. Her nipples were like small pebbles and she pushed her chest up into my hand as I rubbed my thumb across the sensitive tips.

      Pulling my mouth free, she let out a shuddering gasp as I drove her back down into the bed. Her hips strained against me as she desperately tried to thrust herself back up to meet me.

      “Fuck me!” she begged. “Fuck your elf!”

      “My elf,” I grunted. “I don’t own you. But I could happily claim your perfect little pussy.”

      She gasped as I thrust into her once more and nodded. “Please buy me. Contract or not, I’ll always be yours! Just keep fucking me!”

      Rather than kiss her, I took her ear between my lips and bit down. The sheer volume of her gasp made me wonder if I did something wrong until her legs snapped around my waist. As I thrust down into her, she pushed her hips up, forcing me to drive my cock as deep into her as I possibly could. Her whimpering cries turned into loud gasps, before her back arched up beneath her. Her pussy clamped down on my cock. And a series of firm pulses dragged me deeper inside her. Every time I tried to pull away, her pussy dragged me back in. It was glorious, made even more so when Ahshala cried and whimpered the whole time she clung to me.

      It was all too much, and I exploded. This time, I kissed her as I fired my seed deep inside her. As my cock throbbed, she held me close, and I slumped down to lie on her chest. Her fingers were lovely as she stroked my hair, and I wondered briefly about getting off.

      “Just you stay there,” Ahshala whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

      “Don’t want a slave,” I grunted as she dragged her fingers through my hair.

      “Then think of me like a business partner, that you get to fuck every night.”

      “Mmm,” I mumbled as sleep overtook me, unaware that the elf at my side, was wide awake and deep in thought.

      Ahshala smiled at the man she had only known for a day. She always had good instincts about things. It was how she negotiated the idea of her running her own trade route. Under contract, she couldn’t refuse the company. Which made her useful as a replicator. But most of what she replicated; she could do so on the move. There was no reason to sit around and wait. She had taken her idea to the house mistress all those months ago and had finally been given her chance. Only to fall foul of xenophobic humans.

      Jacob mumbled in his sleep, before tightening his grip around her, and Ahshala smiled to herself. Contract or not. Sticking by this new human, would be dangerous. But full of so much opportunity.
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        * * *

      

      I stood outside beside Deucie, a frown building on my face as I stared at Herrond.

      “No.” he said.

      I blinked. “No?”

      “No. I’m not selling her contract.” Sir Herrond sniffed.

      I saw the way Ahshala flinched and looked over the truck. “You’re a businessman. Correct?”

      “Indeed. That is why I’m telling you no. She is far more valuable to me as she is.”

      “And you’re unwilling to negotiate?”

      “What could you possibly negotiate with?”

      “Your competitors,” I snorted. “How much is all that stock worth to you?”

      “Not enough to cover her contract,” Sir Herrond frowned.

      “Probably not,” I agreed. “But what about in a year? How much stock do you think I could move? I could travel hundreds of miles in a day with the help of a good replicator. Loaded up just like this. Imagine how much you could charge to have a bulk order delivered faster than anyone else could possibly imagine.”

      He gave me a level glare. “Her contract is worth a lot of money as it is.”

      “And if I took all I had to offer, to your closest competitor? The truck is good for sleeping. I can drive at night. I could work myself to the bone, making delivery after delivery for a competitor. It might take years, but eventually, I’m sure we could do enough damage to the Red Sparrow to make negotiations a little smoother.”

      Sir Herrond gave me a firm glare. “I see your point. But I’m not selling you her contract.”

      “Then rent it to me,” I offered.

      “Rent?”

      “A temporary contract. You said it yourself. You have other replicators, so she’s not in high demand. Give me a contract, saying she’s mine for a year. You pay me the same as you would any other merchant wagon, and with my truck, I can deliver goods faster than any of your competitors can deliver a single letter.”

      “Six months—”

      “A year,” I interrupted, shaking my head. “I need to know we can work in all seasons. At the end of the year, we can stipulate a clause to extend the contract.”

      “Why are you doing this for an elf?”

      I could have said a lot of things, but I merely smiled. It would annoy him more as I answered, “Don’t worry about it,” and brushed him off. “Are we making a deal? Or am I going to ruin your business with the help of your competitor. Either way, eventually I’ll get her contract.”

      Sir Herrond gave me a long look, before nodding. “Very well. I’ll have it written up and brought out in an hour. Just know I’m tagging along on this first leg. I’m needed in Salva.”

      He nodded to himself, before grumbling something and marching off towards the office building Deucie was parked in front of. I stood for a moment, before glancing at Ahshala. I felt the wind get driven out of me at the force of her hug. It was just like before. One moment she was there, the next she had moved. It was only a step, but it was a blindingly fast step.

      “Thank you!” she hissed as she clung to my side.

      “You’re welcome,” I assured her.

      “Even if it’s only for the year,” she sniffed. “You’ve made me so happy to have even this.”

      “Pfft,” I shook my head as I caught her lips with my own. “Only a year my ass. I made deliveries for a living in this thing. I’m not going to stop until I’ve made enough of a name for myself, that I can start my own company.”

      “And…”

      “And you’re coming with me. Even if I have to pay some exorbitant ransom. Herrond might have enough stock here to fill Deucie. But most places won’t. At least, not at first. People are going to be more interested in speed, than capacity.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “What do you think is more profitable? Delivering the standard cargo people aren’t expecting for another week. Or delivering an item for some wealthy noble, with the idea it will be faster and safer than sending it with an armed convoy?”

      I grinned as she nodded along.

      “Then, of course,” I continued. “There’s no reason, I can’t take on the regular stuff at the same time, and make double the profit.”

      “Excuse me, Jay-cob?”

      I turned and spotted a well-dressed individual giving me an odd look. “Yes?”

      “Sir Herrond has asked I lead you inside along with… the elf.”

      Despite the obvious way he insulted her, I couldn’t help but smile at the simple excitement that flitted across Ahshala’s features.
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      Most days, I didn’t mind the rain. Deucie was built tough. Over gravel roads, mud puddles and the like, it just made things more fun. Six-wheel-drive didn’t give a damn about anything short of actual trenches. Even then, with the winch, I could probably manage the terrain in most cases. Add in the accompanying elf, pressed against my side, and I should have been happy as a pig in mud.

      And you’d be fucking wrong.

      —BLLLEAAGGGGH— The scent of bile and stomach acid wafted and then lingered around me.

      I felt Ahshala’s hands clench on my arm as I resisted the temptation to pull my shirt over my nose.

      “Oh, damn the gods,” Sir Herrond slumped against the far door. “How much further is it?”

      “Not long now,” Ahshala assured us both.

      “I thought you said this would only take a few hours,” he groaned.

      “It would have. Except you won’t let me drive over twenty miles an hour.”

      “Damn it all,” Sir Herrond reached for his waterskin once more.

      The trip had been awful. Herrond sent a messenger to get us up at the crack of dawn. Then left us waiting for an hour before he finally showed up with a small entourage. After making some idiotic speech about paving the future, we were finally ready to go. We made it out the front gates before the rain hit. It came down in sheets and the windscreen wipers fascinated Herrond as they worked.

      His enthusiasm and fascination with everything he had seen peaked—right until I hit third gear. At that point, the man turned deathly ill from motion sickness and ordered me to slow down once more. Between the vomiting, the enclosed space to keep dry and the man’s cursing and wheezing. I was more than ready to see the end of the trip.

      “This won’t do. It won’t do at all,” Sir Herrond groaned. “This took far too long.”

      “Yes,” I sighed. “Because you won’t let me drive at the speeds I need to.”

      The old man glared my way for a moment. But I ignored him entirely as I drove through a stream that was running over the road. The very last thing I expected him to do was clear his throat in a conciliatory fashion.

      “Very well. The sooner this ends, the sooner I can lie down.”

      “Hold on,” I rolled my eyes.

      Shifting gears, I started to accelerate once more. The extra weight slowed things down, but not overly. In fact, the extra weight made things more comfortable to drive with a bit of pressure on the suspension. A bit of weight to settle the suspension down, and Deucie was far more comfortable to drive. Herrond made a complaining noise, but I ignored him as I continued to speed up. I spotted a glint of light in the distance and frowned.

      “It’s a watchtower,” Ahshala nodded. “Salva is a fortress city at the edge of the empire.”

      I nodded, saving my questions for later. Herrond didn’t need to know any more about me than he already did. I’d rather him think I found Deucie or something, rather than try to explain my ignorance of this entire world.

      But it also meant we were far closer than I hoped. So rather than mope, I continued to push. Deucie rolled over every bump, ditch and small river that formed over the road. There were several wagons pulled to one side, clearly unwilling to risk things in this weather. But with the headlights on and no horses at risk of twisting ankles, there was no reason to do the same.

      I drove on, ignoring Herrond as he clutched the vomit bag to his face once more. Through the rain, I could make out shapes in the distance. And I slowly realized it was a mountain range. Salva was likely built at the entrance to a pass through to the other side. Which made perfect sense for it being a fortress city.

      Ahshala snuggled closer as I drove. Unlike Herrond, she was unbothered by movement sickness. I just hoped passengers in the future could handle things better than him. Because I sincerely expected passengers. And if I wanted them to be profitable, I wouldn’t be driving them slowly. Perhaps I could mount some seats in the rear? Then if they did make a mess, I could wash it out easily at the end.

      Food for thought. For now, I could see gates up ahead. They were mounted into tall stone walls. The first place I stopped was gated. This… well it was a fortress. It had my childhood dreams squirming in excitement. Battlements, crenulations, and indeed a massive stone watchtower in the middle of what must be the keep.

      “What was the name of the town we just came from?” I whispered my question.

      “Lastma,” Ahshala whispered as Herron wretched once more.

      “Great,” I nodded. “Is it normal for the gates to be closed here too?”

      Ahshala frowned, before sitting up. “Sir Herrond, the gates are closed.”

      “Of course they are,” The man groaned. “Get us close.”

      I nodded and did just that. I treated things like I had at Lastma and slowed down well in advance. Sir Herrond used the bag one last time as I pulled to a stop. Only for him to grimace as it meant getting out into the storm. I thought about offering him my rain coat, but I decided against it as he unbuckled.

      He cast a glance at Ahshala, and for a moment, I wondered if he was going to try to send her. But he glanced at the gate and let out a small sigh. Then he opened the door. The spray of cool mist joined the waft of fresh air. Sir Herrond let out a choked cry and slid down onto the dirt. Ahshala released her own belt and crawled over to check him, just as he stood up once more.

      “This is ridiculous!”

      She pulled back as the man stomped through the rain towards the gate. And with no better choices, Ahshala pulled the door closed once more.

      “So,” I leaned into the door to look at her.

      “So,” Ahshala smiled. The relief Herrond’s lack of presence washed over us.

      “Tell me about yourself.”

      Ahshala tilted her head slightly and frowned. “What do you want to hear?”

      “Alright,” I nodded. “You said that you wanted to get a contract. Then have kids, and use the wealth you provided to set them up better in life. So how did you come about? Did your parents have contracts?”

      Ahshala frowned and slumped back into the door as I had. “No, my parents were farmers in a small village, a long way from here.”

      “Not replicators?”

      “No,” she shook her head. “We don’t know why some of us have power and others do not,” she frowned.

      “Do humans have power?”

      “Some,” Ahshala nodded. “Humans mostly have elemental powers, but they’re rarer than replicators.”

      “Great,” I sighed. “Mages are a thing then.”

      “As are warlocks,” Ahshala nodded.

      “Warlocks?” I gave her a look. “Summoning demons?”

      “Demons are forbidden,” Ahshala shook her head. “But lesser spirits are still common enough. A well-trained warlock can harness a wind spirit and keep a breeze to cool a manor. Or a river spirit to turn a water wheel.”

      “And what happens if they summon a demon?”

      “They usually die,” she frowned. “There are forbidden texts in the world that provide instruction on how to summon them. Controlling them is something else entirely. But it happens.”

      “Stupid,” I snorted.

      Ahshala nodded, “Sometimes they do it on purpose. Summon the most powerful demon they can, knowing they’ll die. That demon then destroys everything else around it as well.”

      “What happens then?” I asked.

      “Either the demon is banished by another warlock, or they kill everything and starve. Demons feast on the energy they gain from the living. Warlocks in ages past used to summon them simply to hold locations. You could disperse an entire army with a powerful enough demon.”

      “And I’m guessing eventually that caused more problems than it was worth.”

      “That is correct,” Ahshala nodded. “It’s why our neighbors hate us.”

      I glanced up at the city and spotted the gates creaking open. “We’ll continue this conversation later. For now, let us not make it obvious I’m not from this world.”

      “That is for the best, I think,” Ahshala agreed. “There are oddities in this world. Even if they’re not as extravagant as Deucie.”

      I could see several men waving for me to approach. I hadn’t shut down the engine this time, so I put Deucie in gear and rolled forward. One of them came up to the side and bashed the side with his spear. I sighed, realizing that was going to be a common thing here. I’d need to attach some wooden boards or something. Dents didn’t bother me, but I didn’t have paint and rust would always be a concern.

      Ignoring that for now, I reached behind and took my raincoat in hand. Ahshala gave me a grin as I pulled it over my head before I opened the door. The guard was wearing an oilskin cloak as he stared up at me.

      “Yes?”

      “Follow the man in front. Sir Herrond will meet you shortly!”

      I nodded, even as I wondered how much pull this Sir Herrond actually had. The man was an asshole. Did that mean he was also some kind of nobility? I wasn’t sure. But I also didn’t care. Pulling back inside Deucie, I closed the door and listened to Ahshala’s giggle.

      “You had an oilskin?”

      “It’s mine,” I shrugged. “And because I know you’ll mess with it. It’s not an oilskin. But it does the same thing.”

      She smiled brightly as I laid it on the seat beside her. Just as I had mentioned, she brushed her fingers over the fabric and went about discovering its secrets. I left her to it as I started to drive once more. The guard ahead seemed bothered by the lights, but I paid him no mind for now. I wasn’t about to turn them off and risk driving over something, or someone in the dark.

      Unfortunately for the guard. This wasn’t the small town we had just come from. This was a major city that quickly became apparent as we traveled within. Rows of streets led off in every direction. It had been parceled up into grids and this looked like a workers’ district. Nothing was particularly extravagant. But there were plenty of shopfronts, and despite the rain, they were continuing to do business.

      The guard walked ahead, getting people out of the way. The rain must have been loud for them as well. Because they hardly noticed our approach until they turned at the direction of the guard. Then it was a matter of getting them to stop staring long enough to shift aside. I could see in my mirrors there was a pair of guards walking alongside as well. These kept more of a distance though. Just making sure nobody approached as I went past.

      The first main hurdle to present itself. Was the intersection we needed to turn down. The guard didn’t leave a lot of room when he suddenly turned and changed direction. Lined up to go straight through, I didn’t have the turning circle to follow. Instead, I was forced to do my best, driving around, until I stopped at the front of a terrified shopkeeper’s stand. He had a series of fabrics laid out in front of him.

      I paid him no mind as I put Deucie into reverse, rather than risk backing up suddenly. I hit the horn first. The sharp blast of sound had the shopkeeper diving for cover. From the way Ahshala jumped and held her hands to her ears, I made a note to use the horn sparingly. With everyone’s attention firmly on me, I began to back up once more.

      Spinning the wheel in the opposite direction, I straightened up for a few feet, then put Deucie back into first and started following the flustered looking guard. This street was somewhat quieter. There were a few moving wagons and one of them had a minor incident where the driver twisted around to watch us. He clipped a nearby wall, making the wagon jerk and sending the horse into a panic. Before it got too bad, he reined the beast in. To my benefit, it left a rather sizable gap for me to drive without a problem.

      I could see in my mirrors that a group of people had peeled off the main road to watch. A two-wheeled cart made the corner a moment later, scattering the crowd. I shook my head, knowing that was likely Herrond. I put him from my mind as I continued driving behind the guard.

      This street made it to another intersection. This one showed buildings of a higher quality. More glass and decorations showing a wealthier neighborhood. As if reading my mind, the guard gestured to the left, giving me ample opportunity to position Deucie to make the corner.

      When I turned out onto this street, there were fewer people moving around. And more carts. Which caused a problem as I swung onto the far side of the street, forcing several carts to come to a stop as I did. The drivers and even a few well-dressed passengers yelled a few things I paid little attention to as I pulled back behind the guard. The whole thing must have attracted attention, because several more came running over.

      Whatever discussion they must have had, ended up with the guard sending the others off to the next intersection. This time, as I approached, they blocked traffic as I trundled along, until we met a small alleyway. The guard stopped, before moving aside. I pulled up, before flashing Ahshala a smile.

      “Wait here. I’ll see where we need to go.”

      She nodded, before frowning as I pried the raincoat from her fingers. I just laughed and threw it on, before stepping out into the rain. The guard waited patiently as I climbed down, before approaching.

      “You can’t block the street!” he shouted over the rain. “The drop off is in there! Can you fit this in the alley?!”

      I looked at the alley, and then at Deucie. “Show me!”

      The guard nodded and led me into the alley. I had a moment of worry that this would be the perfect place to bash me over the head. No such event happened. The alley was wide enough for a wagon, but little else. You wouldn’t get two side by side. A large set of doors were hanging open, with plenty of light spilling out as a man stood watching.

      “What is that thing?” he grunted, while hanging back from the rain.

      The guard stepped into the warehouse and I followed a step behind. “Red Sparrow?”

      “Aye,” the man nodded.

      “Great,” the guard nodded. “Sir Herrond will be here soon. This man has a delivery for you.”

      With that, the guard turned and stormed off into the rain once more. The man watched him leave with a bemused expression, before turning to me. He wore a linen shirt, brown pants, and a leather coat. It was well made, but he was clearly a worker of some kind. I could see others working as well. Hauling crates, barrels, and other goods around to make room. While others were setting things aside in bays, clearly to send them off to wherever they were needed.

      “Right,” the man sighed. “That… thing. Can you get it inside?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I could back it down to the doors though.”

      “Ah… yeah, that’ll do then.” He grunted. “Eylor! Tumphry! Get some boys together, we’ve a quick job to do!”

      I nodded at the man and made my way back out into the rain. Ahshala smiled as she spotted me coming out. As I drew closer, I spotted Sir Herrond walking around the front of Deucie.

      “Ah, Jay-cob!” He called with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “You won’t be getting much done parked here!”

      “Just spoke with one of the men in charge. I’m going to back it into the alley.”

      “Good, good,” Sir Herrond nodded as he planted himself in the middle of the road.

      I watched for a moment, before sighing. “You’ll need to move. I’m going to block the entire road.”

      “Of course,” Sir Herrond frowned, before stepping to one side. “Meet me in the warehouse when you are finished.”

      I didn’t bother replying as I strode around to the front of Deucie and climbed in. Ahshala grinned as I took my seat, but I didn’t take off the coat. Backing into the alleyway turned out to be relatively simple. The roofs of the surrounding buildings were tall, and the road was straight. So after choosing a moment to pull into the middle of the street, I slowly backed in while ignoring the shouting from the nearby drivers once more. Ahshala kept quiet as I concentrated. I could see the light from the open doors guiding me to where I needed to stop. I kept going until one of them stepped out and waved.

      Pulling to a stop, I set the park brake and turned off the engine. When I looked at Ahshala, she smiled and I let out a sigh. “We need to get you an oilskin so this doesn’t happen again.”

      “It is the wet season,” she frowned.

      “Does that restrict trade?”

      “A little,” she nodded. “The roads are pretty good between major cities. The smaller towns can struggle. Especially if a river floods.”

      That made sense. It would take a lot of effort to keep the entire nation flowing smoothly without proper paved roads. But that just meant there was more opportunity for me to take advantage. Water needed to be pretty damn deep to stop Deucie after all.

      “Your… weapon.”

      “Don’t replicate it,” I warned her. “The last thing anyone wants is more of those around.”

      She nodded slowly. “But… the things that go in it?”

      I sighed. “Yeah. Those are low too. I’ll probably need a bit of fuel after today.”

      “We didn’t go very fast.”

      “No, but we still would have burned a lot. There’s a balance. Too slow and you’re wasting fuel just to run the engine. Too fast and you burn too much.”

      “I see,” Ahshala nodded. “How fast should we go then?”

      “Depends on the job. If you can replace the fuel we burn, then too fast isn’t really a problem. But too slow and we’re no better than a horse-drawn wagon.”

      She nodded slowly, and I glanced out the mirror to check the men unloading everything. “I’m going to help them out. See if we can do this quicker.”

      “I’ll come with you. At least to get out and stretch my legs,” with a saucy wink she added, “I don’t mind getting a little wet.”

      I snorted and waved off the innuendo. Stepping out onto the ground, I locked my door, before making my way around to do the same for Ahshala’s. To my surprise, she had already done it after watching me the first time. The elf scampered out of sight before I had the chance to thank her.

      Instead, I made my way to the back of Deucie. Two men were in the back, passing crates down to men waiting below. They took those crates and carried them inside, while others came out to collect more. I thought about the moving trolley I had hitched underneath and was about to offer it, when the foreman spat on the ground.

      “Fucking elf.”

      Rather than offer help, I stepped back and caught sight of Ahshala standing awkwardly by a lamp. I gave the working men a second glance, before making my way over.

      “Did they say anything to you?”

      She shook her head. “No, and you shouldn’t either. People don’t like elves.”

      “I don’t like people,” I joked. “But my impression of elves so far is pretty good.”

      Ahshala blushed and turned away. Although I caught the smile forming on her face and it lightened my own heart. For now, the two of us sat and watched as the men unloaded Deucie as quickly as they could. When they were just about done, I nodded at Ahshala to wait and made my way over to the man I spoke to earlier.

      “Where’s Sir Herrond?”

      “His office is in the back,” he grunted without looking at me.

      I figured he saw me sitting with Ahshala and dismissed me. So I did the same, turning back to the beautiful, but nervous looking elf and gave her a nod. She stood and moved to my side as we made our way to the back of the warehouse. There was a closed-in room that could only be an office, I beelined straight for it.

      I could hear Sir Herrond’s voice inside and opened without bothering to knock.

      “Ah, Jay-cob. This is one of our selling agents, Conrou.”

      I looked at the man, before looking again a little harder. At first glance, he was human. But I could tell there was something not quite right about that description as well. He had a rather pronounced brow and his jaw was a little too square. Though only slight.

      “Conrou,” I offered my hand to shake.

      The man, who had clearly been sizing me up, the same way I was him—took my wrist, rather than my hand and gripped firmly. “Jay-cob. I look forward to working with you.”

      “That may be sooner than you think,” Sir Herrond smiled.

      “Just keep in mind. If he’s going to be an asshole like you were when we met, well… I can’t make promises on delivery times.”

      Sir Herrond gave me a quick glare. Pointing that out must have struck a nerve. I wasn’t here to play his games. I had a contract already and nothing in it said I had to kiss his ass. Just a formal declaration that Ahshala was under my care for a year, and I was a representative of their business. I could operate on my own, but I still had to follow direct orders if they were related to the business.

      “Yes, well,” Sir Herrond cleared his throat. “This will be a little different.”

      “I’m listening.”

      “We need you to pick up a package from Nis Para,” Conrou smiled thinly.

      “I feel like there’s a catch here,” I looked at them both.

      “The border,” Sir Herrond slumped back into his chair. “It’s rather contentious in the current drama.”

      Fuck… This sounded like politics and war. I guess people were still people no matter what world I was in.

      “You want to send me on an ambush?” I guessed.

      “You said it yourself. Faster and safer. If you can get past the border checkpoints. I can certainly make it worth your while.”

      He glanced at Ahshala and I felt it settle into my gut. This was a test. One that I would either pass, or fail. And I wasn’t being left with any wiggle room.

      “Alright. What exactly am I doing?”
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        * * *

      

      I stepped into the inn with Ahshala clutching my arm. She hadn’t released me since we left Sir Herrond’s office. She hadn’t spoken either. Likely whatever it was that she was going to tell me, would be bad. So I closed the door behind us as she pulled herself close.

      “What is it?

      Ahshala frowned and gave me a nervous grimace. “There is a reason we have border fortresses.”

      “I figured as much,” I nodded. “What didn’t he tell me?”

      “Without a valid contract, they will kill me on sight.”

      I thought about that for a moment. I had a contract for her. But there were wider implications.  If they killed for no other reason than she existed, then xenophobia was not just isolated to small areas but across the borders. I was hoping it was their need for war mongering. Xenophobic was a problem. War could be profitable. The only question was if it was worth the risk.

      “Is there any way to get out of this?”

      “No,” she said in a small voice.

      “And you should be safe as long as I hold your contract?”

      “Yes.”

      I nodded to myself. “That works. We go, you wait in the truck. I find this contact; we pick up the delivery and we come back. How far off is Nis Para?”

      “Nis Para is a small mining town by the ocean. I think we will need to stop one night there and another on the way back.”

      I thought about that and sighed. If we found a quiet spot, I had equipment in the back. Less quiet, and we’d be in the cab. I’d done that before, but it wasn’t comfortable and I hadn’t tried it with company.

      “Two nights, all alone with a beautiful woman,” I smirked.

      “Likely three. I’ll have to replicate some fuel.”

      I heard those words and swore. “How are you feeling right now?”

      “I’m your elf,” she smiled.

      Fifteen minutes later, I looked over the top of her. Ahshala was hunched over, breathing heavily. The rain was still coming down. Holding the raincoat over the two of us, while Ahshala refueled Deucie in the dark, wasn’t ideal. But she agreed it was better to exhaust herself now, than later.

      What I didn’t need, was the subtle way she rubbed her perfect little ass on the front of my crotch as she worked.

      “Oh!” she mumbled.

      “Is it full?”

      “Some came out.” She straightened and put the cap back in the tank.

      I looked her over. She was slightly sweaty and breathing hard. But she hadn’t collapsed like she had the first time.

      “That took a little out of me. Do you know anywhere an elf could rest?”

      I pushed her lightly against Deucie and kissed her. Because I certainly could think of a few places.
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      “I thought this road would be deserted?” I grumbled as I once again pulled over to the far side to pass a slow-moving carriage.

      “War is profitable,” Ahshala sighed. “These traders aren’t crossing the border though. Likely they’re supplying war camps.”

      “Or smugglers,” I suggested.

      Ahshala nodded. “Yes, that would also be profitable.”

      “What can you tell me about the other side?”

      “Not a lot,” Ahshala sighed. “My ancestors were secretive.”

      “Wait,” I glanced at her as I pulled back onto the road once more. “Ancestors?”

      “Yeah,” Ahshala nodded. “That thing with warlocks summoning demons. That… that was something my ancestors discovered.”

      “And the humans stole it?”

      “No,” Ahshala sighed. “No, my people, or at least a group of my people gave it to them in return for wealth. It’s why they’ll put me to death without a contract. I’m considered a heretic by right of birth.”

      “Shit,” I swore. “Is it even safe to take you across?”

      “As safe as anywhere really,” she pursed her lips. “At least as long as you have my contract.”

      “That still doesn’t sound particularly comforting,” I grumbled.

      We drove in silence for a few miles. I pushed Deucie back to an appropriate speed. The roads out here weren’t great. So I kept it down a little. The last thing I needed was to get a flat tire. And… well that was going to be an issue, eventually. I had some engine oil stored with the kerosene. But what about service parts? New filters were hardly going to be a thing out here. What about tires? The alternator? What if it throws a belt? I did all the maintenance. But sourcing parts was going to be a problem if Ahshala couldn’t replicate them. But that was something to worry about later. For now…

      “So, the shells,” I started.

      “Should I make some?”

      I nodded. “If this place is going to be as dangerous as it sounds like. Then yes, I think we should be prepared.”

      “I can’t make them all in one go,” Ahshala frowned.

      I thought about it. I didn’t have a press, but I could substitute. Wooden dowel, a hole drilled into something and some elbow grease I could probably press a shell together. But there was another option.

      “Can you replicate something into something else?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Like,” I frowned, “could you replicate, say, a bead around a piece of string, or a string through a bead?”

      “I… should? It depends on the complexity.”

      I nodded, “Can you replicate each part, individually, but in its final place? Like the brass, with the sleeve over the top? If that makes sense?”

      She frowned in thought, and I reached behind the seat for the box of shells. Plucking one free, I handed it to her. She took it and turned it over in her hands.

      “It would be easier to replicate if I knew what was inside it.”

      Shit… She had a point. “Alright,” I nodded.

      Slowing Deucie, I pulled to one side of the road, despite nobody being around. Old habits and all that. When I brought Deucie to a stop, I set the parking brake and jumped out of the cab. In the back where I kept my tools, I quickly found a flat-bladed screwdriver. Tool in hand, I climbed back into the cab where Ahshala was now holding a replicated plastic sleeve.

      “Pass it here,” I gestured.

      Ahshala handed me the original shell and watched in interest as I pried it apart. The screwdriver damaged the plastic sleeve and bent the brass cap. But otherwise it popped off the bottom. Thankfully, the wadding stayed in place, keeping the powder contained as the slug fell out into my lap.

      “Here we are,” I handed her the bits. “I’ll give you a fresh shell so you can replicate the bits I damaged. But there’s the sleeve,” I held up the red plastic. “The slug,” I handed her the lead slug, “Wadding, holds in the powder.”

      “What kind of powder?”

      “It’s an explosive compound made from carbon and a few other things,” I shrugged.

      “That…” Ahshala gave me a look. “Are you an alchemist?”

      “No,” I laughed. “Though I’m guessing that’s a thing here?”

      “Yes. The common ones make tinctures and potions that promote health. The more advanced ones are hired by the crown.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” I nodded. “Please, don’t let anyone know about the powder though. Like the gun, it would only lead to more death. I’d rather keep it to myself.”

      “I’ll do that,” Ahshala promised.

      “The only other thing is the blast cap,” I told her. “If we’re careful,” I pried out the wadding and showed her the powder. “The blast cap is inside. That has a substance in it as well. When it’s struck hard enough, it ignites, which burns the powder. The powder creates a huge amount of gas at high pressure. That pressure blows the slug out at high speed.”

      “Will it stop armor?”

      “Yes,” I nodded, thinking of the men I’d shot. “It went right through a shield and into a man’s chest.”

      “You’re right. More of these in the world is terrifying,” Ahshala grimaced. “But I’ll see if I can make some.”

      I reached over and gave her thigh a squeeze. She smiled softly, but was clearly troubled by what I had told her. Guns were a contentious issue back home. While I figured that most societies would eventually do something similar, if they weren’t a reality here, I wasn’t going to push the issue. Besides, being the only one would have its perks. Hearing about a mythical weapon doesn’t do any justice to experiencing it.

      With Ahshala concentrating on her task, I put Deucie back in gear and released the brake. Pulling back onto the road, I steered around a rather large pot-hole and continued on. The city wasn’t far from the mountain range that acted as a natural border. I could finally see the start of the valley that we would travel through. The view looked like it came straight out of some fantasy novel.

      The sheer size of the mountains were something else. With the rains the morning before, the clouds literally obscured their peaks. I could see a clear transition from the clouds, to the snow and finally bare rocks. Only far, far below, did the stone turn to grasses and finally forests. And into those forests we were driving.

      The surrounding area was a hodgepodge of forests and farms. The land was wet and fertile, likely from the minerals that would run down the mountain when it rained. But there was a sinister edge as well.

      Watchtowers, barricades, and walled encampments became more common the closer we got. The city was likely the fallback point in case of invasion. Armed soldiers patrolling came up every now and then. They stopped and stared as we passed by. Out of respect, I treated them the same as passing wagons. By pulling to the side and slowing right down, I didn’t kick up dust or noise. It also made it obvious that I was passing by.

      “Sir Herrond must have sent a horse,” Ahshala commented as we passed a group of armored riders.

      “I was wondering about that,” I frowned. “I figured someone might want us to stop and talk. But they’re all just letting us go.”

      “That’s a good thing though, isn’t it?”

      I sighed. “Hopefully. It could also let someone know we’re coming.”

      “What happens then?”

      “Well,” I glanced down at the parts she was holding. “That likely depends on how many of those you can put together.”

      That had her nodding quickly, and she got right back to work. The fuel gauge on Deucie wasn’t the greatest. But I could estimate it well enough to ignore it for the time being. Judging by the mountains, I’d arrive at them well before fuel was a concern. Besides, I’d rather have the shells.

