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      It was a cold and stormy night... Not like I gave a shit, but that's hardly the point. The point is… I shuddered as quiet sobs managed to escape that I could not contain. For the first time…

      “Husband, maybe you should come inside?” Eila said softly as she moved to stand beside me as the rain lightened slightly.

      I sighed and rubbed the water from my face. Eila was kind enough to ignore my moment of weakness. “Every time I close my eyes, she’s there. I see his face as he threw the vial. Every time I close my eyes I’m too late to stop him, and I watch her die all over again.”

      “You can’t change what happened,” my first love and wife said, touching my arm.

      “It should have been me.”

      Eila didn’t respond as she leaned up against my side. We’d had this discussion before!

      Whilst I could never fault their logic, I always fell back on the same excuse. If I’d been out on that field alone, Chit would be alive and I wouldn’t spend my evenings picking weeds off the burial mound where she lay.

      “All that brings me peace is to come out here and water the flowers on her grave.” I really didn’t know the Orc’s did this kind of thing. Not that I needed to water anything tonight in this rain.

      “We all loved her, Frelser and you know damn well what she’d say if she could see you moping around like this.”

      I bit back a sharp remark as Eila turned and headed for the gate. She was right though! As much as I hated hearing it. If Chit was here watching me pine, she’d probably grab me by the ear and haul me back inside. But… It was that very woman I was pining over.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, pressing a kiss to my fingertips and gently brushing the burial mound.

      Turning away, I made my way through the rest of the mounds. Fresh flowers were laid on many of the grave sites. Chit was buried alongside all those who died in the two conflicts. We’d set aside a patch of land on the eastern side of town where the sun rose. Flowers were planted around and a plaque was installed commemorating the victims of the conflict. It was a beautiful resting place and I spent much of my time tending to it. At least tonight as I walked back into town, the rain hid my tears.

      I couldn’t dwell on it though. In the morning we were marching the surviving elf soldiers back to their keep. A skeleton force of soldiers had remained behind to keep everything in check. But most of the elfs still living within the walls were women. Eila assured me they wouldn’t cause any trouble. Their society had some pretty strict gender roles. Something I was looking forward to messing with.

      The town itself was mostly silent. The celebrations after the battle had finally ground to a halt. Not for the lack of trying, however. Five days of drunken gluttony and we were out of ale and most of the spirits. Trade hadn’t picked up yet as the nearest town took a few days to reach, depending on the tides and weather. Jonharren had given us schematics for sails to add to the barges that would cut down travel time on certain sections of the river. But he had left as soon as the alcohol dried up.

      Turning onto the main street towards my home, two figures blocked my way. Coming to a stop, I couldn’t meet the eyes of the taller of the two.

      “You need to stop,” Grah said in his calm, grumbling tone.

      I hadn’t actually spoken to him since I offered him Phaslo’s helmet. Marge had created a glass container to house it in before Grah had gifted it back to the town. It sat as a memento in the town hall where everyone could see it.

      “What would Chit say?” he demanded. I opened my mouth and closed it again. “I never took you for a coward,” he grunted.

      “I’m sorry,” I said softly.

      “Sorry?” he spat, before swinging his fist into the side of my head. “I DON’T WANT YOUR APOLOGY!”

      I grunted at the impact but stood my ground. “What do you want then?”

      “I want you to remember that Chit loved her sisters just as much as you did!” he snapped. “So if you’re going to spend every night moping around like a child, you’re bringing shame to my daughter’s memory!”

      Sighing, I looked up into Grah’s face. He held my gaze as I worked the tension from my jaw. “How do I move on from this?”

      Grah stepped forward and placed his hand on my shoulder. “You live. You love. You remember how she used to make you smile. Anything less and you hurt the memory of my daughter.”

      “He’s right,” Marge said softly, catching my attention. “Go home, love your wives, be the man we all love and respect. Forgive yourself.”

      I stood there as Marge and Grah headed back into Grah’s shop. It seemed they’d moved there together after converting Marge’s living space into more workshops. They were right… Chit really would be pissed at me for all this.

      It took me a few more minutes to arrive home and I pushed the door open. The fire was still burning, as all my wives were waiting for me. Eila and Ally were seated on the love-seat. Ita was brewing tea in the kitchen. Sessa and Hestha were hanging from a beam in the ceiling like a pair of bats. Mareridt, due to her size, was in my custom-made seat. Harri and Lonty were cuddling under a blanket, while seated on cushions by the fire.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, closing the door behind me.

      Ita set down the kettle and rushed into my arms. As her lips found mine, I felt a slight flow of power between us. Holding her tightly, I lifted her into my arms as she wrapped her legs around my waist. With a squeal of delight, she pulled away and smiled at me.

      “Please say you’re going to fuck me?”

      I just laughed and pulled her close. Of all my wives, she was the one who craved intimacy. She literally fed off it and while she could survive on kisses, making love was something she craved like a man in the desert craves water. As I held her closely, I felt warm bodies press against me and I smiled as my wives huddled around.

      “It’s late, Husband,” Eila said softly. “How about you go upstairs and fuck your succubus. Then we can all get some sleep for tomorrow.”

      One glance at the excited grin on Ita’s face told me exactly how my night was about to go. Even if we wouldn’t all fit in the bed at once, it was the main reason we were heading to the fort in the morning.
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      In the end, with the wounded, it had taken a little under a week to arrive. Most of the elfs were walking. They had little fight left in them after Phaslo’s helmet had been put on display. Their entire nation was currently at war with itself so as to determine the new king. So none bothered trying to escape, they would only be heading to more conflict. In the end, we managed to save a little under two-hundred of them from that battlefield. Of them, about three quarters could walk. Of the remaining, about half would walk again, the rest… Well…

      Eila didn’t have much hope for them. Not that she had much hope for any of them really. I wasn’t about to execute two-hundred elfs. But I wasn’t going to let potential murderers, torturers, and rapists go free. Therefore, I was very glad to see guards in familiar armor walking about the top of the walls as we approached.

      “Eila, what’s the name of this place?”

      “It hasn’t been named yet, as far as I know. That was supposed to be for Darjl when he took charge.”

      I nodded, “What… What about the town?”

      This time she giggled softly. “It doesn’t have a name either. Nobody bothered while it was on the edge of the wilds.”

      I sighed and gave another look around the surroundings. This spot reminded me of my home with the goblins. Outside of the small mountain cove, it was forests and small clearings for as far as the eye could see. The town was situated in an area where the trees started meeting the planes. You could see the mountains in the distance, but the area itself was quite flat and diverse animals roamed the area.

      “Well,” I sighed. “I suppose we need to fix that, especially if we’re going to hold onto this place.”

      Eila nodded. She and the rest of my wives were riding some of the captured pack horses from the elfin army. I, on the other hand, was riding Mareridt. I’d offered to walk the distance, but she’d insisted, saying the herd master needed to appear strong. She’d even insisted on getting a saddle made up. It wasn’t the best saddle and apparently, Grah was working on a better one. The rest of the horses were hauling the same carts the elfs arrived with.

      “Home,” Mareridt rumbled.

      “Home, what?”

      “The town, call it Home.”

      I thought about it a moment before turning to Eila, who was thinking. “Hjem, husband. In my tongue it would be Hjem.”

      “I like it,” Ita chirped from my other side.

      She was looking far more comfortable on the horse than when she started. The large animal made her nervous and she’d offered to fly. But even Sessa and Hestha took regular breaks on mine and the other’s shoulders. It had taken her a day to name the horse, ‘Parsnip,’ and from there she’d decided she quite liked the docile creature.

      “Alright, I’ll send a message back to Baz,” I said. “What about here? What do we call this place?”

      “Elfin Vakt,” Ally chirped.

      “Elfin Guard, that’s better than my idea,” Eila said with a smile.

      I nodded along. “Works for me.”

      We kept our pace as we filed in through the gatehouse. I could still see the scorch marks from the flames Eila and Ally used to burn away the defenders while I knocked down the portcullis. The portcullis for that matter was currently being reassembled back in... Hjem… It was going to take a while for the name to set in and feel natural. Regardless, I’d hoped it wouldn’t be long until it was brought back. Without it, it would be difficult to prevent anyone from taking Elfin Vakt by force. Not that it was a great concern for the time being. Coming into a familiar looking courtyard, I directed the troops to line up in the courtyard. There was no use postponing what was about to happen.

      “Get the others,” I sighed.

      Eila nodded grimly, before heading off in the direction of the dungeons. The majority of the skeleton force we’d left behind, were simply keeping the elfs under guard. Any deemed too old, feeble or frightened in the case of almost all the women were left in their rooms and homes. The rest were packed like sardines into the dungeons. With the soldiers at my back, we marched them into the courtyard where I’d been doused by Darjl months ago. My own soldiers helped disperse the group and had them sit on the ground. As they got comfortable, the elfs from the dungeons were brought up and sat in the warmth of the day.

      “Let’s get this over with.”

      Turning on my heel, I walked towards the keep and headed for the throne room. Eila and Ally quickly joined me after their visit to the soldiers in charge of the dungeons. Sessa and Hestha perched on my shoulders for the ride, while Ita, Mareridt, Harry and Lonty followed steadily behind. It was of course at that moment, I heard a fierce cry.

      Spinning on the spot, I saw an elf. He’d just come out of the dungeon from the looks of things. His hand was raised and I watched in horror as a spear of ice tore from his palm, flying straight towards us. Specifically… towards Eila. Eila had frozen in shock, seeing death approaching! I started moving, desperate to get between the ice and my first wife. Screaming in rage and horror, my eyes went wide, as Mareridt threw herself on Eila, knocking her to the ground. As the ice spear flew overhead, missing Eila by a hair’s breadth, I shifted my momentum towards the elf.

      His angry expression turned to surprise at missing his target, but as the elf prisoners scattered to keep out of my way, his face twisted in fear as I bore down on him. Slamming into him with my entire body, I lifted the elf, carrying him before me as I crashed into the main wall. Turning on the spot, I swung him overhead, hammering him into the ground with bone shattering force. I was barely conscious of his screams as I bent over his limp form. Sinking my teeth into the side of his ribs, I shook him violently from side to side, like a dog would shake a rabbit. A piece of flesh came free in my mouth and his body tumbled away. Scampering after it on all fours like a great ape, I saw him raise his hand, before a burst of flames engulfed me. The thought of it doing nothing barely registered in my rage controlled mind and I bit down hard on his hand. Pinning him to the ground with my knees and elbows, I made quick work, devouring all the soft flesh I could find.

      “Husband?” Eila called softly.

      Snapping my head up, I carried the long dead elf in my mouth. Eila had a look on her face I couldn’t describe, while the Elfin prisoners stared in horror. My other wives were at the ready, waiting for the next one to move. Dropping the elf on the ground, I stood up.

      “I’m sorry,” I said softly. “I just reacted… I… I can’t-”

      “And you won’t,” Eila said, stepping forward and cupping my face. “My big, strong brute of a husband will kill and eat anyone who threatens the people he loves.”

      Dropping to my knees, I leaned my head into her as tears rolled down my face.

      Never again…

      After my moment, I stood myself up and looked over the terrified prisoners. Deliberately stepping on the corpse, I headed back for the keep. Marching through the main doors, it was a different sight than the last time. There were no elfin guards and the throne had been removed. In its place was a large wooden bench, covered in oversized pillows. Striding up, Eila caught my arm. As I turned to face her, she summoned water and gently washed my front. The blood ran from my armour onto the stone floor. When the water started running clear, she switched to a small flame, combined it with a blast of wind to dry the excess. Refreshed, I gave her a small kiss and sat down on my makeshift throne.

      “Bring them in.”

      Eila nodded as the rest of my wives moved to the secured rooms in the keep. I watched as they moved into the throne room. Most of them were women. Most of those were young. They were terrified and refused to look up towards me. Instead they clung to one another in what I could assume was family groups. There were men in this group as well, but I noticed an absence of children. I wasn’t sure if that was by design, or if there simply weren’t any here, but it was for the best.

      “I love my wives,” I called firmly to the group. They stilled and began to listen. “I love my wives with all I have, and the idea of them being abused and hurt, by their own people no less, disturbs me. When I escaped, I took them with me, and your people, instead of letting us go, hunted us down and succeeded in killing a woman I loved very much.” I looked around the room at all their faces. The young women seemed to be clutching to my words, the few older seemed resigned to what I was about to say. But it was the men. Those cold blooded monsters looked at me like I was filth, for admitting I loved my wives. “You, along with all the men outside, will be judged by their loved ones. Ladies, move to one side, gentlemen, move to the other.”

      The few men stared in shock as my soldiers marched into the throne room and started shoving them back against the wall to my right. They were far more gentle with the ladies, moving them to my left.

      “No!” one of the young women screeched.

      I tensed, ready to move, and watched in confusion, as a group of three females rushed over and mobbed one of the younger men in the room. I thought they may have been attacking him, but as I watched, they started trying to shove my soldiers away. My soldiers thankfully didn't harm them, but turned their attention to me for instruction. I waved for them to move back and the young man had a pained expression on his face as he tried to reason with them.

      “My loves, please?!” he begged. “Do as he says, please!”

      “No!” the one who started it yelled, before glaring at me. She was young, younger than Eila and Ally. She had heterochromatic eyes, one green and one electric blue. She stared at me with an expression like she wanted to kill me. “I die with you!”

      “Alla,” the man tried again, but a slightly older, badly scarred elf hushed him with a firm kiss.

      “Together!” she begged loudly.

      “Together,” the third elf nodded as she summoned the smallest fireball I’d ever seen.

      With a smile, I stood and watched as the young man suddenly tried to shove them all back. But they fought against him, pressing tighter as I closed the distance between us.

      “What is your name?” I asked softly.

      “Raulum, my lord,” the young man tried to bow slightly. “Please, may I have a last request?”

      “Go on,” I nodded, wanting to see what happened.

      The young man swallowed, “Please spare my wives. They’re good housekeepers, so they can be useful to you. Please, don’t hurt them.”

      There was a series of hisses and scoffs from the other male elfs, and even a few gasps from the women. I was left staring at his implying expression and nodded slowly. His obvious relief only sold it further.

      “Ladies, would you be willing to die for-”

      The small fireball washed over my face, blinding me for an instant.

      “NO! Please!” Raulum screeched. As my vision cleared, he was frantically trying to get past two of his wives, to the third, who was frantically trying to build up a second, more powerful fireball.

      I laughed. A big, booming laugh. One that shook the walls and left everyone staring at me like I was insane. Here I was, my first attempt at righting the wrongs of this place, and I’d found the needle in the haystack, who wasn’t in the wrong. I had to take several deep breaths and wipe my eyes of the tears that formed. But I couldn’t help the grin as the woman still had her hands up to fight.

      “That settles that then.”

      “My lord, please?!” Raulum cried.

      “Raulum, you’re hired,” I grinned.

      He froze at that, as did the three women, “H-hired?”

      “What did you do here, before I killed Phaslo?” I asked, gritting my teeth at the name.

      “I was the chamberlain,” he said nervously. “M-my wives are household staff.”

      “And you love your wives?”

      Raulum seemed to try and lift himself up for a moment, before nodding. “With all my heart.”

      “Eila!” I called back to my politely smiling wife. “Double their pay, give them a proper room if they don’t have one.”

      “Very well husband,” Eila bowed politely. Usually I’d have said something, but I WAS technically holding court, so I made a mental note to give her a spanking later. “Faulun, I need to speak to you and your wives, if you’d like to-” She trailed off as she led the four very confused elfs out of the throne room.

      I turned back to the men, who had various degrees of greed to scepticism on their faces. One stepped forward with a smile. “My lord, I believe I can be of use,” he smiled. “I was chief adviser to the late king, and I offer my services to you as well.”

      I froze, hearing those words and nodded. “Very well, step forward.”

      The elf bowed deeply and strode right up. “Now, I suppose you’ll need me to point out my lovely wife?”

      “Please,” I nodded.

      “Marala?” He called sweetly. “Come here, my darling.”

      A small elf stepped forward nervously. “Y-yes, husband.”

      She shuffled over to him, getting more and more nervous as she got closer. Until finally, he threw an arm around her waist and pulled her close. I didn’t miss the grimace or the frightened squeak as he did so. “Now, you can see my wife loves me dearly, don’t you my darling?”

      “Yes husband,” she replied, a little too quickly to be natural.

      “Marala,” Ally called and stepped closer. I hadn’t even heard her approach, so I figured she was under the same impression I was. “Give me your hand.”

      Marala shuddered for a moment, but offered her hand as requested. Ally reached out and gently took her hand. She held it delicately for the briefest moment, before the small elf gasped and Ally stepped away. In her hand, was a small, sharp dagger.

      “What?” she squeaked.

      The man snatched for the blade, but Ally caught his arm and twisted it behind his back. He gasped in pain and cried out as the small elf woman stumbled back in terror.

      “What is this?” he cried. “She loves me! I’m all she has!”

      “Does he love you?” I asked the small, frightened elf. “Because you can be rid of him. I promise. You’ll be safe here.”

      She looked at me, to the knife, then to the man, who glared at her. “You owe me!” He grunted as Ally gave his arm a yank. “I kept you safe, remember? Remember!”

      The small woman trembled, “And you hurt me.”

      “That was the deal!” he hissed. “That was the deal we made. I keep you safe, and you keep me satisfied!”

      “But,” she shuddered softly. “Antoir…”

      Suddenly he looked very worried. “Marala, listen to me. I had no choice, you know that.”

      “You took her away, the only friend I had,” she squeaked. Turning her gaze to Frelser, she looked terrified, but nodded. “Thank you.”

      And with a screech she lunged. The tiny elf shot across the room, slamming the small dagger into the man’s chest. He cried out in pain, but Ally held him still as the small elf yanked the blade free. And like an old fairy tale about a mythical Roman Emperor from an old book I read, she repeatedly stabbed him over and over again. By the eighth stab he was already collapsing, but it was finally Ally, who dragged the small elf away. A series of shouts went up and I watched as all the men were suddenly pinned in place with ice. A clatter of steel on stone rang out as Ally, with Lonty and Harri had dumped several dozen knives on the floor. The men’s cries of anger turned to fear, as the sobbing, terrified women scrambled for blades and rushed in. I turned around and sat on the floor where Phaslo had died. Hell hath no fury, like a woman scorned.
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      It was odd… This bathing chamber was huge for just one man but Eila and Ally had insisted on filling it anyway. Sitting in the water, I wondered how Darry and Cara were doing. With the river accessible inside the town now, things were a little slower getting set up. The filling trough was raised and lighting a fire beneath it to heat the water was the only real difference. It was still cheap enough, as most people in town could not afford to bathe regularly and Darry was happy with his lot in life. Right here and now though, was a different matter.

      Eila and Ally were busy rinsing everyone off. The bloodshed in the throne room was intense, but as we moved outside it just got worse. The soldiers knew what was coming and put up a last ditch fight. A few of the women were injured, one of them almost fatally, but Ita had helped put her right. In the end, there were a great many grateful women in Elfin Vakt and only about half of the men. Most of them were young, but there was an older elf who ran the stables. Apparently he didn’t like dealing with people and didn’t have any wives. In the end, I offered him his job back and he left without a word to do it. The rest had been locked inside the barracks while we worked out what to do with them.

      As Eila got most of the blood off each of her sister wives, they slowly made their way over to join me. Sessa and Hestha were first. Their scales made it easy to give them a quick hosing as they hopped and flapped over to the bath. They found the stairs and simply sat on the top one. It was a good height and I smiled as they leaned on one another. The next was Mareridt. The big woman dropped into the water with a sigh, completely unbothered by her mountainous mammaries as they were held up by the water and hovered near her chin. Due to the water being magical in nature, I didn’t float in it, so I had to wade around the edges. She had no such worries as she moved to sit beside me.

      “This is nice,” she remarked in her deep voice. “There was never enough room for us both in the old tub.”

      I smiled and put an arm around her. She was the only one of all my wives who could look me in the eye as we spoke. Like Lonty and Harri, I hadn’t spent a night with her yet. The only one I had any real contact with since we left was Ita, who splashed into the water beside me.

      “Oh, this is nice,” she beamed, crawling into my lap. “It’s so deep, I can swim!”

      “Feel free,” I smiled and kissed her. The familiar passing of energy reminded me of how we came to meet.

      “We’ll join you!” said Lonty, smiling unashamedly as her blushing partner Harri followed behind. While a naked human woman looked much like an elf, Lonty was far more slender. Not in a, skinny or bony kind of way, but like a sphinx cat. Her fur was fine and covered her entirely except for two pink nipples that jutted from her breasts. Her crotch was also covered in slightly thicker fur and I wondered about the ‘softness’ comment Harri had made. They both moaned as they got into the water and paddled across to sit beside me. Before Lonty paused.

      “Is… Is this okay?”

      “It’s fine,” Eila called, holding Ally’s hand as they climbed into the water. “You three need to get comfortable with OUR husband,” she emphasised.

      With Ally on her heels, the two elfin beauties that started it all, got comfortable beside Mareridt, who slowly shifted to lean against me. Ita leaned up to collect another kiss, before slipping backward into the water. I watched with a smile as she lazily swam around under the surface. I’d never known she loved swimming until now.

      “Frelser?” Lonty asked softly.

      I turned to the fetz and smiled. “Husband, you mean?”

      The fur on her face mottled, telling me she was blushing. So I figured that was one less thing she was worried about. “Yes… Husband… I ummm…”

      “We just want to make sure,” Harri said quickly. “That… You’re okay with us…”

      I frowned, “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      “We’re an interspecies couple,” Lonty frowned slightly. “Some people don't like that…”

      I just glanced around at all my lovely wives and frowned, “That’d be a bit hypocritical, wouldn’t it?”

      Lonty shrugged, but it was Harri that spoke up. “It’s obvious Eila and Ally are lovers, but we weren’t sure if you were okay with that, because they were both elfs. We know you agreed to talk about it before, and it never really happened and now we’re here and…”

      “I love her,” Lonty smiled nervously. “We both want a husband. But I don’t want to lose her.”

      “Husband,” Sessa called softly. “Do I disgust you, when I allow Eila to pleasure me?”

      “NO!” I gasped loudly. “Ladies, if you’re worried about inter-species relationships, I’m in no position to talk, Chit can see auras and… and…” I froze…

      I said her name out loud, like she was still here. I slumped back against the rim of the bath and took a deep breath. Soft splashing and warm soft bodies heralded the arrival of my wives. Each of them snuggled against me for a time. Even Harri and Lonty had joined in. Sessa and Hestha were doing the best they could, folding their wings around us.

      “It’s okay,” Eila said softly. “She had such a gift, she’d be more annoyed if you forgot about it.”

      “I know,” I shuddered softly and tried my best to give each of them a squeeze, pat or kiss if they were close enough. Including Lonty, who’s facial fur mottled dramatically as my lips touched her own. “Now, I don’t want to hear about any more silliness around species. All I care about is that we love one another. Ally and Eila were a couple before they met me, Lonty and Harri are the same.”

      “And Hestha is subservient to me,” Sessa added with a nod. It sounded odd, but the smaller drarskk nodded in agreement, so I let it stand without comment. The weirdest thing here was me after all.

      “Should I find female companionship?” Mareridt asked softly.

      I turned my gaze on her, and only saw confusion, so I smiled gently. “That’s entirely up to you.”

      The big woman nodded softly, before carefully tilting her head, so as to not poke me with her horn. I took the hint and kissed her, before giving a small shake. My wives giggled collectively and slid back, before letting me relax.

      I must have drifted off for a while, as the bath was much cooler when I felt someone prod me from the side. Cracking open my eyes, the room was far dimmer as the ambient light had drifted into early evening. But beside me, still in the water was Mareridt.

      “Ally just told me they had a meal prepared.”

      “Thank you,” I told her, giving her a small kiss.

      The big woman smiled, before standing and helping me up as well. While she waded through the middle to the far side, I gripped the edge and made my way around. The thought of holding my breath while sinking to the bottom wasn’t appealing to me. But it didn’t take me that much longer to make it to the other side, where I climbed out without a problem. Mareridt was waiting with a towel, and before I took it, she started to dry me off herself.

      “You don’t-”

      “I want to,” she cut me off.

      So I just smiled dumbly and accepted as she ran the fabric over my body. The only part she seemed nervous of, was my cock, as she very delicately lifted and wiped it over. The warmth of her hands felt nice and as it swelled slightly, she let out a small sigh. But she moved further down, drying my legs. When she was finished, we moved out of the bathing chamber. Phaslo had his rooms as the entire upper floor. There was the bathing room, a dining room, study, lounge and the bedroom. It only had one set of stairs and they went down to a hidden spot on the floor below. Hidden as in, there were recesses in the wall and tapestries hung to hide them. The stairwell to go up was in the second one along. The only space above us from here was the roof itself.

      So with Mareridt at my side, we entered the bedroom, where someone had laid out some clothes. I dressed quickly and gave Mareridt a hand. She still wasn’t used to wearing clothing, but I had to admit, watching her put on a gown just made me want to take it off her again.

      “Later,” she mumbled, as if knowing the very thoughts I had… Or did she. Her eyes met mine and she smiled softly. So I dropped the subject, not wanting to know the answer to that particular question. Once dressed, we made our way to the dining room, where my wives were being served, by Marala, who froze at the sight of me.

      “M-my lord,” she squeaked and began to tremble.

      “Calm down,” I smiled reassuringly. “You’re safe here, I promise.”

      She smiled nervously whilst still trembling, but she nodded and continued placing dishes before my wives. I looked at the head of the table and frowned, seeing the small chairs.

      “Ladies, I think I’ll sit on the floor.”

      With Mareridt having the same opinion, we did just that and leaned against the wall for back support. Marala nervously made her way around the table setting things out. When she got to Mareridt and myself, she lifted two plates from her cart and turned to face us.

      Consequently, she misjudged her turn and stumbled, tipping one of the plates. With a squeak, she tried to correct, and dropped the other. The sudden loss of weight on one arm made her drop both and after two crashes, she stood there, with a horrified expression on her face.

      “I’m so sorry!” she screeched. Before anyone could react, the small, elfin woman threw herself on the floor. Sobbing hysterically, she scrabbled at the ruined meal, trying desperately to gather it all up. The whole time wailing, “I’m sorry!” over and over again.

      Within moments, there were streaks of red, leaking over the floor as she cut her hands on the broken plates. Still she didn’t stop until Mareridt physically pulled her into her arms. The small elfin woman struggled for a moment, before falling limply against the big woman’s chest. I watched the expression on Mareridt’s face and quietly got up. I made my way off the floor and headed down the stairs. There, I made my way to the ground level, before entering the throne room. Other than a few guards, it was otherwise silent. They all left me be as I found the stairs that would lead me to the roof.

      It was a long climb, and by the time I made it, the weather had shifted. Rain washed over the stone and I was thankful for the small alcove that protected the stairs from the elements. Stepping out into the downpour, a lightning bolt flashed in the distance. I made my way to the edge of the keep and looked down. There were small lights on the walls, which told me our guards were doing their jobs, but that was the least of my concerns right now. Today had been long, brutal and filled with more pain than I could ever imagine! More pain than I could ever forgive! More pain than I would ever allow again!

      Tilting my head back, I roared into the night sky. “Ahhhhh!” Feeling it build, I tensed my shoulders and tried again. “AHHHHH!” Heaving with breath, I let the emotions run through me. The pain, the anguish, the sorrow. Watching my home burn. Watching Darjl shoot me full of holes. Watching a troll bringing Ally towards his mouth. Watching… Watching Chit die.” Tilting my head back, I felt what I felt that night. The night I killed Phaslo and I let the whole world know it.

      “OooOOAHHHH!!!” I roared as the very air vibrated from the force.

      Collapsing onto the stone roof, I stared at my hands and wondered if all the pain was really worth it?

      “ARRRR!” A small voice rang out.

      “ARRRRRRGH!” Another joined.

      A chorus of war cries let loose. Some were shrill, some were sharp. Others were deep and booming. And I joined them all at the crescendo.

      “OooOOAHHHH!!!”

      I was still on the roof when Eila appeared beside me, holding what looked like an entire leg of lamb on a plate. “You need to stop standing in the rain!” she growled, grumpily.

      I pulled her close, as I took the leg. It smelled good and I wondered how it was prepared so quickly. But that didn’t matter, I was hungry. So I directed Eila back to the stairs, while I ate my meal. It was hot, salty and oh so very good. By the time we got back to our rooms, I simply placed the bone on a plate in the middle of the table, before Eila ushered me into the bathing room. We stripped off together and quickly dried, before heading back to the bedroom. I took Eila’s hand and started leading her to the bed, but she held back for a moment.

      “Eila?” I asked.

      She smiled, “Mareridt, she was hoping to have you to herself tonight. But she’s looking after Marala and while it’s been a long time since I’ve had you thrash me like a piece of meat, there are two others, who deserve a chance at you first.”

      My “Oh,” barely left my lips, when Lonty and Harri stepped into the room. Both wore lace panties and nothing else.

      “Now, you have fun,” Eila smiled. “I have a face to sit on, and some drarskk to torment.”

      I stared at the two ladies as they nervously approached, and realised how very naked I was.

      “I… Um… Ladies-”

      “Get on the bed,” Lonty purred softly.

      “Please?” Harri pouted cutely.

      They approached quickly and took both my hands. Then they simply walked me backward until the backs of my legs touched the fabric of the bed. With a couple of gentle tugs, I sat and both the ladies straddled my legs.

      “Now,” Lonty began rubbing herself back and forth. The fur between her legs shifted like silk and she began to purr. “We’ve been practising as best we can,” she moaned.

      “We've been with men before. But we’ve never been with a man, like you,” Harri continued, slowly rocking her own hips.

      “I still don’t get why you want to be with me,” I sighed softly, even as I ran my hands down both their spines. “Surely, two beautiful women could have found a man elsewhere?”

      “Why would we do that?” Harri smiled.

      “We found you!” Lonty agreed.

      I nodded. “So, there’s no changing your mind. This is definitely what you want?” The ladies smiled and nodded eagerly. So I smiled back. “I’ll be gentle, until I know you’re used to my size.”

      “Oh we’re look-urk!” Lonty choked out.

      I scooped them both into my arms, before standing and casually tossing them further onto the bed. They bounced and burst into giggles, before falling onto one another. I stared for a moment, barely registering the small checks they made to ensure they had my attention. I was too preoccupied with watching womanly flesh, one furred and one smooth, rubbing themselves together and leaving wet streaks on pretty thighs. With a low growl, both of them tensed as I shifted my bulk onto the bed to join them. With one hand, I pressed Lonty down on top of Harri, and with the other, I gripped her panties. They were a nice shade of blue and I hoped she had spares because I wasted no time in roughly tearing the fabric from her body.

      “Oh gods,” Lonty whimpered as she squirmed on top of Harri. “Oh gods Harri!”

      “You look so good,” I growled.

      That was the only warning she got, before I leaned down and ran my tongue from her clit, to her asshole. Her tail shot straight up and puffed out as she yowled in shock. Gripping her ass with both hands, I lifted her towards me. Her body quivered and shook and I could hear Harri giggling as Lonty made a series of small kitten-like meows. Her legs kicked uselessly as I kissed her labia gently. And with a small lick to test the waters, I pushed my tongue inside her.

      “Oh!” Lonty squeaked.

      “What’s he doing?” Harri asked with a giggle.

      I swirled my tongue around, tasting her insides. She didn’t taste like an elf, that much was obvious. What was also obvious was how tight she was inside. And I decided to take extra care not to hurt her later.

      “Oh,” Lonty purred as she trembled. “His tongue is long.”

      “How long?” Harri asked.

      I pressed my nose to her rosebud and slid the entire muscle into her. Lonty made a small ‘mew’ before her pussy leaked warm fluid into my mouth. I sucked at her labia, enjoying her flavour even as I licked around the opening to her cervix. Her tail, batted from side to side, brushing across the top of my head, but I held her firmly in place. As her orgasm peaked, I made sure to tense and roll my tongue, to milk her pleasure as much as possible. Her clawed feet kicked uselessly, occasionally batting my arms as I refused to let her go.

      As she started to come down from her high, I pulled my mouth away, letting my tongue drag itself from her body. I watched in aroused fascination as her furred labia gripped my retreating tongue and as the last of it’s length fell free, I laid Lonty to one side. She smiled deliriously as Harri pulled away from the kiss they shared, before the small human saw the look on my face. She blushed prettily as I looked her up and down. She was slender, but perky in the chest. More than elfs seemed to be and definitely more than Lonty. Her body is more curved and plush. She had a few small scars dotted in places that looked like knife wounds and I frowned.

      “A-am I not, to your liking?” She grimaced and started to cover herself.

      Swiftly, I placed my hand on her midsection, pinning her, while I stroked one of the larger, thicker scars on her side. “When did you get this?”

      She blinked, “A long time ago. Before all this. Before Lonty.”

      I nodded slowly. “If anyone puts their hands on either of you, ever again, I’ll tear off their limbs and eat them while they still live.”

      “We’re safe now,” Lonty purred into her lover's ear. “We don’t have to run anymore.”

      I watched them have their sweet moment. Later, I’d have to learn more about their past, but for now. Efs, drarskk and… part-orc, didn’t have pubic hair. But Harri had a layer of black fuzz that covered her pubis. It looked rather neat, like she trimmed it. I stroked it gently, getting some of her wetness on my fingers. It smelled different again from Lonty and the others. Taking the backs of her knees, I lifted them until Harri was pressed into the bed with Lonty kissing her gently.

      As I bent to devour her, she whimpered, “W-what are you-”

      “Sh-sh-sh,” Lonty whispered and kissed the side of Harri’s neck. “You’re going to love this.”

      I extended my tongue, part way and pressed it between her labia. Her hair was soft and fine, as it bristled against my face. Harri gasped as I explored the various shapes and grooves of her flower. I took my time exploring the bud of her clitoris and I watched as Lonty drove her to distraction with kisses and firm pinches to her human lover’s breasts. I had a pretty clear idea of who was dominant in this relationship, so I began to circle Harri’s opening with the tip of my tongue.

      “Do it… Husband,” Lonty growled softly.

      With a grin, I lowered my head and pressed. Harri’s soft gasp turned to a muffled moan as Lonty kissed her silent. Harri’s human pussy felt far more like an elfs than Lonty’s had. It was odd trying to describe it, but all I really wanted was to taste and feel more of them both. Sliding my tongue deeper, Harri’s moans turned to squeals, but Lonty refused to let her go. Sliding my tongue back and forth for a moment, I enjoyed the twitches around my tongue. But I wanted more. Pressing my face up against her mons, I pushed my tongue deep inside and licked around her cervix. Her whole body tensed and I looked up to see just her breasts as she arched her back. If not for me pinning her legs in place, she’d be thrashing those as well as I twisted and licked around the inside of her pussy. But I had my own problems.

