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CHAPTER ONE


“Easy! Easy!—”

Crunch.

I winced at the impact. Deucie lurched from side to side, but thankfully didn’t strike the other side. Righting a thirteen thousand pound truck wasn’t the easiest thing in the world to do. Let alone in some random fantasy realm without the aid of a crane or modern safety equipment. In the end, what worked was by digging a large trench alongside the truck. The trench had a shallow ramp for Deucie to drive out. Then it was up to a team of draft horses brought in from nearby farms to drag Deucie just far enough for gravity to do the hard work.

“Did it work how you wanted?” Ahshala pressed into my side.

I glanced over at my Elf. My Elf. The only word I could use to describe her was beautiful. That was inside and out. Between supervising the work going into getting Deucie righted, from the quiet moments we spent together in the King’s guest tent, as well as pouring over documents—Ahshala, with her knowledge of the Red Sparrow Trading Group—gave the man everything. Any little detail, from the staff to the inner workings of the organization. She didn’t hold back a single detail, and the King’s men noted it all.

Sir Herrond was now a wanted man. The details on the dragon were a little hazy. Thankfully, the King seemed to not hold us responsible. Apparently, my ‘supposed’ negotiations with the enormous creature were enough to convince the King that I was better off not living the rest of my days in the confines of his dungeon. Though, I thought it far more likely that he was more interested in my abilities as a transport operator. The Elves had given me that egg, and that egg was to be delivered to Galadhor, the capital. If this wasn’t a precursor for war, I’d eat one of Deucie’s tires.

“Let’s go check.” I patted Ahshala’s shoulder and started forward.

Already, teams of men were slipping into the ditch. They worked quickly, removing their ropes and getting out of the way. Nobody here other than myself, and Ahshala to a degree, understood what Deucie was. The King seemed very interested and had enquired about the possibility of using a replicator to create another, piece by piece. While it was technically possible, it was beyond Ahshala’s abilities and would take months, if not years, to recreate every part. On top of that, she had no understanding of the difference between tempered and untempered steel. While the engine block was cast iron, the piston sleeves were hardened steel. Although she could mimic any physical properties of her physical senses could touch and feel—a specific crystalline structure was not something she understood. At least… not yet.

We walked together as the men climbed down from the sides of Deucie. The great, lumbering beast was parked steadily. The parking brake was applied, and Deucie was in gear. It wouldn’t shift or be a risk to anyone now. It was stationery once more.

“The mirror is broken,” Ahshala pointed out.

“Might be able to bend most of it back into place,” I frowned. “It’s just tube. The mirror itself might be a problem.”

Ahshala nodded as she moved around to look at the shattered remains of the mirror itself. “What about this?” she asked.

“How are you with multiple layers of metals and glass?” I asked. “It’s a flat pane of glass, which is… basically melted sand. Then a thin coat of tin, silver, copper and a bit of paint to protect the metal.”

“Fascinating,” The King smiled as he joined us. “Here, we polish bronze.”

“That could work for now,” I nodded. “Mirrors were mostly used where I come from, to check for other vehicles on roads where you can drive side by side. I don’t really need them here unless I’m navigating narrow streets.”

“I’m sure we can come up with something,” the King scratched his chin. “What will you need to do before you can move it?”

“I’ll need to check some components. Make sure nothing leaked.” I thought about it. The battery was a sealed unit, it should be fine, and if not, the spare I had in the back was stacked neatly in a storage tent, along with the rest of my equipment.

“And if it did leak?” The king questioned me.

“It won’t be pleasant,” I looked at Ahshala. “But I do keep some spare oils. If I need a refill, my lovely replicator here can help with that as well.”

“Will it be as bad as diesel?” She asked, remembering the taste.

“Probably,” I admitted.

She shuddered and shook her head. “It’s necessary.”

I leaned over and kissed her ear. She shuddered and her cheeks grew warm. It was both something that aroused her and made her feel less self-conscious. Elves in this part of the world were treated as slaves. Anything that made them appear less than human was bad, and by kissing her ear specifically, it showed her in no uncertain terms that I didn’t give a single fuck about what people thought of her kind.

“When do you think it will be ready, then?” The king asked as he awkwardly looked away.

“If everything is fine, not long at all,” I nodded. “Let me grab some of my tools.”

Ahshala and I left the King to watch over Deucie while we retrieved what I needed. I had my service tools stashed away in a single bag for quick access. With them was an electric lamp for Ahshala to hold. The addition of a cotton rag and a thick broom was the last on the list, and I made my way back to Deucie.

Ahshala stood back while I used the broom to sweep the outside of Deucie clean. Not spotless, I’d need to visit a river to have any hope of that. But the larger chunks of dirt and grass needed to come out. At the very least, they’d block airflow into the radiator and cause problems down the line. Besides, rolled steel didn’t care a lick about the rough treatment. It was barely dented from the crash, only pushed in a few places where there must have been a rock or two. Paint on the other hand was scraped away, showing me bare metal.

“First stop after this is a river,” I stood back. “Need to get this properly clean so I can paint it.”

“Is that really necessary?” The King asked.

I nodded quickly and pointed to the bare metal. “That will rust if I don’t clean and cover it. Paint protects the metal. I can get away with it for a short time, but once rust sets in, I’ll need to sand and paint it, anyway. Better off doing it now, than wasting additional time doing it later.”

The king nodded and stepped back. “I will defer to your judgment in this matter. I only questioned it, because I am hoping to get you on the road as soon as possible.”

“That sounds an awful lot like you have work for me,” I frowned.

“I need to send a representative to Salva for the arrest of Sir Herrond,” the king nodded. “Your vehicle is faster than a horse, correct?”

“Much faster, my King,” Ahshala bowed politely.

“As long as they don’t get motion sickness,” I grunted as I started working on the bonnet.

The King stood by, while Ahshala helped hold and lift. The bonnet had bent in a few places, but still came free without too much trouble. With the engine exposed, I could finally see if there were any real problems. To my relief, no dirt or grass had gone up into the undercarriage. But some oil had leaked from the dipper. I gave the area a wipe to check how bad the problem was before pulling the dipper free. It was wet all the way up the stick, which made sense. With a wipe of that, I pushed it back in, and withdrew to check the oil level overall.

“Well that looks fine,” I nodded, before showing it to Ahshala. “Can you see the oil level?”

“Just below that dot,” Ahshala nodded.

“Perfect,” I grinned. “That dot is the upper level of normal. A little leaked out, but not enough to worry me.”

After replacing the dipstick, I moved around the engine and checked everything else. The belts were fine, as were the brake fluid and coolant. Both caps were airtight and had done their job well. The last thing on my current list was the air-conditioning. I could see through the inspection port that there was still plenty of gas, which was a relief. While I was sure I could make something that would work, it would take time and I didn’t like the idea of not having it in a world like this.

“Great,” I stepped back. “Everything looks good. As long as I can crank and start it, we should be good to go.”

“What about the transmission?” Ahshala asked.

“Either it’s completely broken,” I nodded. “Or it will be well enough to get it out of the hole and onto flat ground where I can double check it for damage. I’m not terribly keen about climbing underneath while it’s half stuck in the soft dirt here,” I pointed to where the tires had partially sunk into the earth.

She nodded, and I looked over at the King. “You might want to step back.”

The men who had climbed into the hole to detach their lines were long gone. I walked around to the driver’s side. It was unharmed, and I opened my door. Climbing in, I checked the internals. Nothing looked broken, beyond the dirt around Ahshala’s side of the windscreen, the mirror and…

“Shit,” I swore as I realized her window wasn’t down. It was broken too. The glass was strewn about inside the cab, along with a bunch of dirt and grass. “Hopefully she can replace glass easier than a mirror.”

I fished out my keys and slid them into the ignition. Turning it to the second click, I watched the lights on the dash come on. It had been a few days since I had started ol’ Deucie, so I gave it a few moments to warm the coils as I slipped it into neutral. With hope and a prayer, I twisted the key fully. And like glorious fucking clockwork, the engine coughed, spluttered, and then rumbled into life.

“Yes!” I cheered, giving the steering wheel a few frantic pats.

Honestly, from here, I figured everything was fine. The engine was the most sensitive part of the whole truck. If it survived, the transmission and differentials should have as well. To be certain, I activated the lockers, shifted into low range, and put it into first gear. So far, so good. I gave it a little gas before letting out the clutch. Only to remember what I’d told myself for years now. Deucie didn’t care.

With a purr and a pull, Deucie lumbered forward. The wheels dug furrows in the soft ground, but with all three axles pulling along, Deucie made it up the incline and onto flat ground. I had half a mind to continue and do a loop of the area. But on the off chance, there was in fact something wrong—that could do more harm than good. So as I pulled onto flat ground, I brought Deucie to a stop, applied the parking brake and turned the engine off.

When I opened the door, Ahshala was beaming brightly at me, and I hopped down only to receive a series of high-pitched giggles and a hug. I held her close as she hopped against me. Clearly, she was relieved to see Deucie back in action, just as much as I was. Deucie was our success in this world. Without it, we were no more than a weird couple with barely more than a few coins to our name. Hell, Herrond hadn’t actually paid us the entire delivery fee. Most of our expenses were to be reimbursed at the end of the trip we had never completed.

That didn’t matter, though. Right now, I was just happy that Deucie was on the move. Ahshala settled after a moment and gave me a nervous smile. Right before I pulled her into a fierce kiss. Her lips pressed into my own, and her body melted ever closer. This woman, human or not, was my world. We had our little adventures and had shared some fun times together. None of that took away from how much I adored her above all else. I hadn’t been thinking of love when I came to her rescue, but when she pulled away with a teary smile…

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too, Jacob,” she trembled, before hugging me firmly once more.

I’d said those words a few times now. The first came as a relief for the two of us. We had been discussing our time with a lovely Kitsoon by the name of Mae. The beautiful fox-girl had accepted payment to be our plaything for the evening, only to continue the following morning, and then again in her family’s bath, after we inadvertently brought Deucie over for a quick upgrade.

The second was when I set my Remington aside to confront the dragon. Since then, I’d made sure to tell her it often, and with enough feeling she’d never forget it. Something she appreciated, even if the other humans around us at the time disagreed with my sentiments. Not that I gave two shits about them, anyway.

I pulled away from her as she smiled at me. And I brought her around Deucie. Now, on solid ground, I climbed onto my back and crawled underneath. I checked over the transmission, wiping away any dirt and clumps stuck to the housing, only to find it in the same condition as before. No cracks, leaks or otherwise, which… Well, for a vehicle of this age, no leaks was a fucking miracle. I showed Ahshala the underside. The spots to check, like the fuel tanks. Dented, but still whole. I scraped away a bit of gunk from underneath that had gotten caught, likely all the way back when I first came to this world in a mud hole. The tail shaft looked fine and I could see the bearings were glistening from the grease I had applied to it just a week before the incident, which…

“Shit,” I frowned.

“What’s wrong?” Ahshala asked as she crawled up beside me.

“I… I think I killed a guy,” I frowned. “I was driving, and he fell in front of me. Then… I don’t know.”

Ahshala patted my arm. “Was it your fault?”

“No,” I shook my head. “No, he was with a girl, and turned around like he was about to yell at her or something. I spotted it out of the corner of my eye. He fell back on his own and… well, I guess he went under the wheels.”

Ahshala winced and nodded. “Likely it was quick.”

I nodded, then shook my head. “Not like I can do anything about it now. I’d probably be arrested if I somehow went back. They’d treat me like a hit and run, charge me for manslaughter, and lock me away for a decade.”

“You’ll need to tell me more about where you came from,” Ahshala smiled. “It sounds fascinating.”

“I’ll do that,” I nodded. “Right now, I just need to check…” I looked up and frowned. “Shit.”

Ahshala looked up, and her eyes narrowed. “Is it supposed to be wet?”

“No,” I sighed. “I’m glad I didn’t try to drive it.”

Together, we crawled down so I could get closer to the differential. There were two back here. The first was the one with the problem. Differential oil had leaked out, staining it shiny black. The rear differential was fine.

“Can you fix this?” Ahshala asked.

“Probably,” I grunted. “Worse comes to worst. Some liquid gasket will do the trick.”

“What about that?” she pointed.

I frowned and leaned over, only to grin. “Or that.”

The sight of the rubber hose for the bleed valve was an obvious relief. A stick was still caught up in the spring, dragged from the ground in the crash. It had speared the hose and torn it in half. As helpful as gravity was, sometimes it was still a bitch.

“I’ve got some hose and some clamps. This is an easy fix,” I nodded. “Should have enough oil too.”

“Will you need more?” Ahshala frowned cutely.

The look I gave her almost broke her heart. I didn’t want to tell her yes, but she understood what I needed, anyway. With no further comments, the two of us crawled out. While I collected what I needed to make a new bleed line, Ahshala put herself through the hell of replicating a new kind of oil. To both of our relief—while the process was horribly unpleasant—it wasn’t as bad as diesel. She quickly refilled the bottle and brought it to me, along with a small hand pump that I’d need to refill the differential.

From there, it was as simple as removing the old hose and installing the new one. No fancy marks to line up, no sensitive torque bolts, just a matter of plugging the hose, clamping it on, and jamming the bleed valve up into the holder left open by the removal of the original.

“What is this for, if it is so sensitive?” Ahshala asked as I pumped the oil back into the filler hole.

“Do you know that metal expands and contracts under heat and cold?” I asked.

Ahshala frowned before nodding slowly. “I had heard, yes.”

“Same thing here,” I nodded. “Only, this differential is airtight. If it warms up slowly and cools slowly, that’s fine, but if I suddenly drive into a river, it rapidly changes from one to the other, which can cause the pressure inside to spike and possibly burst a gasket.”

“What is a gasket?” she asked.

“Ah… fancy word for a seal. Like a cork on a bottle of wine,” I hedged.

She understood that and nodded quickly. “Okay, and this valve?”

“It’s designed to just let air in and out,” I said quickly. “The reason it’s on a hose is so I can mount it high enough to stay out of the water. A solid hose can’t be mounted to the body of Deucie, or it would break as I went over a bump, so rubber is the material of choice.”

“It almost sounds like these machines are really very simple,” she mused.

“In some ways they are,” I agreed. “It’s taking all that simplicity and making it work properly that’s hard. Engines where I come from have been around for centuries. We started with steam almost three-hundred years before Deucie was built. And Deucie is seventy years old by itself.”

“The engines of your time must be fascinating,” she grinned.

“You don’t even know the half of it,” I grinned back, thinking about the half-baked-billionaire who launched his car into space as a joke.

I spotted the small dribble of differential oil start to leak from the filler hole and pulled the pump out. In no time at all, I had the plug back in place, before gesturing for Ahshala to crawl out. I followed behind, and was greeted by the sight of the King, giving me a wide smile, beside a middle-aged woman.

“How is it?” He asked.

“I think it’s ready,” I grinned. “Only thing left to do is a test drive. If that goes well, I’ll see if Ahshala can do something about the window.”

“I will need a complete example to work with,” she frowned.

“It’s the same on both sides,” I smiled. She nodded quickly and made her way over, leaving me with the King and his guest. “Now,” I glanced at the woman. “I’m guessing you’re somebody important.”

“My chief advisor,” the King nodded.

“I’ve heard a great many things about your… Doozy,” she nodded.

“Deucie,” I gently corrected her. “We’re just about ready to start loading my equipment into the back. I suppose we’ll need supplies and some bedding for you to sleep on.”

“How long will the trip take?” She asked.

“That depends on you,” I nodded. “If you can handle the speeds we’ll be traveling, a few days. It’s after noon, so we’ll probably make it to Riverwort today. Then… Well, I’m not so sure, there’s probably a rest stop between Dogwood and Oakly. It really depends on what the dragon did on its way to find us.”

“Dogwood is gone,” the King sighed. “A great number of people died in those fires, but it would be good to find out what further damage to the South there is. Which is why I’m sending you to Salva.” He patted the woman’s arm and she inclined her head. “I need to know how widespread the damage is. Was it just Dogwood, or was the smoke from Oakly another attack?”

“I’ll do all I can,” I offered. “Perhaps, if you could supply additional provisions. Food, water, tents or at least some bedrolls. I can give them out to any survivors I come across.”

The king smiled thinly before glancing at the woman, who gave me a polite nod. “I think you will be surprised on your trip.”

“I already am,” she agreed. “I shall fetch what Jacob suggested.”

“If we stop at Riverwort, I can handle the last of Deucie’s repairs when we arrive,” I told the King as the woman walked off.

“Was that really all?” He asked.

“I think so,” I nodded. “That and fuel. I’ll need fuel. I’ll make it back to Riverwort, but Ahshala will be exhausted after all this.”

“You care for her,” the king mused.

“Is that a problem?” I asked, trying to gauge his reaction.

“Not for me,” he muttered. “What you do and think of the Elf is your concern. Just understand that many won’t be so lenient.”

“Well then, I have my Remington,” I shrugged.

The King frowned. “Your weapon.”

“My weapon,” I nodded. “And with the greatest respect, I’d break it before I allowed it to be replicated. In the wrong hands, it could cause untold destruction on a scale you could not even begin to fathom.”

“And what do I have to ensure you do not bring that destruction to my gates?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Nothing but my eternal gratitude for Ahshala. I worked in my last home as a delivery driver. I have no reason to stop that now. If I wanted to harm you or your people, I’d have done it the moment I saw you.”

“You could have been waiting for me to help get your Deucie unstuck,” the King pressed.

“Same answer,” I shrugged as Ahshala appeared from beside the truck. She looked tired, but had a triumphant grin on her face as she held a pane of glass the right shape to go into the broken window. “She’s my whole world, and I’ll die a happy man, making her as comfortable as I possibly can.”

“You do know she will likely outlive you by centuries, no less?” The king asked.

I nodded slowly. “Which means I have the rest of my life to prove to you, and your heirs, how precious she is, in the hope that you help her avoid the fate of the rest of her people when I pass on.”

“I can’t offer any titles⁠—”

“I don’t want them,” I shook my head. “Just a place for her to grow old, and care for the children we bring to the world. Without having to fight for the right to live, or struggle to survive in a world that looks down on her, for no other reason than her birth-heritage.”

The king sighed and shook his head. “Most people in your position would petition for power. Control over more contracts, land, riches, and wealth.”

“I’m not most people,” I shrugged.

“No,” the King chuckled. “You’re far more dangerous than that. I can bribe a noble, get them to do whatever I want with the proper leverage of wealth, taxes, and trade.” The King turned and looked me in the eye before smiling. “I’ve no doubt, if I did something to harm her, or even threatened the fact, you’d kill me without a moment of hesitation.”

“None,” I whispered.

He nodded to himself and smiled. “While I might not hold the Elves in the same light, you do. I once felt the same burning passion.”

“What happened to her?” I asked.

The King sighed and shook his head. “She died giving birth to my daughter. A daughter you likely saved from a fate worse than death. Had she survived the dragon attack, she would have been forced to marry a man thrice her age for legitimacy on the throne.” He glanced back at me and narrowed his eyes. “Do we have an understanding?”

“Perfectly,” I nodded. “I’ll be back as soon as I can. Give me a week. I shouldn’t take that long, but it gives me an extra day if something delays us.”

“Jacob! The headlight is broken on this side!” Ahshala called.

I saw the smile on the King’s face when he turned away from me. He had things to do, and so did I. Hopefully, the weather held out. Ahshala could replicate the small things as we traveled. Pretty sure I had more than a few spare bulbs, anyway.
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CHAPTER TWO


Igrunted softly as I lowered Ahshala onto the bed. She groaned as I pulled my arms away, and I slowed my movements as she pulled a face.

“Jacob,” she mumbled, before relaxing once more.

I smiled and shook my head before slowly extracting my arms. She mumbled something again, before her arms reached out as if searching for me. I thought about my options for a moment before yanking off my shirt. I wasted no time, quickly stuffing a pillow inside it before pressing it lightly against her cheek. Instantly, she gripped the pillow and nuzzled it, before falling still.

“Well, that’s probably the cutest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” I chuckled.

It was late afternoon. The sun was only barely up, and I needed to check my work. I quietly slipped out of the room, closing and locking the door behind me. Only when I turned, I found myself before a familiar face.

“Hello, sir,” the Feelice smiled.

“Hello,” I smiled back. “I’m glad to see you’re safe.”

“All thanks to you,” she purred. “You drove off the dragon. You saved all our lives.”

She stepped closer to me, and I found, with my back against the door, she was getting awfully close. “I just did what anyone would have done in my position. I helped and I’m glad it worked out in the end.”

“Hmmm..” she purred. “And like anyone in my position. I’ve been working with larger vegetables. As a thank you for saving my life, I wouldn’t mind showing you my new capabilities.”

“Jacob, are you okay?”

The Feelice woman jerked back as I spotted Brynadette, the King’s chief advisor. She had handled the trip rather well. With the window down and the wind on her face, she had managed to adjust to the motion reasonably well. At least, after the first little bit. I took things easy at first and we felt every bump in the road. Once I got up to cruising speed, things were far more comfortable for all of us. By then, she was just happy to have arrived in Riverwort when I said we would, rather than arriving the following day, how she had expected.

“Excuse me,” the Feelice woman slipped away.

I smiled at her retreating form, and turned back to the chief advisor, who raised an eyebrow at me. “After your little display with the Elf, I was sure you weren’t the straying type.”

This time, I shot her a harsh glare. “I’m not,” I growled. “And not that it’s any of your business. But Ahshala is the one who suggested the idea.”

Brynadette flinched before nodding slowly. “I apologize. My words were out of place.”

I stared at her for a long moment. Chief advisor may be her title, but I knew what she really was. A spy. She may have a general purpose in going after Sir Herrond. That didn’t mean she wasn’t going to pick up any small detail she could and twist it to both her and the king’s advantage. No doubt she would be sending reports back every moment she could, or at least writing them to present on her return.

“It’s fine,” I told her. “If there’s nothing else, I need to give Deucie a final coat before it gets too dark to see what I’m doing.”

“Yes,” Brynadette paused. “I saw Ahshala collapse. Is she okay?”

“Fine,” I nodded as I moved past her in the hallway. “Just overexerted herself filling the fuel tank.”

“I feel as if having more replicators on hand would be beneficial to you,” Brynadette suggested as she followed me down into the taproom, where the old Elf bartender gave us both a polite nod.

“You’d think that,” I nodded. “And if I was doing a planned route, then you’d probably be right. That’s how they did things where I come from. They built stations where trucks like Deucie could stop and refuel. They made good places to rest, eat and sleep as well.”

“I get the feeling you are not convinced this is needed here?” She asked.

“Probably not,” I shrugged as I stepped out into the open. The sun was just hovering over the nearby roofs. Deucie wasn’t in the direct light any more, but it was still plenty bright enough to see. “My advantage with Deucie isn’t in doing regular deliveries, or even repeat trips.”

I made my way over and checked the wet paint. I wasn’t dumb enough to touch it, but I knew it had been long enough that I could get away with a second coat. With a nod, I moved around to the back of the tray still left open, where a guard had been stationed to watch things. He nodded at me, while I picked up the tin of paint I had left out, along with the brush I had left in a cup of thinners. Ahshala almost sobbed when she smelled the foul liquid, so I was doing my best to store it and make it last as long as possible.

“You were saying something about your advantage?” Brynadette brought my attention back to her.

“Spontaneity,” I shrugged. “Like taking you to Salva. Or picking up a bunch of injured villagers and bringing them here. Sure, I could move large amounts of cargo, great distances in a short time. But my real advantage is taking specific cargo, where it’s needed, faster than anyone else can possibly react.”

I pried open the paint tin and dipped the brush. Likely, there were millions of painters out there horrified by what I was doing. I wasn’t a painter, I was just savvy enough to do my own maintenance and repairs. Hell, it was lucky that I had paint the same color as Deucie, rather than trying to source something on this world that would do the trick.

“You moved injured people,” Brynadette nodded. “What about… A group of soldiers?”

I grimaced as I painted over the spots I needed. Anyone would see where I had touched it up. And that was even without the dents and scratches showing.

“I get what you’re asking. And while I’m saying that it’s technically possible, I would rather not.” I grunted.

“You could turn the tide of an entire war, just by delivering groups of soldiers to important locations,” she tried again.

“I could also turn the tide of an entire war, just by delivering medical supplies.” I glared at her. “I could turn the tide of war by delivering a letter. Or by simply driving Deucie straight into the front lines of a charging cavalry unit… On either side.”

Brynadette narrowed her eyes before nodding. “I would normally have assumed that you were a coward. But your interaction with the dragon proves that not to be the case.”

“Speaking of, how was it that someone managed to give me a fucking dragon egg?” I asked. “That thing hunted me across this nation in just a few days. How the hell did they get the egg away from it to begin with?”

Brynadette sighed. “The specifics aren’t something we know of. Likely, Nis Para has been destroyed by the dragon in question. They were supposed to help guard its horde, not plunder it.”

“You’re kidding,” I snorted. “They have dragons?”

“I… No,” Brynadette frowned. “It’s more complicated than that. Think of dragons, like guard dogs. Nobody can come near them unless they allow it.”

“And they chose the Elves?” I asked.

“The Elves bargained with them,” Brynadette corrected. “It is one of the reasons we have never tried to war with the Elves. While the dragons are few and far between, accidentally encroaching on their territory is a disastrous affair.”

“No shit.” I shook my head. “What about if the Elves invade us?” I asked.

Brynadette sighed. “The only dragon on this side of the range is hostile to everyone, including other dragons. Far to the east, it lives inside an abandoned silver mine.”

“Good to know,” I nodded. “I wouldn’t have thought twice about travelling out to pick up a load of silver ore.”

“That is the only dragon in our domain,” Brynadette nodded. “If you wish to cross the sea, there are others. I would be happy to answer questions should that become necessary.”

“Sure,” I nodded. “And you’d like to wring every scrap of information out of me that you possibly can.”

Brynadette smiled widely. “It is nice when I don’t need to play the games with people. I’ve always preferred the direct approach.”

“Same with me,” I shrugged. “And while we’re being open about it. I meant what I said. I don’t give a fuck about titles, wealth, or anything else. I’ll be loyal to whomever gives Ahshala and our children the freedom to live as she chooses. I just want to live my life, drive my truck, and be with my woman.”

“You wield a lot of power for a man so unbothered to use it,” Brynadette smiled. “You’d make an awful noble.”

“No doubt,” I snorted. “I’ve only met the one, and I hated the fucker.”

“You’ve met at least three,” she disagreed, and when I gave her a questioning look, she listed them. “Herrond, myself and Sir Fredden.”

“Sir Fredden?” I asked.

Brynadette laughed softly. “The mage, who brought word of you to the king, and ordered the guards to watch over your Deucie.”

“Oh,” I shook my head and chuckled. “I suppose that makes sense.”

“We’re not all so bad,” she smirked.

“No,” I agreed. “Arguably, some of you are so much worse.”

Brynadette adopted an offended expression before chuckling. “I can see why you didn’t get along with Herrond.”

“I doubt anyone that wasn’t willing to get on their knees and beg would get along with Herrond,” I shook my head.

Brynadette smiled. “It takes a special kind of man to convince some nobles to get on their knees.”

I froze as she turned and walked back to the inn. I had no idea if she’d said it, simply for the shock value—or if she was implying something. Either way, that seemed like a red flag, and I shook my head as I gave Deucie a once over. There were plenty of small nicks and scratches. The paint would still need a bit of clear coat, but that was to protect the paint itself, not the metal. The hard part was done, and I had spent a bit of time touching up the spots that needed it already.

“Ah, I finally have you alone for a moment,” a familiar voice called.

I turned and saw the old mage coming towards me. “Sir Fredden.”

“Oh, put that away,” he chuckled. “It sounds worse coming from you, as it does from the lads running amok in the streets.”

“Sorry,” I grinned. “What can I do for you? Brynadette just left.”

“Oh, yes,” he nodded. “Be careful with that one.”

“She’s a spy with the king’s best interests, yeah,” I shrugged. “I know anything I tell her will get back to him.”

“And then some,” Sir Fredden chuckled again. “I could say the same about myself.”

“True,” I nodded. He was the one to fetch the king, after all.

“In any case. After the incident with the dragon. I never got the opportunity to properly thank you.” he gave a small bow.

“As I already told… That’s not important.” I shook my head. “I just did what I could.”

“Modesty,” he smiled. “Still, you saved this town, and many, many lives along with it. If you won’t take it as a reward, then please accept it as simple payment for services rendered.”

Sir Fredden held out a pouch that jingled slightly. I knew it was full of coins, and from the way he worded it, he fully intended to give it to me. In a way that it would likely cause offence if I refused. Considering he was nobility, I took the coins with a smile.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Sir Fredden smiled. “Now, if I’m not mistaken. There’s a certain Feelice working this evening, who may draw your attention.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Why am I not surprised?”

“Don’t blame the girl,” the old man laughed. “I own the tavern.”

I grunted and gave a small nod. “She’s… not being forced, is she?”

“Her official contract states she is simply a worker,” Sir Fredden shook his head. “There is an intentional ambiguity about her taking on extra roles, but those are entirely at her discretion.”

“Good,” I sighed. “I was worried there for a moment that she may have had some kind of… compulsion.”

“Only one she chose for herself,” Sir Fredden chuckled. “Enjoy your evening.”

I watched him leave before shaking my head. With nothing else to do, I packed away my equipment before closing the back up. Other than a few broken palings, the box Mae’s father had built was still in good condition. Good enough, likely I’d be paying the pretty Kitsoon a visit when I got back to Salva. For now, I set the padlock, before waving to the guard as I made my way back into the inn.

The old Elf at the bar grinned and quickly poured an ale for me. “On the house, as a gesture of my thanks,” he grinned.

“I’ll take it,” I chuckled and made my way over. “What’s it like here?”

“What’s it like?” The old Elf frowned. “The inn, or just… in general?”

“Both,” I shrugged. “I know Sir Fredden owns this place. Is he good to work for?”

“Better than many,” the old Elf nodded. “I worry about what happens when he passes, though. Whoever buys this place when he’s gone might not be so kind.”

“No heirs?” I asked.

The Elf shrugged slightly. “If he does, I haven’t been told about them. It’s fine though. At my age and experience, I can get a contract for a similar position pretty easily. If not with the same comforts.”

I thought about that for a moment. Whether he meant the girls, or something else entirely, it wasn’t my business. Sir Fredden said they weren’t forced to offer those services, so I wasn’t going to tread on toes. Instead, I raised the oversized mug to my lips and swallowed a mouthful of foamy, delicious goodness.

“Ah,” I grinned as I set it down.

“Good, eh,” the Elf chuckled.

“Very,” I agreed. “I might take another with dinner.”

“I’ll have one sent up with the meal. It won’t be long,” he nodded.

I smiled at that and settled into my drink. Unlike the first time I visited, this evening it was a lively place. People came and went, mostly for the drink. Some stuck around, waiting at tables for the evening meal to be readied. To my interest, there were more than just humans here, too. A few Feelice men came in, as well as a pretty little Kitsoon who nervously shuffled around some men covered in a layer of sawdust. There were others too. It looked like many animal archetypes were represented. Cats and foxes I was familiar with. But there were some who resembled dogs, or in this case, likely wolves. A massive bear of a man was… well, like a bear. There was a group of dirt covered individuals who had tusks similar to boars and they were greeted by a few orcs in a similar state.

“Sir?”

“Hmm,” I turned and spotted the familiar face of the Feelice woman that… “What’s your name?” I asked.

She froze before giving me a wide smile. “Call me Chyka.”

“Chyka,” I smiled. “It’s pretty.” Her facial fur stood on end as she looked at the floor and shifted nervously. It took me a heartbeat before I realized this was the equivalent of a blush. “Sorry. What is it you wanted?”

“Oh,” she smiled. “I was just informing you the meal would be sent to your room. If you want to go up and wait, I’ll bring it to you.”

“Lovely,” I smiled. “I’ll do that. Can you bring some for Ahshala? I’ll wake her for the meal.”

“I can, yes,” Chyka nodded, before scampering off behind the bar and into the kitchen.

I gave the old Elf a wave before emptying the last of my ale. I set the mug down where he could get to it easily before making my way upstairs. Only to be confronted by a cranky-looking Elf.

“Hey,” I smiled as she sat on the edge of the bed, glaring at me.

“You weren’t here,” she growled.

“You were sleeping,” I laughed and sat down beside her. “You pushed yourself too hard and passed out. I brought you upstairs, then went back and finished what I needed to do.”

Ahshala leaned in and kissed my cheek before pulling back. “You smell like ale.”

“I had one,” I chuckled. “After I locked up Deucie, I came right back inside and the Elf downstairs poured me a drink as a thank you.”

“You… didn’t sleep with the Feelice?” she asked.

“No,” I frowned. “She did give me a very suggestive offer, though.”

Ahshala nodded. “Did you accept?”

I sighed and kissed Ahshala’s cheek. “We were interrupted. Anyway, she’ll be here in a moment with our–” KNOCK, KNOCK “–food.”

Ahshala giggled and got up. I stood as well and made my way to the table as Ahshala opened the door. Chyka stood on the other side. On one arm, she balanced a large tray with three bowls, a loaf of bread, and some cutlery. In her other hand was a large pitcher and a trio of mugs.

“If it’s not too much trouble, I’m on a break,” she smiled at Ahshala.

“You’re welcome to join us.” Ahshala took the tray of food and brought it to the table. “How long is your break?”

“I’m not expected back until an hour after sunrise,” she smiled nervously.

“Oh well,” Ahshala shot me a grin. “I’m exhausted after my exertions today. I was worried Jacob wouldn’t have a willing woman to sate his needs.”

I shook my head. “I don’t–”

“I would be happy to,” Chyka smiled. “I offered myself earlier, but we were interrupted.”

“Excellent,” Ahshala grinned happily, as she gestured for Chyka to sit at the small table where she set the tray.

I got up and joined them, spotting a lovely-looking stew. It was heavy on the meat, how I liked it, and the bread would be a perfect addition. While I sat, Ahshala tore apart the loaf, while Chyka poured us all a mug of ale.

“After this, we should bathe,” Ahshala sighed as she dipped a piece of bread into the stew.

“I could certainly use one,” I agreed.

“I would prefer to be clean for what I’m hoping tonight’s entertainment entails,” Chyka blushed as she plucked a chunk of meat from her bowl.

“I’m pleased that you seem to want this as much as we do,” Ahshala grinned.

Chyka glanced at her before turning to me. She looked back at the bowl and let out a sigh. “I turned down several offers tonight,” she admitted.

“Paying offers?” I asked, and Chyka nodded.

Ahshala frowned. “Why would you do that?”

“Because despite knowing that this is purely a business arrangement. That night was truly the greatest experience of my life. And I’d really like this one to not be interrupted by a dragon,” she set her fork down. “I know that I’m just a whore. But if ever you come back through Riverwort, please check in.”
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I could hear them start, even as I dried my hair. I ruffled the towel before pulling it away so I could see them. Ahshala, my gorgeous nude Elf, was being pushed back towards the bed. Chyka, the aggressive Feelice, was pushing her along. The two were locked into a battle of tongues as each of them moaned loudly. Chyka’s tail flicked from side to side with each step as she directed Ahshala back to the edge of the bed.

When her legs touched the wooden sides, Chyka finally released Ahshala, giving her a gentle push. Ahshala laughed as she dropped onto the bed, only for the Feelice to grab her hips and drag her closer to the edge. Slipping her legs inside of Ahshala’s, she knocked them wider, before reaching down with a pair of fingers to dance over the Elf’s swollen clit.

“You’re looking far more awake than earlier,” Chyka purred.

“You didn’t think I’d sleep through this, did you?” Ahshala laughed.

Chyka giggled before curling her fingers, driving them into Ahshala’s soaked pussy. She moaned and flopped back on the bed as Chyka crawled atop her. I watched the Feelice’s fingers rock back and forth inside Ahshala’s pussy and moved slowly in behind them.

“I bet he’ll fuck you first,” Chyka ran a series of kissed along Ahshala’s jaw. “Fuck his Elf. Then have me afterwards. What do you think?”

“It doesn’t matter what she thinks,” I laughed as I bent down behind them.

Spreading Chyka’s ass, I looked at the pink insides of her pussy. Ahshala had said she tasted good, and while Chyka had said it was the lubricant she applied, I was inclined to find out firsthand. Clearly, the Feelice wasn’t expecting my tongue as I licked her entrance. Ahshala let out a giggle before her arms came up around Chyka’s shoulders.

The two ladies moaned into one another’s mouths as they were both pleasured. Ahshala, by Chyka’s fingers, still rocking in and out of her splayed pussy. And Chyka, as I tasted her. She tasted fresh, clean and both as similar and as different as any human woman. Working my tongue into her, I could feel the start of her textured insides. The hole was too small to get further inside, though, and I moved lower to take her clit between my lips.

Chyka let out a gasp and pushed back as I gently sucked. With the nub in my mouth, I ran my tongue over it, stimulating her further. Her pussy leaked over my face, and I could feel it dripping off my chin before I pulled away. As Chyka trembled and shook from the intense sensation, I reached lower and took her wrist, still working back and forth inside Ahshala’s pussy. I pulled her hand free and turned her wrist before placing her fingers on her own clit. As she rubbed herself, I leaned down and closed my mouth over Ahshala’s clit instead.

The taste of mango and vanilla filled my mouth, as Ahshala rocked her hips up into my face. With Chyka atop her, there was nothing my Elf could do but take the sensations I was giving her. She moaned deliciously, bucking her hips as I suckled. Before she could hit her peak, I pulled away, earning myself an angry squeal from my unsatisfied Elf.

That, I completely ignored as I sat up and moved closer. Chyka was still rubbing her own clit as she pulled Ahshala back into a kiss. While I steered my cock between them. The soaked folds of Ahshala’s pussy welcomed me. I didn’t pause until my balls were resting on her ass. Chyka’s tail washed from left to right and back over my chest as I drove my cock into Ahshala’s already throbbing pussy.