      Anyone dumb enough to test my patience while we refueled probably wasn’t going to live to regret their actions. As long as they didn’t hit us with overwhelming odds. Even then, a large enough force wouldn’t be particularly quiet. I doubted Deucie would have any more trouble running down random soldiers than it would going off-road.

      What I really wasn’t prepared for. Were the drastic changes to the people. Admittedly, I hadn’t seen more than a few humans and Ahshala. Then there was Herrond’s associate, Conrou... human, but not quite.

      As I passed by a group of soldiers, I happened to spot one man in leather. At first I thought he was wearing a mask until we passed by and I caught sight of a long snout filled with rows of teeth. If I had to guess, he was laughing at something and the sight of him shocked me.

      “Did you see that?”

      “Sorry?” Ahshala shook her head. “I was paying attention to this.”

      I glanced over and saw the half construction shell in her hand. The brass case had a primer installed. The plastics sleeve had gone in as well. And she had a pile of black powder in her palm.

      “Try to put that directly into the shell,” I suggested. “It’s highly flammable and if you spill it, we could have an accident.”

      “I’ll be careful,” she slowly transferred the powder into the shell before shooting me a smile. “Now, what were you asking about?”

      “I saw a…” I paused, unsure of exactly how to describe it. “A person, but they had a snout like a dog and they were covered in black fur.”

      “Likely a beastkin,” Ahshala nodded as she formed the packing for the slug.

      I jerked the wheel slightly to get Deucie back on track. Getting distracted was a quick way to kill someone. Even if that distraction was an impossibly beautiful woman performing literal magic beside me.

      “Is something wrong?”

      “No, sorry,” I shook my head. “I saw you make the slug and got distracted.”

      “You don’t have replicators on your world?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “No magic at all, no other races just humans.”

      “And yet you know the word ‘mage’.”

      “We have stories,” I frowned. “Magic is a fantasy. Something we tell children about to explain things we don’t understand. But, at least where I’m from. None of it is real… now that I think about it, I find it odd that our world talked about magic and the different races in our myths.”

      “You come from a strange world,” she smiled. Then grimaced. “Without my magic, I’d be just another elf living in the slums or living off the land as a poacher.”

      “Are those the only options for elves here?”

      “I could work as a whore.”

      I grimaced and went to apologize, but she patted my arm.

      “It’s fine,” she sighed. “The truth is, my kind are rather amorous. The arrangement I have with you is mutually agreeable, I assure you.”

      “Still, if ever you’re not in the mood, I will not force you.”

      “That’s sweet,” Ahshala smiled. “But the only time that’s likely to happen is during my cycle. And then you’ll just have to put it somewhere else.”

      “Ah…”

      “Not all stereotypes are accurate,” Ahshala continued. “But Elven libidos are well known and rarely far from the truth.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “And I’ll keep warming your bed,” she smiled before fitting the slug into place. “I think this is it.”

      I glanced over and saw the complete shell. I wanted to nod and agree but… “let’s test it out to be sure.”

      “You don’t trust me?”

      “It’s not about trust,” I frowned. “The tiniest detail could make it fail. Too tight in one spot, too loose in another. It could make the slug do strange things. If it’s not exactly like the one I gave you, it might behave differently.”

      “That’s fair,” she nodded, though she looked slightly offended by the idea.

      I thought about where we were. I could still see the soldiers in the distance. But they were far from danger. Even if I wanted to hit them, it would be luck that made it happen. So I slowed to a stop.

      “Here?”

      “Here,” I nodded.

      I didn’t even bother turning off the engine. I just rolled down the window and reached for the Remington. After making sure it was unloaded, I pointed it out the window and held my hand out for Ahshala’s shell. She pouted slightly as she put it in my hand.

      I examined it. As far as I could tell, it was accurate all the way down to the maker’s mark printed on the side. So I had hope this would work the same as any other. After chambering the shell, I cocked the hammer and chose a tree to aim at.

      “How long until you know if it worked.”

      I answered with a squeeze of the trigger. The Remington slammed back into my shoulder. The familiar boom filled my ears, and I regretted not having ear protection for myself or Ahshala. But it was the results that blew my mind.

      The slug impacted the tree a moment after I fired. And the only reason I knew that. Was because the tree exploded. I jumped back as the trunk shattered into splinters. The tree fell instantly, collapsing down on itself before pitching over. Birds broke in all directions scattering in terror from what happened. I even saw squirrels escaping the branches as it fell.

      Only when the fallen trunk and canopy lay still and the animals finally quieted, did I turn to Ahshala. She sat with a rigid posture, holding her ears. She looked as shocked as I did.

      “That…”

      “That’s why we test things,” I sighed.

      “Speak up please Jacob, my ears still ring.”

      I snorted. “I said, that’s why we test things!”

      “That wasn’t supposed to happen?”

      “Not like that,” I shook my head. “The slug is just lead. A soft, heavy metal that deforms on impact.”

      “Oh.”

      “Oh?” I questioned.

      “Replicated items can sometimes do that.”

      “Shit,” I frowned. “Then I can’t use them.”

      “Well,” she pursed her lips in thought. “Unless your weapon is what tore the slug apart, it should be fine. You said the powder burns, and that worked fine, didn’t it?”

      I thought about the recoil I felt. I hadn’t put any thought into it because it felt natural. Then there was the diesel. It was still burning without a problem. Deucie was running as it always did. Everything was normal, right until the slug hit that tree.

      “Make another, and we’ll test it on a softer target.”

      “It’s okay?”

      “Well, as long as it doesn’t blow up in my hands then we should be fine,” I sighed.

      Worst-case scenario, creating a mold of a slug and making them the old-fashioned way wasn’t a difficult thing to do either.

      “I’ll be quick,” she promised, before getting back to work.

      I cocked the shotgun, ejecting the spent shell. When I picked it up, I looked it over. It all looked the same as any other shell. It was all still there. A completely normal shell, right until the slug hit the tree with enough force to deform violently.

      “Here!”

      I blinked and looked over at the fresh shell in her hands.

      “That was quick.”

      “But tiring,” she tilted her head. “I couldn’t do this all day. But pushing for one more seemed the right thing to do.”

      I nodded my thanks and plucked the shell from her hand. Once again, I slid it into the chamber and cocked it. I looked out the window and looked at my options. I could hit another tree of course. But I wanted a softer target. Instead, I focused on a bulge in the earth.

      “Guess we’ll see if that’s a rock.”

      “My ears are covered!”

      I smirked and squeezed the trigger. It happened again. The recoil, the bang, the burst of the slug followed by the soft thud of lead hitting soft earth.

      “It worked!” She giggled.

      I smiled and turned as she collected my lips with a kiss. She smelled delicious, and I reached up to cup her face. My fingers brushed her cheek, and I felt the muscle twitch as she smiled and slowly pulled away.

      “I… I’ll keep making some then?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “Please, I’d rather not need them, but…”

      “Okay,” she smiled.

      I ejected the spent shell and replaced the Remington behind the seat, before turning back to the road. Only now I could see the soldiers I passed earlier. They were sprinting towards us. I thought about it for a moment and shook my head. After putting Deucie in gear, we were off once more. At best, those soldiers would have some questions about things I didn’t really want to answer. At worst, they’d probably try to take it or us into custody. Neither of those outcomes were things I wanted to deal with. I’d rather let them assume something was up.

      As we pulled away, Ahshala turned in her seat, catching my attention once more. I continued shifting through the gears getting us up to speed, before I glanced over.

      “What?”

      “Can… I ask for a reward?”

      “That depends on what you want,” I smiled.

      “Before I make more, can I… use my mouth.”

      “Like… now?” She smiled brightly, and I rolled my eyes. “Alright, but make it quick, I don’t want the guards to catch up.”

      “Then don’t stop,” she murmured as she released her seatbelt.

      I was still a little unsure of what exactly she wanted. But Ahshala had a mind of her own. This was something I never thought I’d experience in a million years. But here she was. I shifted gear and slowed slightly as she leaned over my lap. Her fingers worked at my zip for a few moments, before I felt cool air on my crotch.

      That lasted only a moment, before a warm hand slipped my cock free. That was all it took for my heart to pump. I felt hot breath blow over the head as she stroked me to full mast. But it was the soft tongue licking the head that made me groan. She held it by the base as she lapped gently up the sides of my cock. Treating it like an ice cream, she made appreciative noises as she teased me mercilessly.

      “Shit, Ahshala,” I shook my head.

      “What’s wrong Jacob?” She turned her head to lay directly on my lap. I glanced down as she poked her tongue out and gently licked the side of my cock once more.

      “I thought you were going to suck my dick?”

      Her response was to open her mouth and gently suckle the underside at the base of my cock, where it exited my pants. It felt fantastic, but she was teasing, nothing more. Enough to keep my hard, but not enough to push me over. I knew she was capable of taking me deep into her throat, so this teasing was killing me.

      “What’s wrong master?”

      I snorted, “Don’t call me that.”

      “Why?” She giggled, before licking up the side of my length again. “You got harder when I said it.”

      I rolled my eyes as I concentrated on the road. There was a wagon coming up, so I was preparing to pull to one side again.

      “I don’t own you,” I grunted.

      “But right now you own my pretty little mouth,” she lightly kissed my cock. “Maybe you should put it where you want it?”

      “I want it wrapped around my cock,” I grunted as I began to slow even further for the wagon.

      “Show me?”

      I sighed and shook my head as I pulled Deucie over to the side as I passed by the wagon. I glimpsed the driver. Another furred looking man. He looked similar to the soldier I had seen, but he was dressed like a farmer. From the load of hay on his wagon, that was the assumption I was going with. I kept my eyes firmly on the road, lowered myself in my seat so my teasing elf’s head remained below the window and made sure I didn’t pull Deucie over too far and risk a crash. It was thrilling and frustrating as Ahshala peppered my length with soft kisses and little pleasured moans. I pulled Deucie back onto the road, straightened up and rested a hand on Ahshala’s head.

      Ahshala gasped as my fingers dug into her hair. I made sure to get a good grip, despite her complete lack of resistance. In fact, as I pulled her up over my cock, her mouth opened automatically and she stuck out her tongue as a bead of drool landed beside my cock. I felt the hot blasts of her breath as she panted in excitement, before I pushed her down. There was no resistance as she took my cock into her mouth. She closed her lips, and wrapped me with her tongue, maximizing my pleasure as she hummed deliciously.

      I trembled at the sensation, before pulling her back up once more. Only as the head of my cock came to her lips once more, did she offer any resistance. I toyed with her for a moment, letting her breathe as I lightly pulled her up. When she swirled her tongue over the head, I pushed her back down where she swallowed vigorously.

      It became an effort now. Keeping Deucie straight and on the road, while sliding a compliant and happily participating elf up and down on my cock. It didn’t matter what I did. If I brought her up, she used her tongue, swirling it over all the sensitive places she could find. If I pushed her down, she swallowed deeply, urging my cock deeper into her throat. And if I tried to hold her in the middle, the vibrations from the road caused her to bob frantically in place.

      I couldn’t help it. The feeling was bliss. I held my breath, I thought about football, I tried to recite my limited knowledge of the periodic table. I did all I could until my eyes rolled… and Deucie slid off the road on a bend.

      I jerked as Ahshala bounced in my lap. She clung to the seat as I spun the wheel. But the ground was soggy from a small river the road was supposed to cross. There was a ford, but we were too far over to hit it. Instead, Deucie crashed into the water, sending out a huge splash that obscured our view completely. I tried to shift back down, but the sudden change in momentum sent Ahshala tumbling to the floor. Her weight against the stick kept it in place and I had no way of taking it out.

      Without the torque of a lower gear, we came to a stop in the middle of the river as the engine stalled. It wasn’t particularly deep. The water was up to the wheels  the air intake was mounted above my door. There was plenty of room to go deeper. But we had also made it to the middle of the river. This section in general, while running fast, was not deep.

      “Ouch.”

      I glanced down and saw Ahshala rubbing the top of her head. When she pulled her hand away, I saw a spot of blood.

      “Shit, are you okay?”

      I bent and took her hand, before helping her up. It only took a few moments before I got her in the seat. I pulled her closer and checked the back of her head. It was only the smallest of cuts. With the help of my first aid kit, I had a beautiful, pouting and slightly apologetic elf sitting almost in my lap. I say almost, because I was rather certain she was sorry about not finishing, rather than the crash.

      “But—”

      “It’s fine, really,” I patted her thigh. “If you feel bad about it later. I’ll let you ride my cock to make it up to me.”

      She smiled and pulled a cute face. “You promise?”

      “I promise,” I laughed, before turning the key once more.

      Deucie fired right up as it always did. I slid into first gear and let out the clutch. Only to feel Deucie slip sideways as the wheels failed to grip. I turned the wheel from side to side trying to find traction and got nowhere. Even trying reverse and low range did nothing to help. But there was a lifeline. A tree on the other side of the river, within reach of the winch.

      “Fuck,” I grunted.

      “What is it?”

      “Wait here,” I told her. Now wasn’t the time to explain winch safety.

      She looked just about ready to cry as I opened the door and hopped out. The water sped up as it went over the ford and tumbled through the rocks before crashing against Deucie. It made one hell of a racket. Dropping down into it, I felt why we weren’t moving. There was a layer of slime on all the rocks. They were slippery as anything and with a couple wedged around the front tires, we just weren’t getting anywhere. The water was up to my waist and we didn’t have the weight to bog us down with an empty load.

      I waded around to the front and found the winch easy enough. A loud splash caught my attention. I turned, fearing some aquatic creature that I’d probably never heard of. The water was too cool for a large croc or something, but that was if my world’s rules applied here. So far… well, there was an elf in my truck. So the firm prod in my back had me spin around in shock.

      I froze at the nude woman before me. Only… she wasn’t quite what I expected of a woman. She was floating in place despite the rushing current, with her head and shoulders above the waterline. Her hair… it wasn’t quite hair. As it touched the water, it became a part of it, and the only reason I could see her body, was because it was slightly darker than the water around it.

      “You smell of lust,” she hissed.

      “Ahsh—MMM!”

      I didn’t see the water until the last moment. It surged out of the river, covering my mouth as a powerful set of arms shoved me back into the front of Deucie. I turned to see what Ahshala was doing, but she was looking down at her lap. The water covering my mouth made it impossible to breathe, and I began to panic as the woman pressed in close once more.

      “Calm down,” she giggled. “I only want a little taste.”

      I wanted to struggle, but I felt a pulse of water through the front of my pants. I glanced down to see the zip wasn’t quite up, and with limited access, she was wiggling it down.

      “Don’t scream.”

      The water vanished from around my mouth and nose, and I sucked in a lungful of air. Before expelling it violently as a literal whirlpool engulfed my cock. I glanced down at the transparent, watery woman. I could clearly see the look of absolute bliss on her face, with my cock still visible in the back of her throat. She didn’t move so much as she used pulses of water to suck and pull on my cock.

      I couldn’t help it. I let out a groan as I unloaded. My cock throbbed inside her throat and I slumped back, knocking my head on Deucie.

      “HEY!”

      I blinked and spotted Ahshala climbing out onto the step.

      “Get your own, bitch!”

      The woman pulled free, and I could see the white swirls of my cum floating around in her head.

      “Oh? An elf?”

      I frowned at the question, despite the weirdness of the situation. “What do you mean?”

      “Oh,” she smiled. “I don’t mean to make an assumption. But the sheer lust I could smell. I was just a little surprised to see an elf with you.” She turned her head and gave Ahshala a brilliant smile. “You should know, it’s a rare treat to find a man who lusts after a woman as much as he does for you. Do bring him back sometime.”

      “Fucking Naiad!” Ahshala screamed as she leaped into the water.

      The woman or… Naiad I suppose, shot backwards, leaving behind a cloud of black ink that quickly washed down with the current. Ahshala pushed through the water and stood in front of me with her hands on her hips.

      “I can’t believe it.”

      “Look—” I tried to add.

      “That bitch didn’t even tuck you away before she left.”

      I blinked as Ahshala’s warm hand took my still mostly hard cock and pushed me back inside my pants.

      “And tonight, I’m going to ride you so hard you never think of that blue hussy again.”

      “Ah…”

      “I worked hard for that cum. And she just took it!”

      There was a distant giggle, and before I knew what was going on, Ahshala was throwing rocks, while pressing herself against my crotch. I had to admit, if I weren’t confused as shit right now, I’d probably find this whole situation kinda hot.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      The rest of the day was rather subdued. I found myself lost in thought about the world around me. The scenery grew lush and green, the closer we got to the mountains. The rocky ground gave way to mighty trees that towered around us. Soldiers generally didn’t want anything to do with us. A few tried to wave for me to stop as we passed by, but… well, fuck that.

      Beside me, my beautiful partner set about making as many shells as she could. It was slow going. Piece by piece, she formed them directly into its final position. But I could see she was flagging. The strain of whatever magic she used was physically wearing her down, and that didn’t even account for the strain caused by the situation with the Naiad. I glanced up at the sky and the sun was getting low on the horizon. Really, I had two options. Either I could pull over and camp nearby, or push on into the night. On top of that, I was certain we would need fuel to continue into the morning.

      “Do you know of somewhere we can stop for the night?”

      Ahshala blinked as she looked up from the partially complete shell and looked around. “No. I’ve never been here before. It might be best to pull over and move into the trees.”

      I hadn’t quite explained how this all worked. So I nodded and shifted down a gear to slow us. Not that we were going particularly fast. Either as some kind of latent defense, or simply nobody willing to front the cost, the road here was awful. The suspension could handle it, but it wasn’t comfortable. As we rumbled down the road, I turned my head to see any spaces within the trees that were wide enough. Though I didn’t want them so wide they wouldn’t give us cover either. I didn’t like the idea of camping out here. I’d take any chance to hide that our passage through these woods if I could.

      “There’s a grove ahead,” Ahshala pointed.

      I looked, but couldn’t see what she was talking about. “My eyes clearly aren’t as good as yours.”

      Ahshala frowned, before nodding. “Sorry. I can’t see them. But I can sense them.”

      “Like magic?”

      She nodded. “All those who can use magic have a sense of it. The grove is guarded, but not unfriendly.”

      I nodded, before frowning. “Wait… I thought you meant a grove of trees?”

      “Dryads,” she corrected. “And… I thought after the incident with the Naiad…”

      “Ah,” I pulled Deucie to a stop and turned to face the elf. “I think we should talk about a few things before we get any further.” Ahshala suddenly looked worried. When I spotted her hands tremble, I gently took them in my own and gave them a squeeze. “I have zero idea what is going on right now. I’m a man, in a new world, with a truck and a beautiful woman. Today I waded into a river and a woman sucked my dick. So I’m very confused about what happens next.”

      Ahshala tilted her head. “Next?”

      “Next,” I nodded. “Where I come from, what I did with her would likely have ended our relationship.”

      “It can’t,” Ahshala shook her head. “We have a contract.”

      “That still doesn’t change the act of betrayal.”

      Of all things, I didn’t expect her to laugh. She even pulled her hands away. One to hold her stomach, the other to wipe a tear from her eye. I sat still. Honestly, I was shocked by the reaction, and every time she calmed herself, she burst into laughter once more.

      “Alright,” I smirked, trying to get her under control again. “What’s so funny?”

      “You,” Ahshala slumped into the door with a grin as she chuckled again. “Betrayal.”

      “I don’t know how things work here,” I admitted. “But I’m serious. That kind of thing is frowned on where I come from.”

      “And here, you’re lucky to be alive. If she hadn’t liked you, or you refused, she’d have either taken it by force, or drowned you.”

      I froze. “What?”

      “She’s a Naiad,” Ahshala said with a pointed tone, before realizing her mistake and rolling her eyes. “A kind of water spirit. Had she wanted to harm either of us, there would have been little we could have done. She was in her element. We should just count ourselves lucky she was one of the horny ones.”

      “So,” I frowned. “You’re not mad at all that she sucked my dick?”

      “Well,” Ahshala frowned. “She took what was mine… I’d have preferred that she ask me first.”

      “So… You’re not mad because I got a blowjob from a Naiad. But you are mad that… what, you didn’t get to join in?”

      “Exactly!” Ahshala waved her hands like it was obvious. “Stupid river ruined everything. I had you just where I wanted it and that bitch came along and took it.”

      “Okay,” I nodded as I filed away that either this world, or Ahshala specifically had some… wild ideas around sex. “Moving on. This grove. Tell me what it is, and what we should do about it?”

      “Well, I’m not sure of their species. So I can’t tell you much about them individually. But there is a grove of Dryads off the road on the right. If we’re polite and friendly, they might let us stay nearby.”

      “If they don’t?”

      “Then… You might need to sweeten the deal a little.”

      I sighed and shook my head for a moment. “Did we really just swing from you being jealous of a Naiad, to bartering a place to sleep for sex?”

      “I am not jealous! That was owed to me!”

      “Okay,” I quickly backpedaled. “I just…” I took a deep breath. “Okay, we just drive up, get out and ask politely if we can stay?”

      “No,” Ahshala shook her head. “I get out and ask politely if we can stay. If you walk into that grove, they might not let you leave.”

      “Great,” I frowned.

      Part of me wanted to get this over with. But another part was deeply concerned about what would likely happen. I wasn’t knowledgeable about this world. So I had to give her the benefit of the doubt.

      “Alright,” I sighed. “You tell me where to turn off.”

      Putting Deucie into gear, I started rolling down the road once more. I didn't go the same speed as I had earlier. Ahshala squinted at the tree line before gesturing. I turned my head and saw the gap in the trees she was referring to. Once again thanking the fact Deucie was six-wheel drive, I pulled off the road and into the tree line.

      It was dark once you got away from the roads. The air was damp, but cool and full of green growth. There was something about traveling through dense trees that always made me smile. The duality of being so far off-road into the wilderness and yet, doing so in such a trusty old truck. I loved my Deucie. In places like this, Deucie outshined its modern counterparts.

      Hitting the headlights, I followed Ahshala’s directions as best I could. We were still moving in line with the road. But further into the trees. I had to turn away at times to get around obstacles, but we made a steady pace and a general direction parallel to the road. Until finally, I felt the hair on my arms stand up, and Ahshala held up her hand.

      I nodded and pulled Deucie to a halt. The forest here was thick. It would also be painful to turn around, but I could just back out the way we came if I needed to. Though I hoped we weren’t walking into a situation where I’d need to make that decision quickly.

      “We’re at the grove,” Ahshala mumbled. “Over there, you see it?”

      I looked out the front windscreen and saw a clearing up ahead. A set of rather large trees ringed the clearing. I remembered stories back home, about Dryads being bonded to trees, or being the tree itself. Was it the same process here? I didn’t know. But I’d seen enough fantasy races, I wasn’t about to question it either.

      “Wait here,” Ahshala smiled. “I’ll go introduce us. Don’t get out of Deucie.”

      “Be safe,” I warned her.

      She replied by leaning over to collect a kiss before she stepped out the door and hopped down onto the ground. I turned the engine off as I watched her walk slowly towards the grove. She kept her hands out; not like she was surrendering, but like she was showing them she wasn’t armed. This was a border during conflict, but I had to wonder how much the Dryads had to do with it all.

      I glanced down at the shells laid in a neat pile on the seat and flinched when I heard a shout of fear. I looked up as Ahshala struggled against, what I could only describe as a plant woman. She had vines coming from her hands, binding Ahshala who fell to the ground. Another appeared, pointing in my direction, and suddenly there was two more heading my way.

      I turned around in my seat and took hold of the Remington, before grabbing all of Ahshala’s shells. I loaded them in quick succession, remembering to cock it to fit that fifth shell. The two Dryads were spreading out. They could see me, but they weren’t sure how to get to me. I made that easy for them by opening the door.

      “Well, human—”

      My first shot hit her in the torso. She screamed as it blew a chunk of wood and green slime out of her stomach. I pumped the action and turned towards the second who was throwing vines towards me. I fired a second time, hitting her in the shoulder. She screamed as her arm came off. I jumped down from Deucie and turned towards where I had seen Ahshala. There was shouting coming from that direction giving me a direction.

      Cocking my shotgun once more, I loaded two shells, and counted another five. I wondered if I should take the rest, but I pushed that from my mind as I started forward. The Dryad missing her middle section stared at me in horror as I approached. I had all the intention of putting her out of her misery. But she covered her head with a bark covered hand.

      “Please don’t!”

      I grit my teeth and shook my head. “Don’t fucking move!”

      She whimpered and slumped to the ground and I started walking once more. The second Dryad, missing an arm had gotten to her feet. But when I pointed my weapon at her, she dropped to the ground. So I left her to it as I approached the grove. I could hear multiple voices shouting, before another, deeper, matronly voice shouted them quiet.

      “What is the meaning of this!”

      I picked the direction of the voices and aimed for a tree near to where they were coming from. This time, the round acted like it had before. Slamming into the trunk, the shell detonated, blowing wood and shrapnel in all directions. The forest echoed with the destruction of the tree and several figures scrambled out of the way.

      One in particular charged towards me. Her eyes went wide as I raised my weapon and she threw out a hand. I saw the air shimmer around her, and for good measure, I cocked my weapon and fired again. I didn’t get to see if it punctured whatever magic she had cast. Because the shell exploded once more. The shockwave hit me this time, and I felt the heat it radiated.

      I left the Dryad on the ground, wheezing from a series of cracks over her wooden skin. The look in her eyes was one of terror and pain. But if they would not stop, I was going to end this. She watched in horror as I replaced the two shells I just used, before I raised it to aim between her eyes.

      “Stop!”

      I glanced at the figure holding Ahshala around the neck. My beautiful elf was wincing from the grip of the vines wrapping her body.

      “If you’re about to make threats. Just know that if you harm her. I kill every fucking one of you!”

      “There’s a bounty—”

      “She’s under contract!”

      “I didn’t know-”

      “YOU DIDN’T ASK!” I roared. “She came out to talk, and you attacked!”

      The Dryad chewed the words and nodded. “We wronged you.”

      “I don’t give a fuck about me!” I hissed.

      The Dryad tilted her head. “You care for her?”

      “Isn’t that obvious?”

      “No,” the Dryad shook her head. “No, humans tend to barely tolerate elves at best. If… I release her. Will you spare my daughter?”

      I glanced down at the terrified Dryad on the ground, and nodded. “We only came to ask if we could spend the night. I didn’t want any of this.”

      “This could have gone so differently,” the Dryad sighed.

      Even as I watched, the vines retracted, and she released Ahshala. The elf didn’t need a second to think, and she darted over the fallen tree and to my side. Only once she was safe with me, did I lower the weapon. The Dryad before me sighed with relief. I glanced around and saw that we were surrounded. But they looked fearful, not angry. I glanced over at the one I had been speaking to. She was older than the rest. Taller, stronger, more sure of herself. There was fear in her eyes, but she kept her chin up.

      “Right,” I nodded.

      “Right,” the Dryad agreed.

      I held the shotgun at the ready and started moving back. The few that were behind us quickly moved out of the way. I kept watch until we were outside the circle before we jogged back without further incident. Only to bump into the two I had shot earlier. The one with the hole in her chest was crawling along. While the one missing her arm froze at the sight of me. How neither of them were dead was beyond me. But in particular, hole-in-her-chest looked like she was struggling.

      “Fuck.”

      I handed the shotgun to Ahshala, who looked frightened by it. I jogged towards the two Dryads. The one with one arm looked like she wanted to flee. The other shook her head like she couldn’t go on. I ignored that and shoved the one missing her arm to the side.

      “Hey now,” I crooned as I rolled her to sit. “I have you.”

      Getting my arms under her, I saw the fear and pain in her eyes as I lifted her into my arms. The other stared in shock as I stood and turned back towards the grove.

      “If I get you back, will you heal?”

      “Yes,” she croaked softly.

      I nodded and inclined my head to Ahshala. She fumbled the shotgun for a moment before settling it into the same hold I had used before. Though I noticed she kept her hands away from the trigger as she followed along behind me. The Dryad wasn’t as heavy as I was expecting. Not that she was light, but she lacked the solid weight of a human.

      The sounds of our approach signaled the others and the one I had been speaking to rushed forward.

      “Diascia!”

      “Grove mother…”

      “Give her to me, quickly!”

      I nodded and released the Dryad. I watched as the Grove Mother checked the wound, before noticing the other missing her arm.

      “I didn’t want this,” I repeated. “I wish it didn’t happen.”

      I moved away and took the shotgun from Ahshala. The Grove Mother frowned slightly as I turned and walked back to Deucie. Ahshala was only a step behind. We arrived back at the truck and I climbed in while Ahshala did the same. I slipped the Remington into the back and picked up another shell.

      “They worked?”

      “Yeah,” I sighed.

      “I don’t think anyone should have one of your weapons.”

      “No,” I shook my head, glad that she understood.

      We left our conversation for later as I started the truck. Rather than back out, I drove forward. I kept it slow, driving in a wide arc, until I found our tracks again. Only as I made to leave, the Grove Mother stepped out onto the road with her hands clasped to her chest. I pulled Deucie to a halt and checked our surroundings. The Grove Mother was shouting something, but inside Deucie I couldn’t make it out.

      “She looks like she’s trying to ask us something.”

      Sure enough, it appeared she was begging. So I turned off the engine. With an air of caution, I opened the door and leaned out to listen.

      “—Please?”

      “I couldn’t hear you inside!” I shouted back.

      The Grove Mother sighed and gave me a pleading look. “Diascia is badly hurt. Whatever your weapon is, has left a permanent wound I cannot fix without help.”

      “I’m sorry,” I sighed, and I meant it. I had a feeling this was all a miscommunication, and I didn’t like that I had to shoot them.

      “If… if I can have some of your energy, I should be able to help reverse some damage.”

      I frowned, before glancing at Ahshala. She had a thoughtful expression. Clearly she had heard the Grove Mother since I opened the door. She too stepped out and examined the Dryad.

      “And what protections do you offer us?”

      “Guest rights,” the woman replied immediately. “We acted rashly and without honor. I have soured our grove and hold no ill will towards your company. You defended yourselves as is right. But please… My grove can care for her. But she will never live a full life if she doesn’t get help.”

      “Jacob?”

      I looked at Ahshala and saw her frown. “I… don’t know what she means.”

      “Yes you do,” the elf nodded.

      “She wants to fuck me?”

      Ahshala nodded. “It isn’t the only way for them to collect power. But it is one of the easiest.”

      “And what do you think?”

      “You should fuck her.”

      “Seriously?” I sighed. “They just tried to kill us.”

      She placed a hand on my lap, “she’s offering us guest rights. That’s a sacred pledge. It will grievously harm their trees to harm us if we accept. It lasts as long as we stay on good terms, or we leave.”

      I turned my attention back to the Dryad. “What’s wrong with her?”

      “Her core is shattered,” the Grove Mother trembled. “She cannot feel her tree, so she cannot reform. I can heal her, but… there is only so much I can do.”
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      I stepped into the grove with Ahshala at my side. In the fading light of dusk, we were surrounded by evenly spaced trees. They were just a little too perfect if I thought about it. They were all spaced equidistance from each other in a ring of concentric circles. The largest in the middle, with smaller ones behind those. In the center, was a cluster of Dryads. Some I recognized from the fight. Others I did not. They came in all shapes and sizes. A diminutive one only three feet tall, rode on the shoulder of another who was over eight feet tall and by far the curviest woman I had ever seen.

      Placed at the epicenter , was the injured Dryad. She was sobbing quietly, and the others were trying to comfort her. I heard their words. How they loved her, how they wouldn’t let her leave. How she could stay with them. But the mood was somber, like a funeral wake. Whatever my shot had done, had broken some integral part of her. It made me feel a little better to know I was trying to help fix it.

      “This is my tree,” the Grove Mother patted one of the largest oak’s I had ever seen. The branches shot out in all directions, twisted and gnarled. It was the only one that spread into the center of the grove itself, making it distinct amongst the others.

      “How… do we do this?” I asked, looking at her hardened exterior. She was shapely, but… I didn’t like the idea of trying to fuck her as much as I liked the idea of fucking a tree in general.

      Ahshala gave my hand a squeeze and nodded at the Grove Mother. I watched in awe as she pressed her palm to the tree. Her bark flowed off her body, leaving a slightly green skinned—exquisite beauty standing before me. Her hair was still made of vines, and her eyes had a predatory, inhuman gleam. Thankfully, her teeth looked straight enough to pass for human, and that didn’t even account for her curvy womanly figure.