      Pulling my face away, I watched the muscles of her pussy spasm over nothing. But it was the pained cries from Harri that got me going. Shuffling forward, I took the head of my cock and pressed it to her entrance. I moved firmly, but gently. Spearing her insides with my cock. She was tight, not as tight as Eila for her first time, but tight enough that I could practically count each bump within her smooth tunnel.

      “That looks like it feels good,” Lonty giggled.

      “It does,” Harri agreed with a whine. “Oh gods Lonty, it feels so good!”

      “Oh dearest,” Lonty smiled. “He’s not even halfway inside yet.”

      Harri whimpered softly and I took the hint and slid more of myself inside her. I stopped at the halfway point and started to back out. Pushing back inside, Harri let out a series of cute squeals. Lonty purred as her tail lashed from side to side, before lifting a leg over Harri’s face. She turned to face me and laid down atop her partner. I felt her soft hand take the base of my cock and she held it gently, as she started rocking her hips.

      “A little more husband. She can take it.”

      I grinned as I felt the small tug on my cock and increased the depth of my thrust. Harri’s muffled cries went completely ignored. After a few long thrusts, Lonty leaned down and licked gently at Harri’s clit. The human twitched around my cock and cried out again. But Lonty just rocked her hips and kept her lover quiet.

      “Let me taste it,” Lonty purred. With a grin, I pulled my cock out and presented it to the fetz. She stared at it a moment, as if unsure of what she expected. But she took the tip in her mouth and suckled for a few moments. “I’m sorry husband, I don’t think my mouth is big enough to do this properly.”

      “Just do what you want,” I smiled and reached for her head and gave it a stroke.

      She smiled and took the head of my cock in her lips and suckled gently. The firm pressure felt amazing. But as my fingers rubbed through her fur and reached the backs of her ears, she started purring louder than even before. The coarse vibrations through my cock made me gasp and I pulled away, leaving her pouting.

      “I was enjoying that,” she frowned cutely.

      “I was too,” I smiled and took a deep breath. “A little too much.”

      She blinked a few times, before smiling widely at me. “In that case, I have the perfect place to put it.”

      Gently taking my cock in her hand again, she steered me back to Harri’s pussy. I stared in lust as she used the head to massage over Harri’s clit, before drawing circles around her entrance. But as I felt her slot me into place, I slowly pushed in, much to Harri’s delighted moans.

      “Keep going,” Lonty purred. I did as she asked and pushed half my length inside her. But Lonty’s hand snaked around and gently gripped my balls. “Little more, she’s a big girl, she can take it.”

      Harri moaned pathetically at Lonty’s words, but I pressed on. With almost three quarters of my length now buried inside her, I paused. “That’s just about it.”

      “You hear that?” Lonty giggled. “He’s not all the way inside yet. You’re going to have to try harder.”

      I grit my teeth as Lonty’s hand, still gripping my balls, guided me back. When I slid out several inches, she reversed direction and pulled me back in. Harri’s silken walls clenched randomly throughout and she seemed to be trembling almost constantly.

      “Nice and slow, husband,” she set a pace to my thrusting. “Keep it nice and slow until she cums her little brain out.”

      Harri whimpered, but I grinned. Lonty and Harri obviously loved each other very much, so this little power play they had going on was extremely arousing. Doing as I was told, I pushed and pulled my cock slowly through her depths. After the third stroke, Lonty leaned down and began lapping at Harri’s clit. Harri responded with the sounds of choked squealing. But neither Lonty nor myself stopped. I was so close to cumming I wasn’t behaving rationally and Lonty was enjoying dinner and a show.

      “Just fill the little slut when you’re ready,” Lonty purred between licks.

      And like the straw that broke the camel's back, I came. Flooding Harri’s insides, she tensed and made a noise. Lonty just grinned and stroked Harri’s clit with two fingers while she watched my cock throb inside her lover. But I… I could see the faint blue that told me Harri was receiving my power… And honestly, I had no idea what that would mean for a human. Considering the orgasm milking spasms around my cock though, I put that in the ‘later’ basket. As the light faded and Harri finally relaxed, I pulled out of her, checking that as expected, there was no mess. Whatever I had just given her, she had absorbed it all, human or otherwise.

      “Awww,” Lonty pouted softly. “Eila said this would happen, but I didn’t quite believe her.”

      “Kitty wanted some cream?” I smirked, but the pout as she looked up at me told me that’s EXACTLY what she wanted. So with a smirk, I lifted her from Harri’s prone form and kissed her. The agile fetz wrapped her legs around me, mewling softly as I rocked back. Twisting, I laid down on my back, leaving Lonty staring down at me.

      “You need to be on top. I don’t want to hurt you,” I told her as I stroked the side of her head.

      She smiled and nuzzled into the affection and nodded, “I just hope I practised enough.”

      She got herself in position, squatting comfortably on my lap, with my cock trapped against my stomach, pinned beneath her. She rocked herself back and forth, enjoying the sensation of my human lubricated cock sliding through her labia. But with the fur mottling on her face, she lifted herself and raised my cock to her entrance.

      “Slowly now,” I warned her.

      She nodded and rocked her hips slowly. The head of my cock got wedged in place and I could feel immediately that this wasn’t going to be easy for her.

      “So big,” she whined softly.

      Rocking her hips slowly, she added a few small bounces. The head of my cock probed her gently and I could feel the muscle starting to relax.

      “Almost there,” I reassured her.

      “It’s so fucking big,” Lonty growled cutely. “I want it in me!”

      “Let me help,” Harri said, sitting up.

      The human slid up behind Lonty and started kissing the back of her neck. I watched the two gorgeous women enjoy one another above me. Lonty rocked and bounced her hips, while Harri gyrated behind her. The two of them moved in synchronisation. The small loving kisses up Lonty’s back, shoulders and neck had the fetz beaming in delight and purring madly.

      “I need your help,” Lonty whined softly.

      “My help?” Harri asked softly and kissed her neck again. “My big scary fetz needs help?”

      Lonty whined and bounced her hips a little harder, but she wasn’t quite there. “I want him in me, please?”

      Harri smiled and reached around to play with Lonty’s clit. Lonty for that matter hissed in pleasure at the contact and redoubled her efforts.

      “Are you sure?” Harri asked.

      “Mhm,” Lonty squeaked softly. “He’s so much bigger than a fetz… I-I just w-want it over with, but I’m nervous.”

      “Hmmm,” Harri nuzzled her neck. “On three then?”

      “Mmmm yessss,” Lonty mrowed softly.

      “One,” Harri kissed her, as Lonty began to tremble. “Two,” Harri continued. And before she said three, Harri suddenly pulled Lonty down.

      The fetz gasped and tensed her whole body for a moment as she let out a silent scream. I could feel the iron grip of her pussy holding my cock like a vice and the whole time Harri continued masturbating Lonty’s clit.

      “Oh! GODS!” Lonty cried out, before breathing hard like she’d run a marathon.

      “You’re okay,” Harri ran her other hand through Lonty’s fur. “I know it hurts, but this is what you wanted, right?”

      “Uh huh,” Lonty moaned. “It’s a good hurt.”

      “We can stop,” I offered, worried about the direction this had all taken.

      “NO!” Lonty yowled. “No, I want this. It hurts, but… It always hurts for us. Fetz have spines on their dicks, yours is so lovely and smooth.” She opened her eyes even as tears were trapped in her fur. “Please keep rubbing me,” she whimpered.

      Harri just smiled and nuzzled her lover as Lonty began rolling her hips again. The vice-like sensation of her pussy shifted slightly over my cock. But the sharp grimace on her face shifted to a dull smile as Harri continued her massage. I held nice and still, not wanting to hurt her, but I felt as Harri slowly pulled Lonty further down my cock. Pretty soon, Lonty was gasping and twitching, with just barely half my cock inside her. Harri’s hands roamed about, kneading Lonty’s body all over. Lonty for that matter still shifted slowly, but no longer looked like she was in any pain. Her pussy leaked copious amounts of fluid that left my entire crotch glistening, despite only half my length inside her.

      “I’m gonna cum,” she bit her lip.

      I felt a hand grab my cock and I glanced down to see Harri begin to massage the part of me still open to the air. I grit my teeth, even as Lonty began to bounce on her own, almost desperately trying to get more of me inside herself. Harri smiled sexily as she rubbed my slowly diminishing exposed flesh and I felt my own pleasure bubbling up from beneath.

      “Harri, when I start cumming, I’m going to stop. I want you to keep moving me.”

      And then she started. Her vice-like tunnel clenched even tighter if that were possible. It was almost painful for me, but Lonty’s eyes rolled into her skull and she started to fall limp. Harri, quickly releasing my cock, pulled Lonty back against her chest, before taking Lonty’s hips and grinding them back and forth on my cock. The sight of Lonty lost to her own pleasure, while her lover used her limp form to pleasure me was too much. I found my own end, firing my seed deep inside the fetz. And like all the women before, her body convulsed and her eyes lit up electric blue. Harri must have been expecting it, because if anything she sped up. The crushing tunnel that was Lonty’s pussy practically sucked my orgasm dry and I was left panting even while still trapped inside the orgasming fetz.

      As her eyes began to dim, I reached up and took her in my arms. Making sure I also had Harri, I pulled them both down to lay over my chest while Lonty recovered. Harri just beamed and snuggled against the two of us, but it took Lonty far longer to recover. The first sign of life was a long sigh. The second a groan and then.

      “Oh gods, you’re still hard,” she whimpered. “I don’t know if I can go again.”

      I smiled, feeling her muscles tremble slightly over my still hard cock. “This is why I have so many wonderful wives.”

      Lonty smiled, Harri giggled and the bed shifted as the rest of them made to join us. Lonty may have been sore, but after Eila had everyone all excited… well… A succubus has needs, and tonight, it seemed there was more than one.
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      A duet of terrible shrieks was by no means a comfortable way to wake. Launching myself off the bed, I caught a quick glimpse of Sessa and Hestha as they dived headfirst out the open window at the far end of the room. The two of them swiftly vanished as the sounds of more shrieking rang out. I gripped the windowsill and leaned out in the early morning light. I could see three shapes whirling around above. It seemed Hestha was going up against another drarskk while Sessa was waiting to see which of them came out on top.

      “Husband?”

      I turned back into the room. It was Lonty that had spoken, but the others were awake and staring. Before I could speak, the doors burst open and Mareridt came charging in, completely nude. She skidded to a stop.

      “What is that noise?” she asked, clearly agitated.

      “A new wife,” Eila said with a giggle.

      I just rolled my eyes, “It’s a drarskk thing. Apparently I have a scent that attracts them.”

      Before I could continue, a thud caught my attention. Turning, Hestha, was heaving great lungfuls of air. She had a large cut across her chest and gripped the windowsill with three sets of claws. The fourth, was around the neck of a still struggling drarskk. This one was a lovely blue-grey in colour with jet black horns. Hestha snarled, tipping forward and fell to the ground with a thump. The new drarskk took this moment to scramble free and take to the wing. As she lifted into the air, Hestha sprung after her and I along with everyone dived for cover as the two drarskk tore through the confines of the room.

      A snarl caught my attention and I turned to see Sessa ready to pounce from a spot on the windowsill. She seemed to have locked her eyes on the fight and was waiting to see who came off as the winner. Hestha let out a loud shriek, falling onto the floor. I grimaced, seeing another long gash, this time, opening up the membrane of one of her wings but she had the new drarskk in her jaws, biting down into the side of her neck.

      “Husband, it has been decided,” Sessa snarled softly.

      With a sigh, I got up and approached the pair. The new female was still growling and struggling, but her legs fell open and I could see, just as Sessa and Hestha had been, she was quite ready for me. Unlike my first time with Hestha though, this drarskk refused to stop fighting. Even with Hestha’s teeth digging into her throat, she still struggled and kicked out towards me with her talons.

      “Let me help,” Ally purred.

      It was only then, I realised that I was completely naked, like everyone else. Ally wasted no time, getting to her knees and taking the head of my cock in her mouth. Sucking firmly, she bobbed her head and stared up at me with the most innocent expression she could muster. As I stared down at the wide eyed elf, I firmed up rapidly. She let my cock go with a small ‘pop’ sound, before kissing it right on the head.

      “I’m so confused,” Harri mumbled.

      I shrugged. “I have to take her as a wife, or I have to kill her.” Getting to my knees, I frowned at the newcomer even as she snarled at me. Hestha had gone limp when Sessa had gotten around her throat. This one still had plenty of fight left in her, despite being in the same position.

      “Why can’t you just, let her go?” Mareridt asked as she watched me intently. “Why do this?”

      “It’s their way, sister,” Eila spoke up. “His scent attracts them, and they will try to kill him. There are only two outcomes. Either they mate, or one dies.”

      “I see,” the large woman frowned. “Husband, I don’t think you should kill her, she may be useful.”

      I snorted softly as I held my cock towards the small drarskk. “I don’t plan to. But it might be an idea to see if we can find something to hide my scent.”

      The small drarskk lashed out at me, but I caught her ankle and pinned it down. Her other foot slammed into my wrist, but I ignored the stab of pain and pinned that one too. Hestha caught her arms and pinned those in place, leaving the blue drarskk to shriek defiantly at me as I pressed my cock to her entrance. Despite her obvious outrage, her hips rose to press my cock further inside. So I wasted no time and slowly pushed my cock inside her. Like Sessa and Hestha, she was warm, wet and slick. When the head of my cock touched her egg chamber, I gave a short shove and I felt the muscle slip over the head of my cock, trapping it in place.

      Hestha released her jaws and the newcomer sniffed and whimpered softly. Still impaled on my cock, a pair of tears rolled down her cheeks and I reached for her. I intended to pull her off my cock, but she clung desperately to my arm instead.

      “Did I do good?” she asked in a small voice.

      “You did very good,” Hestha smiled, leaning over the new drarskk.

      “Yes,” Sessa agreed. “You almost beat her. You will make our family strong.”

      “Th-thank you,” the drarskk trembled.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      “Mhm,” she nodded, even as more tears rolled down her cheeks. “I was so scared. But mama said to keep fighting, no matter what.”

      “Wise woman,” Sessa nodded. “Husband, you must seed her now.”

      With a nod, I shifted on the stone floor and made a few experimental thrusts. The new Drarskk’s eyes rolled into her head and she gasped softly, but it was a killer on my knees. Rocking back, she kept a hold of my arm and I slowly got to my feet, with the drarskk still impaled to the core on my cock.

      “Tell me if I hurt you.”

      She let out a small chirp, but otherwise didn’t respond. I shifted my grip slightly and took hold of her body in my large hand. I then slid her up, and pulled her back down. It was a similar technique to when I used Ally or one of the others like a toy. But this small Drarskk made it comically easy. And it seemed from the delighted squeal, she loved it as much as Ally did. Sliding her up and down on my cock, I essentially masturbated with her. The whole time she chirped and cried out only falling silent as her pussy clenched in orgasm over my cock. With each climax I got closer and closer to my own end.

      “That’s fucking hot,” Lonty purred, grabbing Harri.

      I watched as Lonty pinned her human lover to the bed, before bending and lapping between her legs. It set off a chain reaction with Eila demanding Ally’s attention and even Hestha and Sessa were touching and kissing one another from a spot on the floor. The big surprise was Ita and Mareridt. The small succubus, after quickly sealing up Hestha’s cuts, had literally climbed the unicorn and they were deep in a kiss as Ita rubbed herself on Mareridt’s firm stomach.

      With all the visual stimulation going on around me, the auditory stimulation from the new drarskk’s chirps and the tight throbbing of her own, repeated orgasms. I lost the battle and started to fill her. Her small body shuddered as her eyes lit up and she shrieked like I was killing her. But her arms only got tighter as I slowly fucked my seed into her. When I was finally spent, I slowly pulled the drarskk of my cock. But she still clung tightly to my arm. Lifting her to my chest, She immediately snuggled in against me.

      Sessa was harsh, unyielding. Hestha was softer, but shy and slightly aloof. This one on the other hand, crooned and chirped as she nuzzled against me.

      “Sassarna,” Hestha chirped.

      “It is a good, strong name,” Sessa agreed.

      I glanced at them both, they were intertwined on the floor, but watched me with our latest addition. “Sassarna,” I whispered. “Such a pretty name, for a pretty drarskk.”

      “Mmmm,” she chirped softly and wriggled in delight. “You think I’m pretty?”

      I snorted, “Very pretty.”

      “Suck up,” Eila snorted.

      The rest of my wives laughed, even as they writhed against one another in whatever way they saw fit.
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        * * *

      

      “Goblins,” Eila said softly, while I read through a list of supplies.

      “What about them?” I asked.

      “I was trying to work out why you’d never come across a drarskk before. Goblins.”

      I frowned and put down the papers. “You think their scent hid mine?”

      She nodded, “Think about it. You lived with them for years. Then we found Hjem, while they were being attacked by goblins. You’ve never had any real length of time away from them.”

      Leaning back, I thought for a moment, “Should we offer for a clan to move into the area?”

      Eila’s face dropped slightly. “I’m… Not sure. Goblins are… Capricious.”

      I snorted and nodded, “They’re angry and stupid you mean.”

      This time Eila laughed. I turned back to the paperwork and scanned through the rest of the list. Right at the bottom was something that made me pause.

      “Eila, what is unicorn blood used for?”

      She paused, before frowning. “Lots of things husband… But it’s… Wrong… Why?”

      I frowned at the amount written down. “What was his name, the chamberlain?”

      “Raulum,” Eila offered.

      Nodding, “Can you find him. I’d like to see this for myself.”

      Twenty minutes later, Raulum opened a rather heavy door beneath the keep and bowed for me to enter. The man was rigid and exact in his movements. I figured it was somewhere between his professional stature, and his utter terror of me, despite my willingness to keep him and his wives on as workers. He was one of the few who survived the women’s wrath, and of them, one of the few not still locked up. But I offered him a word of thanks as I stepped inside, and froze.

      Before me was a pair of large barrels. They looked like the type that wine was aged in which I could see, despite the lack of torches or windows in this room. From the glowing light I noticed glass vials that had been pre-filled and stacked beside them.

      “Oh gods no,” Eila gasped.

      Stepping up, I picked up a small vial and examined it clearly. There was no doubt at all what it was. I could still picture the look on Honej’s face when he threw one just like it. I could still see the terror and pain on Chit’s face as she scrambled to escape him. Gripping the vial slowly, I turned and saw Eila with tears rolling down her cheeks.

      “We need to speak with Mareridt.” Turning, I stormed out the door pausing as Raulum bowed and trembled in fear. “If there’s any more of this anywhere, please bring it all here.”

      “Yes m-my lord,” he trembled and bowed lower.

      With Eila on my heels, I went looking for Mareridt. A passing guard told me she was in the courtyard and I changed directions at the stairs to our living quarters. Heading outside instead, I frowned. She was in her nightmare shape, with Marala perched on her back. The small elf woman laughed happily as Mareridt trotted around in circles. That was right up until she spotted me coming and froze in place.

      “Marala?” Mareridt called, turning on the spot. As I came into view, she relaxed. “Say hello, pet.”

      “H-hello,” Marala squeaked as she trembled atop the nightmare.

      “Good morning,” I strained a smile. “I hope you’re feeling more comfortable.”

      “Yes m-my lord,” she nodded quickly enough, I realised it was an automatic response, not a genuine one.

      “Mareridt, I need to speak with you,” I told the pair. The tone of my voice must have spoken volumes, as she nodded quickly.

      “Hop down, pet,” she said softly. “Go take a walk among the flowers, I’ll find you when I can.”

      “Yes mistress,” Marala said quickly, before dismounting and all but outright fled from my sight.

      “Mistress?” I asked as Mareridt shifted back to her humanoid form.

      I blinked as she stepped closer and pressed her naked chest into my own and I spotted several guards immediately turn and face other directions. I made a mental note to make sure rewards were set out where necessary.

      “Yes,” Mareridt frowned softly. “After last night’s… incident. She and I spoke a great deal. She feels lost, without a steady authority figure in her life. I would have preferred that to be you, but… She’s terrified of you.”

      “I just didn’t expect you to take a partner so quickly,” I shrugged.

      “You’re my partner,” the big woman corrected. “She is… more like a pet.”

      “I’ll have to take your word for it,” I smiled. “If she won’t talk to me, I can’t help her. But so long as she’s looked after and is happy, I have no complaints.”

      “Good,” Mareridt smiled. “Because she will be sharing my bed for the foreseeable future, and I am getting tired of waiting for my husband to perform his duties.”

      Smirking, I looked the large woman in the eyes. Of all my wives, she was the only one who could manage it, without having to look up. And with her calm, steady gaze, I leaned in and kissed her softly. The big woman smiled and kissed back, before pulling away.

      “Now, husband,” she smiled. “What did you need to speak to me about.”

      As I pushed the door open, this time without Raulum, Mareridt sighed softly. “This… Is monstrous.”

      I nodded, not knowing how to respond to that statement. It was true of course, but simply repeating what she said felt redundant.

      “What would you like to do with it?” I asked her.

      “Me?” she frowned and turned to face me. “Why me?”

      I reached up and stroked her face, seeing a certain anger buried within. “This is the blood of your people. Is there something you wish for me to do with it?”

      The big woman sighed and leaned into my touch. “You won’t create more?”

      “Never,” I replied immediately.

      Mareridt nodded, “It’s creation is monstrous. But its existence cannot be ruled out. You have seen the power of just a small amount. Keep it until we have use of it.”

      She turned and stepped around me as she left. I stood and watched the blue fluid for a time, before following after her. Closing the door behind me, I made my way up to the surface. But before I arrived a runner found me. It was one of the light guards, this one a skinny human man.

      “My lord, you are needed in the throne room,” he said, huffing from his dash down the stairs.

      “What is it?” I asked, gesturing for him to start moving.

      “There is a delegation approaching the walls, under a white flag.”

      Frowning, I pushed past the guard and started to rush. Bursting into the throne room, I headed for the gate, but was promptly stopped by Eila, who darted out before me.

      “There’s a delegation coming, I need to-”

      “Stay here!” She snapped quickly. “You’re the lord of these lands. You don’t greet delegations, they greet you.”

      I stared at her for a moment, before sighing, “Alright, we do this your way then.”

      Eila smiled, “I love that you listen to me.”

      I chuckled and bent to kiss her. It had been a long and painful week and I found myself craving her as her lips brushed against my own. But with a smile, she pushed me away.

      “You need your armour, and a throne.”

      With a last kiss, she scurried off, leaving me in the throne room with several guards. It wasn’t long before the sound of armoured boots approached and a guard with Ita and Ally on their heels came in with my armour carried between the three of them. The guard was then delegated the responsibility of holding items as Ita and Ally strapped me in. As they finished, Eila darted into the room holding what looked like the tablecloth from our dining room. She rushed up to the raised section where Phaslo’s throne had been and I watched as she began to summon stone. At first it rose up like a great tower, but she began to give it shape. Pushing and prodding it until the block eventually became a simple, but large chair. Furthermore, to ensure my touching it wouldn’t damage it, she threw the cloth over the top and tidied it up. It was somewhat strange but would work and it was perfect timing, as a horn blew from outside.

      “Quickly!” Eila rushed over to help get the last couple ties in place.

      “Here,” Ita offered me my helmet and held my shield, as Eila and Ally tied on my sword.

      “Thank you my loves,” I smiled at them.

      “Husband!” Sessa cried, swooping in through the main doors. She landed on my shoulder, as Hestha swooped in and perched opposite her. Sassarna was right behind her and quickly took to circling the large room. “Husband, there are humans!” she hissed.

      “I know,” I reached up and gently stroked her muscular leg. “We’re waiting here for them.”

      “What if they wish us harm,” Sessa growled.

      I shrugged, jostling the pair of them. “Then we kill them.”

      I couldn’t see her face where she was perched, but I could imagine her toothy grin. Taking my helmet and shield from Ita, who demanded a kiss in return for letting go, I made my way to the throne.

      “Careful husband,” Eila cautioned.

      I nodded and tapped the fabric with my finger. It stayed solid, so I pressed my hand into it. When it still failed to dispel like magical items did when they touched me, I turned and sat. Sessa took the opportunity to leap to the top of the throne and perched herself above everyone else. Hestha remained on my shoulder, while Sassarna swooped down and landed at my feet. Despite her stoic expression and permanent scowl, I did notice she seemed to press herself to my leg. My impression of their species was ever changing.

      Eila stood directly to my left, with Ally and Ita beside her. Mareridt came in with Lonty and Harri. She was straightening out a gown she wore and moved to stand on my right, beside the lovers. With everyone present, the sound of approaching bootsteps brought our attention to the main doors. Captain Baz led a small delegation. It was a pair of human men, both in ceremonial armour. And they both slowed when they saw me sitting at the throne.

      “You are not Phaslo,” one of the men called, stopping half way through the room with his companion.

      “No,” I shook my head. “But I am the lord of these lands. What can I do for you?”

      The men seemed uncomfortable for a moment, “How is it that King Phaslo left you as lord of this place, without speaking of our deal?”

      “That would be because Phaslo is dead,” I growled.

      Both men froze in place, before they bowed politely. “My lord,” the second man spoke up. “My lord, forgive us for our impertinence. We meant no offence.”

      Inwardly I groaned. I just wanted this over with. “None was taken. I suppose it would be best for you to start at the top.”

      “That… May be difficult, my lord,” The first man spoke again. “We were here to negotiate a treaty with Phaslo. Since he is dead, we will need to renegotiate.”

      “What did Phaslo want with humans?” I asked.

      “Very little,” the man admitted. “We offered a non aggression pact with the city of Kunnskap, the seat of power for the land on your border. In return, Phaslo sent us certain… Resources.”

      “Such as?” I asked.

      “Creatures of all sorts, female elf slaves and refined unicorn blood.”

      I trembled slightly, so slightly the two men didn’t even notice, but Eila did, resting her palm on my shoulder.

      “These… Terms…” I grit my teeth. “They are unacceptable.”

      “My lord?” The second, quieter man stepped forward. “My lord, do not be so hasty. The city of Kunnskap is known for our mages. Many famous mages over the centuries have tutored and been tutored within our walls.”

      I froze, remembering all those years ago, the painful experiments performed on me in an underground room. The city I escaped from was large and I ran aimlessly through the forest for weeks before I finally found the goblins. Then with Gentar, Ita and Phaslo’s unending pursuit of us…

      “Henry the Just,” I said without thinking.

      Both men frowned and shifted uncomfortably. “My lord, he is not remembered fondly,” the quiet one said.

      I nodded, imagining the death knell of my time. The anger slowly roiled beneath my skin and I took a deep breath. “My lands are my own. You will have to find something else to bargain with.”

      The two men looked decidedly uncomfortable for a time, before the first speaker cleared his throat. “My lord, with all due respect-”

      “I will not provide you slaves, creatures or blood,” I snarled. “I am willing to negotiate for a peaceful border. But those are things I am not willing to negotiate one.”

      “I warn you, this may lead to war,” the quiet man said softly.

      I spat at his feet. “If you are willing to fight a war over slavery, I will meet you on the battlefield.”

      “My lord, think through this rationally. We have enough mages-”

      I lost my patience. Bursting out of my chair, Hestha took to the wing, while Sassarna leaped aside. The main speaker of the men didn’t react at all as I grabbed him by the head. Lifting him off the ground, his legs kicked uselessly in the air. Pulling him towards myself, I rolled my shoulder, before hurling him bodily across the room. Only now in flight did he cry out, before the sickening crunch of his body slamming into the ground. He rolled a few times, before letting out a long, pained groan. Turning my attention back to the quieter of the two men, he trembled in place, but remained silent.

      “Leave my lands,” I waved a hand to dismiss him.

      The man, without a look back, ran to his companion. I heard them speaking, before the second picked up the first and dragged him from the room.

      “And just what do you think you’re doing?” Ita snapped. Turning, I saw the glare in her eye. “Think you’re a big man do you?” She continued. “Tossing about humans like vermin. You’re supposed to be respectable!” This time I growled and turned to her. “And what, now you’re going to do the same to me? Is that it?” she demanded.

      And it clicked… She wasn’t mad. None of my wives were mad. Sniffing gently at the air, I was pretty sure I could smell how slick between her legs she was. Storming over to her, I grabbed her roughly, ignoring her protesting cries as she quickly clung to me. Hoisting her off the ground, I headed for the stairs.

      She yelled and protested all the way up to our rooms. But not once did she try and pull away from me, which only solidified my conclusion. Bursting into our bedroom, her grip loosened as I threw her across the room onto the bed. Yanking on the ties to release my armour, it came off far quicker than it went on. And with my armour in a heap on the floor, I began to approach her with fire in my eyes. Only now, did her expression shift and she stared at me rather nervously as I dropped my underclothing on the floor.

      “Frelser,” she mumbled softly.

      “I know what you were doing,” I nodded, getting on the bed and knee walking towards her. “But that’s not going to save you now.”

      She seemed to shrink back on herself, but I reached out and grabbed her ankle. As she shrieked, I yanked her closer to me, before grabbing the gown she wore. It was effortless to tear it from her body and Ita was left bare and nude before me, completely lacking any underwear. Taking hold of her ass, I lifted and pulled her towards my erect cock. She squealed and kicked in the air, but still moaned like a whore as I impaled her. I didn’t bother stopping as her succubus pussy stretched to accommodate me. In moments she was staring up at me with a dopey, cock drunk smile as her ass rested on my crotch and her legs laid flat on my chest.

      Thrusting firmly but slowly into her, she gasped and writhed on the bed. The footsteps that followed in behind me told me the others had arrived.

      “Ladies, I have a problem,” I called softly as muffled giggles rose around me. “It seems, this naughty succubus, has this idea, that provoking me, while I’m mad, is a good thing.”

      “It’s working so far,” Ita moaned and rocked against me.

      I just grinned. “Get her!”

      Ita’s eyes snapped open as my wives dived in. Eila threw herself over Ita’s face, grinding her clit into the succubi’s mouth. Ally went for the jar of oil, and after coating her hand, I felt Ita’s pussy clench as Ally began to work her hand into her ass. Lonty and Harri dived onto her breasts, taking a nipple each. Even the drarskk got into the action. Sessa and Hestha lifted one of her arms each and proceeded to slide her fists into themselves. Turning around, Sassarna watched on with open eyes and a shocked expression. But it was Mareridt’s absence that was most obvious.

      “She’s with Marala,” Eila said, catching my attention. “She wants her first time with you to be special.”

      A sudden shift below me, signalled that Ally had worked her entire hand into the succubi's ass. Ita’s reaction was a muffled scream into Eila’s clit and the rapid pulsing of her pussy over my cock. I just snarled and started fucking her faster than I had been before.

      “Sassarna, come here,” Eila opened her arms. The small drarskk leaped and fluttered into her arms. “Do you wish to join us?”

      “Yes, mistress,” the small drarskk nodded.

      Eila turned her around to face me. The small blue drarskk’s face darkened in blush. But Eila lifted her gently and positioned her, so I could see her dripping pussy. With a glint in her eye, Eila gently stroked Sassarna’s folds, before slipping her hand inside the small woman. Sassarna looked concerned, before she caught my hungry gaze. Instead, she opened her legs slightly so I could see better.

      “Oh, you’re such a good girl,” Eila crooned.

      I watched as Eila slid her wrist, then forearm into my newest wife. And I spotted the expression the moment it happened. As Eila pushed her hand into the drarskk’s egg chamber, her expression shifted and her wings fluttered. Soon, the room was filled with the chirps of my drarskk wives as they got off on various fists. The rest of my wives just concentrated on my delirious succubus. And I watched as Sassarna climaxed on Eila’s arm, right as I filled Ita with my seed.

      All in all, Ita’s plan to get me angry enough to fuck her, went pretty well.
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      “The new furniture should be ready tomorrow,” Eila said from the table.

      I just shot her a smile as I took my place on the floor beside Mareridt. “Just the chairs, or?”

      “Chairs, a proper throne and a bed,” Eila continued.

      I nodded, before smirking, thinking about having a larger bed. The one we had at the moment was cramped enough as it was. Everyone slept on top of one another, and while my wives were all close, it made our nighttime activities difficult. I didn’t sleep a lot, so I spent the majority of my evening going between my wives, while they took it in turns to sleep. Having more wives was apparently an advantage for them. None of them ever tried to deny my affections, but more of them meant less interrupted sleep. This, translated to a lot of sleepless nights as we bumped and jostled one another throughout the night on a too small bed.

      “M-my lord,” Marala trembled.

      I glanced up from my thoughts to see Marala standing outside of arms reach with a tray.

      “Just put it down,” I smiled softly at the terrified elf.

      She trembled and wobbled as she crouched, but did as I instructed and placed the tray on the ground. It was covered in a variety of sliced, roasted meats and root vegetables. Reaching for the tray, Marala quickly darted back, but I paid her no mind and grabbed my meal. After retrieving a second tray, this one filled with more vegetables than meat, for Mareridt, she served the rest of my wives with far more grace.

      “Husband,” Mareridt caught my attention. “Do you mind if she joins us?”

      I shook my head, “Not at all, but I don’t think she’ll want to. Her last husband must have…” I trailed off.

      “He did a great many terrible things to her,” Mareridt nodded.

      I sighed, wondering if letting all those women vent their frustrations was truly the best option, or if I’d solidified their trauma further. There was little I could do about it now regardless, so I started eating.

      “Mistress,” a small voice whimpered.

      “Come here pet.”

      I watched out of the corner of my eye as Marala stepped closer to Mareridt. The large woman pulled the small elf onto her lap. Wrapping an arm around her for comfort, Mareridt gently stroked her side and occasionally her hair. And that’s when I spotted the thick, black collar wrapped around her throat. I hadn’t spotted it before as her hair covered her shoulders and she kept her face angled down. But as Mareridt comforted the small elf, it was plain as day from this angle.

      We ate mostly in silence as I thought about the day. I spotted every now and then Mareridt feeding Marala off her fork and the two spoke in hushed whispers. I couldn’t quite hear what they discussed, but from the tone, Marala was pleading at one point.

      “Eila, those humans said your father was collecting creatures and slaves, how was that happening?”

      The clatter of a fork hitting the table was followed by a gasp. “Gods, we need to stop them!”

      “Who?”

      “Husband, there will be teams out in the wilderness,” Ally replied. “They're the ones who probably found the goblins who gave away our position.”

      I grit my teeth, “Alright, do they bring them back here, or take them straight to the towns?”

      “Here, husband… You remember the cages.”

      I frowned for a moment, remembering back to when Eila and I had first met. I had never thought of the menagerie, even after being here several days.

      “Ladies, I will be back,” I said, swallowing the last slice of meat, before pushing away the tray.

      “No, you are with Mareridt tonight,” Eila said firmly.

      “It is time,” Ally agreed.

      “You fed me earlier,” Ita blushed.

      “And we pushed in,” Lonty said, giving Harri a nudge.

      “Sassarna will come with you,” Sessa declared.

      I just shook my head, “Fine.” I turned to Mareridt who looked slightly nervous as she petted Marala who trembled softly and hid her face from me. “I will meet you in your rooms then.”