I bent down and took Ahshala under the knees. She responded quickly, raising her legs before crossing her ankles above Chyka’s ass. Then, by leaning on her legs, I was able to drive my weight into Ahshala’s hips. It took only about four strokes of my cock, before I recognized the change of pitch in Ahshala’s moans. Following that was the squeezing sensation as her pussy throbbed around me. She was cumming hard, and I slowed to a more manageable speed.

When her body began to twitch and jerk, I slipped myself free and watched the last visible throbs of her pussy before looking up to see Chyka twisted around to look at me.

“Start with a finger. I’m already prepared,” she mumbled.

Ahshala quickly pulled Chyka back into a series of firm kisses, while I spotted her hand appear between Chyka’s legs. One delicate, pale finger curled up, before sliding into Chyka’s dribbling pussy and I directed my attention back to the Feelice’s ass. As she suggested, I lightly prodded her opening with a finger. She responded eagerly, pushing back slightly, and the muscle relaxed, letting me explore her ass. Just inside, she was extremely lubricated, and I used gentle motions to extract some of that lubricant until her asshole glistened with it. She was already moaning in ecstasy by the time I pulled away. Ahshala matched each thrust of my digit with her own and Chyka was loving it.

When I swapped my finger for the head of my cock, her whole body froze. Her tail shot into the air, and she pulled away from Ahshala’s demanding mouth to look over her shoulder once more. Only to utter just one single word.

“Please?”

I grinned before tightening my grip around her hips. She took a sharp breath of air before nodding rapidly as I began pushing forward. She hadn’t been lying. Her ass was far more used to the intrusion this time. There was no forcing, no need to slowly work my way in. She was still incredibly tight, but her ass accepted me as her head tilted to the ceiling.

Before that scream could escape her lips, Ahshala pulled her face down into a quick kiss.

“Jacob is going to fuck you now,” she whispered. “Bite me if you want to stop.”

Chyka responded by slamming her mouth into Ahshala’s while I slowly withdrew my length. Her Feelice pussy might be only suited for her own kind, but the way she responded to anal made this whole situation all the better. I slid my cock back into her, and felt Ahshala’s finger shift inside her pussy, before retreating once more.

In no time at all, I was thrusting firmly into Chyka’s ass. Ahshala did her best to keep the multi-orgasmic Feelice as quiet as possible. That was only partially successful as she yowled and arched her back every time she came. Until finally, I was leaning over both of them. One hand on Chyka’s shoulder, keeping her head down where Ahshala could kiss her. The other hand on her hip, pinning her as she frantically bucked back against me with each thrust. The Feelice was practically mauling Ahshala, and I was at my limit.

“Going to cum,” I grunted.

Whether they heard me or not, it was too late for me. I drove my cock deep into Chyka’s ass and unleashed. My cock throbbed, and I felt my first spurt spray deep inside her. Ahshala’s finger worked on the inside of her pussy, massaging the underside of my cock, while Chyka’s ass squeezed as she yowled into yet another orgasm. I just hoped that after all this, we hadn’t caused the poor Feelice an injury.
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CHAPTER THREE


“How are you holding up?” I asked as I concentrated on the road.

Brynadette grimaced as she clutched at the vomit bag. “It’s not getting any worse,” she lamented softly.

I nodded, as Ahshala pressed herself against me. We left early in the morning, though… with Chyka’s goodbye, it was still later than we originally intended. With a few extra coins, and a promise to return, we left on good terms with full bellies and… Well, I suppose I was the only one with empty balls, but all three of us were satisfied with how things played out.

Unfortunately, we barely had time to climb into Deucie before the rain started coming down once more. It wasn’t quite as heavy as it was when we transported Herrond. But it still felt as such, since Brynadette insisted on me keeping up a decent pace. I worried about approaching wagons for a time. Only to bring it up and have the concern dismissed. After the dragon destroyed everything, it was extremely unlikely there would be wagons passing through. Those who escaped with their lives had already made the trip. Anyone else out there would likely avoid the area entirely.

What did surprise me was how well the roads kept up with the weather. I hadn’t paid much attention before. But the roads weren’t just dirt. Some kind of hardened clay, or rocks, made up a surface layer. Adding to that, the road itself was raised, so water didn’t pool on it. So despite the blinding rain hammering down on the windscreen, it was still safe to drive at a decent speed. Which was not at all comfortable for Brynadette. The poor thing couldn’t open the window with all the rain, and without the sensation of wind on her skin, she was struggling with motion sickness.

“I haven’t felt like this since I was a girl,” she complained.

“Deucie is different from many things you’ve experienced before,” I offered. “Don’t beat yourself up. You’re doing far better than Herrond.”

“As I should,” she huffed before shaking her head. “Where do you think we will stop today?”

“If I can keep this pace… There’s a clearing between Dogwood and Oakly,” I frowned.

Brynadette must have spotted my look before sighing. “That doesn’t sound like you’re happy about it.”

“I’m not,” I sighed. “Oakly sent people to kill us before the dragon attack. There’ll be a few corpses out on the road.”

The advisor nodded, before leaning her forehead on the window. “Yes, I remember your explanation of what happened. Had you casually murdered them out of hand, things would have gone very differently. Neither the king, nor myself, will hold the defense of oneself against them.”

“Good,” I grinned. “Because I’d hate to have to kill you.”

“Jacob!” Ahshala slapped my thigh.

I chuckled and shook my head. “It’s fine. She knows where my loyalties lie, as well as my usefulness.”

“He’s not wrong,” Brynadette waved off Ahshala’s complaint with a casual flick of her wrist. “He’s just crude about it.”

“You aren’t bothered at all that he threatened you?” Ahshala sat up to address the woman.

Brynadette chuckled and shook her head. “No dear. That wasn’t a threat. It was simple reality.” She turned and looked Ahshala in the eye and smiled. “If the king ordered it, and an effort was made to capture Jacob, he would kill them. There is no threat in those words, just as there is no threat in a flood. It simply is.”

Ahshala looked at her in astonishment before turning back to me. I timed it perfectly to pull her close and press a kiss to her pretty lips, before releasing her to keep my eye on the road. “My Elf,” I grinned.

Ahshala blushed and nodded quickly, before reaching down into the small box at her feet. “I think I’ll just work on this for now, shall I?”

“Probably for the best,” I nodded as she plucked out one of her replicated twelve-gauge shells. “If we get time along this trip, I want to teach you to shoot.” Ahshala turned to me as Brynadette raised an eyebrow. “Don’t look at me like that. I’m a human. She’ll outlive me by a wide margin. Even dead and gone, I’ll leave her protected.”

“He’s rather intense, isn’t he?” Brynadette chuckled.

“Uh huh,” Ahshala squirmed in her seat.

I ignored them both as I continued to drive. I kept Deucie in the middle of the road. It was the easiest way to avoid the wagons left on the sides. Some of them looked abandoned, others were scorched wrecks, sitting in pieces with blackened lumps at the fronts that used to be horses. The dragon had spared nothing in its travels. It must have realized we had slipped through its search, as it didn’t seem to have been following the road exactly. The blackened sections of trees and ground zigzagged over the area.

“Do you have ginger here?” I asked.

Both ladies looked at me and frowned before Brynadette spoke up. “That strange root with a strong smell and spicy flavor?”

“That’s about it,” I nodded. “It can help with motion sickness.”

“It’s a shame it tastes terrible,” Brynadette sighed.

“Peel it, slice it thin, boil it and then coat it with sugar. People where I come from eat it as a treat, but it would help make it easier to eat for those who have problems with travel.”

“Fascinating,” Brynadette took out a wad of paperwork and began taking notes. “And you’ve tried this?”

“Yup,” I chuckled. “I hate the stuff.”

Her smile drooped before she shook her head. “I’ll note it, anyway.”

I gave her a small nod and continued on my drive. Only to slow a short time later, at the familiar site of Dogwood. I worked back through the gears, letting me pass by a few corpses on the road. The town was much as it had been before. The buildings were gone, the few that remained were in shambles. There were no signs of activity, but anyone still remaining would likely be taking cover in this weather. I chose the same street as I had traveled the time before. Ahshala set down the shell she had completed as Brynadette stared in horror at what she was witnessing. Without the flames, it was easier to spot the damage. The corpses that lined the streets, the utter destruction.

We could see where some buildings had been burned. Others had been smashed, likely by the enormous beast’s tail. A shop that had escaped the flames had its front smashed in, likely by a survivor wanting whatever was inside. That, at least on some level, was a good thing. Survivors meant they could rebuild.

“Movement,” Ahshala pointed.

I looked in the direction she indicated and frowned. “Your eyes are better than mine. What did you see?”

“Someone running,” she squinted.

I looked around as I continued driving slowly. This part of the town was where I had stopped to help people climb out from a tavern and onto the roof. That tavern was just a few crumbled remains now. But the area itself was surprisingly clear. Almost as if…

“Shit,” I swore as a wagon pulled out of a side street and cut across in front of Deucie. A team of men holding spears rushed out after it. I stared at them while Brynadette made a noise of disgust. “How should we handle this?”

“They are impeding an official of the courts on an important mission,” Brynadette frowned. “I suppose this as good a time as any for you to show me what that weapon of yours can do.”

I looked at Ahshala, who gave me a defiant nod. “Fair enough.” I nodded and reached around for my Remington. I pulled it around before checking it was cleared. I glanced at the mirror and could see a few sneaking up the sides of Deucie. It would take them a few moments and I gave Ahshala a nudge. “Lock the door, please?”

Ahshala leaned over, hitting the lock on Brynadette’s side. I did the same on mine before winding down the window. Now we weren’t moving. The rain wasn’t coming down quite so hard. I could even make out the voice of the man on the wagon calling orders to the others surrounding us.

I leaned out into the rain and stuck the Remington out the window. I rested the barrel on the mirror bracket as I had once before and lined up my shot.

“Are you even listening?!” the speaker yelled. “GET THE FUCK–”

Bang-BOOM!

The recoil snapped my shoulder back. The slug left the barrel and slammed into the back of the wagon. And immediately detonated. A shockwave blew the rain out for just a single moment. The wagon was literally blown in half. The horse that hauled it into position bolted away as the men nearest to Deucie panicked and fled in terror. As for the speaker, he was now laying on his back in the middle of the road, flopping limply from side to side.

With a sigh, I brought the Remington partially back into Deucie, before pumping the action to eject the spent shell. Then, after clearing the barrel, I slipped it safely into the back once more and wound the window up.

“What is that?” Brynadette whispered.

“That is something I will never allow into the hands of anyone but Ahshala,” I grunted as I put Deucie back into gear. “This world just isn’t ready for that kind of power.”

“You could end sieges, you could force peace, you could-”

“Kick you out here and now, drive off into the woods and use it on anyone coming to find us,” I grunted as Deucie bounced as the man on the ground went under the tires. “Trust me when I tell you. That this world is NOT ready for a weapon like that.”

I let out a sigh before reaching down to adjust the temperature a little. The day wasn’t particularly cold, but now I was wet, the air conditioning was a bother. So, for now, we drove in silence as I cranked the heat a bit. I just wanted to get myself mostly dry, as I got us as far from Dogwood as we possibly could. I understood the mentality of survival, but banditry wasn’t going to be something I’d ever tolerate.

Only, as I drove out of the south end of town, I realized that everything here had been cleaned up. The corpses, burned remains and destruction I had seen coming into the town were all gone. And that made me think as I worked through the gears.

“We might have a problem,” I said after a few moments.

“Banditry is always a problem,” Brynadette huffed.

“Yup, but remember when I mentioned I had problems with Oakly?” I paused for a moment. “Because someone cleared this road.”

“Should we drive through the night?” Ahshala asked.

“If we run into more trouble, it might be for the best,” I nodded. “Even then, when we stop, it might be best to have someone keep watch at night.”

“Does that mean you’re going to teach me to use your weapon?” Brynadette asked.

“No,” I grinned. “It means if you think we need it, you can wake me.”

She huffed, but I could sense it was only a vague hope coming from her. She understood what I was talking about. While she would love to find a way to pry the weapon from me, it would cost her too much to do so. The cost of her failure was too high in comparison to the potential benefits, and that was the only reason I accepted on why she was still here.

We drove a little slower on the south road. I didn’t want to crash if the next idiot with a wagon got in front of me. I also knew the river was coming up, and I didn’t want to have an incident like the first time. Not that I expected Ahshala to do anything untoward while Brynadette was in the cab. But that wouldn’t stop outside influences from distracting me at the wrong moment.

To my relief, though, the rain was finally beginning to slow and I could see further. Unfortunately, that also meant we could see the destruction the dragon had wrought. Despite burning along the road, the fires had spread, and all the trees in every direction were little more than burned stumps.

“Do you think Mae got out?” Ahshala asked.

“I’m sure she did.” I reached over and patted her leg. “She and her family are clever. I’m sure they got out as soon as there was trouble.”

Ahshala nodded slowly, and I just hoped that what I had said was more than wishful thinking. If Salva was as badly destroyed as Dogwood, then her chances were drastically reduced. That being said, the small city was far larger than any other towns we had visited. So, even with total destruction, Mae and her family lived near an exit. Her having escaped was not out of the question.

As the day grew on, and the shadows began to lengthen, I found myself staring at a familiar sight. The rest area where we had been attacked in the night. Only now, we knew for sure that bandits were behind us. Which had me pull to a stop in the middle of the road and look over at both the ladies.

“Alright,” I thought. “We can either stop here and drive through to Salva tomorrow. Or I can keep driving into the night. But I’ll probably have to stop and rest before Salva.”

“If things get worse, it would be better if you were well rested,” Brynadette nodded. “But that still leaves us vulnerable now.”

“I think we should stay,” Ahshala nodded. “There’s a bed in the back, and you have a bedroll as well, don’t you?” she asked the advisor.

“I do,” Brynadette agreed. “What about a meal?”

“I have a small kitchen back there,” I nodded. “It’s not a lot, but the King left us with some salted pork and a few other bits and pieces. We can even shower.”

“Shower?” Brynadette asked.

“For bathing,” Ahshala smiled. “Water falls from above you and you wash the grime away with soap.”

“It’ll be cold though,” I reminded them. “On a sunny day, the bag would get plenty of sun, but that just didn’t happen today.”

“Let us stop then,” Brynadette nodded. “It has been a long day of travel and I would very much like to stretch my legs, even just to lay myself down to sleep.”

Ahshala gave me a pretty smile, and I nodded in agreement. Rather than remain on the road, I pulled over to the side, then a little further off. We were staying within Deucie, which was the smart option if we were staying. I just wanted somewhere flat and level to park, so we weren’t rolling around as we slept.

Thankfully, once off the road, finding somewhere flat was easy. I noted the position, before turning Deucie around to face the road once more.

“Aren’t we stopping?” Brynadette asked.

“We are,” I slowed and put Deucie into reverse. “I’m just lining us up so that if we need to leave in a rush, we can.”

“I see,” Brynadette smiled. “Thank you for answering, and not brushing off my questions as annoying.”

“Most of your questions have been rather intelligent so far,” Ahshala smiled.

“That’s what got me this job,” the advisor smiled right back.

I chuckled and set the parking brake before shutting off the engine. The rain was coming down gently and I gave a small sigh. “Come on. If I’m quick, I can catch some of this rainwater to fill up the tank to replace what we use for showering.”

That got the ladies moving as I collected the Remington. Ahshala was the last out of the cab, locking the doors as I moved to the back with Brynadette joining me as I unlocked the back. I was the first inside, before offering my hand to the advisor, who climbed in after me. As soon as she was out of the way, Ahshala appeared and I helped her in as well.

The crash had caused little damage in the end. What it had done was make a right bloody mess of everything. All my tools had been dumped out and strewn about. I’m sure there was a loose ten-mil out in the field back there somewhere. Most of it was now in crates to sort through later. What it also meant was that outside of the larger things, everything was rather bare.

“If we can find a carpenter, maybe we should fit out the sleeping area a little better,” I mused.

“With plenty of anchor points,” Ahshala nudged me as she slipped further into Deucie.

I shook my head and pulled the back closed before setting the padlock. It was a beautifully simple thing. At least, until the inside of the truck fell into darkness.

“While I am not afraid of the dark, I must admit this will get rather difficult without being able to see,” Brynadette commented from over near my kitchen area.

“I have it,” Ahshala giggled, before a lamp blinked into existence.

Brynadette jerked back before leaning forward. “Curious.”

“This one isn’t dangerous.” I nodded my thanks to Ahshala. “It just makes light.”

“Without a fire?” Brynadette pondered aloud.

“Electricity,” Ahshala grinned.

I nodded and gave her a smile. The lamp she was holding was charged with solar power and ran on LEDs. I’d completely forgotten I had it, preferring to use kerosene powered storm lanterns if I needed them. This was far better, though. I made my way over and set the Remington down beside the bed, where it was out of the way, but still in reach. Then I took the lantern and flicked out a small hook that I used to hang it from the ceiling.

“That is marvelous,” Brynadette smiled.

“Not as marvelous as a hot meal in a place like this,” I grinned as I moved over to the stove.

I set things out before Ahshala came over and nudged me away. She gave me a pointed look, and I stepped away to deal with the shower instead. Brynadette stayed behind with Ahshala while I set everything up. Only to take the first shower, as they were both fussing over the meal. With my trusty all-in-one, I scrubbed myself down before rinsing myself off. The water felt ice cold, and I wanted it over quickly. When I stepped out, I caught both ladies quickly turning away from me. I shook my head before drying myself and pulling on a pair of clean pants I’d found.

When I returned to the kitchen, Ahshala was the one showering, while Brynadette was blushing slightly as she turned the salted pork in the pan.

“It’s not much, just some meat, eggs and some cheese,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I shrugged. “Shame we don’t have any more fruit.”

“The dryads?” Brynadette asked.

I nodded and smiled, thinking of Diascia. “Yeah, the dryads.”

Brynadette blushed a little more and turned her attention back to the meal. When Ahshala was done with her shower, I filled the bladder and set it up for Brynadette, before coming back to the meal.

“Don’t wait for me,” the advisor smiled. “Eat it while it’s hot.”

I shrugged and plated up what we had. Ahshala was of the same mind and she sat down with me on the bed as we ate. Brynadette stripped off, something that I made an effort to ignore. She started by washing her clothing, which I knew was because she only brought a limited selection to change into. She then went through the unpleasantness of the freezing shower, scrubbing herself down with the same all-in-one that Ahshala and I had used, before hopping out and wrapping herself in a towel that Ahshala had given her.

She moved up to the front out of view as Ahshala and I were sitting on our bed before we heard a hiss.

“Shit!”

“What’s wrong?” I called.

“There’s a hole in the fabric and it let water in,” Brynadette huffed. “My belongings are soaked through.”

“Just your clothes?” Ahshala stood and went to investigate.

“No,” Brynadette sighed. “It’s everything. My bed too.”

“Fuck,” I swore and set down my plate.

I got up and made my way around. Brynadette was still wrapped in a towel and I made my way over to where Ahshala was bending down to check the sides. Sure enough, there was a hole. I hadn’t checked the canvas properly, and this was entirely my fault.

“I’ll get you a shirt,” I grunted and got up.

Brynadette was happy enough to receive it, and then I was subjected to the sight of man’s favorite vision. A beautiful woman adorned in a man’s shirt, several sizes too large. I shook my head and turned back to my meal, only to spot Ahshala doing up the buttons on a similar shirt. She saw me staring and froze.

“What?” she asked.

I shook my head and picked up my bowl as a thought crossed my mind. “Do we still have a spare pillow or two?” I asked.

Ahshala frowned and looked at the bed. “Only the two you have here.”

“Shit,” I sighed. “I’ve a case. I’ll just stuff a few shirts into it or something.”

Ahshala gave me a look like I’d grown a second head. Before her eyes went wide. “You’re not sleeping in the cab!”

I grunted as I finished eating and shook my head. “I’m not sending Brynadette. It’ll be cold and she’s only got my shirt.”

“That…” Ahshala frowned. “No!”

“If I may interrupt,” Brynadette smiled politely. “I have no qualms about sharing a bed with an Elf.”

“See,” I glared at Ahshala. “She’ll be fine. I’ll rug up and–”

“That was not an invitation for you to leave either,” Brynadette smiled.

Ahshala made a huffing noise and snatched my empty plate before making her way into the kitchen. I rolled my eyes and looked at Brynadette. She was a slender young woman. With long dark hair, I had to admit she was rather pretty. I just didn’t understand how I felt falling into situations with random women entering my bed alongside Ahshala. Was it a curse? If it was, did it even count as a curse, or was there some random god somewhere pissing himself laughing?

Even as I thought, I watched a shiver go down the woman’s spine. I frowned slightly and was about to ask if she was okay when she pulled her arms around herself.

“Cold,” she mumbled.

I rolled my eyes and stood. I wasn’t wearing a shirt, but even I could tell it was a bit nippy. “Climb in,” I told her, before getting up.

Ahshala gave me a strange look as I stood and went over to my tools. I ignored her for the time being and dug through until I found what I was looking for. It wasn’t going to be much, but any little bit would help. Extracting a clean funnel and a length of hose, I went to the back and unlocked the door.

I jumped down and felt the icy spray of cold rain. Rather than stuff about, I rushed around to the front and climbed the cab. I set the funnel in the gap between the cab and the cage before running the hose down. I stuffed that under the canvas and hurried back to climb in. After closing the door, I locked it and moved back to the front of Deucie, where I spotted the hose leaking water over the floor.

I picked it up and fit the end into the water container. I was freezing now, and I stayed only long enough to make sure it wouldn’t move before pulling away.

“Hurry up,” Ahshala grunted. “You look freezing.”

I nodded. “Yeah, but I wanted to make sure we had water. If something goes wrong, I’d rather have more than we need, than not enough,” I told her as I toweled the water from my skin.

When I turned to the bed, both the ladies had shifted over, leaving a small gap in the middle. Ahshala reinforced the idea with a small pat of her hand and I sighed before pulling my wet pants off.

“Don’t worry about changing. Skin to skin will keep us warm,” Ahshala smiled.

I looked at Brynadette, and she nodded slowly. I was cold. It was dark, and I was kinda tired, so I crawled up onto the bed where Ahshala pushed the blanket down. Brynadette kept herself under the blankets as she pulled aside to let me lay down. As soon as my head hit the pillow, Ahshala’s nude breasts pushed into my side as she rested against my shoulder. Only for me to feel equally nude breasts push into my opposite side.

“Oh, you really are cold,” Brynadette crooned.

I swallowed nervously as both ladies pulled my arms around their shoulders to press themselves fully against my sides. And there, sandwiched between two women, I found myself feeling a little too warm, if you get my meaning.
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CHAPTER FOUR


It was an odd feeling when I awoke. A soft puff of warm air tickled my neck. Which was in stark contrast to the soft puff of warm air tickling my hip. My brain took a moment to restart, and I turned slightly to see Brynadette still sleeping as she laid against my arm. Which meant the warm breath now washing over my cock belonged to Ahshala.

In the usual plight of men throughout the worlds, I had awoken ready and willing. Which made it easy for Ahshala to grip me in a warm hand. I was torn between asking her to stop and not wanting to wake Brynadette. But the decision was taken out of my hands as Ahshala’s lips closed over my head. I breathed a long sigh as she slowly took me further into her mouth. I swallowed quickly, trying to distract myself from groaning as she lapped the underside of my cock with her tongue. I sensed her lips curl into a smile as she drew her lips back up to the head again.

Ahshala twisted her hand, giving me a gentle stroke as she brought her fist back to her mouth before plunging down once more. I laid perfectly still, desperately holding my breath, as Ahshala worked me with her mouth. She was perfect. Too perfect. There was no defense to this. With another woman sleeping on my arm, the only chance I had to fight against the urge to fill her mouth would likely wake her. It was both the best and the worst-case scenario. Best, because this was exactly what we both wanted. There was nothing I would deny her, especially when she was working so hard to get it. It just prickled my masculinity to let her have it so easily while another woman slept on my arm.

“Stop thinking so hard, and give the Elf what she wants,” Brynadette murmured softly.

My head snapped around as she raised a hand to wipe the sleep from her eyes. But it was Ahshala who dragged my attention back. Hearing Brynadette’s voice must have acted like a permission slip and she went from gentle motions and tongue to driving her face into my crotch. My cock entered the top of her throat with each push, and this time I couldn’t hold back the groan.

My insatiable Elf took no prisoners. She wasn’t interested in slowing down. She was determined to get what she wanted, and I was powerless to stop her. The first spurt of my seed washed over her tongue, and she made a delighted, but muffled squeal as she pushed her face down and held herself there. My cock continued to pulse into the back of her throat while she swallowed rapidly around me. My hips jerked without my full control, and Ahshala hummed in appreciation of her meal. When the spurts reduced to a trickle, she pulled back to the head and suckled gently, making me gasp and wriggle.

And finally, with a small, dull ache, she pulled away completely. My Elf slid out of the bed, before sitting up. Her bright eyes locked on me, before she swallowed, making sure I saw.

“Perhaps I should think of a similar way to thank you for last night,” Brynadette smiled as she sat up. Her breasts were larger than Ahshala’s, but that was like comparing apples to oranges. Juicy, delicious, perfect for getting in my mouth and yet entirely different. Ahshala was petite, with small breasts and nipples like small pebbles that pointed out from the tips. Brynadette had a larger figure, with rather large breasts, dark areola and nipples that looked invitingly thick.

“Men,” Brynadette shook her head. “Women could rule the world, if only it were acceptable to remove our tops in public.”

Ahshala giggled and stood up, leaving me alone in the bed staring at the unlikely… Oh, who am I kidding? Brynadette was attractive. That made her part of Ahshala’s goal to get her into my bed. If only because I knew she’d never have damaged something on purpose, I’d have questioned the damage to the canvas that let the water in to begin with.

“What are we doing for breakfast today?” Brynadette asked as she slipped on my borrowed shirt from the night before.

I swallowed and tried to look away, only to stop when Ahshala slipped into the exact same outfit.

“Really?” I groaned.

“I’ll dress in something proper later,” Ahshala waved me off. “Bryn doesn’t have anything else to wear that’s dry.”

“Did you at least unroll everything last night to air out?” I asked.

The two ladies exchanged a look, and I groaned softly before getting up. I ignored them both as I made my way around the sleeping area and to the still rolled up bedding. I picked it up and set it in the middle of the floor before rolling it out. The bedding was a sopping mess, and so was the bag containing her clothing. There were other things in there too, but I wasn’t about to dig through anything.

I sighed, before thinking about sticking it all outside. With a shake of my head, I returned to the bedding area and pulled on a pair of pants. Ahshala sighed in disappointment as I covered up, and with my keys in hand, I made sure to swat her ass on my way back out again. She and Brynadette went into a huddle while I opened the door, and felt my hopes crash down. It wasn’t raining as such, but there was enough of a mist coming down that keeping the bedding inside was the best option. I could barely see the other side of the road through it. The water falling floated about in the gentle breeze, which would have been rather beautiful had I not been annoyed about it.

“Shit,” I sighed and stepped back inside, letting the canvas drop down to cover the doorway.

“What’s wrong?” Brynadette asked.

“The weather,” I grunted as I made my way up to my little kitchenette. “What’s on the menu?”

“We’ve got some cheese and bread,” Ahshala smiled as she set the items out.

“Any butter?” I asked.

Ahshala leaned down into the crate and pulled out a wrapped package. I grinned as she opened it up and nodded at both ladies. “Take a seat. I have breakfast.”

Brynadette looked like her eyes were about to pop out as she watched me work. Ahshala knew I was capable of preparing a meal and sat down beside her to watch. I worked quickly. I sliced the bread before doing the same to the cheese. Then I set up a pan to heat while I buttered the bread and began my process of making some killer cheese toasties.

Brynadette looked at the creation I gave her with a level of apprehension, before Ahshala dug into her own. By the time the noblewoman had gotten halfway through her sandwich, she was moaning in delight. It warmed my heart seeing both ladies happily munching away while I made a final sandwich for myself. While I ate, the ladies took it upon themselves to clean up. Tidying both the kitchen and the bed, before packing away anything that could move. The only exception to this was the wet bedding. It didn’t matter if it moved around. Rolling it up again would invite rot and then we’d be in even more trouble.

“Alright,” I smiled as I pulled on my boots and picked up the Remington. “Let’s get going.”

I led the way, helping both ladies climb down from the back of Deucie. The weather was still odd, but it would take a few minutes before we were at risk of more than slight dampness. Which meant I had plenty of time to lock up before making my way around to the cab.

Ahshala helped Brynadette climb in after I unlocked the door, and both ladies were seated and waiting as I climbed into the driver’s seat. Ahshala smiled widely and settled in at my side while I slipped the keys into the ignition and warmed the coils. Like a good truck, Deucie fired up a few moments later, and I turned on the demisters to prevent any problems cropping up.

Then, with a clunk, Deucie was in gear and I set off for the road. I had parked in a good spot, and with the headlights on low, I was able to navigate easily. The mist was thick, but not horribly so. I would be slowed slightly, but I’d still make excellent time. I might just need that extra day I told the King about before we left. If I made Salva today, then I could push through the night on my return trip and get past Dogwood on the return, depending on how Oakly went.

Which would have been a really nice idea, had Ahshala not screamed for me to stop. I hit the brakes, bringing Deucie to a halt, before I realized what the problem was.

“Oh,” I shuddered.

I had been watching our surroundings more. We’d had one set of bandits already. I didn’t want to be ambushed again. So I had completely missed at first that the bridge was gone. And it wasn’t hard to tell how it happened.

“It’s burned,” Brynadette gasped.

Sure enough, from the remains of the bridge, the wood was blackened and broken. That’s not what destroyed it though. The river was swollen from the rain and rushing through fast enough that there was no way to cross, even if we found a shallow point.

“Alright,” I nodded. “Ideas? What if we go back?”

“The other bridge might be fine,” Brynadette nodded. “But the Tems runs to the east, cutting the peninsula through the middle.”

“Tems, the river?” I asked, thinking of how the British pronounced the one going through London.

“Yes, that’s it,” Brynadette nodded. “It splits at a fork, which we’re in the middle of right now. One end connects to the ocean to the east, and the Tred river, which connects the north to the south.”

“Great,” I sighed. “So we can’t go forward with the bridge out. Can’t go back, since there’s no way to cross with the river up. And there’s bandits at Dogwood.”

“What about…” Ahshala frowned. “Her?”

I frowned, before realizing what she had suggested. “The Naiad?”

Ahshala pursed her lips. “If… if there is a way across, she would know it.”

I looked back at the surging river and let out a soft sigh. “And if it doesn’t work?”

“We go back to the King,” Brynadette sighed. “I hate to displease him. But he should understand. This situation is not ideal.”

“It just seems a bit strange that the entire nation is cut off from one bridge,” I grunted.

“We’re lucky that way,” Brynadette replied testily. “This is the main road, but most of our goods travel by boat along the Tred river. This road feeds out to towns that aren’t near the river to take advantage of the fact.”

“Sorry,” I bowed slightly. “In my world, most travel is done in similar vehicles to Deucie. We have roads that go everywhere. So many that if one shuts down, there’s almost always a way to get around, or at least you’re close enough to walk in an emergency.”

“Yes,” Brynadette nodded. “You spoke about your world. Is it much different?”

“In some ways,” I nodded. “People are people. Some are friendly, some are greedy. The technology is better, but that causes problems of its own.”

I saw the faint frown on her face as I opened the door and climbed down. The water rushed past. If I fell in, I was likely done for. I didn’t want to get that close, though. She had said all I needed to do was touch the water and she would find me. I wasn’t sure if that included in weather like this, but it was the best chance we had.

“Jacob!” Ahshala snapped. I turned back, and she was glaring at me. “Get some rope!”

I opened my mouth to argue, before looking back at the river. Instead, I shook my head and did as she asked. Rather than have Ahshala and now Brynadette hold on to the rope, I handed Ahshala the remote for the winch and made sure she could use it. Then, with a rope tied around my waist, and then to the hook, I made my way back to the water.

It rushed past, and I dropped onto my ass to slide down even further. Part of me wanted to stick my foot in and see if that would work. But that would soak my boots and be horribly uncomfortable. Taking them off was an option, but… well, fuck it. I turned around and stuck out my hand. My fingers brushed the water, and I looked back at Deucie and waved for Ahshala to give me a little more slack on the line.

Which was when I felt a firm hand wrap around my wrist. I yelped as the blue limb pulled hard and I pitched forward on the bank. There was an enraged howl and a second blue figure launched out of the water, crashing into the one who had a hold of me. There was a pair of screams and with my hand free, I pulled back straight away.

“Oh shit,” I gasped. “Oh shit, what the fuck was that?”

“Jacob?” Ahshala called as she and Brynadette ran over.

“I’m fine!” I called back. “I think a Naiad tried to grab me!”

“Bitch!” Ahshala turned a glare toward the river. “I NEVER SHOULD HAVE TRUSTED YOU!”

“You are extremely lucky,” Brynadette bent down and took my hand. “How did you get her to let go?”

“I punched her in the cunt!” A familiar voice snarled.

We turned and looked back towards the river, where a familiar blue figure was clinging to the grass. It looked like it took some effort just to hold on.

“You saved me?” I asked.

“Bitch tried to take what was mine,” the Naiad glared, before turning her eyes to Ahshala. “And I would appreciate an apology.”

Ahshala’s shoulders drooped, and she chewed her lip. “Maybe…”

“Ahshala,” I warned her.

“Sorry,” Ahshala pouted at the Naiad. “One of you just tried to kill him. I spoke rashly.”

“And one of me just saved his life,” the Naiad grimaced. “I’m assuming you want help to cross?”

“Yes,” I nodded quickly.

She sighed. “Tomorrow. Not now. The current.”

Her grip loosened, and I watched as her body slipped back into the water. I stared at the spot where she vanished and let out a sigh. “Alright, nobody goes near the river.”

“I’m just surprised she spoke,” Brynadette offered her hand to me.

I took it and Ahshala reached down and took my other hand, before the pair of them helped me up. I cast a glance back at the river and shook my head. With the ladies at my side, I made my way back to Deucie, untying the rope around my waist in the process. Which was when yet more rain began to fall.

“Get in the back, I’ll meet you in there,” I gave both the woman a nudge.

Ahshala took Brynadette by the hand and the two hurried off while I worked to wind up the winch. By the time I had the rope coiled up and had made my way around the back of Deucie, I was soaked to the bone and shivering. Still, I made my way around to the driver’s side and retrieved the Remington. The day I forgot it was the day I’d likely need it more than ever.

“I hope this rain doesn’t keep the river up,” I grunted as I climbed up. “Pretty sure that’s what the Naiad’s…”

I trailed off, not seeing the ladies anywhere. I rolled my eyes and brought the rope to my tool shelf to hang. I heard a small giggle from the other side and took a deep breath. I set down the Remington and made my way around, unsure of what I expected to see. Only to find both ladies pressed into the back of the shelf where I wouldn’t see them.

Both ladies giggled, and I shook my head at the situation. Clearly, they had made it look like something it wasn’t. Which made me the butt of the joke as I quietly slapped my head. Instead, I laughed along with them, before giving Ahshala a grin.

“Since I’m already wet, and we’re stuck. How about we teach you to shoot?” I offered.

Ahshala’s eyes went wide before she gave a nervous smile. “Okay.”

I worked quickly. I used a wad of dirty clothing, stuffed into an old pillowcase and made a rest for the shotgun. With a bit of grease, I painted a roughly shaped target on the back of the lid for the wooden crate that survived the crash with the dragon.

Then it was up to me, in the rain, to hammer a few metal pegs into the road. Those I used to prop up the target. Firing at a low angle should cause the shells to ricochet on impact, so that should avoid any explosions. When I got back to Deucie, Ahshala was staring at the shotgun I had set by the door, while Brynadette watched on with interest.

“I know that you’re going to report all this back to the king,” I told her as I climbed up. “But please, emphasize the importance that this weapon cannot be recreated. Bows reigned supreme in my world for thousands of years. This weapon is relatively new in the grand scheme, but it’s already killed more people than bows ever have.”

“I will think on your words,” Brynadette nodded.

“Think real hard,” I grunted. “Because I’d rather destroy it than hand it over to someone who could replicate it. And as Ahshala is with me, it’s unlikely anyone would be able to keep up if I left.”

She narrowed my eyes. But it was Ahshala who caught my attention by slapping my leg. “Be nice. She’s in a tough spot.”

“I’m just saying,” I shrugged, before picking up the shotgun. “Let me just test this out.”

Ahshala moved over and so did Brynadette, while I lay down on the wooden floor. I pulled the wadded bundle in front of me before resting the barrel in place. I shifted it around a bit, getting a nice groove to hold it all steady, before looking over at Ahshala.

“Look closely,” I tilted the weapon. “This black button is the safety.” I pushed it, hearing the click, before turning it over. “On this side, you can see it’s orange. That means it’s dangerous.” I pushed it back to safe, and turned it upside down. “Can you pass me a shell?”

Ahshala went over to the box I’d left in the kitchen before returning and tossing one over to me. I caught it and showed how to load it into the shotgun.

“Now remember,” I said as I turned it around. “The action lock is the small lever in front of the trigger. Push that down, and the action can cycle. Make sure to draw it all the way back, or you can cause a jam.” I did just that and cycled the action. “Now, that shell I loaded is in the chamber, ready to fire. On the top here,” I tapped the sights. “The rear is a circle, and the front is a dot on a post. You put that dot on what you’re aiming at, and keep it in the center of the circle, that lines up the shotgun with what you’re aiming at.”

I took a deep breath and took aim down at the target I set up. “Then you release the safety.” I pushed the button, making an audible click. “And gently squeeze the trigger.”

BANG!

Ahshala jerked, Brynadette jumped, and the shotgun kicked. I watched a burst of splinters fly out from a hole slightly off the center of the target. If it were a man shaped target, it would still be center mass. But I wasn’t a marksman. I reapplied the safety before looking over at Ahshala, who had a nervous frown on her face.