      “Well, human?”

      “Ah…”

      The Grove Mother chuckled. “Come. The sooner we do this, the sooner I can repair her.”

      I nodded and gave Ahshala a glance. The elf was blushing as she watched me. This situation clearly aroused her, and I took that as permission to approach the Grove Mother.

      “I’m glad this form pleases you,” she smiled.

      “Not that you lacked beauty before, but…”

      “I get it,” she smiled as she laid back in a knot of roots at the base of her tree. “Truth be told, it is something we have discussed over the centuries. We take the other form because of its durability. We can stand in the sunlight without burning, fight off predators or… initiate poorly conceived confrontations.”

      “That’s understandable,” I swallowed nervously. “But I have to say, in this form…”

      “Delicious,” Ahshala trembled.

      “Oh?” the Grove Mother smiled, before looking between us. “I sense that there is some genuine attraction between the two of you.”

      I glanced at Ahshala and saw the flush in her cheeks as we watched the Dryad spread her legs to show us how wet she was.

      “If you so desire, there is something I could do for you, as well,” she smiled at the elf.

      Ahshala glanced at me, and I paused. “Did you just offer us a threesome?”

      “While our time together will be tainted by our agreement and purpose. I should point out the lack of men in our grove.”

      “Why is that?”

      The Grove Mother sighed. “The coming conflict drove the last away. It has been many months since we have seen more than a soldier. And those men rarely think of us as more than simple beasts.”

      Ahshala nodded, before dropping her arms forward. I hadn’t realized that she had been working to undo the back of her dress. With swift action, the garment fell forward. She was completely naked, and I realized she wasn’t wearing any underwear this whole time. The Grove Mother bit her lip in appreciation as Ahshala crawled into her lap. The sounds of their kissing broke the silence and my cock throbbed in my pants.

      I pulled my shirt off and quickly did the same to the rest of my clothing. Ahshala was rubbing her crotch on the Grove Mother’s raised knee. I could see her slick juices running down the inside of the Dryad’s thigh until they mixed with the juices of the equally aroused Dryad.

      The Grove Mother gripped Ahshala’s ass, forcing her crotch harder into her leg. I moved closer, unsure of what to do first. But the Grove Mother forced my hand. Her fingers extended into vines. They twisted over themselves, covering Ahshala’s pussy for a moment.

      “Oh, gods!” Ahshala whined.

      I could see the vines twisting over themselves as they pierced both her holes. The Dryad sent a pulse, and I watched the vines visibly swell, like the slow beating of a heart.

      “Such a pretty elf,” the Grove Mother crooned. “No wonder he craves you. You’re absolutely delectable.”

      Ahshala whined and turned her head to look at me. I could see the sheer lust in her expression and moved in behind her. But Ahshala wasn’t my target. The Grove Mother’s pussy was ready and waiting. I got to my knees, pulled my jeans down and took hold of my cock as Ahshala turned her head forward to kiss the Dryad once more.

      I pressed my cock to the Grove Mother’s entrance and felt a tingle. It was almost electric, and blended with a vibrational and magnetic sensation. It made me twitch like mad and yet, I felt a suction. The only thing I could think of, was that it felt like she was taking energy out of me, centered primarily through my dick. Which got me thinking.

      “If it’s you making everything feel tingly. Can you make a vine small enough to wrap around her clit?”

      I couldn’t see any motion. But Ahshala’s sudden squeal told me the Grove Mother did as I asked. Ahshala shuddered as she rocked her hips unevenly. I slowly pushed into the Dryad and felt the liquid heat within. I thrust slowly into her before the Grove Mother lifted Ahshala by the hips. She shifted her legs, before lowering the elf down so they met crotch to crotch. And I couldn't help it.

      I pulled free of the Grove Mother and slipped my cock into Ahshala. She whined loudly as her pussy stretched around my cock while the vine was still inside her. And when I pulled free, I slipped it back into the Grove Mother, making her moan once more. My sexy elf was going crazy. She frantically humped the Grove Mother while the two of us tormented her endlessly.

      “Have you got extra vines for those nipples of hers?” I asked with a grin.

      Ahshala jerked and threw her arms out. I caught them and folded her elbows into her back. She bucked and jerked as I pinned her in place. I could almost imagine I was thrusting into her as she cried a muffled shout into the Grove Mother’s mouth with each thrust. But it was the Dryad that received me.

      I shuddered as I started to cum. My seed poured into her and I grinned as I felt the throbbing of her tunnel as she milked my orgasm with her own. I flopped down over the two of them and I let out a long sigh. My legs felt like jelly, and Ahshala smelled so lovely.

      “If you don’t mind, I have something I need to do.” The Grove Mother said as she gazed gratefully down at us.

      I answered, by slipping to the ground and finding my own hollow nook in the roots. Ahshala did the same, rolling to the other side, to let the Grove Mother reach up with a pair of vines and lift herself upright. As the vines retracted, she adopted her bark-like skin and gave us both a smile.

      “You may spend the night here,” she smiled. “I will provide a meal when Diascia is stable. You cannot know my gratitude.”

      I waved off her words and the Grove Mother gave us a final warm smile. As she turned and strode off to attend to her grove, Ahshala crawled towards me. I opened my arms to take her, but she ducked lower and I shuddered as her tongue ran up the side of my cock. With the taste of Dryad on her tongue, she swallowed me to the base determined to suck off every drop of the Grove Mother’s juices.

      What even is my life?
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      “So…”

      “My clit still tingles.”

      I glanced over at Ahshala as she put on her seat belt, and the two of us broke into quiet laughter. Those Dryads were… well they were something else. What we initially believed to be an exchange for the Grove Mother to heal Diascia. Turned into something much, much more. My dick ended up inside so many Dryads I lost count. They didn’t spare Ahshala either. My beautiful elf held my hand the entire night. When I wasn’t fucking her myself, I was watching her squeal through whatever those Dryads could think to do to her next.

      “Were you really hovering?” I asked after a moment of confusion.

      Ahshala blushed and shook her head. “I… umm.”

      “It’s okay,” I backed off. “I was just curious.”

      “No, it’s… the little one.”

      I thought back to the Dryad she was talking about. It turned out she escaped captivity several centuries ago. Her tree had been pruned like a bonsai, leaving her stunted. Something about that left her a little… different.

      “She umm…”

      “Yeah?”

      “Pushed her vines all the way through.”

      I blinked slowly and slid the key into the ignition. “All the way through?”

      “Mhm,” Ahshala nodded. “Every time I came, she just pushed deeper until I felt it down the back of my throat.”

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      Ahshala nodded slowly, before smiling. “Next time, I want you in my pussy at the same time.”

      I swallowed and tried to think of baseball, before twisting the key and starting Deucie. There were a lot of memories that I had to sort through. I’m even pretty certain I fucked Diascia at some point. Although, she was extremely enthusiastic, despite the fact I’d shot her. It was… gah. I shook those images from my mind as I put Deucie in gear. I needed to pay attention today. We were going to be entering the neighboring kingdom today, and I needed to concentrate on what I was doing.

      I shifted into low range and started off driving back the way we came. I could see where we drove through the day before. But it almost looked like we had been here for days with how much the land had pushed back to hide the tracks. I shook my head, dismissing it as weird Dryad magic and continued on towards the edge of the forest.

      But there was something very wrong. As the road came into view, I could see shapes. Colors, including a lot of red. Ahshala gasped softly as we pulled through the tree line and we both saw what was here.

      “This…” I shook my head. “What happened, do you think?”

      “These are soldiers,” Ahshala pressed to the window as I turned to drive alongside the road. “Both sides, equal numbers. It looks almost like it was staged.”

      I had to agree. Their lines were rather equal. One side consisted of elves. The other was humans, with a few like the furry man I had seen scattered amongst them. It looked like they’d met in the middle of the road. Likely some kind of exchange. There were a few with arrows sticking out of them. But the rest looked like someone had cut them down while standing in a line. There were plenty of signs that soldiers from both sides had left after the fight was over, which meant there were no obvious winners. It just looked like bloodshed for the sake of bloodshed.

      “Contentious,” I nodded.

      “It’s worse than they make it out to be,” Ahshala frowned.

      I didn’t respond. I had killed already since being here. But I had killed in response to a threat. This just looked like dick measuring between two wealthy individuals with pawns to take their places. When I was clear of the bodies, I pulled back onto the road and took Deucie back out of low range.

      I slowly brought Deucie up to speed, before frowning. “Did we put fuel in?”

      “I did that while you were packing,” Ahshala nodded.

      “That was quick,” I frowned.

      Ahshala smiled, “It’s quicker with practice. But it might have been something to do with that last one taking her time while she blew you.”

      “You saw that then,” I chuckled.

      “You weren’t exactly hiding it,” Ahshala leaned into the corner of the seat.

      We drove in silence for a few minutes while I got us up to a comfortable speed. The roads on this side were in far better condition. I had to wonder if that was a cultural thing… or a practical one. Perhaps it was both. After all, Romans had considered roads to be the foundation of any civilization, and with well-maintained roads, trade and accessibility could flourish.

      “So, you’re fine with everything that happened then? Me with other women??”

      Ahshala smiled. “Yes, Jacob. More than fine. And hearing you ask me how I feel about it, just makes it even more fine.”

      “Okay—” I sighed, hoping this wasn’t one of those tests that girls did on guys. I sucked at understanding that kind of stuff. If she said she didn’t mind, then I’d take her at her word.

      “Besides, they fucked me as well, and then you fucked me. It all works out in the end.”

      “Right,” I nodded slowly, a small smile creeping over my face at the memory. I’d done stuff I’d only dreamed of, but never thought I’d ever do last night.

      This world was so fucking weird. Like swinging in the 80s, but with fucking fantasy races. Then there was Ahshala. Beautiful, humble, well-spoken and… well, it was too early to call it love. But I definitely felt something for her. She wasn’t just some random woman I rescued who was amazing in bed and honestly enjoyed sex, with every fiber of her being. She was…

      CRACK

      I swerved, and Ahshala squealed in shock. That arrow came out of nowhere and struck the edge of my window. I shook my head, before glancing at the side mirror. A group of soldiers mounted on horses had burst free of the tree line and were chasing after us. I frowned for a moment and turned to Ahshala. She was frowning as she leaned in to look into the mirror on her side. As the horses got up onto the road, I could see they were closing in, and… well, their roads really were good quality.

      “Hold on,” I growled.

      Shifting gear once more, I got Deucie moving along faster than I had before. Unloaded as we were… except for the baskets of fruit I strapped into place near the front. There wasn’t any reason I couldn’t go faster. I kept an eye on our pursuers as they slowly closed in. But unlike the horses, Deucie didn’t get tired. One by one, the elves who were trying to chase us down, fell away.

      “They stopped,” Ahshala giggled. “You can outrun anyone in this.”

      “Maybe,” I shrugged. “If they got into position sooner and came up alongside us, they might have had a chance.”

      “Their arrow didn’t pierce, so we should be safe.”

      “It didn’t pierce this time around,” I corrected. “That’s not saying if they didn’t all shoot at once that they couldn’t do any damage. Besides, then there’s the tires.”

      “The… what’s wrong with the tires?”

      I sighed as soon as I said it. And to be honest, it was a glaring weak point. “They’re full of air, like a balloon.”

      “What’s a balloon?”

      “Shit,” I grunted. “Bubble?”

      “I know what a bubble is.”

      “Think of it like a bubble. But the skin of the bubble is a very tough material called rubber.”

      “Then why are they hard?”

      “They’re,” I frowned. “Okay, close your mouth, and pinch your lips together.”

      “Mmm?”

      I glanced over and saw the fish-kissy face she was pulling and grinned. “Yes that. Now blow air into your mouth and keep your lips pressed together so none can get out.” Ahshala did just as I asked, and I couldn’t help but snort at the sight of her. She looked like some toon where they’d stuffed too much into their mouth. All she was missing was the stray noodle to suck in. But I held back my laughter long enough to say, “Now poke your cheek and feel how hard it is compared to normal.”

      She did so, then opened her mouth and frowned. “So… there’s air in the… tire?”

      “Yes,” I grinned as I checked the mirror once again. The horses were well off in the distance now. “So much, that the tire feels hard, but when you put the weight of Deucie on it, then it still acts a little soft.”

      “I see. What if the air gets out?”

      “Then the tire goes flat, and I have to either pump it back up, or change it for a new one.”

      “Then… they could shoot the tires with their bows,” Ahshala nodded. “How do we fix it?”

      “That, I don’t have an answer for,” I admitted. “Even if they’re fine, just driving around they’ll weaken and fall apart, eventually.”

      “How are they made?”

      I thought about it for a few moments. Truth be told, I wasn’t sure how THESE were made. But tires were tires, and I had the basics.

      “They take canvas, and then wrap a layer of soft rubber over the top of it. Then a band made of steel wire, and more rubber. The whole thing goes in a press and they heat it so it goes hard.”

      “What about the metal bit in the middle?”

      “That’s how it goes on Deucie,” I nodded. “That’s not part of the tire. The tire is a big rubber circle that’s hollow. The metal thing is the rim, and the tire goes on the rim. Then the rim bolts onto Deucie.”

      “That…” Ahshala frowned. “What happens if you get a flat then?”

      I frowned, “Well, if we get it somewhere safe. I have a spare. But only the one.”

      “You have ten tires, having one spare sounds bad,” Ahshala pointed out.

      “Usually you only need the one,” I shrugged. “In my world, you get a flat, change it and drive to a tire shop and get the old one fixed.”

      “You can fix them?”

      I nodded, “Depends on what’s wrong with them, but, yeah. Sometimes.”

      “Hopefully, if the worst happens, you can do this then,” she nodded.

      “So do I,” I agreed. “At least driving on dirt all the time, they won’t wear out as quickly either.”

      “What about metal wheels, like a cart, perhaps?”

      I nodded. “It’s possible. But I wouldn’t be able to drive as fast as I am now. The speed, with the weight, I’d break something and likely crash.”

      “Then I suppose we need to find a way to get you more tires,” Ahshala nodded to herself.

      “If you can come up with something, I’d be grateful. I’m confident we’ll be fine for at least a year so I can buy your contract out, but I don’t know how much I’d get after that.”

      We drifted into thoughtful silence for a time. When we reached a crossroad, there were guards set up. I glanced at Ahshala, and she pointed to turn left. I slowed down as the guards formed up to block us. I could see a gap in the trees and turned off the main road. I slowed down for our safety, but the path I chose looked like the one they used for whatever camp they had set up. It was flat, even, and I didn’t stop for a moment as I drove through their cookfire. The spit laden with some animal hock shattered on the front of Deucie as elves scrambled out of the way.

      I made just enough room to ensure I didn’t hit anyone, as I drove out onto the road Ahshala gestured towards and continued driving.

      “I wasn’t expecting that,” she giggled.

      “I don’t think we’ll be making friends here,” I shrugged. “The human side are a pack of bastards, but at least they didn’t try to set up roadblocks and attack us outright.”

      “That may not always be the case,” Ahshala rubbed her arm. “Sir Herrond—”

      “Can’t drive a truck,” I shook my head. “The best he could threaten me with is you, and I’ve already got a contract.”

      “He could threaten your life too,” Ahshala pointed out.

      That just left me shrugging. “No matter what happens. He could kill me, force you to make fuel and even learn to drive Deucie somehow. Eventually something would break, and Deucie would be dead on the spot.”

      “Doesn’t stop you being dead though.”

      “Then I better remind him that I’m the only one who can keep Deucie going.”

      It was a rather sobering thought though. He could just kill me. Hell, this mission could be an invitation to kill me. Some political move that would put a target on my head.

      I thought about my contract. I’d agreed to work, and for a period of time, with Ahshala at my side. But I didn’t think there was anything in there that mentioned a death clause.

      “How does inheritance work in this world?”

      “Do you mean, at your death? Or with a dowry?”

      I had to wonder if there was a significant difference to those two things.

      “Both?”

      Ahshala sighed. “Under contract, our owner holds our estates. At our death, whatever we own is sold to pay out the remainder of our contract.”

      Fuck…

      “And I’m guessing a dowry made from your own wealth to your child wouldn’t be considered part of that estate?”

      “Correct.”

      “So if I die, Sir Herring gets you, and Deucie, since I have a contract with him?”

      “Correct. Unless you pay off your contract first, though… You don’t have a cost associated with yours. He would claim Deucie regardless.”

      I sighed and shook my head. It really was slavery with extra steps. The only way I would know if this job would get me killed, would be to find out what this mysterious package was. Because the more I thought about it. The more likely it was something I wanted nothing to do with. But… I was under contract. I was also currently in a hostile nation, who wouldn’t give a damn about the problem I was facing.

      “How far off is Nis Para?”

      Ahshala looked around, before frowning slightly in thought. “It’s hard to tell. I’m not used to estimating while travelling at these speeds. Maybe an hour?”

      I nodded and settled into my seat for the drive. Ahshala made herself busy as I drove, by continuing to create more shells. I left her to it as I admired the scenery on this side of the mountain range. The land seemed to slope upwards for a time. As always the roads were smooth and well maintained. There was no sign of any traffic either. Just the trees and emptiness. It was almost like the elves created a kind of buffer that none of their people would cross.

      Which made perfect sense if they wanted to keep large swathes of land open for their military. It was much easier to spot enemy units if you didn’t have to pick them out from the ordinary citizens going about their day. That all changed as we crested the top of what must have been a very shallow, but long hill.

      From here, I could see the ocean. That lovely blue filled the horizon, and I smiled despite myself. Following my eyeline down, I could make out, at the base of the mountains, a small township. It looked like a fishing town, perhaps dealing in a little trade. I thought it likely they dealt with a few of the seedier parts of trade as well. Even in times of war, two nations would have business with one another. Those who didn’t want to put that business on hold, would find a way to continue.

      Which… Come to think of it. Was likely what I was doing right now. Feeding the cycle of… Smuggling? Let’s face it. If I was crossing a border during a time of conflict to act as a high-speed delivery driver. Likely what I was delivering wasn’t legal. But that could also give me leverage depending on what it was. Maybe I could take this package to the authorities. Perhaps it would help me get out of Sir Herrond’s grasp. Perhaps I could take Ahshala with me… Though I figured that isn’t likely.

      “You seem troubled,” she mumbled from the passenger seat.

      “What’s the chance that we’re being set up somehow?”

      Ahshala nodded, “I’m not sure. Sir Herrond wouldn’t want to put any strain on his business. Likely if we’re caught, they will interrogate us. And that won’t make the Red Sparrow appear favorably.”

      “So whatever we’re picking up, is either going to get us killed immediately. Or it’s worth disgracing a noble.”

      Ahshala dropped her hands and nodded. “We should be careful.”

      “Are humans welcome in this place?”

      “No,” she shook her head. “No, you being here will make it obvious that I’m not a local.”

      “Shit,” I swore. “How are we going to find whoever has this package belongs to then?”

      Ahshala frowned, before looking out. She watched the town approach for a time and gestured off to the left. To the side of the town closest to the mountains. “Can you cut across to there?”

      I thought about it and shrugged. “Probably. Unless there’s a river or something.”

      “Not here,” Ahshala shook her head. “This land is mostly left alone, so the landscape hasn’t changed much.”

      I nodded. But with no reason not to, I diverted from the road. It was a good thing too. As I drove through the empty fields of… well nothing, really. It wasn’t like they were empty for farming, or raising livestock. They were just… Empty. Grass plains, broken up with trees and shrubs. There wasn’t even much in the way of wildlife.

      As we weren’t on the road, I let us roll down naturally to a lower speed. The ground here was also rather flat. But I didn’t want to risk hitting a hidden hole in the ground. Blowing out an axle here would likely mean our death. I didn’t like our chances of hiking back over the mountains from here. And heading back to the pass wasn’t the greatest idea either.

      Ahshala went back to her work, while I chose a spot to arrive at. We were still a ways from the town and I wasn’t all that concerned at being spotted. Especially as the trees came up once more, obscuring the town from view. Instead, I trundled along at a comfortable pace. I used the position of the mountains and the dense line of trees at their base to judge where the edge of the town was, and started to bring us around.

      When we broke through the trees once more, it was at the back of the village. All I could see were warehouses. Unlike the ones at Salva, these were on the outskirts. That likely had something to do, with their authorities not having anyone to distract them in the area. Thieves didn’t have anywhere to run out here once they got beyond the trees. It was empty land and the mountains. Tracks would be easy to find and to follow, leaving little chance of escape while laden with stolen goods. So we took advantage of that by driving up slowly and carefully.

      “So, what should we do?” I asked as I pulled Deucie to a stop a fair way from the edge of the town.

      “Well… Someone just spotted us. So we might as well wait and find out.”

      “Where?” I asked.

      Ahshala shook her head. “They came out from between some bushes and ducked back in. My eyesight is better than yours.”

      “Is that a fact?”

      “Mhm,” she nodded as she held up the shell she finished. “I couldn’t replicate things so accurately if I couldn’t see all the tiny details.”

      I chuckled and nodded. There wasn’t anything I could say beyond that point. There was  no reason to distrust her either. Rather, I sat back in the seat and frowned. “Maybe we should put a little fuel in then. Just in case?”

      Ahshala paused with just the plastic sleeve of a new shell clasped in her hand. “That might be a good idea.”

      I nodded and reached back for the Remington. There was no way I was going to get out of this truck without it. Especially not here. I climbed down and felt the firmness of the ground. Under the grass, it really was smooth. Unnaturally so, like something had compacted it all down for a massive building project that didn’t go anywhere. I walked around behind Deucie and noted that the wheels didn’t even leave tracks in the dirt. Just the grass itself.

      I shook my head at the strangeness and walked around to Ahshala, who was holding the small bottle she used for the refueling.

      “Still with the bottle?”

      “I can see it this way,” she shrugged. “I just keep this little bottle full and it all pours into the main tank. If I replicated it inside the tank, I might misjudge it and put it somewhere else. Or I might make a mistake and add too much of the wrong thing, turning it into something else.”

      “You could make more than diesel?”

      “Almost anything with some practice and a sample of the original. Even now if I don’t concentrate, I could turn this into the wrong thing. An easy way to know that, would be if it changed color. So it helps to see what I’m doing.”

      That was fair enough, and I nodded. Ahshala was only at it for a couple minutes before she tapered off her power. She stood and gave me a grin.

      “There,” she smiled. “I’ll grab some fruit. They put some in the back.”

      I nodded as I turned around. I couldn’t see any movement near the town, but that hardly meant anything. For all I knew, invisibility was a thing to worry about. So I kept an eye on the grass as well. A gentle breeze rolled through the field as I turned to watch Ahshala sweep away the canvas covering the truck. A figure moved in the dark and I spun, raising the Remington to my shoulder. The figure squeaked in fright, before dropping out of view, while Ahshala leaped away, releasing the canvas.

      “Back!” I snapped at her. “Behind me! Now!” She scrambled towards me while I took a few steps back and I didn’t look away from Deucie for a moment. “You’ve got one chance!” I called. “Unless you want me to shoot you. You climb out nice and slow where I can see you!”

      “You won’t shoot me?!”

      I blinked slowly at the familiar voice. “Diascia?!”

      “If I say yes, will you shoot me?”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” I sighed.

      I lowered my weapon and strode over to the truck, before pulling the canvas back. Sure enough, she was crouched in the middle of the bed with her hands covering her face. She trembled in place, clearly terrified of me shooting her again.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked.

      “I… just thought…” her voice trailed off, fear evident on her face.

      “Just thought?” I rolled my hand hoping she would continue.

      “Jacob, be nice,” Ahshala patted my arm.

      “What?” I gaped. “She snuck onto the truck. Now we have to take her back!”

      “We were going that way anyway!” Ahshala snapped. “Diascia, honey. How long can you be away from your tree?”

      “A few days,” she mumbled.

      “A few days,” I sighed. “Shit well, lucky we are actually going back that way then isn’t it?”

      “You won’t shoot me?”

      “No,” I turned back to the town as a pair of elves came into view. “But I think you should probably stay hidden for the moment.” I jerked my head in the direction of the elves, “Ahshala?”

      “Yeah-oh,” she turned and spotted the elves.

      “Do you still want some fruit?”

      I glanced up at Diascia and shook my head. “Just stay quiet until we know what’s going on. We’ll worry about food later.”

      “Okay. Don’t sell me. After healing so much, I can’t form a new seed yet.”

      I was going to ask just what the fuck she was talking about, but Ahshala pulled the canvas down and started tying it off. I shook my head and put the question off for now. Instead, I helped get the canvas in place, before directing Ahshala to get back in the truck, while I walked around the front to wait.

      It wasn’t  long before the pair hurried over. They didn’t seem all that suspicious. They weren’t actively hiding, but they didn’t look friendly either. At least, one of them didn’t. The other looked thoughtful, but those eyes… they were dead, which set my hair standing on end. Something about this didn’t seem right. But I wasn’t about to shoot two people without a reason to.

      “Are you with Herrond!?” The thoughtful elf called.

      “I am!” I called back. “Here to pick up a package!”

      “We only received word this morning you had strange transport. Can you move it closer?”

      “Just direct me and I can put it where you want it!” I called back.

      The elf nodded, and the two of them turned back to town. I watched them leave until I felt safe enough to turn my back. Only then, did I move around and climb into the driver’s seat. Ahshala sat beside me, replicating another shell.

      “I don’t trust them,” she mumbled. “They got the message about you before we got here.”

      “I noticed that too,” I frowned. “Even if they sent someone ahead, they would have needed teams to move a message that quickly.”

      “We can communicate over long distances with artefacts. But they’re expensive, and having one between our nations is… rare.”

      “Right,” I nodded. “It means whatever cargo we’re moving is dangerous.”

      Ahshala paused and met my eyes for a moment. Then she blew out a breath of air. “When we’re done with this. I’m going to ride you until neither of us can walk.”

      “Fair enough,” I laughed and started Deucie.
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      “Any idea?”

      “None at all,” Ahshala frowned as the team lifted the crate into the back of Deucie.

      We watched in silence from a short distance away. The elves didn’t even speak to us. One pointed at a place to stop, I reversed in and threw open the back. Then I stood back with Ahshala and my Remington to watch as the team loaded, whatever it was, into the back. Whatever it was, seemed heavy.

      I’d have offered to help if I thought they’d take it. But it seemed like they were deliberately refusing to acknowledge us more than they had to. So I let them struggle. The crate, whatever it was, must have been filled with gold or something. They dragged it along the ground to the back, before working as a team to lift it to waist height. At that point, they stuffed a second crate under it and rested. They did that again, to get it to chest height, and now they were wiggling it into the back of Deucie.

      Meanwhile, I had a bunch of ropes and ratchet straps I could have made a DIY pulley to help lift, or at least drag. But… Well fuck them, if they wanted help, they could ask for it. The team of elves wiggled, pushed and grunted their way onto the back, before deciding it was on far enough. They murmured something amongst themselves, before the team all left in different directions. Just like that, Ahshala and I were alone in an elf town with an unknown crate in the back of Deucie.

      “Let’s… get out of town first. Then we’ll strap it down so it doesn’t move.”

      “Whatever you think is best.”

      I’d have preferred to strap it down now. But I wasn’t about to risk an ambush and Ahshala had never fired my weapon before. I walked around to the driver’s side and climbed up. And when I opened the door, I saw Diascia throw my discarded shirt onto the passenger seat, before pinning herself to the back wall of Deucie with a guilty expression.

      “What were you doing?” I asked.

      “Nothing!”

      The opposite door opened, and Ahshala frowned when she saw the two of us. Ahshala stepped into the cab, and picked up my discarded shirt, before pulling her hand away.

      “Sticky.”

      I looked at the Dryad and saw conflicting emotions. She chewed her lip for a moment and glanced up at me.

      “It smelled good.”

      Ahshala giggled and tossed it back at the Dryad, and I took that as my cue to climb into the cab. I set my gun on the floor and leaned it against my leg. I ignored the sound of sniffing as I turned the key and put Deucie into gear. We rolled out of town, and I kept an eye on the mirrors to see if anyone would follow. But like before, there was nobody in sight. I drove along at walking pace over the flat ground and made my way to the middle of the field once again.

      When I was at a satisfactory distance, I looked around to make sure I couldn’t see anyone, and took the Remington back in hand. “Wait here, both of you. I’ll be back.”

      “Can I stay in here this time?” Diascia asked.

      “I think that’s best,” Ahshala assured her as I climbed down. When I walked around Deucie, I had an ominous feeling. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. If I had to guess, it was likely the crate. Something about it made me nervous, and I wasn’t happy to be hauling it. There wasn’t any sign of what it contained, though.

      I climbed up into the back and looked over the town once more. Before I set my gun down where it was in easy reach if I needed it. Then it was a simple matter of getting my ropes together. I thought about using the straps, but the rope was easier and I had more of it. By tying off to an anchor point at the front, I looped the rope around the crate near the bottom, before tying off with a truckers hitch. To half the resistance once more, I repeated it by wrapping the rope around a second time, and to a second hitch.

      Now it was a simple matter of pulling on the rope and using mechanical advantage to do what a team of elves couldn’t. Even now, though, the crate was heavy. The rope creaked under the strain, and I found myself leaning back far enough that I worried about falling off. But everything held, and the crate began to move. It turned slightly as the ropes pulled through. But that didn’t matter so much. When I ran out of space, I unwrapped the rope and tied it once more, putting the hitches as far up as I could to give myself the maximum amount of room.

      I had to repeat this twice more until I had the crate in the center of the bed, where I had installed a series of tie-down points, for this very reason. Now, I used the ratchet straps to loop over the crate from all four sides and strapped it down. I didn’t want this to move if something went wrong. If it got free, I didn’t want it coming through the cab.

      With that done, I plucked the straps like I always do, getting that ‘dong’ sound, and grabbed my gun. After tying up the back to hide the contents, I walked around to my door and heard a soft smacking sound. When I opened the door, I discovered why.

      Ahshala was seated in the middle, while Diascia lay over her lap. My elf gave me a smile before drawing her hand back and cracking it over the Dryad’s ass, making her jerk.

      “He’s watching you now,” Ahshala giggled.

      “Nooo,” Diascia whined as she looked over her shoulder at me. “It’s embarrassing!”

      “Well, we need to go,” I ignored them both as I climbed up into my seat.

      “That’s fine,” Ahshala said, taking Diascia’s ass in her hands. She pulled the Dryad’s cheeks open, showing me the drooling mess between her legs. “I was just getting her warmed up for you.”

      “So mean,” Diascia cried.

      “I’ll get her buckled up,” Ahshala pulled the Dryad upright.

      “But…”

      “No,” Ahshala shook her head. “You snuck out with us. You play by our rules. If you’re a good girl, he might fuck you when we get back.”

      “I… I could—”

      “And now you’re not sitting next to him. I am.” Ahshala interrupted.

      Diascia looked like she was honestly about to cry as Ahshala shifted her over to the window seat. I ignored them as I heard the elf doing up the Dryad’s seat belt, and I put on my own. By the time I had started the engine once more, Ahshala was seated beside me with a smile.

      “Let’s go ladies,” I smiled.

      Setting off, I followed the trail I left in the grass. The day was getting on and I had a feeling I would not make it back to the Dryad grove while the sun was up. That also depended on whether we were being chased. If there were border guards, I didn’t want to drag them into it unless I absolutely had to. But Diascia needed to get home as well.

      I shook my head for the moment and concentrated on driving. We made it back to the road without a fuss, while I worked my way through the gears. It was slower going for the meantime as we climbed in altitude away from Nis Para. I could see where the slope tipped over to the other side and I maintained a constant speed as we approached. It was a gentle crest at the top and the world opened before us. As did a dozen elves on horseback.

      Arrows peppered the windscreen and Ahshala shouted, while Diascia got caught in her belt as she tried to duck. Most of the arrows struck the fender, bouncing off without causing any damage, while a few struck the windscreen. I didn’t see any damage there either, which was something I was thankful for. But with the attack, I put my foot down hard and drove straight at them.

      It must have been the last thing they expected as I bore down on them. They stared in shock and horror. Two more at the sides, raised bows, but as I approached, the angle on the windscreen was sharper and the arrows skimmed off without harm. A few more spun their horses around to flee, while one stood firm in the center. He looked like a deer in the headlights before Deucie ploughed into him.