      “I look forward to it,” the big woman smiled.

      With my evening plans set, I set out to look for Baz. After heading down the stairs to the sparsely populated throne room, I found a guard who directed me to the gatehouse. It was obvious when I thought of it, but stepping through the door was a surreal experience. The last time I’d been in here, I was heading to the top and leaped off. Heading up the first set of stairs I paused, seeing the doors to the barracks within. I sighed as a guard stepped out and saluted the moment he saw me.

      “I’m looking for Baz,” I told the man, who looked rather human.

      “Down the hall, my lord,” the guard replied.

      I sighed again at the stiff response, but followed the instruction. I glanced at the stairs one final time and moved on. Finding Baz from here was easy, as he stepped out of a side room and paused when he spotted me.

      “My lord?”

      “Couple things, it’s important,” I said quickly. “There’s teams out there, right now. Slave teams.”

      Baz frowned, “Sir…”

      “They will have creatures with them, apparently Phaslo was sending them north to Kunnskap as part of a peace agreement.”

      “Slavery is dirty business,” Baz grumbled.

      “I agree, so whoever these teams bring back. Make sure they come inside, then I want their prisoners looked after and the teams imprisoned.”

      “Right,” Baz frowned. “I’ll get some of the light guards on the walls in Phaslo’s colours if they’re going to be visible.”

      “What about the elfs in the dungeons?” I asked.

      Baz nodded, “That is a good point. Most of the bad eggs are long gone by now.”

      “Maybe give them a chance,” I suggested. “Bring them out in small groups, give them supervised jobs and if they do well, give them longer leashes.”

      “And if they act up?”

      “Then examples will be made,” I growled softly. “There is conflict coming, I need loyalty. I don’t want to lose anyone else.”

      Baz clapped me on the arm, “She was respected by many, and missed by many more.”

      I nodded and shot the captain a smile. “Thank you.”

      Turning away, I had one final stop before my evening with Mareridt. Making my way out into the early evening light, I followed a familiar path. Around the side of the keep, I spotted a familiar entryway. The stables were off to one side, but they weren’t my concern. The stable master went back to the horses and hadn’t been seen, except for meals since. Seemed he was honest when he didn’t want anything to do with people.

      Turning into the underground section, I took a deep breath. Last time I was here, I was put in a cage alongside some other creatures. It was both the worst and best thing that ever happened to me. This room was the catalyst that gave me my wives after all. Just like last time, it was quiet, and I made my way to the cage where I was kept. In the corner, right where I remembered. It was much the same, but someone had scrubbed the blood away. I moved around it, touching the scrapes on the bars. It was… Oddly a pleasant memory, pulling live elfs through the bars to be crushed by the very thing they housed me in.

      As I stepped around, running my fingers over the bars, I was too lost in memory to spot the figure slip down from the ceiling. But the soft touch on my hand made me pause. Right before-

      “Amaly! NO!” A female voice cried.

      Turning my head, all I saw was the bright eyes of a small girl staring at me from eye level. A moment later, a much larger version appeared. In a flash, the girl vanished, while the new woman slammed her mouth into my hand. That got my attention and I snatched it away.

      “Don’t you touch her!” the woman snarled.

      I glanced at the two red dots that leaked blood on the back of my hand. I could feel a small amount of heat at the wound, as if...

      “Your bite, is it venomous?” I asked.

      “You don’t touch her!” she repeated herself.

      I sighed as I felt the heat begin to recede. It had been decades since I had been poisoned, at least to my knowledge. I was glad it seemed venom had just as little an effect. Turning back to the cage, I stared at the pair of them. Glancing around quickly, there were a few sounds from others in the cages. There seemed to be orcs, some fetz, even what looked like some goblins, which… Well I wasn’t sure how I felt about those. At least the orcs looked nothing like Chit. Turning my attention back to the woman and her… Child… They were beautiful, dressed in rags. They were definitely a mother and child. Slender bodies, long blonde, but dirty hair. But their entire body was that of a snake… Lamia.

      “How long does it take for your venom to kill a man?” I asked the woman. She hissed for a moment, but I spotted the flash of concern on her features. “Is it safe to say that I’m probably not going to die?”

      “Oh you’ll die,” she hissed. “Just open the door and find out.”

      “Fair enough.”

      With a grin, I stomped over to the cage door. I didn’t have the keys on me like last time. But, I did have my sword. Drawing it, the mother lamia retreated to the far end of the cage. The child tried desperately to stay behind her. But I wasn’t concerned about them. Slipping my blade through the door frame, I tested the strength of it, versus my sword. I figured dwarven steel was probably better quality, seeing as the elfs themselves didn’t make it. And as the door twisted and buckled, I was right. With a final heave, the metal gave way enough that I could pull the door open. The mother lamia’s face twisted with fear and rage as she got ready to attack.

      “There you go,” I shot her a smile.

      Turning my back, I moved to the next cage. This one had several orcs, all but one were men and they eyed me carefully. I ignored their postures as I slid my sword into the frame and repeated the action. Moving down the row, I broke open all the cages. Fetz, orc, goblin, even some centaur which I’d never seen before. Some, like the orcs, moved straight out of the cages, but kept a wary eye on me. Others like the lamia continued to hide, not daring to move.

      “Honestly, I’m sorry it took me so long to come down here,” I called to them all. “Phaslo is dead, and I’ve taken his place as lord of these lands. You are welcome to stay, you are welcome to leave. You are welcome at Hjem, a small town at the edge of the wilds, almost a week west of here by foot.:” I waited for a few murmurs to die off as the recent captures discussed amongst themselves. “Alternatively, it seems that I’ll be attacking the town of Kunnskap. Anyone who wishes to fight for me, will have homes made available to them. And that includes anyone you manage to recruit.”

      “My brethren would be welcome?” a harsh voice grunted.

      I turned and saw the largest of the male orcs. He was broad, scarred and his tusks jutted out sharply giving him a permanent scowl.

      “Your brethren are welcome to pass through my lands as long as they don’t cause trouble. But if they wish to fight for me, I will help them build somewhere to live.”

      “What of my people?” a centaur asked, stepping up beside the orc. The two beings eyed each other with something that looked like respect for an adversary.

      “All people,” I called softly. “I lived with the goblins for a time and know them to be industrious and clever. I was tortured by Phaslo's people, but went on to marry his daughter and her handmaiden. Grah-Sha and his dwarven wife Marge helped me defend the town of Hjem, and the fetz helped sniff out the last of the intruders.

      “ALL people are welcome in my lands. And those who seek to help me grow them, to make them safe, will be rewarded. Anyone who does not share my vision, may leave. Nobody will stop you, nobody will harm you, nobody will prevent you returning should you wish to do so.”

      With that, I turned and headed for the exit, barely glimpsing the lamia pair on my way out. Either they would stay, or they would go. But that would be a tomorrow problem. For now, I had a nightmare to deal with. So after passing a message along to a nervous looking guard about all the new releases in the menagerie, I made my way upstairs. It had only occurred to me that I had no idea where Mareridt was staying if not with us. I knew we had other rooms available, but knocking on random doors didn’t sound like a great idea. So as I emerged onto the floor to our rooms, I sighed in relief seeing Mareridt waiting for me.

      “Eila said you would be back,” she smiled nervously.

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “Realised I forgot a few important details.” Mareridt raised an eyebrow, so I continued. “The slaves those humans mentioned. There’s slave capturing teams out there. And we had a menagerie downstairs full of people of all kinds.”

      “Had?”

      I smiled as I stepped up and kissed her softly. “Had. Now they have the options of going home, or staying as they see fit.”

      The big woman smiled and took my hand. “It seems you are in need of a reward.”

      I just laughed softly as she turned and led me down the hall. We passed by the hidden entrance that led to the rest of my wives. A few doorways down, Mareridt steered me into a room. It was nice, with a similar style to ours upstairs. But this was far smaller, being a room, rather than a whole suite. There was only one small issue.

      “Mmm!”

      “Mareridt?”

      “Just ignore her.”

      I stared at the small bound elf. Her arms were tied behind her back. Her ankles and knees were tied to one another. She was gagged and there was a leash for her collar that went to the foot of the bed. The cherry on the cake was the abundance of soft pillows and blankets she was laying on. All she could do was mumble and stare at us.

      “Mareridt, I think-”

      “She wants this,” Mareridt said firmly. “It was actually her suggestion.”

      I turned my attention back to the small elf and she whimpered softly, but nodded her head slightly as she refused to look at me.

      “Explain it to me.”

      “She feels safe,” Mareridt said quickly. “She was born and raised under others' control. When she killed her husband, that control vanished. She simply wasn’t coping. So I offered to take that control for her.”

      “That doesn’t explain why you’ve trussed her up on the floor like that,” I wondered.

      “She sleeps most nights on the floor there,” Mareridt sighed. “I tried getting her to sleep on the bed, but she has bad dreams. Tying her up makes it worse if she’s in the bed.”

      “You said tying her up makes her feel safe. How does that work if she’s terrified of me?”

      “That’s what tonight is all about,” Mareridt smiled and started moving me towards the bed. “This is a giant trust exercise. She thinks you’ll harm her-”

      “Never,” I growled.

      Mareridt smiled, “I know. But she doesn’t. Even objectively she knows you won’t harm her, fear isn’t necessarily rational. So you’re going to make love to me, while she’s in the room. And together we can show her a vision not filled with pain.” I glanced at Marala and saw her quickly look away. “Get undressed, my husband,” Mareridt said softly.

      I swallowed nervously, then followed her instructions. I’d removed my armour earlier, so I didn’t need help. And soon enough, I stood before Mareridt. She smiled, before taking the robe she wore and simply opened the top near her shoulders and allowed the garment to fall down her body. Beneath, she was completely nude. Her entire body was covered by a fine layer of hair. It, along with the skin beneath was the customary black of the nightmare. It shone in the small ambient light from the candles in the room and she smiled nervously at me.

      “This is my first time,” she said softly, taking a seat. “But, I do believe I’m the only one of your wives, actually built to take a man of your size.”

      I snorted for a moment and sat beside her. “Just… Tell me if I hurt you.”

      She smiled and pulled me back onto the bed. Then we kissed. Softly at first, then with more passion. Her hands explored my body and I returned the favour. As her hands slid over my chest, mine slid over her breasts. Her nipples perked under the stimulation and she moaned softly into our kiss. I slipped my arm under her waist and flipped her over so she laid on top of me. From here, I could explore her more freely. I just had to be careful she didn’t put my eye out with her horn. But she seemed to have that in hand as she shifted her head to one side, keeping the pointy bit away from me.

      Running my hands up her sides, I felt her body quiver atop me. Each of her muscles shifted and spasmed under my fingers, causing her hair to shift slightly. She was utterly beautiful, as she moaned above me. She reached down and fondled my cock for a few moments, before fitting it between her legs. Shifting to get into position, she started to rock her hips. It was a new experience for me. I’d had my wives be on top in the past, after all, the first time I was with Eila, she was firmly in charge. But having a woman my own size was new. Allowing one of my wives to be in charge was a little different than having them in charge on their own terms.

      “You feel good,” Mareridt shuddered slightly.

      “You feel amazing,” I agreed, running my hands over her body.

      She smiled for a moment, before raising herself up. With one hand, she lifted my cock to to her entrance and lowered herself until the head fit into position. Then she leaned forward and laid her body over mine. I held her gently and enjoyed her weight. Mareridt seemed to weigh up her options, before kissing me firmly. As I kissed back, she rocked her hips, and slowly dove herself down onto my cock. This time I moaned. Being with Mareridt was unlike being with any of the others. My cock slid naturally into her, without pause, without crushing, without having to stretch anything or force in any way. I just fit, quite comfortably.

      “Okay,” Mareridt moaned. “Gods, that’s good.”

      Bending my knees slightly, I braced on the bed and cupped her firm ass. Mareridt stared down at me, without having to look up at the same time. I was able to relax completely as I guided her hips to rock back and forth, while she kissed me softly. Her body ground down on mine and I could feel slick wetness pooling between us. Mareridt’s actions became more frantic and jerky until she convulsed.

      “GODS!” She cried.

      “MMMM!” A voice called from behind.

      Mareridt arched her back and gasped loudly as her pussy pulsed over my cock. The look on her face told me there was no doubt that she was enjoying the sensation. Grabbing her shoulder, I rolled us over, so I was on top. The startled look in her eye vanished as I started to pump my cock into her.

      “Yes!” She cried. “Please, more!”

      Grinning, I kissed her firmly as I pumped my hips. The firm slapping sound of my crotch meeting hers filled the room. Mareridt's legs wrapped around my waist, holding me steady as I firmly fucked her into the bed. I had a brief thought for Marala, but shut her out. She wasn’t important. Not right now. Not while I had my wife for the first time.

      “Do it!” She begged. “I can’t take it any more!”

      I grinned and doubled down my efforts. I held her firmly in place while I fucked her. She on the other hand started shaking and convulsing beneath me. But her legs never released and her mouth returned every kiss. Burying my cock inside her, I growled as I erupted. Mareridt went deathly still for a moment, before starting to vibrate. I forced my eyes open as I felt myself begin to fill her and Mareridt’s shocked expression went blank as her entire body lit up bright blue. I expected her eyes, but her hair glowed as well, pulsing softly with each jet of my cum fired inside her.

      As I came down, I held her, while the glowing calmed. A small thump caught my attention and I noticed Marala desperately trying to get to her knees again after her fall. Pulling my cock out of her, Mareridt gasped and shuddered one last time. She blinked up at me, then smiled and moved to sit up. She gave me a quick kiss, before crawling to the end of the bed, and leaning over Marala.

      She started talking to the elf, but… Her ass pointed at me and I could see the wet mess between her legs. Her pussy lips pouted cutely at me. And… I was a man with multiple wives… Mareridt was half way through a sentence when I speared my cock back inside her from behind. Poor Marala was stuck, being held in place by Mareridt, who kissed her through her gag. The whole time I firmly fucked her from behind. Needless to say, several hours later, Mareridt quite literally passed out as her fur went blue for the umpteenth time. Pulling my cock free of her, I rolled her over onto the bed and sighed.

      “Mmm,” Marala made a noise.

      I turned my head to look at her. She quivered slightly, but held my gaze for the first time.

      “Goodnight Marala,” I told her softly.

      Pulling Mareridt into my arms, I closed my eyes and got comfortable. Completely unaware that Marala was writhing in beautiful agony, trying to rub herself on something to relieve the heat between her legs and failing spectacularly.
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      “HUSBAND!” Eila cried, bursting into the room.

      Leaping to my feet, Mareridt was a moment behind me, while Marala cried out in muffled shock.

      “Husband, we need you, now!”

      “What?” I grunted, coming towards her. But she grabbed me and shoved me out of the room. “Eila?”

      “It’s Sessa,” Eila kept shoving me along. “She’s going into labour. You’re the only one who can help her right now.”

      With those words, I stormed into action. Racing up the stairs, I tore onto our floor and burst into our room. Sessa was screeching like a demon. The rest of my wives were huddled around the room. Hestha and Sassarna were hovering. Their expressions looked angered but confused. I got the impression they wanted to defend Sessa, but the threats were my other wives. Sessa on the other hand was irate. Ally had backed everyone away and was using waves of ice to keep her back.

      “Husband!” Ita cried.

      Sessa whirled around to face me and her expression shifted for a split moment. That was all it took for me to tackle her onto the bed. She half struggled, half clung but kept growling.

      “Get her out!” Eila yelled. “Go to the roof and convince her to stay there!”

      “Right!” I grunted.

      Sessa was clawing me, while snarling at my other wives. But I wasn’t letting go. Ignoring the blood that dripped from my arm, I half pinned, half carried her as I rushed back downstairs. At the bottom, I raced into the throne room.

      “Sir!” One of the guards came to help.

      “Back!” I barked as Sessa snarled and struggled harder. “Get back!”

      The man complied, though it was obvious he didn’t want to. I respected his dedication to me. But now wasn’t the time. Charging up the stairs, I burst out onto the roof and heaved lungfuls of air. Glancing down at Sessa, she stared up at me.

      “I’m scared,” she said in a soft voice.

      This tiny, murderous little monster. Her claws still stuck in the wounds of my arms and chest. And she was scared… I shook my head softly. “It’s okay,” I told her. “Everything will be okay.”

      “What if my egg is too big?” She whimpered, flexing her claws. “What if it gets stuck? Husband?” She whimpered softly. “Husband, I don’t want to die yet. I want more eggs. I want to see Hestha and Sassarna have eggs, what if-”

      I kissed her. It worked on my other wives, it worked on her. Her small mouth froze for a moment, before she kissed back. And I held her gently. Pulling away, she looked up at me with big, tear-streaked eyes. “T-tell them, not to come up,” she said softly. “Tell them I’m sorry.”

      “They know,” I smiled. “Eila came to get me when it started. Ally kept the others safe.”

      She nodded her head and leaned against me. “I need a nest. There’s no time to construct a proper one.”

      “You need to lay up here,” I stroked her horns lightly. She seemed to preen at the contact, so I continued. “I’ll find some nesting materials. You get your flock to help.”

      She nodded and blinked, before glancing down and gasping. “I hurt you.”

      “It’s fine,” I winced as she pulled her claws free all at once.

      “But-”

      “It’s fine,” I repeated a little firmer. “It will heal. I promise. It’s fine. Now, I’m going to head downstairs and get you some nesting materials, okay?”

      “Okay,” she replied in a small voice.

      I kissed her again before putting her down. She huddled down onto herself. The moment I stood, Hestha and Sassarna both swooped in to comfort her. I hadn’t even realised they were nearby, but it made sense they weren’t far. Turning, I headed back down the stairs to the throne room, where I could hear voices.

      “Yes, that will work, go find more!”

      “Yes, milady,” a voice snapped.

      Stepping into the throne room, a pair of pants were thrust into my arms. I put them on without complaint, before taking in the site of everything happening. Eila was directing guards as they carried in various items. Everything from large tarps and sheets, to wood and bales of hay. Even pillows and mattresses were present. Someone fiddled with my arm and I glanced down at Ita while she checked the cuts left from Sessa. Not that she needed to, giving me a smile with a clean bill of health.

      “You’re going to have to carry all this,” Ally said.

      I realised she was the one who gave me pants. Lonty and Harri were organising things that were brought down. They seemed to be selecting things specifically for a soft nest and I smiled as Mareridt came down with Marala, carrying more materials.

      “Eila!” I called, stepping up to my senior wife.

      She spun, before literally leaping into my arms with a searing kiss. She pulled away, beaming me a wide smile, before wiggling so I put her down again. “I’m so excited!” She giggled.

      “Eila, what is all this?”

      “Oh!” She beamed, “Alright, you’re going to be very busy. We should have done this when we first arrived.”

      “Yeah,” I sighed. “It’s been busy.”

      Eila nodded in agreement, “You’re going to be extremely busy for the next few days I think. All this needs to be taken to the roof, then you’re going to get back to your old days.”

      “Old days?” I frowned.

      Eila nodded, “Getting your hands dirty and doing what you do best. You need to build a little home at the top for the drarskk.”

      “Can’t we just pop up a tent?”

      Eila shook her head, “You're her provider now. She will accept a tent, but she will be far happier with something more solid. Something she can watch you build. We would all help, but she might try to attack us if we go up there.”

      Nodding my head, that all made sense. They did seem to have a more tribal way of doing things, at least where children were involved, but I had made my decision when I took her as a mate rather than kill her. Therefore, I had to deal with the consequences.

      “Right, I’ll take some bedding now so she has somewhere warm to sit.” I looked over what was currently available. “Get wooden lengths, nails, rope, whatever we have by the doors to the stairs. I’ll be moving things and constructing as we go.”

      “Milord,” Eila curtseyed.

      I froze at the action and she smiled widely. “Eila?”

      “One of your wives is about to give birth,” Eila said softly. “Let's just say, the rest of your wives are feeling a little… Needy.”

      I got her meaning and nodded quickly. “I’ll make time for each of you when I can.”

      “Good,” Eila smiled. “You better get to work, Sessa will feel compelled to nest elsewhere if you don’t.”

      Nodding, I kissed her quickly. Turning, Mareridt was carrying a mattress. I darted over and plucked it from her arms after giving her a kiss. Marala, who had been helping carry it, blushed fiercely, and stepped away, but didn’t tremble and jump like she had before. Racing past, I kissed each of my wives as I grabbed a few sheets and pillows to go with the mattress. The last of my wives was Ita, who hungrily devoured my mouth for a full minute. I let her take all she wanted, though I had the feeling she had far more power nowadays than she ever had before. I still refused to deny feeding her.

      With the first load of bedding, I headed back up. It was a little awkward, the bulk of the items pressed into the walls made my climb a little slower and more difficult than it should have been. Eventually I emerged into the evening air. Sessa was being cuddled by both Hestha and Sassarna. My small, warrior wives were doing their best to comfort Sessa on the cold stone roof.

      “Here,” I said, coming towards them.

      Dropping the bundle onto the roof, I straightened out the mattress and fit a few pillows around the outside. Then I threw one of the sheets over the top, making a depression in the middle. Quickly moving to the trio, I scooped them into my arms all at once, before gently depositing them on the makeshift nest.

      “There you go,” I smiled down at them. Sessa looked like she was struggling not to cry again, while the other two just looked happy. “I’m going to build a proper home to raise our babies, so just relax and wait here.”

      “Husband?” Sessa chirped.

      I leaned down and cupped her scaly cheek, before leaning down and kissing her.

      “I love you Sessa. I’m going to look after you and the flock.”

      She smiled, before sniffing. Hestha crooned softly and cuddled beside her, while Sassarna did her best to mimic her. They’d all bonded rather quickly and I was glad about that. Heading back down stairs, I was pleasantly surprised to see a few oil lamps waiting for me. So with a sigh, I picked those up, along with a bundle of wooden beams and started hauling.

      By sunrise, I was getting tired. Carrying everything up the stairs was like carrying Eila and Ally for those first few days but once I had enough, I started constructing. I started simple, lashing beams together with rope. I made a wooden frame that I placed over Sessa’s nest. It stood tall enough for me to stand inside and had plenty of space within. Then I started putting together panels. Overlapping beams and planks, I made makeshift walls and set them up against the frame. As the sun rose, Sessa’s demeanour from nervousness and fear had changed slightly. She seemed more content and relaxed. Her instincts were being catered to and I felt good knowing she was happy with the progress.

      “I’m going to get some food for you,” I told the three of them. “After I eat something, I’ll be back to finish the nest.”

      “Thank you,” Sessa said, in an uncharacteristically small voice.

      I crouched over the nest and got three small kisses from each of them, before straightening and heading downstairs. Here and there were several people still milling around. Raulum seemed to have taken over for Eila, who was nowhere to be seen. He was doing well, dealing with people as they came and went whilst organising where things should be moved to, as I took stuff upstairs. There was an awful lot of bedding materials waiting to be taken up. I shot the man a smile and he bowed politely.

      “How are the wives?” I asked.

      Raulum’s polite smile broke into a wider one, “They’re fine milord. In fact Sady has been pressing the idea of children.”

      “Which one is Sadie?” I asked.

      Raulum smiled, “My three loves. Alla, she has mismatched eyes that enchant me. I married her and took in her elder sister Sady, she… Her family was unable to find a husband after…”

      “The scars,” I nodded.

      “Yes,” Raulum sighed. “All she ever wanted was to have a family of her own. And now she and Thana are scheming behind my back.”

      I grinned, thinking of how Eila seems to set things up on her own without me. “Thana, she’s the one who hit me with the fireball, isn’t she?”

      Raulum looked nervous for a moment, but nodded. “Yes, milord.”

      “Relax,” I assured him. “Magic is entirely useless to me. I’m part troll, so it has no effect whatsoever.” I gave him a moment to digest that information before continuing. “I was just going to ask if I could get Eila or Ally to teach her to use her magic better. I haven’t seen a lot of it from the ladies, so I was impressed she tried.”

      “M-milord,” Raulum gaped. “If… If that would be appropriate.”

      I waved him off, “It’s fine. I’ll talk to Eila about it. Speaking of, do you know where she is?”

      “She said she would be upstairs in your suite if you came down,” he smiled.

      “Thanks.”

      It made sense she would be upstairs. After the extremely early morning we all had, she was probably resting. I made my way up the stairs and stepped out into the main room and froze. There was an elf. She was wrapped in leather, completely covered except her breasts and crotch, surrounded by a small array of food. She had been tied, with her wrists to her ankles and laid on her back at the edge of the table. Her ankles had been tied back, so she was doing the full splits and completely immobilised. Stepping up, I examined them. They could clearly hear me as they shifted and made small noises. I examined the mask for a moment. It covered their face completely. Honestly, I wasn’t one hundred percent sure if I was looking at Eila, Ally or even Harri. It was hard to judge bust size when they were flat on their back like this.

      Reaching up around the mask, I found a small catch and pulled it free, exposing Eila’s face. “Eila?”

      “Noooo,” she groaned. “You’re supposed to just come in and ravage me! Not talk to me?!”

      I smirked for a moment, “Is this going to be a regular thing?”

      “Yes,” she sighed and rolled her eyes. “You’re going to be spending a lot of time up with Sessa, so we’re going to take turns doing stuff like this. We have a system in place and it relies on luck. So do us all a favour, next time you see one of us trussed up like this, take advantage!”

      “Alright,” I said, flipping the mask back into place and securing it down.

      Grabbing a plate, I loaded up with some of the meats that were set out. With a decent amount of each, I turned and carried it all the way back to the nest. The three drarskk were extremely happy to see me on my return. Moreso when I placed the plate on the edge of the nest and passed it out to them. Hestha and Sassarna immediately turned and fed their shares to Sessa, so I stopped. Whatever hierarchy they had in place wasn’t my concern for now.

      “Husband?” Sessa called softly. “Go take care of… My sisters, please? Their scent is strong.”

      I smirked as she stared at me with conflicted emotions. Leaning forward I kissed her, earning a series of small chirps. “I’ll be spending most of my time up here, but thank you for thinking of the others.”

      Sessa was still beaming as I left her and the others. I made my way quickly back to the suite, only to see Ally slowly untying Eila as I stepped into the suite.

      “Excuse me, that's mine,” I grumbled, stepping up.

      “Told you,” Ally murmured, before darting away.

      I glared at Eila, who had her face uncovered, “I umm… I wasn’t sure-”

      “Nope,” I growled.

      Eila’s eyes went wide as I shoved her back on the table. She had one arm free and her legs weren’t splayed out any longer. I covered her face so she couldn’t see me any more. Lifting her legs back to the position she was in originally, I found I only had one knot to retie. The rope hung limply on the floor. Bending, I grabbed it, before pulling it tightly, stretching her leg to the edge of the table. Grabbing her loose arm and leg, I quickly tied them and bound her spread eagle on the table once again.

      I stared down at Eila. The only sound she made was the deep breaths as her pussy began to drool over itself. She was more than ready for me, and I wasn’t in the mood to play around. Pushing my pants down, I dropped my cock onto her clit, making her jump. She started rocking her hips to stimulate herself and I smirked.

      “Eager little slut, aren’t you?”

      “Mhmmm,” she moaned through the mask.

      Taking my cock, I lifted it away, before sliding it into her already wet hole. I didn’t force myself all the way in. I didn’t want to hurt her. But the shuddering gasp she let out was music to my ears. Pulling back, I admired how her labia seemed to cling to my cock, before sliding back inside her again. Reaching up, I grabbed her breasts and gave them each a firm squeeze. I had no idea why they had decided to use a lottery system to determine who got laid, but I was about to use it to the fullest.

      Thrusting my cock in and out of Eila, she let out plenty of muffled squeals and moans. I went deeper with each stroke. Soon, she was making incoherent noises as my balls slapped her ass with each stroke. I pulled right out until the head was barely inside her, before pushing my entire length back inside her again. Her body convulsed regularly and I was forced to pin her down with one hand on her chest. The other was on her hip, with my thumb gently rubbing her clit.

      “You know, that’s not all she wants?” Ally said softly.

      Turning, I forced my cock inside Eila, hard. “What do you mean?”

      Ally smiled, “We have different crotch pieces. Depending on what we have available.”

      “Meaning?” I grunted, giving Eila’s clit a firm rub.

      “Meaning,” Ally giggled. “If you’re gentle, you’ll find her ass already lubricated and ready for you.”

      “MMMM!” Eila practically screamed, as she slammed into an orgasm.

      I blinked, thinking about it for a moment. I hadn’t actually done anal with any of my wives other than Ita. But that was always on her terms. Pulling my cock out of Eila, I glanced at her gaping pussy as it visibly pulsed in orgasm without my cock being there to spoil the view. Pressing my cock to her ass, I applied a little pressure. As I heard muffled, but enthusiastic noises from Eila.

      “A little harder, I’ve had my whole hand in there before. You’re not going to break her.”

      Nodding, I took hold of her waist and pushed a little firmer. The ring of muscle at her entrance slipped over the head of my cock and Eila began to shudder as she started to orgasm. Pulling back slightly, she gasped as my glans stretched her again, before I quickly reversed and slid my cock deeper into her ass. This time, her shudder was accompanied with a gush of fluid from her pussy.

      “She’s loving this,” Ally said, coming up beside me. “I wanted so badly to be first, but she was the lucky one you came down for.”

      “You were tied up here before?”

      Ally smiled and leaned down to lick gently at Eila’s clit. “Yes husband. I only got down when Marala brought up the food.”

      “And you’re all in agreement then, this is how you want it done?”

      Her lips popped off Eila’s clit, before she licked the sensitive organ again. “Yes husband. We’re all in agreement. Sometimes it will be like this, other times we’ll come find you ourselves. But we’re all in agreement.”

      “Good,” I grinned.

      Grabbing the back of Ally’s head, I forced her into Eila’s crotch. Both of them moaned in approval, before Eila squealed as I drove my entire length into her ass. Ally latched her mouth over Eila’s clit and soon between the two of us, Eila was screaming. As she shook and cried out I felt my orgasm bubble up from inside and I erupted into her bowels. The feeling was intense and she arched her back as blue light filtered out around the mask. Pulling Ally’s head away, Eila cried out as her mouth was pulled free with a pop. Ally looked disappointed, right up until I kissed her hungrily. She moaned into my mouth and trembled against me while I finished my own orgasm.

      With a final peck of Ally’s lips, I pulled my cock free of Eila’s ass and took a deep breath. “C’mon Ally, give me a hand.”

      Quickly untying Eila, I helped move her limbs back to a relaxed position without hurting her. We both rubbed her down, before helping her sit up. The ties for her suit were at the back and Ally and I slowly slipped her free of it. Eila was a little doe eyed, but smiled widely the whole time, enjoying our combined affection.

      “I love you,” Eila whispered. “Both of you.”

      Ally and I shared a smile, before I scooped Eila into my arms. I carried her into our bathing room, where Ita was already in the bath, where Ally must have filled and heated it on her own. I stepped into the water and as Ally made her way in, I passed Eila to her, while I made my way awkwardly to the far side where I was comfortable sitting. Eila was a little more mobile as she made her way to join me, with Ally and Ita close behind.

      “Now, ladies. What happens if I decide that I’m in charge for a while, and just grab one of you myself?”

      “Nothing,” Ita grinned eagerly.

      I nodded slowly, Before grabbing Ally and laying her over the edge of the bath. Standing on the ledge, I turned around and slid my still erect cock into her pussy. Ally gasped and clawed at the stone floor for a few breaths. I just thrust myself in and out of her, enjoying the spasming of her pussy as I did so. A second squeal caught my attention and I saw Eila laying on her back a little ways down. Ita had a vicious look in her eyes as Eila writhed in pleasure. Leaning back, I blinked in surprise. Ita was mid-forearm deep inside Eila’s ass. She pushed and pulled with her entire arm, before shooting me a grin and locking her mouth around Eila’s clit. It must have felt rather similar to what she had just been through as she screamed out her pleasure, without the mask in the way.

      I just grit my teeth and thrust even harder into Ally until her screams matched. And when all was said and done, the two elfs helped me drive Ita into her own oblivion of rolling orgasms. The shy succubus it seemed, did in fact have a limit.
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      I tried to ignore the four lots of eyes that were locked on Sessa as she chirped and sunk herself down on my cock. Hestha was beside me, curled around Sessa’s egg, while Sassarna had tucked herself under my other arm. The other two were Tassa and Assara. Apparently the only thing stronger than my own scent, was that of a recently birthed egg. And it was only by chance Assara had even survived the fight. Tassa had struck when I had been spending time with Sessa shortly after she had birthed her egg. Sassarna, being the newest member of the flock had struggled, but managed to overcome the drarskk she named Tassa.

      Assara had appeared the following day during a gale. I had been approving an area for the goblins to start digging their tunnels when I heard the screeches. By the time I made it back, Tassa had lost to Assara, but Assara was being literally torn apart by an irate Sassarna. I had mated them both, but Assara had to be taken to Ita for healing. Their dynamics had changed things up a bit and I hoped there wouldn’t be too many more before the goblins moved in properly. I had given them the option of starting their tunnel within the walls of Elfin Vakt, with the provision they had to dig down and away from the walls before expanding into their den. Despite only having a population of six, they were surprisingly efficient. We’d had to set up a station to deal with stones they brought up, and others to make bricks from the clay. I had planned on using them to upgrade the nest once we had enough of both. Speaking of…

      “Sessa, are you sure this is safe?” I asked her as she grit her teeth and pulled the head of my cock back out of her egg chamber.

      “Yesss,” she hissed softly, before forcing herself back down. “Very sensitive since laying. Feels so good.”

      She panted for a few moments and seemed to be struggling, making me frown. “Sessa?”

      Opening her eyes, the look on her face almost broke my heart. “Husband, I need help.”

      “Sessa, you didn’t have to do this, the other’s keep me-”

      “No!” She cried. “I want more!” She frowned for a moment, before glancing at Sassarna under my arm. “Do to me what you did to Sassarna, when you mated her.”

      I blinked, she was wet enough, but… “Are you sure?”

      “Yesssss,” she practically vibrated as she grinned, showing her sharp teeth.

      Reaching out, I fit my hand around her back and held her firmly in place. It was an odd grip, but my fingers fit between the joints of her wings and gave me a bit of support. Lifting her, she smiled, before I slowly pulled her down. As the head of my cock popped inside her, she gasped and squirmed slightly.

      “More,” she chirped.

      Lifting her again, I didn’t lift her as far, before plunging her back down.

      “More!”

      With a grin, I started moving her up and down. I basically just fucked her egg chamber with the head of my cock. The whole time, she chirped and spasmed. Her legs kicked, her wings flapped and she started to orgasm. But when I slowed down, she let out a growl.

      “MORE!”

      “Fine!” I snapped back.