“Your turn.”
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The rain died down after a couple of hours. Ahshala went through the box of shells, one by one. Her first attempts were… Bad. The first time she fired, the shotgun flew out of her hands. The second, the slug hit the edge of the tray, taking a small chunk and sending her shot tumbling into the road, where it detonated violently.

It was a few minutes later, when everyone had calmed down, that she took her third shot. And this time, she hit the target. I kept up the praise, giving her tips on how to do things smoothly. And we did it the same way each time. Load one shot, safety off, fire, safety on, and reload. I wanted those good habits ingrained in her training, and to my surprise, she picked it up rather quickly. Her ears were sensitive to the noise, and I found her a set of plugs to wear. Brynadette took some as well, and I gave up and joined them. Her eyes, though, quickly made up for things. Despite her slow efforts to load, aim, and eventually fire, she was remarkably accurate.

There were a few wide shots taking out chunks of wood here and there. But there was a tidy little cluster all around the bullseye I had painted. Enough that as she took her next shot, the wood exploded out, and the middle section fell out of the target, leaving a rough hole in the center, making the target useless.

“I think we’ll stop here,” I nodded, before turning to Brynadette. “Want to try before I pack this up?”

Brynadette shook her head rapidly as she stared at the shotgun with a measure of fear. I nodded at the response and felt better about it. I’d gathered that most people believed the weapon to be a mage’s staff of some sort. Likely that meant that spells would be limited. I hadn’t really seen anything magical yet outside of replication, so I wasn’t sure how it all worked. Clearly, being able to reload and fire over and over again was a new concept for the noblewoman.

“Alright then,” I nodded. “Ahshala?”

“Safety.” she clicked the button before sitting up.

“Good job,” I told her. “Now, if you set that down where it was last night. You can work on some more shells to replace all the ones you’ve fired.”

“What are you going to do?” Brynadette asked as she removed her ear plugs.

“Check the river,” I paused when I spotted two angry glares. “Not going near it. I just need to see if it’s coming down or not. If the river isn’t slowing, we might need to think of a new plan.”

That made the ladies change their minds, and I was left to climb back out into the rain. It made for miserable weather, but it also wasn’t the downpour it was the day before. So long as it wasn’t coming off the mountains and flooding the area once more, things should look up. And as I made my way over to the river, I could see that things, despite the continuing rain, were improving.

I nodded, before making my way back to Deucie, and was welcomed by the ladies in the kitchen.

“Tea will be along shortly,” Ahshala called over her shoulder.

“We had tea?” I questioned.

“I had tea,” Brynadette called. “It was dry inside the pot, thankfully.”

“Pot?” I shook my head. Then again, I hadn’t looked. She could have had a collection of knives in there and I’d know nothing about it.

“You should change into something dry,” Ahshala smiled.

I felt a cool breeze follow through the open back and shivered lightly. She had a point. I’d need to collect the target, but there was no need to do that right now. It would be there in the morning and Deucie had a heater if it was that bad. So I took Ahshala’s advice, and after closing the back, I strode into the sleeping area and found a change of clothes. I got out of my wet things, and pulled on a fresh set, before turning around as Brynadette stepped into view, holding a mug.

“It’s hot and sweetened with a bit of honey,” she smiled.

I straightened my shirt and took the offered mug. The heat of it sank into my fingers and I smiled in gratitude. “Thank you.”

“I should also double check our sleeping arrangements are fine as they are?” She asked.

“Bedding still wet?” I guessed.

Brynadette nodded. “Unless we get some sun, I’m unsure if that will change before we reach Salva.”

I sighed. “Sorry about that.”

Brynadette blushed and turned away. “I’m not complaining. My time with the two of you has been rather pleasant so far.”

I watched her for a moment as she walked out of my sight before sipping the tea. While I was more of a coffee man, I had to admit. On a cold day like this, it was a lovely treat.
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CHAPTER FIVE


The creak of a wooden board was the first thing that came to mind. I blinked slowly, before realizing one side of me was cold. I turned to the empty space and saw where the blanket had been thrown open. When I looked back the other way, Ahshala was curled against my side, using my shoulder as a pillow as she slept. I sighed as I thought of Brynadette. She was probably taking care of her morning business. At least… that was my thought, before an unfamiliar figure stepped into view.

His eyes went wide as he looked down at me. And my eyes went wide in return. We stared at one another for just a single breath before he lunged. Ahshala yelped as I shoved her sideways out of the bed. The man, dressed in tattered leathers, landed atop me with a snarl. His fist snapped out. It wasn’t a proper punch. His knuckles barely grazed my forehead. Enough to roll my head back into the pillow, but hardly enough to harm me.

I had one arm stuck under the blanket, though. With my free hand, I struck out, catching him on the edge of his chin. That rattled him, and he pulled back far enough for me to free my other arm. Which likely wouldn’t help, as the man reached for his hip and drew a short knife.

That was all it took before a furious and naked Elf landed on his back. She screamed in rage, knocking him sideways off the bed where they fell in a heap on the floor. I rolled and climbed to my feet as the man flailed about with Ahshala clinging to his back like a newly emerged koala. He shouted an obscenity that was muffled by her arms around his face before I saw the flash of silver.

Ahshala’s pained screech made me flinch as an arc of red slashed before my eyes. I felt myself grow cold and let out a roar of my own as I lunged. Collapsing atop them both, I pulled Ahshala’s hands away from his face. Our attacker’s look of triumph twisted into pain as my fist crushed his nose on the first strike. He howled as I pulled back and punched him again. I felt a tooth break the skin of my knuckles, but not for a moment did I feel like stopping. Beating him across the face again and again, his flesh turned to mush and his bones cracked. His pained howls turned to choking sobs until finally someone grabbed my arm.

I snarled as I spun and froze at the sight of Ahshala. I blinked slowly as I heaved lungful’s of air. Looking her up and down, I settled on the small cut on her lower calf. I snarled and turned back to the man to hit him again, when Ahshala tightened her grip and pulled me back.

“Jacob, I’m fine,” she pleaded.

I turned and scooped her into my arms. Rather than kiss her how she expected, I lifted her and placed her back on the bed, before slipping free of her grip once more.

I stood and turned back to the man before taking him by the ankle. Ahshala watched me drag him out of our sleeping quarters before scrambling into one of my shirts. I didn’t wait for a moment as I hauled him to the open back of the tray. That was all I needed to know that Brynadette wasn’t here. Which meant either she was responsible, or likely a victim. Of the two, I considered it more likely she was taken, rather than allow this to happen. Still, that didn’t change what my current plans were.

I dropped the man’s leg as I reached the edge of the tray before bending over him. He was coughing softly. His nose was pulp and his tongue rolled out of his bruised and split lips. With a grunt, I took him by the shirt and hauled him upright. He staggered for a moment and I patted his shoulder.

“Can you stand?” I asked him.

“Uhh,” came his choked reply as he swayed unsteadily.

I let him go and stepped around behind him. I could see out the back. The rain had stopped, but there was a thick fog obscuring anything outside of a few dozen feet. Enough for me to check that there was nobody in the immediate vicinity. Then I channeled my inner Spartan and drove my foot into the man’s back. He let out a shocked yelp as he tumbled headfirst out the back of Deucie, before landing in a heap in the mud below. Turning away, I was just in time to see Ahshala dart out, holding my Remington. She skidded to a halt in front of me, where I roughly grabbed the back of her head and pulled her into a kiss.

She moaned softly, enjoying my need to touch her. Before I took hold of my weapon and pulled away. Ahshala swayed with a dreamy smile for a moment as I turned and racked the action. When I stepped to the edge of the tray, the man was doing his best to crawl away. But he’d fucked up. Not only had he broken into my home. Not only had he been involved with whatever happened to Brynadette. But he’d hurt the woman I loved. Which is all the justification I needed to squeeze the trigger. The recoil travelled through my shoulder as the man’s chest caved in. The slug punched clean through before striking the earth. Where it detonated.

I staggered back as bits of flesh, bone, and rock blew into the air. Most of it went straight up. Still, I ended up with a bit on myself, and I let out a disgruntled snarl as I wiped the mess from my eyes. Ahshala, a little further back, stared at me in shock as she held her ears. I shook my head slowly. That was unintentional, from one of Ahshala’s replicated shells. I just wanted to kill him, not blow him up and cause a bigger mess. Quickly, I stepped up to Ahshala and turned her around. I ushered her back into the bed, where I pushed her to sit, before finding the pants I wore yesterday.

I pulled them on quickly and checked that I had my keys. I looked at Ahshala, who was staring at me in a small amount of shock. “Stay,” I told her.

She nodded. And that’s all I needed for now. I hurried to the back of Deucie and leaned out with my Remington to make sure nobody else was in the area. When I was satisfied it was clear, I dropped to the ground. Mindful of the crater and the corpse, I hurried around to the driver’s door and unlocked it. Inside the cab, I found my first-aid kit and swiftly returned to see Ahshala still where I left her. She saw the box I carried and remembered it from last time.

I opened it on the bed and pulled out a few disinfectant wipes. I didn’t wait for Ahshala to react before I took her knee and lifted. She yelped as she fell back on the bed and I placed her foot on my hip for stability while I looked at the cut on her calf. It wasn’t deep, but it wasn’t just a small cut either, like when she hit her head. Ahshala stared up at me with a faint smile as I unwrapped the wipe and began to clean the wound. She hissed softly, but I wasn’t about to stop. I worked quickly, cleaning the wound, before turning back to the kit. The cut was too large for a Band-Aid, so I used a pack of gauze and a small bandage to cover the wound. Only then did I look her over.

“No underwear?” I chuckled.

“If you’d like me to wear some, I can,” she smiled gently. “Are you okay?”

“I am now that you’re safe.” I set her foot down before sitting on the bed beside her. “We’ll need more medical supplies soon. Before that, we need to discuss what happens next.”

“You mean, if we go out to look for Brynadette or not?” Ahshala sat up and leaned into my side. “I don’t think she was responsible for this.”

“I don’t either,” I agreed. “I think she went outside, and they grabbed her. Which means we didn’t miss them by much. I didn’t hear horses either.”

“They wouldn’t have gotten far then,” Ahshala frowned.

“The problem is how to handle this,” I sighed. “If they have horses waiting for them, they could be on their way across the other bridge by now. If not, then finding them in this fog will be a problem.”

“What do you want to do?” Ahshala asked.

I shook my head. “The smart thing would be to drive back to the bridge and wait. But if they’re sticking around, that just means they have longer to do whatever it is they’re planning on doing. Going out to find them means if they’ve left, we’ll lose them that way as well.” I sighed softly as I weighed my options. “Leaving you with Deucie by the bridge while I search on foot is the smart choice. If you see them, you can hit the horn and I can come back, but that still leaves you trapped here since I haven’t taught you how to drive and I’ll have the Remington.”

Ahshala shifted slightly and slowly stood up. I watched her as she gave me a nervous smile. She walked around to the tool shelf and nervously bit her lip. “Promise you won’t be mad?”

Oh fuck…

“Mad?” I froze as I felt dread well up inside, hearing those mythical words of doom.

Ahshala nodded, before reaching up to the top of the shelf. She was taller than me, and the only thing I kept on the top was in boxes where I could see them easier. But my eyes bulged slightly as she lifted, and I saw the familiar grey of a stock.

“You didn’t,” I groaned.

“It’s not finished yet,” she whispered as she lowered it.

I stared in shock and trepidation at the half built Remington. I looked from it to my own and confirmed it was a mirror copy. Even the woodgrain in the stock was the same. It just looked to be missing a few pieces, like the trigger and the button for the safety.

“Why?” I asked.

“Emergencies,” she mumbled as she turned it over. “It’s not finished. I… I took your idea about making things inside of other things. By focusing on a single part at a time, and replicating them in place… I wanted to challenge myself and this was the most challenging thing I could come up with.”

I looked it over. “And the trigger?”

“I left it out, just in case.” She turned it over in her hands. “You always said how dangerous it was, so I didn’t want anyone to steal it. But at the same time, if they took yours, I can finish this one.”

“When did you even get time to do this?” I asked.

Ahshala shrugged. “Sometimes I wake up early, or you sleep late. I try not to wake you when I get up. I just did a little at a time.”

I shook my head. “Okay. Order of priority. You’re going to finish that. Then guard Deucie while I find out what happened to Brynadette. When we get back, you and I are going to have a long talk about this. Got it?”

She nodded slowly, and I let out a tense sigh. “Come on.”

She followed me out the back of Deucie, and I handed her the keys so she could climb in. I walked around the corpse and checked for footprints. The mud was thick enough for it to be obvious, and I quickly found the tracks I was looking for. I followed them out to the edge of the treeline and spotted a small shovel that had been used to dig a hole. Brynadette had been taken completely unaware, going by the scuff marks in the sodden grass. The tracks and drag marks led further into the forest. Which meant that they were hopefully still nearby. And that they weren’t on horseback.

I gave the trees a quick once over, before hurrying back to Deucie. Ahshala was already belted in and working on the spare Remington when I climbed into the driver’s seat. I looked over for the keys and she shook her head.

“Ignition,” she mumbled as she held her hand over the finger guard of the shotgun.

I nodded and reached under the wheel, finding the keys where she said. Turning it, Deucie rumbled into life. I didn’t bother with my belt. We weren’t going all that far, and there wasn’t much else to hit out here. If there was a dragon or something, not having a belt would make little difference. Beyond that, it likely didn’t matter. I put Deucie into gear and drove up onto the road before working through the gears.

“How are you going to walk this far back?” Ahshala asked as she glanced up.

That was a point. The fork in the river was rather wide. It would take a long time to walk this distance, even as I continued picking up speed. Going all the way back to the bridge was likely a bad idea. I had a general sense of where the men took Brynadette, and if they were on foot, it was likely they hadn’t gone all that far. Which meant all I needed to do was confirm there weren’t horses out here.

“We check the bridge, then come back. The plan stays the same. You stay with Deucie. I’ll go find Brynadette,” I nodded.

“Can you track them?” Ahshala glanced over at me.

“If they’re on foot and they found us. It’s likely they were nearby to begin with. They probably heard us pull up. As long as they haven’t tried to leave, it’s likely they’re still in the area. I just need to make sure they haven’t actually left.”

She nodded and went back to the Remington she was replicating. She worked quickly and quietly before nodding to herself.

“Is it dangerous to operate without a shell inside?” she asked.

“Not usually,” I nodded. “Dry firing can wear out parts if you make a habit of it, so it’s not something I do without a reason.”

Ahshala nodded before racking the action. Despite knowing it was unloaded, she pointed it out the window before testing the safety. When that worked, she turned the safety off and squeezed the trigger, making that familiar empty click.

I nodded to myself. On one hand, I was actually pretty pissed off that she had gone against my wishes and recreated the weapon for herself. On the other hand, her logic for doing so wasn’t something I could reasonably argue with. Especially in our current situation. Having the two of us armed means that in emergencies, we could both be prepared. Even if that created more opportunity for theft or abuse.

“I will accept any punishment,” Ahshala said, as if reading my mind.

I shook my head, not wanting to think about that for now. Instead, I switched on the low beams and focused on the road. I had been keeping an eye on the texture. The texture was uniform, with a set of faint grooves from where I had driven through the day earlier. No signs of wagons, horses or even people. Still, I made sure to keep going, until eventually the bridge came into view. I slowed, coming to a stop.

“See the road?” I asked.

Ahshala leaned forward and nodded. “No tracks but ours from yesterday.”

“My thoughts exactly,” I nodded.

Then I reached down into the door card and took out a shell. I turned it over slightly, before looking over at Ahshala, where she picked up her new weapon. Rather than hand it to her, I held out my hand, and she frowned slightly.

“If there’s a problem, I’d rather it be me to find it,” I told her.

“If there’s a problem, it would be my fault,” Ahshala tightened her grip.

I grimaced and shook my head. “Then consider this part of your punishment. If you create something like this, it’s going to be me who tests it.”

Her eyes went wide, and she trembled. “Jacob–”

“Give me the gun, Ahshala,” I demanded.

She looked like she was about to cry as she slowly handed it over. I turned the weapon over in my hand. I checked it for any differences. To the best of my ability, it was identical in every way. Considering how her replicated shells worked perfectly, I had faith that this would too. My main concern was what happened if it failed? Would the shotgun detonate like the shells do? It was something to think about. And entirely the reason I wasn’t about to let her be the guinea pig in this experiment.

With a nod, I loaded the shell into the magazine. It clicked into place and felt as natural as the original. Next, I opened my door and climbed down onto the road. I walked away from Deucie, giving it some space, before I racked the action. When I looked back, Ahshala was staring at me in terror as I raised the Remington to my shoulder. I pointed it off towards the river, released the safety, and squeezed the trigger.

BANG!

I grinned at the familiar sensation of recoil. It worked perfectly. Without a range, I wouldn’t be able to sight it properly and make sure it was exactly how I wanted it to be. But it worked. That wasn’t to say, the internals were perfect. But if it withstood the first shot, and Ahshala’s skill was as high as I expected, then I had faith the rest would be just as functional.

I nodded to myself and turned back to Deucie with a grin. Ahshala was staring at me with a smile on her face as I climbed in.

“Here,” I handed it back to her, before reaching for a box of shells. “Load up. You’re going to be on the roof where nobody will see you if they sneak up.”

“Okay,” she smiled gently.

I nodded and pulled Deucie around to drive back the way we came. Ahshala worked quickly, loading her new weapon, before going back to replicating more shells. We had used a heap from the day before. So now she worked quickly to replace them all. Until finally, I brought Deucie to a stop in the road. I turned off the engine and let out a sigh.

“Alright. Listen up,” I told Ahshala. “If you hear three shots, a pause and then three more in repetition, that’s an emergency call. It means something has happened and I need you to come find me.”

“Should I do the same?” Ahshala asked.

“If you get in trouble, yes,” I told her. “Don’t use all your ammunition, though. And the repetition is the key. I’ll ignore three random shots unless you repeat it.”

“Okay,” she nodded. “What if I’m in trouble, but it’s not safe to come back?”

“If I hear you start shooting like crazy, I’ll know it’s not safe,” I nodded. “But I’ll be even madder if you do something dangerous. Got it?”

“I understand,” she smiled.

“I love you,” I told her as I leaned over to kiss her.

Ahshala met my lips eagerly before I pulled away. She looked conflicted, but didn’t speak, as I climbed out. She followed, but rather than climb down, she used the metal bracket of the mirror to climb up instead. I tossed her my keys, and she settled down into a prone position atop the bed.

“Be safe,” I told her.

“You too,” she called back. “Don’t break my heart again.”

I nodded and turned for the treeline. I had parked much further north than originally. With the trees and the river, I hoped that the sound of the engine would be muffled this far out. It also meant that I was going to be walking for a while. The mud squelched underfoot until I reached the grass. That muffled my steps even more. The silence of the fog was going to be a problem, though. It seemed to amplify any noises I could hear. From the dripping of condensation in the treetops, to the rustle of the breeze and even the sounds of my own footsteps.

There was nothing I could do but hope that whoever heard me coming would make enough noise not to surprise me. I moved as quickly as I dared in the general direction from before. The road was relatively straight, so I angled away from it and simply hoped that I was moving in a straight line. Which was when I found my first clue. Or in this case…

“Smoke,” I sniffed the air.

Sure enough, it was obvious as the wind shifted slightly. I was downwind, so I followed upwind until the smell began to dissipate. Choosing a random direction, I changed course, and the smell dropped away completely, so I doubled back and went the other direction. That led me to find it again, which narrowed my search. Whatever the source of this fire was, it wasn’t near the river’s edge. Likely they were avoiding the Naiads, but it also meant they were in the middle of the forest and away from view. It made me think that they were likely here long before the dragon attack. This sounded more planned out, and we were just unlucky to have caught their attention this time around.

Or perhaps the dragon attack had left their usual pickings slim, and they’d come out for the opportunity of it all. In either case, when I picked up the sounds of voices, I slowed to a crawl. I could make out several men. They seemed to be arguing, though about what I couldn’t tell. One of them sounded like he was trying to reason with the other. The other just sounded angry. I closed in as the smell of smoke got stronger and knew for sure that I’d found their camp.

“What part of this are you not understanding?” the angry one snarled. “They left, didn’t you hear?”

“But that’s a good thing. They left her behind. We’ll be long gone before they come back with help,” the reasoning one replied.

“And what about Juk?” the angry one spat. “You think he went with them?”

“Obviously not,” the reasoning one admitted. “But that just means we need to work faster. The rain has stopped. We can cross the river in a day or two and we’ll be in the clear.”

“Would you two shut the fuck up?” A third growled. “All you’ve done since I brought her back was piss and moan about shit that doesn’t matter. Juk is dead, the horseless wagon is gone. We’re still here and we’ve got a few days before we need to be somewhere else. What’s the problem?”

“All I’m sayin, is if she was with them in that horseless wagon, and they went through the burned town. Then she’s probably important.”

“And I’m saying, if they left her, she’s probably not!” the other snapped.

Over their arguments, I crept closer. Their voices became more clear, and through the trees I started making out shapes. Those came into view, and from my position on the outside of their camp, I could take it all in. The three men were huddled around a fire in the center of a group of tents. That in itself made me pause. Three men, with the fourth I already killed. And there were six tents. Unless a couple were used for storage, that meant I was missing a man or two.

I grimaced as I looked around me. They could be anywhere. Maybe hidden and lying in wait. They could be guards, or they could even be out searching for more victims, or travelling to who knows where. I shook my head and started moving closer. Quietly, I circled around the camp. I wanted all three men in a good position to take them down quickly.

Two of them looked like the other I had fought. Scruffy looking and in dirty leathers. One had a simple wooden club on his hip. The other a pair of short blades. It was the third that had most of my attention. He, too, was scruffy. But his armor included a gambeson. On his hip was a knife, but it was the strange staff propped against his leg that made me nervous. He looked far too well put together in all this, and I had a sneaking suspicion he was a mage.

I moved around to the rear, where I took a knee behind a tent. I would only have a single chance at this. The racking of my shotgun would draw their attention and if I didn’t get my first target, I could be in a world of trouble. I moved carefully, getting into position, before I heard something from inside the tent.

Before I could react, the back of it swept open, and a figure stumbled as they tripped over my leg. They shouted as they flailed and knocked me to my side. I rolled before springing up. The person on the ground stared at me in shock before I racked the action.

“We’re under–”

BANG!

This time, I was ready and ducked the moment I fired. Their head vanished as the ground exploded. My ears rang, and I spun around, looking for the mage. Who drew my attention first was the man with the two swords. He only held one since he had picked up a shield from somewhere on his way over. I raised my shotgun towards him, as he raised the shield, as the man with a club came from a different direction.

I switched targets as I pumped the action once more. The second shot took the man with the club in the chest. His face twisted in agony as he collapsed in a heap. The one with the swords saw me turn back to him. He stared at the shotgun and shook his head slowly as he turned and ran. Part of me wanted to shoot him, but I still didn’t know what happened to the mage. As the sound of frantic footsteps vanished, I heard a muffled shout and moved back to the tent I had hidden behind.

I used the barrel to lift the flap away where I hadn’t spotted it before and looked inside. That’s where I saw her. Brynadette made a choked, sobbing noise as she locked eyes with me. Her relief was obvious. She was dressed in a… smock? Bound on her side with her hands tied to her ankles. A rag had been stuffed into her mouth and tied in place with a rope. I rushed in and fumbled with the knots for a moment, but they weren’t coming loose.

“Need a knife,” I grunted and looked around.

There wasn’t anything I could see in the area. Brynadette sobbed quietly on the ground. I thought of my options and stuck my head out the back of the tent again and looked down at the destroyed corpse. To my utter relief, there was a knife on his hip. I drew it and returned to Brynadette, where I quickly cut her bonds. She sprung up from the ground and tackled me in a hug. I held her as she sobbed softly for a few minutes. It was only as she calmed herself that I finally loosened my grip.

“I’m sorry,” she trembled. “I just needed a moment.”

“No need to apologize,” I smiled. “I’m sure you have plenty of reasons to be relieved, all things considered.”

Brynadette nodded and hiccupped softly. “They talked. I… If they had known who I was, it might have been different, but…”

“Don’t worry about it,” I smiled and rubbed her shoulder, before flinching as I heard a distant gunshot. “We need to go,” I said as I heard it again.
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CHAPTER SIX


“Well, I suppose that’s better than the alternative,” I grunted as I spotted the corpse.

His eyes were wide. Not as wide as the hole in his chest, but… still pretty wide. Brynadette nodded along beside me as we approached Deucie. The moment we’d come into view, Ahshala had climbed down and was smiling widely as she approached on foot.

“Is that…” Brynadette frowned.

“Yeah,” I grunted. “Yeah, it is.”

“But… I thought–”

“Yeah,” I grunted again. “That too.”

Brynadette gave me a glance, before nodding. “So what now?”

I glanced down at the corpse of the mage and shook my head. “There’s still a bandit out there. But I don’t think he’s going to be a problem. Best bet for now, is to see if our Naiad friend can get us over the river.”

“That’s probably for the best,” Ahshala nodded as she joined us. “Did I do good? He didn’t know I was there until I shot him.”

“You did good,” I nodded. “You’re still a bad Elf though.”

Ahshala pouted, and Brynadette snorted gently. “While I would love to finish this conversation. I’d much prefer to finish it while leaving this place.”

I couldn’t help but agree. That was fair, especially considering the circumstances and ordeal I’d found her. The clothing she wore wasn’t her own. I somehow doubted that they just happened to have a ladies tunic lying around. In no time at all, the three of us were back in the cab. Ahshala dressed in her standard traveling clothes, while Brynadette wore the same variation of my shirt and a belt. I drove slowly, not worried about making up any time, as we approached the broken bridge, before I slowed to a halt.

“Wait here you two,” I told them.

“What if that Naiad grabs you again?” Ahshala asked.

I shrugged. “I somehow doubt it.”

She pouted at me as I climbed down. I didn’t bother bringing my Remington this time. I just casually strolled over to the river. The rushing torrent from a day earlier, was now just a powerful stream. It was still far too much to risk trying to cross, but I was able to get down to the water’s edge without a fuss. Only for a familiar face to pop out with a frown.

“You’re late,” she complained.

“Bandits,” I sighed. “They kidnapped Brynadette, and I had to go find her.”

The Naiad wavered for a moment and shook her head. “You’re not kidding, are you?”

“Nope,” I chuckled. “I killed a couple, Ahshala killed a mage–”

“A mage!” the Naiad hissed. “You can kill a mage?”

“Yes?” I frowned slightly. “It’s not hard. They die like anyone else.”

The Naiad stared at me like I’d grown a second head, before sagging against the bank. “I was going to ask for a favor, but you’ve already done one.”

“Killing a mage is a favor?” I questioned.

The Naiad nodded and let out a sigh. “Mages like to take my kind as slaves. Contracts don’t work with us, so they bind us differently. When the mage dies, unless another mage is ready to take control, then we’re free again.”

“So… There’s probably a Naiad or two out there going crazy in some bandit camp?” I grinned.

The Naiad grinned back. “I hope so.”

“You’re a vicious thing,” I laughed. She smiled and didn’t reply. “So… crossing the river.”

“I was going to have you feed me for a few days, then get you to move downstream where it’s shallower,” she pouted. “But the others are already drawing in from the news. We’ll block the water long enough to get through.”

“Just like that?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “I’d really like it if you came back for a visit.”

“Just… any water?”

“Yup,” she smiled brightly.

I nodded. “You’ve done right by me, and despite Ahshala thinking you’re dangerous, I think she likes you as well.”

“That’s good,” the Naiad giggled. “Because I AM dangerous. But… I kinda like you. You’re different and the Elf… Gods her desire for you is intoxicating.”

I grinned. “Good, because I love her too.”

The Naiad shook her head. “Not what I meant. Elves aren’t as shallow as humans. What you feel as love, she feels like a chain around her soul. That Elf would throw herself from the edge of the world if it would help you.”

I blinked slowly, before shaking my head. “Are you saying she’d hurt herself for me?”

“Yes,” the Naiad nodded.

“Fuck,” I glanced back at the truck, where the two ladies were watching. Sure enough, Ahshala was over in my seat, as if ready to jump out at a moment’s notice.

“It’s admirable,” the Naiad continued. “Even amongst her own kind, a bond this powerful is rare.”

“That… well shit,” I sighed and shook my head. “I suppose I need to fix things now, then.”

“Fix things?” the Naiad asked.

I shrugged. “Just enough to make sure she gets to live comfortably after I’m gone.”

The Naiad smiled. “I can see why she loves you.” I looked at the Naiad and she smirked. “Don’t get any ideas, human. I’m literally incapable of love. But you ARE attractive and I WOULD like to suck your cock when you visit me next. Right now, I think it best if my friends and I were to help you get across the river though. There’s a change in the current, and I’m not sure you want to miss it.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant about the change, but I was all for continuing. As she slipped back into the water, I made my way back to Deucie, where Ahshala pushed back to the middle seat once more.

“So?” she asked as I climbed in.

“She’s got some friends. They’re going to stop the river and let us cross,” I said as I looked at both women. “Just in case, seatbelts off. If something goes wrong, it’ll be easier to get out if you’re not strapped in.”

Both of them hurried to get their belts off before I put Deucie in low range and started forward. I could see the familiar figure in the water, amongst a group of others of her kind. They spread out before shifting a little further upstream. I drove after them for a short while, before they turned as one and began to wait. Before my eyes, the water began banking up on either side of the river. It was like a wall was coming up from below. The river bulged and water rose around the sides as I spotted the familiar Naiad waving for us to go.

I set off and drove down the bank. I hoped it was a shallow enough slope to get down and back out again. Even now, with the water flow stopped, it was just pouring around the edges. The Naiads, all female, were snarling with the effort of holding back the river. It made me suddenly wonder about what it really meant to kill a mage. Sir Fredden seemed the honorable sort, but the bandit was another matter entirely. Would the Naiads have been as happy about me killing Sir Fredden? Was it just a casual racism thing, but in reverse? I didn’t understand.

Besides, it hardly mattered at this point. Their motives differed from mine, but I wasn’t about to cry myself to sleep about the death of an asshole, no matter the reason. Deucie rolled down into the river bed. The water rushed under the wheels, and I hoped that the bottom was solid enough not to get us bogged. With the current, anything loose was already swept away. The bottom was hard packed, and while sitting still might be a problem, it was solid enough to support us as I quickly drove over and to the other side.

“GO!” a voice screamed.

Even as I looked back in the mirror, I could see the Naiads on the opposite side of the river moving away. The water was collapsing behind us as they gave up. I grunted and put my foot down, building just a little more momentum before we hit the opposite bank. It was steeper here, and I felt the lurch of the bull bar digging into the side. I worried for a moment about it getting stuck, but the ground gave way and the nose began to climb. I grinned and shifted gear to keep the momentum going as we continued to climb. The water was deafening and I could see it rushing closer as I pulled Deucie out of the way. As soon as the back wheels hit the edge of the bank, the rest of the Naiads dropped the water.

It rushed in and slammed into the back of Deucie. We shifted sideways on the bank. Brynadette let out a shriek as Ahshala clung to my arm. Despite the scare, I didn’t lose traction though. I kept going, and Deucie climbed the far bank without a problem. We pulled onto the flat at the top and Brynadette was holding her chest as she stared at me.

“Holy shit,” I swore.

I glanced back in the mirror and couldn’t see any of the Naiads. Considering how quickly they dropped the river, I could only assume they were resting once more. With no reason to delay, I took Deucie out of low range and started off once more, only to realize that Oakly was…

“Oh…” Ahshala looked out the windscreen.

“It’s just ash,” Brynadette frowned.

“It was a small town,” I grunted as I followed what remained of the road.

Still, the damage we had seen at Dogwood was nothing compared to this. Dogwood had been mostly destroyed, but at least the remains of buildings still stood. Here… It was nothing. Just wet ash and soot remained. Bone wasn’t really affected by temperatures below two-thousand, and yet, there weren’t any skeletons either.

“They must have fought back,” Brynadette mumbled, as if reading my mind. “Otherwise it would have just burned and kept going. This is utter destruction.”

I nodded slowly before frowning. “What does that mean for Salva?”

“Mae,” Ahshala frowned.

“The Kitsoon girl?” Brynadette asked. We both nodded, and she pursed her lips. “If she has survived, I will find her. Consider it a favor paid back for saving me.”

“Thank you,” Ahshala smiled and leaned across to hug the woman.

I nodded and set off out of town once more. It wasn’t a terribly long drive from here. With how long it took to put the cage on the back of Deucie, it was about now when we left Salva to travel north. We’d make it back with plenty of sunlight, barring unforeseen circumstances at least.

The drive was quick. I kept on the road. With the recent rains, there weren’t any wagons about either. Nobody wanted to be travelling in this. The mud on the roads was enough to make horses and carts a bad deal. It would have been rough for most modern vehicles as well, but Deucie’s six-wheel-drive just kept going no matter what. Brynadette was extremely impressed and, between asking questions, she and Ahshala chatted like old friends.

Which was just as well, as Salva’s walls came into view. We could see it even from here. The scorching and the signs of several large fires. The trees and grasslands surrounding the city were badly damaged as well. There was still hope, though. On the walls, we could see movement. Guards patrolled and a few flags flapped in the breeze. They clearly saw us coming, and a group of them mustered by the gate. Not in a way that looked welcoming.

“If they attack us, what should we do?” I asked.

“I’ll handle it,” Brynadette sighed. “Just get us close.”

I nodded at that. I didn’t know what she did. Brynadette was confident about it though, so I continued driving. I slowed as I noticed men with bows getting into position on the gate. I wasn’t sure if they’d break the windscreen or not, but I didn’t want to run that risk if the worst happened.

“That’s probably close enough,” Brynadette said, once again making me think she could read my mind.

She gave me a smile as I brought Deucie to a stop before slipping out of her seatbelt. She opened the door and stood on the step outside the door.

“I am the king’s Chief Advisor, Lady Brynadette Farland! Who is in charge here!?” she shouted.

The men murmured amongst themselves before one of them stepped forward. “Sir Herrond currently controls the city. He’s informed us to be on the watch for a strange horseless wagon. Do you have any proof that you’re who you say you are?”

My eyes widened in shock as she waved her hand, opening a small portal before her. The men in front of us were equally shocked as Brynadette casually reached within and drew out a scroll.

“The King’s writ, and I would appreciate you leading me and my colleagues to Sir Herrond at once!”

“Yes, Lady Farland!” The soldier saluted.

Brynadette slumped back into the seat and sighed in exhaustion, before noticing Ahshala and I were staring at her.

“Just a storage spell. I’m no battle mage,” she waved at us.

“I’ve never actually seen a mage use magic before,” I grunted, before glancing at Ahshala. “Just replication. What was that exactly?”

“I can create a small pocket to carry things,” Brynadette sighed. “A small meal, some paperwork, a knife or my purse. If I were more gifted, I could create a larger space.”

“How common is it?” I asked.

Brynadette frowned. “Why?”

“Because if people can create these pockets, I could be thinking about my business the wrong way.”

“That’s not something to worry about,” Ahshala said, turning back to me.

“She’s right,” Brynadette gestured to the men moving aside. “We should follow him.”

“Right,” I grunted and put Deucie in gear.

“As for your question,” she said after we started moving. “The energy it takes to open the space is immense. I’m exhausted just from opening mine. The strongest of us could maybe open a space large enough to fit a whole person. But that would leave them catatonic and unable to function for several days.”

I thought about it for a moment, and nodded. “Alright, that makes me feel better. That would have been easy to exploit, but if each mage could only store something smaller than the space they themselves would occupy, it would defeat the purpose.”

“It might work for precious stones and wealth,” Ahshala muttered.

“There is that,” Brynadette nodded. “Rarely, but yes. The spell is usually used to transport hidden valuables. Still, there is a risk. If the mage dies, what is in their storage is lost as well.”

That had me nodding as I turned down a familiar street with the guard ahead of directing. The town was badly damaged. The buildings were charred in places and destroyed in others. Though it looked like they were smashed, rather than burned, which had me thinking about what Sir Herrond had done to minimize the damage. It didn’t make any sense that Salva was heavily battered, while Oaky was annihilated.

“It has been a few years since I’ve visited this city,” Brynadette grumped. “But if I didn’t know better, this man was leading us the long way through town.”

I glanced over at her and saw the way Ahshala pursed her lips in annoyance. “Then… How about you direct me?”

Brynadette nodded slowly, then huffed. “Make a left here.”

I grinned as the soldier continued walking along before I shifted gear and swung around the corner. The few people on the road scrambled out of the way as Brynadette frowned.

“Second right,” Ahshala chimed in.

“Not third?” Brynadette asked the Elf.

Ahshala shook her head,” I spotted some badly damaged buildings if we keep going. You’re right that he was taking us the long way. But the most direct route is still blocked.”

“Second right it is,” I grunted as I swung around onto the main road. Up ahead, I could see the walls of what appeared to be the inner keep of the city. Built like a castle, I wasn’t all that surprised. The warehouse where Ahshala and I had met with Herrond and Conrou was nearby, though I wasn’t entirely sure where. Not that it mattered. Brynadette gestured for me to continue. I drove along quickly while avoiding clumps of people and wagons. There was a moment of panic when I drove up onto a pile of rubble from a collapsed building, so that I could avoid a clump of traffic, but I cleared it easily and continued moving.

What awaited us at the inner wall, though, was a wall of men. They had clearly seen us coming and rallied to the keeps defense. The portcullis was already down and Brynadette called for me to stop. Just like last time, she opened the door and stood on the step. Her introduction went about as well as it did last time. Only now, I spotted one of the men dart back towards the portcullis, while the rest seemed to consider their options about what happened next.

“Ahshala, see the one running back?” I pointed to the figure now speaking with someone through the portcullis.