      I felt bad for the horse as I heard the wet thud, but I wasn’t stopping. Deucie jolted and bounced as the elf went under. I clipped a second, knocking that elf to the ground as well. But then we were free and powering down the road as the elves frantically got into formation.

      Several broke off to give chase, while a few remained behind to tend to their injured. But I already had my speed and in no time at all, we were well beyond their reach.

      “That…” Diascia whimpered. “Why?”

      “Sorry,” I shrugged. “I wasn’t about to stop for them.”

      “No… but…” She took a deep breath in and shook her head side to side.

      “Yeah,” I sighed.

      “I think we can agree it was necessary,” Ahshala said diplomatically. “Jacob didn’t swerve to hit any of them. He just drove straight. He was the only one that didn’t move.”

      “You just… kept going,” Diascia huffed from the far side. “I’ve never… How did this vehicle come to be?”

      I looked at Ahshala and shrugged. She seemed to think it was fine to tell her. I spent the next few minutes going over what I told her from coming to this world. Diascia had plenty of questions, which Ahshala could answer mostly without my help. She had some others, like the kinds of plants that came from my world, and the existence of her kind. She went rather quiet when I explained how my world was all human. Elves and Dryads were things in our myths and story books. They weren’t real for me until I arrived here.

      We drove for a time. I kept watch for more elves. But like before, this area was rather empty. It made sense, too. If those were the same elves that gave chase at the border, it was unlikely they were still at that border. At least, that was what I hoped. It would be far easier to cross without being chased down again.

      I brought Deucie to a stop as the sun got low on the horizon. Ahshala stayed put with Diascia while I jumped into the back once more to collect some fruit. It had jostled about, but stayed reasonably secure. The crate I picked up was fine as well. The straps hadn’t budged when I struck the horse, but when I walked around the front, I winced at the strip of flesh dangling underneath. It was brown and haggard from road dust, and the brush guard was bent from the impact. Not badly. But enough to tell I’d hit something substantial.

      I shook my head and made a note to stop at the river across the border to give it all a clean, and to bring Ahshala with me, in case of another visitor. When I climbed back into the cab, I passed out the fruit and received some thanks. After a final check over my shoulder, we were off once more.

      As the sun got lower in the sky, I hit the headlights. With a shrug of my shoulders, I switched on the high beams to be certain. It wasn’t that much more of a risk. There weren’t any more lighted vehicles moving around at night.

      “This is amazing,” Diascia smiled. “How long do the lights work?”

      “Ah,” I frowned. “It’s complicated, but it’s like harnessing lightning.”

      “You…” Diascia gave me a concerned look as even Ahshala frowned. “What?”

      “It’s on a small scale. It can’t hurt you,” I assured them both. “But lightning, that bolt that hits the ground. That’s something called electricity. The engine, which is the thing that makes Deucie drive, creates small amounts of it. You take that electricity and push it into very thin wires, and they glow really bright.”

      “That hardly seems possible,” Ahshala laughed. “But you’ve enlightened me several times now.”

      I shrugged and recognized the turnoff for the border. “I come from a place far more advanced than even Deucie here. This was nothing.”

      “Like what?”

      “Hmm?” I glanced at Diascia.

      “What is the most advanced thing from your world?”

      I thought about it for a moment and smiled. “So… Almost forty years before I was born, we built a machine. It was like a big metal tube with seats at the top and fire at the bottom. A team of men used it, and flew straight up into the sky, before landing on the moon.”

      Ahshala burst into laughter at my words. Even Diascia looked amused. I ignored them and made the turn. I checked my surroundings again and confirmed we were still alone.

      “That is the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard of,” Ahshala wiped her eyes.

      “I wasn’t kidding.”

      They both froze before Ahshala frowned. “You have to be. Machines don’t fly. Besides, the moon is a celestial body. Nothing can fly that high. Not even the great dragons of old.”

      I put aside the mention of dragons for the time being. That was something I simply didn’t want to think about yet. “It’s simple physics. To every force, there is an equal and opposite. My gun, have you noticed it kicks back towards me when I fire it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, imagine my gun, standing on its end. And instead of it going bang once, it does it repeatedly.”

      “I still have a hard time believing something created by an artisan can fly.” Ahshala shook her head.

      I smirked and pulled Deucie to a quick stop. I ignored her questions as I fumbled around behind the seat for my logbook. In this world, it was next to useless and after locating it, I tore a sheet free. Ahshala watched as I folded the edges together, before pulling the sides down for wings. I opened the door to Deucie and slipped off my seatbelt.

      I lined up my throw with the direction of my headlights and launched my paper-airplane off into the distance. It swooped down before pitching back up and gliding almost perfectly straight down the road ahead of us. I watched it go, before sitting back in the seat and closing the door.

      “Put an engine on that, and it would keep flying,” I nodded.

      “But…” Ahshala muttered in confusion.

      “Are you a mage?” Diascia asked.

      “Nope.” I shook my head. “I’m a truck driver from a different world, where we worked out how to make things fly.”

      I set off and started moving us along once more. Only for Diascia to scream, “WAIT!”

      I slammed on the brakes, thinking something was wrong. The Dryad was thrashing in her seat and wriggled free of her belt before we could find out what was wrong. She opened the door without a problem and leaped down to the ground. I watched as she ran around to the front and picked up the paper plane, before rushing back to the cab.

      She climbed into the seat and smiled brightly at us both. “Okay.”

      “If you wanted one, I could have just made you one.” I shook my head.

      “No,” Ahshala frowned. “No, she was right. If my people found that, they could learn something from it.”

      “Ah,” I nodded.

      I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that. But this was a world of magic, and I wasn’t about to pretend like I knew anything about it, either. For all I knew, elves could make paper that exploded on impact or something. I didn’t want to think about it. So, I made a mental note not to leave anything lying around. Magic was a force multiplier the likes of which I couldn’t conceive. Not much different from my Remington.

      “Diascia, can you tell me when we’re getting close?”

      “I can, yes,” the Dryad replied.

      With her words in mind, I paid less attention to the dark surroundings, and more on driving. In the headlight, I caught wisps of things. Bats flying overhead, insects coming towards the light. I tried to ignore my urge to turn on the wipers. That would only smear them and make it worse. Eventually, just as I was growing concerned, Diascia made a noise.

      “We’re close.”

      I nodded to myself and felt Ahshala’s hand on my leg as I slowed. I was certain I could see up ahead where the fight had been. The bodies had been cleared away, but the road was still scuffed and stained. I ignored that for now and pulled to the side of the road.

      It wasn’t long before I spotted the trail I had used previously and turned towards it. I slipped Deucie into low range and slowly made my way into the pitch black of the forest, where the moon provided its own light on the road. In here, it was perfectly dark. With the headlights on, I could make out the figures shifting towards us. I came to a stop and reached for my gun when Diascia held up her hand.

      “It’s mother!”

      I nodded and relaxed slightly before switching off the engine. I opened the door a crack and took a deep breath.

      “Grove Mother?!” I asked, unconsciously edging my hand toward the Remington just in case.

      Her face was a rictus of rage and fear. “WHERE. IS. MY. DAUGHTER?”

      I turned sharply to Diascia, “You really didn’t tell anyone you were coming?”

      The Dryad smiled guiltily and opened her own door. “Hi mother!”

      “DIASCIA!”

      The figures rushed forward, and suddenly there was a Dryad on the bonnet. She crawled to the windscreen and placed her hand on the glass where Diascia smiled and waved.

      “Diascia, open the door and let her in so I can keep driving.”

      She did as I told her and the Grove Mother launched into the open door. She surged in on a wave of vines and glared. “What is the meaning of this?”

      “I snuck away.”

      Her face went through a kaleidoscope of emotions. “…What?”

      “If I knew she was hiding in the back, I would have told you. By the time we found out, it was too late to come back,” I told the angry Dryad. “Now, do you mind if we stay the night? We were supposed to refuel before we left, but things were a little uncomfortable.”

      The Grove Mother sighed. “It appears twice now I have thought the worst, and yet you have given your best.”

      “I shot your daughter.” The words came out before I thought to rein them in. But to my surprise, the Grove Mother smiled.

      “And you were ruthless doing so. It has been a long time since I have felt truly threatened, human.”

      I nodded slowly as she continued to stare at me. “Right, well. Let’s get further in before we get caught up in anything.”

      The Grove Mother slumped back against her daughter and smiled. I took that as permission and got us going again. The other Dryads could see the Grove Mother in the front and they moved back to let us pass. I crawled us along until I saw where the deepest tire indentations were. I chose the same place to stop once more.

      “Now,” the Grove Mother smiled. “tell me why there is elf and horse blood on your Deucie?”

      The three of us took turns speaking and answering questions as we climbed out of the cab. The Grove Mother asked a few questions about the secrecy and what we knew of the crate. While Ahshala refilled our tank, the Grove Mother climbed into the back to investigate.

      Ahshala was panting and getting tired as the Grove Mother climbed out once more. She dropped to the ground beside us before placing a hand on Ahshala’s shoulder. Before my eyes, her hand spread into a web of vines, and Ahshala gasped in delight.

      “There now. You will have the strength for tonight.”

      “Thank you,” Ahshala smiled. “I feel good as new.”

      I frowned as she said those words and I realized the Grove Mother must have refilled her mana or something. I thumped the side of the tank and listened to the sound before judging it was mostly full.

      “That should do for tomorrow,” I nodded.

      “I can fill it the rest of the way in the morning,” my elf stood and pecked my cheek.

      “You two are just… delicious,” the Grove Mother chuckled. “I cannot wait to feast on you both.”

      “Mother—”

      “And my unruly daughter can wait her turn, lest I bind her to her tree for a year, so she remembers where her home is.”

      Diascia pouted softly, before smiling despite herself, and that was likely due to the realization that she…

      Fuck…

      “Already?” I asked as I watched the Grove Mother kiss Ahshala.

      I shook my head and held out a hand for Diascia. The younger Dryad took it with a smile and she clung to my side as we walked back to the grove. The various Dryads, overhearing our conversation, worked their way back in pairs and groups of their own.

      I watched as the Grove Mother steered Ahshala off towards her tree. They both gave me a smoldering glare, which I returned before pulling Diascia into a rough kiss.

      That was all it took for her to draw me towards a smaller tree that must have been her own.

      I was proven correct as she touched the tree and her bark-like exterior retreated, leaving her soft and green. Which was when I lifted her into my arms.

      She squealed as I pressed her against the bark of her tree. Her legs came up around my hips, as a familiar scream broke across the grove. I glanced back to see Ahshala shuddering as the Grove Mother held her in the air with the elf sitting on her face. Ahshala beamed in my direction, while clutching at the back of the Grove Mother’s head.

      “Right,” I growled.

      “In me,” Diascia tugged at my pants. “Make me scream like the one you love.”

      I paused for a moment as those words washed over me… then I pushed them aside. It wasn’t time to think about them. Right now, I had a Dryad to fuck.

      It only took a flick of my wrist to undo the front of my pants. Diascia shoved them down before I had the chance, and then she pressed her crotch to my cock as it stood out before me. I could feel her sticky wetness and took her hips.

      With a wiggle and a lift, I positioned my cock at her entrance and took a half step forward. Diascia whimpered loudly as I speared into her. She gasped as I withdrew, before letting out a keening cry as I thrust back in.

      “Harder,” she begged. “Please, harder!”

      I hooked my arms under her knees and hauled her legs over my shoulders. Her perfect green pussy drooled over my crotch as I hammered her into her tree. Her pussy gripped my cock like a fist and I snarled as I fought through it to fuck her as hard as I could.

      “Mark me!” She squealed.

      “What?” I grunted.

      She took my head in her hands and pulled me towards her neck. I thrust firmly into her as I slammed her back against the tree as she cried out in pleasure.

      “Bite!”

      I snarled as I closed my jaws over her neck. Her skin tasted like mild pine. Her hands clenched over the back of my neck and I forced myself to the hilt inside her. When the first pulse of my cock fired a jet of seed into her pussy, she jerked violently and dug her fingernails into my back. Without thinking, I bit down, and I felt the moment my teeth broke her fragile skin. Flavor broke over my tongue as she let out a ragged scream. Her body went rigid, and I realized she had encased herself and part of me in her bark.

      I couldn’t pull away as fluids slowly entered my mouth. I could breathe, and she was throbbing over my cock, milking my orgasm for all her worth. It was only as the last spurts of my seed entered her body that she finally relaxed her grip. Or… at least that’s what I thought, before I stumbled back onto the ground.

      She was merged with the tree. Her body was half in and half out as she stared at me with hungry eyes. The bark that had covered my torso and head closed over her nude front as she slowly sank into the trunk. I shot to my feet and was about to grab her when a firm hand took my shoulder.

      I was jerked around and found myself face to face with the Grove Mother, who took my shoulders and beamed. “You marvelous, marvelous man!”

      Before I could ask what she meant, the Grove Mother shoved me back against her daughter’s tree and inhaled my cock. I groaned at the sensation, before locking eyes with Ahshala, who crouched down behind the Grove Mother.

      And let me tell you, that cumming down the throat of a Grove Mother, while she screams through a cunnilingus induced orgasm, is definitely at the height of ‘would do again.’
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      “Seriously?” The Grove Mother asked.

      “Mmm!” Ahshala tried to add her input, but she was otherwise occupied.

      “Promise me.” The Dryad demanded.

      I grunted as Ahshala swallowed and took my cock into her throat. I waited for her to choke, or to respond in some way that she was uncomfortable, but the writhing of her tongue was enough to let me know she was very much into this. Which was a relief to me, as the Grove Mother was refusing to let her up.

      “I already said I would.”

      The Grove Mother beamed in delight as she ground Ahshala’s face into my lap. The celebrations had been long and… sexually fulfilling. Unlike that first night, where Ahshala and I were passed around like orgasm donors, neither of us left Diascia’s tree. But that didn’t stop the Grove Mother from dosing me with… whatever her power was. Every time she dosed me, it was like I was newly eighteen and hard as fucking iron.

      The Dryads fell into a pit of ecstasy, and the orgy had only wrapped up as the sun finally rose this morning. I had thought that after swapping between the three women, that it would finally end. Even that was strange, though. Listening to the Grove Mother beg me to sleep with her daughter, only for Diascia to stick her ass out of the tree like some strange glory hole, had been the icing on a night that would be a highlight I’d think back on fondly. Yet the fun hadn’t ended there. I’d moved onto the Grove Mother herself, while Ahshala lapped out my emissions from the tree bound Dryad. Before the two of us descended on Ahshala, taking her from both ends, or sides, at once…

      Then she had followed us to Deucie…

      “She can’t breathe,” I grunted.

      “If I let her up, I’m going to climb on for another ride,” the Grove Mother purred as she leaned in to kiss me.

      Ahshala’s hand found its way to my balls and began a gentle massage. I groaned into the Grove Mother’s mouth as she sucked on the tip of my tongue. Trapped in my driver’s seat as I was, there was nothing I could do to escape. No distraction was possible. Nor did the literal dozens of times I came inside each of them the evening before mean anything.

      I wrapped one hand around the Grove Mother’s waist, and the other around Ahshala’s ear. Then I came straight down her throat. As I moaned, the Grove Mother forced Ahshala’s head back and forth. My beautiful elf sucked and slurped on my cock like she needed it to live, and I lost myself in the moment.

      When Ahshala slowly withdrew, my cock slapped against my stomach, where the Grove Mother reached down and took hold.

      “Such a good elf,” she smiled, making Ahshala blush. “But now it’s my turn.”

      I barely mumbled the word ‘fuck’ before Ahshala was the one kissing me, as the Grove Mother took me to the hilt.
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        * * *

      

      I had an odd twitch in my leg as I navigated my way through the trees. It had almost descended into another orgy when I finally begged off. We needed to get this package back to Sir Herrond, and it was already going to be late as it was. We’d still make it in the day. But it would be dark by the time we got there. When Deucie broke out from the tree line, I checked in both directions out of habit. There was nobody in the immediate vicinity, so I pulled onto the road and set off towards Salva.

      “So,” Ahshala mumbled.

      I glanced over and saw the way she squirmed in her seat. I smirked. Despite her enjoyment of the situation. I knew she was horny. I just hoped that the Grove Mother was in a similar predicament.

      “So,” I turned back to the road.

      “You got a Dryad pregnant.”

      I tried not to tense up as I shifted through the gears. “That doesn’t sound like a question.”

      “I’m thinking about how I want to phrase it,” Ahshala grunted.

      “Bite it off and spit it out.”

      “Bite… What?”

      “Sorry,” I smiled. “Phrase from back home. It just means to say it bluntly. To just get it out.”

      “Very well,” Ahshala nodded. “Elves are not known for our fertility. But… If I we're too…”

      “Are you pregnant?”

      “No,” she blurted. “At least… not yet.”

      I nodded. “Is that something you want?”

      “With you?”

      I nodded again, slower this time.

      “... Desperately…”

      I blinked slowly and glanced over at her as she stared at me. “Is this because of Diascia?”

      “No,” she shook her head. “It’s because when you’re done treating me like a piece of meat, you hold me and make me feel safe.”

      “That is the weirdest way to tell me you enjoy being fucked like a porn star and loved like a princess.”

      “I don’t know what a porn star is, but… you do make me feel like a princess.”

      “Ahh…” I frowned as I concentrated on missing a rock on the road. “A porn star, is… a profession from my world, where a person, usually a woman, removes her clothing and performs sexual acts for the entertainment of others, usually men.”

      “Oh,” Ahshala paused.

      I nodded slowly as I concentrated on driving. The forest was beginning to thin, and I knew we were almost at the farmlands. That was when I started to see signs of movement. Soldiers in the distance. Some of them rushed to horses, likely in an attempt to pass on some message. I ignored them all as I continued to drive. Even if they could match my speed, they couldn’t keep it up for as long as I could.

      I drove for a time, before feeling a prod in my side. I glanced over at Ahshala, only to notice her foot. When I looked up, I saw her other foot behind my headrest. And…

      “What are you doing?”

      “You treat me like a princess,” she sighed as she ran her fingers through her labia. “So I’m acting like your porn star.”

      The top of her dress was down under her breasts. She had hiked up the skirt to her waist and was giving me a full view of what she was doing to herself. One hand danced circles around her clit, while the other had two fingers buried inside herself. She was cherry red from the tips of her ears to the tips of her pointed nipples. Despite her embarrassment, she was staring at me hungrily.

      “I see.” I nodded and turned my attention back to the road.

      “Do porn starts get fucked?”

      “Sometimes,” I nodded as I reached down beside my seat. “Sometimes they do a show all by themself.”

      “It would be a shame,” Ahshala continued as she massaged herself for me. “If nobody were to fuck me.”

      “What if the person watching just wants to see you debase yourself?”

      She whimpered slightly and blushed even further. “Isn’t this enough?”

      “You’re running the show,” I told her. “You get to decide that, not me.”

      While she whimpered and thought over her options, I searched the glove compartment and found what I was looking for. These things got everywhere. At first I could never find them, so I’d buy more. Until finally, they started turning up in odd places.

      “You aren’t even watching,” Ahshala complained.

      “No,” I agreed. “But I am listening. The point of this kind of thing has always been the temptation.”

      “Temptation for what? You can have me wherever you want.”

      “I know,” I smiled. “But right now, I’m also trying to do a job. You’re trying to convince me to do something else.”

      “Are you though?”

      “What, tempted?” I asked, before glancing down at her. “Extremely.”

      She gasped softly, and I lifted the bundle of industrial zip ties I had found. Dropping them on my lap, I watched as Ahshala rocked her hips as her pleasure began to take over. I glanced at the road and saw that we were on a straight section. So I lifted one of the ties. With my years of experience working on my own vehicle, I didn’t need to look as I gently placed the zip tie around Ahshala’s ankle. She didn’t respond as I slotted the end into place and pulled just enough to catch.

      “Jacob, I’m… I’m…”

      “It’s okay,” I smiled as I reached down and rubbed her calf for a moment. I selected a second zip tie and lifted her foot. She glanced down at me, but I ignored her as I set her heel on a grab bar mounted on the dash. “Just getting a better look at you.”

      “Mmmm!” she whimpered loudly.

      Her hands were moving frantically as I set a second zip tie loosely around her ankle. I glanced back at the gorgeous elf as she rocked her hips and continued touching herself. It really was getting hard to concentrate. I took my foot off the gas for a moment as I checked around the cab. There were a few places I could put another tie, but… the loop on the wall where the seat belt went around looked perfect.

      I reached over slowly and fed a third zip tie through the gap. But with my shadow moving over her, she opened her eyes and frowned in confusion.

      “What are you doing?”

      “This.” I tossed a fourth zip tie onto her bare chest.

      Ahshala frowned and stopped what she was doing. I could see the frustration on her face as she picked up the unused zip tie and turned it over in her hands.

      “What is it?”

      “I’ll show you,” I smiled as I applied the brake and slowed Deucie to a stop. She was turning it over, trying to work out what the hole in the end was for when I set the park brake. I kept the engine running for the air conditioning before leaning over. “Here.” I plucked it from her hands. “Like this.” I fed the end into the catch and showed her the loop. “Now, put your hands together, one on top of the other.”

      She did as I asked, and it was literally that simple to slip the zip tie around her wrist and pull tight. Despite what I had just done, she didn’t seem concerned, more just confused by what I had done, so I gently took her hand and raised it to the zip tie on the seat belt loop. And quickly passed the end of that through the loop at her wrists, before pulling that tight as well.

      “Wait…”

      “Hmmm?” I asked.

      “Jacob!”

      I sat back and took her ankle. She pulled her head between her arms as I pulled that tight and she jerked back unsuccessfully. Her leg behind my headrest had a little more room, but it was also twisted, pulling tight enough she didn’t have the angle to escape as I tightened that too. She quivered in place with wide eyes.

      “What… what are you going to do?”

      “Say, banana.”

      “Banana?”

      I nodded. “Good. Now, if something makes you scared or uncomfortable. Just say that word, and everything stops.”

      “What do you mean—OH!”

      I lapped at her clit as she squirmed in the seat. Those zip ties wouldn’t hold her if she really wanted to get out. One good kick, or a yank on her wrists and she’d wriggle free in no time at all. But they made an excellent point in making her feel like she had lost all control. I could see the twitches in her thighs as she struggled lightly, but the whines that escaped her mouth were all I cared about.

      Her pussy positively gushed as I lapped at her. I took her clit between my lips and suckled. Ahshala humped up into my face, and I could feel her juices pouring off my chin. I released her flesh with a pop and she gasped delightfully. I pushed her hips back onto the seat and spread her labia open with my thumbs, before licking from her drooling opening, up over her clit and back again. She was delicious, and I wanted her more than anything. I couldn’t be sure if that was something the Grove Mother had done, but I didn’t care either.

      “Whatever happens,” I mumbled. “At the end of this year. I will take you with me. With, or without, the contract.”

      “Jacob… You—”

      “Shhhh,” I hushed her before closing my mouth over her clit once more.

      “Gah!” Ahshala squirmed as her pussy throbbed once more. I could feel the subtle contractions as she came. That was my only warning before she let out a terrible screech of delicious ecstasy.

      But even before I could work out my next move, I spotted a shadow flick across her body. I pulled away and froze at the sight of a guard standing on the step outside the door. Ahshala was tensed up, writhing against her bonds, and I left her to it as I slapped my hand on the door lock. Throwing myself back into the driver’s seat, I could see two more on my side, and another trying to open the back.

      Rather than deal with them, I hit the horn. All the men jumped in shock before running to safety. I spotted a horse bolting away without a rider and I threw Deucie into gear.

      “Jacob?!”

      “It’s fine!” I shouted as I took off fast enough, the rear tires spun for a moment. Which… In an old diesel like this, it was quite the achievement.

      Ahshala pulled at her wrist restraints to get herself upright, before looking around in shock. “What happened?”

      “Soldiers,” I grimaced.

      “Did they?”

      “Ah… Yeah, one of them.”

      “Ummm. Jacob?”

      I glanced over and saw her predicament. She couldn’t really lay back down comfortably while I was driving. But she couldn’t sit up properly either. I checked the mirrors and saw the soldiers hadn’t moved beyond trying to collect their horses once more. I hit the brakes and slowed right down before reaching behind the seat. With the spare tools I had back there, I found a set of side cutters and went about releasing her.

      Ahshala rubbed her wrists as I threw the side cutters back, before putting Deucie back in gear and setting off.

      “What were those things?”

      “They’re called Zip Ties,” I told her, “and they have many uses.”

      “Not just… for binding helpless women?”

      “No,” I grinned. “They have many uses. That was just the most recent.”

      “You’ve never done that before?”

      “Not with zip ties,” I admitted.

      Ahshala nodded, before pulling her dress up to cover her breasts. “I see.”

      She then adopted a face of concentration as she looked at one of the broken ones. Spotting one that had fallen, I reached down beside the seat to grab it, before holding it out towards her.

      “Thank you,” she mumbled, before quickly replicating one. “How does it work, exactly?”

      “Feed the pointy end into the slot at the thick end. If it doesn’t pull through easily, you went in the wrong way, so flip it around and try again.”

      “I see,” she fiddled with it, before I heard the ring of the zip engaging. “And how do you get it to let go?”

      “You don’t,” I smirked. “That’s why I cut them.”

      “There’s no way to preserve them?”

      “Ah…” I shrugged. “I mean, it’s possible. There’s a little tab in there that gets stuck in the teeth. If you stick something small in there and lift the tab, you can pull the tie back out again. Most people don’t bother.”

      “I see,” she nodded.

      Then replicated another.
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        * * *

      

      The day was long and full of slight banter. Ahshala made sure the doors were locked as I slowed to cross the ford. We didn’t see any signs of the Naiad, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t there. Beyond here, though, the travel became slower and more interrupted. Not only were there more travelling wagons on the road, but a surprising number of soldiers as well. And these weren’t the dozen going along on a patrol. But organized units.

      I slowed down the first time I saw them as they marched along. They kept a wary eye on me, but made no move to stop us as we passed by. All Ahshala and I could think of was that Sir Herrond’s message had gotten out, and we were being left alone to return at our own pace. After all, it’s unlikely that anyone else from my world was here. Let along with a truck.

      We drove on together. I concentrated on not hitting anyone, including the idiotic farmers who saw me coming and steered in our direction out of shock. Ahshala, after making a few dozen zip ties, went back to making shotgun shells. I had a thought of asking her to make more diesel, but… that would be a messy mistake if something went wrong. Not to mention dangerous if there was a fire involved.

      Instead, we pushed on, past the farms, the soldiers, travelers and other road users, until the walls of Salva were before us with the sun fading in the distance. The gate was open, and we trundled along behind a wagon. I’d have overtaken it to get ahead, except for the steady stream of traffic coming the other way. The farmer looked terrified of us behind him, but he too, refused to move over to let us pass.

      Up ahead, I could see the wagons being stopped, and I settled myself back for a long wait. One by one, they went through after the guards checked over their wares. One by one they passed on, and I was able to move a few feet closer to the gates. Until finally, the wagon ahead of us was waved through. The guard held out his hand for me to stop. Rather than set about his check, he called someone over. Another guard appeared, before nodding as soon as he saw Deucie.

      I rolled down the window as the guard came around. But to my surprise, he climbed up onto the step.

      “I’ll direct you. Just take it slow so I don’t fall from this beast.”

      “Will do,” I shrugged.

      Unlike the last time we came into town, this time, there were still plenty of people around. The quiet streets broke apart in waves as I moved in. Many of them stared in shock, but all I could do was get frustrated as they bumbled around in my way.

      “MOVE!” the guard snapped. “MAKE WAY!”

      “Would a loud noise help?” I asked. The guard looked at me and nodded. So I grinned. “Hold on. It’s loud, but harmless.”

      “Do it.”

      I hit the horn once more. The blaring tone had people scrambling, and the guard jerked in place. But that did the trick, and I was able to start trundling forward. I could barely remember how to navigate in this town. However, the guard was more than helpful this time. Unlike the first, who did not indicate where to turn until the last moment.

      Bit by bit, we made our way back to the warehouse district. The guard gestured for us to stop on the road, but over as far as we could. Wagons were using the alleyway, but we didn’t want to block the street, either.

      “I’ll leave you here. Sir Herrond will be back in the morning.”

      “Right,” I sighed. “And the truck is fine to stay here until then?”

      The guard frowned and looked it over. “If it’s not. Do you think anyone could move it?”

      “No,” I chuckled.

      The guard joined me. “Thank you for the experience. I will be off to pass on the message of your arrival.”

      “If Herrond sends anyone to check the package, make sure to let me know. I would hate for anyone to get hurt if I spotted them rummaging through my truck.”

      The guard frowned, but nodded and strode away. Ahshala brushed my hand, and I smiled gently at her. “Let’s get a room and a bath.”

      “Sounds good,” I agreed. The Dryads had been extremely accommodating. But there was a certain appeal to a good soak.

      After collecting my shotgun and locking the doors, the pair of us stepped into a familiar-looking inn. There was a different man at the counter this time. He squinted slightly as he saw Ahshala, before turning his attention back to me.

      “One room or two, Sir?”

      “One is fine,” Ahshala answered before I could.

      “Three silvers.”

      I held back a curse as I dug out the coins, as well as a couple of extra for meals. I placed them on the counter and accepted the key before leading Ahshala up to our room. Only to freeze at the sight of a fluffy tail vanishing into the room. I smelled a soft perfume waft from the same direction, and I couldn’t help but stare as the door closed.

      “What…”

      “Let’s go,” Ahshala prodded me along. “Bath, remember.”

      “Right,” I nodded, before checking the room number.

      “She was a servant,” Ahshala continued as I found the correct door.

      “Right,” I nodded once again feeling like a bobble head. “And what is she?”

      “Kitsoon,” Ahshala stepped into the room behind me. “She’s been working here for a short time.”

      “Can’t imagine that’s a pleasant experience,” I sighed as I set aside my weapon to lean on a chair.

      “No…” Ahshala agreed, before pulling her dress over her head. “The manager doesn’t like non-humans. But he employs them because they’re cheap.”

      “Typical,” I snorted. “I bet he probably talks about never being able to find good help, too?”

      Ahshala smiled and nodded, before making her way to the bath. I let my eyes follow the shape of her ass as she made her way to the stove. By the time I joined her, she was wiping herself down, before turning her attention to me. I tried to stop her, but she smiled and pressed a kiss to my lips. That was enough of a distraction to get a head start on washing me herself. But when I growled and kissed her back, she finally relented.

      As Ahshala backed off, I scrubbed myself down. She then spent the next little while bundling our clothing together. There was a knock on the door, and I paused, hand still on my cock as Ahshala wrapped herself in a bedsheet before opening the door a crack. I couldn’t make out her words, but she opened the door and took hold of a trolley, before laughing at whoever was there.

      Ahshala brought the trolley inside, showing the bowls of stew set on top. She swapped the bowls for our clothing before pushing it back to the door, where more hushed conversation broke out. Until finally, the door closed with a silent click.

      “Her name is Mae,” Ahshala smiled.

      “Thanks for not inviting her in while I had my hand on my cock,” I snorted.

      Ahshala giggled and shook her head. “No. But she will bring back our laundry later tonight.”

      “Great,” I nodded, glad to have fresh clothes brought in.

      “Hurry up and dry off. Then I want to finish what you started on the way here.”

      “That was hardly my fault,” I laughed, but did as she asked.

      We ate in a comfortable silence. The fruits and rations that we had with us were still in the driver’s compartment. This fresh stew was delicious. It was seasoned well, and I didn’t stop until I was scraping the bowl.

      “Some bread would have made this perfect,” Ahshala grunted as she did the same.

      I nodded in agreement, before getting up. I checked out the window and saw nothing amiss at the truck, so I circled around and dropped onto the bed. Ahshala got up as well, and stretched her legs, before coming to join me. She climbed up on my side, and I smiled at the warmth of her skin as she rubbed herself against me. Only for the harsh zip sound to cut through the air.

      I frowned as I felt my wrist locked in place. She wasn’t done yet. Lunging across my body, I struggled only for a moment, before she locked a tie around that one, too. Without risking harm, there wasn’t much I could do, and I really didn’t want to hurt her. Especially when I saw the enormous grin on her face.

      “Now, you just lay there. While I return the favor from earlier.”

      I tested the ties, giving them a tug, before groaning as she shifted down to my knees. She settled herself on my legs, holding me in place, before gently lapping at my cock.