      Taking a firmer grip, I started using her to masturbate. Lifting her entirely and slamming her back down with little regard to her small frame. Sessa on the other hand, chirped in delight and let me do it. My cock slid in and out of her, pushing into her egg chamber with more ease with every stroke. Her orgasms came more frequently as she lost herself to the sensation. Seeing her thoroughly enjoying herself so much had me quickly rising to my own end. And when I felt it bubble up inside, I pulled her down hard and ground her there. Her hot, wet insides pulsed as I shot my seed into her. Sessa’s eyes went wide and blue light illuminated the small room as she silently screamed her pleasure. As my own orgasm subsided, I pulled her off and brought her to my chest. She chirped softly and snuggled against me as she went to sleep.

      “So soft,” I smiled.

      The other drarskk smiled as well. Well… All of them except Assara, who went back to staring out the window. She was even more aloof than Sessa was, but twice now, she’d caught me in a quiet moment alone, and had proven to be extremely submissive to my desires.

      But for now, Sessa was well taken care of. I sat up and gently slid Sessa down to lay beside Sassarna, who cuddled up to her. They were certainly an odd species, but one I found myself admiring as a whole. They were at times, blunt, violent and militant. But seeing Sessa smile and curl herself into Sassarna’s arms was probably the most adorable thing I’d seen her do. Sitting up, Tassa fluttered down and collected my pants and brought them to me.

      I thanked her with a kiss, before dressing and slipped out of the nest. It was basically a tall hut. I had made it quickly and simply, but it had survived a storm the day before, so I was satisfied. At least for now. Heading down the stairs, I stumbled into the main dining room and froze. It didn’t happen all the time. But more often than not, one of my wives was left somewhere for me, trussed up and ready. Today, it was the table, like Eila had been that first time. She was bound differently too.

      Her knees had been bound to her elbows, while her wrists were chained to a collar around her neck. A bar had been tied into place to keep her legs open and a plug with a tail had been forced into her ass. Two large clips had been attached to each of her nipples, but otherwise it was always the same. It was obvious enough when it was Lonty, Mareridt or Ita tied up somewhere. But Harri, Ally and Eila were more difficult to distinguish. They liked to contort themselves into odd positions, to hide their curves beneath this leather suit Ally liked to have nipple clamps and things in position, while Eila sometimes had something inserted into her ass. So I really wasn’t sure which it was as I approached. So with a shrug, I got to work.

      Bending over, I slid my tongue into her pussy. Immediately her muscles began to clench. But I ignored the sensation, pushing my face right up into her crotch and licked around her cervix. That made her entire body shudder and almost immediately she started to orgasm. Sweet liquid began to pour from her and I sucked it up, while I rolled my tongue to milk her pleasure. Despite just being with Sessa, I was ready to go. Slipping my pants off, I grabbed my cock and straightened up. Pressing it into her entrance, I pushed inside her as she screamed deliciously inside the mask. Her hands clenched and her back arched as I started thrusting. I took hold of her hips and made long, hard strokes into her. Going by how much fluid she produced so quickly, I figured it was Ally. And I knew how she liked it, so I growled and fucked her harder and faster. Ally for that matter, just screamed and trembled as she slammed into her next orgasm. She tried lifting herself, but I grabbed her firmly and pinned her to the table and held her as I started to cum. Immediately, her whole body began to vibrate as blue light burst out from the edges of the mask. I grinned as she took it all in and slowly milked the last of my orgasm inside her.

      Leaning over, I gently lifted her into my arms. She shuddered and made small noises as I was still buried inside her. But part of the fun was leaving them hanging after the fact. So I simply kissed where her mouth would be, before lowering her back to the table. Pulling my cock free, I hoisted up my pants and headed in to bathe.

      With all my wives juices and sweat washed away, I dried, dressed and headed down to the throne room. Here, Eila was speaking to a pair of guards, when she spotted me enter.

      “Husband!” she called, waving for me to join her.

      “Milord,” the guard bowed. I smiled, seeing that he was an elf. He wore armour and the colours, but was otherwise unarmed. “I was just telling milady, we have taken in one of the capture teams. They are currently placing a small group of beings in their respective cages. I came as soon as I could get away.”

      “How many?”

      “Two dozen,” the elf replied nervously.

      “Eila, are these elfs redeemable?”

      She pursed her lips and shook her head, “No husband, the elfs chosen specifically for this task are cruel and heartless.”

      I nodded and turned to the elf. “Do you enjoy working here?”

      “M-milord,” the elf smiled nervously. “Captain Baz is far more lenient than Honej. Conditions are far better than before. I only wish I could prove myself further.”

      I frowned, “Why do you want to prove yourself?”

      “He wants a wife,” Eila smirked.

      I frowned, thinking of the others and how they treated women. “I have no problems if you take a wife. But you must understand that I view women as equals of men. If I find women are being abused within my lands, I will have you killed.”

      “Y-yes milord,” he said in a small voice.

      “Great,” I grinned. “Go find Baz, and ask him for the most loyal guards we have, and to give them all weapons.”

      The elf bowed quickly before scampering away. Eila turned to me and frowned. “You know, giving them all weapons is dangerous right?”

      I nodded, “That’s why you’re going to get in your armour and you’re going in one side, I’ll come in the other.”

      She grinned and accompanied me to the stairs. I scooped her into my arms and she giggled as I carried her. When we stepped out onto the floor to our rooms, I had to wait for Mareridt, who was leading Marala out of our suite on a leash. The elf froze at the sight of me and clung to Mareridt, who sighed and shook her head. I just stepped back and allowed them past, collecting a kiss from Mareridt in the process. A few minutes later, Eila and I parted ways at the front entrance to the keep. She was heading to the main entrance. I was heading around past Darjl’s old room. The way I originally escaped with Ally. It looked different coming back this way.

      I tried not to think about what it took to get out. I mean, I was glad it worked out, just not the details. Pushing the thoughts aside, I slipped my sword free of the sheath to ensure it wouldn’t stick later. Walking down the corridor with the windows that faced outside, I remembered the elf I dropped out the window and froze as a long slender shape dropped into view. With a jump I pulled back, before sighing as the small lamia giggled.

      “Scared you,” she grinned.

      “You did,” I nodded. “Does your mother know you’re sneaking about?”

      She smiled, showing a cute pair of fangs and shook her head. “Mamma doesn’t want me sneaking about. She’s scared you’ll put me back in a cage.”

      I snorted and shook my head. “Well as long as you and your mamma are nice to everyone, I promise no more cages.” I looked at how she hung from some unknown point outside on the wall and thought about Sessa. “Hey, just… Don’t go too high.”

      “The scary drarskk ladies are up there,” she nodded quickly. “Mamma already told me. I’ll be careful.”

      “Good girl,” I smiled and started walking to the door at the end.

      “What’s your name?” she asked, following along on the outside of the windowsill.

      I watched as her torso curved into the room to follow the ledge, before flowing back outside to go around the pillars that made up the wall. She really was like a big snake. “Call me Frelser,” I smiled.

      “Nice to meet you Frelser, I’m Amaly,” she offered her hand to shake.

      I paused and dwarfed her hand with my own. “It’s lovely to meet you Amaly, and I’m sure it would be lovely to meet your mother at some stage too.”

      “She’s still mad at you,” Amaly smiled. “She said she doesn’t trust anyone she can’t bite.” I frowned and nodded at the logic. “But, she bit daddy, and he didn’t die, so that doesn’t make sense.”

      I frowned at the sad way she said daddy, and remembered how there were only two of them in the cage. “I’m sure your mother will be looking for you, Amaly. Right now though,” I placed my hand on the door. “You need to go somewhere safe. I’m about to get into a big fight, and it won’t be safe.”

      She looked concerned for a moment, before nodding, “Okay Frelser, I’ll go find mamma.”

      I waited as she slipped off the windowsill onto the ground and started moving away, before slowly opening the door and moved in to listen.

      “I don’t care,” a masculine voice snarled. “Phaslo promised us we could have the next one we found!”

      Yeah, they’re fucking dead. Pushing the door open, I looked around. There were two dozen elfs in the middle of the menagerie. Stuffed inside several of the cages, looked like more orcs, a couple humans and a faun. But what had my attention was a blue skinned woman crouching on the floor in the middle of the elfs. She was nude and sobbing quietly in terror. Behind Eila filed our guards, still dressed in Phaslo’s colours and each had a sword on their hip. They stepped up behind Eila and froze when they saw me drawing my sword.

      “And I’m telling you, things have changed!” Eila declared loudly. “You are not to harm that naiad.”

      “I have written-”

      “You haven’t got shit,” I boomed loudly.

      The elfs all jumped and spun around, not realising I was right behind them. Swinging my blade I caught the closest elf in the neck. He threw himself back, but the damage was done and his head fell, still partially attached. The crimson spray washed over the elf behind him who covered his face, which was a mistake, as I stabbed him through the chest. Heaving sideways, I tossed the screaming elf into his comrades before turning and swinging in the opposite direction. This elf got his sword up in time, but the power of my blow slammed his blade into his chest, before my sword skated up, shearing the front of his face off. He let out an unearthly scream as he clutched at what was left of his face, but I simply shoved him aside.

      A series of cries went out, telling me the other elfs had joined the fight. But I had one goal. The naiad in the middle was kicked around as the elfs tried to defend themselves. I grabbed one in the confusion and bodily tossed him at the group, knocking them to the ground. The naiad, seeing a gap, scrambled for safety, before freezing as she saw me looming over her. She let out a small scream of terror as my hand closed over her shoulder and I firmly yanked her away from the elfs and dumped her on the ground behind me. With the naiad safe I let out a roar and hurled myself back into the fray. Gripping my sword in two hands, I didn’t bother with any pretence of finesse. I simply swung and made sure whatever I hit, died. Swords went flying, whole and in pieces. A shield was ripped free along with the arm it was attached to. An elf dived out of the way, only for me to take his leg, rather than cut him entirely in half. The screams of the dead and dying filled the room and I just kept killing. Each elf that appeared before me met a violent end on the edge of my sword. Turning to the next elf, I raised my blade and paused.

      “Thank you milord,” he bowed quickly.

      Blinking, I straightened up and looked around. The only elfs standing were the ones in proper guard uniforms. They looked rather dazed and confused, but each wiped their blades clean and slid them back into their sheaths, while Eila smiled.

      “Alright, listen up!” I called. The elfs snapped to attention as Eila moved to stand beside me. “You know my feelings about women. The rules have changed. If you wish to take wives, you may do so. But the moment I find out about any abuse, you will die, am I understood?”

      “Milord!” they chanted.

      “Good, keep the weapons. You’re back on full duty. But you’re still being watched.”

      Turning my back on them, I heard a few excited voices. I just hoped they really were the good eggs in the bunch, and not just the ones best at hiding it. The naiad had crawled to the far side of the room and was still cowering, so I left her for the moment. The three cages for the current detainees all had working locks on them, but this time there was a key in the door. The first cage had a group of humans. They looked like a family: a mother, father, an old woman and several young children. I grabbed the key and unlocked the door as they shrank back in fear.

      “You’re free, we don’t keep slaves,” I told them. “You can stay, leave, or if you choose to fight for me, I’ll make sure your family has a home.”

      “What?” the man gaped.

      I nodded, “That goes to all of you. You’re free! I’m the owner of these lands. King Phaslo is dead.” Moving to the orcs, they gaped as I fit the key into the lock and released them. “Some of your brethren have already been released. They have already returned to their people. I offer you the same. My lands are welcome to all. If your people come in peace they may settle. But I am heading to war and if you fight, I will help build you homes.”

      “Truly?” a gruff voice asked.

      I snorted and nodded at the large orc woman as she stared at me. “I’ll tell you the same thing I told the other orcs. Behave yourself. These lands are peaceful. If you can live peacefully, you are welcome. I even have the start of a goblin clan digging their tunnels within these walls.”

      The last cage I opened was the faun’s. Obviously it was a female. She was a young woman. She wore a sort of dress that covered her shoulders and draped down to cover her hips. But her furry, cloven legs held her steady, even as she watched me through a thick black eye. She trembled as she watched me unlock the door.

      “You’re safe,” I smiled. “You might need to see Ita though, that eye looks painful.”

      She nodded and moved closer on shaky legs. I stepped back, before turning to the naiad. She was curled up and watching me with a wary expression.

      “There’s no nearby river or anything, is there?” I asked Eila.

      “No husband, and it would be cruel to put her in a well.”

      I froze and thought about that a moment, before sighing and resigning myself to check the wells dug into this place. Phaslo would definitely have dropped a naiad into each well. It would definitely explain why the water here was always so fresh. All it did was save boiling it. Shaking my head, I moved to the naiad and scooped her into my arms.

      “Please,” she whispered.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” I told her. “I’m taking you to water.”

      “Please don’t put me in a well,” she started to cry.

      I shook my head, “Nothing like that. We’ve got a big pool upstairs. Then once you’re better, we can look at finding you a nice lake or a river.”

      “Okay,” she said, in a small voice, still clutching at herself in terror.

      I made my way out the main entrance, knowing it was slightly quicker than going through the halls like I had to get here. The naiad trembled in my arms, but otherwise seemed resigned to her fate. I wanted to comfort her somehow, but there was nothing I could say that would elevate her concerns. I glanced at one of the wells as I passed and made a mental note to come back and check it. As far as I knew, there were three of them. One here, one on the other side and one at the rear where the goblins were digging their tunnels. It had been a concern for them, but the wells were rather deep and they knew their limits.

      For now though, I needed to do something with this terrified naiad. She eyed the well as I carried her past. She made a small glance up at me as she wiped away a terrified tear, but I pretended to ignore her. As I made it into the throne room, I heard the clomping of hooves and turned, only to see the faun suddenly scamper out of view.

      “Of course,” Eila groused.

      “What-”

      “Go on,” Eila shoved me forward.

      I shrugged and ignored the clomping of hooves that followed all the way upstairs. Every time I glanced back, she was either not in view, or she quickly tried to hide. Shaking my head, I carried the naiad into our suite and headed straight for the bath. It was full as per usual and Lonty and Harri were lounging where I liked to sit.

      “Here we are, is this big enough for you?”

      The naiad, realised she was being asked a question, teared up and nodded, too terrified to do anything but agree. I turned and faced her directly towards the large bath and she seemed to pause.

      “What?” She squeaked.

      “I asked if this was large enough for you?”

      “Y-you mean, I can go in there?”

      “We don’t really have anywhere else for a naiad to go, and I’m definitely not putting you in a well.”

      She extended her legs, so I gently placed her on her feet. She swayed for a moment, casting a terrified eye at me. She was short, slender and extremely beautiful. Her entire body was blue and seemed to shimmer like she was wet, despite knowing she was bone dry. She wore no clothes and the closest she had to any hair, bodily or otherwise, was what looked like water that flowed from the top of her head. With a final glance at me, I urged her on and she quickly slipped into the water and swam to the bottom where she seemed to shimmer and go transparent.

      “Should we get out?” Lonty asked.

      “You’ll be fine, she’s just scared out of her mind,” Eila smiled.

      “I’ll be back soon,” I told Eila, who was starting to disrobe.

      “Husband?” she asked.

      “We have wells Eila.”

      Her gasp was loud, as she pulled her clothing back into position and followed me downstairs. There was only a single pause as we ran into the faun at the door and she nearly fell running back down the way she came. I ignored her for now as we marched outside. I went straight to the well we passed earlier and took hold of the bucket on the rope. Pulling it out, I untied the bucket, before making a loop in the rope like a small noose. Tossing it into the well, I leaned in after.

      “If there’s a naiad in there!” I yelled. “Phaslo, the one who put you in there is dead. Put your foot through the loop and hold the rope, so I can pull you out!”

      I waited for any reply, but was greeted with only silence. I counted to thirty, before sighing. And that’s when the rope shifted. It swung lightly, before pulling tight and a small voice sobbed out, “Please?”

      Grabbing the rope, I started pulling. I kept it slow. I made long, even draws of the rope and the weight of the naiad on the end stayed firm. As I pulled, Eila leaned over and gestured for me to continue. I kept going until she gestured for me to stop.

      “She’s right here, if you go any higher, you’ll hit her hands.”

      I nodded, before walking forward as I pulled the rope, to keep it stationary. Leaning over the well, there was a wide eyed and terrified naiad staring at me.

      “Please?” she whimpered.

      I reached in and she snatched at my arm in a death grip. I gently lifted her up, taking her other hand as her weight came off the rope. As she came into the light, she threw herself at me, grabbing me tightly with her arms and legs.

      “Come on, I have somewhere safe for you,” I told her as Eila watched on appalled.

      I carried her upstairs the same as the last, but when I reached the bath, she refused to let go. Fortunately, the other naiad realised I had another and she quietly came to the surface.

      “Hello,” she said softly.

      The naiad attached to me turned her head and froze at the sight of another naiad. I looked at the one in the bath and she shrunk back nervously.

      “She was in a well. There’s two more I need to get out,” I told her.

      Immediately her expression shifted from fear to shock. “Come on, there’s more trapped like you were. He needs to help them.”

      “Please don’t put me back in a well,” the naiad cried.

      “Shhhh sh sh sh,” the one in the bath tried to sooth her. “It’s okay. This bath is big enough for a few of us. It’s really warm and the water is clean already.”

      The one in my arms sniffed and her grip loosened slightly. I squatted down by the water and manually pried her off me. She seemed to transfer from my arms into the arms of the naiad in the bath, before simply breaking down into quiet sobs. The first naiad turned to me and smiled. “Go get the other’s please. I’ll help them.”

      “Thank you,” I told her.

      The second well went much faster. I tossed in the rope, yelled to grab hold and immediately a massive splash signalled the naiad holding on for dear life. I pulled her up and helped her out of the well. But this one just acted completely docile. She just looked at me until I took her by the hand. She remained stoic as I led her by the hand up into the bathing room, only choking out a sob when the two naiads in the bath surfaced.

      “Gana?” She whimpered.

      “Big sister!” The newer of the two naiads threw her arms open. The stoic naiad burst into tears and practically threw herself onto her sister as they submerged.

      “One more,” I told the original naiad.

      Heading to the final well I tied the familiar loop and tossed it back in without the bucket.

      “Phaslo is dead, I’m getting you out. You’re the third!” I called. “Put your foot in the loop and I’ll pull you out.”

      The rope shifted, telling me she heard me, but I heard nothing but grunts before a hopeless cry rang out. “Just kill me! Please!”

      I froze, “I’m trying to help you! Just put your foot in the loop or tie it around yourself. I promise I’m trying to get you out!”

      There was more thrashing and grunting, before a soft voice called, “Okay!”

      Leaning back, I started hauling. This one felt heavier than the others and I wondered if the loop for her foot was too small. I felt a little bad, but figured it didn’t matter in the end. Hand over hand I pulled until Eila, with a strange look on her face waved for me to stop. Like before, I walked my way forward on the rope, before leaning in and taking the naiad’s hand. Taking her weight, I let the rope drop, but as it was tied up under her armpits and pinned above her breasts, it didn’t go anywhere. So I got a better hold of her with both hands and lifted her out with a grunt. She really was heavier than the other two.

      “There’s no tub!” She cried out in despair.

      I glanced around, “Tub?”

      “I don’t wanna go back, please!” She cried.

      Looking down at the woman in my arms, I froze. She wasn’t a naiad. She had a similar complexion to an extremely underfed elf. Her ears were pointy, but her hair was green, not blue. She looked up at me with a broken sob, through pointed teeth and slitted eyes. Her gills opened and closed uselessly on the sides of her neck.

      “I need water, please?” she begged, as her long paddle-like tail flopped uselessly on the ground. Her green scales shimmered in the light, as she shifted to grab me with both hands. “Please?”
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      I was huffing as I literally dived into the bath. Bursting to the surface, I hooked my fingers into the mermaid’s mouth. Yanking her jaw open, I dragged her through the water. She had quickly gone from begging to choking and finally silence. Eila burst into the room with Ita, who leaped into the water beside me.

      “Hold her still!” Ita snapped.

      I grit my teeth and slowed the motion as she approached. “Hurry, I need to get water flowing through her gills.”

      “I can help!”

      Glancing over, the first Naiad pressed her lips to the mermaid. I could see her gills begin to flutter and I knew the naiad was circulating water. Ita concentrated as her hands glowed and a few moments later I felt the mermaid twitch. Her tail shifted in the water and her eyes fluttered open. As Ita pulled her hands away, the naiad released the mermaid. The mermaid appeared stunned for a moment as her gills seemed to pump despite her closed mouth.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      She froze, before rolling over in the water and looking up at me. Instantly, I realised she was completely nude and my hands were on her. Letting her go, she remained in place, staring up at me from beneath the surface. The look in her eyes was something between shock and awe, but she remained silent.

      “Right,” I nodded, before looking up at the naiad. “Do you have a name?”

      “Anna,” she said softly. “I don't really know what to say about all this,” she gestured to the two naiad still at the bottom of the bath and the mermaid who still hadn’t moved.

      I just shrugged. “For now, all four of you are welcome to stay. When we can find somewhere suitable for you, we can talk about moving you.”

      Anna nodded her head, before reaching for the mermaid. She flinched, feeling Anna’s hand, but allowed the blue woman to take her into the depths of the pool.

      “Thank you Ita,” I smiled, turning to my succubus.

      She beamed back at me and stepped into my arms. “Reward me later?”

      “Do you want to be on top, or would you prefer I hold you down and reward you how I see fit?”

      Ita trembled slightly and bit her lip, “Both please…”

      “Before that, we have something… To discuss,” Eila said softly.

      Nodding, Ita and I climbed out of the bath. Stripping off our wet clothes, I moved into the bedroom, and froze, seeing the faun. She stood demurely in the doorway to the bedroom. The moment our eyes met, she flinched and turned to flee, but caught herself at the last moment. Instead, choosing to stare at a spot on the floor.

      “Oh no,” Ita said.

      I just watched as Ita rushed to the faun and began healing the swelling over her face.

      “Is there anything that man didn’t inject you with?” Eila asked softly.

      “Honestly, I have no idea. How bad is this?” I sighed, knowing where this was going already.

      “If you had horns, she’d already be naked,” Eila sighed. “She’s extremely attached to you as the one who saved her and the scent you give off is telling her you’re a male of her own kind. She’s torn between fleeing from you as a prey animal, and wanting to throw herself at you.”

      “Would that work?” I asked. “Chasing her, I mean. If I scared her, would she leave, go back home?”

      Eila shook her head, “No husband, it’s more likely she’d run around in circles. There’s a reason people compare them to goats. One moment she’s there, the next she’s climbed something you can’t follow.”

      “So what do you suggest?”

      Eila smiled and gave me a look that had me bending down to kiss her. As our lips parted, she smiled, “She’s probably going to hang around until she works up the courage to attack you.”

      “Like a drarskk?” I groaned.

      Eila shook her head, “Thankfully not. Just a test of strength.”

      “What?” I smirked. “Is she going to headbutt me or something?”

      Eila just smiled and started walking.

      Turning my attention back to Ita who was finishing up with the faun, I could see now the swelling was gone, that she was rather beautiful. A heart shaped face, button nose and big brown eyes. Her hair was cut short and she had two small rounded horns that poked up just before her hairline. As our eyes met, there was a flash of panic, before she darted into the other room and I was left staring at Ita, who looked very confused.

      “What just happened?” she asked.

      Eila patted her shoulder as she walked past, “Just working out the details of the new wife.”

      Ita turned to me with an odd expression, before shooting me a lopsided smile. “Husband?”

      “Do you want your reward now?”

      She nodded quickly, “We’re already undressed.”

      Nodding, I turned and headed for the bed. Ita had already told me what she wanted, so I was going to make sure she got it. Crawling up onto the bed, I flopped onto my back and grinned at Ita who practically threw herself on top of me. There was no foreplay for her this time. She wasn’t interested. With my cock rising into the air to her navel, she grasped it in her hands. With an almost manic glee, I held back a chuckle. My little succubus was built for this kind of thing. She literally fed off the energy she would collect while we made love. Her almost red skin glistened with water drops as she lowered herself. I bit my tongue to distract myself from grabbing her. When the head of my cock speared into her, she looked up at me with big purple eyes.

      “Beautiful,” I whispered.

      She beamed widely and held eye contact as she lowered herself onto me. The only change in her expression was the small twitch of her eye as she finally bottomed out. She sat there and pulsed her insides for my own benefit.

      “I love you,” she said simply.

      I pushed myself up on my elbows and cradled her against my chest. As she came close, I kissed her and felt the small passing of power between us. She worried at first that taking power with every sign of affection meant she was using me, or anyone else she slept with. But one and all, we had declared that when we fed her, it was out of love. Since then, she took small amounts from each of us and cherished the love she felt.

      “You’re going to make a wonderful mother,” I smiled down at her.

      She smiled and leaned into me as I held her. We rocked gently against one another for a while. Ita began to tremble in my arms and I knew she was about to orgasm. It was the moment I was waiting for. Leaning down, I held her close as I kissed her. Ita’s hips began to rock faster and faster as she drove herself higher. As her pussy began to pulse around my cock, I rolled, slamming her into the bed. With my hand pinning her in place, I snarled and sawed my length into her body. Ita’s soft moans of pleasure turned to loud wails. Her legs kicked uselessly as her mind gave in to the pleasure.

      “That’s right, my little demon,” I grunted forcing myself to fuck her as hard as I could. “Cum for me while I ruin you.”

      “Yasss!” Ita cried.

      Slamming my cock home, I grunted as I filled her with my seed. Ita’s whole body trembled before her eyes lit up bright blue. She spasmed and squirmed in delirious ecstasy, milking my own pleasure as she did so. When she came down, Ita sighed softly and blinked up at me.

      “Promise me?”

      “Anything,” I smiled down at her.

      Ita grinned, a wide grin. “Promise me, when you breed me, you’ll fuck me just like that, every day.”

      With a snarl I flipped her over. Taking her small ass in my hand, I pinned her in place as I roughly fucked her from behind. Ita’s screams filled my head even as her juices sprayed my crotch. Either way, I was determined to get her pregnant, if she wasn’t already. We hadn’t had great success so far, and my wives seemed to accept the power more often than not. It was hardest in particular for Ita, who literally fed off it. Not absorbing all she could was almost a violation of her species, so the fact it had happened at all, proved how much she really loved me.

      “Like this?” I growled.

      “Yes!” Ita grunted into the mattress. “Just like this! Every day!”

      Snarling, I slammed my hips down and filled her a second time. Ita, feeling me filling her, bit her lip and moaned pathetically as she fought against her instinct. Her eyes flickered for a moment, before she slumped down on the mattress and went limp.

      Laying down beside her, I lifted her up to my chest and she moaned as my cock fell free. What I hadn’t been expecting, was as I rolled, I spotted three naiads staring at me from the doorway, while the mermaid lay on the floor watching between their legs. Realising they’d been spotted, there were four squeaks, one from each of them. The naiads vanished immediately, before the mermaid was suddenly yanked backward, followed by a loud splash.

      “If only you could feel how badly they want what I just got,” Ita mumbled.

      But before I could ask what she meant, a soft snore escaped her lips. Laying onto my back, I sighed, not having the heart to wake her, and closed my eyes.

      It was just on daybreak when a whistle rang out. Like the bells from Hjem, I sat up, slipping Ita and Lonty from my shoulders. The others came awake as well with a series of groggy muttering. Getting up, I pulled on a pair of pants as loud knocking came from our door. With just my pants on, I ignored the worried looks from the mermaid and naiads as I passed through to the main room.

      Pulling the door open, I was confronted with a worried looking elf, who had his hand up, just a moment from knocking. “Milord, there is a large group of people at the gate, they have sent a messenger to ask for aid.”

      Glancing back, I saw Ally stumble out, dressed with her own blades and mine as well. She rushed up as Eila staggered out, in the process of dressing. Her bust swung in the air and I turned to the elf, as he pinned his gaze at the floor between his feet.

      “Let’s go!” Eila snapped, tossing a shirt at me.

      By the time we got to the gatehouse, Eila and I had dressed. Eila, Ally and Mareridt were with me. The others stayed behind to get our armour ready if we needed it. The final piece of my ensemble was, as I stepped out atop the wall, two familiar impacts hit my shoulder. Ally’s squawk told me she suffered a similar incident. Glancing up, I had Hestha and Sassarna on my shoulders. Ally, once she straightened, had Assara on her shoulders. The only two missing were Tassa and Sessa, which made sense. Sessa wouldn’t leave her egg and she kept Tassa with her just in case.

      “Frelser!” Baz called as he stood at the edge of the wall.

      Moving up beside him, he pointed down at the group of people at our wall. Slightly within bow-range if we really wanted, was a group of several hundred people. The ones closest looked like they were the strongest. But I could see women, children, the elderly and many injured coming up the rear. Even as I stood, I could see more coming. They shuffled along in small familial groups. Some had livestock, others just the shirt on their backs. But one and all looked scared, hungry and dirty.

      I could see elfs, humans, male drarskk, fetz and even goblins mixed into the group as they staggered along. The longer I looked the more I saw! There were harpies with ruffled feathers dragging and Lythans, some on all fours, others on two legs holding children as their tails drooped and their tongues rolled.

      “Gods,” I grunted. “Baz, what is this?”

      “You there!” Baz called.

      I glanced down and saw a single, lone dwarf man clutching a white sheet with one arm… He didn’t seem to have another arm and his side was stained with gore.

      “Please, we can’t go any further!” he pleaded. “The elf lands are in chaos, burning, killing, slaving. We’ve been forced out, and if we go any further, we’re not welcome in human lands.”

      “How did you find us?” I called down.

      “Orcs at first!” he called back. “Ran into a small group, but we ignored them. Two days later, we ran into some fetz, that told us the same thing.”

      “And where are they?”

      “I don’t know milord!” The dwarf shook his head. “Orcs went into the wastes, the fetz said they were looking for family.”

      I thought about it a moment, it made sense at least and the look Eila and Ally gave me said they believed it. “What do you want?!” I called out.

      “Safety!” he called back. “If we share our food and send groups for water, we can survive for a time. But we have no homes, no way to defend ourselves!”

      “Open the gate,” I ordered softly.

      Stepping up to the edge, I heard a sharp intake of breath. “Husband no!”

      Tossing my leg over the wall, I felt Hestha and Sassarna take to the sky, as I slipped off the edge. I listened as the air rushed past and grinned, thinking of how this worked out last time. I braced as I made a count of three and slammed into the ground with a loud thud. Unlike last time, I could see it coming and dropped to one knee to absorb the impact. The dwarf on the other hand, literally fell over backward in shock and was staring at me between his toes. Standing up, I stretched and grinned at the thought that I was larger than I was last time and also stronger. The impact had been slightly painful, but I felt fine as I stood. As the sound of the portcullis being raised behind me, I offered my hand to the dwarf.

      “Call me Frelser.”

      He gripped my forearm and I hauled him upright. The moment he was up, he jumped back as two familiar weights slammed into my shoulders.

      “Stupid!” Hestha screeched.

      “Husband lacks wings!” Sassarna screeched as well.

      A loud thud caught my attention and I whirled around to see Ita’s irate expression. “If I could curse you, I’d-”

      Grabbing her quickly, I pulled her into a kiss. Her angry words vanished into a soft moan. And as I pulled away, I could see the anger in her eyes slowly dissipating. The sound of wings above announced Assara, who looked as irate as the others. Heavy hooves told me Mareridt had arrived and then I was presented with two angry elfs. Although Mareridt looked more amused than upset.

      “I won’t do it again,” I sighed.

      “What… Ah…”

      I turned around to the dwarf who was staring at all of us. “My apologies, these are my wives.

      “Wives,” The dwarf nodded. “Right, what… Ah…”

      “Let’s go! Tell everyone to come inside,” I gestured.

      From there, it was lots of crying, hugging and grovelling. These people were so relieved that I was taking them in, some literally had to be carried. Ita, at my side, after checking the dwarf, Bronijer, healed what she could. When a weeping mother came past with a feverish baby, Ita was left weeping as the mother hugged her tightly. The baby's soft cooing slowly vanished through the portcullis. As she wiped her eyes, a shout went up. Turning to see what was happening, I was too closely packed to draw my sword. Ita’s gasp snapped me around! There was a small figure, just one face in the crowd. A human! They whiled around as Ita’s blood dripped from the blade. She clutched at her neck in shock as he slammed the blade into my own stomach. Immediately, I felt the heat of some poison seeping into my body.

      Staggering, I caught sight of Ita who slumped down beside me. I tasted her blood as her lips found mine and she started drawing power. More and more rushed from me, but I didn’t care. Whatever she needed the power for, she could have. It peaked as it felt like a waterfall rushing through the eye of a needle, before suddenly it cut out.

      “Milord!” Bronijer cried as Hestha and Sassarna landed beside me in the grass.

      But I wasn’t paying attention to him. Sitting up, I could already feel the heat in my stomach cooling, so I knew either I was dead, or I was fine. Ita on the other hand. Gently turning her over, the blank expression on her face told me all I needed to know. As I felt the rage bubbling up inside I looked for the attacker and saw a man, struggling as the crowd held him in place. Each and every person in view looked horrified as I laid Ita down and closed her eyes. Each and every person was about to watch me become a monster! Stepping toward the assassin, who now looked extremely worried, a loud sizzling cut down through the air. It started low, rapidly building up until the air itself seemed to shimmer and the crowd all stared at a spot directly in front of me.

      A point of light appeared at chest level and something poked out of it. It was a pinkish-red finger tipped with a small claw. The finger seemed to hook itself to one side, before pulling. As the hole began to warp, a second finger joined the first and it hooked in the opposite direction. I watched in stunned silence as more fingers began to push through and begin to pull to each side. The light began to separate and I could see something shifting on the other side. I could also hear soft grunting, as whoever it was worked to pull it wider.

      “Not going to stop me!” she hissed. “Fucking portal!”

      The air began to shriek, before a terrible screeching sound signalled the opening to slam open. It looked like a large gash in the fabric of space itself and there was a figure standing in the middle holding it open. With red light like lava coming from behind, all I could tell was they were female. The figure stepped through and sighed, as several parents with children quickly scurried away. The rest were as transfixed as I was.

      “Oh it’s good to be back.”

      “It can’t be,” I gaped, reaching up and cupping her cheek.

      She was different. For starters, she was floating silently in the air without having to flap her wings. A long black tail swished around behind her. Her naked form before was almost impossibly curvy, but now it was otherworldly. Her small horns now twisted a full foot out from her head, ending with sharp points. Even her legs were different, ending with sharp looking hooves, rather than the delicate feet she used to have.

      “Ita?”

      Opening her eyes, she blinked at me and smiled. Her hands came up and caressed my arm as she beamed widely. Nuzzling into my palm, I glanced from her, down to her corpse, that seemed to have vanished.

      “How?”

      “My death is not the end of my contract,” Ita purred. “But it did mean my rebirth.”

      I took another look at her new form and nodded, “I see that.”

      Ita looked concerned for a moment, “Is it a problem-”

      I slammed her mouth into my own. Kissing her passionately, I groaned feeling that familiar pull as she fed. Her claws dug into my skin and I held her tight for several more moments. As we pulled away, she smiled at me, that familiar smile.

      “Stop him!” a voice rang out.