“Brynadette,” Ahshala reached over and tugged on the woman’s shirt. “They’re passing a message to someone inside the walls.”

Brynadette frowned angrily and leaned down. “Can Deucie destroy the gate?”

I shook my head. “Not in the way you’d like. If I could tie off to it, I might be able to pull it down, but it’ll take time.”

“What if we shoot it?” Ahshala asked.

I frowned. That wasn’t what I wanted to do. I didn’t want to show up to somewhere and be known for fantastical violence.

“Soldiers of Salva, if you are loyal to the crown, I urge you to open the portcullis immediately!” Brynadette shouted.

The men before us murmured, before the majority of them began moving aside. The few that didn’t, began to argue, and I made a note of them.

“Those three,” I pointed.

“Moustache, dented helmet and the tall one,” she identified them quickly by their physical traits.

“That’s them,” I grinned, before the portcullis began to raise.

I sighed in relief as Brynadette climbed back in and sat down. She eyed us both and lowered her eyes. “Things here are worse than I imagined. Is there any chance I can ask for your support?”

I licked my lips and was about to speak when she continued.

“I can offer you a place to stay when you visit. Guest quarters, for at least as long as I remain here. Payment as well, though you would already be getting a handsome reward for my rescue. My job is to do the king’s bidding. If I march in there alone, I fear someone will slip a knife in my ribs before the day is out. That won’t prevent the king marching his forces here, but it will ensure that Sir Herrond and his accomplices are long gone before he arrives.”

“Jacob,” Ahshala nudged me.

I smiled and nudged back. “We were going to help, anyway.”

Brynadette smiled and nodded. “I will be sure to inform the king of your willingness to aid me.”

I shook my head and put Deucie back into gear. We rolled through the men, who fell in behind as we entered the inner courtyard. The keep was a large stone building with massive doors. They were banded with iron for reinforcement. It would take some serious equipment to break through if this place was ever sieged. I brought Deucie to a stop outside those massive doors and watched as someone opened a small door to one side that looked like casual access, and let someone in.

“This isn’t going to be a surprise,” Brynadette sighed. “They know I’m coming, so be careful of anything.”

“We’ll do that,” I nodded, before glancing at Ahshala. “Get your weapon ready.”

She grinned and followed Brynadette out of the cab. I took my Remington from its spot behind the seat and made my way around to join them. Several of the guards looked at Ahshala with distaste, and a few more eyed Brynadette with similar looks. It only took me a moment to recognize that the men I’d noticed earlier were the same ones I’d noticed now. They were definitely going to be trouble.

They noticed me watching them, and exchanged a few glances of their own, before Brynadette and Ahshala both stepped down from behind Deucie. I watched in satisfaction as my Elf closed and locked the door behind her.

“Let’s go ladies,” I nodded.

“Take me to Sir Herrond,” Brynadette ordered.

The men exchanged a look before one stepped forward. “Lady Farland, Sir Herron fled the city shortly after the dragon attack.”

Brynadette looked around. “I was informed that the city is under his control. Is that not the case?”

“It is, my lady,” the man bowed. “But he has left his second in command while he sought help from the King. I was under the impression you arrived for that purpose.”

“Who’s his second?” I asked.

The man glared at me, as if breaking protocol had deeply offended him. Whatever the case, I didn’t give a shit, and Brynadette rounded on him a moment later.

“Answer the question,” she demanded.

“Sir-Conrou. Recently appointed by Sir Herrond,” the guard announced, flinching as he spoke the honorific.

“Conrou works for Herrond,” Ahshala sighed.

“Fucker planned this from the start. Conrou met us in the warehouse. He’s probably in on the whole thing.”

“I can’t execute him without proof,” Brynadette grunted.

“Executed, my lady?” the guard froze.

Brynadette straightened herself. “Sir Herrond is wanted on charges of treason. He, his co-conspirators, his businesses, assets, and associates are to be held at once. I shall be taking over the city in the King’s name until an official can be named.”

The man went white as a sheet before snapping to attention. “Yes, my lady! You three, take them straight to Conrou.”

I saw the three he had pointed to. To my surprise, it was one of the three that I had noted, the one with the funny mustache. He looked nervous, while the other two looked angry. Clearly, the king was a popular fellow and the idea of betraying him had stirred some feelings. The trio marched forward and Brynadette followed along behind as the men shouted for the gates to be opened. It was certainly a process, and a team of men began pushing from the inside. Which was only made apparent as we stepped through and saw them pushing as a team.

We were inside some great hall. There were seats for people, tables for large meals, and a rather large throne at the end. It sat empty, but there were several guards stationed at a doorway beyond that, which looked to me like a meeting room of some kind. Even as we marched through the hall, someone stepped out, saw us, and immediately rushed back inside the room again.

As we approached the throne, a man in gleaming armor stepped out and drew his sword. The guards at the door, seeing him draw a weapon, did so as well, and moved to support him.

“Sir Conrou–” the man started, before Brynadette cut him off.

“Is charged with treason. Stand down this instant!” She snarled.

The man narrowed his eyes. “I do not recognize your authority in this place.”

“I am Lady Farland, Chief Advisor to the crown and you will stand down or I will have you executed,” she growled.

I shifted my Remington, and noticed Ahshala as well. The three men that were leading us had shifted around slightly to keep the two groups in their view.

“Lady Farland, at this time I beseech you to return to your king–”

BANG!

I jerked, not even noticing that Ahshala had moved until she fired. The man’s helmet blew backward. The shot looked like it took him high. It probably hurt a lot, but I didn’t see any blood. I brought up my weapon next as the two guards on either side of him rushed towards us. As I half expected, the third guard, the one with the moustache, drew and turned to gut one of his fellow guards.

BANG!

My shot took him center mass. He tumbled to the floor as the two charging guards wavered, before Ahshala’s second shot took the one on the left, leaving the last to freeze in place. I pumped the action and turned my weapon to him before he dropped his sword on the ground. The two guards Ahshala and I had saved rushed forward, taking him to the ground, while I rushed to the door ahead. When I kicked it open, a young man lunged forward with a knife and a yell. He looked terrified, and his actions were clumsy enough that when I pulled back out of the room, he simply fell over.

Stepping over him, I moved into the room and spotted movement from a tapestry. I rushed over and used the barrel of the shotgun to swing it away from the wall as I watched a strange stone colored door swing shut against the wall.

“Where is he?” Brynadette snarled as she stepped inside.

I shook my head and looked back. “This is a hidden door. I don’t know how to open it, but it closed right in front of me.”

Brynadette snarled and shook her head as one of the two guards from earlier stepped in, holding knife boy by the tunic.

“Put him somewhere,” Brynadette snarled. “Then find me the captain. I want the guard flushed. Anyone not loyal to the crown, I want tossed in the dungeon. Get me every head of house and bring them to me so I only have to declare myself once.”

“Yes, my lady!” The guard nodded before shoving the young man out the door.

“He seemed more scared than dangerous,” I said.

Brynadette frowned and looked my way. “What?”

“The kid with the knife,” I nodded to the empty doorway. “He looked shit scared and just fell over when he missed me.”

“You think he’s not worth punishing for attacking you?” Brynadette frowned.

I shrugged. “No idea what role he played in this place. I just wanted you to know I don’t think he would have acted like that if this had gone peacefully.”

Brynadette looked at Ahshala, and they exchanged a silent conversation of sorts.

Here or back home, women would always be a mystery to me.
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CHAPTER SEVEN


Ahshala gingerly stepped over the rim of the bath. She was careful to stand on her toes, desperately trying to avoid rubbing herself on the edge of the tub. My punishment had already begun, and as much as she complained, I knew she was loving it. Brynadette, after securing a few loyal guards, had found us a room. It was similar to the rooms I’d stayed in so far, only with far more comforts. Not that I cared a lick. We wouldn’t be here long. That didn’t stop us from having a nice bath, though.

Ahshala smiled so sweetly when I invited her to join me. She gasped so delightfully as I played with her. I was slow, gentle and thorough as I worked from the tips of her sensitive ears, down her neck, to her breasts and finally ending with my fingers teasing her clitoris. Which is exactly where I left her, before repeating the process once more. This final time was the last, though. Her entire body was trembling, and if I was honest, my cock hurt from how hard I was. It took everything in my control not to lift her into position and have her in the bath for my own satisfaction. Unfortunately for us both, I was a man of my word, and leaving her teased and denied seemed like a good way to set the mood of the evening.

Don’t get me wrong. I was going to have my Elf. My beautiful companion was a dessert. Something to be savored, no matter how much she begged to simply be ravaged. Even now, she cast me a desperate gaze before bringing a towel up between her legs. I didn’t hide my amusement or pretend like I wasn’t enjoying the view. If she wanted privacy, there was a screen she could have stood behind. No, this was her way of trying to entice me into breaking my word. Something I was sorely tempted to do before I heard a knock on the door.

Ahshala jerked her eyes up before slipping behind the privacy screen to dress. I let out a sigh and lifted myself from the hot water, as the door opened, and a familiar face leaned in.

“Oh, I’m sorry sir,” Mae blanched.

“Mae?!” Ahshala gasped and sprung out, with half her top on.

The Kitsoon jerked as Ahshala pulled the door open to hug her. Only for the Kitsoon to shove Ahshala back into the room, closing the door behind her in the process.

“Miss Ahshala, that is unbecoming of a lady!” Mae chastised her.

“Don’t give me that,” Ahshala giggled. “I know where that tongue of yours has been.” Mae’s facial fur mottled slightly, which made Ahshala giggle and hug her again. “I’m so glad you’re okay.”

Mae let out a sigh and relaxed. “It came right over the shop. Scared the life out of me.”

She went on to describe the dragon attack. How it came over the walls from the direction of the mountains. Herrond was the one who confronted it. Using some kind of voice amplification, he told the dragon who had taken its egg. It was only now that they were back she realized that Herrond was referring to them.

While she spoke, Ahshala and I dried ourselves off and got dressed. I went back into my usual outfit, taken from the back of Deucie after Brynadette was safely in charge. Ahshala went into a lovely gown that someone had delivered before we bathed. Mae went on to talk about how she had heard that Deucie had been spotted. When a few runners announced they were looking for a Kitsoon by her name, she put dots together and nervously approached. Never in her wildest expectations did she see herself being brought to the keep, let alone with a warm welcome.

“So, are you just here to check on us?” I asked. “Or was there something in particular?”

“Oh,” Mae smiled. “Sorry, I got caught up. Seeing you both safe was a relief. Lady Farland asked me to bring you to her private dining room for a meal.”

I exchanged a look with Ahshala and gave a small nod. “Let’s go then.”

Mae led us from the room and faltered slightly. She had received a quick tour when she arrived, but it was obvious she wasn’t quite comfortable yet. Still, after picking a direction, we set off. She led us to a flight of stairs and took us up to a second level, where, if anything, there were even more guards. Those guards watched us carefully, but made no move to respond to us. I thought back to my Remington hidden under our bed, but there was nothing I could do about that now. Surely carrying it around could be seen as a threat, and so far Brynadette had been nothing but friendly. At least once she warmed up to us.

I let it go, and Ahshala seemed comfortable enough. If she were relaxed, I could only assume things were going well. Mae brought us to a rather large door, with guards on either side. They stepped aside to let us enter, and Mae opened it without a word. Inside was a large, but rather private, dining room. The table was long, but only a few seats had been set at one end, where Brynadette waited with a smile.

“I hope I wasn’t interrupting anything with my invitation,” she nodded politely.

“Nothing important,” I grinned as Ahshala huffed softly.

Brynadette must have seen her expression and smiled just a little wider. “Now, firstly. How was Mae? Was she polite and appropriate enough for you?”

“Of course,” Ahshala nodded. “She was a little nervous at first, but she got us here without a problem.”

Brynadette smiled and glanced at Mae. “Perhaps you may want a more permanent position here?”

Mae froze and glanced around. “Me? You want…”

“A fair contract,” Brynadette nodded. “Work for pay, benefits. Understand there are dangers in working directly with me, as well as vast rewards.”

Mae stared for a moment and swallowed. “May I think about it?”

“Of course,” Brynadette smiled. “For now, could you serve us?”

“Yes, Lady Farland,” Mae said, feeling more comfortable at the change in subject.

“Now, it’s on short notice. The kitchens were not prepared for a proper meal for each of us,” Brynadette admitted.

“It’ll be fine,” I snorted. “Remember how we ate while we travelled here?”

“I do,” Brynadette smiled. “Which pains me, as I hoped to show you better hospitality than that.”

I shook my head. I was rather certain she was putting on an act for our benefit. Perhaps she was concerned about someone listening in and didn’t want to appear too friendly, while also showing us favor. In either case, Mae darted around, filling our mugs with a cool cider, before uncovering our dishes.

There was a roasted bird of some kind. It was too long to be chicken, but had the features I’d expect. Alongside was a platter of cut vegetables, fruits, and nuts. It was plenty of food, but obvious enough that it had been prepared quickly. At least outside of the bird, that is. It clearly had been set in advance.

Mae cleared her throat gently and gestured for me to wait, before Brynadette began to plate up. The moment she touched the food, Mae gave me a subtle nod before I reached over to get my own. Only to pause, as I noticed Ahshala waiting for me. I let out a small sigh and plated up a bit of everything. Ahshala sat forward to get her own meal, when I removed her plate and replaced it with the one I had just filled.

She froze in place before turning to stare at me. Which was perfect, because it put her lips at the perfect angle for a chaste kiss. She blushed and sat back in her chair, while I plated up a second helping for myself.

“I see,” Brynadette smiled. “You are just determined not to care about proper decorum, aren’t you?’

I shrugged. “It’s just us here.”

Brynadette nodded, before turning to Mae. “Please bring down another chair. You may join us.”

“Lady–”

“If we are to work together in the future. When amongst friends, you may call me Bryn,” she smiled at the Kitsoon.

Mae looked like she was about to start hyperventilating, but did as offered and collected a chair. She moved it up and sat across from me, giving a small nervous smile as she quietly collected a substantially smaller amount of food. Brynadette tutted softly, and after shooting me a look, took it upon herself to give Mae a larger helping of each dish. I watched in quiet amusement as Mae settled uncomfortably into the meal, while Brynadette smiled softly to herself.

“I am aware you told the King you would return in a week. I’m also rather certain that this will not be the case. With the bridge out, you will need to find a way to ford the river, unless your Naiad friends can help?”

“Naiad?” Mae froze.

“Friends,” I nodded, as Ahshala nodded beside me. “And I’m not sure they would be willing to help. We only just got over safely last time, and they did it on a favor.”

“A favor?” Brynadette asked.

I nodded. “The dead mage. They were rather thankful for that.”

Brynadette nodded slowly. “Yes… The practice of taking elementals as slaves is falling out of fashion. It still happens, though.”

I nodded. There was a lot about this world I disagreed with. However, I wasn’t under the illusion that just one man could change it all for the better. As long as Ahshala had a safe place to live when I was dead and buried, I’d be satisfied with my existence in this place.

“Either way, I don’t think I will be able to keep up with what I told the King,” I shrugged.

Brynadette nodded. “I can write you a letter explaining the situation. The King is a fair man, and he will understand.”

“Thank you,” I smiled.

“Which brings me to now,” Brynadette continued. “You will have a few days, at the very least. And I would appreciate your help.”

I had a feeling I knew where this was going, and I wasn’t sure I would like it. “I’m listening.”

“You said you wouldn’t transport soldiers,” she said with a nod. “I understand your motive for not wanting to involve yourself with violence. But I am wondering if you could make an exception for an arrest?”

“You want me to chase down Herrond?” I guessed.

Brynadette smiled. “And Conrou. Likely they will be together, but one will lead to the other. The men were… close.”

I heard her tone and nodded slowly. I wasn’t about to yuck anyone’s yum, but I honestly didn’t see that coming from the high and mighty nobleman.

“What exactly are you asking?” I wanted to confirm.

Brynadette smiled. “You, Ahshala, and a token force of loyal men. You go out, you find Herrond, Conrou or both. The soldiers I send with you apprehend them, and you return. I would like to say that this would be without violence, but it likely will involve bloodshed. They will have loyal men with them, as they did here.”

I frowned and slumped back into the chair. Brynadette didn’t respond, only waiting for my reply. Ahshala reached over and touched my hand, which made me turn to see the thoughtful expression on her face.

“Jacob… What if there are others?” she asked.

I frowned. “Other what?”

“Like me,” she continued. “A contract would force people to be loyal to him, no matter his allegiance. Herrond was a man with a lot of ambition. Enough, that likely he has many, many people who would do anything to escape him. Many who don’t deserve to be tied into his fate.”

“I assure you that his contracts will be scrutinized on his return. They are forfeit regardless, but those who are innocent of wrongdoing of their own will not be persecuted,” Brynadette chimed in.

“This isn’t a morally gray area, Jacob,” Ahshala patted my hand. “This isn’t a war. He is a criminal who needs to face justice.”

I sighed and gave a small nod. “Fine, when–”

“Tomorrow morning,” Brynadette smiled. “I believe you have plans this evening.”

Ahshala blushed heavily, and I smirked before nodding quickly. “I suppose we do.”

“Excellent,” Brynadette said. “Now you’ve agreed. My hope is the Tred river has blocked the road west. If we are lucky, you will catch them near the bridge.”

I frowned. “They’d return?”

“It’s what my scouts tell me,” Brynadette nodded. “If the man managed to acquire a dragon egg, he clearly knows someone important in the Elf lands.”

I frowned and gave a small nod. “And if he’s made it beyond the mountains?”

Brynadette sighed. “If he has… then he is beyond our reach. We shall send a writ to the Elves, but I would not expect a response.”

“My lady, are you sure that I should be privy to this kind of discussion?” Mae asked, getting all our attention. “I’m just a Kitsoon, and not even on a contract.”

Brynadette smiled. “Mae, what did I tell you to call me?”

“Sorry, Lady B-Bryn,” Mae stammered.

Brynadette shook her head, but didn’t pull her up again. “Even if you weren’t trustworthy, the man is a criminal. I will make an announcement in the morning and everyone will know. My scouts have already reported that the men are gone from the city. Still, I have hope that you and I can come to a mutually beneficial agreement.”

“Yes, L–”

“Mae,” Brynadette gave the Kitsoon a look.

“Yes, Bryn,” Mae squeaked softly.

Brynadette smiled and finished up her meal. “That was rather nice, all things considered.”

We all agreed. The bird, whatever it was, had a wonderful flavor. Its meat was a bit like duck, but had a sweet tang that went well with the smokiness of the cookfire used to roast it. The fruits and vegetables were fresh and went well as an accompaniment. Ahshala pushed her mostly empty plate forward while I finished my last bite.

“Now, Mae, if you’ll show our friends back to their room, I will be retiring. Do you remember the servant’s quarters?” Brynadette asked.

Mae stood, “Yes, Bryn.”

“Wonderful,” Brynadette smiled. “You can stay here tonight. Tomorrow I shall see if I can help seduce you away from your father’s business with a fresh contract.”

“Yes, Bryn,” Mae bowed slightly, before giving Ahshala and I a wide smile.

“And Mae, be sure to get an early night tonight,” Brynadette said in a tone that made Ahshala pout.

“Yes, Bryn,” Mae gave a small bow. “If you will follow me?”

“Sure,” I smiled.

True to Bryn’s instructions, and despite Ahshala’s attempts to change her mind, Mae left after just a quick exchange of kisses for the two of us. Leaving me alone with my Elf. Whatever her plans, she didn’t pout for long before turning to me with a smile.

“Take off all your clothes and get on the bed,” I growled softly.

Ahshala’s breath hitched, before she frantically started pulling at the ties holding her gown together. I made sure to let my eyes roam over her body. She started at the top, letting her breasts slip free. They weren’t as large as some others we’d spent time with, but she certainly wasn’t lacking either. Nice little handholds, perfect to suck on and squeeze.

“Are you not going to join me?” She asked in a breathless tone as she wiggled the dress down her perfect hips.

“I haven’t decided yet,” I smirked as she gave me a pout. “You still need to be punished.”

“Haven’t I been punished enough?” Ahshala complained as she stood to her full height before me.

Her thighs glistened, and I had to wonder how bad things had gotten for her with all my teasing. I grinned and slowly shook my head. “You broke, just about the only serious rule I had. The consequences for such disrespect are severe.”

There was a gleam in her eye. She didn’t like the implications, but she was certainly enjoying the game. We both knew that eventually, this would end how we both wanted. I glanced at the bed, before giving her a pointed stare and Ahshala stepped out of her fallen dress and moved to the bed.

I followed behind, staring at her ass the whole way, before turning to pick up my duffel bag that I’d brought our things in. The first thing I checked was that both Remington’s were inside and undisturbed. The next was the long, fine rope I had coiled about in the bottom. Ahshala hadn’t seen me put this in. I’d have to be careful with it. This rope wasn’t what they usually used, and I was no expert. But I was good with knots and knew how to distribute a load properly.

“On your back, arms and legs out to each side, then close your eyes. If you resist, things will only get worse for you,” I told her.

Ahshala let out a small whimper before doing just as I ordered. She was beautiful, and her drooling, swollen pussy almost demanded that I drive my cock into her. I shook those thoughts away and steeled my mind for what came next. I took out the rope and moved closer to the bed. Ahshala frowned as she felt the coarse material as I wrapped it around her ankle. I didn’t speak as I wrapped the rope around the closest bedpost before bringing it to the other side and tying off once again at her ankle.

Ahshala’s breath hitched as it finally sank in what was happening, and I smiled as I watched the way her nipples moved up and down with each breath.

“Keep those eyes closed,” I whispered.

“Yes, Jacob,” Ahshala moaned softly.

I smiled and moved up to her wrist. I took my time, wrapping the rope properly where it wouldn’t cut off circulation, but with enough layers not to cut into her skin. Then, in the same way I tied her ankles, I looped the rope around the top bedposts and tied off to her other wrist before stepping back to admire her. She tugged experimentally on the ropes, but stopped when I cleared my throat.

Returning to the bag, I found my last two items for this evening. I moved over to the bed and kneeled beside her head. I was gentle as I pushed the fabric under her head, before wrapping it over her eyes to blind her. It was little more than a soft scarf, and I tied it gently in place as she let out a small whimper.

Those whimpers stopped the moment she heard my zip lower. Her mouth opened, and I smiled as she panted heavily. With my cock out, I shifted closer and rubbed the underside over her chin and across her lips. Her tongue darted out to follow me, which is when I struck. The other thing I had with me was Mae’s stolen panties. They had been thoroughly cleaned since we had used them last, but that didn’t stop me from using my thumb to shove them into Ahshala’s mouth.

She made a surprised noise before I pressed my palm over her mouth to silence her. I turned things up immediately. Her muffled moans turned into a surprised shriek as I bit firmly down on the side of her neck. Kneeling on the edge of the bed, I ran my free hand down her body, pinching at her nipples, before slipping into the silken mess between her legs. I heard the ropes creak and felt her body jerk as she cried out, desperate to cum already.

Only for my head to snap around as I heard the door open once more. I spotted the dress first and grinned as I thought of Mae coming back. But as Bryn appeared in the doorway, I froze in place. It was definitely Bryn. But… she was dressed as a servant, like Mae had been. Her makeup had been removed, and her hair put up in a simple bun.

“Apologies for the interruption, my lord,” she made a small bow. “Lady Farland has offered me as compensation for your earlier actions.”

To make her point absolutely clear, she pulled at a bow at the center of her chest, which immediately loosened her dress. That garment fell down around her ankles, showing very little underneath. Little being a pair of silk stockings and nothing else.

“I ask, my lord, that you are patient with me. I am willing, but have spent little time with men, and never with a woman,” Bryn made a small bow.

I looked down at Ahshala. Despite her blindfold, her ears worked perfectly. She must have known I was looking, and gave an enthusiastic nod, even as I continued to gag her with my palm.

“Have you ever used your mouth?” I asked casually, trying to fit the role she was trying to act.

Bryn smiled and gave a shy nod. “Yes, sir.”

“Wonderful,” I patted the bed. “Come here, then.”

Bryn, despite her obvious enthusiasm, and the fact we had seen one another nude several times now, turned bright red. That didn’t stop her as she quickly closed in and slipped onto the bed. My cock was still out, and her eyes locked on it as she licked her lips. I smiled and quickly undid my pants before pushing them off entirely.

When I sat down beside Ahshala’s head, I smiled at Bryn and tilted my head. “Well?”

“I didn’t want to presume,” Bryn smiled meekly, before lowering her head. “It’s very large,” she muttered softly.

“Mhm,” Ahshala nodded.

I frowned at my Elf and reached down to pinch one of her nipples. Ahshala squealed and arched her back, making Bryn pause and give me a strange look.

I stopped and gave her a smile. “Ahshala, if at all you wish to stop, or if there is something happening you do not enjoy, please spit out the panties in your mouth. I will not gag you again.”

To emphasize this, I pinched her nipple again, and Ahshala made a point to clench her teeth as she writhed on the bed. Bryn watched my Elf for a moment, before she glanced up at me and swallowed. Her mouth opened, and she lowered herself a little further, closing her lips around my cock. The look in her eyes told me this wasn’t something Bryn indulged in very often, and it gave me an idea.

“What is your name?” I asked.

Bryn moaned before pulling her mouth off me. She licked her lips, and cleared her throat. “Adi,” she whispered. “My name is Adi, my lord.”

Adi sounded a little like the end of her full name, Brynadette. Which made sense that her nickname in front of friends was already Bryn.

I smiled and gave her a nod. “Suck my cock, Adi.”

Her eyes shimmered as she opened her mouth and descended once more. She took more of me into her mouth and hummed softly as she looked up at me with wide eyes.

“That feels so nice.” I reached over and stroked her hair.

Adi smiled and pushed her face down, taking me further into her mouth. She must have pushed a bit too hard, though, as she gagged a moment later and pulled free with a cough.

“Sorry,” she wiped at her eyes.

“It’s okay.” I steadied her shoulder with my hand. “It felt really good until then.”

Adi smiled softly, and her blush began to creep back in. “Thank you, my lord.”

She cleared her throat once more before leaning back down. I smiled as her lips wrapped around my cock and she slowly rocked back and forth. It was clear that she didn’t have much experience with this, but she was certainly eager, regardless. I smiled and stroked her hair with one hand, before reaching down with the other towards Ahshala’s breasts. I didn’t want her to think I’d forgotten about her before giving her nipple another pinch.

Truthfully, with my game with Ahshala, I was already on a hair trigger. Despite Adi’s lack of experience, I was already on the edge, and something about the way she looked up at me…

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” I grunted.

Adi’s eyes went wide, and for a moment, I thought she was going to pull away. Instead, she sucked even harder, before using her neck to bob even faster than she was before. It was still a little awkward and uncoordinated, but I was too far gone to care. I erupted into her mouth, and Adi let out a surprised squeak as I began to pulse. I grunted in pleasure and tried my best to hold still, in case I drove my hips forward and hurt her. Adi remained true and determined, sucking on my cock, taking my full load into her mouth, before finally pulling back with a strange expression.

“Don’t like it?” I asked.

“Ooo uck,” she choked.

I smirked and nodded. “Give it to Ahshala then.”

Adi glanced over at Ahshala, who had clearly heard what I said. My Elf had her mouth open, and was waiting in anticipation. Adi leaned over, and I expected her to just drool it into the Elf’s mouth. Instead, she paused before reaching in with a pair of fingers and pried out Mae’s panties. The kiss that came next was unexpected. Ahshala moaned and tugged on her ropes, while Adi fed her my seed. The two ladies moaned softly and I could see their mouths move as their tongues entwined.

She slowly pulled away after a few moments before sitting up. She wiped her lips and turned to face me.

“If that is pleasing to you, my lord. I believe I have other duties I must attend to this evening,” she said with a nervous edge.

I nodded quickly. “Of course.”

Adi gave me a relieved smile before darting off the bed. She snagged her dress and pulled it over her shoulders before giving us both a final look. Right before she darted out the door, leaving us alone. I sighed softly. If I was being honest, I was a little disappointed. But there was no way I was going to pressure a woman into doing anything they didn’t agree to explicitly. Instead of thinking about it, I turned back to Ahshala and began to untie her wrists.

“You’re not going to have me?” she asked quickly.

“Not tonight,” I chuckled. “I got to cum once, so the edge is off. I’m sure you can wait another day.”

“Jacob,” she pouted.

“Shhhh,” I kissed her cheek. “If you’re good all night. I’ll let you swallow it for breakfast.”

“Then you’ll just make me wait another day!” she complained loudly.

I leaned in and pressed a kiss to the top of her ear before whispering. “When you’re aching, desperate and barely able to walk from the mad throbbing between your legs. I’m going to hold you down, slide into your ass, and see how many times I can make you cum before you beg me to stop.”

All she could manage to respond with was a small, desperate whimper.
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CHAPTER EIGHT


“I’m sorry,” Ahshala pouted.

I kissed her gently, letting out just a little hint of a moan. She gasped and continued stroking me. She leaned in closer, pressing her body against me. The front of her dress created a small barrier. I had raised the front of her dress and had wrapped it tightly around her waist.

“Please?” she begged as our lips broke apart.

“Rewarding you for being bad is not a good example,” I grinned.

Despite the severe frown on her face, if anything, her strokes got a little faster. After the evening before, Ahshala had attempted to mount me while I was asleep. Her eagerness to break my rules for the second time had ended with this new punishment. While I held her dress up and out of the way. She used one hand to push Mae’s borrowed panties aside, while her other hand stroked my cock, aimed between her legs.

I could feel the small nub of her clit on the head of my cock, and I knew that even just this was driving her crazy. The subtle bouncing of my cock as she stroked me must have been torture on her deprived clit, and that was entirely the point. She let out a whimper as I closed my eyes. I slumped my forehead against her shoulder as I felt my cock throb in her hands.

Spurt after spurt of my seed sprayed between her thighs. It left a sticky coating over her clit and labia, before dripping down onto Mae’s stolen panties. I jerked softly and used her for balance as she milked my orgasm. Truthfully, I’d have preferred to have buried myself deep inside her. Though part of me did enjoy these games. I was going to make her regret pushing me to this extreme. She gave me one final stroke from base to tip, earning that last dribble of seed, before slowly removing her hand.

I pulled back, seeing the way she stared at the mess on her fingers, and shook my head.

“No,” I whispered. “Panties up first.”

Ahshala whimpered as she reached down and hooked her fingers around her underwear. She pulled them back up, pressing the sheer fabric against her cum covered pussy, before giving me a slow pout.

“Hold still,” I told her, before shifting closer once more. I took control of my cock this time and gently brushed it across the front of her soft thighs. Leaving most of my mess on her perfect skin would set the tone of today. “Now use that hand to rub everything in,” I told her.

Ahshala pouted, but didn’t refuse me for a moment. She made sure to moan softly as she palmed her mound, rubbing the droplets of my seed on her fingers into the soft fabric along with my original deposit.

“Haven’t I been punished enough?” Ahshala asked softly.

“That depends on how often you break my rules,” I shrugged. “I was going to let you swallow me, but you mounted me instead. So this is the punishment for that. The punishment for replicating my shotgun will come later.”

Ahshala pouted again, but gave a small nod. I pecked her lips before releasing her dress. She stepped back, letting the fabric fall down, before she straightened it and gave a small twirl.

“Beautiful,” I smiled.

“Thank you,” she smiled.

We both turned our heads as a polite knock echoed through our room. A moment later, the door opened and Mae leaned in.

“Good, you’re both awake. Bryn has asked you to join her for breakfast,” she smiled politely.

“Let’s go then,” I smiled, while Ahshala pulled back.

“I just need to wash my hands,” she blushed and darted away.

Mae gave me a strange look, and I shrugged. “It’s been an interesting morning.”

“I’m sure,” Mae smirked.

Ahshala returned a moment later, leaning in to kiss my cheek. She was back to her bubbly and energetic self. We followed Mae out of the room and she led us down some familiar corridors until we reached the dining room we had shared with Bryn the evening before. Only this time, there was someone else in attendance.

A man in armor sat at the table. He nodded at me, before narrowing his eyes at Ahshala. I didn’t get a chance to ask him what the problem was before Bryn cleared her throat.

“Thank you for joining us, Jacob, Ahshala,” she smiled professionally. “I’d like you to meet Captain Murhi. He is the one charged with Sir Herrond and his associates’ capture.”

“Can you be certain that your cart can outrun a horse?” Captain Murhi asked.

“Absolutely,” I nodded. “Not only can I outrun a horse, I can run it down without too much trouble.”

The man seemed unconvinced, but wasn’t willing to argue the point as Bryn cleared her throat. “Take a seat and enjoy some breakfast,” she gestured to the food. “Mae, if you could get our guests something to drink?”

“At once, Lady Farland,” Mae bowed, before hurrying to a small cart with a teapot.

I pulled my chair out for Ahshala. Captain Murhi frowned as he watched me seat her, but he kept his mouth shut as I got comfortable beside her.

“Your tea.” Mae set down a pair of cups beside us. “Sugar?”

“Two please,” Ahshala smiled.

“None, but do you have milk?” I asked.

“Right away,” Mae deposited the sugar into Ahshala’s cup before returning for a small jug.

I let her add a dash to color the tea and nodded. “Thanks.”

“Now, while we eat. I need to know how many men you can comfortably transport,” Bryn started.

I scooped some eggs and what appeared to be thinly sliced steaks onto my plate. That was certainly a question. “That depends.” I scooped up some egg into my mouth. It was cooked well and already seasoned. “I could cram several dozen into the back and have them stand. We did that with the victims of Dogwood. That won’t be comfortable though, and dangerous if I’m trying to catch men at speed.”

“Dangerous?” Captain Murhi asked in an accusatory tone.

“Dangerous,” I nodded, before thinking of a way to describe it. “Have you ever been on a carriage that has made a sudden turn and felt yourself thrown around inside?”

The man narrowed his eyes. “Yes.”

“Well, imaging that happening to dozens of men in armor, going faster than a galloping horse,” I stated. “Even if I avoid that, it would still mean the men standing for maybe hours in the back. They’ll be cramped and exhausted by the time we get to wherever we’re going.”

“Then what do you suggest?” Bryn asked.

I ate another mouthful while I looked around the room for inspiration. My eyes drifted over a low bench against the wall. It was there for the servants of whoever ate in this room. The bench was rather simple, with back support and had a padded base. It wouldn’t be perfect, nor safe in the event of a crash. But it would certainly do the trick.

“That,” I pointed to the bench. “Have you got any more of them?”

“Many,” Brynadette frowned. “The keep is full of them.”

I nodded. “Great. I can probably fit four or five of them in the back. Get some carpenters, Mae’s father is my recommendation,” I glanced at the Kitsoon whose ears perked up at my words. “Get them to mount those benches in the back of Deucie. Then we’ll need some rope. Just enough to wrap around the waist of whoever’s going to sit on those benches. It won’t be comfortable, but it’ll keep them seated if we go over any rough patches, and it’ll be better than trying to stand.”

Brynadette glanced at Captain Murhi, and the man had a hard glare on his face, before giving a small nod. “Three or four men to a bench, depending on their armor. That’s a dozen or more men. I can work with that so long as we don’t run into any surprises.”

“I’ve got surprises of my own,” I shrugged. “Just remember. I’m not here for war. We go out, we catch the criminals and we come back. I won’t be storming any castles or charging into battle.”

“As I have been told repeatedly,” Captain Murhi grunted. “Lady Farland, do I have your permission to tend to this duty?”

“You may,” Bryn dismissed the man.

“Get everything ready,” I called softly as Captain Murhi headed for the door. “I’ll have to come down and unlock the back before any work can be started.”

The Captain gave me a small nod before stepping out, leaving me alone with the ladies. It cleared the air a bit, and Bryn smiled. “How was your evening, you two?”

“Adi was a wonderful addition to our evening,” I said evenly. “Please don’t feel pressured at all to send her our way. I got the distinct feeling she wasn’t quite as ready as she first believed. It wouldn’t do anyone any good to push her further than she was comfortable.”

Bryn nodded and blushed slightly. “Yes, she was rather excited by the whole thing. Thank you for not pushing anything too strenuous upon her. Especially when she felt the need to leave.”

“Not at all,” I smiled.

Mae turned her head to follow each of us as we spoke, clearly not understanding any of our references. She dismissed it a moment later and joined us at the table. Bryn shot her a smile and nodded, so the Kitsoon began to fill her plate, before accidentally knocking her fork to the floor.

“Oh,” she frowned. “Silly.”

Mae leaned down to pick up the fork before her ears shot up. I saw the way she froze in place before she slipped off the chair. Bryn, Ahshala and I stared at the spot the Kitsoon occupied, before following the sound of someone crawling across the floor. Ahshala’s eyes went wide as we heard a gasp.

“AH HA!”

Ahshala jerked in her seat before she let out a squeal. There was the sound of fabric shifting, before the sound of a soft sniff. There was a disgruntled huff from beneath the table before Ahshala’s eyes went wide. She reached over, and I was almost going to lean back, when Ahshala shook her head.

“I’m okay.” She shot me a smile that looked surprisingly like the one she gave me when she bratted.

I frowned, but let it go as Mae slipped back out from under the table, clutching her dropped fork.

“Got it,” she smiled.

I looked at Brynadette, who glanced back at me. Ahshala straightened herself before picking up her fork to continue eating. I glanced around, not seeing anything to worry about for the moment. I’d need an explanation later, but for now, I continued to eat my meal. With the slight awkwardness of the situation, we finished quickly, before bidding our goodbyes to Brynadette.

Mae led us out to where I had left Deucie. There was a team of men bringing out benches. Even as we watched, a carriage came trundling in with Mae’s father and brothers. They smiled, seeing Mae, before giving Ahshala and me strange looks.

“You again,” the old Kitsoon inclined his head. “Are you responsible for all this?”

“Maybe?” I shrugged. “I hope we didn’t pull you away from too much work.”