      “This is cruel,” I told her.

      “So is not fucking me when you had the chance,” she shot back, before kissing my balls.

      I responded immediately. All the sexual attention I’d received must have been doing something to my head. It wasn’t quite Dryad magic, but I rose to the occasion as she lightly licked the underside of my shaft. I grunted and tested my restraints once more, before there was a knock on the door.

      Ahshala gave me a wide smile before slipping off the bed. I watched as she strode to the door and opened a crack. Then, to my surprise, she threw it open entirely. The fox girl, Kitsoon, stood in the doorway holding two bundles of clothing.

      I blushed at my predicament, but Ahshala was in the nude as well. She leaned in close and whispered something to the maid, who seemed taken aback. “He’s human!”

      Ahshala giggled and nodded before taking Mae by the hand and bringing her in.

      “Ahshala, what’s going on?”

      “I got to be your porn star earlier,” she smiled. “Now you get to be mine.”

      Ahshala made a show of opening my coin purse before plucking out a silver coin. She brought it to Mae and accepted the clothing before pressing the coin into her hands.

      “It’s too much—”

      “Shh,” Ahshala smiled. “This is for me, not him.”

      “But—”

      “It’s okay,” Ahshala assured, before leaning in and saying something else to the Kitsoon.

      That seemed to settle things, as she turned and gave me a nervous smile. “Sir… I’ve never been with a human.”

      I gave Ahshala a glare before turning my attention back to Mae and gave her my best impression of an honest smile, despite being bound, nude and very erect. “If you’re uncomfortable and want to leave. You can keep the money and go.”

      Mae blinked in shock before glancing at Ahshala. Then she spun on the spot and rushed to the door as I felt a small pit of disappointment bubble up from within. At least, until I heard the lock on the door click. When she turned back, she was untying her front, and Ahshala darted over to help. That then devolved into watching an elf and a Kitsoon making out as they both stumbled in my general direction.

      When they broke, Ahshala pushed Mae’s shoulder straps aside, letting the Kitsoon’s dress fall to the floor. She wore a pair of red-lace panties, and I realized that this kind of service was likely something she did on the regular. Hell, that was probably how things were done here, considering Ahshala’s first attempt to bed me. But, with her wearing nothing but the panties, I could take her all in.

      She was about the same height as Ahshala. Her skin was patterned like the coat on a fox, with darker skin on her back and shoulders, and pale skin over her breasts and stomach. Those breasts were high and full. However, she had eight nipples. Two on her breasts, with a further six running down in parallel lines towards her abdomen.

      Her face, while slightly angular, could have passed for human, if not for the narrow vertical slits of her pupils and the pair of triangular ears sticking up from her hairline. Mae shuffled nervously from side to side, before getting an encouraging nod from Ahshala. She flicked her tail from side to side, poofing it up, until it stood higher than her fuzzy ears. She pulled her shoulders back, emphasizing her bust as she smiled down at me.

      “Well, Sir?” She giggled. “Am I to your liking?”

      I was speechless. But my cock throbbed at the hungry look she gave me, and I saw the pointed tips of fangs as she grinned even wider.

      “Swallow the first one,” Ahshala whimpered as she touched herself. “Then I wanna watch you ride him.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TEN

          

        

      

    

    
      I awoke and breathed deeply. The scent of her perfume filled my nose. The fluffiness of her tail was like a soft pillow. Mae was on her side, facing Ahshala. The two were a tangle of arms and legs, while I spooned the Kitsoon from behind. Memories of the evening flashed through my mind. Being tied up while Mae swallowed me down. The taste of her pussy on Ahshala’s lips, when my elf decided to return the favor. When I finally begged off, they were still going at it like… well, like foxes in heat.

      I sighed softly. Which ruffled the fluff of Mae’s tail. That was all it took for her to yawn and reach back to grip my hand. She pulled it around to her stomach, where she let out a soft sigh.

      “Good morning, Sir.”

      “Good morning, Mae,” I replied.

      “The normal way of doing things is you pay for the evening. And I leave before dawn.”

      I nodded and shifted to let her go. Which must have been the wrong thing to do, as she tightened her grip on my hand.

      “But I’m still in your bed,” she whispered. “And it won’t matter if I’m a little late.”

      I thought about her offer. My cock, still firm from its morning glory, rose to full attention. When it touched her ass, Mae giggled softly and shifted closer to Ahshala. I remembered what she had said the evening before about her tail. That it was uncomfortable to lie on her back.

      “Mmm?” Ahshala made a noise as the Kitsoon crawled atop her. “Wha’s going on?”

      “Sir Jacob is going to use me one more time,” Mae whispered, before pushing her ass out and flicking her tail into the air.

      “Oh?” Ahshala smiled sleepily. “Then you can cuddle me for a while.”

      I smiled as she pulled Mae down into the crook of her shoulder. It would have been almost cute, had the Kitsoon’s pussy not been leaking down her leg. I sat up and rolled to my knees as Mae rocked her hips back and forth. When I moved around behind her, I could see why. Despite Ahshala’s offer to cuddle, her dainty fingers were running in circles over Mae’s clit.

      My dick followed those fingers like an invitation. Creeping closer, with cock in hand, I ran it over the Kitsoon’s lubricated pussy. When the head touched Ahshala’s fingers, she moved her hand and pressed my cock to Mae’s clit. That let me take several long strokes, rubbing my length over her. It only lasted a moment, before Ahshala pushed my cock lower, guiding it.

      I took that as my cue and pushed my cock to Mae’s entrance. She rocked her hips back, impaling herself. That was all the invitation I needed to shift a little closer aligning myself with her ass and the fluffy tail that swayed around my chest. The sheer, molten heat of her insides was heavenly. Ahshala felt no different from any human woman I’d ever been with, perhaps a touch tighter than any of my past lovers. But Mae?

      I sighed as I felt all the little bumps inside her sliding over my cock. Like condoms ‘ribbed for her pleasure’, but totally natural, and entirely for my benefit. What she received in return was a cock, smoother than she was biologically used to. That penetrated her easier, and at a far lower temperature than she was expecting. From what I could tell, she was used to males of her kind, jamming it inside and wiggling around for a few minutes before finishing. Biologically, she was happy with that. It hit the right spots and made her feel good.

      But the sensation as I slid my cock deep into her, before pulling it right back out, sent a shiver of pleasure down her spine. I wasn’t rough with her as I thrust back in. But I was determined and forceful. I held her hips with one hand to anchor her in place while she whimpered and moaned. Her ass jiggled with each slap of my hips. I pulled on her tail and felt her pussy throb. This was an erogenous zone I’d discovered last night and I grit my teeth to distract myself. I wanted her to finish first, but—

      KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK

      I froze as Mae let out a jagged breath of air. Her pussy muscles were literally quivering, and I shook my head.

      “Fuck.”

      Pulling free, I sighed at her soft whimper before slipping off the bed. I watched as Mae flopped down beside Ahshala, who pulled the blanket up over them both. I picked up my pants and hastily shoved them on, before pulling the door open.

      Conrou raised an eyebrow at my disheveled state before clearing his throat. “I was just sent to inform you we will be checking the delivery.”

      “Uh huh,” I nodded.

      Conrou coughed awkwardly. “It would be best if you were ready to leave as soon as possible.”

      “Is that it?”

      Conrou nodded. I closed the door. Letting out a long sigh, I listened to the disgruntled stomps as the man left. With a shake of my head, I turned and saw Mae slowly getting out of bed.

      “Ahshala?” I asked softly.

      “Yes?” my elf pouted as she too was sitting up.

      “Did you tell Mae about the safe word?”

      Mae’s head whipped around as her ears stood up. I kicked my pants off and stormed towards her. She still had that shocked expression on her face as I pushed her back down onto the bed. She rolled to her side so there was no weight on her tail, but her leg came up to expose herself. I grabbed her ankle and pulled it over my shoulder, before hugging her thigh to my chest.

      “But, what about?”

      “Breakfast first,” I growled as Ahshala slipped back onto the bed with a grin.

      I sighed as I pushed my cock back into her molten depths. Mae’s reaction was a little more animalistic as she clawed at the sheets. I couldn’t get quite the same depth from this position. But none of that mattered as Ahshala leaned in and took the Kitsoon’s clit between her lips. Mae jerked her hips as she let out a wailing cry. I grinned, as Ahshala wrapped her arms around the Kitsoon’s waist and rolled hard.

      I grunted as Mae’s pussy rotated ninety degrees on my cock, but the payout was worth it as I watched my elf’s pale legs closed around the Kitsoon’s head. Mae must have returned Ahshala’s favor because I felt a blast of hot air from my elf as she moaned in delight. Mae’s tail thrashed from side to side, I grabbed hold of her tail at the base, and rubbed the fur there. I felt her pussy contract over my cock. All her internal bumps and ridges throbbed, pulling my cock even as I fucked her.

      Slamming myself to the base inside her, I squeezed her ass to hold her still. But that did nothing to stop her internal muscles sucking the life out of me. Ahshala’s hands came up around Mae’s hips, and I watched as her fingers dug in. I could hear her soft whimpers over Mae’s muffled cries. But neither woman was letting up for a moment. I watched gleefully memorizing the view as I pumped my seed deep into Mae’s beautiful body.
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      “There you are,” Conrou sighed.

      “Was just finishing up a few things,” I smiled. Ahshala had informed me before we left the rooms that Conrou was an orc. The shape of his jaw and strong ridgelines of his brow matched the descriptions I’d remembered in a book I read, except he lacked horns from his mouth or the supposed green color. I most probably needed to stop assuming too much based on my world’s understanding of these races.

      Ahshala was far more reserved, but I felt the way her grip tightened on my arm as she fought to restrain her mirth. Truth be told, after I pulled my cock out of the Kitsoon, Ahshala insisted on helping clean out the mess I made. Which turned into Mae swallowing another load of my seed, while Ahshala brought her to another wailing orgasm. We had finally let her be, with two silver coins clutched in her hand. Mae had tried to fight the extra payment. Ahshala made the point of stripping Mae’s red panties from her, before pulling them on herself. Leaving me feeling a sense of confused lust at the line between something so dirty, and something so arousing.

      “Sir Herrond is not pleased.”

      I shrugged and patted Ahshala’s hand. “Right, so what did you find?”

      “The package is acceptable. Now it needs to be delivered.”

      “Are you going to tell me what it is?”

      “No,” Sir Herrond called as he strode out from the alleyway. “It is a need to know basis for the war effort.”

      I sighed. “Alright. How about I rephrase it? I don’t need to know exactly what it is you have me delivering. But I need to know if it’s dangerous? Will it burn, explode, leak toxic fluids or anything like that?”

      Conrou looked at Sir Herrond before the orc bowed his head. Herrond cleared his throat before nodding. “The item you are delivering is harmless. It contains no dangerous items, and even if it did, it cannot be broken under normal means.”

      “What about magical ones?” Ahshala asked.

      Herrond glared at the elf for a moment before shaking his head. “If you came across magic powerful enough to damage what is inside that crate, likely it would be the least of your concerns. Considering how easily you crossed the border and returned. I think that unlikely.”

      I watched the man for a moment. There was more than he was letting on. I knew it. I just didn’t have a way to pry the information from his tight lipped mouth. But… I could pry the lid off that crate when we stopped for the night.

      “Fine,” I nodded. “Where are we taking it, then?”

      “The capital.”

      Ahshala jerked slightly. “We will need—”

      “I already have it here,” Sir Herrond growled as he retrieved a scroll from his pocket. “This will grant you passage. I sent riders ahead to inform towns along the main road. Each garrison knows you are coming, and you shouldn’t be disturbed.”

      I held back the sigh. It would almost be easier to have gone anonymously. Knowing people would be waiting for us was a double-edged sword. Anyone who had any idea of what was going on would be on the watch for us. And they had a head start already. If there was one sour grape in the bunch, there would be an ambush at some point. But… that also meant I could run supplies as well. Which… well, that was my entire plan to begin with.

      “Is that everything?” I asked.

      Sir Herrond smiled. “That is all for now. Safe travels to you both.”

      He turned on his heel and made his way back towards the warehouse. Conrou gave us a small nod, before following after. Something was wrong about this whole situation. But I knew that the moment I was sent over a contested border to retrieve a box. I felt the hand of doom closing around my neck, and I had to wonder how people really survived in this world. Luckily, I only had the one contract, and it was already pissing me off. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like for someone like Ahshala.

      “Come on,” she prodded.

      I sighed, “Yeah. Fuel first, then we can go. Also, we need a map.”

      “What is the map for?” Ahshala asked as we approached Deucie.

      “I want to plan our route,” I told her as I took out my keys. “If I know how far we have to travel, I can plan things better. Then I can haul some goods.”

      Ahshala shot me a smile and nodded, before bending over the fuel tank. I opened the flap to the tray and reached in for the familiar bottle. I patted around before sighing when I realized they had moved it. So I climbed up into the tray and swore.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me.”

      “What’s wrong?”

      I strode over to the crate. The straps I had used to tie it down were tossed aside where they had been cut free. To make matters worse, they had wrapped the crate in metal bands that would make it impossible to pry open. Honestly, I wasn’t sure what I was more pissed about. The obvious fact, they were hiding what I was delivering. Or them destroying my equipment.

      “From now on,” I called out as I picked up the cut end of a strap. “Nobody touches Deucie without my say so.”

      I stepped back to the edge and showed Ahshala the state of the strap. She leaned in and saw the crate before frowning cutely.

      “What should we do?”

      “Know a good wagon maker? Or someone that can put up walls?”

      Ahshala nodded slowly. “I do, actually.”

      “Great,” I grunted. “Because I’m thinking some nice walls would keep people out. It would make me feel safer at night if we needed to stop somewhere to sleep.”

      “That would be good too,” Ahshala agreed.

      I set aside the cut straps, and unwound the remainder from the sprockets, before storing those back where they were. After locating the bottle for Ahshala, I gathered some ropes and retied the crate into position. It hadn’t moved, which was nice, but I still didn’t want to take any risks of it doing so in the future. By the time I was getting out, Ahshala was breathing heavily, and I took her by the shoulders.

      “No,” she shrugged me off. “Just a little more.”

      “Ahshala,” I warned.

      But she persisted, and just a few moments later, she stood and gave me a relieved smile. I put the cap back on the tank and locked it before walking around her to the door.

      “Come on, you direct, I drive.”

      “Direct?”

      I sighed as I helped her up into the cab. “Remember? You know someone who can put walls on Deucie?”

      “Oh,” she smiled. “Of course. Sorry, I’m just feeling a bit tired.”

      “No shit,” I grunted and closed her door.

      I did a final walk around on Deucie. I was looking for anything that may have been left damaged or otherwise touched. Nothing looked out of the ordinary, so I climbed in and saw Ahshala’s smile.

      “What?”

      “Walls might take a little time. I might be able to do something about your straps.”

      I nodded, “Still pissed that happened.”

      “Sir Herrond wouldn’t have even thought of it. He would have ordered them to cut it the moment it took longer than necessary.”

      “I should send him the bill then,” I grumbled.

      Firing Deucie up, I put it in gear and looked at Ahshala. She smiled and gestured for me to drive. As we moved away from the warehouse district, traffic built up once more. Carts and wagons were one thing, but people would blindly walk out in front at the last moment. So I started blasting the horn. That almost caused a commotion when a group of young men literally ran for cover the first time I tried it.

      Other than a bunch of yelling, we made it through town, and into what I could only assume was a merchant district. I could see signs for things like blacksmithing, leatherworking and services for horses. Which was where Ahshala directed me. I pulled up in front of a place that had a half constructed wagon in the front.

      Ahshala smiled and opened the door to climb out. I worried about her weakness, so I rushed around to her door. My elf proved my attempt chivalry wasn’t needed as she straightened and gave me a smile.

      “I appreciate how you care for me,” she leaned in and kissed my cheek. “I just needed a moment before. But I’m fine.”

      I let out a sigh and nodded. “Alright. You lead the way.”

      Ahshala nodded and led me to the door. I was going to push it open when she moved ahead and opened it for me instead. I frowned, but she gave me a pointed look and I stepped inside.

      “Jacob?”

      I froze as I stared at Mae behind the front counter. Beside her was an older version, with grey in his tail. The man gave me an odd look before glancing at Mae, who turned to the older Kitsoon.

      “Sorry. Father, this is the man who tipped me so well for cleaning his rooms this morning.”

      “Ah,” the old man smiled widely. “Thank you, son. I hope my little girl was no trouble.”

      “None at all,” I replied.

      “What are you doing here?” Mae asked, sounding nervous.

      “Be polite,” her father chastised her.

      “It’s quite alright,” Ahshala stepped in. “We were hoping you could squeeze in a bit of a rush job.”

      “Wagon wheels can’t be rushed,” the old man frowned.

      “What about just the panels?”

      He pulled a face before nodding. “That could be different. But if the water damage is enough to need panels, you probably want to replace the whole thing.”

      “How about you come outside and I’ll show you what I need,” I offered.

      “I’ll stay here with Mae,” Ahshala stepped aside.

      Mae remained frozen on the spot while I stepped out with her father. The old man frowned before coming to a complete stop.

      “And just what in the gods is that?”

      “Deucie,” I grinned and made my way over. “I’ll show you what I need.”

      The old man, after getting over his shock, took in what I was telling him. I described how I wanted walls made up to go inside the tray. It didn’t need a roof or support. I just needed panels. Hell, I even had a slide bolt and a padlock, all I’d need was some hinges made on the panels. The whole time, he both nodded and shook his head before pulling me aside.

      “I can make panels no problem. Hell, I store them for people who want to put boxes on their usual wagons. But affixing them is going to be a problem.”

      “Why is that?” I asked.

      The old man tapped the edge of the tray. “Ain’t no way to get through that. Can’t put a nail, can’t drive a stake. I could make something that would sit on the rim, but then you’ll have to tie it down so it doesn’t fall off.”

      I nodded along, before thinking of the equipment I had in the back. Over time, I had random odds and ends of all sorts of things saved up. I had some longer bolts, a welder and even some sheet metal, so I shook my head. “You worry about making the walls the right size. I’ll worry about installing them. I need the full size, floor to ceiling, and to sit on the inside. Have you got some hinges so I can put a door on the back?”

      “Aye,” he frowned. “I don’t know what you’re planning. But I can do the bit you asked.”

      “Great,” I nodded. “What’s this going to cost me?”

      I grimaced when he asked for ten gold. I was pretty sure I had that amount. It would put a serious dent in my future purchases if this didn’t work out. I also considered his good mood when discussing his daughter. So I figured he was likely doing me a favor, anyway. So I agreed and fetched the coins from the cab.

      The old man took them and counted them over. I didn’t react to the knowledge he couldn’t count on sight. Likely, that meant he couldn’t read either. Leaving the peasants uneducated had been a commonly held belief back in the middle ages of my world too. It seemed the same rules applied here, although I did worry about this craftsman considering the contracts my fellow humans were fond of here. Ahshala could read at the very least. Which was something I was grateful for.

      “Wonderful,” the old man smiled and offered his hand. “Give me a moment to fetch a couple of my boys. And we’ll get to work.”

      I watched him head on into the workshop with the half built wagon, before stepping into the storefront. Ahshala turned and gave me a smile, while Mae looked flustered from her position where she was originally.

      “Good morning, Sir.”

      “Relax,” I told her. “I’m not going to make trouble for you.”

      “Thank you, sir.”

      “You can stop calling me sir.” I rolled my eyes.

      Mae shook her head. “Sir, I am simply showing proper respect by addressing a paying customer as such.”

      I wanted to complain, but her father stepped into the room and gave me a smile. “If you were serious about affixing the wall panels, we’ll need your help.”

      “Great,” I nodded. “Ladies, I’ll be outside.” I stepped out and watched as two men, also Kitsoons, were measuring the back of Deucie. I shook my head and climbed up. “Measure from inside, this is where the box will fit.”

      “We can’t do that,” the first frowned. “How will we fix it in place?”

      “I told you not to worry about that!” the old Kitsoon shouted as he stepped outside.

      The first sighed, while the second muttered a quick apology. I held the canvas sides back while they took their measurements. Which left me to prepare. I made my way to my tools and started searching through what I needed. I pulled out a simple power drill, battery operated angle grinder and a few other bits and pieces. I worked to cut a few metal spacers so the bolts wouldn’t damage the wood before setting the rest of the things up. When I stood and turned around, three faces watched me warily.

      “What?”

      “What are those tools?” the old man asked.

      “Something from home,” I shrugged. “I only have the one set.”

      “They’d be worth a fortune,” one of the younger men grunted.

      I suddenly wondered if I needed to retrieve my shotgun before putting those thoughts aside. They weren’t acting badly. They were shocked, and that was okay. With some minimal prodding, we worked as a team to lift the first wall panel. I helped direct it back, where we placed it firmly against the cab.

      “Looks short.” I nodded at the gap near the ceiling.

      “That’s intentional,” the old man nodded from the ground. “Walls up first, then we can fill the gaps with more paneling.”

      I nodded and gestured for the two who must have been his sons to wait. They frowned while I picked up my drill and got to work. It only took me a few seconds to drill the hole before I slipped a bolt with a spacer through. With a quick explanation and a demonstration to their father, we got to work. He held a spanner on the bolt on the outside, while I used a ratchet to tighten it from the inside.

      “That… was fast.” The older Kitsoon blinked in surprise and a great deal of interest.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I shrugged. “Next ones will be quicker if you want to grab the next panel?”

      The brothers nodded before rushing off to collect the next piece. I worked my way around, setting several bolts in a few places. I was impressed with the panels. They were solid. I wasn’t sure they’d stop the rain, but the canvas would do that. I worked quickly, while helping lift and set the next wall panels. Even then, most of the day wore on into early evening. Ahshala and Mae came out to check on us once. Mostly, they left us to work, only coming back with meals for the four of us.

      Until finally, I was drilling the holes to set the extensions at the top of each wall panel so they could install the last few pieces to take it to the ceiling.

      “Jacob?” Ahshala called.

      I finished drilling before leaning back to look at her. She smiled sweetly. “What’s up?” Ahshala frowned before looking into the sky, and I shook my head. “Don’t worry,” I chuckled. “What do you need?”

      “Oh,” she smiled. “Mae and her mother have offered us a bath for the evening, so we don’t have to pay for one at the inn.”

      “We can sleep in Deucie,” I shrugged.

      “Is that safe?”

      I grinned and checked the young men, who were busy working. They didn’t need me for a moment and I offered Ahshala my hand. She took it with a smile, and I lifted her into the back, where I showed her how the mechanism for the lock worked. She was delighted and insisted on dragging me off to bathe. Mae’s father and brothers waved me off, so I left them to it.

      Their home was built into the back of the store, and when I stepped inside, I could smell a rich stew. Mae was beside an older version of her. The elder said something to Mae, who giggled and pointed for us to go. I wasn’t really expecting much, but the solid wooden tub was a nice touch.

      “I’m going to wash your clothes. You rest here for a moment.”

      “You don’t need to bathe?”

      “I’ll bathe later,” Ahshala promised.

      With no counter, I stripped off and handed my clothing to Ahshala, who carried them out of sight. I shivered in the cool room before stepping into the bath. It was only lukewarm, but on my muscles it felt heavenly. Beside the bath was some rough soap and a brush that I used to get myself clean. Only for me to realize there was nothing to change into. I thought about it before shrugging. Ahshala would be back eventually, so I slumped back in the tub and closed my eyes.

      Before long, I heard the door open. It closed a moment later, before soft footsteps approached. I smiled as I heard the sound of fabric hitting the floor. My smile widened when the water was disturbed as a sleek form joined me.

      “Father told me what you paid him.” I flinched and opened my eyes as Mae pressed herself to me. “Not who you were expecting?”

      “No,” I admitted.

      “She’s with mother, washing your clothes.”

      I nodded as her hand wrapped around my cock. “Are you sure you should be doing this?”

      “No,” she giggled softly. “So you better be quick.”

      Her mouth met mine in a fierce kiss. That stifled both our groans as she pushed my cock back to her entrance. In the water, we couldn’t achieve the same level of lubrication. Instead, we rocked together. Gently at first, to not spill too much water. But our passions ignited quickly. With my hands on her ass, and her teeth on my neck, I dragged her back and forth on my cock. Her textured insides gripped and throbbed around my cock. As she whimpered through her first orgasm, I lost control and joined her.
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      “The drive seems smoother,” Ahshala mumbled between shells.

      I glanced over at her. She was the same as always. Just a tad quiet. Dressed in simple travel clothing that fit her well. Her figure sat primly on the passenger seat. The seat-belt over her shoulder and around her waist. She was the picture of calm.

      “You keep looking at me like that,” she sighed as she lowered her hands.

      “Sorry,” I grunted and turned back to the road.

      We’d been on it for hours, and according to the map we’d bought before we left Salva, we’d reach the next town soon. A small farming village by the name of Oakly. Built along the side of a river, it was the only way across without diverting east for several hours where the deep water became shallow fords, like they did on the way to Nis Para.

      Conveniently, this was also the trade route over land, and the route used by the systems of military in this country. There was a less direct route that traveled the length of the nation from the capital to the southern sea. The road meandered to lead to all the towns and villages, better suited for the farmers to move stock to their respective villages, rather than a straight line to our destination. This road was the fastest and most direct way to reach the capitol.

      It was interesting to note, that this nation was a rather large peninsula on the eastern edge of a large continent. It would be possible to take a ship from the southern side and sail around to the east. Certainly, some larger trade agreements made that the better option. Deucie could travel the distance in a fraction of the time, ignoring that Salva was just about on the centerline of the nation.

      Oakly being the first stop along this road meant it had its own form of trading hub. Being a farming village, there wasn’t all that much infrastructure. I would bet money there would be a tavern, a trading house and the amenities needed to upkeep the traders that came through. If I played my cards right, likely even some work. Although none of that made a lick of difference, to Ahshala, who let out a small sigh.

      “What are you apologizing for?” She asked.

      “Well…”

      “Do I need to act out as your porn star again?”

      That made me chuckle, but I shook my head and slowed slightly as I considered my words. “I’m just… trying to work out how things are supposed to work in this world. Where I fit into it all.”

      “If you’re a man of your word, that doesn’t leave many options, then.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      Ahshala smiled softly and lowered her head for a moment. “Either you work through your contract, buy me out, and I spend the decades after warming your bed. You fail your contract, but take me anyway, and I warm your bed just as eagerly. Or you die, and I end up warming someone else’s bed.”

      At those words, I slammed my foot down on the brake. Deucie’s tires locked up as it slid through the dirt for dozens of feet before lurching to a halt. Ahshala was gripping the dash tight enough her knuckles had gone white, while I turned to her in anger.

      “That will not happen!” I snarled. “Do you understand me?”

      “Jacob—”

      “DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME!”

      She blinked slowly and reached toward me. I saw her hand, and gently took it in my own as I marveled at the softness of her skin.

      “Jacob… I—”

      I shook my head and turned back toward the steering wheel. “Tell me where we can go. Right now.” My mouth firmed, “I’d drop it all right now, and we can just leave. Keep driving until Deucie falls apart, or we’re in a new land where nobody can find us.”

      “Jacob…”

      I refused to look at her, I could sense her tears and that’s not what I wanted or needed to see right now. “Whatever happens, Ahshala. I will keep you safe. I promise.”

      She took a few breaths before shaking her head. “You talk as if speaking to a loved one.”

      “So what if I am?” I grunted. “Literally dragged into a new world and fall in love with the first woman I clap eyes on. Now I’m faced with the very real possibility I’ll lose her forever.”

      “This… isn’t just the sex?”

      “What do you mean?” I frowned at her. “You already told me the Naiad wouldn’t have taken no for an answer. The Dryads were… well, you were there for that too.”

      “And Mae?”

      “What about Mae?” I chuckled. “You’re the one that paid her.”

      “The first time. After that was all her.”

      I shrugged. “Like all of them. She’s beautiful. But if it will help show how I feel about you. I’ll never touch another woman.”

      “Say it.”

      “What?” I frowned. “I’ll never—”

      “NO!” she snapped. “The other part.”

      “How—how I feel about you?”

      Ahshala licked her lips and nodded. “How do you feel about me, Jacob?”

      I slumped back in my seat and rubbed my face. It wasn’t that I didn’t know how I felt. Hell, Diascia outright told me. Even the Naiad had some words about it. But actually admitting it?

      “Jacob?” Ahshala unclipped her belt and shifted over to my side. “Jacob, please?”

      I wrapped my arms around her shoulders. She gasped as I pulled her close, and I silenced her with a kiss. Her lips were soft, and I could taste the faint remains of the fruit we shared at breakfast. She exhaled, and the natural scent of her body filled my lungs. For just a moment, I held her close before she gently pulled away.

      She cuddled against my chest and the two of us stared into each other’s eyes.

      “... Jacob—”

      “I love you,” I cut her off. “Outside all the sex and the debauchery. I. Love. You.”

      “W-was that s-so hard?” She trembled.

      “Where I come from. If someone were to admit that this quickly into a relationship, the other person would run and not look back.”

      “And yet, with my contract, I cannot run.”

      “Which makes me feel like I’m taking advantage of the situation.”

      Ahshala laughed and sat herself up in the seat. She shuffled over to sit beside me, before clipping on the waist belt. Rather than remain by the door, she pressed herself to my side and held my arm.

      “Jacob, a contract is how I survive in this world. But like you, I could still run from it. As a replicator, likely I would succeed too.”

      I took a deep breath and nodded. “Then…”

      “I won’t though,” she nudged me. “Firstly, because I have faith that one day you will buy my contract. And secondly, I love watching you with other women.”

      “Excuse me?” I snorted.

      Ahshala blushed. “Sex is an intimate thing for my people. I told you, our agreement benefited us both. I am no slave to my desires, but neither am I immune to them.”

      “Then how does that tie in with other women?”

      Ahshala blushed, but didn’t move away. Instead, she pushed even closer. “At first, it was as you said about me. Like a porn star. I liked to watch you, and I enjoy the touch of female companionship. But then I noticed…”

      “Noticed?”

      Ahshala sighed. “You watch me too.”

      “I make sure you’re safe,” I admitted.

      “Exactly,” Ahshala smiled. “You keep me safe. You make sure I’m enjoying myself. When you finished with the one who brought you pleasure, you came back to me.”

      “And—?”

      “Seeing your man deal with a woman, only to turn his attention back to you and do it all over again, is something out of a dream. So… Masculine. It’s intoxicating.”

      “You… you like being a cuck-queen?”

      “I’m not sure what that word means,” Ahshala frowned. “But if you think I’m going to stop you sleeping with other women, you are sorely mistaken.”

      “You’re crazy,” I laughed, before noticing Ahshala wasn’t. She just smiled and lifted my arm over her shoulder.

      “We should arrive in Oakly soon.”

      “I’ll visit the traders,” I grunted and let my foot off the clutch to get Deucie moving again.

      “And this evening, I will enjoy you carnally,” Ahshala promised.

      I chuckled and shifted into gear.

      It was less than half an hour before the village came into view. A whole town of single-story buildings. Most of it looked like wood and thatch. Despite the appearance, it all looked in decent condition. This was a town that had no need for real wealth. Just a tidy little place to stock up supplies on the way through. A comfortable existence. Somewhere I wouldn’t mind living one day.

      There were guards up ahead, and they gaped in astonishment as I slowed Deucie to a fast walk. There were a few merchant wagons about, but nothing was currently moving. I checked the clock on the dash and surmised that it was likely would spend the night before setting off in the morning.

      In the transport industry that would be to my advantage as I pulled up outside the trader. Several people were gawking. This wasn’t the city of Salva, where everyone was too busy to stop and look at something shiny. Likely, our arrival was the most interesting thing to have happened in an age.

      Ahshala pried herself off my arm and slipped off her belt. She shuffled over and climbed out, remembering to lock the door before she closed it. I smiled to myself, and retrieved my Remington, before doing the same. Despite the size of the town, I wasn’t about to trust them. My cautious approach was proven right when I heard a commotion. I moved around Deucie to see a pair of men gesturing angrily at Ahshala.

      “Problem?” I called.

      They froze as Ahshala moved to my side. The first was taller. He wore a brigandine and had a sword on his hip. The other was a portly man, dressed like I had seen the traveling merchants out on the road.

      “You travel with an elf?”