      Releasing Ita, I turned and saw the assassin rushing away, shoving people aside as he went. I flexed to rush after him, but Ita raised her arm. A reddish metal chain burst from the ground like a huge serpent. People screamed and dived away from it, but it seemed to slip past them without touching them. The assassin on the other hand, slammed to the ground with a scream.

      “No! Please!” he cried as the chain withdrew, dragging him back towards us. “I’m not one of them, the mage guild paid me!”

      Ita dragged him to a spot beneath her. I was about to ask him questions, when she raised her hands in unison. The first glowed with healing and the man gasped. The second sprayed black hellfire. What I had planned to do to him was nothing compared to the inhuman screams he let out as Ita refused to let him die. I moved to stop her and she seemed to blink and cut the flames, leaving the man moaning softly as his skin regrew in moments.

      “I-I’m sorry,” Ita whispered. “Time doesn’t work the same in there, that it does out here. I’ve been stuck in my realm for centuries.”

      “Ita,” I pulled her close. She leaned into me for a moment, before sighing.

      “There’s more, I’m sorry, but I hope you understand.”

      She held out her hand, and a small chain appeared in it a moment later. Ita gave it a small tug, and from the tear stepped another succubus. This one looked like Ita did when we first met, just not half starved. She had similar purple eyes, but her hair was light blue instead of Ita’s green.

      “Say hello, pet.”

      “H-hello,” she smiled nervously.

      I looked at Ita, and saw worry in her expression. “She’s never been summoned before. I found her first and… Well…” Ita jingled the chain slightly. “It’s common for greater succubus to take a pet or two, and she reminded me so much of myself.”

      “What do I need to do?” I sighed.

      “One little kiss and she can stay, but…”

      “But?”

      Ita fidgeted for a moment and sighed. “If you take her chain, you own her.”

      “Permanently,” the small succubus nodded. “I’ve spent centuries hearing about you. If even half of what the mistress says, it would be my greatest wish.”

      I glanced between the two, and the stunned crowd. “I… Think we should talk about a few things with the others.”

      Ita smiled, “It will be good to see my sisters.” She looked down at the softly crying man at our feet. “What about him?”

      “Mages hired him,” I growled. “And even if you’re still here, I still watched you die.” Bending down to grab him, Ita pushed my hand away.

      “I have something far worse,” she smiled.

      I watched as she gestured with a hand. The chain seemed to shudder and start dragging the man towards the tear. When he realised what was about to happen, he began to struggle.

      “No! Please?!” He kicked. “I won’t take another contract, I’ll go somewhere far away, please!”

      “Ita?” I asked.

      She leaned over and kissed me as the chains started dragging him, feet first into the tear. The moment his body passed through, he started screaming and I watched as he continued to do so.

      “My realm is agony for those not born of it. This realm feels as wonderful to me, as my realm feels awful to him,” she grinned darkly.

      Stepping out of my arms, she moved to the tear. With a small grunt and far less effort than when she opened it, Ita slammed it shut with a clap, and sighed.

      “Let's get this talk out of the way. I haven’t let another soul touch me, other than my pet.”

      I swallowed and glanced at the succubus, she flashed me a small smile, before lowering her head and following behind on her leash.

      “Please just tell me she’s okay with this,” I asked.

      Ita giggled softly. “Every demon I killed in my realm, I stored their energy inside her. She may not be powerful enough to kill me, but the chain is in place because she wants it to be.” Looking back, the succubus was smiling widely as Ita’s new tail caressed her face in an affectionate manner. “Isn’t that right, pet?”

      “That is accurate, mistress.”

      I just sighed as the crowd parted, letting us through to enter the keep.
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      I sat in my chair at the dinner table, even as Ita slowly rocked her hips, forcing my cock to rub up inside herself. She’d been at it for hours now and even now as we sat down to dine, she refused to stop.

      “Ita, really?” I grunted.

      “No,” Ita forced her ass down hard. “Nobody here is bothered by what is happening.”

      I glanced around at the looks on everyone’s faces and saw only lust. She’d briefly stopped pleasuring herself to eat, despite remaining impaled on me. Then as Marala cleared the last of the dishes away, she’d gone right back to it. The whole time, I could feel a small, but steady drain on my power.

      “Ita, we need to talk about what happened today, please?”

      She sighed, “Fine, cum in me one more time and I’ll stop. Pet!”

      Before I could respond, a warm tongue lapped at my balls, making me bite my lip as Ita bounced on my lap. With a snarl, I shoved her forward onto the table. Standing, I pinned her in place and slammed my cock into her. Immediately her claws sunk into the wood and she let out a long whine of pleasure. But the tongue on my balls refused to relinquish it’s responsibility.

      “Yes!” Ita grunted. “Own me, make me yours again!”

      “You were always mine!” I snarled, gripping her tighter.

      Her only reply was a long whine as she spasmed around my cock. Her wings fluttered as her tail wrapped around my wrist, holding me as I held her. With a final grunt, I buried myself inside her and came. The light from her eyes illuminated the table as she gasped and trembled with the power I pushed into her. Yanking free, I aimed my cock down, firing one last squirt over her pet's face. Immediately, the delighted succubus scooped it into her mouth and I watched brief flashes fire from her eyes as she swallowed what she could.

      With a sigh I slumped back into my chair. Ita let out a soft, content sigh, before sliding back onto my lap. Before I could grouse, she took my hands and simply wrapped them around herself. Each and every one of my wives stared at us with lust in their eyes, so I let it go.

      “What do you want to know?” Ita asked, shifting slightly as she rubbed herself against me like a cat.

      “You died today,” I whispered, giving her a small squeeze, as my wives gasped.

      Ita sighed and nodded, “Yes, he limped towards me so I let him close to heal him. Then he lashed out with that knife of his. It hurt… A lot… And you were there, so I knew it was my best chance of getting back.”

      “I felt you pull as much of my power as you could,” I stroked her stomach.

      She squirmed and giggled for a moment, before nodding her head. “I woke up like this. It’s why we take contracts. We wish to become greater, then we can open our own portals. When I woke up, I needed to find someone to teach me to use my new power. Some were willing to help me,” she smiled and reached for her pet’s hand. “Others were not. In the end the final summoning needed access to a sacred place of power. It was guarded by an old incubus. I poured the souls of every demon I killed into my pet and used her as a battery to bring him down. Then I just had to open the portal and come back through.”

      “How long?” Eila asked softly.

      Ita blinked and sighed, “I don’t know.”

      “A little over four hundred years,” her pet offered.

      “So long,” Ita sighed.

      Hugging her firmly, I had just one more question. “And your pet?”

      “I had a contract with her,” Ita said softly. “My contract with her ended as soon as she came through the portal.”

      “Is that why she needs the kiss?” I asked.

      “I’m burning through a tremendous amount of power remaining in this realm. A kiss will help, but to remain long term, I will need a binding contract.”

      “You mean you’ve been free to do as you please, this whole time?” Ally asked.

      Ita’s pet smiled as she looked over the top of the table. “I’ve spent centuries listening to Ita recall her memories of each of you. I would like the opportunity to have a chance at remaining by my mistress's side.”

      “We can only make contracts with those of the realm. I can’t make a new one with her,” Ita offered.

      I looked around all my wives and sighed, “Does anyone disagree?” The silence was deafening, so I turned back to Ita’s pet. “Do you have a name?”

      She smiled, “Petamacusaja.”

      “Pet,” I smirked as Ita giggled. “Fine, how do you want to do this?”

      “I memorised what Mistress started with,” she smiled. “Supply me with energy as I need it. In return, I aid you as best I can. I will not betray or harm you or yours. But I want my independence, I will not allow myself to be enslaved. This for the foreseeable future until either of us dismisses the other. At said time, you will supply me with enough power to return home.

      “Agreed,” I smiled as she stood.

      Ita grabbed her firmly and pulled her into a firm kiss that left the young succubus panting. As she leaned into me, I kissed her softly and felt the tug on my power. It was like Ita’s at first, that small fleeting touch that turned into a raging torrent. Breaking the connection, she panted softly and stared at Ita for a moment.

      “You may not have lied, but…”

      “How could I describe that?” Ita smirked, rubbing herself on me again.

      We spoke more on Ita’s experiences in her own realm. I wanted to know what it was like, and the picture left in my head was of a bleak, dry landscape. Not unlike the afterlife painted for sinners by some humans. It made me wonder if their beliefs were simply the second hand accounts of bad negotiations with demons.

      Hours later, we retired to the bedroom. It was going to be the last time we had to rest comfortably. After all, the assassin wasn’t acting in their own interests, but in the interests of another. Come morning, I found Baz and in his usual fashion, he earned my respect by informing me he was already preparing. He had been taken by surprise when I stormed Elfin Vakt. He was far more accepting of an attack on Kunnskap.

      “The issue isn’t time, it’s bodies,” he said as we went over the plan.

      “What about a siege then?” I asked. “Stop anyone coming or going, keep the main force back with a screen at the front. Only enough to prevent their scouts from getting out.”

      “A siege could work,” Baz nodded. “But we’d be at it for months. Their mages can conjure heat and water. I’d be worried about the coming winter more than anything.”

      “We will have our own heat and water,” I added.

      But Baz shook his head, “In a siege camp, we’ll need more than that. Food, ale, families and other...comforts. I’m not saying we can’t. But there’s logistics to take care of. We’re not just feeding ourselves on the field, and if winter rolls around early, we might be stuck there longer than we expected.”

      A firm rap on the door preceded a young elf who barged in. “I’m sorry milord, we have a situation at the gate with some centaur.”

      Frowning, I turned and saw Baz, who quickly stood. Unlike yesterday, I was wearing my full plate. Standing, I gestured for the elf to lead and followed him out. Stepping into the hall, Hestha and Sassarna were waiting. The windowless room we were in made them uncomfortable. They didn’t mind being indoors, but dead ends made them wary. I held out my arms, and they both launched themselves into them. They couldn’t quite fit on my shoulders, but I carried them regardless. Their warm bodies pressed against me as their talons dug into my wrists.

      “We heard the commotion,” Hestha said softly.

      “You will not go over the wall,” Sassarna hissed.

      I grinned despite their glares, “I won’t do it again. You’re not the only two who would be upset.”

      “Good,” Hestha growled softly.

      Sassarna just eyed me angrily, before leaning against my shoulder. I carried them until we reached the outside air. At this point, I lifted them, and like scaly birds they took new perches upon my shoulders, shuffling their wings as they came to attention. Stepping out into the open air, I breathed in and sighed softly.

      “Milord, they have sent a messenger!” one of the elfs on the wall called out.

      Nodding, I moved to join him. Looking down I was in time to see three centaurs slide to a halt within shouting range. Behind them, well out of bow range, but perhaps still within range of the ballista at Hjem was a force of several hundred centaurs.

      “I was told of freedom in these lands!” the largest of the trio yelled. “I was told of the lord who ruled here, freeing slaves and offering them homes! Only days later, did I find slavers within our lands! Before we negotiate the terms of your surrender, I will send you their heads!”

      “Did they have any slaves?!” I called down.

      The centaur snarled at me, “That is NOT your concern!”

      I just shrugged, “We have food and healing if you need it.” Turning to Baz as the centaur seemed to sputter in confusion, I tilted my head towards the centaurs I could see further out. “What’s the chance they can actually get in here?”

      “Not likely,” Baz frowned. “If they all worked together to haul on the portcullis, they might be able to rip it down. But the murder holes in the gatehouse would make it difficult to even approach. And I don’t see centaurs using ladders.”

      “Sassarna, see if they have any siege weapons,” Hestha said quickly.

      Before I could respond she was off. I could have called back, but I knew from experience they were far more capable than I thought. She raced over the trio without a second glance and swooped over the camp. There were shouts and she screeched in reply, before rapidly whirling around. Racing back towards us, I held out my arm to receive her. Just as a bolas whistled up, snagging her wings. With a screech, Sassarna dropped like a stone, slamming heavily into the ground.

      “Sassarna!” I roared.

      Racing to the edge of the wall, one of the centaur had grabbed her, while the other two closed round to help restrain her. Before I could make the decision to jump, they whirled as one and raced back to the camp.

      “MARERIDT!”

      Hestha took to the skies as I stormed down the stairs. I was in a rage. My loved ones were being targeted. Shoving an elf aside, I burst out into the main courtyard as Mareridt stormed out of the keep. She must have seen something in my eyes as she shifted into her quadrupedal form. Pausing only long enough for me to swing onto her back, we raced through the gatehouse. We both had to duck under the portcullis as it rose, but I wasn’t stopping for anything. Thundering along, I could see Sassarna still struggling as she was held by her wings between two of the centaur.

      I didn’t need to give Mareridt any orders as she surged ahead, but we had no chance of getting to the trio before they made it behind the camp. Proving my point, the front line seemed to part, allowing the trio to enter. I could hear Sassarna screeching angrily now, even as the centaur drew bows. I let loose a battle cry as the first arrows took flight. As I watched them arc through the sky, I realised that while I was armoured, Mareridt was not.

      “Stop!” I ordered.

      She shook her head and continued. I was about to force her, when a burst of black hellfire swept through the skies. Looking up, Ita and Pet swooped overhead. Ita cackled manically as her black flames destroyed the projectiles. I had seen her flames before and even some curses she had cast, but the sheer volume of her power was breathtaking. She was a magnitude more powerful than she had previously been but that didn’t excuse what had happened to her. Pet dived, swooping down beside me and raced ahead at ground level. She let out a scream herself, sending out a more familiar sized ball of black flames. As they raced to the front line of centaur, they broke and raced in opposite directions.

      As Pet gained altitude, I burst through the thick smoke, yanking my sword free in anticipation of the battle. Only… There wasn’t one. The woman and children nearest to me were pushing further away. While the men, even armed, seemed to cower before me. Only…

      “Nightmare.”

      That word sprung up all around me. It started with one voice, and spread rapidly to the mouths of everyone waiting.

      “Please milord!” a centaur burst through the throng. He scrambled to a stop and did his best to bow, even lowering his forelimbs in a crouch. “Spare the women and children as you spared me, please!”

      I paused, glaring at the centaur and I realised it was one of them I had freed from the cages. “I asked that those who reside in my lands not cause trouble. I knew of the warlike behaviour of the orcs, but I thought better of your kind. Now, BRING ME BACK MY WIFE!”

      “Husband!” Sassarna screeched.

      The centaur parted immediately and I could see the shocked expressions of the trio, still holding Sassarna, who struggled in the bonds tangled around herself. Pet landed beside me, as Ita lowered herself to float a foot off the ground in front. She hissed and the centaur moved even further back. As the older centaur opened his mouth, a terrifying screech rang out. Tessa and Hestha swooped between the trio. Their talons snatching Sassarna into the sky. But it was Sessa. The sounds rumbling from her throat as she tore into their leader's face. The horse-like scream that left his lips as she dug her talons into his chest.

      “Get it off me!” He cried.

      The two centaur with him froze in place. The rest of the centaurs watched on in horror. Sessa bit and tore at him, taking off chunks of meat. A piece of his neck, an ear, part of his jaw. The elder began to thrash, kicking and throwing himself around, before collapsing on the ground. With his limbs kicking and thrashing, the other two finally moved away. But after a particularly wet squelch, he seemed to shudder for a moment and fall completely limp.

      “Sessa?!” I called as Mareridt made a slow advance.

      Her small body stood, she was completely nude and dripping with blood. The rage in her eyes burned brightly. With a screech, she took flight, with Tassa and a now freed Sassarna behind her. Hestha landed on my shoulder and snarled at the centaur around us.

      “Get off my land,” I growled.

      Mareridt taking the cue, turned on the spot and gave a quiet trot back out the way we came. Pet flew on ahead, while Ita hovered beside me. The centaurs were silent and barely moved as we left. But the low rumble as they retreated told me the message had been received. It was a shame. With the coming conflict, I had hoped for a better outcome, but attacking one of my wives was something I could never forgive.

      The rest of my wives, led by Eila, met me at the gatehouse. They all had questions, but I had someone to check first. Dismounting Mareridt, she shifted back to her bipedal form. I gave each of my wives a quick kiss, before collecting a large bucket of water and headed for the roof of the keep. Hours later, I slept amongst the drarskk, with a freshly cleaned Sessa on one side of me, and Sassarna on the other. She had escaped unharmed from her fall. Something I was extremely grateful for.

      The following morning, I found myself with a slight dilemma.

      “Didn’t I tell your people to leave?”

      The centaur shifted nervously within the hall. He had arrived after daybreak under a white flag of truce. He was tall, not quite as tall as myself, but tall enough that he towered over me as I sat in my new throne.

      “Yes milord,” he said nervously. “But, we had hoped that after yesterdays, unfortunate-”

      “You think showing up at my gate, making threats, attacking and then kidnapping one of my wives is unfortunate?”

      “N-no milord,” he quickly shook his head. “The assumptions made by the herdmaster were unfortunate. But his threats and subsequent attack on your family would have led to his banishment regardless.”

      “What do you want?” I asked softly.

      “Milord, we wish for safe grazing lands. Somewhere to bed down in the winter and protection from both humans and the elf kingdom.”

      “If you led with that yesterday, things may have gone very differently,” I sighed.

      The centaur shifted, “I tried to tell him, but his advisers disagreed. They stated that if the slavers were still operating, that you were no different than Phaslo.”

      I nodded, “We already killed one group that came back, and released their slaves. We were waiting to see if there were others.”

      “I see that now,” he nodded. “For what it’s worth, the elfs we killed only had members of our own kind. We have since reintegrated them into our society.”

      I nodded feeling somewhat relieved. “I am inclined to agree to allow you to stay within my lands. What happened to your grandfather’s advisers?”

      “Banished, milord.”

      I nodded, “I can allow your people to stay but I am about to strike the city of Kunnskap. If you want home’s built, I need soldiers.”

      “For what purpose exactly?” the centaur asked. “Our kind would struggle within the confines of a city.”

      “Logistics and scouting mostly,” I told him. “This will be a siege. The main force of ours will hang back, where you will provide transport and messenger services. Others of your kind will patrol around the city and take care of anyone who gets out.”

      The centaur nodded, “And for this, you will provide homes for my people?”

      I nodded, “For your efforts to help us strike Kunnskap, your people will be recognised as citizens of my lands. I will have barns built against the walls of this place, where you can bed down for the winter.”

      “Outside the walls, milord?”

      I nodded, “For now yes. Those of your kind willing to travel, but unable to fight, I want them to spread the word. This will be my capital. Those who wish to live in peace may come here and build new lives for themselves.”

      When I finished my speech about equality and working together, the centaur left with a bemused expression on his face. He came here thinking he may die, and left with a future direction for his people.

      “We really are going to war then?” Mareridt asked.

      I frowned and nodded, “Kunnskap is hardly a small town.”

      “We’re not talking Kunnskap,” Eila offered. “You’re talking about creating a new land.”

      I nodded, “I guess I am.”

      “Then we will have war,” Ally said softly. “Is that what you want?”

      Gritting my teeth I shook my head. “All I ever wanted was peace. Somewhere to live. A nice garden.”

      “Are we not part of your plan?” Ita said in a tone like she was about to cry.

      I stood and turned to my wives who were arranged behind my throne. I looked at each one of them and committed their faces to memory.

      “None of this was part of my plan. I thought I’d live alone until death. Instead I have each and every one of you, beautiful, amazing women. I would do anything to take you all from here and live alone somewhere. Grow old, raise families upon families forever until the end of days.” I sighed softly and shook my head, thinking of Chit. “But other people have different ideas. I already lost Chit, Ita died in my arms yesterday, and I’ve seen many more of you in life threatening situations. If I have to carve out this land to keep you all safe I will.”

      “I don’t know if that’s terrifying, or the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard,” Harri snorted softly.

      “I don’t know if I like the idea of you fighting a war to keep us safe,” Lonty frowned.

      “If any of you can figure out a way to avoid that, I’m all ears. But for now, I will take Kunnskap, kill anyone involved with the assassination attempt and take the town under my control.”

      Before anyone else could speak, I heard a frantic clatter. Turning to face the noise, I paused in confusion. It was the sound of hooves on stone. The faun lowered her head as she approached and slammed into my side, staggering me and knocking herself to the floor. Straightening up, I glanced at my wives, who all had eyes on the faun, as she got to her feet.

      “Are you okay?” I asked her.

      She looked up at me with a determined scowl. Taking several steps back, she lowered her head and charged. This time, I managed to shove her off to one side and she fell in a sprawl on the ground.

      “I wondered how long it would take,” Eila sighed. “Husband, this is the test of strength I was talking about.”

      I nodded, before knocking the faun aside for the second time. She was quicker to her feet this time, and took a few steps back for a longer charge.

      “What do I do?”

      “The same thing she is,” Eila smirked.

      The faun lowered her head and charged. With a grimace, I turned to face her. Then at the last moment, I bent over and met her charge with a headbutt of my own. She let out a small bleat as she collapsed on the ground and groaned painfully.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yes husband,” she said in a small voice.

      “Eila?”

      “Some things can’t be helped,” Ally patted my shoulder as Ita attended to the faun.

      The glow from Ita’s healing brought my attention back around and the faun staggered to her hooves and faced me. She glanced around the room, seeing all my other wives and immediately dropped her head in submission.

      “I-I-umm, I-I’m B-Blomst a-a-and I’m-”

      “Calm yourself,” Ita took her by the shoulder. “Deep breath now.” She and the faun took a few deep breaths in unison, before Ita urged her to speak.

      Blomst took a final deep breath before letting out a single, “I’m sorry I pushed in!” she huffed and wheezed, clearly anxious about the whole thing as she held herself closely.

      “Oh, it’s okay,” Ita smiled and hugged the faun. “Eila, the head wife already told us about you.”

      “H-head wife?”

      “Me,” Eila stepped up. “You’ve met Ita,” she gestured to the greater succubus. “This is Ally, Harri, Lonty, Mareridt, Marala and Pet. There’s also Sessa, Hestha, Sassarna and Tassa, who are drarskk. They’re in the nest on the roof.”

      “H-hello,” Blomst shuffled awkwardly as each of my wives and their submissives hugged her.

      She shuffled awkwardly for a few moments, before settling her eyes back on me. “C-can you p-please fuck m-me n-now?”
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      Eila really hadn’t been kidding when she described the faun. Blomst had proven that in her quest to cling to me as tightly as physically possible. Her constant shifting I found amusing as I climbed the stairs. She was desperately trying to undress me. Her hooves caught every chink in my armour and she used them as leverage to hold herself in position while she undid my ties. Eila and the rest followed up behind us, and took each piece of my armour with a smile. By the time we actually got to our rooms, I had small wet patches over my chest and back from Blomst drooling over me.

      When I carried her into the room, she literally sprung off me, before diving for the few ties she couldn’t touch while I walked. I thought about trying to stop her, but it only took her moments before my greaves fell away. Then she was on me again. Her hands forcing my pants down while she wrapped one leg around my waist, kissing my chest frantically.

      “Hold on,” I tried to slow her down.

      “No!” She bleated. “In me, now!”

      “She’s as insatiable as I am,” Ita laughed.

      I looked down at the twisted expression on the faun’s face, and had the odd thought that she’d be trying to headbutt me if not for our proximity. Grabbing her under the arms, I tossed her backwards onto the bed. She let out a small scream of shock, but it took a few moments for her to bounce to a stop, allowing me to get my pants off. Her small form finally came to a stop as she stared at my cock.

      “That…” she whimpered softly.

      I grinned and moved up onto the bed. Her eyes snapped from my cock, to my face and I paused. She had fear in her eyes.

      “It’s okay,” Ita crooned softly, climbing up onto the bed. “Frelser, my love. Come closer.”

      Blomst trembled as she instinctively opened her legs to make room. The look on her face told me she hadn’t thought about it, but was now having regrets. With my cock swinging above her, her eyes were fixed on it as her emotions warred behind a fearful expression.

      “Touch it,” Ita whispered.

      Blomst bit her lip, but reached out. The touch of her hand on my cock was light. Her cool fingers gently felt my length and the tips of her fingers lightly stroked me.

      “Firmer,” Ita kissed her cheek.

      Blomst blushed as she gave my cock a squeeze and a new look overcame her fear. As she pressed her fingers into me, she felt the properties that allowed me to fit inside my small elfin wives.

      “It’s soft,” she remarked. “But it’s so hard in the middle.”

      “It is,” Ita smiled as her tail drew circles over Blomst’s skin. “So don’t be afraid. He’s still quite large, but he won’t damage you permanently.”

      Blomst gasped softly as Ita leaned in and kissed her. I had no idea what was going on, but for whatever reason Ita had taken charge of this situation. When Blomst started rocking her hips, I looked down at her crotch. Her hooves led to digitigrade, dark fur covered legs. That fur was thin on top and shaggy on the underside, but appeared very soft. The fur followed right up to her thighs, before changing back to human-like skin before her hips. Her entire mons for whatever reason, was perfectly hairless and smooth. So it was easy to see Ita’s tail rubbing through her labia and over her clit.

      “Here, milord,” Pet said softly.

      I felt a firm hand take my cock and I glanced down at Pet’s smiling and eager expression. She angled me down towards the faun, who was being distracted by Ita’s heavy kisses. But the moment my cock touched between her legs, Pet’s hand was replaced by a coil of Ita’s tail. Blomst let out a small squeak of fear at my touch and Ita pulled her attention back.

      “Look at me,” Ita smiled gently. “You’re going to feel wonderful.”

      I felt the tug on my cock and started pushing forward. Blomst seemed to squirm as my cock slowly invaded her. But Ita went straight back to her distractions.

      “You’re okay,” Ita whispered as I slipped further into the faun. “It’s a stretch, I know. But it’s a good stretch, right?”

      “Uh huh,” Blomst shivered.

      “You’re going to beg him for this, every day aren’t you?”

      Blomst opened her eyes and looked up at me with an intense stare, “Uh huh.”

      “Good girl,” Ita kissed her cheek. “Now, lay back, relax, and let our dear husband show you why he needs so many wives.”

      As Ita gave me a nod, I leaned down over Blomst. She trembled as I moved closer, but she didn’t have that fear from earlier. She reached up, and I felt her hands cupping my face as she pulled me in to kiss her. For such a small creature, she had a rather long, firm tongue. But I didn’t care.

      “Now husband,” Ita whispered.

      Pushing my cock all the way inside her, she let out a loud, bleat. Then followed it up with a second as she started cumming on me. Writhing and shaking, it seemed she was almost trying to escape the feeling. But her constant shifting did little more than force my cock to shift around inside her, amplifying what she was feeling. I set a pace, slowly fucking her into the bed while she lost her mind beneath me. The way she kicked and thrashed, I’d have been worried about harming her. Except she clung to me, as she bleated softly, lost in the land of her own monstrous orgasm.

      “Such a good little faun,” Ita purred as she leaned in.

      Blomst, despite her obvious delirium, turned her head and collected Ita’s mouth for a kiss. I watched them both with a grin as I continued fucking my faun. Supporting my weight with one hand, I used the other to gently stroke her body. I touched her all over as she squirmed and bleated between kissing Ita and gasping for air. But it was as I touched her breasts, I felt something damp. Lifting my hand away, I examined the white fluid on my palm, before glancing down.

      “Milk?” I asked.

      Reaching down, I cupped her breast in my hand and gave it a firm squeeze. From her nipple, a small spout of milk sprayed up. Almost immediately, Blomst bleated again as she thrashed through a new orgasm. Her tunnel clenched tightly over my cock and I groaned at the sudden pleasure. Turning, I saw Pet beside me on the bed. She was slowly fisting herself as she watched the space where my cock went into the faun. I grinned, thinking about whether or not I had permission to take her as well. But for now…

      Grabbing Pet by the head, she let out a squeak, but she didn’t have enough time to remove her fist before I pulled her around to Blomst’s breasts. Forcing her face down on the nipple, the faun gasped in pleasure as Pet gasped in surprise.

      “Allow me,” Harri said, leaning over the opposite side to take Blomst’s other nipple, leaving the faun to thrash in pleasure.

      I glanced around and could see all my wives in various states. Eila was atop Ally at the foot of the bed. Ally’s knee was raised and Eila was rubbing herself over Ally’s pale skin. From the way Ally was thrusting her hips, Eila’s knee must have been in a similar position. They kissed one another deeply as they took their pleasure together. Much closer, under Harri’s ass as she knelt on the bed, was Lonty. She had pulled her human lover’s crotch onto her face and from the way her arm was thrusting back and forth, there was a reason Harri kept moaning into Blomst’s breast.

      Against the far wall, I could see Marala staring at me. Her eyes locked on mine as she blushed furiously. But she didn’t look away. Mareridt was holding her from behind. The small elf was naked from the waist down with her top pulled open to expose her breasts. Mareridt seemed to hold her in almost a headlock, but one of Marala’s legs had been lifted, so her knee bent over Mareridt’s arm. The elf was left completely exposed, with one leg straight up and the other hanging low. Mareridt’s other hand was currently three fingers deep inside her pussy. The small elf gasped in pleasure and squirted a jet of fluid on the floor, staring at me in something between lust and embarrassment. As a far cry different from the fear she expressed last time, I considered that a win. And as Mareridt began to thumb her clit, I turned my attention back to Blomst. Her pussy had been spasming over my cock almost repeatedly. Her soft bleats were the only thing that escaped her mouth. Taking her ass in my hands, I lifted her and increased my pace. Each time I thrust, I pulled her ass towards me. As my balls bounced off her ass, she let out a small bleat as her pussy clenched over my cock.

      All at once, I felt my end coming and I grit my teeth as I fired my seed inside her. Her reaction was no different from the others, other than the loud bleating as she lost all semblance of rationality. Her eyes lit up blue and I ground her into my crotch until I finally started to come down.

      “That looked satisfying,” Ita smiled as Blomst’s eyes resumed their normal colouration. The faun slumped back on the bed with a wide grin.

      Several hours later, as Blomst leaned out of the bath. Her eyes lit up bright blue as I came inside her for the fourth time. Ita hit the nail on the head when she said that Blomst would be begging for it. Mid way through my wives, she had demanded a second turn, this time riding me for all she was worth. And after retiring to the bath to clean up, she’d crawled into my lap and made cute bleats at me until I pinned her to the stone floor and took her from behind. If only life could remain this simple…

      Hestha and Tassa were perched on my shoulders. Sassarna and Sessa had remained at Elfin Vakt. The centaur, despite our initial introduction, were proving to be rather useful. A small group had taken word back to Hjem, while the main force had acted as scouts. Then, with a hodgepodge thousand strong force, we began our march. Most of this force was made up of elfs and the guards from Hjem that came along. A skeleton force had been left behind under Baz to keep it safe for our return.

      We had been marching for two days now. I rode atop Mareridt in her quadrupedal form. The rest of my wives were riding atop centaurs. At first, they had refused to be beasts of burden. But several younger women of their kind had banded together and made efforts to introduce themselves. With their attempt, the idea gained traction. And while the centaur didn’t refer to themselves as mounts, they did allow passengers on their scouting missions. The only exception to this, was Ita and Blomst. Blomst preferred to run, seeming to have boundless energy. When she wanted a rest, she simply leaped atop a tree and waited for me to pass under so she could drop into my lap. The first time it had happened, Mareridt had reared up and I was nearly pitched off. Then, after the angry nightmare had put the faun in her place, she made sure to ask permission before suddenly dropping in. Ita on the other hand, seemed to just hover beside me.

      “I thought you couldn’t fly all the time,” I asked.

      “I’m not,” Ita smiled. “This floating thing is instinctual. I use my wings to change direction quickly, but actually floating along is no more tiring than walking.”

      I looked at her familiar, beaming smile and sighed. “You’re not bothered by the changes?”

      “Are you?”

      I shook my head, “Never in a million years would I regret having you back in my life, at any cost.”

      She sniffed suddenly and I glanced at her as tears rolled down her cheek. Immediately I reached for her and she took my hand. As she floated along beside me, I quickly pulled her into my lap. With her still floating, she was impossibly light, but I didn’t care as I kissed her softly.

      “I was so worried,” she sobbed. “I didn’t know if you’d still feel the same about me now I was different.”

      “Never,” I said, giving her a firm hug. “You’re my succubus. Greater or not, you belong to me.”

      She nodded her head quickly, before clinging tightly to me. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      “For what?”

      “Being silly,” she sighed.

      I loosened my grip and she sat back with a smile and wiped her eyes. “You’re as beautiful as they day I rescued you, and I love you just as much.”

      “She always hoped,” Pet said as she patted the centaur’s shoulder. “Thank you Bollopa.”

      “My pleasure Pet,” the centaur replied, flashing a smile.

      “Mistress always hoped you’d still love her. She spoke of you daily. It’s why I decided to give myself to her. Our kind does not form attractions to their contractors, and yet…”

      “He’s so very different,” Ita smiled.

      “He’s delicious,” Pet smirked.

      Our conversation was interrupted by the sound of approaching hooves. From the trees ahead several centaur broke through with riders. I could see one centaur had been relieved of their rider and another bled from a chest wound.

      “Oh no,” Bollopa cried softly.

      As they thundered towards us, the treeline broke and easily twice the number of riders burst out onto the road. They wheeled their horses around, before spotting our main force coming towards them. Immediately, they whirled back and vanished into the trees as the scouting party slowed ahead.

      “Milord, their army approaches!” a centaur yelled.

      I recognised him as the centaur I’d released from the cages as he slid to a halt before me. “How large?”

      “Twice our size,” he gasped. “We’ll meet them by nightfall if we continue.”

      “They never heard back from their assassin,” Ally said, coming closer atop her own centaur. “This was their attempt to end this before you had time to attack them head on.”

      “We need somewhere to meet them, somewhere to hold them off,” I growled.

      “There’s a town to the east,” Eila said from behind Ally. “It’s a mine, not much of a wall, but enough loose shale has been spread over the area to make a cavalry charge dangerous.”

      “Without the centaur, we’ll be at a loss,” I answered back.

      “The centaur can outrun them,” Ally smiled. “The mine won’t be heavily defended, we take the town, wait for the soldiers from Kunnskap. The centaurs stay away. When their army attacks the town, the centaurs strike from the rear. Their forces will have no choice but to approach the town over the shale.”

      “Do it,” I ordered.

      Word was sent down the line and the centaur broke to spread the word throughout their own kind. The injured remained behind while Ita tended to his chest wound, before he too, whirled around and raced off into the trees.

      “He’s so handsome,” Bollopa sighed as the centaur vanished.

      Giving the woman a smile, I wished her luck. Hestha and Tassa took to the skies to check our immediate surroundings as Eila and Ally discussed which route to take. In the end, we continued along this same road for several hours. I had Blomst in the saddle with me. I didn’t want her getting injured in an attack. Unfortunately, the excitable faun, once she got over her worry about combat, turned to rubbing herself on my crotch as we rode.

      “Would you stop that?” I asked after it was getting rather uncomfortable for me.

      “Just take it out, nobody will know,” Blomst replied, looking over her shoulder to give me a smile.