“The Captain was rather insistent,” the old man grumped. “We’re helping rebuild after the attack. Mae was helping as well until Lady Farland sent for her.”

“Be nice, father,” Mae frowned. “This is important.”

The old man sighed. “Very well. What is it you need?”

I gestured for him to follow and moved around to the back of Deucie. I unlocked the back and showed him how I wanted the benches set up. The old man grew frustrated and I could see that he was unimpressed about the job he’d been pulled away from. At least until Mae came up and touched his arm.

“Father. Lady Farland has asked Jacob to help capture Sir Herrond. He needs this to bring soldiers for the arrest.”

The old Kitsoon froze before looking back at me. “You’re after that bastard?”

“I am,” I nodded.

“I don’t like how he treated Mae. She didn’t complain, but… I knew things,” he glared.

“Father,” Mae tried to placate him.

“No Mae. I understand, and I don’t blame you in the least,” he turned to me. “But if this will help you hurt that bastard, then there’s no time to lose.”

The men went into action. They worked quickly, deciding on the best way to affix the benches. They brought a couple inside before asking for help from a few of the guards. With Captain Murhi’s approval, they managed to install five benches in the back. Bolted through the floor with a little input from me to determine the best places to set the anchors, where it wouldn’t interfere with anything else. They determined that five benches would fit, leaving a small amount of room for storage. Essentially, we likely would be on the road for a few days at least. So they would need tents and other equipment.

Equipment that I was now responsible for storing. The space was limited, and Captain Murhi was upset by my refusal to allow the bedding area to be moved out. There was no way I’d sleep in an open tent. That was too much of a risk for me. That meant I had to spend some time balancing the equipment. It wasn’t just tents, but food and water as well. There was no telling how long this would take and the twenty men, including Captain Murhi, would drink a lot of water in the coming days.

Brynadette came out at some point, and I spotted her with Mae and Ahshala, while I strapped the last water barrel into position. We’d brought four of them. Three full of water, and a fourth full of salted-pork. I made a note to get a barrel of the stuff for myself. The King had provided enough to get us here, but any long-term trips could make it beneficial to get something that travelled well. Though potted meat might be a better option if we planned things out properly.

For now, if it was a straight trip. We’d spend the night somewhere near the dryad grove. I smiled, remembering Diascia, before shaking my head. It wasn’t likely that we’d have the opportunity. The river was still swollen, which meant crossing would be difficult. That was what we hoped for Herrond and Conrou. Stuck on this side of the river, it was only a matter of finding them. If they crossed, it would be much more difficult.

I made my way to the back of Deucie, before wondering if I should get a ramp installed. That was something to worry about later. A ramp would make loading and unloading easier in the long run. I shook my head and made my way over to the ladies, where Brynadette shot me a grateful smile.

“I want to thank you, once again, for your help,” she gave a small bow.

“You’re welcome,” I smiled back. “Don’t get used to it, though. I still need to make a living out here. Food costs money, so will a home if I want somewhere Ahshala can be safe.”

Brynadette smiled and gave a small nod. “I understand perfectly. When you return, you shall be rewarded for your efforts.” Bryn glanced at Ahshala and smiled. “Both of you.”

“My Lady,” Captain Murhi interrupted. “Now we are loaded. It is best that we get moving. I don’t want Herrond getting any further away than he already is.”

Brynadette nodded. “Jacob, Ahshala, I leave them to your capable hands. I look forward to your return.”

“We’ll be back,” I smiled.

“Please treat Mae well,” Ahshala bowed, making Mae’s facial fur stand up in embarrassment.

Captain Murhi gave me a glare as I walked towards Deucie. I didn’t know if it was just an initial dislike, or if perhaps he thought that I hadn’t shown proper respect to Bryn. In either case, I didn’t care. Bryn was fine with how I treated her and I’d made sure to be polite to the King. I made my way over to the back of Deucie, while Ahshala broke off to climb into the cab. The men were gathering around, and I pushed through to climb up where they could all see me.

“Alright, one at a time. Come in, move to the front and sit down. The drive will be long and probably uncomfortable. I have a few rules to go along with it.” I paused to make sure they were all looking at me. “First, there are ropes on the benches. Use them to tie around your waist. That way you stay put if something happens. Second, understand that I don’t take kindly to thieves. This is my home. If you abuse that, at the very least, expect to be left behind. Understood?”

“Yes Lord,” the men chanted.

I frowned at the title before shaking my head. “Come on up.”

The first man came over and quickly climbed. He was in full armor. Plate around his shoulders and legs. But chain and leather covering the rest of him. He had a shield on his back, a bow hanging from one side, and a short sword at his hip. When I looked at the rest of them, they were all pretty much dressed the same. These men weren’t frontline warriors, they were protected, but light enough to move quickly in a brawl. I hoped I wouldn’t have any issues with them. No doubt I’d be able to kill a couple, maybe a couple more, if Ahshala helped. But not all of them.

As they climbed, I directed them to the seats and made sure they could tie themselves in place. Captain Murhi was the last, and I frowned when he didn’t climb up.

“Need a hand?” I asked.

“I’m riding in the front with you and the Elf,” he shook his head.

“Her name is Ahshala,” I grunted. “And what makes you think that?”

“Someone needs to be up front. Do you have experience tracking criminals?” He asked.

I chewed his words for a moment and sighed. “Fine. But you respect my Elf, or I’ll kick you to the back and leave you in there until we hit the river.”

He narrowed his eyes at me, but gave a small nod. I took that as an agreement and swung out to close the door.

“That isn’t going to trap my men, is it?” He asked.

“Only if I lock this.” I took off the padlock. “Without, it’s just a slide bolt, see?” I showed him the operation.

Captain Murhi frowned before nodding. “Why make the lock separate like this?”

“Just means I can move it around,” I shrugged. “Also, I lock it at night. It’s a bit of a story, but that’s how Brynadette was kidnapped.”

“Lady Farland,” Captain Murhi grunted.

“Her,” I nodded. “Yes, she stepped out in the night and they nabbed her. With the door unlocked, one of them came in and found us.”

I waved for him to follow and brought him over to Ahshala’s side. I spotted my Elf watching in the mirror. She had a small frown on her face, but I spotted as she took off her seatbelt to move into the middle. It was a bit uncomfortable showing Captain Murhi how to get into Deucie. He was also not a fan of the seatbelt. Something that amused Ahshala as she set her own in the middle seat.

I moved around to the driver’s side and climbed in beside Ahshala, while the man was shifting around. “Blasted seat. It wasn’t made for a man in armor.”

“Not at all,” I agreed. “Stop wriggling so much. If you wreck my upholstery, it’s going to be hard to fix.”

“I don’t care about your bloody seats,” the man growled. “How am I supposed to exit quickly to apprehend Herrond if I’m strapped in like this?”

I shook my head and put on my own belt. Ahshala shifted closer, pressing herself to my side as I started Deucie. “You’re not,” I grunted. “Chances are, he’ll hear us coming and either hide, or get on a horse and bolt. If he hides, you’ll have plenty of time to get out and search.”

“And if he bolts?” Captain Murhi asked.

I shrugged and put Deucie into gear before setting off towards the open gatehouse. “Already told you I’m faster than a horse.”

The captain fell silent as I idled out the gate while the guards who remained on watch held a wagon back while I exited. The driver’s eyes were wide as he saw me coming. Nervously skittering aside, his horse clearly wanted to flee, but couldn’t get far while hitched. I drove past as calmly as I could before turning to my passengers. “If one of you could direct me?”

“Go straight,” Ahshala grinned. “When we hit the main road, turn west.”

I smirked and nodded. That made sense. Salva’s defensive strategy was its walls, not its interior. The inside was made to be easy to navigate. So long as you knew the way, at least. Having a few main roads crisscrossing about made things easy. In no time at all, we passed through a familiar set of gates onto a familiar road. Captain Murhi huffed and gave me a look. I wasn’t sure, but I was under the impression he wasn’t impressed by our speed. Something I would have to change for him.

“The acceleration isn’t much,” I smiled as I shifted up a gear. “But we’ll get there.”

“I filled the tank already,” Ahshala smiled.

I hadn’t even thought of that, and leaned down to kiss her, before shifting gear once more. I worked my way up, and I could see the way Captain Murhi had taken a hold of the door. His eyes were wide, and I grinned, before leaning down to turn on the air-conditioning. The cool blast hit me in the face and I kept driving.

“So, how far do you think they would have gotten?” I asked.

“Ahh…” Captain Murhi shook himself before taking a deep breath. “Herrond would have reached the river already. If it was too high to cross… well, we’ll need to find him then.”

“And Conrou?” I asked.

The captain narrowed his eyes. “Hopefully, we’ll meet him on the road.”

I nodded and turned my attention back to driving. Ahshala stayed quiet. Moving slightly to allow me to change gears as we drove. A shift here and there to get us over small hills, or out of muddy pockets. The rain had softened the road considerably. I found a few places where the mud was solid on the surface, but soft beneath. Twice I found the back end sliding out on gentle curves as the mud gave way under the back wheels. I hoped the men in the rear were doing okay.

I hadn’t left them with any sick bags. Worst case, I’d use the water from the barrels to flush it out. We could refill when we reached the river. I drove for a while, admiring the landscape. The familiar farms and the distant mountains made it a pleasant experience. At least, until Captain Murhi straightened.

“Slow!” He snarled.

I applied the brakes, mindful of the men in the back. The captain was glaring at a spot on the side of the road, and I looked as Ahshala pointed it out.

“That’s a camp,” she said.

“He didn’t have much of an emergency bag,” Captain Murhi grunted. “No signs he had a tent. Likely just a bedroll and some rations. The tracks are fresh too.” He pointed to the hoof-prints on the road. “He wouldn’t have gotten far today.”

I nodded and shifted down to get some extra torque. This part of the road was especially muddy, which made sense, being closer to the mountains. It also meant that Conrou wouldn’t have gotten very far. I drove along, keeping an eye on the tracks in the mud. There were a few places where it looked like his horse had slipped in the mud.

Something that became quickly apparent as I rounded a bend and spotted a lump on the road ahead. I began to slow as Captain Murhi let out a growl.

“That’s Conrou,” Ahshala confirmed. “He’s spotted us.”

The man was struggling, and the horse gave a few kicks. It looked bad, like the horse had tumbled, and he’d been trapped beneath it. He had his arms and torso, but his leg was pinned, and I hoped he hadn’t been there too long. Then again, I had no idea if an Orc could experience crush syndrome or not.

“Is he a mage?” I asked.

“No,” Ahshala shook her head.

“Handy with a long blade, though,” Captain Murhi grunted.

“How do you know?” I asked.

The captain let out a sigh. “I trained him.”

That made me wince as I brought Deucie to a stop. Conrou glared at us from his spot in the mud. The horse had an obviously broken leg and huffed in pain as it flopped on the ground, unable to get up.

“Let’s get this over with,” Captain Murhi grunted, before giving the door a push. “How the bloody hell do you open this thing?!”

I gave a small chuckle, and went to help. The sooner we had him trussed up, the sooner we could make camp. And the sooner I could have my elf.
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CHAPTER NINE


“Jacob, please?” Ahshala whimpered.

I moaned softly as I bit down on the sensitive side of her neck. She squirmed as my fingers danced between her spread legs. The slick, molten heat of her pussy leaked over my fingers as I touched her. She let out a shudder as I removed my teeth from her skin, before dancing a line of small kisses up her chin, towards her lips. Those perfect lips were a delight to kiss, and she moaned softly into my mouth before I pulled away. She opened her mouth to say something, but I fed my pussy soaked fingers into her mouth instead.

I could see the lust burning in her eyes as she cleaned my digits with her tongue, before I removed that, too.

“Tonight,” I whispered. “You were such a good Elf yesterday. If you’re good for me today, I’ll let you swallow it. Then give you a nice reward. Okay?”

“Okay.” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

I pulled her into my arms, pressing my erection into her hip as I kissed her hard. She moaned and wrapped her arms around me, returning my passion with enthusiasm. She was delicious, and once again I found myself hating the idea of putting her off. If I hadn’t allowed her to satisfy me before bed, there was no doubt in my mind she’d have gotten what she wanted. At this stage, the only reason I wasn’t working my way through her holes—just how she wanted it—was sheer determination on my part to uphold my own word.

When we finally separated, Ahshala was flushed and breathing in ragged gasps. I smiled down at her and she pinked just a little more in embarrassment. That made me chuckle before kissing her on the cheek.

“I love you so much,” I whispered.

She smiled and nuzzled in closer. We cuddled for a few more minutes. I lay there, enjoying the sensation of her at my side. Whatever happened in this world, I’d die happy, knowing that she was part of it. Happier still, if I knew she would live on with a legacy I could provide for her. The first steps of which were helping Brynadette get her hands on Sir Herrond. With Conrou in custody, that was one step closer to reality.

“Come on,” I kissed Ahshala’s cheek once more. “Let’s get some breakfast.”

She smiled before shifting away. I was treated to the sight of her getting out of bed. Her tall, slender body moved like liquid as she stretched. Her eyes drifted down to me, before smirking as she confirmed she had my full attention. That was never in question. I’d worship the ground she walked on for how I felt about her. Only she was far more comfortable worshiping me. Something I was very much onboard with.

We dressed quickly. Ahshala, slipping pantyles into one of her dresses. While I pulled on a pair of jeans and a shirt. It was comfortable, even if it made me look strange to the others in this world. Considering I drove a truck, that was the least of my concerns.

I ended up cooking for the two of us. Eggs, pork and a few pieces of fruit that were given to us before we left Salva. Simple, but satisfying and since I did the cooking, Ahshala did the cleanup while I made my way to the back of Deucie. It took a little extra work, having to go around all the benches. At least with all the equipment taken out, I didn’t have to climb over anything.

I reached the back door and slipped the key into the padlock. I didn’t think anything would break into our camp in the night. But that didn’t mean I trusted everyone in the camp. After removing the lock, I opened the door and pushed the canvas flap open. Sunlight streamed in, blinding me for a moment. The men were already awake, and I could hear the river nearby.

We’d made it to the crossing an hour after getting Conrou bundled up and stuffed in the back of the truck. The man was livid. He refused to speak in anything other than threats and curses. Captain Murhi wasn’t in the mood to deal with him, so rather than try to force any information from him, we moved on to check the crossing.

It was impossible to tell if Herrond arrived early enough to get across. If he hadn’t, though, he was definitely still on this side of the river. It wasn’t a rushing, destructive wave like it was south of Dogwood. But a horse and carriage would have no chance of getting across as it is. Perhaps if you could string a rope across, you might be able to use that and climb. Still, we agreed that was unlikely. If Sir Herrond hadn’t beaten the storm, then he was still here.

I blinked the sun from my eyes as Ahshala hummed behind me. I cast a smile back in her direction, that she didn’t see. Before climbing down onto the road where I had parked. The camp was awake, but not particularly busy. I could see Captain Murhi at the fire, eating a plate of pork and toast. He saw me and gave a nod. I knew he didn’t like me. I didn’t think much of him either. That being said, we’d come to enough of an understanding. This didn’t happen without Deucie, so he put up with me, and as long as he didn’t cross any lines, I put up with him.

“Have enough beauty rest?” he grunted.

“Enough,” I smiled.

He grunted again before gesturing to a younger man who was in charge of cooking. “Get another plate ready.”

“No need.” I shook my head. “Ahshala and I ate in the truck.”

“You’ve a fire in there?” Captain Murhi turned to me in shock.

“Not quite,” I smiled. “But I can cook. So there’s no need.”

“Hmph,” Captain Murhi grunted. “Scouts are searching the area. If he’s here, he’s likely near the river. We’ve a few spots where it’s shallow that we’re checking.”

I nodded as the man went back to eating. That was about the extent of things. At least, until I spotted a familiar face glaring at me from a spot on the other side of the fire.

“What about him?” I nodded at Conrou.

Captain Murhi looked up and narrowed his eyes. “We’ve a gentleman’s agreement. He won’t try anything, and I won’t keep him hogtied and pegged to the ground until we get back.”

I didn’t like it. The man was slippery. Though… I wasn’t sure if that was an honest impression I had of the man. Or if his orcish heritage was giving me second thoughts. From all accounts back home, orcs were vicious warriors. Then, depending on what lore, either they were honorable or monstrous, with little in between. I’m sure that, in reality, things were far more complex. People being people meant that you’d get all sorts. I just couldn’t see Sir Herrond hiring the honorable sort. All I knew for sure was the man rubbed me wrong. Then again, so did Captain Murhi, and I didn’t feel as badly about him as I did Conrou.

In either case. The man was a criminal. I didn’t feel bad for distrusting the situation. As far as I was concerned, he could be anything and still be dangerous, or at least a threat. Sir Herrond was no different in that regard. I just kept the thought in the back of my mind that his orcish heritage had nothing to do with him.

Instead, I sat down beside the captain and nodded. “Tell me about his people?”

Captain Murhi swallowed his mouthful and turned to me. “What?”

“His people,” I nodded again. “I don’t know much about them. Where are they from? How did he get here? That kind of thing? I’ve seen Kitsoon, Feelice and a few others, but he’s the only Orc I’ve seen.”

Captain Murhi chuckled and shook his head. “Don’t call him an Orc. They consider it a grave offence.”

“Noted,” I nodded.

“They come from the plains to the far west,” he said between mouthfuls. “The Ysagabar people make up several warrior clans. Most of their race are either crafters or warriors. The few permanent settlements they have are reserved for the infirm, families with children, or those who work their crafts. The rest live as nomads, belonging to the roaming tribes that hunt the land and bring back wares to support these towns.”

“So, how did he get here?” I asked, looking at Conrou.

“I don’t know,” Captain Murhi shrugged. “Probably an exile. They have their own criminal system. Usually it ends in a duel, with guilt laid at the feet of the loser. In serious cases, when guilt is unquestionable, but they still win whatever duel is presented, they are exiled. Whatever he did to end up here, I don’t know. The few who make it this far usually work as hired muscle for wealthy merchants or minor nobles.”

“Which makes me wonder about why Sir Herrond had him employed,” I wondered.

“Ysagabar, don’t take well to torture,” Captain Murhi shrugged. “We could try, but more often than not, they find some way to kill themselves, or trick you into doing it for them.”

I grimaced and shook my head. History was full of brutality. Not that a lead slug wasn’t brutal, but I didn’t put them in people just because I wanted answers. Still, this wasn’t my world, and other than my desire to give Ahshala the best life I could, I didn’t see something coming from my attempts to systematically replace the entire legal system. Even if I was going to nudge it a bit.

“Good morning, Captain Murhi,” my beautiful Elf gave a polite bow as she appeared at my side.

The man frowned slightly before sighing. “Good morning, Ahshala.”

“Captain Murhi was telling me about the Ysagabar people.” I patted her arm.

“They get contracts the same as we Elves do,” she nodded to herself. “Though their contracts are usually less restrictive, since they make good mercenaries.”

“Is that what he is?” I asked, nodding at Conrou, who seemed to know we were discussing him, from the blank and deliberate stare he had adopted.

“I’m not sure. I just know that he was trained by Captain Murhi, and I only know it was him, since he told us,” she frowned.

“So he’s something else then,” I nodded.

“Something else?” Captain Murhi looked my way.

“You said it yourself. Most of them who come here are exiles, and are picked up as guards. According to you, you’re the one who trained him. Which meant either he came here when he was very young. Or he’s not a warrior.”

Captain Murhi frowned for a moment and nodded. “He wasn’t brought as a child. When I first met him, he was disheveled and worn down. But very much a man.”

“That doesn’t mean he wasn’t kept by someone else for a decade or two,” I shrugged. “But it still leads to a larger picture going on.”

“Agreed,” the captain nodded. “I’ll keep a close eye on him. In case there’s more to the eye than expected.”

I nodded and got up. “Thanks for the talk.”

I led Ahshala back towards Deucie. She came along quietly, and I brought her around to the fuel tank. “Fill this up.” I patted her on the rump.

“It’s still mostly full,” she told me as she opened the tank.

“It should be. We didn’t get all that far yesterday,” I nodded. “I just wanted to warn you to be on guard and needed a reason to get you alone without looking suspicious.”

Ahshala paused before nodding and activating her power to fill the tank. “You’re worried they’re not as loyal to Brynadette as they appear?”

“I think it’s a possibility,” I nodded. “Captain Murhi seems pretty loyal, even if he’s an ass.”

Ahshala giggled and shot me a smile. “You don’t think his men are as loyal?”

“Conrou’s not even in chains and is seated by the fire with everyone ignoring him,” I pointed out. “Captain Murhi says he’s keeping watch, but all it takes is one bad egg and we’ll be in real trouble.”

Ahshala nodded slowly, before deactivating her power as the tank spilled over slightly. She replaced the cap, and turned to me with a smile. I kissed her as a thank you before we turned back to the camp. Which was the exact moment a man broke through the trees on the far side, hurrying back with a grin on his face.

“Well, would you look at that?” I nodded.

“I hope it’s good news,” Ahshala sighed. “I want to go back to Salva.”

“You just want those panties back,” I laughed.

Ahshala blushed, but didn’t bother denying it. Mae, after unintentionally dropping her fork, had spotted Ahshala’s panties under her dress, as the Elf had cheekily shown them off while under the table. To Ahshala’s surprise, Mae took it upon herself to retrieve them, leaving my poor Elf exposed and rather turned on for the rest of the evening. Which clearly didn’t help things when she felt the urge to relieve herself.

“Must be good news,” I grunted as Captain Murhi began giving orders. The men scrambled, and another came to escort Conrou back to the tent he was staying in. The captain cast his eyes about before landing on me. “Come on.”

Ahshala followed me back to the camp, where Captain Murhi grinned. “We’ve found tracks. Less than half a dozen men. I’ll be leading. My second will remain here with you and a pair of guards for Conrou. All goes to plan, we’ll be celebrating in Salva this evening.”

“Excellent,” I grinned. “We’re fueled and ready to leave as soon as everything is packed up.”

“Good,” Captain Murhi nodded. “Stay safe out here. It may be best to retrieve your weapon. There is always the chance there may be a diversion.”

“Good idea,” I nodded.

“I’ll get it,” Ahshala darted off.

I watched her go, and Captain Murhi let out a sigh. When I looked at him, he was eyeing her with a strange expression. “Problem?”

Captain Murhi grimaced and shook his head. “I was raised in a world where they were the enemy. When they weren’t the enemy, they were a thing. Property to own, and get rid of when their usefulness ran out.” I felt my anger rising when he sighed. “And you look at her the same way I look at my wife back home.”

“She’s the best thing that ever happened to me,” I told him earnestly.

He nodded and clapped an armored gauntlet to my shoulder. “That’s the way it should be.” He turned and looked around the camp. “MOVE OUT!”

I watched the men scramble to attention and get into three groups. They organized themselves into small units. Captain Murhi led one group of five, while the scout joined another. A group of four were likely missing their scout, while the last four remained behind. They marched over the road from their camp and vanished into the trees in the direction the scout came from.

That left me alone with four strange men. Rather than deal with them, I turned back to Deucie. Ahshala was inside and… well, maybe I could be convinced into giving her a bit of what she wanted. That put a smile on my face as I climbed up.

Pushing the canvas open, I stepped into the back and locked eyes with her. As she stared at me with tears rolling down her cheeks.

“Yell, and she dies,” the Feelice hissed from where he stood behind her.

His claws pricked at the soft underside of her neck, while he casually scraped a short knife along her collarbone. I could see where my shotgun was resting against the wall beside the bed. Ahshala hadn’t gotten that far, which meant this bastard had snuck in the moment we got out. Probably hiding under Deucie in the night and took his chance the moment Ahshala joined me outside.

“What do you want?” I asked.

The Feelice smiled, showing his sharp teeth. “Just a bit of time.”

I nodded before looking back at the door. The Feelice growled softly and Ahshala made a noise. I snapped back around, seeing a small red line extending from where a claw had punctured her skin.

“Stop.” I held up my hand.

“Don’t think about running,” he narrowed his eyes at me. “You are to remain where you are and stay quiet. Don’t give me a reason to kill her, and I won’t.”

“Okay,” I nodded, as I heard a shout from behind me.

This time, I didn’t look away, and the Feelice smiled as Ahshala pleaded silently with me. I didn’t know what I could do. I didn’t know how serious his threat was, but there was no chance I was going to risk her. Not now. Not ever.

“Sounds like someone is having fun out there,” the Feelice chuckled as a pained scream broke out.

Deucie was rocked as something impacted the side before I heard the sound of something whistling through the air. It ended with a loud clang, before yet more screaming. I clenched my eyes as I listened to the sounds of boots moving around Deucie. Either this was Captain Murhi’s men coming back, or things had gone terribly wrong.

I flinched as the canvas was yanked open before a loud chuckle broke through. “It worked then!”

“Yes, Sir Herrond,” the Feelice beamed in delight.

I turned and spotted the man in question. He looked rather pleased with himself, and looked around the interior. “I hadn’t planned on this. But I must admit, it will make things easier. Come on out. Now.”

I looked back at Ahshala. She was terrified. So was I, but I knew things would only be worse for her. Historically and… even in the modern era. Women, in times of conflict, bore the brunt of the barbarity.

“Sir Herrond!” I snapped. “I have an offer!”

The man glared at me. “I already have what I want.”

“I doubt that.” I shook my head. “I’m guessing you want my truck?”

“And your weapon,” he nodded.

“I’ll give you both–”

“I have both, you blithering fool,” Sir Herrond shook his head.

“But do you know how to operate both?” I asked. “Maintain both? Tell me, do your men clean their blades, oil their armor, rub down their horses?”

Herrond narrowed his eyes at me. “I see your point. Climb down. Let us discuss terms then.”

I nodded and cast a look back at Ahshala. She was silently crying and I would do my best. This situation was bad, though. Herring moved back, as several more men stepped in to surround me as I climbed down. They weren’t all human either. A couple of Elves were in the mix, along with another Feelice. This one smirked at me, and I dropped to the ground. As I straightened, one of the men lunged. I didn’t have time to react as his fist crashed into my cheek. I felt the world spin and fell on the road in a heap. Ahshala screamed from inside and I heard a sharp slap before she fell into fitful sobbing. A rough hand took my shoulder and hauled me to my knees as Herrond stepped closer.

Ahshala tumbled to the ground beside me, hitting the ground hard. She curled up with a choked gasp. I tried to go to her, but a boot slammed into my back and shoved me into the ground beside her.

“Is the weapon in there?” Herrond asked.

“I believe so,” the Feelice said, making his way back inside.

Ahshala turned her head to look at me. Before extending her hand out. I reached for it, only for a hiss to signal a pair of boots stomping down on our wrists. Ahshala’s expression almost broke my heart as I growled from the pain.

“Quickly, hand it down,” Herrond ordered.

I glanced up, seeing Herrond shift back again. In his arms was my weapon. He looked it over before pointing it down at me. I stared up at him and he smiled.

“If I squeeze this metal prong, it activates, doesn’t it?” he tilted his head.

I remained silent, and he nodded to himself. Then he swung it over and placed it against Ahshala’s head. Her eyes went wide in horrors.

“WAIT!” I cried.

Click.

I flinched, and Ahshala let out a broken sob. Several of the men chuckled while Herrond let out a sigh.

“I see you have a point then,” he grunted. “I’ll make you a deal, Jacob. As long as you are useful to me. You and the Elf get to live.”

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Simply, I want more of whatever this weapon is. The destructive potential is astounding. On top of that, I want you to teach me, and then whoever I choose, to drive your… Deucie. After that, well… I suppose that will be the end of your usefulness.”

I grit my teeth. “That isn’t much of an offer.”

“Would you prefer I have her raped?” He asked casually. Ahshala’s eyes clenched shut as I stared at her in horror. “She’s a pretty thing, isn’t she?” I didn’t answer until he jabbed me in the forehead with the barrel of my own weapon. “I asked a question!”

“Yes,” I spat.

“Yes, what?” Herrond asked.

“Yes, she’s pretty,” I grunted.

“Better,” Herron smirked. “It will take some effort on my behalf to ensure nothing untoward happens to such a pretty little Elf. I myself have no desire to lie with it. But several of my men have shown themselves to be quite willing.”

That brought more chuckles, and I could see the quaking of Ahshala’s shoulders as she sobbed into the ground.

“So which is it, Jacob?” Herrond asked. “Are you going to be useful to me? I’ll be honest, I’m in a hurry. It would be easier for us both if you just agreed. We can revisit the unpleasantness later.”

“Okay,” I nodded. “Just don’t hurt her.”

Herrond laughed. “I’ll do what I want, Jacob. If hurting her gets you motivated, there won’t be any hesitation. Neither from me, nor my men. Remember that.”

The boot on my back shifted, and rough hands hauled me up to my feet. I staggered and tried to keep my cool as three men bound Ahshala with ropes. I wanted to argue, but it wouldn’t serve any good.

“Now,” Herrond asked. “First thing, why is this not working?”

“Safety,” I told him.

Herrond turned a glare at me. “Does that sound like a useful answer?”

Before I could react, Ahshala let out a choked cry as one of the men drove his fist into the side of her head.

I felt the crushing helplessness as she lay on the ground, crying as the split in her cheek began to bleed.

“There’s a button on the bottom near the trigger guard,” I blurted. “The trigger is that metal tab you spoke about before. If you check that button, you can see it sticks out on one side. If you push it to the other side, it will work.”

Herrond held the weapon up, turning it over, before seeing what I was referring to. His trigger discipline was awful, and I opened my mouth to tell him, when he jerked his wrist, forcing the button down. In the same motion, the shotgun fired, and I felt the air blast across the side of my face as the shell whistled over my head.

The Feelice in the crowd let out a shriek before lunging for Deucie. He knocked me to the ground as he rushed past, and I saw the limp form of the Feelice that had attacked Ahshala being propped up by the other. His eyes were wide, and his head was missing a chunk of skull. I grimaced and jerked as I heard a soft laugh from Herrond. When I turned back, he was grinning at me.

“Well, that’s an easy way to settle a debt,” he grinned.

“You killed my brother!” the other Feelice snarled.

“Unfortunate,” Herrond smiled. “Kill him as well.”

The Feelice snarled and leaped from the back of Deucie. Herrond jumped back, narrowly avoiding the claws of the furious Feelice. Part of me cheered him on. If Herrond died, that was the end of this plot. But then, Ahshala and I were stuck with a bunch of men who were little better than bandits. Now I wasn’t sure how I felt as the other men descended. Things were already bad and could only get worse from here.

In the distraction, Ahshala twisted around and mouthed something at me. I didn’t catch it. I dropped down beside her and leaned in close. Where she was able to hiss just a two small words.

“The spare!”
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CHAPTER TEN


Sir Herrond was spinning around to keep the Feelice in front of him. The men he had with him were suddenly in turmoil. One was gripping his neck, where the Feelice’s claws had struck a mortal blow. Another was doubled over, holding the base of a knife driven into his guts. The Feelice was making short work of them, but he too was injured. A gash ran down the side of his ribs, only barely turning away from a mortal blow. A stab to the top of his thigh gave him a slight limp. I could see in his eyes, though. He didn’t care. Whatever agreement he had with Herrond was gone with the death of his brother. If Ahshala hadn’t been on the receiving end of his brother’s claws, I might have sympathized.

“Jacob!” Ahshala’s voice broke through my thoughts.

My eyes drifted down once more. The split of her lip wept into the muddy road. Her face was stained with the messy mixture. Her arms were bound at her sides, and she struggled as she held her head up to yell once more. Everything told me to go to her. To untie her, so we could run away together. Everything except for her.

I only had a moment. A single opportunity. Even now, I could see Herrond looking down at the stolen shotgun. He had racked the fore-end back, ejecting the first shell, but hadn’t quite worked out that it had to go forward once more. One of his men was pushing him back, as the Feelice unleashed a hail of screams and claws. It would be over in moments. Moments that would likely end with our deaths.

With a snarl, I pushed myself upright. Ahshala’s pained smile followed me as I turned back towards Deucie. I couldn’t hesitate. So I ran. Three steps before crashing into the tailgate. I heard a yell, but I ignored that as I pulled myself up. Scrambling onto my belly, I felt a hand close around my ankle. I twisted around, seeing one of Herrond’s men. Without a second to lose, I raised my other foot and drove it into his head. The helmet probably softened the blow, but his wrist slipped free as he tumbled out of view.

Herrond stood behind him, staring at me in shock as I rolled to my feet once more. The canvas flap slipped down, covering the interior as I rushed to the shelf at the front of the tray. I reached to the top, patting it down, until I felt the wooden stock. I pulled down the weapon. The very thing I had been punishing Ahshala for. Now would be the thing that would save us both. I racked the fore-end partially back, checking that it was still loaded, before sliding it forward once more.

I checked the back, not seeing anyone else trying to follow me. I nodded at that and stepped around into our sleeping area. There, where I left them, was a partially full box of shells. I took a handful, stuffing them into my pockets, before turning back to face Herrond. A pained scream rang out from the fight, and I knew the Feelice had gone down. Which meant I only had moments to get this done. Flicking the safety, I rushed to the back and slid to a halt as I heard Ahshala yelp.

“JACOB!” Herrond yelled. “Come on out!”

I cursed silently. He had her again. This was bad.

“What happened to Captain Murhi?!” I called.

“Captain Murhi is being dealt with,” Herrond answered.

“And Conrou?” I called.

“Stop playing dumb, human!” Conrou shouted.

“This is only going to go one of two ways, Jacob!” Herrond called. “Either you come out, or I’ll send someone in. And you don’t want me to send anyone in!”

I closed my eyes and thought over my options. I just needed to buy some time to think. “How about a third option?” I shouted. “Let Ahshala go! The two of us leave. You do what you want with the truck!”

“I didn’t take you for a stupid man, Jacob!” Herrond called back. “Don’t assume I am either!” I grit my teeth as I spotted a shift in the shadow around the edge of the canvas. “I’ll give you a final chance. Surrender, or things will get very, very messy.”

I watched the shadow shift slightly before the canvas bunched up on one side, as someone gripped it in preparation.

“Hey, Herrond?” I called softly.

“Yes, Jacob?” Herrond answered.

“Go fuck yourself!”

I grit my teeth, and there was a flash of light as the canvas was ripped open. Two men stood at the end of the tray. One with a shield, set up to deflect me had I been waiting. The other had a crossbow, leaning over the shoulder of the man with the shield. They both saw me, and their eyes went wide. The crossbowman snapped off the shot, and I felt a lance of pain as the bolt slashed across my forearm. Their initial panic was well earned. They were dead to rights, likely I could have killed them both with a single shot.

I wasn’t aiming for them. As the canvas flew open, I caught a glimpse further back. It wasn’t much, but for just a single moment, I had a clear view of Herrond’s leg. The man in charge would always be the priority in any situation. So I took my chance.

BANG!

The recoil drove back into my shoulder. The replicated Remington barked. A slug tore a small hole in the canvas, and my two assailants ducked.

As Herrond’s leg shattered, his scream was drowned out as the replicated slug slammed into the ground. It detonated behind the man with a deafening boom. Ahshala, still laying on the ground, to the side and in front of the man, let out a terrified squeal as she was showered with mud and debris. Racking the action once more, I aimed lower as the two men in front of the tray turned to run. I aimed for the back of the shield holder’s helmet and fired once more.

BANG!

His head snapped forward as the shell detonated. The canvas flap blew open, and I felt the shockwave as it rushed through my body. My target was a twisted, metallic and bloody mess blown across the road, while the crossbowman had pitched face first into the ground.

I spotted Herrond, laying on the ground, clutching the stump of his leg, while Conrou stared at me with wide eyes. The others with Herrond were all the same. That strange verge between trying to surrender, or outright flee. As the canvas fell back, obscuring me from view, I slipped two shells from my pocket and loaded them carefully before racking the action again.

I used the barrel to prod the canvas aside. Ahshala was kicking away from Herrond, who was still howling in pain. One of the men looked at her, and my shot took him in the throat. His head didn’t explode, and the shell skipped off the ground, tumbling into the trees as he fell back with a silent roar of pain. That was enough to break the shock of the moment, and the rest turned to flee.

I watched them turn and used that as my chance to drop to the ground. Herrond barked an order that was either unheard or ignored as the remaining men fled. I wasn’t entirely happy with that and raised my Remington once more. Conrou was my first target. Whoever he was in this conspiracy, I didn’t feel right about letting him go. He’d barely made it a dozen steps when my next shot took him high in the hip. I wasn’t a marksman, and with a shotgun, it wasn’t likely I’d be making any impressive shots. I just aimed for something fleshy and painful, which drove him to the ground with a howl of agony.

I stepped towards Ahshala, who was now crawling towards me as quickly as she could, while I racked for another shot. There were still four men running, and I had four shots left.

“BASTARD!” Herrond howled. “I’ll kill you!”

I looked down at the man as he reached for his stolen weapon. I stomped towards him as his hand gripped the stock. The weapon swung towards me as I lightly kicked it aside once more. Herrond wailed as I stomped his fingers into the ground, before I placed my weapon against his head. I heard a small hiss as the metal burned him, and Herrond let out a loud whimper. At this range, it wasn’t a good idea for me to shoot, though. So I let up a moment later and aimed at the fleeing men. Only now, they were getting too far away for me to comfortably take the shot.

“Fuck,” I swore.

I ignored Herrond’s cries as I bent and picked up my original weapon before turning back to Deucie. I moved quickly, setting the dirtied weapon on the tray, before pushing the safety across once more. Keeping hold of Ahshala’s replicated shotgun, I went to her next. She smiled at me, despite the split in her lip. I didn’t hesitate for a moment. Pulling at the knots that held her arms before she wriggled free and threw herself into my arms.

“I have you,” I hugged her close.

“I love you so much,” Ahshala trembled against me.

“You’re safe.” I kissed her ear before she pulled back and slammed her mouth into my own.

I tasted blood. That sweet, coppery flavor was familiar, and yet slightly different. She was an Elf, after all, and it probably would have been a stranger if her blood wasn’t slightly different. When she pulled away, her eyes drifted down before she grimaced.