      “Yes,” I nodded. “And before you go any further. Whatever it is you want is none of your fucking business.”

      The taller one drew his sword, and I raised my shotgun. He clearly didn’t know what it was, but he recognized I was using it as a weapon and paused.

      “Your pet should be on a damned leash,” the trader spat.

      “And your guard is going to end up in a shallow grave if you don’t tell him to put his fucking sword away.”

      “Jacob,” Ahshala hissed.

      “I don’t want to shoot him,” I told her. “But he takes a step forward. I’m going to blow him in half.”

      That last part was loud enough that those around us could hear what I said. The man suddenly looked unsure of himself. While nobody recognized my weapon, there was no way to verify if what I said was true or not. In the face of the unknown, and my steady confident stance, fear grew around me.

      “What’s going on?!”

      I glanced over and spotted the pair of guards we passed on the way in. They must have recognized building tension and finally came to break things up. As they pushed through the crowd, the trader gave his bodyguard a nudge, and the man sheathed his sword. Which was just in time as the two guards came into view. As soon as they were getting between us, I lowered my weapon as the guards glared at me.

      “What’s all this?”

      “These men threatened my business associate,” I nodded towards Ahshala. “When I told them it was none of their fucking business, the tall one drew his sword.”

      “Was a simple disagreement amongst gentlemen,” the trader offered.

      “No harm done,” his bodyguard confirmed.”

      The guards looked around and saw nobody willing to offer more than that, so they started shouting for people to move on. That got the crowd moving, but at a typically slow pace, as they wanted to see if anything came next.

      “Now you,” one of the guards approached me. “I got a message you were coming, though I didn’t expect you for a few days yet.”

      “Must have been a fast horse,” I sighed.

      “Messenger team,” the guard informed me. “Message said you needed safe passage, so that’s what I’m giving you.”

      I nodded at the explicit instructions, but tried a small push. “Any chance I can visit the trader first?”

      “Do you have supplies to get to the next town?”

      “Yes?”

      “Then no,” the guard grunted. “Whatever your contraption is, has the townsfolk stirred up. Not to mention,” he spat at Ahshala’s feet. “Your company.”

      Part of me wanted to shoot the prick. But Ahshala’s hand took the inside of my elbow. Instead, I turned my back on the man and unlocked Ahshala’s door once again. She climbed in without a word, while I walked around the front to the driver’s side and did the same.

      “If I were you,” the guard grunted. “I’d be watching my back.”

      I shook my head and closed the door. After fitting my belt, I noticed Ahshala was already working on more shells. She had a grim expression on her face, and didn’t react as I started the engine. As the guards stepped just out of the way, I hit the horn. They jumped so badly they toppled over in a heap, while several of the villagers fled for safety. Instead, I put Deucie in gear and rolled out of town before the assholes could do anything to stop me.

      Just north of the town was a wooden bridge. On it was a wagon. The driver had a look of panic on his face as I came towards him. I pulled to one side to let him pass. He cracked the reins and sped his horses along, before I put Deucie into gear and started moving again. I could see the guards hurrying to the edge of town, but they stopped to watch me cross the bridge. I didn’t know if it would be safe to come back this way. So I made a mental note to find a different way to return.

      “Looks like we’re camping,” I grunted.

      “Oh no,” Ahshala mumbled mock sarcastically as she set aside a fresh shell. “Whatever shall we do?”

      I chuckled as Deucie thumped back onto solid ground on the other side. Truth be told, I hadn’t used the bedding in the back yet. This would be our first time together with it. I rather liked the idea of it. The road out this way was busier than the one to the south. Most of the wagons we passed were hurrying to the town, clearly trying to arrive before nightfall, which itself was only a couple of hours away.

      With that, I decided to keep watch for somewhere to stop. Ahshala worked herself into a lull, creating shell after shell. I had her stop after a while. We would need fuel for the next leg of the journey, and I didn’t want her to exhaust herself prematurely. Ahshala tried to argue with me, but when I had her put all the shells she made into a plastic bag; she saw the sheer quantity we had. So, she set about filling the few empty ammunition boxes I had in the cab.

      It was almost an hour after we had seen the last wagon before I spotted a clearing by the road. It wasn’t fenced, and there was no sign of any infrastructure. Although there were tracks in the grass from all the wagons that stopped in this space. So I slowed right down and pulled in for the night.

      Ahshala stretched her arms overhead before hopping out. I smiled, wondering how much of that was just a show for me. I locked up and reached for my own door handle. I was halfway there when I sighed and reached back for the Remington once more. As quiet as things were, I wasn’t about to take a stupid risk. I double checked it was loaded to capacity, before stuffing one of the boxes of ammunition in my pocket and followed Ahshala out of Deucie.

      I walked around to the back and flipped open the rear flap. The wooden panels were perfect. Their added weight made the drive smoother. You also couldn’t see in without pressing your face into the side. The only gap large enough was the one you could stick your hand through to grab the slide bolt. I had that anchored into the wood securely with heavy duty screws. With a flick of my wrist, I had the bolt out before pulling the door open.

      Inside, it was just the same as always. The crate, the tools and equipment, and the small compartment where I would usually sleep. Not that the compartment was much of anything. Just a space really where I would roll out a small mattress and some other bedding. I just hoped it was going to be enough for us. Speaking of…

      I leaned around to Ahshala’s side and saw her holding the fuel bottle as she filled the tank. She spotted me watching and shot me a smile. “I’ll be over in a moment. I’m nearly done.”

      “I’ll start on food,” I told her.

      That in itself was also pretty simple. I climbed in and made my way to the front, where I had my bed. Alongside the tools was a small cooking station. I had opted for an electric. Originally I had run gas, but if it was really windy, or I plain ran out and forgot to refill it, things got bad. So I swapped it for an electrical system. It ran on a battery, that was charged by the engine while I drove, so it was never a problem.

      As for the meal. Well, we had some fruit from the Dryads that were still lovely and fresh, and some salted pork. I thought about things for a moment, and decided I would heat the pork in the pan, and then do the same to some fruit. I had these things that resembled an apple, but were softer with a sweet and tart flesh. It was no trouble cutting them into slices, before tossing them in the pan to crisp up on one side.

      Ahshala joined me after a few minutes and she stared at what I was doing with both interest and confusion. But she let it go and looked around.

      “Where will we bathe?”

      “Oh,” I checked the meal, before deciding I could leave it for a moment. “I use this.”

      In a specific box, I had my camp shower. It got little use in the cold, but this time of year, things were fine. I carried it to the back of the tray and used a metal hook to hang it from the support beam in the back.

      “And how does this work?” Ahshala followed me.

      I explained what a shower was, and how to use it. Then I gave her my all-in-one body wash and shampoo. It wasn’t luxurious by my world’s standards. But the look on Ahshala’s face when she popped the cap showed her amazement and wonder. I got so caught up in watching her, I slightly burned the pork.  A nude elf was distracting me and scrubbing herself down under running water… in front of me.

      Something Ahshala made sure to tease me about as I gave her the nicer of the cuts. The soft kiss she placed on my cheek told me she appreciated the gesture, regardless. Only to repeat the action as she tasted the fried fruit. The delicious caramelization from the heat overwhelmed the tartness. Combined with the saltiness of the pork, Ahshala finished quicker than I did. With that additional time, she used it to wash our dishes, while I finished up and refilled the water bladder for my own shower.

      I half expected her to join me. But in the space of time I washed my hair, she vanished from view. I could hear something from the sleeping compartment, though. So I left her to it as I scrubbed myself down. The towels I had were simple, but they worked. Only for me to remember that I hadn’t locked the back of the truck yet. Which was fine. I had plenty of padlocks. So, after finding one of an appropriate size, I locked the back to keep out anyone with unfriendly intentions and made my way towards the bed.

      Only to freeze in place at the sight left before me.

      The bedding compartment was up against the back of the cab. It was just a space to lay out the mattress as Ahshala had done so. Slightly blocked and hidden by the shelving unit that held my tools, parts and kitchen equipment, which faced further back into the tray. It left a tidy spot in the front between the cab and the tray where I could have relative privacy. A privacy I now shared with this… amazing woman.

      “Mmm!” she mumbled to me.

      I dropped my towel to show her my erection.

      She had used a series of zip ties to fix her right ankle to the same mounting bracket as the crate. Her left ankle was similarly attached to the shelf, splaying her legs apart. She had then taken the time to feed a zip tie through the wall panel before sliding her wrists into it. She must have pulled that tight with her teeth. And the reason she was mumbling was because of the red-lace panties she had stuffed into her own mouth.

      “Well, this is a surprise.” I glanced down at my worn shirt from today.

      Ahshala frowned as I picked it up. But I ignored her as I opened it and pulled it over her head. She made a noise that I ignored as I bundled it over her eyes like a blindfold. She made a noise, and I made sure her mouth was clear before prying the panties from between her lips.

      “What are you doing?” she whimpered.

      “The fewer senses you have available to you, the more you focus on the ones you still have,” I smiled. “And I intend for you to experience quite a bit.”

      She pouted, “But—”

      I stuffed the panties back into her mouth. Rather than spit them out, she made a groaning noise, which made me think. I sat up and leaned around the bench and picked up my keys for Deucie. Then I placed them in her hand.

      “Mmm?”

      “You can’t say a safe word with a different woman’s panties in your mouth. So if you want things to stop, just drop them.”

      “Mmm!” she mumbled again, before tightening her grip.

      “Now,” I leaned in and breathed on the side of her neck. “You’ve gone to all the effort of wrapping me up this beautiful present.”

      “Mmhm,” she wriggled.

      I pressed a series of kisses down her neck, making her squirm while I worked towards her breasts. “Maybe I’ll be gentle,” I whispered, before licking her closest nipple while I gently caressed her other breast. “Or maybe I’ll be rough.” With that, I shifted my hand to her nipple and gave it a firm pinch. Ahshala shuddered and made a noise when I did so. That made me pause, a grin spreading across my face. “Did you like that?” I asked.

      “Mmhm,” she mumbled. I looked up, and she was blushing.

      I laughed and gave her nipple another quick squeeze, making her squirm again. Shifting lower, I pressed several kisses over her stomach as I made my way lower.

      “And what about here?” I asked as I used my thumbs to spread her labia. She was already slick and wet. Foreplay definitely wasn’t a necessity at this point, but that wasn’t about to stop me. “I could be gentle,” I said, before running my tongue over her flesh. Ahshala’s legs pulled, but the zip ties stopped her and all she succeeded in doing was to make me want her even more.

      “Or I could just make you scream.”

      Her legs tensed and her torso jerked as I took her clit between my lips. She let out a muffled cry as I released her once more, and I looked up to see her slumped back with her mouth wide open.

      “Hold on a moment,” I smiled.

      Reaching up around her, I pulled one pillow out from under her. She made an annoyed sound, but I ignored it as I shuffled in close. I held her hips in my hands and lifted, before nudging the pillow under her ass with my knee. When I set her down, her hips had been pushed forward, giving me far better access.

      “Where were we?” I chuckled.

      I sat slightly off to one side as I feasted. I paid no mind to the sounds she made as I licked and sucked on her. She kicked sporadically, and when her hips jerked, I leaned on her more to pin her down. I reached up and pressed a pair of fingers into her opening. She was so slick and ready, my fingers felt no resistance beyond the throbbing of her passage.

      “There we go,” I smiled as I kissed her clit. “Cum when you’re ready.”

      I listened to the choked squeals that escaped around the panties in her mouth as I went back to pleasing her. I hooked my fingers up as I rubbed towards her g-spot. Her body shook before I heard the crash of the keys. I stopped immediately and sat up as she spat the panties out of her mouth.

      “NO!”

      “Ahshala!”

      “Accident! I didn’t mean to let go!” She squealed. “Please? Please, just fuck me! I need to cum!”

      Truth be told, those words were music to my ears. So I slowly sat up while I watched her quake with anticipation. I lightly stroked her calf with the tips of my fingers and watched as her leg began to shake. I moved into position and took hold of my cock. Ahshala bit her lip and groaned as I stroked myself over her. She couldn’t see the movement, but she could feel as my hand brushed over her pubis with each stroke.

      “Please, Jacob?”

      “Please what?” I asked.

      Ahshala whined and pulled on her zip-ties once more. “Please fuck me?”

      “Why?” I grinned.

      She gasped and struggled once more. But she held still when I placed a hand on her stomach.

      “Because you love me?”

      That made me smile. “I do, Ahshala. I really do love you.”

      And with those words, I rocked back and placed my cock at her entrance. She let out a loud whimper as I eased it into her. She spread over my cock and felt like heaven. A silken, impossibly lubricated tube, built just for me to enjoy.

      “F-fuck me!” she shuddered. “Just fuck me!”

      “No,” I chuckled, and leaned down to collect her lips. “I think I’ll just take my time.”

      Rocking my hips gently in place, I ground myself into her. Ahshala gasped and was about to beg for more. But I kissed her. She latched onto my lips desperately. I held her close as she tried humping up against me, desperate to cum. I pressed down, pinning her in place. She was trapped, my cock inside her and on the edge of her own orgasm. She whined as I kissed her, and that only served for me to hold her closer. The harsh disparity between the bondage and the gentle lovemaking was driving her crazy. She was right on the edge of her orgasm and just needed that little nudge to set her off.

      “Do you want to cum?” I whispered.

      “Please?” Ahshala sobbed.

      “And what do I get in return?”

      “Everything!” she squealed. “I’ll give you everything that I am!”

      “But that’s the problem, my love.” I leaned in to kiss her long, sensitive ear. “I already have you.”

      As I took the tip of her ear between my teeth, she arched her back. I used that motion to firmly pinch her nipple. I heard the snap of a zip tie a fraction of a second before she screamed. Her body locked up, and her pussy clamped down on my cock. With only one free leg, she kicked off the floor, driving herself up onto me as I held her firmly in place.

      It was enough for me. I tightened my grip around her, pulling her breast upwards into a cone as my cock pulsed inside her. Ahshala’s pussy throbbed around me as she jerked her hips up against me. She continued to scream deliciously the whole time.
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      “Jacob!”

      Blinking in the darkness, I felt a soft hand gently press over my mouth. I reached up to pry it away, but my nude companion shook her head. I wondered what her problem was. It was still dark; it was the middle of the night. After our little session, I cut her ties, and we cuddled for a bit. Then at some point  fell asleep. Now, in the dark, I could just barely make out the worried expression on her face.

      Then a horse whinnied in the distance. I went to sit up, but Ahshala pressed me back down to the bed once more. I was about to pull her hand away when I heard the canvas flap at the back of the truck open.

      “Some kind of cage,” a voice whispered.

      I turned my head and saw the look on Ahshala’s face. With a nod, she pulled her hand away and moved off my chest so I could sit up. I looked around in the dark. It was almost pitch black in here, but I could make out where some of my clothes were. I stood, and almost fell, when I felt Deucie shift as someone climbed up on the side of it.

      “How do you get this thing open?”

      “Shut it!” someone hissed.

      I pulled my pants up and heard someone hiss. I froze in place as Ahshala huddled on the bed with the shirt I used to blind her, halfway over her gorgeous breasts.

      “I think they’re in the back,” a voice whispered. “I heard something.”

      That was it for me, as I heard several sets of boots walk around to the rear doors. I figured they wouldn’t be able to hear much more in the relative silence of the night. I picked up my Remington and walked to the back of the truck. I heard them gathering around as I felt a presence behind me. I turned my head sensing Ahshala. She moved silently in front of me, my keys clinking softly. As silently as possible, she fit the right one into the padlock. She must have night vision cause I couldn’t see shit.

      “Shhh,” one man hissed. “Listen.”

      In the silence, everyone heard the click of the padlock. They ripped the canvas back, and I could see several men standing outside. They were wearing armor and had weapons drawn. Ahshala yelped and darted behind me. Whether from fear of modesty, I didn’t care. I didn’t want her anywhere near these guys.

      “In the back, see!” The first one laughed.

      “You mind?” I grunted. “We’re trying to sleep.”

      “Tell you what,” one of them called out. “How’s about you go back and lay your pretty little head down, while we set a fire under this here wagon.”

      I sighed. “Any chance I could ask you NOT to do that?”

      “Well, sure!” The first speaker laughed. “Just open up this door and let us take a gander inside.”

      “Fair enough.”

      I reached forward and slipped the padlock free before pulling the slide bolt back. Then I stepped back from the door and cocked the shotgun.

      “What was that?”

      “What was what?” I called as Ahshala moved around behind the crate in the middle of the tray.

      “That sound!” The man snapped. “If you try something, things are going to go real bad for you. Understand?!”

      “I understand,” I agreed. “I’ve just moved away from the door to give you more space when you come in.”

      There was a muffled complaint from outside before the door swung open. “If you try something, I swear—”

      BANG!

      The moment I got a clear view, my first shot hit him in the center of the chest. The armor he wore did nothing but add spalling to the shell that shredded his chest cavity, and he pitched back out of the truck.

      “DRACE!”

      I spotted a second man rush over and with a second shot, his head did an exploding watermelon impression. Screams ran out, and I rushed to the back, where I saw a strange-looking fellow. He stared at me with wide eyes, while wearing… well, it looked like cosplayer’s wizard cloak, over the top of a shiny metal breastplate. The moment he saw me, he pulled back one hand like he was going to pitch a baseball. Except that baseball was on fire. Literally.

      Clutched in his hand was a literal ball of fire.

      I was shocked for all of a moment. I pushed all that aside as I swung my Remington towards him. As his arm moved, I squeezed the trigger. A blue wall flashed into existence a foot from him. It was only there for a moment as the round exploded like it had for the trees. The shockwave hit me and I fell back into the truck as all the canvas whipped up like they were hit with storm winds. My ears rang, and my vision was blurry.

      I spotted Ahshala rushing to my side, and she grabbed my face as the world came back into focus once more. I could see the utter terror on her face. With one hand on my Remington, I used the other to pull her into a kiss. She froze at the action, and I pulled away before sitting up once more.

      I stepped up to the edge of the tray and looked down at the man I’d just shot. His corpse was a twisted mess sprayed out behind where he stood. There were bits of him everywhere. But the bigger issue was the three men vanishing off into the night. It looked like they were heading back towards Oakly. I dropped to one knee and took a deep breath. After racking the shotgun once more, I took aim and fired.

      The shot whistled past the closest man. He cried out, which surprised me to hear. But he didn’t stop. I racked the shotgun once more and lined up my shot. I wasn’t a marksman in any shape. Especially not with a shotgun. But I did my best, and this time, as the Remington kicked, I watched him fall with a scream. I racked the shotgun once more and lined up to take down the next. But…

      CLICK

      “Shit.”

      “What is it?” Ahshala appeared at my side.

      “Out of ammo,” I grunted before standing. “Come on. We need to put everything away and get after them.”

      “It might be better if there weren’t any witnesses,” she agreed.

      We moved back into Deucie and Ahshala went about tidying up the bed, while I got the kitchen and tools back together. Then, with me in a pair of pants, and Ahshala doing her best ‘girl next door’ impression, I locked up the back and jumped into the cab.

      My haste to get moving slowed Deucie’s ability to start. I failed to wait long enough for the coils to heat, and it took an extra few moments before the engine began to purr. I leaned my shotgun against the door before pulling Deucie around to follow the men. Hitting the high beams, I watched the world light up before me. The man I had shot was crawling away while I could see three more climbing onto their horses, having abandoned their friend.

      “Ahshala, what’s the likelihood they were going to kill us?”

      Ahshala shuddered. “Me, certainly. You… it would depend on how much you fought them.”

      I nodded and put my foot down. As the man crawled, he could hear us coming along behind him. He rolled over and screamed in terror as we bowled down over the top of him. His head smashing against the brush guard barely registered as I continued to accelerate. The horses were moving and gaining ground on us. But that wouldn’t be for long as I shifted gear once more.

      The three men were riding hard and I could see the utter terror written on their faces under the light of my high beams. Without traffic or other lanes to worry about, I pressed my knee against the wheel to hold us steady. Then I pulled my shotgun into my lap and looked over at Ahshala.

      “Shells?”

      “Oh,” she grabbed a bundle from the plastic bag she kept by her seat.

      She handed me one, and I slipped it into the magazine before cocking it. I then took another four while adjusting our position on the road with my knee. When I had the Remington fully loaded once more, I placed it back against the door. I shifted to a higher gear to close the gap. Before rolling down the driver’s window.

      As we closed in, Ahshala was holding herself against the door. The men were looking frantic and were desperately kicking their mounts to go faster. I lifted my Remington and set the barrel on the sill. Then I realized the metal bar for the wing mirror was a better spot. I had to lean out a little to sit it comfortably, but it made for a more stable firing position.

      The men were screaming at each other as I took aim at the one in the middle. He looked like he was the one in charge by the amount of shouting and gesturing he was doing. I took a deep breath. This would be my best shot. They’d probably scatter after this and make things way harder. So I aimed a little lower. I felt bad for the horse, but it was the bigger target. Besides, if I dropped it, that would give me the same result. Still… there was a huge element of luck in all this.

      I looked down the barrel and waited for an opportunity. The road was rougher in spots, and smoother in others. The horse swayed from side to side, following the natural shape of the road. Until finally.

      BANG!

      The shell struck the horse. And something inside must have damaged the slug. The creature detonated. The shockwave hit Deucie once more. I quickly held the wheel with one hand to keep Deucie steady. The men and horses, though… They were far less lucky. The one at the rear was knocked off his mount, tumbling to the ground as I tore past. At the front, the man I targeted was worse. As his horse fell, he ended up directly in front of me, where there was no time to think before he went under the tires. As for the horse, I shot. It was a big red stain spread over a section of road, and the front of my truck.

      I pulled the shotgun back inside before setting it on the floor, uncocked. Ahshala glanced at it, then at me, and shook her head. She had said it before. I couldn’t let someone make more of them. This world wasn’t ready for that kind of sheer destruction. Frankly, neither was I. All this killing made me feel sick. But… leaving them alive was too dangerous. The more people who knew exactly what it was that I had, the more people would want it for themselves.

      I could kill one. I could likely kill ten. But what if they sent an army?

      I shook my head and turned Deucie around. “Is there a river crossing if we keep going?”

      “Yes,” Ahshala said in a small voice.

      I nodded, then started working through the gears. The man I hit was in the middle of the road. His body was crushed and his horse was down for the count. A little further on was the second man that fell. His horse was down too, and he was trapped beneath it. He held up his hands as I approached. And I glanced at my elfin lover.

      “We should kill him,” Ahshala mumbled.

      “I don’t have to,” I told her.

      She flicked her head around to face me and frowned. “If you don’t, I will.”

      “Sorry.” I sat a little straighter. “I thought you were upset—”

      “I am upset!” She snarled. “People are trying to kill us!”

      “You’re not upset about killing them?”

      “No,” she gave me a questioning look. “They’re trying to kill us. I wish we didn’t have to kill them. But I’m not about to shed any tears for them. I just…”

      “Just?”

      Ahshala slumped. “How are we going to have babies if people are always trying to kill us?”

      I snorted, then laughed. I kept laughing until Ahshala slapped my arm. “Sorry,” I choked out.”

      “I’m serious!”

      “I know,” I grinned. “It’s just… So not what I thought had you upset.”

      “Well?”

      I snorted. “Well nothing. We do this job, I make a bunch of money. Either Herrond sells me your contract, or I take you with me, anyway. We drive off, far away, to a place nobody knows us. Even if I have to ditch the truck somewhere to hide it. I make sure we have plenty of money, and we buy a nice farm, or a business somewhere and run it with the idea of giving it to our kids when we grow old.”

      “I don’t wanna abandon Deucie,” Ahshala pouted.

      “And I’m not abandoning you,” I grunted. “You’re mine, and I’m not taking no for an answer.”

      She was staring at me with wide eyes as I stepped out of Deucie. I climbed down and followed the pained grunts. The man was on his back, trapped at the hips by the horse. He whimpered loudly as he saw me approaching.

      “Please?”

      “Who sent you?”

      “Nobody!”

      “Bullshit,” I snapped and tapped his head with my bare foot. “You weren’t running back to Oakly for no reason. Who the fuck sent you?”

      “We were paid. Some asshole merchant hired us. Told us to rough you up and kill the elf. Told us you disrespected him.”

      I thought over his words and nodded. Then I turned on my heel and strode back over to Deucie. I climbed up into the driver’s seat, where Ahshala was waiting. She gave me a strange look as I started driving, before she glanced out her window back at the trapped man.

      “Jacob, are you really leaving him?”

      “No,” I snorted and pulled Deucie to a stop. “Just in case this one explodes; I didn’t want to get more mess on the truck.”

      I opened the door and stepped outside. I walked around and used the edge of the grill guard to prop up the gun. The man just stared in horror before I squeezed the trigger. Thankfully like all the times before, hitting a man, the shell blew out a chunk of flesh, but failed to detonate. That was a good thing. It meant that the shells needed to deform significantly before the magic made them shatter. Likely I hit something on the horse that did the trick. The one with the fireball, though… Those I’d have to watch. If that was a fireball, he could use it far closer to me than I could risk shooting in return.

      I didn’t want to think about that for the moment. With everyone I’d run into so far. Only Ahshala and that one man had shown any inkling of actual magic. So for now, I started the engine and started driving once more. A few minutes down the road, I passed the corpse of the man who was crawling. There was a large pool of blood around him. But no signs he made it any further than where he stopped moving.

      I continued past where we stopped for the evening and pressed on. I was tired, sure. But I was buzzed from the fight. The adrenalin was hitting hard, and I had too much energy to burn. So I drove through the night. I was on a mission, too. Find that river we were going to cross. I needed to get all the shit off my truck before it started to stink and attract wildlife. Or at least make it less obvious something happened when I made it to the next town.

      As the sky lightened, I switched off the headlights and continued driving. Ahshala curled up in her seat and had fallen asleep as I drove. I left her to it. But I could also see a sparkle off through some trees. I let out a relieved sigh as I approached and saw a shallow stream. There was a bridge going over it. An old stone arch, but the water wasn’t deep, just sandy. A normal wagon would never make it across, but Deucie wouldn’t have a problem.

      I slowed us gently and brought Deucie onto the grass. The rough terrain made Ahshala stir, and she blinked as she looked around.

      “It’s okay,” I told her. “We made it to the river and I need to clean off the mess.”

      “Mmm,” the elf murmured as she rubbed her face.

      I set Deucie into low range and trundled down the shallow bank and into the water. Unlike the other stream, there were no rocks to get stuck on. This was all just sand, like a perfect little swimming hole. I wound down the window and watched outside for the depth. But it was only half-way up the wheels, which… well, that was nothing in a vehicle like this. So when I was good and centered in the water, I brought us to a stop and turned off the engine.

      “Hold on,” Ahshala mumbled. “I’m coming. Need to watch out for Naiads.”

      “Oh shit,” I froze.

      “It’ll be fine,” Ahshala assured me.

      I let out a sigh and climbed out of Deucie. I looked over the water and… well, it was water. I didn’t see the last Naiad until she was directly in front of me. Small chance I’d see the next either. For now, I made my way to the back of the truck and climbed up. A minute later, I stepped back out and closed the door with a bucket in hand. I dropped into the water and waded around to the front of the truck, where Ahshala was waiting. She smiled at me as I handed her the bucket.

      With Ahshala handing me water, I was able to throw it over the front of the truck. Bits of horse and… person were everywhere. Some bits were small, and I just scrubbed at it with my hand. Other bits, like a section of what I could only assume was horse spine, were lodged up under the wiper blades and needed to be pried out.

      “We should wash our clothes while we’re here,” Ahshala called.

      I grunted in agreement as I continued scrubbing. Some of the blood had dried, making it annoying. But that was a fair point. I glanced around and saw nobody but Ahshala, so I ripped off my pants and used them to help me scrub. This was much faster, and I worked my way over the bonnet.

      When the top was done, I climbed down. Ahshala was nude as she scrubbed all the clothing we had been wearing. She used the sand and rubbed the garments vigorously as she worked. I swallowed my arousal and turned back to Deucie. There was more stuck in the front grill. Bits of bone, hair and other stuff I didn’t want to think about. I just started scrubbing.

      “I can help with that, y’know.”

      I froze in place before turning. There she was. Ahshala was still hard at work scrubbing away, seeming to have not realized a Naiad had snuck up on me once again.

      “It’s okay,” she smiled. “Do you remember me?”

      “You’re the same one?”

      “Mmhm,” she smiled. “It’s nice to see I’m right, too.”

      “About?”

      “You lust for her,” the Naiad smiled. “But… It’s more than that. So refreshing to see a man so in love.”

      I smirked and turned back to Deucie. There was a piece of bone stuck in the grill, about two inches long. I’ve no idea what it was, but it took a moment to pry free.

      “She makes it easy,” I told the Naiad. “She’s lovely in every way.”

      “She loves you too,” the Naiad smiled. “I’m not just saying that. Outside of those silly contracts, the humans make elves sign. She really does love you.”

      “Then why are you here?”

      “I wanna see you fuck her.”

      I snorted and looked askance at the Naiad. “Seriously?”

      “Mmhm,” she nodded. “Most humans try to fight me when I show up. The elves are a little nicer and let me have my fun. But… you’re different. And in love. And she’s just… so ripe.”

      “What?” Ahshala squeaked. “Shit, Jacob!”

      “I know.” I held up a hand as Ahshala stormed over.

      “Listen here, you watery tart! Don’t you dare harm him!”

      “I don’t want to harm him!” The Naiad shot back. “So calm that gorgeous ass of yours before I change my mind about who’s getting fucked here.”

      “Wait, what?”

      I saw Ahshala’s confused expression. “She wants us to fuck.”

      “That’s obvious,” Ahshala grunted as she waded over to join us. “But usually a Naiad does the fucking.”

      “True,” the Naiad smiled. “But your man here is positively delicious when he’s thinking of you. And I’d much rather this be a positive experience for the both of us!”

      “Why?” I asked.

      “So you come back,” she smiled. “I have your scent now. If ever you’re near a river, I might just pop up to say hello.”

      “That sounds like extortion,” Ahshala snorted.

      “Don’t think of it as extortion. Think of it, like a transaction. I want to see a man fuck an elf he loves, and then have him cum down my throat. And you want to not be drowned.”

      “That’s exactly what extortion is,” I pointed out.

      The Naiad thought for a moment, then shrugged. “Fine. You gonna fuck her then?”

      I glanced at Ahshala, and she threw herself at me. I yelped as we tumbled back into the water. The current swirled around us. It seemed to lift, and as our heads broke the surface, we were in a small cocoon of water. It held us in place and the Naiad appeared over my shoulder.

      “Ahshala, wasn’t it?”

      “Mmhm,” the elf blushed.

      “Would you be so kind as to take that cock of his and put it in your mouth?”

      Ahshala blushed and nodded slowly. The cocoon shifted, and she slipped backward. I felt like I was laying in a cool hammock as my gorgeous elf slipped her lower half into the water. I could see the Naiad swimming around us, watching everything.

      Despite that, as Ahshala’s hand wrapped around my cock, it took no effort to get my blood pumping. She stared up at me with hooded eyes and opened her mouth. My cock twitched as she stuck out her tongue, and I felt the heat of her breath wash over me. She leaned forward and ran her tongue from my balls, up the underside of my cock to the head, before giving it a small kiss. And then swallowed it whole.

      I jerked as she took it deep into her mouth with a single motion. Her tongue slid along the underside while she bobbed her head, applying suction. She bobbed her head while maintaining eye contact. I watched as she swallowed my cock down, before lifting off until I could see the swell of the head behind her lips. She moaned in delight and I realized I was fighting a losing battle. Which the Naiad seemed to recognize.

      “Alright, that’s enough.”

      Ahshala yelped as the water surged, and she was pulled free. I sat up and watched as a wave crested, and she was dumped back by the edge of the river on all fours. I stood and splashed over to her as Ahshala didn’t seem to be moving. As I approached, I could see the Naiad beneath her in the water, her head distorted but attached beneath my elf.

      “Jacob,” Ahshala moaned.

      I looked at them both. I realized that if I were to move in behind Ahshala, I would be in the perfect position to get a tit job from the water spirit. As I realized that, it occurred to me that was likely the point. The Naiad was sucking on Ahshala’s clit, making my elf whimper and moan. But her hands lifted out of the water to pry her apart, giving me the perfect view.