      “The noises you make when you orgasm will tell the whole world,” I replied.

      Unfortunately, her reaction wasn’t to stop, it was to blush and shudder, before she pressed herself further into my crotch. “You think so?”

      “You’re as bad as Ita,” I smirked.

      “No,” Blomst shook her head. “Ita wants your attention because it’s food. She loves the duality of your love and the power it gives her.”

      “How do you know this?” I asked.

      “Because she needed to know the difference,” Ita smirked, floating back over to us. “Didn’t you?”

      Blomst blushed, but reached out for Ita and they exchanged a kiss. I glanced at the two of them in confusion and turned to see Pet’s hungry stare. “You two are awfully close.”

      Ita smiled and pulled away, “I will always be my pet’s mistress. But she firmly belongs to you now. Blomst on the other hand, is something else entirely.”

      “I…” Blomst said, before blushing. “I need you to understand that I am yours,” Blomst said softly, before looking up at me. “Succubi gain power through intimacy, faun are very similar. Except for us it’s… emotional.”

      “Give me an example?” I asked.

      Blomst nodded for a moment, “If you took Ita and fucked her silly right here and now, she would feed off your power. If you took her home, she would also feed off your power. She may derive more pleasure from being watched, or she may not. But it will have no effect on how she feeds.”

      “That is accurate,” Ita nodded, making sure I understood.

      “My kind are different. When we mate, it is for life. We find our partners by scent and when we find them… Well you know what happened. But there’s more to it than that.” She shifted nervously in the saddle and I sighed as I realised she was rubbing her furry ass on my crotch again. “I need it.”

      “Need what?”

      “Attention,” Blomst said softly. “We crave touch, we crave the intimacy. All we ever want is to touch and be touched. That first time we had together was wonderful, but if you did it in the middle of the throne room in broad daylight, where everyone could see, it would have been so much better.”

      “So basically you’re an exhibitionist?”

      Blomst nodded slightly, “I’m YOUR exhibitionist. When I smelled you for the first time, I didn’t know if you were my mate, or a predator. I was so scared, but I couldn’t leave. And then, when I saw you in the throne room. You were so strong, so calculating I just…” She looked back at me and trembled. “Please?”

      “Won’t this be humiliating for you?” I asked.

      Blomst blushed and nodded her head, “Yes.”

      “And you want this anyway?”

      “Yes,” she said in an even smaller voice.

      “It sounds like she needs it,” Mareridt said in her characteristically deep voice.

      “The main army is hours away yet,” Eila offered. “And it will be even longer once they realise we diverted our course.”

      “So… You want this, to be laid bare, where everyone can see you. To have me do with you as I please while they watch?”

      “And then protect me, so they know I belong to you,” Blomst added with a tremor to her voice.

      I responded by grabbing her shirt and ripping it in half. Blomst gasped and tried to cover herself. But I grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back. Using the torn fabric, I bound her wrists leaving her helpless in the saddle. Yanking her against me, she gasped and squirmed as her breasts swayed in the air for all to see. Reaching around I roughly grabbed her breasts and felt their solid weight.

      “These feel bigger,” I remarked, giving them a squeeze as jets of milk sprayed out.

      “For you,” Blomst whined.

      “Me?” I grinned. “Are you some common goat?”

      “N-no!” Blomst trembled.

      Giving her nipples a firm squeeze, she let out a small bleat, before turning bright red. It was one thing doing so in the comfort of our room in front of intimate partners. But this was a whole new level. Reaching down between her legs, she trembled as I gripped the front of her pants. I didn’t know where she’d gotten them, but I didn’t care. Giving them a yank, the fabric split and I was left with a naked faun on my lap.

      “How’s that? Nude as the day you were born in front of the whole army.”

      “Please? Please fuck me?”

      I grinned and pawed at her breasts a little, “Is that what you want?”

      “Yes, please?” She begged softly.

      I gently pushed her forward so she lay across Mareridt’s neck. Then I pushed her forward, so she lifted off the saddle, before pulling her back. Now her body was supported by Mareridt’s strong neck. But her pussy was rubbing directly on the edge of the saddle.

      “Oh,” she squirmed.

      “We’ll see how we feel in a while,” I grinned, palming her ass.

      Many hours later, a pouting Blomst was dressed in a thin gown and was extremely cranky. “I can’t believe you,” she pouted.

      “I needed to be alert,” I smiled and kissed the side of her neck, making her shiver in pleasure despite her attitude. “Fucking you in the saddle would have been lovely, but if we’d come under attack, things could have gotten very bad.”

      “Then did you need to leave me on the edge of the saddle? That was mean!”

      “And you loved every moment,” I patted her thigh as she huffed, unable to refute my words.

      I smiled as the small mining town came into view through the trees. It would be rough to attack. It was in a valley, where they had hollowed out the land. Loose shale was on all sides except for where someone had laid a road of brick. They did have a small wall around most of the village, but it wasn’t very high. Their one, solitary guard tower spotted us immediately and the guard blew a horn he had on his belt.

      “Stick to the plan!” I called out.

      My wives, along with everyone else dismounted the centaur, and they collectively sped off into the afternoon sun. I lifted Blomst down to the ground, before dismounting Mareridt, allowing her to shift back to her humanoid form. With us on foot, we made our way down towards the town, not making a fuss or showing any signs of aggression. The horn from the town blew a few more times, but it was obvious that nobody was prepared to defend the town from anything more than a few goblins. Even then, this far into the human lands, that would be a rare event indeed.

      “Halt!” a cry rang out.

      I raised my hand and our small army slowed to a stop behind me. I looked up at the faces on the wall and only saw fear. “Who am I addressing?!”

      “Barlap, son of Bursk, mayor of Shalerock!”

      “Well Barlap, son of Bursk, mayor of Shalerock, I’m King Frelser and I’m coming through those gates, with, or without your permission. There’s an army from Kunnskap behind us and I have no intentions of fighting them on your doorstep!”

      “They’re not going to let us in,” Ita said softly. “They think that if they hold off long enough, the soldiers from Kunnskap will arrive.”

      “How do you know this?” I asked.

      She shrugged, “Part of being a succubus is reading their emotions. I got really good at it with Gentar-”

      I cut her off with a swift kiss, before hissing in her ear, “I love you, you know that right?”

      Ita blushed, sending her red skin even redder as she nodded her head. “Please do horrible things to me later?”

      “Promise,” I smiled back as she shivered.

      “What? You’ll do things to her, but not me?” Blomst whined.

      I grinned at the faun, “She’s my wife, a companion whom I love and I will go out of my way to care for her every need. You’re just a cheap piece of meat that I will fuck, milk and one day will have to decide if you’re worth breeding, or eating.”

      She trembled for a moment, before squatting on the ground and making small bleating noises as Ita stared at me, “She just…”

      “Oh good,” I sighed. Bending down, I took Blomst in my arms and lifted her to stand on unsteady legs.

      She stared up at me with an expression bordering hysteria and lust, “Promise?”

      I grinned, “If you’re good little milk maid, I won’t have any choice but to keep you. Maybe not to breed, but you’ll make a good wet-nurse for the rest of my wives.”

      “O-o-oh,” Blomst trembled and closed her eyes.

      “Stop it,” Ita chuckled. “You’ll have to start carrying her soon, and we’re going to need you to help take the town.”

      “Wait, really?” I asked.

      “FIRE!” the man on the wall yelled.

      Ita grinned, before waving her hands, unleashing a wave of black flames, engulfing the projectiles even as they were released.

      I glanced at Blomst, who seemed to rouse herself from whatever stupor I put her in, before drawing my sword. “Charge the gate!”
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      As disorganised as our charge really was, it was nothing compared to the defence. They only had a few dozen archers and the gate, despite being iron, was wedged in place with slate. With a roar, I dropped my shoulder into the charge and slammed into it with all my weight. Bouncing back, I could see where chunks of the brittle stone had fallen away. I grit my teeth and started moving back, as Mareridt slammed into the gate shattering the last of the slate. The gate, with no support, fell lamely into the town.

      “Spare who you can, kill those who resist!”

      Charging through with my wives on my tail I saw only the faces of terrified humans. Dirty men, dishevelled women and skinny children. They looked terrified as I charged towards them.

      “Get inside!” I snarled.

      They did as I said and the streets quickly deserted. Rounding a corner, a group of townsfolk were trying to block the street with a cart. Beside them in the gap was a group of soldiers, they started shouting at the townsfolk as they drew weapons. A spear of ice slammed into the closest guard, and the rest rushed forward. I didn’t give them any time to reconsider. Bursting into action, I brought my sword back to cleave a soldier in half, only to see a large stone bounce off his helmet, knocking him to the ground. Glancing over, Blomst was on the roof of a nearby building with a handful of rocks. I watched as she wound back and let another loose, followed by the clunk of a second strike.

      With a laugh, I charged into the fray. Hacking a man in half, a burst of flames took two more as Ally stepped out from behind me. A guard rushed in to strike me from behind my shield, and a gigantic hoof from Mareridt slammed into the side of his helmet. The beautiful nightmare was cloaked in dark energy as she waded, unarmed into battle. Keeping to her side, we ended the skirmish in minutes. When we turned, all but three guards were dead and two of our soldiers were as well. They’d both been taken by arrows.

      “Mourn them later,” I growled. “Let us get this town under control, or we will join them.”

      Turning about, we charged further into the town. There were pockets of guards and townsfolk as we went. The townsfolk we ordered inside, while the guards either surrendered to be tied up, or died. Another dozen of my soldiers died. Orcs, fetz, a human and even an elf had laid down their life at my back, to take this town. But I could see the goal up ahead. Between gaps in the buildings, I could see soldiers in my colours fighting around us, so I knew our push was successful.

      We made it to a crossroads, not unlike the centre of Hjem. Only here, there seemed to be a major battle going on. Guards were packed tight, preventing us from going onward to what looked like the mayor's home, and the entrance to the mine. If I wasn’t mistaken Barlap was being ushered underground by a group of guards, while slaves were shoved aside in the rush.

      “Surrender or die!” I roared, before charging into the fray.

      Knocking a guard over, I stabbed a second in quick succession. Mareridt stuck by me, throwing kicks where she could. The guards seemed not to want anything to do with either of us, and even less from the rest of my wives. Blasts of ice, red and black flames burst out killing singular or small groups of guards. Every now and then a loud ‘clang,’ signalled Blomst scoring a new target.

      As I swung my sword, aiming for the next guard, I was surprised to see him suddenly yanked backward. The guard literally flipped over someone else, who let out a deep roar. The figure stood and snarled at me, but didn’t make a move to react. An orc! He was tall, but still shorter than me by a wide margin. He wore only rags and his hands were chained together. I watched as he flipped those chains around another guard's neck, before repeating the motion of casually tossing the man over his shoulder. This time as he straightened, I stepped up. The orc raised his hands and bared his tusks at me. But I grabbed the manacles at his wrists. Yanking apart, the soft iron chain pinged as it snapped into two halves.

      The maniacal grin the orc shot me, almost warmed my heart. Turning, he bent over a broken barrel he must have been hauling. When he stood, he held two large sledgehammers. With a tusk filled grin, he tossed one to Mareridt who caught it one handed. Then with a roar, he caved in the head of a guard distracted by duelling a fetz.

      “Much better!” Mareridt called.

      Then, swinging it with ease, Mareridt waded into battle alone. I watched more than one guard crumple, as others were knocked clean into the air with each swing.

      “Surrender!” I roared again, rushing past to join Mareridt and my new orc friend. Shoulder to shoulder, the guards stood no chance. It really seemed they had little combat experience. The only thing that made sense, was their main job, wasn’t actually guarding the town. When a fresh faced young man saw me coming, he dropped his sword and raised his hands. Grabbing him by the shoulder, I shoved him behind me and kept going. When the others saw that, they started dropping their weapons as well.

      “Fight on, cowards!” one of the guards called, before braining one of his own men with a club. A moment later, a fist sized rock slammed into his head, ringing his helmet like a bell as he went down.

      And with that, the tide finally broke. In their dozens, swords, shields, clubs and bows were dropped. Relieved faces met my own as we simply pushed them against walls and held them without further bloodshed. But our target wasn’t caught yet. Bursting free at the end of the street, I had the orc, Mareridt and a few others with me. Glancing back, Eila, bolstered with Ally, Ita and Pet, were taking charge. Seeing me, Ita said something to Pet, before floating up and over the heads of everyone around.

      “Have you seen Hessa and Tassa?” I called as she approached.

      Ita suddenly looked concerned, before flapping her wings and gaining altitude. She looked around and did a lap of the town before returning with a worried expression.

      “I didn’t see any sign of them,” she said cautiously.

      I frowned and nodded. They were spirited little warriors. They would have gone high in the flurry of the attack to keep an eye on things. They were probably scouting or something.

      “Alright, we need to get into the mine. Release the slaves and kill Barlap,” I sighed and checked the sky one final time. “Then we find my drarskk.”

      We marched past the mayor's house as my soldiers kicked down the door. They knew their business and I had mine. As we got to the mine entrance, I froze, seeing the dishevelled orcs dragging sleds. In teams of threes and fours, they hauled stone laden, wooden sleds by heavy ropes, up the shallow slope of the mine. The orcs were all men, skinny, battered and bruised. Some were missing tusks, others fingers or toes. But each came to a stop when they saw me.

      Stepping up to the first group, I pulled the rope from their hands and tossed it aside. The orc just eyed me with an edge of fear as I grabbed his manacled wrists and yanked them apart, snapping the chain like the first. I stepped past to the second and broke his chains too. The third was already holding his out for me, staring blankly as I did so.

      “What do we do?” the closest orc asked as the ones further in listened intently.

      Before I could reply, the first orc I released stomped up heavily and thrust a pickaxe into his arms, “Follow the warleader!”

      The orc with the pickaxe blinked for a few moments, before he scowled deeply. I tensed in case he struck out, but he turned his head to the ceiling and let out a guttural cry. The first orc was a moment behind him and the rest added their call. The entire tunnel vibrated with the force of their voices, before all their eyes set on me.

      “Fight for me, and earn your place on my lands, free and with homes to raise families!”

      Their roar was just as loud as I stomped down the corridor. Orcs in line held up their chains and I snapped them in turn. But it was taking far too long. Thankfully, the first orc seemed to realise this as well. He paused in a corridor, before retrieving a chisel and a mallet that was being used to carve out a small vein of something shiny. Handing it to another orc, he let out a grunt.

      “Free your brethren, arm yourselves and fight!”

      The orc nodded, before moving to the next in line. The orc in question quickly dropped to his knees, placing the chain on the slate floor. A few quick bashes with the chisel and the chain snapped, freeing the orc. Satisfied, I kept on our downward descent, only for Ita to grab my arm.

      “On the left,” she said with a growl.

      Nodding, I spotted the corridor and passed through it. It opened up into a large cavern, filled with small alcoves. Within each alcove, was a chained up orc woman and a bed. The women watched with wide eyes as we entered and the orcs I was with moved into the room. Several of the women immediately held out their hands for them and they embraced. I glanced over and saw the first orc holding a crying woman, who clutched him tightly. Heading over, he seemed to hesitate for a moment as the woman looked at me and trembled. All at once, I saw Chit. The glint in her eye when she got her way, the stubborn fortitude of her demands. The way she followed me into battle.

      Stepping closer, the female orc straightened, but I moved around and grabbed the chain around her ankle. With a grunt, I snapped it, before turning away from her. There was a corridor at the end of the room.

      “What’s down there?”

      “Goblins,” the orc grunted softly. “Same as us, good workers.”

      Nodding, I started in that direction. Once inside the new corridor, it made a sharp turn and had a gate. The gate was open and there was a goblin corpse on the ground. Like the orcs, it was malnourished and thin, but it seemed the goblins were treated far worse. Walking up to the corpse, I gently moved him aside. The goblins I worked for, in the majority, were no better or worse than any human I’d ever met. The ones living at Elfin Vakt on the other hand, were loyal and eager to work hard for shared goals. Seeing one brought so low as a slave made me a little sad.

      “Respect the dead,” I said softly.

      Getting up, I moved down the corridor, further into the mine. More bodies were left about and I wondered if they just randomly killed any who got in their way. Each of the goblins seemed to be digging, others hauling, to where I didn’t know, but if they weren’t hauling to the surface like the orcs, reason suggested there was another exit. Hurrying along, my suspicion was confirmed by the presence of a cool breeze. Speeding up, I ignored the other corridors. The mine was silent other than the thump of our boots. That was, until I passed a room, and heard a small groan.

      Freezing in place, I felt the bump of someone walking into the back of me. But I ignored them as I turned into the room. It was like the one with the orcs. Only… I glanced around in horror.

      “Oh gods,” Ita said, floating in beside me.

      As ugly as male goblins were, the females were far more like elfs. If only smaller. Long pointed ears, sharp faces and pointed teeth. But they weren’t the twisted, ugly things their males were. Despite all that, and being chained up, each and every one had been stabbed, gutted or had their throat cut and left to bleed. Looking over the corpses piled on one another, it was obvious they had tried to hide from their attackers. There were a few by the door, a couple scattered across the room with several more slumped against the walls. But in the far corner they were piled atop one another, like they were desperately trying to climb to their freedom.

      Stepping closer, I looked at each one, until I spotted something different. She was lying perfectly still. Her chest didn’t seem to be moving, which made sense as her intestines had been dumped out at her feet. But, she was the only one covered in perspiration.

      Bending, I pulled off my gauntlets and reached out and gently touched her face. Her skin was warm, wet and not at all clammy. Her eyes snapped open and she took a shallow and clearly painful breath. Her eyes only held pain and terror.

      “ITA!” I yelled.

      In a flash, she was hovering as she examined the goblin, “You’re gonna need to hold her,” Ita said softly. “I’m going to have to put her guts back in before I can heal her, and she’s not going to like it.”

      The goblin’s eyes went wide at her words and I grimaced, before sliding my arm under her armpit. Pulling her towards me, the poor goblin let us know her lungs worked, by screaming in agony. The keening sound of pain along with her loud sobbing just about broke my heart. I’d never seen a female before, they always stayed underground where it was safe. And as far as first impressions went, I’m sure the first thing she would do at Elfin Vakt, would be to vanish beneath the earth again. I pulled her against my chest, before cupping her face with my hand. It was large enough to obscure her view entirely as I turned her head to look at me.

      “You’re going to be okay,” I said with a pained smile.

      She trembled for a moment, before I heard a squelch. She went stiff as a board and her shallow breaths suddenly got a lot quicker. She opened her mouth to scream and I put my hand over it. Instead she bit down, hard. Her sharp teeth punctured my skin as she jerked and sobbed through the pain of what Ita was doing to her. But she kept eye contact with me as I held her firmly in place. Despite her kicking and writhing, Ita soon had everything pushed back inside.

      “Here we go,” she said.

      I saw out of the corner of my eye the soft glow of her healing power and the goblin in my arms gasped softly. She trembled and closed her eyes, even as the tears continued to fall. Her jaw unclenched and her teeth pulled free of my hand as she sobbed brokenly.

      “All done,” Ita said softly.

      With those words, I loosened my grip on the goblin, but she pulled herself closer, clutching my arm and refusing to let go.

      “They’re gone, warleader,” a rough voice said from the doorway. “Barlap and a group of his men managed to escape, there were horses kept at the far end.”

      I turned and regarded the orc. He was the first and for whatever reason, very keen to follow my lead. I gave him a nod, then sighed and felt something soft and wet touch my hand. Glancing back, the goblin was delicately licking away the small trickles of blood. I tried to pull away, but all that earned me was bared teeth and a small growl. The moment I relaxed, she went back to licking.

      But it was Ita’s expression that made me groan. The greater succubus was practically vibrating with excitement, beside Mareridt who just shook her head with a sigh. With a shake of my head, I went to stand, only to haul the goblin off her feet as she clung to me. She was taller than I expected. Goblins were small things, smaller still when they were misshapen and bent over. But this female was almost as tall as Eila. And the only sound she made was a small growl when I tried to remove my hand once again.

      Sighing with exasperation, I let her have my hand as I turned for the exit. “Check the tunnels for more survivors and escort them to the surface, then collapse this side of the mine. I don’t want anyone sneaking in the back.”

      “Yes, warleader,” the grumble went out. I ignored the call as I moved along with the goblin, my wives and the first orc. “What is your name?” I asked him.

      “Chen-Tra.”

      “Well Chen, was that your wife back in…”

      “The breeding rooms,” he growled deeply.

      I felt the goblin tense at the sound and gently pulled her to my side for comfort, which seemed to work as she relaxed again.

      “She’s… Not…”

      “If she agrees, I have no problems with it. In the meantime, do you speak for your people?”

      He sneered, showing his tusks, but shook his head, “No, our kind speaks to strength. I have heard from the others that a battle is coming. We will stand by your side for this, but then we will decide on our own hierarchy. Some of us will leave, others will challenge you.”

      “Will you?” I asked.

      He looked at me for a moment and shook his head, “I know strength when I see it. I will fight for my wife, and I will fight the others to stand at your side.”

      As the tunnel brightened ahead, I grinned. “Fair enough.”

      Stepping out into the sunlight itself, had a different problem. The goblin suddenly threw herself at me. She made high pitched keening sounds along with rapid chirps and attempted to shove me back into the mine. Her efforts were completely useless, but I had an idea of what her problem was. Females never ventured above ground, that’s why I’d never seen them. She’d probably never seen the sky before.

      “It’s okay,” I smiled.

      As she threw herself at me in a fit of terror, I caught her in my arms and pulled her to my chest. She squirmed for several moments, before looking around and curling into the fetal position. With her head firmly pressed into my chest. I made a few hush sounds as I gently carried her towards where I could see Eila shouting orders at an orc with crossed arms.

      “You will follow orders, or you can sit outside the walls and die for all I care!” Eila roared.

      “I don’t follow orders from women!” the orc growled back. He was an impressive specimen, or at least he would have been if he weren’t so skinny.

      “Then you can sit outside the walls!” I called.

      As the orc turned he saw me standing behind him. He managed to open his mouth, before I swung my head forward. The impact of my forehead meeting his echoed through the square as the orc collapsed in a pile at my feet. Standing tall, I realised I had the attention of EVERYONE within sight.

      “Soldier’s from Kunnskap will be here within hours!” I roared. “Those of you not following orders will be left outside to meet them first!”

      “I follow the warleader!” Chen declared loudly.

      As several guttural roars went out, I made eye contact with Eila, who had one hand on her hip as she rubbed her forehead with the other. She made a ‘follow’ motion and quickly led me into the mayor's home. Immediately inside the door was a pair of women who were cleaning up some broken pottery, probably from my soldiers storming in. They looked tidy and completely unharmed, which was good to see. But when they saw me, they froze in place.

      “You’re safe,” I told them. “Go about your business.”

      They managed a pair of weak curtseys, before I followed Eila into a larger version of my office back home.

      “Who’s this?” Eila asked.

      I sighed, “I’ve no idea, she hasn’t said anything.”

      Looking down, the goblin had her eyes clenched tightly and she trembled slightly as she still had my arm clenched in her arms.

      “She’s terrified,” Ita said, coming in behind me.

      Ally stepped up beside Eila and frowned, “She seems rather attached.”

      I glanced around and saw Mareridt, but not Lonty, Pet or Harri, let alone the drarskk. “Where is everyone?” I asked softly.

      “Pet is in the medical tent with Harri,” Eila said quickly, knowing my concerns. “Lonty is looking for signs of Hessa and Tassa.”

      I sighed and nodded, “Right, okay. Ita, can you help Pet?”

      “Yes, my husband,” she smiled and puckered her lips for a kiss, which I gave her gladly. As she floated from the room, I turned back to Eila, who frowned at me.

      “Can you put her down?”

      She was answered by a small growl and I sighed. “She won’t let go and growls when I try.”

      “How about this,” Mareridt said, stepping closer.

      She looked over the goblin for a moment, before striking. I had no idea how she managed it, but by grabbing the goblin’s wrists, she twisted her grip from my arm. The goblin’s reaction was to open her arms to snatch for me, but Mareridt quickly pulled her away. The goblin’s face went pale with terror for a moment as she let out a terrified and pained cry, only to freeze. She trembled for a moment as she looked around, before making subtle gestures to return to me.

      “Now, you can go back to him, but we need to talk to you first. Do you speak?” The goblin looked at her and frowned for a moment, before shaking her head. “Alright,” Mareridt smiled softly, putting the goblin to ease despite her size. “You understand us though, don’t you?” The goblin nodded after a few moments. “Good! Good! Now, our husband is a busy man, with lots of wives, do you understand?” Again she nodded. “And you understand that sometimes he will need to go places without you.” Now she trembled, she turned her eyes to me as tears rolled down her cheeks. Her long, pointed ears drooped so they hung slightly lower then straight out. It was heartbreaking to see her so distraught.

      I stepped closer and Mareridt released the goblin, who quickly closed the gap between us, chirping and whining as she rubbed herself on me. I looked around the room and sighed, “Nobody other than a goblin will be able to tell us how to deal with her, will they?”

      The silence in the room was deafening… So it was easy to hear the high pitched shrieks of a pair of drarskk, a moment before Lonty burst into the room.

      “Husband!” She heaved in a lungful of air. “I found them!”

      “Oh, you’ve gotta be kidding me!” Eila snapped, rubbing her forehead again. “Ally, go see to the defences, we need the gate barricaded. I need to deal with the new wives.”

      “Wives?” I asked, a little unsure.

      Eila just gave me an exasperated look and gestured at the goblin, “There’s one, and why ELSE would Hessa and Tassa fly off randomly?”

      Another pair of shrieks ripped through the air and I sighed, before glancing down at the goblin, who was drooling onto my chest.

      “Is that what you want? To be my wife?”

      The small chirp that left her throat, followed by the catlike rubbing, made that an obvious answer, even for me...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      I stood on the wall, overlooking the soldiers from Kunnskap. Hessa was perched on my shoulder, while Tassa was in the crook of my arm enjoying a rare moment. She was rather fragile after the loss to not one, but two more of her kind. Though she had bested the third. These three were arrayed out before me. Etnasa, Tetsara and Ashara. Ashara had fallen to Tassa, while the other two were brought down by Hestha. And while Ashara looked more or less like the rest of them, despite her bubbly outgoing personality, Etnasa and Tetsara were outliers. For one, Etnasa was lime green. She almost glowed in her nudity despite barely registering a sound, even as she climaxed during the ritual.

      Tetsara on the other hand, for starters, was feathered. She was covered in powder grey feathers that had dark brown tips that gave her a speckled look. Her brown horns were more blunt than the others and I wondered if they would branch out like deer's antlers. She was quiet, smiled a lot and had spent the whole time since our ritual preening her feathers. I was worried at first about her, she refused to look at me the whole time I bounced her on my cock. The feathers all over her body stood on ends as she puffed, but despite what looked like reluctance, she orgasmed repeatedly, before reverting to a sweet, affectionate young drarskk.

      “How did they find me anyway?” I asked Eila, who stood beside me as the army formed up. “There’s a goblin horde in the mine, weren’t goblins supposed to hide my scent?”

      “We followed you,” Tetsara said softly. “I found your scent several days ago, along with Tassa’s and Hestha’s, as well as the scents of two more and a royal.”

      “We hoped by forming a wing of our own, to either drive them off or impress them enough to be invited,” Etnasa offered.

      “Sessa has ordered me not to kill our sisters,” Hestha said softly. “But you made that very difficult.”

      I sighed, remembering the bloody messes that Tassa and Etnasa were in when Hestha brought them to me. Even Hestha had a large gash across her side from Tetsara lashing out during their fight. I did have a small hope that keeping the goblin close, I could avoid that in the future. I could only imagine that with enough drarskk, I’d either have to breed them all continuously, or risk putting a sizeable dent in the local population. The absolute LAST thing I needed was to turn Elfin Vakt into a drarskk family refuge. Though materials had been put aside to build a permanent structure atop the keep for just such a thing.

      “Let’s see how this all plays out then, shall we?”

      As the army from Kunnskap lined themselves up far from town, a trio of riders followed the road towards us. I grinned and made for the stairs. Eila remained on the wall with Ally. Pet and Ita were still in the medical tent, tending to those with long term injuries. Many of the slaves, orc and even a few dozen goblin survivors had long term injuries. Bones that had broken and healed incorrectly, infections and painful skin maladies. In particular the healed over broken bones were difficult to deal with, and they would likely remain as this battle progresses. Harri and Lonty remained with Eila to run messages as needed. Blomst was nervously waiting back in the mayor's home. The goblin on the other hand… I still didn’t know how I felt about it. She had a nasty bite to her, but she whimpered and cried the moment I left her site. The only thing that seemed to calm her, even the slightest, was by putting her in a large trunk. I made sure to line it with blankets and soft pillows, before putting her inside, then after closing and locking it, I made sure she would be safe. In the event of an emergency, Blomst had the key, so she could get her out. But I didn’t think that would honestly help.

      So that left me, with Hestha on my shoulder, Tassa, who I lifted to take a position beside Hestha, Mareridt who walked along with the large sledgehammer she’d taken a liking to, and Chen, who carried the same. We marched out the gate and up the road towards the trio of riders. At the head, was an old man in a cloak, beside him was a man in armour, and a younger woman in a flowing gown. They rode up, before sliding their horses to a stop.

      “In all my days, I never believed I would see you alive,” the old man called.

      “In all my days, all I ever wanted was to be left alone to live my life the way I saw fit,” I called back.

      The old man nodded, “You’ve attacked one of our towns, it’s a litt-”

      “DON’T!” I roared, “Give me that fucking bullshit! You sent assassins to my home, I held my wife’s hand as she bled out on the ground before me. I had NO part in starting this!”

      The trio reacted in different ways. The old man who spoke looked rather bored, the one in armour looked ready to draw his blade, while the woman looked almost… Sad.

      “The death of one whor-”

      His horse didn’t make a sound as I took its head off. Its body lurched violently and the old man cried out in shock as it collapsed beneath him. Beside me, Mareridt and Chen rushed forward. Mareridt dodged the sword of the armoured man, before she broke the leg of his horse. The creature screamed as it went down hard. The young woman, on the other hand, raised her hands in surrender, so Chen grabbed the reins and held her.

      “Fight me!” the armoured man roared as Mareridt raised her hammer. “Fight me like a-THUNK”

      I ignored the red mist that hung in the air as I stepped over the old man’s dead horse. Mareridt moved around to finish the armoured man’s horse, while I took in the sight of the old man’s pained expression. He grimaced when he saw me, but as the sounds of their army beginning to move, I didn’t have a lot of time.

      “He’s a sitting member of the council, and is the member directly responsible for the assassin!” the woman yelled.

      I glanced at her, and saw a determined gleam in her eyes. Almost like she knew more, but held back from saying so. Reaching down, I grabbed the man and dragged him out from under the horse. He gasped and moaned and I could tell from the way his leg moved, that even if I didn’t kill him, he probably wasn’t going to walk again. The thundering of hooves drew closer and I gestured for Chen and Mareridt to return. I dragged the old man behind me. When we made it behind the gate, a team of orcs shoved it closed. Ally was waiting for that moment to cover it with summoned stone, which would prevent it being kicked down how I had so easily. And right on cue, the sounds of thumping hooves, turned to the clattering and in turn screaming.

      “Attack!” Eila yelled from the gatehouse, and I grinned at her confidence.

      I turned to the first soldier I spotted in my colours and waved for him to approach. He was an orc, and bowed to me immediately. I wondered about the difference between the orcs that were in Hjem, vs those here in the mine. But that was something to worry about later. Shoving the old man onto the ground at the orc’s feet, I nodded.

      “Put him somewhere safe.” Then I turned to Chen, who was still holding the woman’s horse by the reins. “Take her to the mayor’s home.”

      “We have a lot to discuss,” she said firmly as Chen led her off without another word.

      All around me was chaos. The orc slaves, eager to unleash their rage, charged the insides of the walls with ladders. As they threw them against the walls, teams perched on top, took hold of the ladders and shoved them down the other side. It was a risky move, but I understood why Eila allowed it to happen. With Mareridt on my tail, Heath and Tassa launched into the air to circle. Their job was to scout and attack where they could. While I had no doubt they could surprise someone in a one on one fight, I had no intentions of allowing them to fight in a staged battle.

      Reaching the top of the wall, I could see where Eila’s confidence came from. The soldiers from Kunnskap, likely more worried about the condition of their leaders, attacked without fully thinking through the situation. Their obvious intention was probably to get to the walls and find a way over, either with ladders or by summoning the earth. Human spellcasters didn’t rely on their lifeforce like an elf’s did after all, so they were far more willing to battle with it. That is, if they had a coherent front line.

      As the army raced towards the town, either through ignorance or overconfidence, they never took into account the shale. The thin slats of stone under the horses hooves caused hundreds of collisions. The large animals barrelling down the hill could find no purchase and with their forward momentum, those most eager to attack, were now already broken. The forces behind, trying to stop, were trampled by those further back and only the very rear of their army were free to dismount in safety. As their army picked itself up from the ground, I heard a low horn in the distance and smiled, before stepping over to the other side and moving to help my men.

      Charging up the hill beside orcs, soldiers and my fierce wife, we entered the slaughter with a vengeance. I ignored the whoosh sound of her hammer, but the heavy, wet thuds of each impact were harder. I just laid into each man as I came across them. The first was barely a man, but he was crushed under a horse and the blood from his mouth was frothing. Clearly his ribs were inside his lungs and I ended him quickly. The orcs rushed over hacking and smashing with glee. They used hammers, picks, and fashioned spears. There were even a few women I could see, revelling in the bloodshed.

      Up ahead, I heard a call go out, before the whistle of arrows filled the air. With half the army stuck on the shale, the other half was forming up and had no defence. against the nimble centaurs. Stepping up to the next man, his eyes went wide but he drew his blade. Staggering to his feet, I frowned at the odd sash he wore over his armour, right as a burst of flames washed over me. I heard Mareridt yelp and swung my sword in an arc. I felt the tip connect with something and the flames dissipated as he fell back missing half of his hand. Glancing at Mareridt, I spotted an angry burn on her shoulder as she leaped over him, swinging her hammer with an angry roar. When she rose, the man was staring blankly at the sky and I took her by the good shoulder and turned her to face me.

      “Are you okay?” I yelled over the cacophony.

      She nodded with a scowl, “Ita will help when we are done!”

      Leaning in, she accepted a kiss, before we moved on together. The enemy army was in shambles. While they would have overrun us with superior numbers in the open, their doomed charge into the town had catastrophic effects. Whatever leaders they had were quite literally the first to fall. Those who lived were quickly cut down by angry orcs and the rest were picked off by the centaur. Like the goblins, their forces broke and began to scatter even before most of us made it off the shale. Most of those who remained weren’t usually in a position to leave, or had been cut off, so they surrendered. It was gratifying to see that word had spread through the orcs of me taking prisoners, so anyone who wasn’t a threat tended to be ignored.