“Sorry, I got it all over you,” she tried to wipe it away.

I shook my head and pecked at her lips once more. Her discomfort angered me, and I wanted to comfort her. “I’m not bothered by it. I’m just so happy you’re okay.” She smiled before wincing as her lip split once more. “Enough of that. You should go find the medical kit and clean that up. I… I need to do something about Herrond.”

“Are you going to kill him?” Ahshala clutched at my shirt.

I shook my head. As much as I’d like to, that seemed like a bad idea. Instead, after helping Ahshala back into the tray, I found a roll of cord, and jumped back out. The archer was stirring, and I stopped by to make sure he wasn’t going to be a problem. Considering how he vomited before staring at me with mismatched, dilated eyes, I figured he wasn’t going to be a problem. Herrond, by now, was gasping slowly. His leg was a mess, but the mud, dirt and mess had stuck to the wound and slowed the bleeding somewhat.

I slowed it further by administering a tourniquet. He struggled against me, and I almost wanted to stomp on him a few times. I restrained myself and took the pleasure I could in his pained moans as I wrapped the cord around the base of his shredded limb. I made it tight, as tight as I could. There wasn’t any saving that part of him, so there wasn’t any reason to hesitate. I wrapped it quickly before dropping his leg back to the ground.

The fleeing men were long gone by now. Only Conrou was left. To my surprise, he was getting slowly to his feet. Something I watched with a careful eye as he turned to face me.

“You going to be a problem?” I asked.

“Probably,” Conrou nodded.

I smirked and sighed. “What do you expect will happen next?”

“Whatever the crown wants. You have Herrond. My contract is in the crown’s hands,” he grunted. “I’ve my own crimes and I’m in no fit state to run.”

“You’re damned right!” Captain Murhi snarled as he pushed out from the trees nearby.

I looked him over and frowned. The man wasn’t in good condition. He had a small limp and was bleeding from a cut above his eye. Behind him were the rest of his men, though two of them were being carried, and one of them didn’t look like he was with us anymore. I closed my eyes and shook my head. This had all gone so very wrong.

“Herrond is alive, but badly wounded,” I called to the man.

Captain Murhi looked my way, before glancing down at the gasping Herrond. If looks could kill, Herrond would have died a thousand times over.

“Your men are dead,” Captain Murhi snarled, as he led his men closer. “I didn’t expect traitors. I’m only gratified knowing those who joined you were the bottom of the barrel.”

Herrond groaned softly, and Murhi gestured towards Conrou. I had to admit, a part of me was pleased when one of his men walked straight to the Ysagabar and punched him in the jaw. Conrou went down in a heap, the man kicked Conrou to his stomach and reached for his hip, where he had a pair of iron shackles.

Captain Murhi looked around before meeting my eyes. “We need to get back.”

I looked back, where Ahshala was leaning out the back of Deucie, with the dirty shotgun in her hands. I frowned, knowing I needed to give it a clean and check it for damage before I’d risk firing it. There was always the chance something had damaged it, as unlikely as that was in the short time Herrond had it.

“Give me a minute,” I told Captain Murhi. “Get your men loaded. We’ll leave as soon as we’re both ready.”

[image: ]


“It seems that I am in your debt,” Brynadette nodded to me.

“I wouldn’t say no to friendly relations,” I shrugged. “Things got out of hand, but this was a paid job after all.”

“Still, the recovery of both Sir Herrond and his accomplice. I cannot overstate the importance of your work, nor understate the risks involved. Captain Murhi, I’m sure would agree,” Brynadette looked at the man.

“Yes, Lady Farland,” he bowed. “Even after escaping the ambush, we were battered and diminished. Had Herrond and his men been ready for us, instead of engaged themselves, things could have been much worse.”

“Very well,” Brynadette smiled at Ahshala and I. “The two of you may go. Your room is prepared and a meal will be sent up. I will have to think of a suitable reward.”

I wanted to roll my eyes, but it was Ahshala who bowed and thanked the woman. I followed a step behind, before the two of us quickly left the hall. We arrived in the early evening. Brynadette was surprised to see us, and even more so when we revealed the heavily wounded Herrond and Conrou. They, along with the archer I had concussed, had spent the trip back, tied up and bundled in the back of Deucie, while I drove as quickly as I could manage. After an explanation and a report, we met with the concerned smile of Mae, who ushered us to our room.

“Lady Farland has been worried sick since you both left,” Mae smiled as she led us into the room. “She has asked that you remain in your room. If you require anything, you need only let us know.”

“Thank you Mae,” Ahshala hugged the Kitsoon.

“I’ve also been told to inform you that a dessert will be provided later. For now, I suggest you bathe,” Mae gave us a knowing smile before slipping out.

“Jacob?” Ahshala turned and faced me.

I saw some conflict in her eyes, so I pulled her into a chaste kiss. She settled in my arms and hummed softly. “Whatever it is,” I whispered. “Just tell me. After everything that happened today, I just want you safe and comfortable.”

She smiled sweetly before kissing me. I kissed back, enjoying the sensation of her lips. When she pulled away, she smiled and tilted her head. “A request then?”

“Of course,” I smiled.

Ahshala nodded. “Then… can I be greedy?”

I smirked and gave a small nod. “I’m sure I can be persuaded. What exactly do you want?”

Ahshala sighed and shook her head. “Herrond… He touched what was yours.”

“I don’t want to talk about Herrond,” I frowned.

“Neither do I,” Ahshala kissed my mouth softly. “But it’s true. He put his hands on me, so did his men. And I want to forget about all that.”

I nodded, while trying to keep my face impassive. This wasn’t how I wanted this conversation to go, but I could tell she had a point. “Alright,” I nodded. “Spell out exactly what you want, then.”

She leaned in closer, and brought her lips to my ear, before whispering her desires, as I hardened in my pants.
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It had been an interesting evening so far. The bath had started innocently enough. My gorgeous Elf had wanted this first part to go her way. Honestly, I expected things to fall apart rather quickly, but instead, she was calm and collected as she washed my back. I then spent a few minutes returning the favor. Rubbing the soap first into, and then off her skin, leaving her perfectly smooth and only somewhat marred.

I felt a pit of anger well up inside, seeing the scratches, marks and bruises from where Herrond’s men had roughed her up. Something she insisted was not a bother as she turned on me for the final stage of her first wish. I just hoped that I would be able to perform to her expectations. It had been a long day. All I wanted to do was rest, but I had promised to do my best. Even when that best involved me sitting still on the rim of the bath, while an elven beauty sucked my soul out through my cock.

She wasn’t even teasing about it. Going right to the heavy sucking and tongue work. She took me repeatedly into the back of her throat, all the while staring up at me with slightly watering eyes. It was all too much, all too quickly, and she only stopped her frantic bobbing as the first spurt of my seed sprayed into the back of her throat.

We then broke as Mae knocked firmly on our door. The Kitsoon gave us a knowing smile as she watched the two of us cover ourselves as she brought in a large, covered tray. It was a delicious haunch of roast meat that paired well with some vegetables and a lovely, sweet wine. A wine I wasn’t entirely sure was normal, considering how Ahshala and I were looking at one another by the time we finished eating.

“Jacob?” Ahshala asked as I stood from my chair.

The remnants of our meal were long forgotten as I stared at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I felt fine. Just… aroused. Though that wasn’t entirely true either. I wanted her. I NEEDED her, though… I didn’t feel like a brute, about to take her. Just an overwhelming desire, which she shared as she stood to join me.

The split of her lip was covered in a small plastic strip from my medical supplies. It held her flesh together and prevented her from feeling any pain as she smiled. Something that she assured me wasn’t the case before I let her have me in the bath.

“Before this goes any further,” I said, as I approached my Elf. “How do you want tonight to end?”

Ahshala smiled softly and tilted her head. “Owned and used, Jacob.”

I grinned and pulled her into my arms. Her legs came up, and I lifted her to wrap them around my hips. Our lips met, and I carried her to the bed. She wore a simple gown, just as I did. Nothing beneath but her skin. I set her down on the edge of the bed. She loosened her legs, letting herself drop back onto her elbows for support.

I reached for the tie on the front of her gown and tugged it free. She smiled up at me while I pushed her gown open, exposing creamy white flesh.

“I never know if you’re looking at me, like you want to possess me. Or if you want to ruin me,” Ahshala smirked.

I lowered myself to my knees before taking her hips in hand. Ahshala squeaked as I dragged her to the edge of the bed, before hoisting her legs over my shoulders. She stared at me with wide eyes as I kissed the inside of one gorgeous thigh.

“Usually a bit of both,” I admitted.

I didn’t bother waiting for a response. Leaning forward, I gently ran my tongue over her labia. Her face flushed, and she gasped softly. The way she bit her lip as she stared at me made me want her more. I just wanted to ruin her a little first. Licking her again, she quivered, and I felt the way her legs tensed. So I licked her again, just a little harder. I could already taste her pussy juices, so I knew this was hardly necessary. Which was hardly the point.

Pressing forward, I slipped my tongue into her folds. Her flesh parted, and her eyes crinkled as her jaw relaxed. I heard the soft, pleased sigh escape her lips as I made a slow lick up from her entrance to her clit. That delicious, sensitive bundle of nerves was my goal, and I made sure to run my tongue gently over it.

“Jacob please?” Ahshala whimpered softly. “I haven’t cum in days.”

I grinned as I slipped my hands under her thighs. There was just enough room for me to press my thumbs either side of her entrance. With a smile, I spread her open before I blew gently on her clit. Even that was enough to make her squirm before she pressed one hand to her mouth to stifle a groan.

“I’m going to make you cum, Ahshala,” I promised her. “I’m going to suck your clit until you scream, and then while you’re still cumming, I’m going to fold back your legs and slide my cock into you.”

“Please?” Ahshala whimpered and nodded. “I want that.”

“Good.” I smiled and kissed her clit.

Ahshala whimpered before gasping loudly as I sucked that tiny bundle between my lips. Her hips arched, pressing her pussy harder into my face. I didn’t mind in the least. I used the pressure to suck on her flesh just that little bit firmer. Ahshala’s legs squirmed, and I felt her heels tap on my back as she kicked. Ignoring all that, I focused purely on her pleasure.

I could feel her pussy leaking down my chin. Her juices were delicious, but I ignored them for now as I ran my tongue over her clit. That little nub, trapped between my lips, gave her so much joy. I made it the center of my world, suckling gently, while lapping at it with glee. She squealed softly, and I felt her fingers as she dug them into my hair. I moaned, which made her gasp in turn, but I didn’t stop, even as her grip began to tighten.

“Jacob!” she hissed. “JACOB!?!”

I was half tempted to call that a win, but I knew she had a little more. Even as her grip got painfully tight in my hair, I continued to suckle and lick. Her thighs tensed, her back arched, and a guttural scream broke out as her pussy gushed over my face. I pulled away as her torso bucked in a desperate attempt to follow me. Doing just as I said, I stood, pushing her legs up, until she folded in half. Her knees went to her shoulders, and I looked down as I gush of fluid sprayed out from her pussy, mid orgasm.

Like a beacon. I steered my cock into position and thrust it into her as she cried out in ecstasy. She wasn’t of a rational mind. I could feel the delicious squeezing of her pussy around my cock. I timed my thrusts, driving myself deep as she squeezed, before pulling away as she relaxed. Her eyes rolled, and her arms snapped around my shoulders as her legs closed around my hips.

She whimpered loudly and moaned sexily as I drove myself mercilessly into her orgasming body. The whole time, I kept up a litany of praise into those sensitive ears.

“You’re so pretty when you cum,” I told her. “Such a good Elf,” I praised her. “Perfect for my cock,” I teased her.

All she could manage was a frantic nodding of her head, agreeing desperately with me as I drove her to new heights. She was perfect, and I wanted her to be completely satisfied by the time we were done. I drove myself deeply into her with each thrust. Her hips rocked to meet me and I was quickly reaching my end. If not for her blowjob in the bath, I’d have found it already, but a man had his limits in any situation and I had found mine.

“I’m going to fill you now,” I grunted. “That gorgeous pussy of yours.”

Ahshala squeaked, and I gripped her tighter, as I felt her hands slip between us. In confusion, I slowed and pulled away as she stared up at me.

“Wait?” she begged softly.

“Wait?” I grunted, feeling confused and slightly frustrated.

Ahshala chewed her lip. “M-my ass. I… I want it in my ass.”

… Oh…
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CHAPTER ELEVEN


Isat on the edge of the bed. My cock throbbed as I watched the way she looked back at me. This wasn’t something we’d tried before. I wanted to tell her that this wasn’t necessary. Anal probably wasn’t going to be a comfortable experience, and wanting to go all the way on the first try was likely to be more uncomfortable than anything. My Elf was persistent, though. Sure, if I gave her an order, she’d do as I said. That really wasn’t something I wanted to establish in our relationship, though. She was my Elf, but she was more than that. Hopefully, one day, she would be much, much more than that.

Her hand wrapped around my cock, and it jerked in response. Her hand slid up my lubricated shaft as she gently stroked me.

“Just take it slow,” I told her.

She nodded and shot me a nervous smile over her shoulder before a drip of pussy juice landed on my thigh. We both wanted this. It was just going to take a bit of patience. Ahshala lowered her hips, bending at the knees to squat over me. I gripped her ass firmly, holding her steady as she steered me into position. There was a small moment of uncertainty as my cock slid out of position. Ahshala giggled as she raised herself and repositioned. This time she was on target, and my cock wedged into the opening of her ass.

“Gently now,” I growled a warning.

Ahshala rocked her hips, massaging my cock into her opening. With each rock, my cock prodded at the entrance, teasing it just a little. She was nervous, and since she was nervous, she was also tense. To help, I slid my hand around her front. She made a small whimper as I brushed my fingers across her folds. The dew she leaked clung to my fingers, and I smiled as I swirled it around.

“Please don’t make me cum,” Ahshala whined softly.

“Why not?” I chuckled.

“Because this should be punishment–”

“Nope,” I disagreed immediately. “If you want to be punished, we can arrange that. But if I’m fucking you, it’s because we both want it. And I only want it when I know you’re going to cum like crazy.”

“But–”

“No buts,” I snickered. “Or maybe a butt.” I said, squeezing her luscious ass. “Either way, if you only want to try this so I can use it to hurt you, then we may as well stop. Because that’s not going to happen.”

“What if I want it to hurt?” Ahshala asked.

I tilted my head. “I’m pretty sure we’ve had this conversation. My goal in all this is to make you feel good. If feeling good involves a bit of pain, that’s fine. But I’m not going to hurt you for the sake of hurting you. We both know you enjoy a good spanking, after all.”

Ahshala’s head drooped, and I could see the pink tinge in her ears before she lowered herself. I grunted as I felt her ass stretch for a moment. Ahshala made a noise and lifted once more. I wanted to admonish her, but… she had stopped. Which was what I hoped she would do, rather than force something and harm herself. In return, I swirled my fingers, rubbing them over her clit, which sent her into small fits of gasping pleasure.

She straightened her back slightly, giving me better access, and she lowered herself slightly more. The pressure on the head of my cock increased, but she didn’t quite push down like she had before. Instead, she began to rock, causing my cock to grind up into her entrance. I was rock hard, thinking about fucking her pretty little ass. Chyka had been wonderful, but Ahshala was someone I truly cared about. To the point, I was thinking about our future together, even as she squirmed above me, fingers on her clit and cock buried in the entrance to her ass.

She reached down, placing her hands on the bed. I leaned back to give her more room as she lifted her feet to balance her heels on my knees. In a full squat position, she could control herself much better, and began to lightly bounce in place.

I lay back, enjoying the sway of her hair, as I felt her ass begin to accept me. Her ass was tight, and I wasn’t in yet, but I could feel each time she shifted. Her ass opened, letting the head of my cock peek inside. I palmed her ass and shifted my grip to reach under her now. I couldn’t reach her clit, so instead, I awkwardly slipped my fingers around the entrance to her pussy.

“Jacob,” she gasped and leaned her head back.

“Do what makes you feel good,” I instructed as I shifted my grip to press my fingers slightly further into her pussy.

She nodded and lay back completely. Her hips were still raised as she balanced on my knees, but her shoulders lay across my chest. My hands slipped free, and I pulled them around to her front. With my right, still slippery from her juices, I slid them down her front and teased her clit directly. With my left, I ran my fingers up her sides. She squirmed and made a small gasp before I brush them over her breasts. Her nipples were pointed, and I decided to amuse myself by lightly pinching and pulling at them.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy,” I whispered into her ear. “I wonder what you’ll look like while pregnant?”

Ahshala gasped and lowered her hips. I grunted softly before chuckling at the delighted squeal that escaped her lips. My cock slipped past that ring of muscle and was now nestled just inside her ass.

“It’s so big,” she trembled.

“It’s inside a very small hole,” I replied as I circled her clit with my fingers. “Just be careful and take your time.”

She turned her head, and I could see the lust in her eyes. Despite the uncomfortable first time, she was well and truly invested in this. She leaned away, and I pulled forward to kiss her as she rocked her hips. My cock stirred her insides, and I massaged her clit at the same time. My hand gripped one of her petite breasts and I simply held her as she switched from rocking to a shallow bounce. Her ass shifted up and down, dragging along the very top of my cock, now inside her ass.

“Is it good?” I asked as I kissed the side of her neck.

“I’m getting used to it,” she chewed her lip. “I think it will be better when you fuck me properly.”

“Next time,” I kissed her neck again. “Right now, you don’t even have all of me inside you.”

Ahshala let out a small whimper before lowering her hips again. More of my cock slid into her ass, and I let out a grunt of pleasure. Ahshala giggled and turned her head.

“Does my ass feel good around your cock, Jacob?” she asked.

“Of course it does,” I kissed her. “You belong to me, remember? It only makes sense that the Elf I own feels amazing wrapped around my cock.”

That must have been the right thing to say, because as soon as she heard it, she dropped her hips again. My thighs just barely touched the skin of her ass. Most of me was inside her now. She raised and lowered her hips, sliding herself up and down on my cock. I increased the speed and pressure I was applying to her clit. Her soft gasps turned into quiet whimpers and mewls of pleasure. I held her close, and she closed her eyes, engulfed in the situation.

So she didn’t see Mae sneaking up on us. The maid had opened the door slowly and quietly without knocking. To my surprise, on her knees, leading the way on a small leash, was a familiar woman. I wasn’t entirely sure how this came about, but what I did know was that right now, she was going by Adi, and Mae seemed firmly in charge of her.

The duo crossed the room as Ahshala continued to moan and gyrate. I couldn’t see Adi properly, but Mae’s eyes were locked firmly on where I joined with my Elf. Ahshala was lost in her world of pleasure. I didn’t let up, massaging her clit as she rocked, impaling herself on my cock. Mae came to a halt before us, staring down at Ahshala while she gasped and moaned in pleasure. Before I felt a warm wash of breath on my balls.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, as a soft pair of lips pressed a series of dainty kisses on my jewels.

“Fuck, this feels amazing,” I grinned.

“So good,” Ahshala nodded frantically.

I released her breast and reached up to cup her chin. Lifting, I exposed more tender flesh, and I lightly bit down, making my Elf gasp in pleasure. It was the perfect cover, as I felt Mae’s fingers press into my hand. She had me spread Ahshala’s labia, exposing her sensitive clit.

“I’m sorry dessert was late,” Mae whispered.

I felt a tongue brush against my fingers as Adi lapped at Ahshala’s clit. My Elf jerked and let out a squeal as Mae lay down beside us. Ahshala drove herself down on my cock, taking me to the base inside herself. Whatever sound she was about to utter was drowned into the Kitsoon’s mouth. Mae kissed her firmly, while Adi continued to lap at Ahshala’s clit. Her ass squeezed down on my cock, and I recognized what would happen next.

Ahshala was hitting her peak, but I didn’t want things to end here for her. She had made a request earlier, and while it wouldn’t be quite what she wanted, I thought it would help. I let my hand slip away from her pussy, and instead I took her hips. Ahshala moaned as I lifted her, sliding her ass up the length of my cock, before holding her at the right height.

With my feet firmly on the floor, Adi still lapping at her clit, and Ahshala’s mouth occupied by the demanding Kitsoon, I thrust my cock up into the Elf’s ass. I wasn’t rough, nor was I particularly firm. With the lubrication in place, I slid easily, and at a comfortable pace, up into her body, where she jerked and squeezed me in return as I bottomed out inside her. When her ass relaxed, I withdrew before sliding myself back in.

We built a rhythm. I fucked her slowly while Adi sucked and licked. Mae alternated kissing Ahshala’s lips, with biting gently at her pebble-like nipples. All the while, my Elf slowly lost her ability to think rationally, through the intense sensations she endured. It would not last, though. The intense squeezing of her ass around my cock was driving me insane. With an animalistic roar, I yanked her hips down as I drove my own up.

My cock slammed deep inside her as a warm hand closed around my balls. They massaged gently, as my cock pulsed inside Ahshala’s ass. Mae giggled softly, muffling Ahshala’s scream with the palm of her hand while nursing on the Elf’s breasts. We came apart at the seams, completely drowning in one another’s pleasure. Until finally, the final pulse of my cock spurted the last dribble of my seed deep into Ahshala’s bowels.

She came too, a few moments later, with her ass still spasming around me. Adi sat back with a slightly shocked expression on her face as she licked her lips. As if she couldn’t quite believe what she had just been a part of. Mae smiled at us both before sitting up to check on Adi.

“Are you okay?” she touched the woman’s cheek.

Adi nodded slowly, before looking up at Mae. “I always thought that would hurt, but…”

Mae giggled and shook her head. “Anything can hurt if the proper precautions aren’t taken. Don’t worry, I won’t make you do something like that if you aren’t ready for it.”

Adi smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now,” Mae smiled at the two of us. “I’m sure you two have a bit of bonding time for tonight. I should get this one back and make sure she’s taken care of. This was a little more excitement than I was expecting originally.”

“Mae?” Ahshala called softly.

Mae looked at the Elf and let out a soft sigh. Before my eyes, she lifted her dress and reached up to her hips. I smirked as I watched on. Mae slid her panties down before picking them up. They were not the same ones Ahshala had stolen previously, but these were fresh and damp from the Kitsoon’s arousal. Mae tossed them onto the bed beside us with a shake of her head before picking up Adi’s lead.

“Come on, pet. We’ll get you taken care of, right after I’m taken care of,” Mae ordered gently.

The two women left, leaving me still buried and mostly erect inside Ahshala’s ass. Which was, of course, the moment she began to rock her hips once more.
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Despite the fatigue, Ahshala and I were in high spirits the following morning. Even walking with a slight limp, the smile on her face appeared to be etched. She held my hand and couldn’t help but blush every time our eyes met. It was adorable, even if my thoughts immediately went to the events of our evening.

“Lady Farland is already seated,” Mae announced as she opened the door.

Ahshala thanked the Kitsoon, who was back to being her usually deferential self, while we entered. Brynadette sat at the head of the table, as she had before. The nervous, submissive woman who had pleasured my Elf the evening before was nowhere to be seen, even if there was a glint of embarrassment in her eyes.

“Thank you for joining me,” she gestured for us to sit. “We have a few things to discuss. Things I am hoping you can continue to help me with.”

“We’ll hear you out,” I grinned as we took our seats.

Breakfast was a generous thing. Bacon, eggs, fruits, and something that resembled porridge, sweetened with dried fruit and honey. Mae joined us a few minutes later, with her father, of all people. The elder Kitsoon looked around the room nervously, while Brynadette smiled warmly at the man.

“Ah, thank you for joining us. I wasn’t sure you would accept my invitation so early,” Brynadette smiled.

“Yes, well…” The man shuffled nervously. “I could hardly refuse you, my lady.”

Brynadette’s smile widened. “I appreciate the work you did on Jacob’s Deucie,” she continued. “Mae has served me well by bringing you to my attention. As such, I am wondering if you would be willing to work with me on more matters of urgency.”

The old Kitsoon’s ears flattened, but his tail made an appropriate flick of nervous excitement. “You praise me too much, my lady.”

“I think not,” Brynadette smiled. “Though I do require an answer.”

The old man glanced at Mae, who gave a small nod. So he bowed at the waist. “I shall do what I can.”

“Wonderful,” Brynadette smiled. “Have you ever built a bridge?”

“A bridge?” the old Kitsoon frowned.

I nodded to myself. I knew the direction this was going to take. The old man, beside his daughter, went back and forth with Brynadette. She wanted the bridge built as quickly as possible, quoting trade as the main reason. The old man fought back, saying he’d never built a bridge before. Brynadette laughed and told him it was woodwork, something he was more than qualified to do. She had an engineer who would do the design work. She just needed someone reliable to do the construction. Then the conversation turned to me.

“Now, Jacob. Can I count on your aid to move people and materials out to the construction site?” She asked.

“I can do people, or the materials, not really both,” I admitted. “Two trips a day would be my limit, and even then, part of it will take place in the dark. I’d be able to carry more equipment if the seats were removed, too.”

Brynadette nodded to herself and smiled at Mae’s father. “In that case. Can you find a team of people you can trust for construction? I will send along a team of soldiers to keep an eye on things, along with my engineer. Jacob will deliver you to the site. You can remove the seats and he can return for the building materials as needed.”

I glanced over at Ahshala, and she smiled at me. “I can agree with that,” I nodded and turned back to Brynadette. “Can I assume this has something to do with–”

“Jacob,” Brynadette held up her hand. “While I respect the man greatly, Mae’s father should not be burdened with certain uncomfortable situations.”

“I am a simple man, with a simple family,” Mae’s father bowed.

“Mae, if you could see your father out?” Brynadette asked.

Mae bowed and took her father from the room, leaving Ahshala and me with the advisor, who sighed.

“Are they really the best choice, or are you just doing as Mae asks?” Ahshala asked suddenly.

Bryn’s eyes went wide, and she froze before relaxing slightly. She let out a bark of laughter and shook her head. “You are not the niggling noble that I am used to dealing with.” she shook her head. “A little of both, really. You recommended Mae. She mentioned her father. His work was cheaper than I expected for your Deucie, and done in far less time than I was prepared to wait. His work speaks for itself and I am not one to look down on others for idiotic reasons.”

“It’s nice to see you’re being taken care of,” Ahshala smiled and leaned back in her seat.

Bryn smiled to herself before nodding. “I’ve always had certain proclivities. I… I hope that you aren’t offended by me taking up with another.”

“Not at all,” I assured her. “While my dear Elf enjoys pairing us with others, I would be a happy man to retire from all of this and raise a family somewhere.”

Brynadette smiled and gave a nod. “In that case, let me be one of the first to help you get there.” She fiddled with something on her lap before lifting a small pouch tied at the top with a cord. “Your payment for your services to the Kingdom, and a share of the bounty for the capture of two wanted men.”

I caught the bag she tossed my way and felt a significant weight in it. Part of me wanted to look inside and see how much we had, but I felt that was a rude thing to do in front of her. Instead, I gave a small nod of thanks and slipped the pouch into my pocket.

“About that,” I nodded.

“Yes,” Brynadette sighed. “We’ve healers on staff. Sir Herrond, if the king spares his life, will be forced to endure a prosthetic for the remainder of his days. Conrou… He would be fine, but without a noble title, it is unlikely he will survive.”

“The king might spare Sir Herrond?” I asked.

Brynadette grimaced before nodding. “He’s from an influential family. Having him executed, even if justified, will cause lasting ramifications. Having him imprisoned indefinitely would spare the king their wrath, while preventing retaliation. It is not an ideal situation, and one that I am not in agreement with. But the king will do as he must, and I can only advise him.”

“What if he never makes it back to the capital?” Ahshala asked.

Brynadette barked out a laugh before shaking her head. “If you were anyone else, and we were not in this room, I’d have to arrest you just for saying those words. No, Ahshala, you may not kill Sir Herrond out of hand. Things are messy enough that a commoner injured the man at all, let alone so badly his leg had to be removed.”

“If this is some lead up to giving me a title, I don’t want it,” I grunted.

Brynadette smiled and gave a nod. “I have no authority to give such things, though I can advise in either direction.”

I sighed and nodded. “Fine. So I’m guessing you want to get the bridge built up, so you can have me escort the prisoners to the capital?”

“Simply put, and entirely accurate,” Brynadette smiled. “I will have to remain here until the King can send a replacement for me. I… Do you think Mae would come with me when I leave?”

There was vulnerability in her voice, and I offered a sympathetic smile, while Ahshala tilted her head. “If she doesn’t, would you hurt her family?”

“Never,” Brynadette shook her head.

I tried to pull the conversation back to simpler topics and nodded. “So I transport out who we need, then come back for materials. When the bridge is built, I collect the prisoners and make the trip to the capital. I’m assuming I’ll be taking a few guards with me?”

“Correct,” Brynadette smiled. “While I’m sure you could do it. You are not soldiers and I would feel better having someone properly trained come along with you.”

“You and me both,” I laughed. “Alright, there’s only one more thing I can think of.”

“And what’s that?” Brynadette asked.

I grinned. “How to profit from all this?”
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“You think Diascia is doing well?” Ahshala asked as the glow of the camp’s fire came into view.

It had been a long day of loading, driving, unloading and then yet more driving. Brynadette had asked at one point why I wasn’t willing to do more than two trips. Truthfully, I probably could, but it would leave Ahshala exhausted to keep the tank full, and Mae’s father and the rest of his team could only work so fast, anyway. Pushing ourselves needlessly wasn’t in anyone’s best interests.

“When this is all over, we should take a trip out and visit,” I smiled.

“Do you think her belly will swell up like… me?” Ahshala glanced my way.

I chewed my lip before shaking my head. “I’ve no idea. She was stuck in her tree. Maybe there’s no swelling at all. You, though…”

“Would you still find me attractive when I’m swollen?” she asked with a nervous edge.

I snorted and shook my head. “Ahshala, the day I find you unattractive, please shoot me, because I’ve clearly gone mad, or am an imposter.”

“Oh well,” Ahshala sighed. “I worried for a moment. Elves are… rambunctious while pregnant and…”

I shook my head. “Trust me. There is nothing more feminine than a woman’s body doing the only thing a man cannot. And I am very attracted to femininity.”

“What if I’m needy?” she whispered. “What if we’re driving somewhere, and I get that urge?”

“Then you’re going to spend a lot of time being tied up,” I chuckled. “Don’t get me wrong, it would be torture for us both. But pleasure comes after work.”

Ahshala pouted, and I laughed at her. She broke a moment later and the two of us fell into a comfortable silence as we pulled up beside the camp. Mae’s father had brought along a small team. The engineer, an old man, had brought his own small group, while we had another three guards, for a total of fifteen people. That let us take out a row of seats and was the reason this camp was far better equipped than I expected. The tents were up, as was a storage area that already contained several barrels of pork, ale, and other foodstuffs for our time here.

One of the guards came out towards us holding a torch as I shut off the engine. Ahshala slipped out, as I checked her door was locked, before following after securing my own. With my Remington slung over my shoulder, and the spare hidden in the back on the top shelf where it was, I stepped down to greet the guard.

“We were told you didn’t need a tent,” he grunted.

“That’s right,” I agreed. “We’ll sleep in the truck. Is there anything to eat, though?”

“Aye,” the man nodded. “There’s something left. When you hadn’t returned by mealtime, we made sure of it.”

“Thanks,” I nodded.

“I’ll get it,” Ahshala smiled.

“No, you won’t,” I shook my head. “I’ll get it. You fill the tank. I’ll meet you in the back.”

Ahshala pouted, but didn’t argue. The guard gave me a strange look, one I ignored as I approached the fire. There was a large wooden platter. On it were some cuts of meat, bread, and a jug of ale. Mae’s father was sitting on a stool with one of his sons, and they both gave me a wave as I approached.

“Don’t need to empty that thing tonight, do we?” he asked.

“Not tonight.” I shook my head. “Sleep on it and we’ll start first thing in the morning.”

The older Kitsoon nodded, and I picked up our meal. These were the kinds of jobs I was used to. Pick-ups and drop offs. The simple life. Though… I stared at the curved ass of the gorgeous Elf bent over my fuel tank… There were decided benefits of being here, rather than back home.
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CHAPTER TWELVE


“Looks like we’ll be able to move on tomorrow,” I grinned as I climbed up into Deucie, only to screech to a halt.

Ahshala, nude as the day was long, stood beneath the shower. The faint blush on her cheeks made it obvious that she knew I was there. Her body was soapy, and part of me wanted to join her. I refrained myself and decided to watch instead. My beautiful Elf let the water cascade across her skin, washing the suds away, before she reached up and ran her hands through her long hair. Until finally, she reached up and twisted the tap on the hanging showerhead to stop the flow.

I chose that moment to approach, scooping up her towel in the process. So when Ahshala’s eyes blinked the water away, and met my own, I was already draping the fabric around her shoulders.

“Thank you,” she smiled brightly.

“You’re welcome.” I kissed her gently.

She smiled up at me, before pulling the towel tightly around herself. “You said we should be able to move tomorrow?”

“Yep,” I grinned as I followed her into the sleeping area. She had a dress laid out for her to put on, and a familiar-looking pair of panties. “They said there’s been an unusually low number of incidents with Naiads, which accelerated their plans. Something about sending for stone masons next, so they can upgrade the structure.”

“They’re not going to ask us for that, are they?” Ahshala asked.

“They might,” I shrugged. “But it’s more likely Brynadette will want us to deliver Herrond and Conrou first.”

“That does sound more likely,” Ahshala nodded. “Have you decided what we’re going to do for the rest of today, then?” She asked and dropped the towel, giving me a view of her perfect backside as she bent over our bed.

“If you want me to fuck you, just ask,” I chuckled.

Ahshala pouted softly before smirking. “Jacob, I would very much appreciate the sensation of your cock stretching me from behind.”

“I would too,” I laughed and gave her ass a slap, which made her moan. “But we’ve got things to do. So that will have to come later.”

Ahshala gaped at me, “But–”

“I said you should ask. I didn’t say I’d agree straight away,” I grinned. “Besides, I prefer it when you’re pent up and needy.”

“I AM needy,” she complained.

“I know,” I reached out again, brushing my hand over her damp labia. “Tonight is going to be fantastic.”

“You’re so mean,” she whimpered, before plucking up her borrowed panties.

“And you love it, don’t you?”

Ahshala glared at me over her shoulder before letting out a sigh. “Yes.”

“Exactly,” I laughed. “So what I was thinking? We drive back, deliver the good news. Brynadette can sort out who’s coming with us to drop off the prisoners. And while all that is going on, you can do what you do best.”

“What I do best?” Ahshala asked.

“I’m a delivery guy. I can move goods from place to place, but what goods I can move… That’s your experience.”

Ahshala stared in disbelief as I plucked the money pouch from my pocket before tossing it onto the bed.

“Jacob,” Ahshala stared at it, and then at me.

“Remember, we’re going to move far quicker than a normal carriage. We can move things others cannot and we can probably carry more than any old wagon could.” I smiled. “Just make us a good profit. Okay?”

“You… you trust me with this?” she asked, as she stood and faced me.

“One day I’m going to trust you with my children,” I grinned. “Why not a few coins?”

Ahshala smiled brightly and looked away before meeting my eyes. She bit her lip and brought her hands to her chest. “Are… are you sure you don’t want to take any liberties with me?” she asked.

“There are plenty of liberties I’d like to take with you,” I chuckled and stepped back. “Tonight.”

She pouted cutely, but I shook my head and walked away. The back of the tray was empty again, except for a single row of seats at the back. I wanted plenty of room to store goods for transport. Herrond and Conrou weren’t going to take up much room and we likely wouldn’t need many guards. Even if Herrond had set up something to stop us, they’d never keep up with Deucie.

I smiled and let out a sigh as I imagined leaving this episode behind, as I jumped down off the back of my truck. The camp was rather empty. It was midmorning, and I could see the construction still going on. The engineer was pretty good. Better, once he began to trust Mae’s father. The old Kitsoon and his team were precise, fast working and had even offered alternatives to specific joints that would be stronger or easier to maintain. I didn’t know a lot about it, but there’d been a few excited discussions at night while we waited for construction to finish.

I strode past, admiring one of Mae’s brothers as he lowered a section of floor beam into place. It was cut in a way that let it slide into position, without needing to be pinned. When the whole floor was down, the structure would hold itself, with just a single pin in each corner. Hell, even from modern standards, I was impressed. It reminded me of some of the architecture I’d seen online from Chinese temples a thousand odd years ago. Just… without as many decorative flourishes.

I nodded a greeting when a few of the workers spotted me, but moved on as I approached the river. That was the thing that relieved me the most. The level was still high, but not like it was. So long as the bridge on the other side was intact, I’d have no problems from here on out. At least… as long as no more flooding occurred. Hell, maybe now I’d have been able to visit Diascia. Either way, if my Naiad friend hadn’t gotten us across in the first place, Herrond would have been long gone, and Conrou would have been in a far more stable position.

“You finally decide to visit, huh?” a familiar voice teased.

I looked down at the water’s edge and smiled. The Naiad. “I’ve come down a few times.” I shook my head. “Not my fault. You’ve never come up to say hi until now.”

“JACOB!” a loud voice shouted. “Careful!”

“I’m fine!” I called back.

“He’s fine!” the Naiad echoed with a shout of her own.

I laughed and moved down to the water’s edge. She looked up at me and smiled.

“What?” I chuckled.

“It’s intoxicating, you know that?” she mumbled.

“My masculine charm?” I guessed.

She laughed and shook her head. “You reek of her,” the Naiad smiled. “To be loved so dearly. It must be a wonderful thing.”

“Surely a woman of your beauty could have as dedicated a lover?” I asked as I sat down on the bank beside her.

“Would that be the case? It would be a short-lived affair,” she sighed and rolled onto her back. Her perfect, transparent breasts bounced before me. Which must have been the point, as she grinned up at me. “Naiad’s breed in deep water,” she sighed. “We also value virile men. Few men would dare, fewer still survive the experience.”