      I stepped over the Naiad and got down on my knees. A cool, soft hand wrapped around the base of my cock, and I watched the blue, watery hand direct me straight into Ahshala. Her pussy was slick and warm on my cock. I held her hips and drove myself into her from behind. Ahshala let out a wordless cry as the two of us brought her into a shaking orgasm. The cool hand holding my cock remained in place, while a second wrapped around the balls.

      With her hand on my cock, I was desperate to achieve full penetration. I just couldn’t manage it. I was going crazy, thrusting firmly against Ahshala’s ass. Until at the last moment, the Naiad jerked her fist pulling me away from my elf. At once, my cock speared into cool, deep wetness. I thrust firmly into it before I felt my seed bubble up. I snarled as I gripped Ahshala’s hips and… fired rope after rope of my seed down the Naiad’s throat.

      Ahshala slumped forward, letting her head drop onto the bank, giving me the perfect view of the Naiad with my cock in her mouth. She looked delighted with herself, and I couldn’t complain about the orgasm either. When I looked up at Ahshala, she smiled softly at me, and continued doing so until the Naiad finally released my member.

      “See,” she smiled as she pulled off my cock. “Things could have been far more unpleasant.”

      “Tart,” Ahshala snorted.

      I shuffled forward and dropped down onto the bank beside Ahshala. She rolled over and cuddled up beside me while we rested. I held her close as I heard the river beginning to slosh about. I glanced over and saw the Naiad directing water to wash over the outside of Deucie once more.

      “Well, that’s something.”

      “She’s still a tart,” Ahshala grunted.
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      Deucie rolled up the far bank with ease. There was just… so very little it was incapable of doing. In a world like this, it left me with many options that others simply did not have. I checked the mirror and saw the Naiad giving us a little wave. Ahshala was still grousing about the situation. But it didn’t seem like jealousy to me. At least not directly.

      “I got us some breakfast,” she sighed as I straightened us up towards the road.

      When I glanced over, she was holding one of the fruits the Dryads had left us. She must have fetched them while I said my goodbyes to the Naiad. I took it with a smile and began to eat. I still had no idea what they were. But that didn’t detract from my enjoyment of them, either. As I drove up onto the road, I saw something that made me stop. I brought Deucie to a halt and stared for a moment.

      “Jacob?”

      “Is that dust or smoke?”

      She frowned before I undid my seatbelt. Fruit in hand, I opened the door and stepped out to look behind us. I couldn’t make out the glow of flames, but the smoke rose into the sky. How I’d missed it so far, I wasn’t sure. But that might have been something to do with having my soul sucked out of me by a water spirit. In any case, right now I was dumbfounded by what I was seeing.

      “Is that Oakly?” I called as I heard Ahshala step out from her side.

      “It looks like it,” she called back.

      I thought about it for a moment. If there really was a fire. I could be of assistance. Perhaps I could fetch supplies, deliver the injured. I could even help create a firebreak or pull down old buildings before flames could spread.

      “We should leave,” Ahshala called.

      I frowned. The guards had told me to leave. They didn’t want my business. Hell, they likely knew the merchant and turned a blind eye to the men sent to kill us. It was hard to know if the fire was caused because of us. Or if it were just some random event at an unfortunate time.

      “Jacob?”

      I sighed and climbed back into the driver’s seat. “We’ll keep going for a while. Then we’ll need to stop for some fuel.”

      I pulled my belt back on, and Ahshala joined me. I could see in her eyes, she was conflicted as well. But whatever was going on back there wasn’t our problem. And that specific place had tried to kill us once already. For that reason, I put Deucie into gear, and started driving once more.

      For the first time, the silence was rather awkward drive. I didn’t know what to say to Ahshala about what we were leaving behind, and neither did she. This was a bad situation. Something neither of us wanted to deal with. Not everyone we were leaving behind was bad. But that hardly justified the risk to our lives if we returned.

      We continued on watching the land and trees move past. I let out a sigh. “C’mon. I’ll pull into a gap in the trees in case anyone comes by. We’ll need some fuel.”

      “Okay,” Ahshala nodded.

      I picked my spot, noting a break in the trees. It almost looked like a rest area for a wagon if it were caught after dark. It was a little way back to afford whoever it was that stopped, a little privacy. I slowed Deucie and refrained from hitting the indicator before pulling into the gap. It was only just wide enough to fit, but with a little finagling, and folding in of some mirrors I got us in.

      It would do us no good to be caught out here without pants down. If I wanted to stop in the middle of nowhere and have people run into us. I’d have stopped by the side of the road. Ahshala gave me a soft smile, before reaching towards me. I took her hand, and we sat for a moment.

      “They wanted to kill us,” she sighed.

      “And we both feel bad about leaving anyway,” I agreed.

      Ahshala sighed. “Next time…”

      “Hopefully there won’t be one,” I said, but I didn’t really mean it. People were angry and stupid. Toss in some healthy racism and it only got worse. “But… I get it. We should help where we can.”

      Ahshala nodded and leaned over towards me. I kissed her and appreciated the quiet moment for what it was. Since getting to this world, everything had been a roller coaster. Travelling through a new world filled with new beings. Magic was suddenly a thing I had to worry about, as well as politics and other bullshit. Right in the middle of it all was a beautiful woman with an insatiable sexual appetite.

      As she slipped out of the cab, I followed behind with my Remington. I watched the trees as I walked around to join her. She hadn’t mentioned feeling any Dryads in the area, but that wasn’t a guarantee I was willing to risk. I strode around as Ahshala hummed a quiet tune. She smiled softly when she saw me coming and went back to work.

      The forest hummed with life. Birds chirped, insects buzzed. Something in the distance let out a mighty bellow. It reminded me of the quiet forests back home. Some of those nights I spent in the wilderness, listening to the world go by, were some of my favorite memories.

      “It’s a good thing we stopped,” Ahshala said, catching my attention. “You were pretty low.”

      I nodded. “Yeah, that would be bad. If I run out, I’d have to bleed the whole system.”

      “Bleed?”

      I nodded. “Just means I have to get all the air out. There’s a little hose that goes from the tank into the engine. If it gets air in it, the fuel can stop flowing and the engine won’t run again.”

      “Interesting,” she nodded as she continued to pour her energy into the tank. “And how do you bleed it?”

      “I have the tools. But it takes a bit of time and if the battery goes flat, we’ll be stuck.”

      “Can you refuel the battery?”

      “It’s…” I sighed. “It’s not the same. The battery isn’t…” I thought about how to explain it and shrugged. “The battery can’t really be refueled. Not like you’re doing, anyway. I’d probably have to get you to replicate a whole new one, which… might not be a bad idea, actually.”

      She glanced up at me and frowned. “Is it important?”

      “Without the battery, I can’t start Deucie. The engine needs to turn in order to start. The battery turns the engine to do that, while running a few other things, too. Like the heating coils to ignite the fuel.”

      “I see,” she nodded. “In that case, I should take a look at one of these batteries.”

      I nodded and looked around. I had a strange feeling about the place. But I couldn’t place it. All I could hear was the soft pouring of fuel in the tank… That was it. The forest had gone silent.

      “Ahshala?”

      “Yes, Jacob?”

      “How much longer have you got?”

      “Almost there, why?”

      I opened my mouth to answer, when I heard a dull thud in the forest. I couldn’t tell what direction it came from, but I still heard it. Ahshala must have as well because she suddenly looked around.

      “Stay here, and get back in the truck as soon as you’re done,” I told her.

      Ahshala bit her lip, but continued with her work as I walked slowly around the truck. I heard that dull thud once more, despite not being able to tell where it came from. I could tell that with each thud, it was getting closer. When I made it to the back of Deucie, I looked around towards the road. There was nothing as far as I could tell, so I made my way around the driver’s side once more. I watched the trees and strained my eyes for even the slightest movement. I could hear Ahshala setting the cap back on the fuel tank.

      I waited until I heard her get into the cab as the thuds slowly grew closer. The tension built and my gut instinct was screaming we get the hell away from here. I tightened my hand on my shotgun and turned my head as the next thud sounded. Trees shifted in my peripheral vision and I raised my shotgun upwards.

      And then the air shattered.

      The sound was so loud, I almost dropped the Remington. I fell to the ground with it across my lap as I held my hands over my ears. It was a multi-pitched shriek that caused visual distortions int he air, as small rocks bounced about in place. A sound like a jet engine followed it. I felt the heat as it approached and saw the glow as it burned. I didn’t hear the next thud, but I spotted as the trees flexed while orange flames washed through them.

      I rolled under Deucie for cover as whatever it was flew overhead. That was the only explanation. It followed the road, and I couldn’t hear a thing outside of the hellish noise of everything burning. The flames burst out from the road, washing into the trees. We were far enough back they didn’t catch Deucie, but the forest was burning around us.

      I froze, wondering if whatever it was would come back. That’s where Ahshala found me. She crawled under the truck and pulled my head around to face her. She looked absolutely terrified, and that’s when my mind snapped back to reality.

      “Go!” I shouted. “Get inside!”

      “Come with me!”

      “I’m right behind you!” I shouted and gave her a small shove.

      As she climbed out, I went to my side. The flames were climbing, and we needed to get out. There was no running from this. Either I drove, or we were stuck in the middle of it. The smoke was pouring in from all directions, but that didn’t mean I was lost. All I had to do was reverse.

      I threw myself into the driver’s seat as Ahshala closed her door. She pulled herself over to the center seat and put her belt on. I did the same before starting Deucie. The engine was still warm from our arrival, and the engine purred to life. With no time to waste, I put it into reverse, switched off the air conditioner, and took Ahshala’s hand.

      “Hold on.”

      She closed her eyes and pressed her face into my shoulder. I hit the gas and let the clutch out. There wasn’t time to be gentle, I needed to get us moving. I held my breath as the flames came up all around us. I could see burning trees, and I waited to see if we had made it. All I needed was that horrible crunch of metal on wood to tell us I’d screwed things up.

      But I should have had better faith than that. A branch scraped down the passenger side, skipping off the mirror bracket. And then I spotted open air. Hauling down on the wheel, I spun the front end of Deucie around to face the direction we were travelling and stared in shock.

      “Is—is that a fucking dragon?”

      Ahshala pulled her face up to look and shuddered. “Yes.”

      I looked around at Deucie. There was fire on both sides of the road. The grass was gone, but the road itself being dirt was just heavily scorched. For that, I was extremely thankful.

      “Stay here.” I patted her arm and opened the door.

      Ahshala whimpered as I got out on the step, and I had a quick look over Deucie. There were a few parts that looked sooty. But nothing was burning and there was no damage as far as I could see. So I climbed back in and closed the door to escape the heat and smoke.

      “Let’s go,” I grimaced.

      Turning on the air conditioning once more, I hoped to stave off the worst of the heat as I got my belt on and started driving. This was no time to take things easy. The flames were high on both sides and I wanted to get us out of here. The creature I could see in the distance was still sending out bursts of flames, and I worried about what it was targeting. Was it random? Or was there something else to it?

      In any case, we needed to keep going, and forward was as likely an escape to the inferno as back. I worked my way through the gears, picking up as much speed as I could. I didn’t worry about comfort as Ahshala clung to my side. I could tell she was worried. Truth be told, I was too. But without flames on the road itself, I was able to keep moving.

      When the wind began to shift, smoke blew over the road, obscuring my view. I turned on the headlights to try to light the way. It helped, but it also made me swear. Beside the road was a burning wagon. The driver was hanging by a blackened ankle from the side of the seat. The horse had fallen in a heap when it had given up after being unable to escape the inferno. Whatever was in the back just fueled the flames that spewed out the back and washed over the side of Deucie as I drove past.

      To my relief, the road out here wasn’t all that bad. When we broke out of a burning zone, I was able to get a good look at the surroundings. The dragon had flown down the road, burning it in stages. If the fires didn’t go out on their own, it was likely that these clear sections wouldn’t remain that way for long either. So we continued. I wanted to find a crossroads and turn away from it all, but Ahshala wasn’t sure whether there were any before the next town.

      Speaking of which. That was finally a reason to slow to a stop. The dragon circled overhead. I could see it blasting flames down on all sides. It swooped down before coming back up, sending waves of heat into the air. Ahshala began to cry as we watched, and I began to wonder if we should stop and go back the way we came. I held her close while I thought about what to do next. Shortly after, it turned and continued its way North. I looked around, seeing smoke and flames in all directions. And then made my decision.

      “Let’s go.”

      “Where?”

      “To see if anyone needs help.”

      I got Deucie moving once more, and we drove through the smoke. Most of the fires were still raging, but the nearest to the road was just smoldering. Small tongues of flame darted out from a stubborn tree or two. For the most part, it was black, ashen, and utterly destroyed. We continued, following the road for a time. We passed a few wagons. Their burnt riders were not something I wanted to think about. It could easily have been us. If I’d been just that little bit more diligent about our fuel, it would have been. Sheer dumb luck, and nothing more saved us.

      “LOOK OUT!”

      I swerved hard as a horse broke through the smoke ahead. There was a rider. They looked singed, but were otherwise unhurt as they spotted me. There was a flash of indecision as he rode past. I didn’t know if he would try to wave us down, and I then realized my mirrors were still folded. Rather than guess, I pulled to a stop and gestured for the passenger side.

      “Fold that out. I’ll need your help to adjust it in a moment,” I instructed.

      Ahshala unbuckled herself and wound down the window as I got to work. It must have been enough for the rider as he came back moments later.

      “SIR!”

      I looked up as he hauled the horse to a stop. It looked panicked, and he was fighting against it. The beast didn’t want to stop either.

      “If you can aid the town, we were just attacked by a dragon!”

      “I’m heading that way!” I called back. “How bad is it?”

      “Gone,” the man shook his head. “It burned it all. Whatever is still standing won’t be for long. So many dead…”

      I nodded as the man turned the horse around and started off once more. Likely he was heading to Oakly. I should have warned him about the smoke we saw earlier. Either way, he was gone from here, and he’d learn either way.

      I finished my mirror and looked over at Ahshala. It was more or less where I wanted it. And that didn’t mean much in a world without lanes and traffic. So I nodded to myself that it was fine and closed my door. Ahshala cuddled up to my side once more as we set our belts and we were off.

      There was a gentle curve in the road, and I could see people moving ahead. They fled from the flames. Some hauled animals, others just had themselves. The worst of it was the injuries. People screaming as they held burns, their clothing stuck to their skin. I wasn’t a healer, and neither was Ahshala. I didn’t know what to do, but nobody seemed to want to approach us, anyway. They moved aside, even staggering with their injuries.

      “Should we help them?” Ahshala asked.

      “I don’t know,” was all I could think to reply. “What can we do?”

      Even when I stopped and shouted for their attention, most of them didn’t even look. They were in shock and the only thing that made sense in their minds was to keep moving. I didn’t know what to think. If I tried to stop them by force, the injured ones would at least lose their skin. The others might try to fight me. So rather than try, I left them to their devices. I did watch to see if any of them wanted help, but they continued on away from the flames.

      Then the bodies started. I’d seen the ones on the road. But, it was worse near the town. Anyone at the edges that were caught in the flames seemed to have run in all directions. Slumped over in the roads, others in the fields. Genderless, blackened lumps. Some had tails, others with oddly shaped heads. But most were so burned there was nothing left to distinguish them from anyone else.

      People up ahead were running through the burning streets. Some carried buckets of water to throw on homes. At first I thought it a useless endeavor until I saw others streaming out from inside. It looked like they were just trying to keep the fire away from the entrance while they got their belongings out. That was something I could help with.

      I picked up a bit of speed and drove straight towards them. They saw me coming and ran to each side before I slammed to a halt by the door. I threw off my belt and pulled the key for the padlock off my ring. Then I kicked open the door and rushed around to the back.

      “Who are you?!” someone shouted.

      “Doesn’t matter!” I called back. “Get whatever you need into the back, then we’ll see who else we can help!”

      I threw open the canvas back and unlocked the door. When it swung open, I turned and pointed at the closest man.

      “Toss it up, then go get more. Then we’ll move on.”

      “Right,” he nodded.

      They started shouting. Several men rushed inside, while a pair of boys with buckets went for water. Some women, likely their wives, started hauling what they’d gotten out over to Deucie, where Ahshala appeared. They froze at the sight of her before something in their mind clicked and they accepted her help. The ladies lifted from the bottom and I took it from the top. Then I hauled what they had into the back of Deucie.

      The men came out with crates and barrels of whatever it was they were trying to save. They moved things out before the boys returned with buckets of water. Then they went back in. The flames continued to rise, and the building was smoking from the upper windows by the time we were done. The men staggered out and started helping to get things into the back of the truck. What they saved wasn’t much. But they weren’t going to get much more.

      “Get everyone in, and we’ll go see who else we can help!” I shouted.

      I helped one of the men up into the tray, and the two of us helped get everyone else into the back. They moved to the front, where I’d stacked their belongings and sat down. Then I jumped out and Ahshala accompanied me back to the cab.

      With the engine running, I drove a little further into town before I spotted a similar situation going on along a side road. This looked like a family was battling the flames that hadn’t quite reached their house. They saw me coming and looks of shock overcame them. Their surprise doubled as the original group I helped, leaped from the back and ushered them back into the home. It continued like this. They brought out a few of their supplies, a few things that looked valuable, and then they climbed into the back.

      The town was twice the size of Oakly. Parts of it were simply impossible to enter. We passed entire streets that were rolling infernos. I could hear them in the back, crying out for lost loved ones and friends. I was mindful to steer around any bodies I could find, and at least a few injured people were helped into the back. More than once, I pulled to a stop, so that people on the upper floors of buildings had a safe place to jump out. Then I helped them climb back down, where they joined the others in the back.

      The whole time, Ahshala clung to my side. This whole place was just awful. The utter destruction was beyond anything she or I had ever seen. I circled the town as best I could before taking us to the outskirts once more. Only there, once we were free of the smoke and flames, did I stop and make my way back out. I tried not to look at the bodies strewn about. I tried not to think of the dead. I stopped at an intersection, trying to see anyone else I could help. One man jumped from the back as I approached, and he eyed me cautiously.

      “Thanks for the help, stranger.”

      “I couldn’t sit and do nothing,” I sighed.

      “We appreciate it. Some of us are injured and wouldn’t have made it out without you.” I didn’t know what to say to that, and he seemed to pick up on it pretty quickly. “So… Where are you headed in this here contraption?”

      “The capitol,” I told him honestly.

      The man nodded. “Look, we don’t have much.”

      “I can take you,” I shrugged. “It doesn’t make much of a difference how far you want to go.”

      “Just the next village is fine. Riverwort is along the way, and it looks like that dragon followed a different path.”

      “That works,” I shuddered. I hadn’t even gotten a good look at the beast, and it still left me terrified. “Climb on up, and I’ll show you how to close the door properly.”

      The man nodded, and I followed him around to the back. There were a couple dozen people crammed in. Most were standing, others sat on the goods they’d brought in. But there were a few on the floor, groaning in pain from burns and other injuries.

      “Share your supplies. The ones with burns need water.”

      “Aye,” the man said as he climbed up with some help.

      I waited until he was out of the way and pulled the gate closed at the back, then I climbed up.

      “To lock it, just slide this bolt across,” I showed him.

      He gave it a few tries and nodded. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” I nodded. “I’ll take things slow. How far is it?”

      “We can make the trip in a couple days.”

      “We’ll get you there today, then.”

      I didn’t bother waiting for him to reply or ask questions. I knew how this worked. Even with passengers and taking my time, I would still be far faster than anything they had experienced. I spent a moment closing the canvas to keep the dust out. Fresh air would have been nice, but they’d also get the dust and the injured would be worse off for it.

      Then I made my way back to the cab and climbed in. Ahshala gave me a crooked smile as I closed the door and put my belt on. Then she leaned into my side. I put my arm around her and gently kissed her ear.

      “I didn’t think it would be that bad,” she whispered.

      I didn’t have an answer. So I kissed her again and put Deucie in gear.
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      It was chaos here. Riverwort was not a large town. It was more of a pit stop. Though, built onto the river, it had a decent sized dock and plenty of space for visitors. The next major stop by boat, would be the capital. The great city of Galadhor. Not that I’d seen it to confirm its greatness. That was just what I was told by Ahshala before we arrived.

      It turned out, the dragon followed a different road to the north. But it came close enough the guards here had seen it. That had set off the alarms. Almost literally, but the town decided against using their warning bell, in case it drew the attention of the dragon. Instead, when we arrived, the militia was scrambling to get supplies ready for an attack. The streets were lined with troughs filled with water. Sheets were laid out, so they could easily be drenched and used to wrap and beat anything burning. Buckets had been collected and left near the river for easy access. Anyone with a bow was practicing on some targets.

      Which meant, as Deucie rolled into view. The town went into a panic, that led to dozens of armed men blocking our entry to the town. Just when I thought I should get my Remington out, the back gate swung open, and a familiar man jumped down.

      “STOP!” He roared. “We have wounded!”

      “What is that thing?!” a man shouted.

      I saw him step forward, and as he did, Ahshala shifted. When I turned to look at her, she had a small frown.

      “Do you know him?”

      “No,” she shook her head. “But he is a mage.”

      I frowned and looked ahead as the familiar guy and the mage had a quick discussion. There must have been some kind of agreement, because the man spun and rushed back towards us, while the mage waved for the armed villagers to move aside. The man ran over before climbing up on the side of Deucie. I wound down the window so I could speak with him.

      “Is it safe?”

      “Yeah, they’re just nervous about your carriage.”

      I glanced at Ahshala, and she looked right back at me. “Is there a different way to the Capital, or did we overtake the messenger?”

      “We didn’t overtake anyone,” she frowned. “Maybe we passed them in Oakly?”

      “Maybe,” I frowned, before turning back to the man hanging on to the doorframe. “Alright, hold on. I won’t be going fast.”

      “Just head on in. They’re going to set up some space for us.”

      I nodded and put Deucie back into gear before rolling forward. The men guarding the town eyed us with a bit of fear. But there was a lot of awe as well. The mage, in particular, stared as if he’d made a fascinating discovery, which… well, depending on how you looked at it, wasn’t far off. In any case, none tried to stop us from driving into town, while the rest followed in behind. The man on the door pointed to drive through what was likely the town square. On the other side was a business square, likely for the visiting traders. But right now, most of it was being packed up.

      Unlike the citizens of the town preparing to defend their homes, these visitors were looking to leave. They had no interest in risking their lives, or their profits in a battle with a dragon. The only question was if they were heading to Galadhor, or if they would head south towards Salva.

      None of that mattered right now. I pulled to one side. There was a row of empty stalls left behind. Just space with a cloth overhead for a roof. That looked as good a place as any to let off the injured. I turned off the engine before turning to get out. But Ahshala took my shoulder and pulled me back. She gave me a soft smile and leaned in to kiss me. When she pulled away, I found myself feeling slightly better.

      “No matter what,” she said. “Remember, you helped these people.”

      With a nod, she let me go. I retrieved my Remington, just in case, and climbed out. I didn’t like that I carried my shotgun wherever I went. I wasn’t about to let myself fall into a situation where I didn’t have it. There were still plenty of shells in my pockets, so I double checked the magazine was full as I waited for Ahshala to join me. With her at my side, I moved around to the back, where our passenger had already opened the back and was helping people down. Most of them were looking somewhere between lost and scared. But there were others. A grimace of pain from a series of burns. A sobbing woman holding a child that cried out for their father. And then, as the back emptied, we could see those who couldn’t be moved.

      I could tell straight away that some of them had not made the trip. But others made enough noise to tell me they still needed help.

      “So many.”

      I turned and regarded the man before me. He was the mage, and Ahshala pressed herself to my side.

      “Forgive me, but, I have to know what happened?”

      “We were on the road when the dragon went past,” I started.

      “This carriage withstood dragon flame?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “I had pulled into some trees for a stop when the dragon flew past. We were just short of the town…”

      “Dogwood,” the mage offered.

      I nodded, “Dogwood. When we reached the town, the dragon flew off to the north. We came in to help, but everything was burning. We helped load as many people and injured as we could, and we left right away.”

      “That is another thing,” the mage started walking around Deucie. “What is this?”

      “Mine,” I frowned.

      The mage raised an eyebrow and gave me a glare. “I can see that you’ve had some troubles,” he glanced at Ahshala. “I know we are not friends. But be assured I am a neutral party. I used to work for the crown, but have since retired. I hoped for a quiet retirement.”

      His words sank in slowly. But that didn’t mean I was about to trust him. If he was telling the truth, though, that meant we could hopefully stay the night.

      “Your staff,” the mage started again. “You hold it as a weapon. Though I’ve never seen its kind before.”

      “Hopefully you never will.” I shook my head slowly.

      He nodded and gave me a level stare. “Would it work against a dragon?”

      I glanced at Ahshala and saw the way she frowned. So I went with the only answer I could give. “I don’t know.”

      “Hmm,” he nodded. “I suppose in the end—if it comes here, having an extra weapon on hand means little against dragon’s breath.”

      We watched as the injured were laid out. Locals brought them food, water and medical supplies. I had to wonder if there was anything I could offer. But other than a suggestion to keep things as clean as possible, I was lost on how to treat burns. Skin grafts weren’t a specialty of mine, and even if they were, it wasn’t likely it would be possible with the available technology.

      “We should clean up,” Ahshala suggested.

      “There’s plenty of room at the inn,” the mage waved towards what looked like a tavern. “With the traders fleeing, they will be happy for the business.”

      “Thanks.” I nodded at the mage before making my way back to the cab.

      I let myself in and secured a few more shells. Then I secured my coin pouch. After I had those done, I locked the doors and climbed down. Ahshala waited as I climbed into the back and retrieved some clean clothes before the two of us made our way over to the tavern.

      When we stepped inside, there was an old elf by the bar. He looked upset, and was wiping down a wooden mug. Before him were three women dressed in similar clothing. One was a human, the other two were an elf and a… well, she was a catgirl. They all turned at the sound of our entry, but it was the male elf that spoke first.

      “You here for business?”

      I nodded. “We’re on our way to the capital, but we could use a bath and a decent meal.”

      “Bath comes with a room,” he grunted.

      “That’s fine,” Ahshala smiled. “We’ll stay the night and leave tomorrow.”

      The old elf sighed and nodded. “Sorry. All my business just walked out this morning. I was about to send the girls home.”

      “Well,” I shrugged. “If it helps, I could do with something to eat now, and again later. There’s also some injured outside that we brought up from Dogwood. So if you’ve got anything for them, I could help offset some costs.”

      The old elf set the mug down and made a gesture for the door. The younger elf got up and rushed past, shooting me a strange look as she did. But she stuck her head out the door and nodded.

      “Well, the stew won’t be going to waste then. They have some rations, but if they want a hot meal, we can do it.”

      “Well, stranger, we have a deal,” the old elf smiled. “Mighty generous of you.”

      “So long as you’re not going to dig a hole in my pocket, I’m sure we can help out.”

      In the end, the serving girls were taking hot meals across the street, while Ahshala and I ate in a comfortable silence. The stew here was pretty good. It made me think that this world probably had their own version of a perpetual stew or something. A meal constantly on the heat with vegetables, meat and whatever else they could find added to it when necessary. It made the most sense. Whoever made this one liked it thick and brothy, so it clung to the chunks of stale bread they served it with.

      “My lord?”

      I blinked and turned to see the catgirl standing before me. She held herself still, holding her hands in front of her dress. She was the picture of an old-timey maid. But she lacked shoes with her digitigrade toes.

      “I’m not a lord,” I smiled at her.

      “Oh,” she frowned. “I just…” She shook her head and bowed slightly, “Never mind. I just wanted to let you know your room and bath are ready.”

      “Is the water heated?” Ahshala asked.

      “Yes, I just checked and the kettles are steaming.”

      “Wonderful,” she smiled. “Can you give us a hand filling them up?”

      I gave Ahshala a glare, but she ignored me pointedly. The catgirl, not so much. She glanced from Ahshala to me and back before licking her lips.

      “Umm.”

      “I’m happy to make it worth your while,” Ahshala smiled.

      “Then…” she glanced back at me. “The water, of course.”

      I rolled my eyes as Ahshala got up and took my hand. The catgirl saw the motion and gave a slow blink before turning around and heading for the stairs. I could see the back of her dress swish from side to side, which told me she was likely hiding a tail. I had a feeling Ahshala was setting me up to find out.

      After grabbing my shotgun, we climbed the stairs, and the catgirl led us to a room in the back. I had to wonder if we were being put aside. As she opened the door, I saw the room for the first time. I had to wonder if he’d instead put us in a nicer room than we’d paid for. The bath was sitting over by the window, and beside it was a brick oven with a stove. There were several large kettles atop, filled with steaming water.

      To my surprise, there was even a hand pump set over the tub to provide fresh water. That was a step up from our last visit, where someone had pre-filled the tub already.

      “Now,” Ahshala made her way over to the handle. “Just work this up and down for water?”

      “Of course,” the catgirl rushed over and took over. “Let me. If… if you’re paying me for the help, it’s the least I could do.”

      Ahshala smiled and let her take over, before coming to stand at my side.

      “What are you doing?” I asked as the sound of sloshing water filled the room.

      “You liked Mae. I thought you’d appreciate a Feelice.”

      “Is that her name, or?” I let the question hang.

      “I haven’t asked her name, and she hasn’t supplied one. She is a Feelice though. A rather pretty one.”

      I rolled my eyes and went back to watching the catgirl, or… Feelice. She was slender in form, with small breasts. Her fur was a stormy grey and her ears poked out of her hair, flicking from side to side.

      “Excuse me, but now would be a good time to add the hot water,” the Feelice smiled, showing a pair of fangs.

      Ahshala gave me a smile before sashaying over to the stove. She plucked a kettle from the stovetop and tipped it into the bath. I shook my head and got myself in gear to move over and help. After setting my shotgun down against the wall, I took the empty kettles and put them aside. Ahshala did the opposite, working alongside the Feelice, who was huffing as she worked the lever.

      And as the last of the hot water went in, the Feelice halted her work and checked the water. “Is that cool enough for you?” she asked.

      Ahshala dipped her hand and gave the woman a smile. “Perfect. But you’re looking a bit worn out. Would you care to get cleaned up before you head back downstairs?”

      “Why do you always do this?” I sighed.

      “Because we both enjoy it, Jacob,” Ahshala smiled.

      “Umm,” the Feelice chewed her lip. “While I could join you for the bath. I cannot offer exactly what you are suggesting.”

      “That’s a shame,” Ahshala pouted.

      “Feelice girls aren’t built to take the men of other races. Feelice men are rather… compact.”

      I snorted. I couldn’t help it, and the poor girl looked even more flustered than she did. But Ahshala gave her a smile and stroked her arm. “That is a shame.”

      “If—if you like, I could offer to send up Elaria?”

      “Which one is that?” Ahshala asked.

      “The elf,” the Feelice gave a thin smile. “Maricia, while friendly enough, wouldn’t share a bed with someone who isn’t… who isn’t human.”

      “I have all the elf I need,” I stepped in before Ahshala could voice an opinion.

      It must have been the right one, because she turned crimson and a smile broke over her face. She coughed and ignored the heat on her cheeks as she turned her attention back to the Feelice. “Our offer stands,” she sighed. “If you think of… anything. You need only knock. We’ll be here until tomorrow.”

      The Feelice smiled softly, before giving a small curtsey. She made to step around, but Ahshala held out her hand to stop her. “Jacob, she helped with the bath. I did say we’d make it worth her while.”

      “Right,” I nodded and fished out a silver coin.

      The Feelice’s eyes went wide when she saw it, and Ahshala took her hand to press it into her palm. They exchanged a quick look. The Feelice glanced at me in worry, but Ahshala gave her a quick nod.

      “It’s okay.”

      “Th-thank you,” the Feelice stammered, before racing to the door and vanishing from view.

      “That’s a shame,” Ahshala sighed as the door closed.

      “No, it’s not,” I snorted.

      “Oh?”

      I shook my head. “Just means I get to ravish my elf instead.”

      “Your elf?” she giggled.

      “As long as you consent to being mine, at least,” I shrugged and pulled off my shirt.

      When I dropped the fabric, I saw the odd look in Ahshala’s eye as she watched me. “That… almost sounded like a marriage proposal.”

      “Well…”

      “Don’t,” she held up a hand, before smiling. “Not yet. Don’t… don’t make me worry. Buy my contract, then I’m yours and I’ll be whatever you want me to be.”