      The centaurs on the other hand, chased after those who fled, peppering them with arrows, bleeding their numbers as they went until they too vanished from view. And as silence came over the battlefield, hundreds of orcs roared their battle cries into the afternoon sky. I joined them with Mareridt beside me, before marching back to the town. There was just one small problem, as the din of the orcs’ war cries fell silent, there seemed to be an echo. The orcs around me seemed to pause as well, before shuffling nervously.

      “What is that?” I asked the closest orc.

      He turned his eyes to me, they didn’t show fear, but he seemed almost apprehensive, “Warleader, that sounds like an enemy war party.”

      I took a deep breath, as the cry went up again, “An orc war party?”

      “Yes warleader,” he grunted.

      “Wall!” I yelled, “Back inside the walls!”

      I turned and jogged back up the slope to the top as the orcs retreated. Hessa and Tassa swooped down and landed on my shoulders as I tried to work out the direction the other war party was coming from.

      “Hestha?”

      “I will find them!” she snarled, taking immediately to the sky and circling around.

      “Tassa, go follow the centaur, let them know to hide and wait to see if there’s another attack.”

      She took to the sky without a word, while I turned to look over the town. Most of the orcs were behind the walls, with a few of my own soldiers directing prisoners to follow up the ladders themselves. Looking up at the sky, I could see Hestha racing back towards me as another warcry went up. The orcs in town returned one of their own, and it became apparent they were coming directly for us. Hestha’s urgency had me turn for the town even before she slammed into my shoulder.

      “Hurry husband, they are coming.”

      “How many?” I asked.

      “Maybe as many humans in this attack,” she replied with a growl.

      Turning my walk into a steady jog, I made my way back to the ladders. As a warcry went up, I paused and turned. The orcs weren’t like the ones from the town. They weren’t skinny and they weren’t dressed in rags. They were tall, broad and more often than not, dressed in the same jagged plate that Grah gave to Chit.

      “Warleader!” Chen called. I turned and saw him at the top of the ladder, “Challenge him directly!”

      I glanced from him, to Eila’s worried expression. Ally stood beside her and I saw them holding hands. An army of humans were one thing, but these orcs were on foot and far more heavily armoured. With a sigh, I turned and started marching towards the army.

      “Husband, this isn’t safe,” Hestha growled.

      I nodded, “I’m bigger and stronger than one orc.”

      “You’re not an army!”

      “Hestha,” I looked up at her irate expression. Under my gaze, she suddenly looked away and her scales darkened with blush. I smiled and reached for her. She allowed me to pull her into my arms, where I kissed her softly. “Go sit on Eila’s shoulder for me.”

      She snarled at me, before bursting into flight with a screech. I made sure she did as I asked, landing on Eila’s shoulder with an obvious thump. Turning back to the orcs, I could see one coming towards me and going by the laws on stupid hats, he was probably their leader. The spiked mohawk of his helmet glinted in the afternoon sunlight as he marched along. He carried a similar weapon to Grah, that resembled a stretched meat cleaver with a long handle. I’d seen Grah cut goblins in half with ease and had no doubt he could do the same.

      “Are you the warleader?” the orc called out as we approached one another.

      “I believe so,” I called back. “What do you want?”

      “My orcs are laying siege to your home, Captain Baz calls it Elfin Vakt,” he said, letting me hear the smirk in his voice. “You will submit to my authority or-”

      I slammed into him like a freight train. The orc was big and managed to get his weapon between us. Before I could close my hands around his faceplate, he swept the hilt of his sword around, knocking the side of my head. I staggered to one side, before his cleaver smashed into the back of my knee, dropping me to all fours.

      “Interesting,” he snarled. “Your armour, it is dwarven, correct?”

      “Yes,” I grunted, standing upright.

      “It will be a pleasure to peel it from your bones.”

      He lunged forward, aiming to slash me across the hip. He was aiming for the joints, where my armour was weakest. I saw him coming and threw a kick. He twisted around, but my armoured boot still clipped his side, knocking him off balance. I turned away from his stumble, drawing my sword in the same motion, which was excellent timing as I brought it around to block his cleaver as it swung for my shoulder. Catching his blade on my own, he let out a grunt, before stepping back.

      “I think I underestimated you,” he grunted.

      “Are you really attacking Elfin Vakt?”

      I heard the hiss of his laughter, “They’re under orders to hold the city, but not enter it. Your people are safe until I kill you and gain your lands as my right by strength.”

      “So you haven’t breached the walls?”

      “Not yet,” he replied softly.

      “Atop the keep, is a nest of drarskk.”

      “Drarskk?” He chuckled, “How on earth did you tame one of them?”

      “They’re my wives,” I grunted as I lashed forward.

      Hacking my blade overhead, the orc was quick enough to block but he wasn’t quick enough to dodge my knee. Slamming into his side, he fell back, rolling on the ground, he used the momentum to spring to his feet. But I was already there. Swinging my sword for the gap under his chin, the orc lowered his head, blocking my strike with his crown. I was thrown off balance by the sudden upshift of my swing and the orc swung for the inside of my thigh. The impact jarred me in an uncomfortable place and I collapsed on the ground. Rolling away, I took a few deep breaths and tried to push myself upright, but the orc swept my arm out from under me, causing me to fall on my face.

      “You may be strong,” he growled. “But you lack the heart of a warrior. I will enjoy breaking your wives.”

      At his words, I felt a surge of rage flow through me. I felt the same rage that fuelled my attack on Phaslo, the same rage that helped me close that gate. And now as the blue energy crackled under my armour, I surged to my feet and lunged at the orc. He was surprised, but quick as I closed the gap. He managed to dodge the bear hug stepping out of range of my arms. Launching myself at him again, I didn’t even have my sword as I closed. My first punch slammed into his shoulder, staggering him. My second, aimed at his head, he ducked before driving the blade into my armpit. Here, he found a gap and I snarled as his blade bit into my flesh. It also meant he was in arms reach.

      Slamming my arm down to pin his cleaver, I wound back and slammed my fist into the side of his helmet. The impact echoed through the valley as I drove him to his knees with a single blow. But it was the knee to the side of his helmet that knocked him flat. Gripping the handle of his cleaver, I grunted, pulling it free. It was a brutal weapon, but balanced with a long handle. The orc groaned at my feet and started trying to move. Tossing his weapon aside, I grabbed his ankle, I spun on the spot, building momentum, before releasing him to fly through the air, landing in a thump on the grass.

      He had managed to get to his knees when I stomped up behind him. I was still pissed about what he had said. Driving my foot into his side, he let out a pained yell as he tumbled across the ground to his troops. They stood ramrod straight as I unleashed my rage. He didn’t bother getting up this time, so I grabbed his boot and started dragging. The front line seemed to take a step back as I approached, so I came to a stop.

      “You threaten my home!” I roared and threw the orc at my feet before them. “You threaten my friends!” I drove my fist into the faceplate, before hauling him partially upright by his metal mohawk. “YOU THREATEN MY WIVES!” With a snarl I grabbed each side of his helmet and violently twisted. The orc’s limbs spasmed once, but I wasn’t done. Readjusting my grip, I gave it another sharp twist, before standing on his legs and hauling upright. With a wet squelch, his head popped off in my hands, still inside the helmet.

      “If you will not join me, you will leave my lands, or you will die!” I roared, hurling the head into the crowd before me.

      Other than the ‘clang’ that told me I hit someone, the army otherwise remained silent for several long moments.

      “Follow the warleader!” a booming voice rang out.

      It echoed several times through their ranks, before a guttural cry went up behind me. It was immediately echoed by the group in front of me and I grinned as the blue light seemed to fade away. I wondered if that would happen every time. The boost to my strength was a force multiplier like nothing else. Even a more skilled opponent was caught unawares.

      Satisfied that the army of orcs before me was safe, I turned and marched back to the town. The orcs followed, but I did note they stopped at the walls and started to make camp at the gate. When I climbed atop the ladder, Eila was waiting beside Chen.

      “Warleader,” he grinned.

      I sighed, “They follow me now, don’t they?”

      “Yes warleader,” Chen nodded. “They may squabble amongst themselves and us to determine the new hierarchy, but they are yours now. Might makes right in our lands.”

      I nodded my understanding, and took Eila’s hand.

      Many hours later, I was laying in the mayor's old bed. After being assured the maids had changed the sheets, I was drifting off to sleep surrounded by my wives. A soft creak came from the door swinging open and someone slipped into the room. As they slowly approached the foot of the bed, I got ready to lunge, when a loud thunk signalled the mad chattering of the goblin. Surging upright, I heard the figure gasp and struggle as my goblin bit into their shoulder as she clung to them. My other wives, scattered about all sprung into action, Eila summoned a ball of fire illuminating the dark room. My goblin was making good work on the green skinned intruder, but it twisted and managed to get an arm around her, before pulling her off. That was my cue to grab them by the neck and lift them off the ground, before I froze.

      It was a woman… An orc woman, she eyed me with something that resembled hope, with a tinge of fear.

      “Drop her,” I ordered softly.

      The orc released my goblin, who dropped to the floor and pressed herself to me, crooning softly even as blood dripped from her mouth. I stared at the orc for a moment. She was nude beyond what felt like a collar beneath my hands. The blood on my goblins maw was from a series of bites along her shoulder. I could see several scars and bruises, some newer and some older, that told me of a hard, painful life. Lowering her to the ground, I gave her a small backward shove so she couldn’t suddenly step forward. But there was no need as she threw herself at the floor.

      “Please forgive me, husband!”

      I snarled softly to myself, as I thought of what that orc would have done to the rest of my wives.
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      “Again?” I asked.

      Blomst nodded quickly, grinning madly as she crawled up onto my lap. Ita practically drooled as she watched on from across the carriage. A small creak from the chest opposite the door let me know the goblin was watching again.

      “What did you expect?” Ally smirked from her seat beside Ita.

      Harri, sitting beside me just rolled her eyes and tried not to look eager for the show. But the orc looked extremely conflicted, staring at the naked faun with barely disguised jealousy.

      “If I knew she was going to do this, I’d have just killed him,” I grumbled as Blomst fit my cock to her entrance.

      We were less than a day from Kunnskap. We stayed in Shalerock a single night. My wives and I weren’t the only ones with a disturbed rest. With the orcs finally free, they set about forming their own clan. One they sought to bring under my control, but separate from the fresh, armoured brutes that marched alongside us. That was mostly because they wished to stay. Their people were surprisingly industrious, so most of them wanted to stay behind in the town. Only a few like Chen had opted to follow, along with the woman he did indeed manage to keep. Their brawls and scuffles had lasted the entire night and were continuing into the next day. Eila had circumnavigated it entirely by setting an elf of all people in charge of the small town. The brash, young male had made a scene when he physically overcame and beat an orc for attempting to take a young human woman as his wife. When I had recognised him as the elf I spared in the dungeon at Elfin Vakt, I readily agreed.

      Then things got complicated. With all my wives accompanying me, along with several who shouldn’t really be involved with combat, like the goblin, the orc and Blomst, I had to think of better travel arrangements. In the end, four of the stronger centaurs had agreed to pull a carriage. The carriage was large, heavy and perfect to fit most of my wives at once. Though only the goblin, the orc, Ita, Hestha, Blomst and either Harri or Lonty were here with any regularity. Eila was now riding Mareridt, directing out forces. Ally came and went as needed. The drarskk were patrolling the skies with Pet and Harri and Lonty took turns running messages when needed. Which is what led to this morning’s incident.

      An orc took a liking to Lonty’s fur and he made an attempt to claim her. Even after she informed him that she was my wife, he felt honour-bound to fight me for her. What he expected to be a long, drawn out battle, ended when I drove my forehead into his, knocking him unconscious in a single blow.

      That had immediately led to a promise for an evening with Lonty, followed by Blomst practically wetting herself with excitement. What little clothing we managed to put on her, was gone the moment we got into the carriage.

      “I’m just a cheap piece of meat for you to fuck,” Blomst gasped as she slid herself up and down on my cock.

      Gripping her tightly, I saw the flash of apprehension cross her face, at the same time I felt her pussy clench over my cock. She really did think of me as a predator. Pulling her around, she faced Ita and Ally at the same time, the chest thumped softly closed as the goblin hid and Harri, who was beside me made a small noise of complaint.

      “What are you?”

      “A cheap piece of meat for you to fuck,” Blomst gasped, rocking her hips even as I held her steady.

      “And who are they?” I growled.

      “Your wives,” Blomst whimpered.

      I just grinned as she tightened over my cock. “And why do you think you deserve to be impaled on my cock, while my wives watch?”

      She shuddered softly, but shook her head.

      “Apologise,” I growled.

      Blomst let out a small bleat as she trembled, “I’m sorry.”

      “Sorry for what?” I asked.

      “I’m sorry that this worthless fuckmeat is having sex with your husband!” Blomst’s pussy clamped down hard.

      I grunted at the sensation of her orgasm. This domination and humiliation kink of hers was excessive. But for now, I wanted my release. Grabbing her shoulder and hip, I leaned back into my seat, ignoring her loud bleating. Ally let out a small groan of jealousy as I masturbated with the faun. Her small body went limp in my arms and she gurgled out a series of small animalistic bleats. Forcing her down on my cock, I erupted inside her. Blomst slammed into her orgasm at the same time. Her loud, bleat left nothing to the imagination for all those outside who could hear us. Sighing as her insides massaged my orgasm, I ignored the blue glow that filled the carriage as Blomst fell completely limp in my arms, I leaned her back against my chest. Turning her sideways, I saw she was smiling softly in her sleep.

      “You love her, don’t you,” Harri asked.

      “Yeah,” I sighed, grinning even as she squirmed as I lifted the faun off my still firm cock. “She’s easy to love. Once I got my head around how she likes to be abused in public.”

      “It’s not abuse,” Ita chided. “She knows she’s safe and she really does enjoy it… Though I get the feeling she does think you’ll eat her one day.”

      I smirked as I gently laid her on the floor, before pulling a blanket over her. The orc shuffled uncomfortably, turning away from me, but I ignored her. She hadn’t even told me her name, and was put out by my dismissal when she tried to entice me to sleep with her. I had the feeling it was a pecking order thing. She seemed confused when I left Eila to run things while I slept repeatedly with Ita and Blomst. Clearly my lack of interest in her upset her. It wasn’t even that she was attractive. It was her attitude to the whole thing. She didn’t seem to want the sex, merely the status it implied and I simply wasn’t interested. But as I’d killed her husband, according to orc culture, that made her mine. In order for her to leave, she’d have to fight me to prove her strength. And she didn’t even have it in her to try.

      “Husband,” Ita purred softly.

      I glanced up at her wide eyed lust. I grabbed her by the neck and she grinned devilishly as she activated her powers. She was weightless as I turned on the spot and pressed her face into Harri’s lap.

      “Hold that, or take advantage, your choice,” I grinned.

      With my cock still out, I yanked down Ita’s leather pants and pushed myself firmly inside. Her body rippled, massaging my cock. I blinked and took a deep breath, before opening my eyes. Harri seemed to blush as she slipped her own pants off. The chest behind me creaked as the goblin took another peek at what we were doing.

      Several hours later, I was standing at a table with Eila, Chen, and the centaur who had met me back in Elfin Vakt named Cantor. My forces were erecting tents, digging trenches and getting cook fires burning all around us. It almost looked like three camps were being set up, with the elfs and humans hanging back. While the orcs were on the side closest to Kunnskap. Beside them both, with no structures were the centaurs. They were capable of going without shelter for the next few months before the snows set in. Hopefully this didn’t take THAT long.

      “So they’ve pulled their forces in and closed the entrances?” I asked.

      Cantor nodded and gestured to the map. “There’s three entrances to the town,” he said, pointing them out. “Southern and western entrances were already closed. The north was the last. They used it to bring farmers in, but we managed to disrupt most of the supplies. I don’t think they’re ready for a prolonged siege.”

      “Any messengers?” I asked.

      “Hestha caught a messenger and brought him down, before sending Ashara back with the news,” Eila said softly. “By the time Cantor’s men brought him back, he was long dead. The message had estimates of our troop sizes. So it looks like this is where Barlap likely fled.”

      “Is the recipient of the messages going to be a problem?” I asked.

      Eila seemed to think and shake her head, “Not any time soon. My knowledge of the human lands is sparse, but the messenger had rations for three days.”

      I nodded along and looked at the town. Their bell had fallen silent some time ago, but I could spot the gleaming helmets of their soldiers, mounted on the wall. Unlike Shalerock, this place wasn’t going to be a quick rumble in the streets. In all honesty, I didn’t know who was calling the shots in the town. The mages guild was who sent the assassin. I didn’t really care about the rest.

      “Where’s Mareridt?”

      “Helping Marala set up our sleeping quarters,” Eila said, still staring at the map.

      I nodded for a moment, before pausing, “She brought Marala?”

      Eila smirked and glanced up at me, “Of course she did.”

      “I hadn’t realised. I don’t think I’ve seen her.”

      “She thinks you’re mad at her,” Eila snorted.

      “Why would I be mad?” I asked.

      Eila looked up at me and frowned, “For the swap?”

      “What swap?”

      Mareridt was hammering the peg into the earth, while Marala held the opposite side to keep tension over the canvas. It was the largest tent being put up, larger than the one being used for meetings. It needed to be large if it was going to fit everyone. I watched as Mareridt got the end of the peg hammered in, before moving around to Marala. The small elf smiled as Mareridt took the rope and bent to start hammering. As the elf stepped back, she turned and froze at the sight of me coming towards her.

      “Mareridt, I’m going to go talk to the townsfolk, I was hoping you’d join me?”

      She glanced up at me and nodded, before quickly hammering in the peg. “Yep, this is the last one and the tent will be stable. Marala or one of the guards can take it from here.”

      “Speaking of,” I turned to the small elf. She seemed to shrink in on herself. I bent, cupping the back of her head and bent. Her terrified expression switched to bewilderment as I kissed her. Pulling away, I watched the terror creep back into her expression, so I kissed her again. Now she blushed furiously as I turned back to Mareridt, who simply smirked.

      “I told you he wouldn’t be mad.”

      “Y-yes mistress,” Marala replied.

      Mareridt hammered the rest of the peg into the ground, before I released Marala. She had an edge of nervousness to her, but she shot me a quick smile as I turned and led Mareridt to the edge of the camp where Eila and Chen were waiting with a pair of centaurs.

      “We ready?” I asked.

      “What are we even doing this for?” Eila asked, as she handed me a spear with a white flag mounted at the top.

      “I’ll give them a chance to surrender, and who knows, they might send out someone important.”

      “You’re hoping you can kill them, aren’t you?” Mareridt snickered as she shifted into her quadrupedal form.

      I didn’t bother responding as a pair of elfs in my colours quickly strapped on her saddle. When they stepped away, I readjusted the stirrups from where Eila had left them last, and mounted my largest wife. Then, with Eila and Chen mounted on the centaurs, I raised the white flag and Mareridt led us towards the town. I kept an eye on the walls and saw a few soldiers moving quickly from side to side along the walls. No doubt they were messengers, and they weren’t my priority.

      We stopped just outside of bow range and waited. It wasn’t long before the gate before us creaked open and six riders came out. I frowned for a moment, thinking about their numbers, but I realised that counting the centaurs and Mareridt as steeds was a disservice to us all. The six consisted of a man in armour, wearing a helmet with a long red plume, a middle aged woman in an expensive dress, a positively ancient woman with long white hair in a robe. The last three looked like normal soldiers, other than the crossbows they carried across their laps. They rode slowly and took their time. I wasn’t sure if it was out of apprehension, or their desire to make us wait.

      “Hurry up ya stupid bastards!” Chen yelled.

      If anything the six seemed to slow for a moment and I covered my smile with my mouth as Eila quietly chastised the orc. But I had myself under control as the six pulled to a stop, several paces in front of us.

      “You wished to speak?” the old woman grumbled.

      I nodded, “An assassin hired by the mages guild in Kunnskap cut my wife’s throat. I held her hand as she bled out in front of me. At first I simply wanted revenge against those responsible. But as I marched towards you, I came across an army you’d already sent,” I paused and saw nothing but blank expressions before me. “Would you like to hear my terms for surrender?”

      “We don’t negotiate with beasts,” the woman in the nice dress hissed.

      But the older woman waved her hand to silence her. “What do you propose?”

      “I want those council members responsible for my wife’s death brought to me alive, so that I can dispense justice. Then I want whoever’s in charge of this town to surrender. I’m not one to kill civilians, but collateral should be expected otherwise.”

      “I will take your words under advisement,” the old woman smiled. “As you have taken captive the one responsible for ordering the attack, I believe we are done here.”

      At those words, the three soldiers raised their crossbows. I grit my teeth in anger as they scanned us. Eila was quick with her spells, and I was happy to take a shot, but I couldn’t risk everyone’s lives. As the trio of leaders turned their horses around, the old woman looked over her shoulder.

      “I appreciate you letting me know about your wife. The accomplice didn’t bring back proof of death. But I’ll make sure to pay him the bonus rate we agreed for your loved one.”

      I flinched in anger as they slowly rode away. The three soldiers in front of us held steady until their leaders were well out of harm's way. Then they too turned and headed back to the town.

      “Let’s get back to camp,” I fumed.

      Riding quickly back to the camp, Hestha swooped down and landed on my shoulder. I reached up and pulled her down into my arms. I ignored the shocked expression on her face as I petted her softly.

      “Husband!” She growled.

      I smirked, “You can be my fearless little warrior later. For now, I want to hold you.”

      She let out a soft huff, but allowed me to pet her. I had the feeling she enjoyed the attention more than she let on, but she scowled every time I looked at her. At least until I realised she was angling her head so I stroked over certain parts of her. It was odd seeing her act almost like a cat in some ways. But I didn’t bring it up, if I embarrassed her, she might refuse to indulge me.

      “Where is the rest of the wing?” I asked as we made it back to the camp. Hestha shifted, so I released her and she flapped back up onto my shoulder.

      She straightened the cotton shift she wore. I hadn’t been happy about it, but until there was leather armour for all of them, Hestha had declared it unfair to wear it herself.

      “Patrolling, there are numerous threats in the area we are watching.”

      “Threats?” I asked, dismounting Mareridt.

      “Yes, threats,” Hestha nodded, keeping her balance as Mareridt shifted back to her bipedal form and allowed me to help her out of the straps for the saddle. “Bandits, goblins, a pack of wolves.”

      “Wolves, or vargr?”

      “Wolves,” Hestha confirmed. “Vargr are much larger.”

      I nodded, thinking about the animals. I didn’t like the idea of some of them stalking around. They weren’t much of a threat to an army, but they could pick off stragglers and be an all round nuisance.

      “Alright, keep up the good work, I need to visit someone.”

      As Hestha took off to check in with her wingmates, I made my way to a tent with a wagon beside it. Outside the tent were several guards stationed all around and they bowed as I entered. The tent was furnished, with a bed, a table with a set of chairs and even a chest for storage. Not that she could use any of it, being tied to a pole in the centre.

      “Why are you tied up?” I asked.

      The woman I had taken prisoner at Shalerock looked up at me and shrugged, “I’m not sure, milord. I thought this was your doing.”

      Stepping up, she froze in place, but I reached behind her and took hold of her bindings. They were tough, and I wasn't sure I could snap them without injuring her. “Wait here a moment,” I told her as I turned away.

      “If I’m not here, I’ll be in the garden taking a stroll,” she retorted.

      I smirked at the mouth on her, but didn’t turn away. Instead I stepped out of the tent. Ignoring the expression on the closest guard, I drew his sword and stepped back into the tent. This time when she saw me coming, she stood and turned her back. Cutting the bindings on her wrist, I again strode from the tent and handed the sword back to the guard. “Can you fetch a good meal. Some water, and have a bath brought in so she can bathe?”

      “Yes milord,” the soldier saluted before sheathing his sword and moving off to follow my instructions.

      I turned and headed back into the tent, where the woman was rubbing her wrists. “Thank you,” she said softly.

      “You’re welcome,” I nodded. “You said we had much to discuss, I assume this is to do with Kunnskap?”

      She nodded, before making her way to the table. “I heard what you told the guard, may we sit?”

      “You may,” I smiled. “I’d probably break that chair.”

      The woman nodded, “Where would you like to start?”

      “Wherever you’re comfortable,” I smiled.

      “I suppose it will be with my thanks then,” she smiled. “My uncle was not a kind man.”

      I nodded, “The old man I took captive with you?”

      She nodded, “Yes, he was supposed to tutor me. But I was treated… Worse.”

      “You’re a mage?” I asked.

      “If I say yes, will you kill me?”

      “Do I have to kill you?” I retorted.

      She looked at me, before slowly shaking her head. “No, from what my father told me before sending us to attack you, it wouldn’t do me any good.”

      “I suppose that brings us to the crux of the issue then,” I nodded. “What do I do with a captured mage?”

      “The ones you spoke to, Ehlma, Datchra and Boohg. They have sent word to Esk, asking for aid. The soldiers they will send, will fall in an ambush by a band of orcs that sweep through the area in two weeks' time.”

      “How do you know this?”

      “My mother, Datchra, she would have been wearing something expensive.” I recalled the women in the fancy dress and nodded. “She had a small gift as a seer, but little power to use it. I am far more accomplished.”

      I didn’t speak as she pointed at the doorway. A moment later, Eila strode in, with a pair of guards hauling my chair between them. Behind them was Marala and Lonty holding trays of food.

      I remained silent as the trays were placed on the table. Lonty hovered for a kiss, while Marala scampered away like a frightened mouse. Eila simply took a seat, while I adjusted my chair and made myself comfortable.

      “Impressive, but if you were a seer, how did you end up captured?”

      “Oh?” Eila asked, turning to the young woman.

      “A seer's job isn’t to know the future. A seers job is to see the possibilities and predict outcomes. I chose this outcome, but I had no way to know for sure if you would kill or capture me.”

      “That sounds honest,” Eila nodded. “You should eat.”

      “Thank you milady,” she smiled and plucked up a piece of dried fruit.

      “What should we call you?” Eila asked.

      I sighed, realising I hadn’t even asked her name, she must have known as she giggled softly. And part of me wanted to… Nooooo..

      “Aleece,” she smiled. “My friends call me Aleece.”

      “Friends now?” Eila smiled.

      Aleece shrugged, “You’ve already proven it would be difficult to lie to you. The position I’m in has two real options. Either I live, or you will kill me.”

      “I don’t-”

      “She was referring to me,” Eila smiled thinly. “Seers are not well respected in my culture. As bad as elfs are, ones with the ability of prediction are far worse. Even my father refused to allow them to live.”

      “Outside of this place and a few others, humans are little different,” Aleece shrugged.

      “So why tell us?” I asked.

      “Because if you don’t kill me, and I can prove useful, I will live a long, fulfilled life within your lands.”

      I took note of how she looked me in the eyes when she said it. “And how would you prove useful?”

      “Knowledge and advice,” she replied quickly.

      “In what capacity?” Eila asked.

      “The knowledge that there are catacombs beneath Kunnskap, where the ancients buried our dead. And the advice to use them to send your forces into the town and take it from within, while a secondary force assaults a gate, to draw their attention.”

      “We’d need sappers,” Eila frowned.

      “Hestha told me there are goblins nearby,” I replied, staring at the young woman.

      She just smirked and plucked up a piece of spiced meat, before popping it into her mouth. She chewed and let out a small moan of appreciation, before swallowing and leaning back in her chair. “I want the safety and comfort of a noble in one of your courts, the opportunity to wed who I want and the freedom to live as I wish outside my role as your adviser.”

      “I don’t have a court,” I frowned.

      Aleece shook her head, “Not yet you don’t, no. But in time.”

      “Is that certain?” Eila asked.

      Aleece smiled, “Nothing is certain, not even for me.”

      “This is one of those, if you reveal too much, you could change something accidentally, isn’t it?” I asked.

      “In a manner,” she smiled.

      I just let out a sigh, “Fine, I have other things to take care of.”

      “Milady, can I ask that you stay for a moment?” she asked.

      I paused, but saw Eila nod her acceptance and swiftly left. Marching through the camp, I made it to the carriage without any distractions. Pulling the door open, I saw the goblin’s chest where I had left it and gently picked it up. I felt her weight inside and brought the chest outside. I carried it through the camp and into the tent Mareridt had been staking down. Ally was inside already, filling a large tub with water.

      “Oh good,” she smiled. “Without you or Mareridt, it would have taken a team to bring her in here.”

      Placing the chest on the ground, I lifted the lid, only to have the goblin tackle me with a four limbed hug. She chirped madly as she rubbed herself on me like some kind of cat.

      “Alright, alright, I’m back.”

      She pulled away and beamed toothily at me for a few moments. Then crushed me into another hug. I just sighed, before glancing at the tub. It had been a few days since we’d all had a good scrub.
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      In the end, getting the local goblins to help out was a rather interesting prospect. With Hestha’s help to guide the way, I brought the goblin with me, along with Ita and two dozen orcs. We prepared as best we could for either talks or a battle. But I really hoped the talks were all we would need. The goblin woman with me though, was a double edged sword. When we found the entrance to the tomb. It… Well it might have actually been a tomb at some stage. It was stone and marked like a burial site, deep in the forest a day's walk from Kunnskap.

      The goblins must have had lookouts as I could hear them chittering from the cover of darkness when we arrived. In the dense trees, I opened the chest and my little goblin woman scrambled into my arms. She looked warily around, before pressing her face into my chest. Apparently that was all they needed to send out someone to talk and that was the strangest thing. They came on their knees, almost begging for my little goblin to go to them.

      Instead, she hissed and snapped at them and when one moved close enough to touch her, I got to experience what it was like to watch someone cannibalise their own kind. Almost immediately they retreated back underground, before the sound of screeches and battle echoed from the darkness. Fearing the horde running us over, I put my little goblin back in the trunk and we high tailed it out of there as quickly as we could.

      A day later, back at camp, I was finally getting ready to rest, when a horn blew. And when I arrived for the fight, I found myself staring at a small horde of battle weary goblins. They were tired, injured and desperate to find something as they sniffed the air until they settled on me and prostrated themselves.

      A week later, they were still trickling in. They appeared in the night and my guards brought them through and let them into the catacombs.

      “King Frelser!” a squeaky voice called.

      I shifted my bulk and sighed as my little goblin hung onto my leg and waist. She was practically attached at the hip. I had hoped being around her own kind would bring her out of her shell a little more but none of the other goblins thought her behaviour odd. In fact, they seemed to bow to her as much as they bowed to me, scampering off at the slightest displeased growl she let out.

      Careful not to injure her, I stepped into the tunnel. The entrance of which was just inside another tent. All the excess dirt was brought up and stored in nearby tents, used to back fill defensive ditches and hauled off out of sight in the cover of darkness.

      “King Frelser, we have found the catacombs!” The squeaky voiced goblin scampered into view.

      It was more like the ones I was used to seeing. Crooked, hunched, dirty, unpleasant, and yet, incredibly loyal.

      “Have you broken through?”

      “No my king,” he squeaked. “We stopped when we reached the man-made stone.”

      “Excellent,” I smiled. “Excavate the surrounding area, then start working on widening the tunnel.” Turning, I strode out of the tunnel and climbed to the surface, only to have my little goblin suddenly clutch at me. I looked down at her frightened expression and sighed. “If you want to come with me, you have to get used to coming outside.” She blinked up at me, and slowly shook her head, before trying to drag me back into the tunnel. I sighed and squatted down so I was more at her level. She paused for a moment, before trying to climb and cling to me instead. She trembled and made small chirping noises. “I wish you could speak to me,” I sighed.

      Scooping her into my arms, I stood and turned for the door. She must not have realised I was still leaving, as she let out a small squeak of fright and latched on tightly. Stepping out into the light, I looked down at her. So sweet, so precious and surprisingly, so very beautiful. I leaned my head over to nuzzle her softly, and she surprised me by quickly turning her head and pecking my lips. The action surprised me and I pulled away, before swearing softly. The moment my face obscured her view of everything else, she squeaked and pressed into my chest. So I held her tightly and walked quickly to our own tent and set her on my bed. I made the mistake of leaving her with the goblins once.

      She hadn’t wanted to be left behind, but I thought that was just her desire to remain with me. When I came back an hour later, there were three dead goblins dismembered inside the tent, while she glared angrily at the tunnel. The guards apparently didn’t hear more than a soft scuffle they took for the dirt haulers, she didn’t talk and the goblins avoided the question. So I had no idea what prompted the scenario. Therefore, from now on, she only came into the goblin tent when I did. Otherwise, she was in my own tent, where she quickly scrambled under the blankets and peaked out like a cat.

      “Ah, there you are,” Eila said, stepping in behind me. She paused, seeing the goblin in the bed and sighed. “No changes.”

      “None,” I shrugged.

      “You’re going to have to do something with her eventually.”

      I nodded, “Not sure what though. She kills other goblins if I leave her with them. And she won’t go outside unless I make her.”

      Eila sighed and ground her palm into her head, “Have you thought about giving her a name? Maybe keeping her? She’s clearly very fond of you.” I blinked and looked at Eila, while she rolled her eyes at me, “Stupid man.”

      “Oh, while I have you. The goblins have found the catacombs. They’ve hit a man-made wall, so I asked them to excavate around, make the tunnel larger.”

      Eila sighed, “Finally. Alright, I’m going to gather some forces and get ready to breach the tunnels then. You… You deal with her.”

      “De-”

      “Husband, if you don’t know how to treat a woman after all this time, there is something very wrong with you!” Eila snapped and stormed out of the tent.

      Turning my attention to the goblin, she made a strange growl, I hadn’t heard before. “Are you okay?”

      She began shuffling under the blankets, before a green arm extended, and dropped the tunic she wore, on the ground. I blinked as she shuffled around again, before she settled, lifting the edge of the blanket to watch me from the shadows. I strode over to her and put my hand down beside her to take my weight as I sat. But the moment my hand came into her view, she darted out and snapped her jaws shut over my hand. With her prize, she growled cutely and tried to pull away. Suddenly I got an idea of just what the problem was. Female goblins were larger and stronger than the males. And as she uselessly mauled my hand, I came to realise if they were all like that, it would quickly create a society where their females were to be respected.

      Pulling my hand free, she came with it, growling as she clutched my hand tightly to her chest. I was bleeding slightly, but her teeth really didn’t do a lot of damage and I could already see the small punctures closing.

      “How would you like it, if I did that to you?” I asked.

      Her only response was to increase the volume of her growls. I just shrugged and slowly indeed the ties in the front of my pants. It was a little awkward while wearing armour, but I managed it. Turning back to her, her eyes went wide as my cock swung into view.

      “Last chance. I’m happy to take you back to-” I stopped as she slammed her teeth into my hand and attempted to viciously maul me.

      Shrugging, I waited for her to shift her grip, before I grabbed her by the face. She let out a yelp, but I ignored her. Throwing the blanket off, she started scrambling, like she was trying to point her ass towards me. I loosened my grip and she pulled her face from my hand and did exactly that. The moment her ass was pointing towards me, I felt the sharp pain of her teeth back in my hand.