“So, Ahshala was right about you then?” I tilted my head. “Maybe I should keep my distance.”

“From my sisters, maybe,” she grunted. “I, for one, value the kind of love that you share with the Elf. I’ve made it perfectly clear that attempts to harm you would bring my wrath upon them, but you have to understand how truly delicious you are.”

“Well,” I grunted. “How about whenever I have a moment, and I’m near water, I come down and say hi?”

“I think I’d like that,” she smiled, before tilting her head to look at someone.

“Like what?” Ahshala asked.

“The feeling of your man’s seed, pooling inside my womb,” the Naiad giggled. “You’re looking positively radiant today.”

“Don’t flatter me, I’m not interested,” Ahshala rolled her eyes. “I hurried, one of the builders thought you were in trouble and told me to hurry along.”

“It’s not flattery, and you are interested,” the Naiad smirked. “But I understand, and even appreciate your distance.”

Ahshala scowled before letting out a sigh. “Fine. What is going on? Just a casual visit?”

“It is not every day that I get to converse with people beyond hateful looks and warnings to be aware of danger,” the Naiad grumped. “Jacob has been a breath of fresh air for me.”

“Not that I’ve done much,” I grunted.

“You’ve done plenty,” the Naiad disagreed. “One of my sisters made it, you know?”

“From the camp?” I asked.

The Naiad nodded. “She is recovering. Maybe one day, I’ll tell her that she can meet the man who made it possible. Just… not yet.”

“She’s not injured, is she?” I asked.

“Not injured,” the Naiad shook her head. “Starved is more appropriate. If she met you now, she’d likely try to kill you. She’s with some of our sisters, recovering in a deep pool near the ocean.”

I nodded slowly. “That’s good to know, then.”

“Even when she is better, I might not tell her. She may wish to breed with you.”

“What?” Ahshala snapped.

“I already told him,” the Naiad held up a hand. “I’ll not let that happen. If I did,” she smirked. “It would be with me, no less.”

Ahshala glared before rolling her eyes. “Jacob, when did you want to go?”

I sighed and nodded. “Sooner rather than later. If we can make it back here tonight, we can leave as soon as the bridge is finished.”

“Hopefully this one is better built,” the Naiad grunted. “The mess the last one left is still a ways downstream.”

“Really?” I frowned. “Maybe when this is done, I can help?”

“How?” the Naiad asked.

I shrugged. “I can use the truck. If you can tie ropes around the larger pieces, I can pull it out.”

The Naiad stared in disbelief before smiling up at Ahshala. “Take him. Now, before I decide to take certain liberties.”

“UP!” Ahshala took my arm. “NOW!”

“Alright,” I chuckled as the Naiad barked out a laugh. “I’m coming, I’m coming.”

“Not yet, he’s not,” the Naiad called as she slipped back into the river. “When you’re ready, come find me.”

“You’ll be the first to know,” I laughed as Ahshala pulled me back towards Deucie.

“Where’s the Remington?” I asked as we approached.

“Spare is where we left it. Yours is behind the seat. I’ve a whole box of fresh shells already made up, and the tank is full,” she smiled.

I nodded and pecked her cheek. “You’re the best.”

She smiled widely and split. She went to her side, while I went to the other, checking the back to make sure it was locked before I made my way to the driver’s door. It was locked, and I opened it with the key before climbing in. Ahshala patiently waited until I unlocked her side and she joined me. Then she slipped into the middle seat and belted herself in, snuggled up to my side.

“It’ll be more comfortable on the full seat,” I pointed out.

“It’s not that far back to Salva.” Ahshala shook her head. “Unless you want me to move, I’d like to stay close for a while.”

I turned my head and kissed her gently. She melted against my side and had a faint smile on her lips as I pulled away.

“I love you,” I told her. “Now let’s go pick up some trash.”

“Trash?” she looked at me funny.

I grunted and shook my head. “Saying from home. Trash is… rubbish you’d throw away. Discard.”

She nodded, then smiled. “Herrond is trash.”

“Herrond is trash,” I chuckled in agreement.

The drive back to Salva was relatively uneventful. Relatively, since I had to threaten to tie Ahshala up if she didn’t stop trying to get a hand into the front of my pants while I was driving. I didn’t want to be distracted while out on the road. The break in the weather had farmers and other merchants out on the roads. Many of them heading along the north road towards the bridge.

Ahshala was understandably upset, but accepted my decision… Eventually. When we passed back into Salva, things were already improving. The days of work had cleared streets. There was still plenty of debris around, but the piles were organized and laborers were out clearing it away. More than a few eyes were cast in our direction as we drove past, on our way to the keep.

Like before, at the appearance of Deucie, we were welcomed inside, before being taken to a small side room to wait. Brynadette was apparently meeting with some important people, but that didn’t apply to Mae, who joined us with a tray of fruits and bread.

“Lady Farland will be along shortly,” Mae smiled as she set the tray down before us. “She didn’t expect you back so soon.”

“Neither did we,” I smiled.

“How is she treating you?” Ahshala asked.

Mae smiled. “Lady Farland has treated me wonderfully. Though… I worry about the future.”

“About whether you should go with her?” Ahshala asked.

“She mentioned a few worries herself,” I added.

Mae sighed. “I’m worried my father would disapprove. He wants me to marry, to settle down. Especially now that I have experience working in a higher field, he hopes I can attract a husband.”

“You don’t want a husband, though, do you?” Ahshala asked.

Mae smiled. “I would appreciate children one day. But… it seems my heart isn’t quite set on the idea of a husband.”

“So, what’s the problem?” I asked. “Just go with her.”

Mae chewed her lip and sighed. “We have to keep it secret. Adi, she’s… she’s worried that if someone finds out, they’ll use the information against her. She’s the advisor to the king. If someone tries to blackmail her, things could go badly.”

“That’s something you’re going to have to think about,” I frowned.

“Do it,” Ahshala nodded.

“So easily?” Mae gave Ahshala an exasperated smile.

“Mhm,” Ahshala smiled right back. “Take it from a contracted Elf, desperately in love with her human master. I bet that if someone were to try to blackmail her, she would accept the consequences rather than betray the king. If that was the case, what is the worst that could happen?”

“She could be ridiculed, expelled and sent away,” Mae replied dryly.

“Would that stop you from going with her?” Ahshala asked.

“Of course not,” Mae snapped, then paused. “Of course not.”

“There you go then,” Ahshala smiled. “Take her offer. Go with her. Be discreet, of course. But should the worst happen, I’m sure a woman like herself would have some kind of backup plan. I bet she’s got a little cottage on a farm somewhere planned for her retirement. That cottage will be far warmer with company.”

Mae opened her mouth to respond, before snapping it closed as the door opened. Bryn was led in by another servant, who bowed and swiftly left, leaving the four of us alone together.

“Jacob, Ahshala,” Bryn smiled. “I see my trust was not misplaced. Unless I am mistaken, I would assume that the bridge is completed?”

“I was told it would be ready tomorrow,” I nodded. “I thought I could double dip, find something to haul north to the capital.”

“That sounds appropriate,” she nodded. “I may even have an idea of what you could move.”

I shook my head. “I was hoping to make this my own venture, our venture,” I corrected as I glanced at Ahshala.

“Not like that,” Bryn smiled. “Just some information. There’s a mine nearby Salva. They grow a rare type of mushroom. It’s considered a delicacy in the capital since it’s only in the coldest months they survive the trip by horse. I’m sure a few days in the back of your Deucie you would have much better luck.”

“That’s true,” Ahshala nodded. “I didn’t even think of that. I was going to see my old contacts about raw materials. Precious metals, stones and the like.”

“What do you get out of this deal?” I asked.

Bryn laughed and gave a small shrug. “Just tell the King where the idea came from. It’s one of his favorites. He’ll pay you handsomely. Maybe not as much as you could get for moving bulk gemstones. But if I were a betting woman, once a delivery of perfectly edible mushrooms makes it to the capital, and people work out who was responsible, I’d say there’s a good chance people will come to you.”

“Would you be willing to sponsor us?” Ahshala asked.

I frowned and glanced at her. “Sponsor?”

“Without a noble title, all business must be sponsored,” Brynadette smiled. “Most pay a monthly stipend to a local lord.”

“As my father does,” Mae nodded.

I looked at Brynadette, and then down at Ahshala’s pleading gaze. “What’s stopping me from just hauling random goods as I see fit?”

“Nothing.” Brynadette shook her head.

“But under an official banner, we are more likely to be sought out,” Ahshala gushed. “Lower taxes, better rates and…”

“And?” I frowned.

Ahshala sighed. “From a legal perspective, you could sell my contract to the company. That way, as long as the company exists, I would be beholden to it.”

“That’s suggesting the company would remain profitable,” I frowned.

“Unless there is a crime, or other reason to dismiss the company, it would endure,” Brynadette smiled. “You could say… Buy a block of land, build a farm on it, make it your official headquarters. Then live off the land as you see fit. So long as your company adhered to the specifics of the contract with your sponsor…”

I turned to Ahshala and saw the way her eyes glistened. “Please?”

“You want this?” I asked. “You wouldn’t be mine anymore. You’d belong to someone else.”

“Skip that part for now.” Brynadette shook her head. “You retain ownership over her. Contract yourself to me. I sponsor your company. That will protect you from most problems you may face.”

“Unless someone tries to blackmail you,” I pointed out.

Brynadette froze before nodding. “That… is a fair assumption.”

“The other option is a title of your own,” Ahshala whispered.

I grunted in reply and plucked up a piece of fruit from the platter. Popping it into my mouth, I enjoyed the tart, but sweet explosion of juice that coated the inside of my mouth. It seemed to me that no matter where I turned, Ahshala would always be at risk of someone else. Not wanting anything to do with the nobility limited me to living under someone else’s contract. While I was fine with that… I was not fine with the idea that my death would leave my Elf, and our future children, could be left filling my shoes. Especially in a world that would mistreat them.

“Let me think on it,” I grunted.

“Take all the time you need,” Brynadette smiled. “I will accept your decision either way. I owe you. Both of you.”

The visit broke up shortly after. Brynadette, with all the strength and dignity of a monarch, marched off towards her official duties. We had an hour to get our mushroom deal ready before Herrond and Conrou would be brought up from the dungeons. At that point, we would be acting as prisoner transport. Stopping only as many times as necessary before the capital.

For now, the two of us made a trip to a warehouse on the edge of town. The reason it was at the edge was because they had dug it underground. Ahshala brought me inside the small office building. The man in charge leered at her, but was amicable enough with me. I had the feeling he didn’t like dealing with me all that much. Not with an Elf at my side. In the end, though, he was more incredulous than demanding.

“You really think you can do this?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “You said they should last a week once I get them out. I’ll be at the capital by then.”

“If…” he licked his lips. “If you can do this. Would you be interested–”

“No,” I shook my head. “I’m interested in this business deal, and nothing more.”

“What if–”

“No,” I repeated.

He looked at me, then Ahshala, who gave him the same level glare she had from the moment we walked in. I recognized it as her professional stare. It wasn’t necessarily impolite, but anyone wanting to take issue with her conduct wouldn’t have much to work with.

“Fine, show me the money,” he sighed.

Ahshala started counting out coins. There were plenty, and the man’s eyes flicked back and forth as his greed began to overwhelm him. The mushrooms brought in good money, but they were limited. If there was little local demand, they began to go to waste. In the end, Ahshala and I would walk away with a healthy supply. He had men bring crates of the mushrooms up from storage. The crates were relatively light. Packed with straw for insulation, the mushrooms were layered between yet more straw.

When the man saw Deucie for the first time, his eyes bulged as he realized exactly who Ahshala and I actually were. There was another token attempt to get us to agree to a longer deal than just a once of travel arrangement. Once again, we declined, politely. There was always the chance we would return, but that would be under different circumstances.

The other benefit to the mushrooms was the ease at which they would be strapped into place. There was plenty of room. Crates stacked three wide, and three tall. They weren’t overly heavy, and so I had them shoved to one side, giving good access to walk past so Ahshala and I could continue our sleeping pattern. Before the two of us chuckled at the face of the man as he watched us leave.

I drove slowly through Salva, back to the keep, where I spotted several familiar figures waiting for us. The first, being Captain Murhi and a pair of men I recognized. The other two… Herrond and Conrou.

Herrond was dressed well. Neat, clean and a buttoned jacket. Conrou was in the same clothing he was in when we brought him back. Only now, the mud and blood were dry and caked on. I drove Deucie around and parked with the back closest to where they were waiting.

“Let’s get this over with,” Ahshala patted my arm.

I nodded and stepped out. Herrond scowled at me. He was bracketed by two guards. There was a crutch under his arm. Just a tall rod, with a support for his shoulder. How he was standing at all was beyond me, but I could only assume that whatever healers they had on staff had put serious effort into fixing him.

“Jacob,” Captain Murhi grinned as I approached. “And good to see you again, Ahshala,” he nodded as my Elf came into view.

“Captain,” I took his hand and gave it a shake. “How are we doing this? There’s one bench in the back.”

“One’s all we need,” Captain Murhi nodded. “I’m coming along if that’s not too much to ask. I can sit up the front with you. My men will sit in the back with the prisoners.”

“Works for me. Do you have any way to make sure they stay seated? I’m hauling valuables,” I questioned.

“I’m not interested in your filth,” Herrond sighed.

“Not that I don’t trust you as far as I can throw you, Herrond,” I grunted. “But I could give a rat’s ass what you wanted. If it were up to me, I’d be dragging you behind on a sled.”

Herrond fumed while I turned back to the captain. The man looked amused and patted my shoulder. “The Orc will be bound hands and feet. Sir Herrond will be chained to the seat, and my men will sit on either side. We’ll remove them at night for rest, but you have my word they will not be allowed to roam or touch anything they shouldn’t.”

“Good,” I nodded.

“Thank you, Captain,” Ahshala added.

With that out of the way, I opened up the back, and the guards helped get the prisoners into the truck. Ahshala, after a kiss, darted off to refuel us. Herrond fumed as chains were bound to his wrists, and then again around the back of the bench. He could stand and take a step away in any direction, but unless he had a pry bar, he wasn’t getting into any of the crates. Conrou, by comparison, looked like someone had routinely beaten the man. I didn’t like him, but I made a note to stop any further beatings if I could help it.

He was restrained, and then bound to the bench so he couldn’t move, even if he wanted to. Two of the guards then slid in beside them, tying themselves in place, before doing the same to Herrond. I remembered the first trip we took together. Moving into the sleeping area. I found a vomit bag, before stopping beside the shelf. I thought about it and shook my head. There was no way I’d risk that, even if I thought I’d get away with it. Until we were safe, Ahshala and I went armed. That thought in mind, I plucked the replicated weapon from the top shelf and moved around the back.

Herrond’s eyes went wide when he saw me armed, but I ignored him and handed the bag to the nearest guard.

“Herrond gets sick if I drive too fast. Since I won’t be here to notice when I need to slow down, give him that to vomit in.” I nodded.

“You’re a bastard,” Herron sniffed.

“Yup,” I chuckled. “So remember that next time you try to blackmail me by threatening to rape the woman I love.”

Herrond’s lip curled, but I ignored that and hopped out the back before closing the gate. Pocketing the lock, I turned and saw Mae hurrying towards me.

“Take this.” Mae stuffed a scroll into my hand. “It’s for the King. Brynadette sends her apologies that she couldn’t give it to you personally. But she requests that when you return, that you stay for an evening so that she may thank you properly.”

“I’ll do that,” I smirked. “Be safe, Mae.”

Ahshala rushed over to collect a hug before joining me as we returned to Deucie.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN


“Just go slowly,” the engineer, a man I hadn’t actually been introduced to yet, urged me.

I rolled my eyes. Herrond, Conrou, Ahshala, Captain Murhi and his men were all on the other side. Ahshala looked the most worried. She wanted to cross with me, but I forbade it. The bridge was well built, but it hadn’t been tested with more weight than that of several men and some equipment being carried over. Deucie was several tons more than that, and the bridge’s first test. I was optimistic, but it would only take a small mistake and things could go wrong far quicker than I’d be able to react.

I gave the man a nod and let out the clutch. Deucie began to inch forward, and I let it idle along. It was barely walking pace like this, and I heard a squeak of wood on wood as the wheels touched the first plank. The engineer waved for me to continue, and I figured it was just the boards pressing firmly into place. Another small squeak further on confirmed that. I grinned, seeing the bridge holding. Ahshala had a smile on her face as Deucie crossed the river without incident.

I pulled to a stop at the other side before climbing out. I left the engine running, and looked back as the engineer, along with Mae’s father, crossed over, checking the bridge for any defects. I nodded at that, before turning back to Captain Murhi, who was corralling the two bound men towards the back of the truck once more.

Like before, Murhi would ride in the cab with us, while the two guards sat in the back with Herrond and Conrou. The noble looked horrified at the idea of getting back in the truck. His motion sickness had been terrible, and I’d made sure to give the guards another handful of vomit bags. I waited long enough to see the men chained to the benches, before their guards strapped in. At that point, I closed up the back and tied the canvas down to stop it flapping in the wind.

When I made it back to the driver’s seat, Ahshala was waiting for me, sitting beside Captain Murhi. The man had the window seat and was giving Ahshala a polite gap as I sat down.

“Alright, we’re not going far,” I told them both. “Captain, there’s a rest area up ahead. Like the midpoint between the two rivers.”

The captain nodded. “While I’d like to press on, I do see the wisdom in all this. A team of messengers would have taken two or three days to get this far. It’s boggling to my mind how your Deucie eats up the land so effortlessly.”

“So long as you tell anyone who’s getting funny ideas that Deucie will need maintenance or she’ll break, and it’s not the kind of thing I can train someone to do in the course of a few weeks,” I shrugged.

Reinforcing the idea that only I could care for Deucie properly couldn’t be a bad thing. I wasn’t lying either. I could teach someone to change the oil, but clearing a clogged injector? Rewiring the alternator? No, those were specialized things I couldn’t just teach someone overnight. That would take time, resources and experience that were only feasible if I spent years teaching another. Which made me consider Ahshala. She’d outlive me by decades, at least.

As she snuggled into my side, I put Deucie into gear and started driving once more. The rest stop wasn’t far, and with the sun getting low, it would be nice to stop and set up camp without doing it in the dark. If I had to push, we could set up camp, illuminated by my headlights, but I didn’t see the point of rushing things.

“What’s that?” Captain Murhi frowned.

I winced and shook my head. “So… things north of this point were a bit rough.”

I gave the corpses and dead horses a wide berth. It looked like someone had come along and rummaged through their clothing. One of the horses was missing a leg as well. What was left had already begun to bloat and foul the area. Something I didn’t want to think about as I pulled into the far end of the rest area. Away from yet another corpse. As I drove, Ahshala and I explained what had happened on our trip south with Brynadette.

Captain Murhi had heard the broad strokes, but his disgust at seeing the damage that my Remington had done, after the bodies had been left to rot… Well, that was something new, even for him.

In the end, he left the bodies be. If he had a team of men, he may have sent someone to bury them. But with the two guards on Herrond and Conrou, he decided against it for the time being. It wasn’t all that bad, though. Ahshala, with the replicated Remington at her side, sat with Conrou and Herrond around the fire. Both men were still bound. That hindered them enough that Ahshala felt comfortable putting together a stew for everyone, while I helped Murhi and his men set up some tents. They were grateful for my help, and even more so for Ahshala’s cooking.

I wondered how our prisoners were going to eat. I wondered in particular about Conrou, but in the end it wasn’t worth thinking about. Herrond was untied and allowed to eat. His lack of a leg made him less of a threat, at least less of a perceived threat. Nobody gave him a knife, and he was told in no certain terms that he’d be tied up should he give them even the slightest hint of trouble. Conrou, on the other hand, was left bound, with only one arm being released to hold his spoon while he ate on the ground.

None of this felt right to me. I wasn’t about to do anything about it, though. Conrou was a bastard, a dangerous one at that. Herrond, though, was on my everlasting shit list. I’d have shot him if I thought I could have gotten away with it and even now I had a hope that the king would let me do it, anyway.

In the end, one of the guards took our dirty dishes and, with their thanks, Ahshala and I made our way to bed. Or at least, the process of it. Our shower bag, after being set to warm for the day, was still nice and hot. I hung it from the roof in the back corner. While I locked up Deucie for the night, Ahshala stripped off and bathed. I spent a few minutes admiring her wet and glorious form before joining her. I took a soapy rag and ran it from her shoulders to her glorious ass. She appreciated my efforts, especially when I spent a few moments rubbing a few tense spots.

She stayed for a short time to return the favor before vanishing off into the bedroom while I finished washing myself with the water that remained. One day, maybe soon, I’d have a large water tank installed, maybe a heater of some kind. That way, the two of us could have a proper, heated shower. For now, though, this was better than a bucket and a sponge. I remained standing until the last of the water ran out, before I turned off the tap and lifted the bag down. We’d fill it in the morning, so I left it on the bench where Herrond would sit and dried myself off.

I wrapped the towel around my waist and made my way to the front. Around the boxes of mushrooms, I smiled at the earthy and healthy scent I could detect. No signs of spoilage yet, which was excellent news. The weather wasn’t particularly hot, but more than a few days would see things deteriorate no matter how hard I tried.

With a nod, I kept moving and stepped into the bedroom, where Ahshala gave me a shy smile. She was laying in the middle of the bed, with the blanket pulled to her chin.

“What?” I asked.

Ahshala chewed her lip before raising one hand. In it, she had several of my zip-ties. I looked at them and smirked. Which was when she lifted her other hand, showing me the lubricant.

“Really?” I asked.

“Tomorrow we’re going to reach Riverwort,” she mumbled. “You’re going to be distracted with Chyka–”

“Bullshit,” I shook my head. “I’ve told you time and time again, I’m not going out of my way to sleep with other women. If I need to ban them from our rooms in the future, I will!”

Ahshala had a moment of panic before shaking her head. “No, please?”

I saw the look in her eyes and rolled mine in return. “What’s this really about?”

Ahshala huffed slowly and let out a sigh. “I wanted to surprise you with both our asses to fuck. I just wanted to practice a little more first.”

I ignored the extension of her plan and instead focused on my initial concern. “Aren’t you worried about being sore tomorrow if we do that tonight?”

“Maybe,” Ahshala pouted.

“Maybe,” I shook my head. “What am I going to do with you?”

She smiled, before pushing the blanket down to expose herself fully, before setting the zip-ties beside herself. “Whatever my lord wishes.”

I smirked and shook my head. “None of that. Adi’s got her thing, but it’s weird if it comes from you.”

Ahshala pouted cutely before smiling as I scooped up the zip-ties. I looked at how she was laying, then at the bed. There was a convenient bar at the top in the center of the support frame and I nodded thinking of the first thing I was going to do. I leaned over her and gestured for her hands. Ahshala held them up to me, and I used the first tie to bind them together at the wrist. With that done, I pushed her hands up above her head and, after looping a second tie around the bar, and pulled it tight, forcing her arms up and straight above her.

I leaned down as Ahshala stared up at me with an adoring expression. I rewarded that with a kiss, before moving down towards her legs. Like the first time we tried this, one leg went to the tie down bracket left open in the new configuration. The other went to the nearby shelf, locking her in position. Her legs were splayed out, and she stared at me with wide, vulnerable eyes.

She was doing almost a full split, and I smiled before running my palms down the insides of her legs. “Remember our safe word?”

“Banana?” she offered.

“That’s right,” I smiled. “I’m not going to gag you, and I’m not going to blindfold you. I’m going to let you see and experience everything that’s about to happen to the fullest extent.”

With my hands near her crotch, I tightened my grip on her skin and pulled outward, opening her pussy. She was pink and getting more swollen by the moment. I could spot a line of her juices escape, running down the curve of her ass. I grinned and squeezed firmly. She wasn’t expecting it and let out a moan of pleasure as I massaged her legs. I started slowly, rubbing her muscles, before leaning in. Her eyes went wide as I reached up before plucking the container of lubricant she was carrying.

Her mouth opened as her breath hitched, before I sat back and opened it. The container smelled sweet, and the liquid inside looked like runny vaseline, but with a green tinge. I wasn’t sure what it was made of, but I knew it worked. I scooped a little out before setting the jar down. Rubbing it on my hands, I then moved back to Ahshala’s feet.

She giggled as I applied the lubricant, before moaning as I began to massage her. I didn’t need a fetish to appreciate the way her moans changed pitch as I rubbed the sole of her foot. More pressure on the outer edge, less on the arch. I dug my thumbs into her heel and grinned as she squirmed. Then I moved up to her toes, giving them a stretch and a little care each. When I noticed her pussy leaking into the bed, I finally stopped before moving to her other foot.

“Jacob?” she begged.

“Hush,” I ignored her and started the process all over again.

This time as I completed her foot, I moved up her ankles, rubbing her achilles tendon as I slipped up onto her calf. Those muscles were firm and she tensed and moaned softly as I ran my thumbs along the length of those muscles. She giggled and shifted as my fingers brushed the back of her knee, but I swiftly moved onto her thigh. Those gorgeous thighs of hers were soft on the inside and firm on the outside, giving me plenty of muscle to work with.

Ahshala squirmed as I got higher, but I never made to pleasure her directly. Only to threaten the fact before I pulled away entirely. She stared at me like a woman dying of thirst as I moved back to her other ankle and began the process all over again.

“Jacob, please? You’re driving me crazy,” she whimpered.

“Good,” I smiled. “I like it when you’re feeling a little crazy.”

“Mmm,” she frowned, and tugged on the ties, which earned her a glare.

“Break them, we go to bed,” I warned her.

Ahshala pouted so hard I honestly thought I’d see tears. That pout broke as I picked up the jar once more. Her expression shifted to eagerness before pouting as I applied more to my hands. Now I wanted to tease her and drive her crazy. I finally let my hands brush over her mound. Her beautiful pussy felt like a furnace as I touched her.

Palming her, I rubbed in a firm, but slow circle. Ahshala let out a moan, and I saw her eyes roll back as I let off the pressure once more. With both hands, I slid them over the creases where her thighs met her pelvis, and ran my thumbs over each side of her labia. When I pushed my hands up, I made sure to squeeze her slightly, putting pressure on her clit. When I pulled my hands back down, I pulled outwards, splaying her open to leak more of her juices over the bed.

When I looked up, Ahshala was pulling her elbows together, gasping silently as she rocked her hips as if it would entice me to pleasure her further. It partially worked, but not in the way she likely wanted. I laughed softly, before pressing my right thumb over her pussy to the left side, before sliding my palm up. My thumb dragged pussy juices and lubricant over her crotch and over the top of her clit, where she let out a happy gasp of pleasure. I then did the same with my left hand, sliding up her pussy, massaging her just the same as I had her legs.

When I finally pulled my hands off her body, she was breathing hard and glaring at me with an almost manic need. Which was a shame for her, as I picked up that container once more. Tipping it, I poured some out over her stomach in a thin trail towards her breasts. She grit her teeth and slumped back in the bed as I set the container down once more. She flinched as I rubbed my hands along her stomach, up her abdomen and towards her breasts. I leaned in, pressing the length of my cock into her crotch, which only made her desperation evident as she locked her eyes on my own.

“If you don’t think this is torture for me too, you don’t know me very well,” I chuckled.

“End it then?” she begged. “Please Jacob? I feel like I’m going to explode.”

“Oh, we can’t have that, can we?” I laughed as I began to massage her breasts.

Ahshala moaned and pulled at the ties slightly before giving up. She gave me puppy eyes for a moment, before I pinched at her nipples, making her gasp and twitch delightfully. Her body glistened, both from the lubricant and her own exertions. I watched the way she twitched every time my finger touched her skin. Her nipples stood like beacons atop her perfect breasts, while her eyes bored holes into me, begging and cursing with equal measure.

“Y’know what?” I smiled. “You can talk to Chyka tomorrow, about your little idea,” I distracted her as I lubricated my cock. “Because while I can have your little ass whenever I want…”

“Mhm,” Ahshala begged.

“I can only have her when we visit,” I leaned in and kissed her.

Ahshala squirmed before gently biting my lip. She sobbed pathetically as I pulled back and I smiled down at her while I positioned myself.

“So for now, you’re just going to have to cum the normal way,” I smiled, and pushed my hips forward.

I saw the moment her eyes widened, and as her jaw dropped to match, I slapped my hand over it. Her cries were still loud, but muffled as I rocked my hips, driving my length into her. She was already cumming. Her walls pulsed and squeezed me even as I continued to fuck her.

Ahshala’s eyes were squinted as she stared at me, her hot breath escaping her nostrils in hard blasts as she squealed into my hand. Rather than the hard, desperate thrusts she likely expected, I stayed calm and measured as I slid my entire length in and out of her body. Her pussy drooled around me even as it clamped around my length as if to trap me. There was just too much lubrication for that to be a possibility, and I continued to slowly fuck her.

“You’re so pretty when you’re a cumming mess,” I told her.

Leaning in, I kissed her cheek, before her legs began to spasm and the frantic pulses from her glorious pussy redoubled. I laughed before tightening my grip around her. She was insensate as I fucked her. The only sounds escaping her lips were broken, begging, and moaning. But no matter how hard she was cumming, her lips met my own with the same passion I gave her.

Driving her down into the bed, I was chasing my own end, even as Ahshala came apart at the seams. What was left of my lover was a rolling ball of sexual energy, fueling its own passions. She was so overstimulated that it seemed even the sensation of my lips made her mad with pleasure. So when I redoubled my efforts and began fucking her furiously into the bed, I had to cover her mouth with my own to hold back her screams. Until finally, I drove myself to the base inside her.

She must have felt my cock throb as she jerked and squeezed her pussy around me. Her breath came in blasts, even as she kissed me and I held her close as I filled her with my seed. Until finally, I slumped down atop her, and just relaxed. Ahshala began to calm before letting out a soft giggle.

“What?” I asked her as I held her close.

“Nothing, Jacob,” she wriggled slightly. “There’s just a huge wet patch under me.”

“You only noticed that now?” I chuckled.

“No…” she paused. “There’s going to be a lot of wet patches in our future.”

“Probably,” I agreed.

“Are you still going to fuck me like that when I’m swollen with your child?” she asked.

I looked up and saw in her eyes it was a genuine question. I wanted to agree immediately but… “I want to say yes,” I told her. “But it would depend on you.”

“Me?” she asked.

I nodded and sat up before sliding my cock out of her. She whimpered as I slipped free, and I watched a line of my seed pour from her as I spotted a pair of side cutters beside the bed. I leaned down, picking them up, before moving to her leg. It only took a moment to free her, and I gently moved her legs back to their natural resting position before looking her in the eye.

“If you’re pregnant, I don’t want to do anything to hurt you, or the baby,” I told her as I reached up and cut the tie at her wrists. “If you’re comfortable and want to do what we just did, then sure. I’d love nothing more than to do this again, pregnant or otherwise.”

“Then, may I practice something I think I will enjoy while pregnant?” Ahshala asked.

I paused before smirking. “Sure.”

She smiled before shoving me over onto my back. Her mouth opened, and I watched as my cock sank into the back of her throat, before she looked up at me with glee in her eyes. She swallowed hard, and any thoughts I had of getting some rest vanished as she began to work me back to full mast. With her arms wrapped around my waist and legs, there was nowhere I was able to hide, and she was determined to get what she wanted.
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I smiled as we saw the town coming into view. Today went better than we expected. I had warned Captain Murhi about what the town was going to be like and how we’d been attacked on the way through. This time, it looked more like the town had been deserted entirely. More than likely, with the bridge out, those bandits had moved on, while the surviving locals had fled the original wave of bandits.

So, without any problems, we made the trip to Riverwort with ease. Sir Herrond had been in a vile mood before we left. Spitting and cursing, even as he dry heaved in anticipation of what was to come. The two guards with him looked disgusted and even Conrou looked as if he was regretting his involvement with the man… at least more so than usual.

I drove into the town, admiring the repairs that had gone up. The dragon hadn’t done a lot of damage to the town, and the people here looked happy to see us. I pulled into that familiar square and shut off the engine. Ahshala looked like she was going to try to crawl over my lap to get out, which made me laugh as I kissed her to hold her back. She gave me a sheepish smile before I opened the door and stepped out.

“Don’t go too far. We’ll need fuel before we leave tomorrow,” I told her.

“If not tonight, then in the morning,” she kissed my cheek and rushed off towards the tavern where we would be staying once again.

I shook my head and climbed back up to lock Captain Murhi’s door since he had climbed down in the meantime. Then I locked and shut my own door, before meeting the captain at the back. He was there, untying the canvas straps. I gave him a hand before one of the guards from inside opened the gate. Herrond was standing, looking wobbly, with bloodshot eyes and a clear hatred for everything his life had become.

The second guard dragged Conrou to the edge, while Murhi and the first helped Herrond down onto ground level.

“One more day of this,” he grunted. “Can you not send for a carriage?”

“I could,” Captain Murhi nodded. “But we’d probably arrive before the message was delivered.”

“Chin up buddy,” I grinned as I locked the back once more.

What they did from here, I didn’t care. I wanted a bath, a meal and then probably to go have a threesome. Despite the exertions Ahshala and I had shared the evening before, I couldn’t help but feel excited. Still, I stopped long enough to open the front once more and retrieve my weapon, before following in Ahshala’s wake towards the tavern.

I pushed inside, seeing the familiar smile of the old Elf by the counter.

“Same room as last time,” he gave me a polite nod. “Your lady has already paid. We’ll have a meal ready for you when you come back down.”

“Thanks,” I waved as I made my way upstairs.

In no time at all, I sought the room I was looking for and opened the door to the sight of a pouting Ahshala stripping out of her dress. She frowned when she saw me, and I crossed the room to see what was wrong.

“She’s not here,” Ahshala pouted.

“Her day off?” I asked.

Ahshala shook her head. “She went on a trip. She’s not in town. So I can’t even go ask her.”

I smiled softly and stroked one of her long ears. “So, what you’re telling me is that I’m just going to have to settle for your pretty little ass tonight?”

Ahshala’s eyes flicked around before she smirked. “I’m not that bad, am I?”

“Bad?” I laughed and shook my head. “Never bad. Needy? Definitely.’

Ahshala blushed and gave me a look that told me exactly what she thought of that description.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN


It wasn’t quite the welcome we were expecting. Then again, I’d never met a king. But from what I’d read in history books, making them wait wasn’t something anyone did very often. The man sat upon his throne with a haughty expression. I’d promised him I’d be a week. With the trip out to find Herrond, and then the wait time for the bridge, it had been more than twice that.

Ahshala trembled softly at my side. Despite the propriety of the meeting, I reached down and grasped her hand. Something the king noticed, and his face softened. Even just for a moment. Captain Murhi and his men were behind us. They led Conrou and Sir Herrond into the meeting hall. Herrond was being supported by two more of the king’s men. Conrou staggered along, looking very much worse for wear.

“I do hope there is a good explanation for all this?” The king tilted his head.

I slipped Brynadette’s note from my pocket and held it up. The king made a gesture and one of his guards stepped forward to take it on his behalf. The guard returned it to the king, who promptly opened the letter. I saw his expression shift slightly as he began to read. His eyebrow went up, and I spotted the upward glance he had towards Sir Herrond before settling on me.

He read the letter, then turned it over as if checking for more. Then he sat back on his throne and let out a deep sigh.

“Have Sir Herrond confined,” he droned softly. “Bring Conrou forward.”

Captain Murhi’s men dragged the Orc forward. He looked tired, but far from defeated. Had he the opportunity to fight, he would. Bound and gagged as he was, the man had no other option. Struggling would be futile, and so he staggered before the king, where the two guards shoved him to his knees.

“Impersonation of a noble,” the king leaned forward. “You understand the gravity of the crime?”

One of the guards flicked the gag free of Conrou’s lips. The Orc coughed loudly and raised his chin to look the king in the eye. If he weren’t an ass, I’d have respected him for his balls.

“My bloodline is as noble as yours, king,” Conrou grunted.

“I’m also aware that you were exiled,” the king retorted. “The bastard son of a warlord’s war bride.”

Conrou glared at the king and snorted. “I stand corrected,” he let out a chuckle. “It appears my nobility is thicker than yours, king.”

The king regarded the Orc for a short time before sighing. “Be that as it may. As you are neither a recognized noble of your own people—nor my own—I have no choice but to punish you as a commoner.”

“Do as you wish,” Conrou sneered.

The king waved his hand. “Have his final words recorded. Then have his head struck from his body.”

I swallowed nervously. This hadn’t gone well, and I squeezed Ahshala’s fingers as Conrou was dragged limply from the throne room without another word of protest. The king regarded us for a moment before sighing.

“Jacob,” the king smiled thinly. “If Lady Farland’s letter is to be believed, I owe you a small debt of gratitude. Not only were you instrumental in bringing criminals to justice. You wiped out a bandit camp and were involved in the reconstruction of a valuable bridge destroyed in the recent flooding events. I have also been informed you carry a cargo of fresh mushrooms from Salva.”

“Yes, my king,” I bowed, not wanting to piss the man off in case he changed his tune.

“I have another request for you,” the king sighed. “One that I hope you will accept, though I will phrase it as a request.”

“I am listening, my king,” I answered softly.

The man smiled. “Conrou. While he is living in exile, it would still be appropriate to return his body to his people.”

“You wish me to deliver his body?” I asked.

The king nodded slowly. “If I send you as an official of my court, you will be granted diplomatic passage through the Elven lands. You need not take his body anywhere in particular. Just to the border and meet with whatever guards they have. They will take the body and do as they wish.”

Ahshala made a small noise, and I glanced over at her. She was staring at the king with her lips pressed tightly together. I knew she wanted to say something, but she held her own council and gave me no reason to decline.

I gave a small nod. “If it’s safe for Ahshala and I to travel that far, I will accept.”