      “First thing I’m going to do with your contract when I buy it is burn the fucking thing.”

      “Better you keep it,” she smiled. “That way, the law states you own me, and nobody can do anything about it.”

      “Is that a risk?”

      She sighed. “Everything can be a risk, Jacob. Just the knowledge that you want to give me children brings me hope for the future. The idea of finding a man who would free me is more like a dream. You don’t know what it’s like for my kind out there.” She sighed and shook her head. “All the elves you see in town, are under a contract. Those of us without, are treated barely different from stray dogs. We’re driven away from towns and cities, forced to fend for ourselves.

      “That was the fate of my parents. I only escaped that life, when I showed aptitude as a replicator. Without it, I wouldn’t be here at all. At least the other non-humans, the Feelice, Orcs and the Kitsoon have the same legal protections as the humans. As a member of a race living here as a refugee… We don’t.”

      I nodded slowly to myself as I thought over her words. These contacts sounded awful. And they really were a half step away from literal slavery. But they served a purpose, one that elves like Ahshala were willing to pay.

      I watched as she pulled her dress overhead. For the umpteenth time today, I sighed at the sight of her nude body. She had stopped wearing Mae’s underwear since they needed to be washed properly. So for now, our clothing went into a pile on the floor before I stepped into the bath. As I sat, the water came up to my chest, and it was the perfect temperature. Ahshala was a moment behind, slipping into the water atop me.

      We started with a soap that was left on a stool beside the tub. We worked it into a lather and scrubbed each other down. I paid special attention to Ahshala’s breasts, while she did the same with my cock. She looked as aroused as I felt. The last couple of days had been stressful. The two of us could do with a release… or several.

      I pulled her close, and—

      KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK

      The two of us froze and looked at the door as it opened. The Feelice was back, she slipped into the room and closed the door. But she mustn’t have noticed us at first, because when she looked up, she froze in place.

      “Umm.”

      “It’s okay,” Ahshala smiled. “What did you need?”

      “I… umm…” She stepped closer. “I… may have something for you.”

      “Okay?” I asked.

      “I’ve… been practicing, and… if you’re willing, you could be the first to try?”

      “We’d love to,” Ahshala smiled in delight before I could get a word in.

      The Feelice nodded, before shuffling nervously. She reached behind herself and pulled a tie that caused the top of her dress to come loose. She pushed it down, showing off a shapely but lithe body. Small breasts on a slender torso, but there was a womanly curve to her as well. Her dark fur was more pale on her belly, and I could see a dark patch between her legs.

      She swallowed nervously and approached, before stepping over the lip of the bath into the water. She smiled and Ahshala picked up the soap. As the two ladies scrubbed each other down, I rinsed myself off. My erection was obvious and Ahshala gave me appreciative glances, while the Feelice glanced nervously. However, it was as they began to whisper that I realized things were about to heat up. Especially as the Feelice climbed out of the bath and went rummaging through her clothing.

      Ahshala, meanwhile, took the stool from beside the bath and set it into the water and gestured for me to sit.

      “What’s going on?” I asked.

      But Ahshala shook her head. She took my cock in her hand and stroked me as she leaned in to kiss me. I heard the Feelice as she rejoined us in the bath, and I felt something cool flowing over Ahshala’s hand. It smelled slightly sweet, and Ahshala made a small sound, before her hand began to glide over my skin. I just hoped that I wasn’t about to hurt the Feelice.

      Ahshala stepped back, and the catgirl appeared before me. She smiled nervously and took my cock in her hand. “If you’ll let me, sir?”

      “Whatever you need,” I smiled.

      She nodded and moved closer. I watched her lithe form hover over my lap. I could just make out a pair of labia, and I wondered how this was going to go. I didn’t want to hurt her, but if she had been practicing, then…

      She shifted her hips forward, and I blinked as she set my cock a little further back than I was originally expecting.

      “Umm.”

      “I’m not very good yet,” she smiled. “But I can fit a whole carrot.”

      “He’s a little bigger than a carrot,” Ahshala giggled as she sat down in the water to watch.

      “I can tell,” the Feelice grunted as she pressed down.

      I could feel my cock stretching her ass, but she let out a whimper and let herself up again.

      “I’ve never tried while standing up,” she grunted as she lowered herself again.

      “If it’s too much, you can stop,” I told her. “This isn’t worth it if you hurt yourself.”

      “When you do it yourself,” Ahshala chewed her lip. “Do you lie down with your knees bent?”

      “Ah…” she trembled. “Yes?”

      “Then try turning around and lower yourself backward.”

      The Feelice blinked before standing. I watched as she spun around and this time she sat directly on my lap. Her furred ass pressed into my legs as she stroked my cock. Ahshala held up a clay jar, and tipped some of the contents into the Feelice’s hands before she stroked it onto my cock once more.

      “Okay, let’s try again,” she said to herself.

      She lifted her ass from my lap and angled my cock backward. Then lowered herself down once more. I felt my cock meet her ass, and she gently rocked her hips.

      “How is that?” Ahshala asked as she moved around in front of us.

      “It’s nice,” the Feelice sighed. “But I want him in me.”

      “He has that effect on women,” Ahshala giggled. “What if we try this?”

      Ahshala pushed the catgirl into my chest, and without thinking, I wrapped my arms around her. She trembled in my grip as Ahshala lifted one of her legs and set her foot on my knee.

      “There,” she said. “Now you’re a little more open and relaxed.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Mmhm,” Ahshala giggled. “You’re so close. The head is almost inside you.”

      “Feels like he’s tearing me apart.”

      “Then I better help with that and kiss it better.”

      I leaned over as Ahshala’s face lowered to the Feelice’s crotch. Before she jerked in my grip. “Gods!”

      “Mmm,” Ahshala giggled. “Jacob, you should try her when we’re done. She’s lovely and sweet.”

      “That’s the lubricant!”

      “Oh?” Ahshala smiled. “I shall have to buy some. This stretch looks delicious.”

      “It’s good,” the Feelice nodded. “Hurts but.”

      “Just need some more practice,” Ahshala smiled, before closing her lips over the catgirl’s pussy once more.

      This time, as she jerked, I felt her slip lower, and flinched as my cock pushed inside.

      “Wait!”

      “Just relax,” Ahshala soothed.

      “Don’t force it,” I told her. “We can still stop.”

      “I don’t want to stop,” the Feelice said. “I just need to get used to you.”

      “Then you better hurry. Because watching this is giving me ideas.”

      The Feelice let out a soft meow before she rocked her hips back and forth. I felt the head of my cock dragging around her entrance. But it also started loosening up… if only slightly. What did the trick, though, was Ahshala. She reached up with one hand and pressed a thumb to the Feelice’s clit. With the other hand, she pressed a digit into the opening of her pussy.

      “Be gentle,” the Feelice trembled.

      Ahshala smiled and slid a finger into her. “It’s a shame no human cock will fit in here,” she mused. “It’s textured to really grip a cock.”

      “Males have spines,” the Feelice whimpered. “That feels so good.”

      “Does it?” Ahshala smiled. “Well, if you can get more of that cock into your little behind, I’ll think about getting more of my finger into your greedy pussy.”

      I opened my mouth to tell them both to relax. Before the Feelice slipped down. She let out a powerful gasp as more of my cock slid up into her. But she didn’t stop. She bobbed in place, and I felt something moving up inside her.

      “I can feel it,” Ahshala giggled. “I’ll match it.”

      I rolled my eyes before I felt the tip of her finger press into the spot where the head of my cock was. That was all the Feelice needed to start moving again. She bounced slightly, letting out mewls of pleasure as she slowly drove me deeper inside herself.

      “Such a good kitty,” Ahshala crooned.

      The Feelice let out a loud cry before jerking in my arms. She lifted her ass before she dropped her weight down onto my lap. Her full weight pushed down on my lap, driving me to the base inside her. Her legs snapped closed, but Ahshala didn’t let up for a moment, sliding her finger deep into the catgirl, to pleasure her through her climax.

      I held her close as she spasmed around my cock. Her body twitched and jerked for almost a minute before she suddenly pushed Ahshala away. She took a long, ragged breath as she calmed herself, before leaning her head back on my shoulder. I looked at her and saw the wide-eyed stare she had adopted.

      “You didn’t finish.”

      I shook my head. “It’s fine.”

      “You should finish.” I blinked slowly as she licked her lips. “I want you to finish.”

      I smiled and moved my hands. The first, I brought to her face and turned her head so I could kiss her. The second, I reached down between her legs and palmed her pussy. It felt about the same size as Ahshala’s. But that was only until I pressed my finger towards her opening. She whimpered as I probed at it, feeling how tiny she was. There really was no way to get more than a slender finger inside of her. But I didn’t need to.

      She purred into my mouth as I kissed her. She let out a soft mewl as I gripped her pussy and used it to lift her up and down on my cock. I didn’t take all her weight. She straightened her legs before I reversed the pressure on my hand, driving my palm into her pubic bone, pushing her back down again. Her ass stroked over my cock and she trembled as I fucked her.

      “Are you going to cum?”

      I felt a warm hand cup my balls, before Ahshala giggled. “He’s going to cum.”

      “Sir, please?”

      I grit my teeth.

      “Cum in me!”

      I opened my eyes as Ahshala stood and kissed her. The Feelice’s legs snapped closed, only for Ahshala’s knees to hold them open. Her ass clamped down over my cock and her body jerked in my arms.

      “Oh, shit!”

      My cock throbbed inside her. She must have felt it, because she squealed into Ahshala’s mouth as the elf refused to stop kissing her. I held the Feelice close as my cock throbbed once more. Each jet of my seed painted her insides. My finger must have been doing enough for her as well, because I could feel her pussy throbbing. It almost sucked at the tip of my finger while she came.

      As the last rope of my seed emptied into her, the Feelice let out a shuddering gasp. Ahshala finally let her take a breath. She then let out another gasp as I lifted her off my cock, only to watch as my seed ran out of her ass and down her furry thighs.

      “That was—”

      ROOOOOOAAAAR!

      The windows shuddered from the vibrations of the call. The Feelice froze up as Ahshala met my gaze. I could see the terror in her expression as I swallowed nervously.

      “Get dressed. Both of you.”
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      I burst out onto the street as the dragon soared overhead. Through the smoke and the flames, I couldn’t make out much more than its dark exterior as it burned Riverwort. The shimmering black and purple as this beast flew overhead was something else entirely. It may not have been large enough to pick up Deucie and haul it off. But there would be no stopping it from tearing my truck apart. It roared as it banked around, and I saw its eyes lock on my truck.

      It opened its mouth, and I spotted an orange glow from the back of its throat. As people began to scream and flee in all directions, I swung my Remington around and, after checking it was cocked; I took aim. It wasn’t a rifle, so I had to wait until it got closer. I had no idea if this would work, but it was my only chance.

      As the beast began to spew flames, I squeezed the trigger. Recoil slammed back into my shoulder and I let myself rock to absorb it. I spotted the small silver flash of the round as it whistled towards the flames, only to burst as it washed through the fire. The explosion caused by the slug tearing itself apart blew the flames out in all directions. But that wasn’t all.

      The shock startled the dragon, and it pitched up, beating its wings to climb out of the way as I racked a second shot. As it twisted through the air, I steadied my aim, but lost it behind the roof of the tavern. The moment it was out of sight, I lowered my weapon and ran for Deucie. It was one thing to have followed the same road we did, but to detour around and find us specifically meant we had something it wanted… and I had been carrying a rather large crate.

      I rushed around the back of Deucie and spotted what I was looking for. That overly heavy crate, strapped into the center of the bed. I glanced around, listening for the dragon. It let out a roar, and I could tell it was circling. The shot had spooked it, but I didn’t think it would stay out of range for long. With no time to waste, I climbed into the back of Deucie and felt a hand on my ankle.

      I turned and saw Ahshala. She had a determined look in her eye. Part of me wanted her to run. Part of me wanted to turn that into an order. Instead, I reached down and took her hand, before hauling her up into the back.

      “What are we doing?” She demanded.

      “It’s following us,” I nodded at the crate. “How much do you want to bet, Herrond had us move something the dragon wants?”

      Ahshala frowned, before rushing to the tools up by the front with me only a step behind. Someone had obviously taken a look through what I had. But nobody had been dumb enough to take anything. I quickly located a pry bar and a mallet before turning back to the crate. I heard the dragon roar in the distance again, and I put it from my mind.

      “You hold it, I hit,” I gestured.

      Ahshala got the idea and fit the end of the bar into the gap on the nailed-down lid. With her holding it in place, I gave the back a firm strike. The metal chinked, and I watched the end of the bar dig in. So I struck it again. Two more times, and I grabbed the bar and leveraged it up and down. The wood squeaked and part of it popped open.

      Rather than risk damaging the contents, I had my elf shift the bar over to one of the corners, where I lightly tapped on the rear and got it under the lip, where she could pry it up. We worked quickly, going around the edge. The nails weren’t modern and came free without too much fuss. Until finally, the lid was hovering over the top, only barely in place by loose nails.

      “Let’s see if we can pull it off,” I suggested.

      Ahshala nodded and set down the bar as I tossed the hammer back onto the tool bench. Then the two of us got on either side and lifted. It pulled free with a wooden squeak, but the hardwood was still rather heavy. The two of us shifted it to one side before letting it go to clatter onto the food as we stared in shock at the contents.

      “It can’t be,” Ahshala gasped.

      I stood in shock, and knew right now that this had gone much, much further than any of us could have ever imagined. Who Sir Herrond was, and what his goals were, I had no idea. But having the connections to have us collect a fucking dragon egg was not something I expected. Suddenly, it made sense. Having messengers sent ahead, his urgency that we leave immediately. This was planned, and I was bringing a fucking dragon to the capital.

      “He planned this.” I shook my head. “That fucker planned everything.”

      “Who?”

      “Herrond,” I snarled as I gripped the edge of the crate. I had a sneaking suspicion about what was transpiring right now. “Who is he? Who’s he related to?”

      “His uncle is in line for the throne,” Ahshala whimpered.

      “Who is?”

      We both looked down at the mage, who was staring at us. I swallowed and nodded. “Sir Herrond, from the Red Sparrow Trading Group, contracted me to cross the border and pick up a crate from Nis Para. I suspect he deliberately wanted me to lead a fucking dragon to the capital.”

      “That crate?” the mage nodded. “Is that what brought the dragon here?”

      I sighed as I stared at the black and purple dome shaped egg. It looked rough, but glassy at the same time.

      “Yes.”

      “Tell me that’s not what I think it is…” The mage growled.

      “It looks like an egg,” I grunted.

      “We’re all going to die,” the mage sighed.

      “I’ll lead it off,” I pulled back from the crate.

      “You’ll what?” The mage frowned.

      “Ahshala, help me with the canvas. We need to pull it off so the dragon can see into the back.”

      “What?”

      “Once it’s down, it can see the egg in the back around the crate.”

      “Jacob—”

      “Ahshala!” I snapped.

      She pulled up, and I saw a moment of indecision in her eyes before she nodded. Then she started moving. The mage flinched as the dragon roared, but I ignored it as I continued to untie the canvas. We worked our way around in opposite directions. And despite Ahshala never seeing it done before, she picked it up pretty quickly and the two of us met in the middle near the front.

      It was a little awkward to lift the canvas between the cab and the cage, but the two of us worked the edge up and over the top before we turned and made our way out the back. I made sure to bring my shotgun, which was a good thing, as I heard another roar. I spotted the dragon coming from between a few buildings and I could see it lining up for its next pass. So rather than wait for the last moment, I aimed for the edge of the roof and fired.

      The round didn’t explode, but it blew chunks of wood into the air and made a shrieking sound that tore in front of the dragon. Once again, the massive beast turned, but I was ready. The moment I fired, I racked a second shot and took aim. As the dragon soared overhead, I fired into its belly. The round struck, and the beast let out a horrible squark of a roar as the explosion went off. I had no idea if I caused any serious damage as it continued flying.

      However, if it were still flying, that meant it escaped most of the damage, at the very least.

      “What are you doing?” the mage asked as he came back to himself.

      “I’m taking the egg and leading the dragon away,” I told him again.

      “That’s suicide.”

      “And I’ll take that over letting a town die because some asshole wanted me to assassinate the royal family via dragon attack!”

      He froze before frowning. “That—”

      “Sir Herrond,” I spat. “His contract. His crate. His dragon.” I thought about it for a moment and pointed a finger at Ahshala. “If I live through this. I’m coming for her. If anyone gets in my fucking way, they’ll die.”

      “Who is she?”

      “Sir Herrond has her contract, and he loaned her to me for a year. As far as I’m concerned, she’s mine now.”

      “I’m not sure I have the power to negotiate that.”

      “I’m his,” Ahshala glared. “Sell me, torture me, imprison me, or kill me. I’ll never work for anyone else, no matter what the contract states.”

      I wanted to argue that point, but there wasn’t any time. Instead, I went back to the canvas and hauled it over to one side. I dragged one end over to the back of Deucie and climbed back in. Before the two of us hauled the canvas up into the tray, I shuffled it around and packed it in close. On the off chance, I hit something that made it fall out. I wanted it to stay in Deucie, and not roll off the back. If taking the egg caused this much commotion, breaking it could only be worse.

      “Right.” I stepped out the back and dropped down beside Ahshala. She pressed into my side and I hugged her close. “You be safe.”

      “I’ll do my best,” she smiled.

      I kissed her firmly, but the dragon roared once more and I cut it short. She looked like she was about to pounce, but instead she stepped back.

      I looked at the mage, who appeared to be in shock. So I gave him a poke before collecting my shotgun once more. “Look after my elf,” I told him. “Because when I get back. You’re the one I’m going to ask when I come to collect her.”

      He swallowed nervously, and I left it at that. I turned on the spot and marched to the driver’s door. There wasn’t any time to waste, and I climbed in and set the keys in the ignition. I turned the key, firing up the engine, before I quickly loaded three more shells into the Remington. On the off chance I needed it, there wouldn’t be—

      I flinched as the passenger door opened. Ahshala climbed in and closed the door as she pulled her seatbelt on.

      “Get out.” I growled, my fists clenched tight around the steering wheel.

      “No.”

      I blinked. “Ahshala!”

      “I said NO!” She turned a furious snarl in my direction before shaking her head. “We do this together.”

      My breath came out shaky, “Ahshala please?”

      “Together, Jacob,” she shook her head. “I don’t… I don’t want to be without you.”

      “That’s what I’m saying,” I insisted. “Please, this is going to be dangerous.”

      “And if you die, I’ll be put to death. If not as your accomplice, than as Herrond’s.”

      My nostrils flared and I growled again, slamming my hand on the staring wheel.

      “Jacob.” I blinked slowly as she pointed down the road leading from town. “Drive.”

      I thought about kicking her out. I really did. Literally, in fact. It’d break her heart. It would break mine, and if I lived through this, I’d regret putting my hand on her for the rest of my life.

      “Fuck, please don’t make me regret this.”

      I put Deucie into gear and started us moving. The dragon roared as I spotted it flying overhead. It was higher, out of range of its flames, but it zeroed in on Deucie as I shifted through the gears. There were people everywhere. Hauling crates, organizing transport. I hit the horn and did my best to avoid the larger clumps.

      People ran, people tripped and I’m pretty sure I hit someone. But there was no time to waste as I continued to pick up the pace. When I broke out of the city limits, I realized we were on a main road.

      “Where is this leading us?” I asked.

      “To Galadhor, the capital.”

      I nodded. That was just a fluke, but… it made sense in a cruel, ironic way. But I wasn’t going to stay on the road long. I could see the dragon swooping low over the town. I watched, thinking it was going to burn it, but the dragon had eyes only for us. It opened its mouth and washed the road with flames.  I yanked the wheel to the right. Deucie ploughed off the road and into a field. It was churned from picking, but not yet ploughed, so it was firm enough to continue driving. I wouldn’t make great time, but we weren’t stopping either.

      The dragon noticed it had missed and lifted up to come around again. I saw it was going to hit us from the side, and I looked at Ahshala. “Take the wheel.”

      “What?”

      “NOW AHSHALA!”

      She looked terrified as she looked from the dragon to me and took off her belt. She slipped over and I opened my door. Ahshala paused, but I grabbed her arm and pulled her across. She looked terrified as she gripped the wheel, but not as terrified as she did when she spotted the dragon. It was already too close, and it started to bathe the ground with flames.

      I raised my shotgun and took aim as it grew closer. I could feel the heat approaching as I squeezed the trigger. Once again, the recoil slammed into my shoulder and the slug whistled off, only to detonate in front of the creature’s face. I surprised it once more, and the beast swerved as the flames cut off. They stopped just short of Deucie. But not the dragon’s tail that followed through.

      The spiked club at the end crashed into the passenger door with a metallic shriek. Ahshala screamed as the truck jerked. I lost my footing and fell back as Deucie overbalanced and rolled. The impact with the ground was enough to knock the wind from my lungs. I rolled in the dirt and I felt my Remington slip from my hands.

      But I was alive. I heard the crunch of Deucie as it tipped over, and then the subtle clunk as the engine shuddered to a halt. Everything hurt, but that wasn’t going to stop the dragon. I could hear its wings beating as it came around once more. I spat out the dirt that was in my mouth and spotted my shotgun laying just out of reach.

      Pushing myself up, I crawled forward and took the weapon in hand once more. Then I staggered to my feet. I hauled myself forward as my bones ached. My knees didn’t want to bend, but all I could think was to get to Deucie before the dragon did. Seeing the distance, I knew I wasn’t going to make it.

      I dropped to one knee and stabilized my shotgun by leaning on my thigh. The barrel bobbed up and down as I desperately tried to rein it in. As the flames appeared down the beast’s gaping maw, I squeezed the trigger. This time, the shot blew up only as the flames burst free of its front teeth. The explosion snapped its head back, and the creature wailed as it fell from the sky beyond the truck. But I wasn’t going to waste any time wondering if I’d killed it.

      With a grunt, I hauled myself up, and with a little more hope in my step, I hobbled over to Deucie and moved around the front. Ahshala was slumped on her side, trapped within the cab. I could see she was bleeding from a small head wound, but her chest was moving.

      “EGG THIEF!”

      I froze and turned as the dragon raised its head. There was a clear path of destruction through a small forest and the dragon opened its mouth to ignite the trees. I flinched back from the heat, but it wasn’t close enough to target me directly.

      I looked back at Ahshala, and I knew that I wasn’t going to get her out of here in time. Even if she were conscious, it was too late. But… if the dragon spoke…

      I pressed two fingers to my lips, and then to the windscreen. It wasn’t much of a goodbye kiss. It was all I could do for the woman I loved. Because either this would work, or we were both dead. I stumbled around to the tray and saw the egg laying on the canvas. I didn’t have a lot of time. I struggled around to the back and the door to the cage had fallen open. It gave me firm footing as I climbed into the back.

      “YOU WILL BURN!” the dragon howled once more.

      I grit my teeth and slung the Remington over my shoulder and then moved around behind the egg. It didn’t look like it had been damaged at all. I just hoped my idea worked. I set my hip against the egg and gave it a shove. It was heavy, so very heavy. But it moved. Slowly at first, over the canvas that cushioned it. I could see the trees shifting as the dragon forced its way back out. Its head snaked out from the edge as its eyes locked on me.

      All I could feel was the absolute, terrifying certainty that I was going to die. But I didn't let that stop me. I shoved the egg one more time, forcing it out of the back, and it slid down the open door to stop as it touched the furrowed dirt.

      “It’s too late!” The dragon hissed.

      “You understand me?!” I called.

      “Talk is wasted,” the dragon growled.

      I slipped my shotgun around and aimed at the trees as the dragon hauled its bulk free. I fired. The dragon flinched as the round struck something solid, and detonated. The tree I’d hit exploded, sending chunks of wood in all directions. It snarled and raised itself on its hind legs, where it smacked its belly with a massive paw.

      “Your weapon is useless.”

      I had to agree. So I pressed the barrel against the egg.

      For a split moment, I saw fear. It glanced at me, then the egg and back. Despite its monstrous appearance. Despite its sheer fury, and the absolute right, it had to retrieve its egg. I wasn’t ready to lie down and die for someone else’s game.

      “I didn’t know!” I called out. “Sir Herrond, who works for the Red Sparrow Trading Group, contracted me to pick up a package from Nis Para!”

      “Traitors!” the dragon snarled as it flexed its claws. “When I am done with you, they will burn!”

      “This was a mistake!” I snapped. “If I knew what I was being sent to collect, I would have refused. I’m not from this world, but even I would have known not to fuck with a dragon!”

      The beast reared its head back, then let out a snort. “And yet you threaten my egg.”

      “You threaten my life and the woman I love.”

      “The elf?”

      “The elf!” I snapped. “Her name is Ahshala. She’s little more than a slave to Herrond. I wanted to take her away from this place. Take her where it’s safe. Where we could have a family of our own!”

      “Then what do you suggest?” The dragon questioned.

      “Take your egg, spare her. Spare my vehicle and my weapon. I want her to have it. Because she’s going to need it if I’m dead.”

      “Set your weapon aside.” the dragon narrowed its eyes.

      I thought about it for a moment. But no matter how this turned out. If the dragon wanted us dead. We were dead. The only chance I had was to obey and hoped it listened to me. I lifted the barrel from the egg and stepped away. The dragon huffed softly, and I slowly made my way around to the cab. She was there waiting for me, trapped inside Deucie.

      “Jacob, no.”

      “I love you,” I smiled as I set the Remington down where she could see it.

      “Jacob!”

      “I’m sorry. I couldn’t give you what you wanted.”

      “NO!” she screamed. “You take me with you!”

      I smiled and turned to face the dragon.

      “DON’T LEAVE ME!”

      I started walking. The dragon watched me closely. It tilted its head, almost like it was deep in thought as I moved away from Deucie. I held out my hands.

      “No weapons!” I called. “I’m unarmed.”

      My foot caught in a hole, and I staggered before dropping to one knee. I let out a grunt, and got up once more, before continuing to move towards the dragon. Ahshala was screaming hysterically behind me, and I hated myself for leaving her.

      “Please, just spare her.”

      Despite being dozens of yards away. The dragon closed the distance in an instant. I flinched and grit my teeth as its massive claws slammed into the dirt before me. Its head snaked past, and I caught a whiff of its breath as it met my gaze. Ahshala was screaming my name as the dragon took a second step. I spun as the beast went over me, and I saw it lower its mouth over the egg, plucking it from the ground with a delicate gentleness.

      With a gust of wind that knocked me to the ground, the dragon was airborne. It beat hard, climbed, and I wondered if it would turn around and come back to finish us. But… it didn’t. It just kept flying South. I watched it, until I was certain it wasn’t coming back, and picked myself up.

      I staggered through the dirt, back towards Deucie. I could see Ahshala huddled with her back towards the windscreen. Her body shook as she screamed in grief. She was so loud; she didn’t hear me approach until I started digging. The easiest way to get her out would be to clear the dirt from in front of the windscreen, and I started there. One handful at a time, I dug, before she noticed me and turned.

      “What?”

      “Almost there,” I grunted as I worked.

      “You… you’re alive?”

      I nodded and felt the glass shift as it started coming free. Ahshala twisted around and pressed, forcing it further open.

      “You’re alive!”

      “I’m alive,” I agreed, as I shifted more dirt, and finally the windscreen popped open.

      Ahshala lunged and tackled me into the dirt. The first thing she did was wind back, and drive the palm of her hand into the side of my face, ringing my ears. The second thing she did was kiss me. I pulled her close as she pressed her entire body into as much of me as she could, while she sobbed in obvious relief.

      And while I couldn’t be sure. I had a feeling the dragon wasn’t coming back.
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        * * *

      

      Ahshala and I sat in the back of Deucie. Around us were the remains of the last fruit we’d gotten from the grove. Or at least the fruit that wasn’t crushed into the upholstery by the crash. I had lit a small fire to keep us warm, but that hadn’t stopped my elf from pressing herself into my side as we cuddled under the blanket.

      We were both injured. Not badly, but enough that we hadn’t wanted to try walking back to Riverwort without a rest first. I had used my first aid supplies to close the cut on Ahshala’s head. While I had received some scrapes and bruises. Mostly, we just hurt. In the silence of the early evening, the last thing either of us wanted to deal with was the sound of approaching horses.

      We exchanged a glance, and Ahshala clung to my side as I took hold of my Remington. I used the stock, planted on the floor as a crutch to help me stand. Safety be damned, sue me. But I got to my feet as Ahshala hopped up beside me, with far more grace, as a horn blew nearby.

      I checked the shotgun to make sure it was fully loaded. Then patted my pockets for more shells, and stepped around the side to face whoever was coming.

      At the head was a white horse. Not one of those fancy ones, with the decorations. This was a heavy beast. Massive, like a Clydesdale, but all white, and somehow more muscular. Atop it was a man in gilded armor, I could see that from the dozen people surrounding him who held torches. I hefted my shotgun under my arm and glared at them all.

      “You would be Jay-cob and Ahshala, correct?” The leader of the group asked as several horses moved around and into view.

      As horses moved around, I knew we were surrounded. But it was Ahshala’s squeak that told me far more.

      “My King,” she curtseyed.

      The action pained her, and she began to fall. I stooped to grab her, and the man held out his hand. “Please, stop.”

      “What do you want?” I grunted as I held Ahshala close.

      “Information,” the apparent King nodded.

      “Information will cost you,” I grunted as I helped Ahshala back to her feet.

      “Oh?” he chuckled and reached for his helmet. It took him a moment to pull it off, and the middle-aged, scarred, but sharp eyed man under the helmet watched me with an amused grin. “And what exactly do you want?”

      “Ahshala,” I replied immediately.

      The King’s grin widened. “Well, you were right after all.”

      “I did tell you, my king,” the mage brought his horse forward.

      I glared at them both, trying to work out their angle. The King just smiled. “Set up some tents, and bring me the healer. That’s a nasty head wound, and I’m sure young Jay-cob here is hiding a limp at the very least.”

      “What about my elf.”

      “She’s yours,” he nodded. “So long as you tell me everything.”

      Ahshala’s grip tightened on my arm, and I turned my head as she stared at me with wide-open eyes.

      I let a soft smile break across my face. “I’m a man of my word.”
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      First he tamed the Aroct.

      Then the Floof.

      Then the mighty Lich.

      But a surprise on the high seas before reaching the land of the Lamia, thrusts Colin and his wives to the forefront of conflict. And a few mistresses.

      Conflict is coming.

      Let's see how it ends?

      

      https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0C9XFHZ9Z
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      I took an oath to destroy them all.

      That not a single goblin would remain on this world.

      Trapped in the skeleton of an old dark elf ruin, deep beneath the trees and grass.

      I found her. The festering goddess that unleashed this plague upon the world. The one I would need to destroy, in order to complete my life’s mission.

      But she too, longs for the end.

      Despite my efforts to uphold my oath, I am thrust into a new world to start my slaughter once again. But the twisted creatures of my nightmares aren’t here. Tracking them down in this new world was a simple matter. Their camp was only barely hidden.

      But when the repellent creatures within, turn out to be seven voluptuous and beautiful women, I can’t help but think this is all a trap.

      My oath is everything… Isn’t it?

      

      https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0C5JYHGQ4
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      Since being thrust back in time, Calon has found himself in a world of danger and delight.

      People were wary at first, about having a summoner in their midst. And not without good reason. The confrontation with the good sheriff made sure of that. But when the dust cleared, there was still work to do, and only one person who could reasonably do it.

      But it's not just bandits going bump in the night. The goblins are stirring up trouble, an adventuring team has come to town and a certain Nightmare might just be friendlier than she first let on. Trouble just can't seem to stay away.

      And when a trip to Beenleigh goes terribly wrong.

      Calon will find himself pushed into situations with lasting consequences. So it's a good thing when he summons a couple more friends.

      

      https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0C2L14QMV
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        The end is nigh...

        Elfs... Humans... Orcs and others.

        Each has their own agenda. Each has their grudge. And each will be dealt with.

        And when I'm done... Either my family will finally be safe.

        Or I'll salt the ashes that remain, and ensure the world never forgets my wrath.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains MF, MFF, a hulk-mode goblin, multiple pregnancies, a voyeuristic faun, an overprotective father and a man so far beyond caring the shepherds of the afterlife come to heel.

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BXHSP8JF

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK FORMATTING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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