      “Those male goblins, they tried to sleep with you, didn’t they?”

      Her only reaction was the loudest growl, bordering on snarl I’d heard her make. So I grinned and reached down between her legs. The growl cut off to a throaty chirp as I felt her opening. She wasn’t quite wet. It was more sticky. Her juices clung to my digits, but when I rubbed my fingers together, it was even slicker than the oil we used for anal. Testing her, I slid a finger inside and was amazed at the amount of elasticity she had. What was more, her clitoris, that tiny little nub that Eila taught me about in that grass patch. It was right on the edge of her opening. And far firmer, like a small marble, than I had seen on my other wives.

      Shifting my hand out of the way, I took my cock in hand, and pressed it into her entrance. She shuddered for a moment as I gathered her juices over the head of my cock. Then I slowly pushed in. Immediately, she started to growl and chirp as she gnawed on my hand. I took it in my stride and grinned, realising I could feel the firm bead that was her clit, rubbing on the underside of my cock. Changing direction, I withdrew from the warm, firm tunnel. Then I adjusted and drove myself back inside. When I felt the end of her pussy on the head of my cock, I stopped. Even as small as she was, she could still take two-thirds of my length inside her. Gripping her tighter, I started to thrust.

      The mad growling coming from her, drifted away into soft chirping and whimpers. The painful chewing on my hand shifted to soft nibbling as I drove myself inside her. Her chirping got louder and more rapid with each thrust, until she started squirming. I worried that I was hurting her so I lifted myself. But that only gave her the opportunity to start throwing herself backward, impaling herself violently on my cock.

      Wrapping a hand around her hip, I hooked my fingers into her jaw and picked her up off the ground. Pinning her against my chest, I gripped between her legs with one hand, and pinned her to my chest with the other. Then I started thrusting my hips, while lifting and lowering her onto my cock at the same time.

      “You’re loving this, aren’t you?” I growled deeply in her ear.

      She shuddered for a moment and made a long series of chirps. On my next thrust, a gush of fluid poured out of her. She trembled violently as I grit my teeth and pumped my seed into her. The reaction was immediate, she arched her back and I held onto her. But she seemed to be getting larger. Her chirps and squeals got louder as she got larger. Pulling my cock free I stumbled back, frantically tucking my cock away in the process. My little goblin wife trembled and growled deep in her chest. The sound thrummed in the air and I felt the vibrations run through me.

      I watched in amazement as she stood. She was as broad as I was, bristling with muscle. Her nails were elongated claws and as she turned to face me her eyes glowed bright blue. So it completely threw me for a spin when she made that familiar chirp and pressed herself into me.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      She purred softly and nodded her head. She was still the same goblin I’d been hauling around on the inside. Or at least I thought she was, right up until she turned and strode from the tent. She was too tall to make it out of the flap and it caught on her head. In a classic situation with her doing something cute, she made a chirp and swiped at her head. Only unlike usual, her sharp claws completely shredded the fabric. Now with the shreds tangled in her claws, she let out a deafening screech. Slashing wildly, she tore the entire side of the tent off, before dragging her claws through the dirt. That finally released the fabric and she stood.

      Looking around she angled her head upward and opened her mouth. I had the perfect view of her razor sharp teeth as she roared into the sky, before turning towards the goblin tent. I rushed after her as Eila burst through the tents atop Mareridt. Hestha and the rest of the flock all converged on me. But I got between my approaching wives and the goblin as she ripped off the front of the goblin tent.

      “What is that?” Eila snapped.

      “The goblin!” I said quickly, hearing a snarl, before a small goblin flew out of the tent, crashing onto the ground in a bloody heap. “We had sex, and she turned into that.”

      “Where’s she going?” Mareridt asked.

      I turned and realised she’d gone underground and froze in horror. “Please tell me you got everyone ready?”

      “I’ll hurry them along, you two go after her,” Eila said, throwing a leg off Mareridt and running back the way she came.

      Mareridt shifted back to her human form and ducked into our ruined tent. I waited just long enough for her to reappear with her sledge hammer. Then I turned and ran into the tunnel after my crazed goblin. There were several male corpses along the way and I was moving by touch as I went. The tunnel was oddly quiet for the first few hundred meters, until I heard a dull thump. That was followed by several screeches and I hurried along. At the end of the tunnel, things opened up and there were a few torches still burning. So the whole in the massive stone wall was obvious, as were the terrified goblins hiding from the huge form of the female counterpart.

      She stomped to the far end, ignoring the corridors that ran off to each side. There a gated staircase was visible and she promptly ripped it off. Tossing the metal aside, she turned her shoulders and forced her way into the narrow stairwell. She grunted and growled, forcing herself up step by step and I realised she was now even larger than she was. Rushing up behind her, she glanced over her shoulder and chirped happily when she saw me.

      “At least she recognises us,” Mareridt commented.

      I smirked as she reached for me and I kissed her hand softly. With a cute growl that echoed in the confines of the stairwell, she pushed onward. Step by step we got closer to… Well I didn’t really know, but it was up and she wasn’t stopping. When we came to another gate, the goblin shoved through it, tossing it aside as she went, then stepped into the room. It was stone, dark, but there was natural light coming from a doorway at the end. It was then I realised we were literally in a tomb.

      My goblin stepped around a stone box I recognised as a sarcophagus and headed for the last set of stairs. These were large and wide, designed for pallbearers to carry in the dead. So she had no trouble climbing them. At the top though, was a heavy iron door and the light was coming from a window set above in the stone. She seemed to realise this as well, before slowing before them. She reached up and gently gripped the metal and gave it a small push. Then she stepped back and gave me a crooked smile.

      “Get ready,” I said to Mareridt, drawing my sword in the process.

      My giant goblin dropped her shoulder and charged the door. And even in that small space, she built up the power to bend the locking mechanism that held it closed from the outside. I heard shouts coming from outside, but my goblin just charged again. This time the door stood no chance, shrieking as the metal gave way and she charged outside.

      There were only a few men and they weren’t expecting her headlong charge. The first didn’t stand a chance as she raked her claws across his face, taking most of the bone with it. The second got his shield up, but she swatted him aside. There must have been more, as an arrow slammed into her from behind. I rushed out as several soldiers rushed past to attack her from behind. With their attention on my newest wife, they didn’t see me. Swinging my sword, I hacked the first man in half, before taking the arm off a second who raised a bow at my goblin’s back.

      “Die!” a voice yelled.

      Turning, I saw a man in a robe throw a ball of flames at me. I just sighed as they washed over, but then laughed as Mareridt stepped out and hefted her hammer. The dull, solid thud was nothing to the heavy wet splat as his corpse splattered against a nearby wall. His body was completely bent in half and I watched as one of his legs still kicked uselessly.

      But that was our surprise advantage gone. There were soldiers running from every direction. We were in some kind of square with more tombs. A few raised crossbows and began to fire as the rest closed in. Mareridt took cover behind me as I raised my shield. The bolts, as heavy as they were, only dented the thick metal. My goblin on the other hand wasn’t so lucky. Not only was she completely naked, but she was a massive target. I had to do something, and quickly, or she was going to be brought down by a crossbow. But if I moved, Mareridt would be just as vulnerable.

      “FUCK!” I roared.

      “FOR THE WARLEADER!”

      I watched the first black armoured orc tear past me. He took several bolts to the chest, but didn’t stop as he charged into the front lines. Hacking with a cleaver, limbs went flying as more orcs poured out. With the backup, my goblin let out a shrill screech before flying into a rage. Ally appeared beside me, with blades out and ready.

      “Eila’s leading an attack on the gate!”

      I shot her a grin and looked up, seeing my Drarskk circling up high. “To the keep!” I roared.

      Charging into battle, the humans went down easily. They were well trained, but most only wore chain mail. That was fine for normal swords, but the heavy two handed weapons of the orcs just crushed the bones beneath if they couldn’t outright cut through. Not that it stopped the ones with the cleavers. Charging along, I watched an orc shove over a vending stall to expose an old man cowering beneath. The orc raised his axe and I rushed over and grabbed his arm.

      “Spare the non-combatants!”

      He growled and nodded, while the man threw himself at the wall and curled into a ball. I watched to make sure the orcs were ignoring him, before continuing. I could see my goblin up ahead. She let out a scream and I watched her pick up a soldier by an arm and a leg. With inhuman strength, she ripped her arms apart, taking the man's arm in the process. The nearby orcs cheered her bloodlust and I rushed to catch up.

      Charging into the melee I stood side by side with my women and fought. My goblin would scream and rush forward, taking several soldiers with her. She was picking up small wounds all over her body, but seemed to heal like I did. Her mad rush ahead, left stragglers that would try to sweep in behind. Mareridt and I stepped in to take care of these. Any we missed or managed to slip through were brought low by Ally. She moved like a wraith, slipping between soldiers and finding every weak point in their armour. Stabbing up under their chin, into their brain was something I saw her do more than once. Then, the orcs pushed up, forcing the humans back.

      The surprise was the feral screeches of hundreds of goblins and racing past, squeezing through every gap. The small creatures, armed with crude weapons and teeth, swarmed guards. They worked in groups of three or more and I growled thinking of how they threw themselves on me to bring me down. The moment the first human fell, the second group rushed ahead, taking down the next human. They were also not above putting down injured soldiers.

      “Throw down your weapons!” I roared as the humans began to waver. “Flee! Flee for your lives!”

      As if to amplify my words, the orcs roared as one, with my goblin screeching a moment later. I grinned as some of the humans at the rear began to turn and flee. Others fought on, but I could see on their faces they knew without help they were doomed. But as long as they held their weapons, I would cut them down and my goblin wasn’t stopping either.

      Hacking and slashing, I realised we were in the courtyard that led to the gatehouse for the keep. The soldiers before us carried shields, but pressed themselves thick against the lowered portcullis. I blinked and looked at them. Glancing up, I spotted a significant lack of men on the walls. Most of them must be on the outside walls. There was even a chance word hadn’t spread properly yet. But there was still the question. Risk the portcullis, or find another way. Looking around, I took in the surroundings. That’s when I noticed a lot of the orcs were carrying rope.

      “You!” I pointed at the closes. “What’s the rope for?”

      “Warleader, rope is always useful. We carry it with us when we find it.”

      Grinning, I looked at his feet to the small goblin. The goblin wasn’t particularly keen with this plan. But he wasn’t the only one. Every orc with rope brought it forward to a goblin, who tied it around their waist. Then with a grin, I looked at my angry goblin. Though she didn’t look quite so angry any more.

      “Are you okay?”

      She chirped and nodded at me, flashing a wide, toothy grin.

      “Alright, now. Don’t kill them, but I need you to toss the goblins over the wall.”

      She snarled in distaste and the nearest goblins seemed to cower. But with a snarl, she grabbed one by the rope and tossed the screaming creature over the wall with ease. I blinked at the sudden action, before grinning.

      “Keep going! Get over the walls! NOW!”

      She growled at me, before grabbing a second goblin and hurling it, as well. It screamed even louder but the other goblins got wise and began climbing the rope themselves. The goblin acting as the counterweight was perfect and between the ones being tossed by my goblin and the ones climbing up, the few defenders were overwhelmed. When they started shooting to pick off the goblins, my wife started aiming the goblins for the soldiers themselves. My orcs took up the charge as well, prying loose stones from the ground and hurling them as well.

      Soon the sounds of fighting filled the air and I watched as the orcs began to climb the ropes as well. With the goblins engaged at the top, they were able to tie off the ropes and go on the offensive. I waited for a particularly large orc to make the climb, before grabbing the rope and hauling myself up. When I got to the top, I looked down at Mareridt who was shaking her head and pushing Ally to the rope. My elfin wife quickly joined me, before more orcs climbed up after.

      “What’s she doing?” I asked.

      “Her hooves, she can’t make it up the rope, she’s going to stay with Sint.”

      I frowned, before cocking my head, “Sint?”

      Ally grinned, “It means angry. I thought it suited her.”

      I gave her a grin and a kiss. “Perfect.”

      From here, I could see the keep. The soldiers were sparse, but they had bows. If not for the armour most of my forces wore, they’d be taking their toll. With a snarl, I headed for the stairs. Unlike at Elfin Vakt, these were open and didn’t lead inside the wall. There was already an orc trying to push down. He was being held back by two humans fighting side by side. But the orc was too large for me to shift to stand beside him. So it was just as well Ally was still with me. Slipping under the orc’s arm, she took one of the humans in the leg. It was enough of a distraction for the orc to shove forward. They made quick work of the next few stairs, but things were too slow. We were at a choke point and while arrows weren’t the greatest threat, there was always the chance something could go wrong.

      I glanced over the edge and measured the distance, before grinning. I landed on top of two soldiers. The impact killed them instantly and softened my fall. Staggering to my feet I was too close to use my sword effectively, so I threw punches. My gauntlets rang helmets, my shield turned their blades and my boots created space when I kicked them back. Only then, did I bring my sword into play. The orcs above weren’t game enough to jump where I had, but a few more had my idea once Ally and the first orc got lower.

      Roaring my challenge I charged through the first rank of soldiers, before I felt my skin tingle. Glancing up, I spotted the ancient woman. I knew Datchra was Aleece’s mother, but she was nowhere to be seen. So this was either Ehlma or Boohg. And… She was surrounding me with water. The human soldiers around me seemed to step back, but I shrugged as the water came up around me. Turning towards her, I began to advance. I felt the water trying to restrain me, but every time it touched me, it lost its ability to do more than run off my skin. When it pressed over my face, I grinned as it couldn’t force its way into my mouth and lungs. Only…

      Swiping my hands over my face, I managed a quick breath before the water covered my face again. Swiping it again, more water collected. It didn’t matter that the water couldn’t drown me. It could still hold back air. Gritting my teeth, I struggled to see through the water itself as it sloshed and foamed, distorting my vision. I couldn’t hear very well either and staggered as a blade slammed into my side.

      It dented my armour, but didn’t pierce. I swung my sword out, and felt it connect with something that stuck to the end of my sword. Unfortunately, my grip, wet with the summoned water caused my sword to slip free under the weight of whatever it was caught in and I realised I only had one chance. Crouching, I covered my head with my arms as swords and other things impacted me. I raged internally as I tried to summon those blue lights. But they just wouldn’t come. I was going to die, in the stupidest way possible. Drowning in magical water was not on my list. Gritting my teeth, I tried desperately to think of some way out of this. But nothing came to mind. The faces of my wives came into my mind. Eila’s smiling face beside Ally. Ita and Chit. Mareridt with Marala. Harri and Lonty. Blomst, Pet and Sint. Sessa, Hestha and the flock of drarskk I’d since adopted. Some of them were in the walls and… They’d die too.

      I felt it shift then. Opening my eyes, I burst upright. Snapping out a hand, my fist connected with a steel helmet. As they fell, I grabbed them with both hands and hurled them to one side, before letting out a roar with my final breath. The blue energy burst free, swirling around my body as I burst into action. The water was a moment behind, so I got a full breath of air in before the water covered my mouth. The mage, whoever they were, hit me with ice, trying to stop me physically. But the ice just powdered under my touch, with the bonus of taking away the water's ability to suffocate me.

      “Bad move!” I roared, bursting through and charging right at the mage.

      She let out a frightened squeak before turning to run back inside but her old frame wasn’t as nimble as it used to be as she stumbled. I grabbed her by the robe as I slammed into the doors of the keep and howled my anger as the beam holding them shut splintered on the first try. Inside were several more soldiers, who were completely unprepared for my arrival. Ahead was an aged man who looked in charge and beside him stood Datchra.

      “Ehlma!” Aleece’s mother screamed.

      I snarled and hurled the frail woman. Datchra dived aside, but the man wasn’t so lucky, being slammed into the ground by my human projectile. Immediately the guards hit me from all sides with spells and I charged right into them. Taking the first to the ground, I disarmed him and stood. Before I could make another move, Tassa and Etnasa whizzed overhead slashing at the eyes of the soldiers. They dived and swore and I hacked into them. Hearing a screech, I turned and spotted Tetsara go down with a slashed wing but Hestha and Ashara dived on her, hauling her off the ground and out the doors. It was excellent timing as the orcs rushed in.

      Turning, I headed for the three people hiding at the far end. The leader, whoever it was, groaned in pain, while Ehlma wasn’t moving. Datchra held herself tall, but quivered in place. With my stolen sword, I stabbed both the man and Ehlma as I approached Datchra.

      “Do you expect me to beg?” she hissed.

      “That depends on how your daughter wishes for me to treat you.”

      “Aleece?” She gaped for a moment, before schooling her expression.

      I smiled cruelly and nodded. “She’s alive and well, I assure you. Surrender, and you’ll get to speak with her before I decide what to do with you.”

      She nodded slowly for a moment, before sighing. “Before she left with her uncle. She said if the worst was to happen, tell the beast to check the dungeon.”

      I frowned, but nodded. I needed to keep an eye on Aleece. Ally stepped up beside me with a set of those magical cuffs and Datchra, despite her scowl, offered her hands. Ally fit them in place and helped the woman sit.

      “I’ll be back,” I told her.

      Taking a deep breath, I looked around and sighed. This place looked oddly familiar. And if it was familiar, that meant only one thing. Strolling through the hall, I ignored the orcs as they looted. They weren’t hurting anybody, in fact a few of them seemed to be escorting the few maids and retainers towards Datchra, with gentle pushes. I turned and spotted a door that looked oddly like my old tower shield. Strolling over, I grabbed the handle and pulled the door free of the wall. With a deranged chuckle, I tossed it aside and stepped into the familiar looking hallway. That led to a room, where I paused as I remembered the first time I spotted Ita. Strolling on, I found the stairs that took me down into the basement.

      There was a door, not unlike the one I removed upstairs. Ever so gently, I pushed it open. Inside were simply large stacked crates. I popped off the top of the closest one and saw jars of spices. In another was bolts of cloth. After that, I was suitably reassured that it was nothing more than storage now. I closed the door to my birth and followed down the hall.

      I spotted a door to my right, that didn’t look like the others. It had iron reinforcement and bars attached to the outside. There was a key hanging on a hook and I took it without thinking. Unlocking the door I stepped inside as I recognised what could only be the dungeon. Only it seemed empty. Strolling through, I checked each cell as they went. All twelve were empty and I sighed, wondering if this was the right place. Turning, I froze as a young woman was staring at me from the second cell but she wasn’t there when I first looked.

      “Well I’ll be damned,” she said in a soft tone. “She was right after all.”

      “Aleece?” I questioned.

      The woman smiled and shook her head. “Chit.” Before I knew what I was doing, my hand was around her neck and I held her at eye level. “Stop!” she choked out. “I can… Explain!”

      With a snarl, I dropped her to the floor where she gasped for air. I gripped the bars of the cell and ripped them clean out, before storming in.

      “Stop!” The woman grimaced and shook her head. “She’s so mad at you right now, you have no idea!”

      “Explain!” I snarled.

      “I have her soul!”

      I froze, before dropping to my knees and grabbing her shoulders. “Please… Please give her back,” I begged.

      “Gods, you’re as dense as she said you were,” the woman grunted and pushed my arms off. “I’ve already made her a deal. You just have to honour it.”

      “Deal?”
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      I staggered into the graveyard, staring at the mound where Chit was buried. Heaving with exhaustion, I growled and made my way over. It was just how I remembered. The flowers were growing beautifully. Maybe even a little more so since I’d last been here. But that didn’t matter any longer. Digging my hands into the green mass, I pulled them aside. Their roots bound together, so as they broke apart, the two halves of the top layer peeled off in sheets.

      I stared at the bare earth and took a deep breath. Digging my fingers into the loam I dug. Big handfuls of loam came away as I scooped it all back into a pile between my legs. When the pile got too large, I moved around to the other side. Pulling more of the top layer aside, I continued digging.

      I was grunting with each pull through the loam. I've been going for days now. When Mareridt needed rest, I left them behind. I knew the others were catching up, but I couldn’t let myself rest. Not when she was so close. I fought the tears that rolled down my cheeks as I dug. I couldn’t remember how deeply she was buried and I tried desperately to push aside thoughts her body had been taken. Right up until my fingers brushed something hard.

      That became my new focus. I shoved the loam aside exposing more of the coffin. It was little more than a simple box. Grah had told me it was their way. The beauty was the garden, not what was buried. I ran my hands up the sides of the box until I found the handles. With as much care as I could manage, I dragged the coffin from the dirt. It… It was smaller than it should have been. I tried to hold myself together even as tears rolled down my cheek. The box had been made to fit what was left of her.

      Picking up the coffin, she was so very light as I turned and headed for the river. I heard a shout on the walls, but ignored it as I went. It would take an idiot not to recognise who I was. I followed the wall until I made it to the river, and gently set the coffin down. A soft thump caught my attention and I glanced over at Ita, who was unsteady and out of breath. I turned from the coffin to quickly take my succubi’s hand. She smiled gratefully at me, before scowling.

      “You shouldn’t have run off,” she said softly. “How do you think she would feel knowing you risked yourself again?”

      “She can tell me herself,” I replied evenly.

      Ita paused, before she let out a long sigh. “I’ve never heard of this before. But I’ll do my best.”

      “What do we need to do?”

      “Get it open… It… It’s going to smell,” Ita frowned. “I’ll fix things up so you can lift her out, then I’ll see about putting her back together again.”

      “You can do that?”

      Ita nodded sadly, “I can now.”

      I remembered the look on her face when she confirmed Chit had died that day. She hid it well, but I knew how deeply it affected her. I pulled her close and held her for a while. When she moved, I kissed her slowly and felt the energy pass between us. The embarrassed smile was plastered across her face, but it drifted away as we turned our attention back to the coffin. With a sigh, I bent over and gripped the edge of the lid. It was hammered shut, but there was still enough overlap for me to hook my fingers. With one hand on the lid, and the other on the handle, I slowly pried the coffin open. The nails squeaked in the wood and a horrible scent wafted out, before Ita placed her palm on my shoulder.

      “Stop,” she said softly. “You don’t want to open it right up. Not like this.”

      I paused and nodded as Ita bent over. She placed her hand by the small gap. She concentrated for a moment and a flash of light spilled out from her healing powers. She frowned and grit her teeth, and I worried for a time. But Ita eventually sighed and released the power.

      “Try now.”

      Getting another grip on the lid, I moved a little quicker now and pried the lid off. Inside… Inside wasn’t great. It was slimy, sticky with odd coloured fluids partially dried and congealed. And laying in the middle of it, was Chit. her faintly green skin, pristine beneath the ruined dress she wore. But she wasn’t whole. Her arm was still missing, as well as both legs below the hips. Though it wasn’t the ragged flesh it had been. Now it was smooth skin.

      “Get her out and I’ll heal her more, while you clean her,” Ita said softly.

      I ignored the grime as I slowly reached into the box. Her body was limp, like she was just asleep, but there was no way to mimic the cold. Cradling her to me, I carried her on my knees into the water. Laying her up to her neck in the water, I looked over her ruined dress. Her father made it for her. But it was ruined now. Grasping the front, I tore it slowly in half and stripped her down. Where the dress had remained on her skin there were sticky, foul fluids.

      I methodically rubbed her skin, washing away the grime as Ita moved over to sit beside me in the water. As I cleaned, Ita bathed Chit’s corpse with healing power. She worked hard and I pulled her to lean on me as she worked. The first noticeable change was Chit’s arm. The stump left at her shoulder began to stretch. I watched in wonder as her upper arm formed an elbow. Then it grew again, stretching and conforming until her forearm grew a hand and finally fingers.

      Without thinking, I took her hands in my own and examined them. They were mirror images of one another and I glanced at Ita, knowing bodies were never quite symmetrical.

      “This isn’t just healing,” she said, breathing a little heavy. “Healing is just putting things back the way they were. This is making something from nothing, like those burns I healed from. Her legs may not be quite what they were, but I’ll try.”

      I held onto her hand as Ita continued to work. Without a leg to judge her work against, this took a fair bit longer. She grew the first, then stood back to admire her work from a distance. Then she came back and changed it, making it slimmer and firmer. Again she checked the leg, before finally making it slightly shorter. When she was satisfied, she gestured for me to check her and with my approval, she made a mirror image of the first. As Chit’s toenails reformed, I heard the rumble of the carriage approaching. The centaur that hauled it the first time, had been replaced by horses we got from Kunnskap but there was still an escort. Several broke away and raced towards me, while Eila followed, mounted on Mareridt.

      “You’re ready then?” Eila called as my wives halted before me. She knew chastising me for impatience wasn’t going to get us anywhere.

      I just nodded, “Where is she?”

      “I’m coming!” the woman called as she stepped out of the carriage. “And you better watch out. She knows you ran off on us and she’s not happy!”

      I frowned at her. In the darkness of the dungeon I couldn’t make out much of her features. But after a bath and in the light, she had an ethereal beauty. Skin whiter than parchment, long flowing hair that matched, but it was her deep, blood red eyes that set me on edge. Though she didn’t react with any hostility other than telling me how angry Chit was. The rags she wore in the dungeon were long gone and she covered herself head to toe in a thick, black cloak. The real surprise was the staff she carried. Apparently it was a manifestation of her power, that had been useless to her in the dungeon.

      We had spoken for a while. She was a messenger of death, a banshee in the employ of the afterlife. She was simply doing her job, collecting souls after the battle, before she moved on. She made her way from the battlefield when she felt the call for her services. When she arrived in what was Kunnskap, it was a ruse. Ehlma, with Datchra’s help, formed a binding force over her and attempted to enslave her. In response, the banshee had phased out of reality. But she was still trapped, unable to leave and fearful of remaining.

      It took them weeks to move her into a dungeon, where they simply left her to rot until she decided to surrender. And the banshee, in her boredom, had turned inward to the souls she carried. Where she had found Chit. A singular, bright point in an otherwise bleak hellscape of angry elfs. There, they struck up a friendship. Chit told her about me. About her sisters. About her life and the two had made a wager. That if I was to rescue her, that she would bring Chit back. And now the debt was due!

      “Chin up big guy,” the banshee smirked. “You’ll have her back in a moment.”

      She bent over and pressed her hands to her chest for a moment. With a grimace, she pulled them away. Trapped in her grip, was something that flowed like a liquid ball, and pulsed with white light. The banshee reached out and gently pressed it into Chit’s chest, before whispering a few words. Chit’s body twitched slightly and I leaned over her. Cupping her face, I felt the muscles beneath her skin twitch again.

      A tear dripped onto her face and she flinched. I didn’t even know I was crying at that point but the second tear made Chit pull a small face, before she opened her eyes. I met them with my own for the briefest moment, before a solid right hook knocked me into the water.

      “STUPID!” Chit snarled sitting up. I turned to face her as she rounded on me. Her second punch snapped my head in the opposite direction. “You just ran off!” she snarled. “After threatening Eterisk.” She punched me again. “You, you, you!”

      I kissed her. She kept pummelling me as I held her close, but she kissed me back. Her small tongue darted into my mouth, as her knee slammed into my stomach. I just rolled her over and pinned her down as she struggled and thrashed. But the whole time, she kept kissing back. Only when she finally went limp, did I stop and lean back. She cupped my face and sobbed brokenly as I lifted her from the water. I pressed her to my chest and stood. I was surrounded by my wives who watched on. Even the drarskk looked emotional as the rest cried silently.

      I kept Chit pinned to my chest as I strode back into town. I kept going, ignoring the few people awake at this hour until I found Grah’s shop. I didn’t even stop. I just kicked the door clean in and stepped inside as Grah burst out of a back room partially dressed. He was holding his cleaver, but dropped it when he saw me.

      “Chit-Sha?”

      “Before you hug me, I need something to wear,” she blushed.
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        * * *

      

      I lay back in the bath. It had been a while since I’d used the outdoor tub, and staring up at the skies, I smiled as I felt the water shift. The firm body that climbed onto my lap only confirmed it, as she rubbed her lubricated pussy over the head of my cock. Opening my eyes, I looked down at Chit, who grinned at me, before impaling herself. I groaned softly, before wrapping my arms around her. I pulled her close for a kiss and slowly thrust up inside her. Chit moaned softly, before pushing back. When I loosened my grip, she rode me at her own pace.

      “I love you so much,” I told her.

      Chit smiled, “Only you would find a way to bring me back from death.”

      I smirked and shook my head. “You set that up yourself. There was no guarantee I was coming.”

      Chit shrugged and drove herself to the base, before rocking her hips. “I had a hunch. Now be quiet while I fuck you.”

      I just grinned and relaxed as Chit did as she pleased. Her body felt wonderful. Just how I remembered her. She rocked her hips for a while, then started bouncing, then tried a combination of the two. After a while she seemed to pause and slowly turned around to lean back on my chest. I wrapped my hands around her, holding her close as she bobbed her hips. Her slick tunnel massaged my length, while I was buried deeply inside her.

      “Fill me, please?” She begged.

      Standing, I kept my grip on her as I turned about. Then I draped her over the edge of the bath where I sat. Taking control of her hips, I drove my length into her. Chit gasped and moaned as I fucked her from behind. I used her to take my pleasure, and by doing so gave her so much more. As her tunnel clenched over my cock, I spilled my seed inside her. The familiar flash of light filled the darkness. But only for a moment. When I realised what she was doing, I snarled and picked her up again.

      Pinning her to my chest, I held her legs open and fucked up into her as she trembled uselessly in my grip.

      “That’s right,” Chit moaned. “I’m yours!”

      “Forever,” I snarled. “You belong to me. And I’m never letting you go again!”

      Chit writhed in my grip and climaxed hard. As my beautiful orc cried out in bliss, I fucked her even harder, desperate for my second helping. The increased pace had Chit screaming and Eila stuck her head outside to check on us but I ignored her as I slammed Chit down on my cock and erupted for the second time. Chit gasped and cried out, once again, refusing the power I pushed into her.

      With a groan, I slumped back into my seat, with Chit still impaled on my cock. Sudden movement made me jump as Eterisk appeared beside me. She stood as if on solid ground, despite her body passing through the solid copper of the tub. She reached out with a small, softly glowing orb. It wasn’t the intensely bright glow that brought Chit back, but she smiled and moved closer.

      “It’s her seed,” Eterisk said softly. “I saved it, to give to you in the afterlife, but… You can have it now.”

      Chit froze as Eterisk pressed the seed into her lower stomach, before leaning over and kissing Chit’s cheek.

      “There, like nothing ever happened.”

      With a scream, Chit dived for the Banshee, but with a smile, Eterisk vanished from view. Bursting from the water, Chit looked wildly around as my wives streamed out of the shack to comfort her. But only one word came out of her mouth between heaving sobs…

      “Thank you!”
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      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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      Hell Adult LitRPG adventure with plenty of steamy action. Meet Ryan... That's pretty much about it. Several thousand people find themselves trapped in a dystopian future Earth. No memories, no clothes and right in the middle of a swarm of monstrosities. But as time goes on, and the true face of humanity is revealed, are the creatures that stalk the night the danger? Or the protection from man's far more vicious adversary... Itself. WARNING: Contains, a harem, mf, mff, gore, violence, mentioned (but not described) rape and sexual assault, death, did I mention violence? People torn apart by animals and a guy who just wants to keep those closest to him safe.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B08WRLS5PW
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      The Beast: Trolling In Paradise Living the dream, a troll-human hybrid works as a gatekeeper for a goblin horde. At least, that was until a hunting party stumbled across a patrol of elves. When everything goes wrong, a bright spark leads the way to the future, and maybe even love. Join Frelser and his wives as they battle goblins, trolls and giant wolves. Story contains violence, consumption of wizards named Henry, consumption of an elf, a harem, sexy elfin wives, a part orc, a full orc, a succubus and a whole lot of adult entertainment. This story isn't for kids and isn’t for anyone squeamish.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B084YW6LKN
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      The Leader: Trolling In Paradise The battle with the goblin horde brought prosperity to the town. But under our newfound peace, lies an obvious threat. When the king of the elfs gets word of Frelser and his wives, he sets out to reclaim what he lost. Read this next installment to discover love, loss and a deep hunger for elf flesh. Story contains violence, consumption of elfs, a harem, sexy elfin wives, a part orc, a full orc, a succubus (and maybe a few more) and a whole lot of adult entertainment. This story isn't for kids and isn't for anyone squeamish. And hey, if you read the first one, you know what to expect. It's not getting any better.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B08RDWQ4K7
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      Rose: A Hucow Story Outside every major city in Australia, is the beauty of the rugged bush. But in such open wilderness, there can be far worse. When a retired member of the special forces takes a trip out bush and stumbles across a pair of sex traffickers, the once broken soldier finds his purpose. With lust comes love and when the ladies aren't all that they seem, will one man be enough to expose an underground genetic experiment? Contains a harem, hucows, lactation, MF, MFF, MFFF, MFFF-y'know what, you get the picture. Also contains violence, murder, desecration of a corpse, sodomy of a slave owner with an oversized love toy and many grateful slaves, desperate to thank their rescuer.

      

      https://.www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09CF5PJL4/
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      Misery Breeds Company A battered wife. A worried neighbour. A chance at rebuilding the future. With the death of an abuser, a friendship is born. The quiet neighbour takes the first tentative steps to help the woman of his dreams. But will his failure to admit his feelings out loud, drive her away for good? After all, Misery Breeds Company. Disclaimer: Non-standard erotic romance tale. Contains explicit sex, domestic abuse (and subsequent recovery), MF & MFF. If you've read my work before, you know what you're getting yourself into.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B08YYLHXNS
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      The Newest Generation: Fut Files Ever wonder what it would be like to wake up one day with a ten-inch additional appendage? Amber sure didn't. But when that new addition lands her in a sticky situation with her spank bank, and best friend, Jane... Well... What's a newly emerged futa to do? But not everyone's happy with the situation. And someone may be willing to try a permanent solution to end it, before it has a chance to really start. Welcome to the Newest Generation! Contains futa, futa on girl, futa on futa, futa on futa on girl. Violence, cheating, minor gore and a f-boi name Dean who just doesn't get it.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09CNV5TWL
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      Curse Of Rage The last, hunted, descendants of an ancient race live a quiet, solitary existence. When their location is found and a freak accident exposes them to danger, a young man's life is permanently destroyed in the worst way imaginable. Seeking protection amongst those who do not trust him, friends are made and lost. But with the possibility of love, will the Curse of Rage be quenched in the arms of a broken beauty?

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B08LQN3Z65
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      A down on his luck office intern, suffers the most dreaded fate...

      

      A middle manager...

      

      Cast aside in his chosen profession, James receives more bad news, in the form of a letter from his recently deceased uncle.

      

      Inheriting a spa retreat outside his hometown might sound like making the best of a bad situation. But when that spa comes with a familial curse, requiring him to sire as many children as possible. Well...

      

      What is a man to do?

      

      Men's fantasy filled with breeding/pregnancy kink. MF, MFF, MFFF etc. There's a harem, explicit sexual scenes, a jealous ex and a flair of romance from a male perspective.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09MNMQT9Q
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