“I don’t believe safe is the correct word,” the king frowned. “Officially, you would be protected. That does not mean the Elf lands are safe.”

I had to respect the man for his honesty. His treatment of Conrou told me he could be as cold and ruthless as any historical figure I’d ever heard of. And yet, he seemed almost deceptively polite when dealing with me.

I nodded slowly before letting out a sigh. “I think I can do that. Yes.”

“Wonderful,” the king smiled. “Please approach the throne and kneel.”

Ahshala made a squeak, and I felt a pit open up in my stomach. Her fingers slipped free of my hand, and I slowly walked toward the king as he stood from his throne. When I was close enough, he gave a small nod, so I stopped and kneeled.

“As this is a diplomatic mission, I need a member of higher standing than a simple trader and merchant.” He reached for the hilt of a sword that leaned against the side of his throne. The blade glinted as he drew it. “Your full name, Jacob?”

“Jacob Francis David Makerson,” I answered evenly.

“Let it be known,” the king brought the blade down and rested it against my shoulder. “That this man, Jacob Francis David Makerson, has reached the rank of Sworn. He may now enter the peerage and has full rights as a member of nobility. Rise, Sir Jacob.”

I stood, and the king gave me a smirk. “Thank you, my king,” I nodded slowly.

“Sir Jacob. If you would be so kind as to return to your Deucie. My men would appreciate your help moving to a more suitable position for the remainder of your evening,” the king stepped back.

I took it as the dismissal it was. Whatever was going to happen with Sir Herrond, I didn’t want anything to do with it. Instead, I met the wide-eyed stare of my beautiful Elf and offered my hand as we swiftly left the hall.

Outside, Deucie was parked on a large ring-road. It was built just the same as any fancy restaurant or hotel, where you drive in one side and out the other. There was even a fancy carpet and a man in a nice-looking suit who made sure those with appointments were shown where they needed to go. This place was more than just a home for the king. Various nobles used it as a base of operations, and there were plenty of people coming and going. It made sense, in a way. You could hardly hide your dealings from the king if you conducted business under his roof. That went double if the king noticed you doing business elsewhere.

So it made sense that there was a rather well-dressed team of workers waiting for us. They bowed as I approached, and one came forward.

“Sir Jacob. If you will bring your Deucie along?” he bowed.

I rolled my eyes and nodded. “Let’s get this done.”

“At once,” he bowed again.

I split from Ahshala. She climbed into the passenger seat while I got into the driver’s. Starting the engine, I checked the mirrors and saw the man was heading for a gate back the way I had come. Rather than back up, I put Deucie into gear and drove forward, going all the way around the courtyard before following the man. He saw the speed I was travelling and along with the rest of the workers; they started to run. That made me roll my eyes, and I slowed to idle to follow along behind.

They took me down a narrow road and through a gate we only just fit through. That took us down a side street dwarfed by wings of the castle interior. A wagon coming the other way came to a halt, realizing there was no room for us to pass by. To my surprise, the man leading us rushed ahead. They worked as a team, shoving the wagon around and forced the now disgruntled driver to head back the way he had come. We followed along, passing between the walls of the castle itself, until the road opened once more.

This was another courtyard, but without the flash and decoration, just enough room for me to mimic a dimwitted British sex icon in a hallway. With a dozen point turn, I managed to get Deucie backed up to a ramp that led into an underground section of the castle. There, I shut off the engine and met the men at the back. They were already hanging off the gate fiddling with the lock, which I had fit once Captain Murhi’s men were no longer inside.

After throwing the lock, I stepped inside, before bending down to help Ahshala up beside me. The man who had done all the speaking so far gave me a smile and I gestured for him to climb up. I moved around the seats and began to unstrap the crates.

“What manner of mechanism is this, sir?” he asked.

I grinned at the ratchet strap in his hand and nodded. “If you think you’ve someone who can make one, let me know.”

“A replicator could,” Ahshala announced.

I paused and looked at her. She shifted uncomfortably and looked at her feet. I sighed and shook my head. “Don’t do that.”

“I’m sorry, Sir–”

“And knock that shit off too,” I rounded on my Elf. “I was… sworn?” I asked. Ahshala’s nod confirmed, and I continued. “I was sworn. That doesn’t change who I am. It doesn’t change who you are. Nothing about anything has changed. So don’t for a single moment think that I love you any less.”

I kissed her hard, and Ahshala moaned into my mouth before her arms wrapped around my shoulders. I kept kissing her until she started to laugh and pull away. It left us grinning at one another, even as I swayed the two of us gently from side to side.

“I love you, Ahshala,” I told her. “No fancy titles are going to change that. Alright?”

“Propriety–”

“Can go fuck itself,” I growled, before letting out an exasperated sigh. “Unless it’s something really important, like the king.”

A small clunk caught our attention, and we glanced over at the man, who was bending to pick up the strap he just dropped.

“Sorry, Sir,” he bowed.

“It’s fine,” I released Ahshala. “But… She’s right. If they can be replicated, let me know. I’ll pass out a spare and see what your people can do.”

“I could do one?” Ahshala offered.

I shook my head. “The king probably has his own replicators. I need you to fill the fuel tank and help me do some maintenance.”

Ahshala gave a slow nod, and I kissed her cheek, which made her smile. As I continued unstrapping the crates, the workers climbed up and started moving them out. One let his eyes drift over the kitchen and sleeping area in the back. When he noticed me glaring at him, he muttered his apologies and got back to work. I didn’t think much about it. There would be an awful lot of politics in this place, and information was a resource. It was likely common knowledge that Ahshala and I slept in the back.

Still, I kept an eye on him as they worked quickly to empty the back. When the last crate vanished, I waited until they all left before stepping into the sleeping area. I cast my eyes over everything. I wanted to double check it was all there. All in place, and as I reached up to the top shelf, I sighed in relief, feeling the replicated shotgun resting in its spot. With that secure, I led Ahshala back out and helped her down, before locking the gate once more.

The only one remaining behind was the speaker. He bowed softly and offered a smile. “If you head back to the front, there will be someone to take you direct to your rooms for the evening.”

“Thanks,” I offered as he turned and left.

After driving back to the front of the castle, I was then given directions from a footman who hung from the top step outside my window. The road for where they stored wagons was outside the main gate and around the back. The usual process was for important people to be dropped off and for the driver to leave. Our situation was a little different, and the man directed us into a spacious parking area. There were dozens of wagons and carriages parked up. Alongside were dozens more horses. I kept Deucie slow and quiet to avoid spooking them, but that didn’t stop all the messes.

I did my best, pulling up alongside the far wall away from the animals and shut off the engine before the footman climbed down. I thought about my options and decided to leave the shotgun. Coming armed into the castle seemed like a bad idea. If the king wanted to kill me, the shotgun wasn’t going to make that much harder. But if he were looking for an excuse, being armed would certainly give him that.

In the end, Ahshala and I linked arms and followed the man into what was essentially a servant’s quarters. To our surprise, he didn’t leave us with anyone else. He brought us straight through and into a wing off the main hall. We didn't stop, before climbing a staircase to the second level. He showed us to a room that was about the size of my apartment back on earth.

A massive bed in the middle, wardrobes along the wall and a bookcase on the other. The curtains had been thrown open and a faint breeze passed through the room.

“The king will eat with you this evening,” the man bowed. “A tailor will arrive shortly to take your measurements. You may wish to wait until after that, to bathe.”

I stared at the man in confusion as he swiftly left, before Ahshala gave a small giggle.

“This is crazy.” I shook my head.

“I’m as surprised as you are,” Ahshala smiled. “But if everything you’ve told me was the truth, it will make life easier.”

I sighed and nodded. “I’ve never lied to you, Ahshala,” I promised her.

“I trust you,” she smiled. “Even if I didn’t, you still have my contract.”

I rolled my eyes and took her hand. She swung up to my side, and I led her around the room. Behind the bed was a large bath, sectioned with a privacy screen. That screen was open to the balcony, where we had a view of some gardens. Nobles walked amongst them. Men in fancy coats, ladies in frilly dresses. Some of them were dressed plainly, in singular colors. Others looked like someone had vomited confetti on them. It was hard to tell what the predominant taste was in their choices. But then, things within the nobility were always a bit strange.

Brynadette dressed similarly to Ahshala, if just higher quality and better fitted. That was the standard I expected, and how I saw most women in this world dress. Whatever the colorful ones were, they were likely either young or troublemakers. Or maybe just eccentric. In either case, I hoped I wasn’t going to be around long enough to figure it out.

“Jacob,” Ahshala nudged me, and pointed downward.

I followed her arm and saw that she was pointing off towards a section mostly devoid of people. An older man sat on a bench, fanning himself with a stack of parchment. What had caught Ahshala’s eye, though, was Sir Herrond being carried over. He was being guarded by several men, all in the king’s colors. I shook my head slowly. Nobility got passes on things. That was something I had to get used to. Still, the two men met. They greeted each other strangely. There wasn’t any friendliness, but they were obviously familiar enough with one another.

What their relationship was, I didn’t know. Perhaps this was the uncle, or more likely someone representing some business venture. Whatever it was, I froze as they both turned at once and looked directly at me. I saw Sir Herrond glare hatefully, while the other man kept his expression neutral. They nodded at one another and Ahshala tugged me away from the railing. As I stepped back, there was a knock on the door, and I suddenly had a thought about whether it really was smart to have left my weapon in the truck.

Ahshala darted ahead, opening the door with a smile. On the other side was a middle-aged woman who eyed my Elf for a moment before smiling.

“Such a lovely canvas to work with today. I have something I can quickly tuck that would suit your complexion perfectly,” she chattered.

I followed in, catching the woman’s eye. She gave me a once over and smiled once more. “You’re about the same size as my dear husband. That makes this easy.”

The next hour was a whirlwind. Ahshala went first. Standing in her borrowed panties and nothing else, I watched as the woman took measurements. To my surprise, she even took out some color swatches and pressed it to Ahshala’s arms and breasts, making sure whatever she had planned would work. When it was my turn, I felt like an elk before a pride of lions.

Both women eyed me like a piece of meat as the tailor went about her business. I flinched when a warm hand cupped my balls. Ahshala smirked up at me, while the tailor measured down the inside of my leg.

“This underwear is fascinating,” the tailor gave the elastic a pluck. “What material is this that stretches so easily?”

“Jacob, perhaps we should bring a few things to the king?” Ahshala suggested.

“It would be my honor,” the tailor smiled. “Being the first to work with such a material would be a boon.”

“We’ll speak to him,” Ahshala promised, while I awkwardly gave myself a bit of space from the pair of women. I wasn’t afraid to be nude around a stranger, but this whole day had been a whirlwind of weird.

With the tailor done, Ahshala and I shed the last item of clothing we wore each and stepped into the bath. I looked at the strange handles and frowned. Ahshala did no such thing. She climbed into the tub and pulled the first. Steaming water gurgled out a moment later. She then pulled the other and I could only assume that cold water was being added. The water flowed far quicker than taps back home. I had to wonder exactly how it was done.

It was no time at all before the water was high enough for comfort. Ahshala pushed the handles back and shut off the water before giving me a smile. I joined her in the tub, appreciating the heat of the water.

“Sit down, my lord,” Ahshala smiled.

I shook my head, but did as she asked. I slid into the water and settled. Ahshala moved over and sat in my lap. I cupped her ass, and she opened her legs to mount me. Which was when someone burst into our room.

“SIR JACOB! Someone has vandalized your Deucie!”

Ahshala scrambled back as I stood up. A guard hung from the doorframe, huffing and wheezing in full armor. It was apparent that he had run the whole way, and seeing me in the buff, he gave a small bow.

“Please hurry, sir,” he stepped back from the room.

I scrambled into my clothing, ignoring the fact I was still wet. Ahshala was a moment behind, doing the same thing. We rushed from the room where the guard was waiting. He gave a small bow and led us back through the castle and down the stairs. A few guards were about, checking things and making patrols. Clearly, the king had been informed, and that was confirmed as I stepped outside. He was there, shaking his head at the man who was in charge of unloading the mushrooms.

“Jacob!” The king turned as he heard us coming. “There was a fire, and it drew the guards away. When they came back, a man was seen fleeing. My men didn’t know what it was he ran from until the guards checked all the carriages.”

“Did he take anything?” I asked as I came up.

The king frowned. “A box, and something long.”

“Fuck,” I froze, before rushing past them both.

I ran over to Deucie. I couldn’t see any damage as I approached. But it was the driver’s side against the wall. When I rushed around, I could see the broken glass. I climbed up, pulling the door open. The passenger side was still locked, so whoever it was hadn’t been here very long. My suspicions were confirmed a moment later as I checked behind the seat.

“Fuck,” I grunted again.

The Remington and a box of ammunition were gone. I straightened and saw the king walking around the front with Ahshala, some guards, and the worker.

I let out a sigh and climbed down. There was a chance that the king was responsible. It would be simple. Have it stolen, blame someone else and do as he wished. It wasn’t like I could do anything about it. I’d only discover it when his men started marching around with shotguns. By then, it would be too late. And yet… part of me doubted it. If I had the man’s measure right, he’d have simply ordered his men to take it. This cloak and dagger shit didn’t seem his style.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” the king remarked.

Ahshala’s eyes went wide as she guessed what was wrong. I grimaced and gave a small nod. “My weapon. It’s gone, along with a box of ammunition.”

The king froze for a second and nodded. “The weapon that Lady Farland mentioned in her letter. That she begged me to reconsider acquiring.”

“That weapon,” I nodded.

The king sighed, before turning to the worker. “Give me a reason.”

“My king, I didn’t know,” the man quailed. “He’s new, but he never gave me a reason to distrust him.”

“Wait,” I frowned. “You know who it was?”

“One of my workers is missing,” the man bowed. “From the description, it was him that damaged your Deucie and stole your weapon.”

“If he gets it to a replicator, you could have several of these in the wrong hands within days,” I told the king.

“Recall them, immediately,” he sighed. “I want all replicators in the city brought to the castle. Make an example of anyone who disagrees.”

“Yes, my king,” one of the guards rushed off.

“Now,” the king turned to me. “What can you tell me about your weapon?”

I rubbed my face and shook my head. “Imagine a crossbow,” I sighed. “But extremely loud and capable of blowing straight through a man in full armor.”

The king stared at me for a moment and shook his head. “That sounds like a terrifying weapon. How long does it take to reload?”

“In capable hands,” I grunted. “A second. It can fire five times before needing to be reloaded completely.”

The king muttered something under his breath that sounded like a curse. “I think, at this time. It is best if we go somewhere less vulnerable. If what you say is true, I would like to be somewhere that your weapon will not easily find us.”

“That’s…” I paused.

The king watched as I rushed around to the back of Deucie. The back was still locked. I let out a sigh of relief and climbed up to unlock the gate. Pushing it open, I went inside and straight to the shelf. I thought about it before reaching up. The king’s eyes went wide as I appeared a moment later, holding the replicated shotgun.

“I thought… You said it would never be replicated,” the king glared at me.

“I meant what I said,” I sighed. “Unfortunately, an unruly Elf took it upon herself to do this in secret. It… actually saved us from Herrond. Since this was in the back, I was able to reach it when he took us hostage.”

The king froze. “Herrond.”

“He knows how to operate it,” I sighed.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN


The king rushed ahead. Flanked by his men, Ahshala and I followed close behind. One of the guards had told me to keep my weapon down, and I did just that. Ahshala held a box of ammunition, passing me shells as I loaded my replicated Remington.

“Need a bandoleer or something,” I grunted, before spotting Ahshala’s questioning look. “Like a belt, but you wear it slung over your shoulder. It has a bunch of leather loops to hold more shells.”

She nodded and handed me the fifth shell. I cocked the shotgun, chambering the first round, before sliding the last shell into the magazine. We were led back into the throne room, where the King turned around and started issuing orders. I slowed beside Ahshala and looked around the room. This was the classic defensive position in case of a siege. But that wouldn’t do anything to stop a shooter. There were balconies above us, high windows and nearby roofs.

Those roofs weren’t what I’d expect a shooter to use. But they’d give access to the balconies if they didn’t want to take the stairs. I squinted into the darker corners, trying desperately to see if there wasn’t anyone hiding. The day was getting late, and the shadows had grown longer. Anywhere that didn’t have a lamp was cast in shadows and I felt like something was going to leap out at me.

Even as we waited, the first replicator arrived. Face bloodied, their eyes were unfocused as they were dragged in and set leaning against a wall. They were an Elf, but in an outfit far nicer than anything I’d seen Ahshala wear. I wondered about the possibility that replicators were all Elves. That didn’t matter though. Not yet, at least.

“Jacob!” the king snapped, to get my attention.

I turned to face the man as he approached. “Yes, my king?” I nodded politely, unsure of how else to address the man.

“You look like something’s on your mind,” he observed. “Is there anything you can suggest?”

I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. “Yes. This place is dangerous. My weapon is loud, but ranged, accurate and lethal. Someone could sneak over a roof, in through a window and sit on one of those balconies,” I gestured up around the room. “If they don’t care about their long-term survival…”

The king grimaced and looked around. “Alright, we’re leaving!” He shouted.

His men must have understood what he had ordered, because they suddenly lined up in a column formation. Their shields forward, with their hands on the hilts of their swords. A small group broke off to stand guard around the king. Who, to my surprise, gestured for Ahshala and I to follow.

“You know more about this weapon than I do,” he said. “You’re coming with me until the threat is over.”

“Got it,” I nodded. “Can I use my weapon?”

One of his guards, probably the one who warned us the first time, began to speak. “You may not raise your–”

“Enough,” the king silenced him. “This is not a normal emergency. Jacob, if you harm me, or my men, you and your lover will die.”

I swallowed nervously, but appreciated that he had referred to Ahshala in a way that didn’t suggest she was property. “That’s fair.”

The king nodded. “Let’s go!”

Guards closest to a door at the rear pressed forward. The first two worked in a team to kick the door open. The next two, with their shields up, charged through while the rest followed in a stream. Guards in a line, pressed in, and the king followed. Ahshala and I were only a step behind, wedged between the last two of his guards.

We came out into a hallway. It was enclosed on one side, with a series of windows on the other. As we hurried along, I could see that it led to the gardens. Those same gardens where I had seen Sir Herrond talking with another man. I grew uneasy, especially when I realized the front of the column was heading out a doorway into the open.

I did all I could. I took Ahshala’s hand and tugged her to my side as we followed behind the King. He took no notice of the surroundings as we exited. The sun was low, and the gardens were cast in shadows. The soldiers ahead of us were hurrying along, right down the pathway through the middle.

BANG!

I heard the shell as it flew overhead. The metallic thud as it struck the guard to my right came a moment before it detonated. The man was blown in half with a shower of gore. Still clutching Ahshala’s hand, I charged forward, tackling the king to the ground.

“GET DOWN!” I screamed. “GET BEHIND COVER!”

Yelling started all around us. One of the guards was bending over his dead comrade. The face beneath his helmet showed complete disbelief. Screams erupted and when I looked, I could see armored men charging into the garden. Another shot went off, and a nearby patch of ground exploded. Nobody was injured, but several of the king’s guards fell over in a panic.

“Jacob!” Ahshala’s voice broke over the chaos.

I turned and saw the expression on her face. She was terrified. Just like when Sir Herrond had taken her hostage. Truthfully, so was I. This went bad, so very quickly. The King’s men were capable warriors, but as a third shot rang out, several of them scrambled for cover. This was not something they had trained for, and not something they were easily dealing with.

I scrambled forward to a nearby raised garden bed. It wasn’t going to be enough to stop a shell if it detonated. Rather, I used it to obscure their view in all the chaos. The king, seeing me move, scrambled across the ground to join me as Ahshala pressed into my side.

“I need you to give me some space,” I warned her as a fourth shot rang out.

That was my chance. If Herrond had loaded without putting one in the chamber, he was going to have to stop for a moment. Which meant I had a moment of safety. Ahshala gave me some space, and the king watched me with wide eyes as I raised my weapon. Shifting upward into a crouch, I rested my elbow on my knee and checked the walls.

“Got you,” I snarled as I spotted him.

He was in a chair, beside two guards. Those guards looked horrified, but hadn’t moved away from the man. I could see even now that Herrond was fumbling around, trying to get shells into the magazine. I pointed my weapon towards him and took a deep breath. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a glint of steel and turned away at the last moment.

One of Herrond’s men had slipped past the king’s guards and was charging towards us. There wasn’t any time to think. I pointed and squeezed the trigger without hesitation. My round hit center mass. The shell didn’t detonate, but it didn’t need to as the man collapsed on himself. With a shot through the center of his chest, I’d likely blown his aorta and trachea out through his spine.

Which was when the ground beside me exploded. I jerked back, falling over myself. There were bits of dirt and rock in my eyes and I blinked it away with a curse.

“JACOB!” Ahshala screamed.

“I’m fine!” I yelled as I felt her hands.

She dragged me back towards cover. I snarled as I blinked and shook my head. “Water?”

“Water!” a voice echoed.

I felt something press into my hand and realized it was a skin. Ahshala reached over and I felt it shift, before water leaked over my arm. I grabbed the end and felt the spout before tipping it over my face. I blinked rapidly as the water poured. When I pulled the skin away, my eyes burned, but I could see. Herrond was frantically loading once more, and I realized he’d taken the shot while he could, without fully loading his stolen weapon.

With my eyes bleary, I cocked and raised my shotgun once more. Herrond could see me now, and he shouted an order. The two men with him began to move, only for my off center shot to take one in the hip. He screamed as he collapsed onto the second guard. That guard jerked back in shock with a spray of blood coating him. Herrond was covered just the same.

Cocking for my third shot, Herrond pointed his shotgun towards me. He was using the railing on the balcony like a rest. His eyes were wide and panicked. Mine likely were as well. I just wished I could see him better. Our shots went off in unison. His whistled over my left ear, close enough I felt a searing pain rip across the top of it. Mine was no better, striking the wall behind him. Only this time, the shell detonated, blowing a massive hole and showering Herrond with debris. The second guard, who was uninjured, chose that moment to run. The king’s men weren’t the only ones panicked by the violence of my weapons.

“JACOB!” the king roared.

I turned, seeing a trio of Herrond’s men picking their way through. One of the king’s men was on the ground, and Herrond’s man casually stabbed him in the chest. Another climbed to his feet and raised his shield, while two of the trio got into position to deal with him. The third noticed me watching, right before my shot took him in the face. His nose imploded as his skull jettisoned brain matter through the eye sockets of his helmet. The three men nearby all ducked for cover once more.

Around us, a pitched battle had sprung up. The king’s men and Herrond’s men were duking it out. In places I could see where Herrond’s were in the advantage, but the King’s men, now they weren’t being hounded by Herrond’s shots, were slowly gaining the upper hand. Which brought me back to Herrond. The old man was fumbling as he desperately tried to reload his weapon. Stuck out on the balcony, he wasn’t going far. I took aim once more and fired.

On a good day, I’d like to think I’d have hit him. But the shock of the situation, combined with the mess of my eyes. I was still a better shot than Herrond, but my aim was still out. The stone railing exploded as my round struck. Herrond yelled and dropped his weapon as he was showered with debris. The blast knocked him back, and he struck his head against the wall. I grinned to myself and looked around. Ahshala was huddled beside the King. He looked rattled, but that was slowly changing toward anger. Anger was good. It meant he was getting ahold of himself.

I crouched down beside my Elf. She pushed the box of shells towards me. I smiled and quickly started loading. I had two shells loaded and a third in my hand when I spotted trouble. Another breakthrough, with a pair of men charging towards me. I stood tall and brought up my shotgun. The first’s eyes went wide, and my shot took him in the shoulder. He screamed as he tumbled to the ground, while his companion snarled and charged.

I racked the second shot, but before I could fire it, he was on me. My assailant’s shoulder connected with my weapon, knocking it aside. His weight crashed into me, and I tumbled to the ground. His boots were studded, which I found out the hard way as he stamped on my arm as he went over the top of me. I rolled to give myself some room, but he came charging in. His boot wound back, and Ahshala tackled him from the side with a scream. She was unarmed, but that didn’t stop her from scratching at the eyeholes of his helmet. He reared back, pushing her away, even as she dragged him to the ground.

I reached for my weapon before climbing to my feet. Only when I raised it, she was in the way. I could see her pounding on his arm, even as he held her by the neck. His armor took the blows, and she was screaming angrily. I met the soldier’s eye, and he grinned as he plucked a knife from his belt. My blood ran cold, before the king, of all people, charged past. He tackled Ahshala from the side, knocking her free in the nick of time.

BANG!

Herrond’s soldier blew across the stone pavers in a shower of gore. Ahshala gaped at me, with wide eyes, as the king turned to face me. His smile told me he did as intended, and I realized I now owed the man a favor. With a snort, I turned back to the box of shells and started loading once more. Four in the magazine and one in the chamber. I stood and looked for Herrond. I didn’t see him at first.

Then he sat up.

Herrond was injured and bleeding from his face. He looked like he’d seen a ghost, with wide terrified eyes. He stuck his finger in his ear. Probably a ruptured eardrum if I wanted to guess. Still, he was alive, and that made him dangerous. I didn’t bother taking proper aim this time. I just raised my weapon and fired. The first shot hit the railing again, showering the man with debris. This must have been an original shell, since it didn’t detonate. The second shell that struck the wall above him did. The hole it left let me see a wash of flames, as if a lamp had tipped over and ignited.

I didn’t let that stop me. The third shot hit the wall again, closer this time. Herrond was howling, both in fear and in pain. My fourth shot struck the underside of the balcony and Herrond pitched over as he received the mother of all ass-kicking. Unfortunately, my fifth shot was used to protect one of the king’s men. He fell to a leg injury, and my shot took his assailant under the arm into his ribs. That was a sight that would leave neither of us, but it saved the man’s life.

“FIRE!” a shout cut through the air.

I groaned and turned to the balcony. Sure enough, there were flames spilling out from the holes in the wall I had shot. Herrond was nowhere to be seen, and I had to wonder if he was still up there or not.

“JACOB!”

I turned and saw the king. He was with Ahshala. Both looked battered, but unhurt in the grand scheme of things. The few members of Herrond’s men were being backed into corners. Which left us free to continue to wherever it was that the king was taking us.

With a sigh, I scooped up the box of shells. I handed them to Ahshala before pulling out a handful to reload and keep in my pockets. Several members of the king’s guard joined us as we set off once more. All pretense of their duties to check all doorways was gone. If there was a second surprise attack, it would have sprung during the firefight.

We marched on into an alcove at the back of the gardens. There was a water fountain. Made like a waterfall, it obscured an ornate mosaic of the king with a woman at his side. The guards didn’t hesitate to climb into the fountain and the king gestured for us to follow. Hidden by the pouring water was a small gap, just wide enough for a man in armor to squeeze in. The guards went first, followed by the king. I pushed Ahshala ahead and slipped in behind. The pounding water echoed around us, and I couldn’t hear a thing. Nor could I see anything before a torch ignited before us. The guards carried on and we followed behind into what could only be an escape tunnel.
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The smell of smoke still lingered in the air. The fire took all night to contain. Most of that wing of the castle had been destroyed. A few people had perished, most from the smoke and not being able to escape before they realized the severity of the blaze. One of those was Herrond. Trapped in the rubble of the partially collapsed wall. His heavily burnt corpse had been dragged free that morning. Ahshala and I had spent the last two days hiding at an inn. Though, hiding probably wasn’t as accurate as I’d hoped. When we came out of the tunnel into the cellar of the establishment, it turned out to be run by the king’s guard themselves. That sent the establishment into a frenzy and most of the guests were ejected.

Anyone looking for the king, and knew the nobility at all, would have immediately understood what had happened. Still, I didn’t bother arguing the fact. Ahshala and I were given our own room, where we ate a quick meal, bathed, and then fell asleep. Ahshala had nightmares, tossing and turning. I spent most of the night stroking her hair to keep her calm as she thrashed about. By morning, it was my turn to sleep, and Ahshala held me through my dreams of explosions, death and fire.

When we emerged from our room, we were told that the king had gone back to the castle. And we were to remain. Something the two of us took advantage of, reaffirming our love with the appropriate physical actions. Which must have been the right thing, because the two of us slept through the night in relative peace.

Until this morning, when a guard reiterated that we were expected to stay at the inn. However, with a guard, we were free to explore. Something that made me smile as I walked alongside a guard, who was twitching at the sound of Ahshala’s excited squeals as she spotted the next store she wanted to visit.

“In here next!” my Elf laughed as she pushed inside.

I looked at the guard and saw the man slump. “Are you guarding us in case we run or if we get attacked?” I asked.

He looked at me, but didn’t say a word. I sighed and gave a nod. “Look, if the king is just looking out for our safety, then how about you take a seat out the front? It must be heavy carrying around all that armor.”

The guard thought about it for a moment before looking me in the eye. “You’re not to leave the premises.”

“On my honor,” I smiled.

The guard grunted and gave a nod. “Thank you, sir.”

“No problem,” I smiled as I followed Ahshala into the store.

I was only partially truthful about the excuse I had to make him sit outside. It was true. The day was warm, and he was in a full set of armor. But the other thing on my mind included the raised eyebrow of the woman standing with Ahshala as I stepped inside.

“You can pay?” She asked.

“I can pay,” I nodded and gave my coin pouch a pat, making it clink audibly.

The woman brightened and took Ahshala by the arm. “Well, how about we start with what’s popular right now?”

I watched them go and shook my head as I turned around. The leather harness on the rack closest to me resembled something I’d wear when working with heights. The string of beads running around the crotch intrigued me, though, and I turned it over as I tried to work out exactly how someone would put it on.

“Ah, Sir Makerson?” the guard from out the front called through the front door. “A request?”

I strode through the store as I heard a frantic voice pipe up.

“A noble? I’m sorry, I don’t want to intrude. I’ll come back another time, I’m…”

I paused in the doorway as I spotted her. “Chyka?”

She jerked and turned. “Jacob?”

“What are you doing here?” I asked. “Ahshala was upset when we came back through Riverwort.”

“You know this Feelice, Sir?” the guard asked me.

“Oh,” I smiled. “Yes. What was it you wanted?”

“I was shopping, but when I tried to go in, your guard stopped me,” Chyka smiled awkwardly.

“If I am not accompanying you inside, this is the best I can offer,” the guard nodded. “But… I thought it best to check with you for singular instances.”

“Fair enough.” I nodded and held out my hand. “Come on, Ahshala will be happy to see you.”

Chyka smiled awkwardly as she took my hand and I brought her inside. Only to bump into Ahshala. She was wearing… part of an outfit. It looked like a modern day teddy lingerie. It hung from her shoulders, but the cups had been cut out, leaving her breasts entirely exposed. The lace was transparent and it only just covered her hips and ass. If there were panties to go with it, she wasn’t wearing them.

“CHYKA!” Ahshala squealed and rushed into the Feelice’s arms for a hug. “Come! Come! We should get matching outfits!”

The woman attending Ahshala was swept along for the ride, leaving me staring hungrily at the spot my semi-nude Elf had been standing moments before.

“Maybe I should sit outside then,” I grunted.

“There’s a chair!” Ahshala’s voice called from the back of the store. “I want you to pick your favorite colors!”

“Maybe not,” I smirked and moved further into the store.
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It was late. My belly was full, and it had been a long day of shopping and exploring. The guard had given up at one point. So we returned and got his replacement instead. That guard was now staying the night here, after facing the prospect of having to walk home. Chyka had stayed with us for a meal, and then a relatively tame bath. After which, Ahshala told me, with a wink, to wait for her while she said goodbye to Chyka. Apparently, she needed to get back to Riverwort and was leaving that night to make it.

I shifted slightly on the bed as I heard the door open, and frowned as not one, but two hooded figures stepped into the room. Ahshala let her hood down, and I let my eyes flick from her face to the hooded figure behind her. She, too, lowered her hood, and I blinked slowly at Chyka, who gave me a shy smile.

“Didn’t you have to leave?” I asked gently.

Chyka nodded slowly. “That was my original plan. But the word of a Sworn noble would be enough to placate my employer for tardiness.”

“My lord is wonderful and kind,” Ahshala grinned as she let the cloak slip down her shoulders.

“My lord is in need of a reward,” Chyka mimicked the tone as she did the same thing.

I stared at them both in shock. They weren’t wearing the lingerie they had modelled for me earlier. But the strange contraption of leather straps. It only hinted at covering their bodies. While showing everything. It wrapped tightly around the tops of their thighs, before crisscrossing up their stomachs like a strange corset. Then up to their shoulders, where they bound each woman’s breasts, before meeting around their neck like small collars. In fact, there was a metal ring installed.

Ahshala and Chyka exchanged a smile before they hurried over to the bed. Ahshala yanked the blanket free, letting my cock stand tall and proud. That was Chyka’s goal as she scrambled onto the bed and took me in her mouth.

“My lord gives me the greatest of gifts,” Ahshala whispered as she crawled up onto the bed beside the Feelice. “It’s only fair that I return those gifts.”

Chyka slipped her mouth free of my cock as Ahshala moved in to take me. Her mouth was softer and wetter than the Feelice’s, but lacked some of the texture. They were both wonderful in different ways. After a few long pulls, Ahshala pulled back and Chyka took over once more.

Back and forth they swapped, sometimes fighting over me with their mouths. It was all too much, and Chyka was the lucky recipient as I finally tipped over the edge. I held her by the ears as she purred in delight. Ahshala, not to miss out, cupped my balls and gently massaged them to get out every drop. I jerked and throbbed, filling Chyka’s mouth. The Feelice kept it all while purring deliciously. The look in her eye told me how much she appreciated her meal before she slowly pulled free.

Ahshala ducked in, cleaning the last dregs of my seed with her mouth. Before Chyka took her by the ear and pulled her free. Their lips met, and Ahshala moaned as they shared my load between them. My Elf appreciated the Feelice’s inclination to share and shoved her back. Chyka let out a giggle as Ahshala pushed her legs open and leaned down between them.

Chyka’s gasps filled the room as I leaned back to watch and rest. All I could see was Ahshala’s ass waving in the air, before one of Chyka’s legs kicked up. Ahshala giggled, and Chyka’s gasps turned into breathless moans.

That was enough for me, and I sat up to see what she was doing. Ahshala slid not one, but two fingers into Chyka’s little ass. Chyka mewled slowly, as Ahshala sucked firmly on her clit, while her pussy leaked down onto the bed. Rather than interrupt, I shifted around behind Ahshala. That string of beads rubbed gently through her folds as she rocked back and forth. Which was interesting, but ultimately in my way.

I hooked that string with my finger and pulled the beads free as I sat up behind her. My cock was still hard and only getting harder as I touched her opening. But only for a moment, as I heard a small grunt. Ahshala’s hand reached around and took my cock as she pulled away from Chyka’s pussy.

“Not there, my lord,” Ahshala raised my cock to her ass.

I grinned. “Someone was serious about me having two asses at once, I see.”

“OH!” Chyka shot up, before rolling over and crawling back underneath Ahshala. This time, she was facing me and staring up at my cock. “Okay, now go!”

“Jacob?” Ahshala caught my attention. “My safe word is banana.”

She gave me a smile before lowering her head down between Chyka’s legs once more. The Feelice gasped and took hold of my cock, keeping it in place, as she dragged Ahshala’s pussy down towards her awaiting mouth.

“What a life,” I chuckled, before slowly pushing in.

The End
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WORD FROM THE AUTHOR


Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

All the best

Monty
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From even the greatest heights, the mightiest may fall.

This has never been more true for Corvus the Crow than the death of Princess Vhola. Ambushed within their kingdom’s Life Dungeon, her father’s men were cut down without mercy. Corvus, seeing no option but to flee, before the princess’s soul becomes trapped within the dungeon for all time, is left reeling at the uncertainty of her ultimate fate.

The news of his failure forced the king to exile the world’s strongest warrior from his lands. And with the memory of that princess’s lips, he vows to return to the dungeon and ensure her soul is able to move on, no matter what.

Only the young woman awaiting his return is no mindless thrall. She is well spoken, articulate and rather demanding. Unable to cut her down as the dungeon spawn she truly is, Corvus is faced with a proposition.

Is it possible to live within a dungeon?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0CWD1BFL7
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Electricity restored? Check

Police firmly in line? Check

Powered criminals hired as lieutenants to hold sections of the city? Check

Things should be looking up for John, AKA Darksite. But with an AI acting more alive every day, human corpses piling up in strange places and a mad dictator threatening to destroy the city, for its own good... Well, no, they're still pretty good.

Good enough, that a certain trio of ladies have started asking why he'd ever want to surrender to the authorities at all? The crimes he'd comitted as a villain dwarfed in comparison to the lives he'd saved as their unlikely hero. Perhaps enough to even stage a minor revolt against The Agency.

After all, their headquarters is just... sitting there.

Contains more of the prior mentioned from book 1

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CSPN9DC3
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A succubus.

A Griffon.

A Neko

A Slime.

A Nightmare.

On their own, it sounds like a lot. And you'd be right. Calon is way over his head. Juggling the needs of his summons, against the needs of the farm, Calon has found himself in hot water.

Carted before the Brisbane Magistrate, it's up to Calon and his lovers to prove his innocence. Thankfully, he's made enough friends, that his guilt is brought into question. Rather than face the gallows, Calon is given an opportunity.

All he needs to do?

Is to summon someone familiar!

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CQGKBMDF
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He never expected to meet a goddess. Let alone in a dark alley after work. Left with a mortal wound, he takes the only available option, and wakes up in a fantastical world, with a fantastical new body. With a rather specific physical surprise.

The wilds are dangerous here. Monsters roam the trees, and civilization thrives behind protective walls. There, our hero finds the Mage's Guild, and a path towards healing magic.

Thrust into a day of horrific violence, our mage is struck by a crisis of conscience. A turning point to strike out on her own.

It's time for a new beginning.

Contains adult elements not suitable for children, involving a futa MC with a taste for attractive women and the occasional stat sheet.

https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0CPL6H1PM
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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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