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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 was-

      “ALRIGHT! ENOUGH!”

      I sighed as Chit’s voice rang out. Turning my head, I caught sight of her as she stormed back into our room. On her tail was the orc woman, Gul-Tra, who looked equally as mad. I stood to head them off, when Eila followed in behind, before peeling off to stand in my way.

      “Eila?”

      “This has to happen,” she assured me.

      I watched as Chit opened up the wardrobe she had made to store her armour. With the bulge of her stomach, she wasn’t able to wear it, but the armour wasn’t her goal. Reaching into the back, she pried free her mace. The elfin one I had taken from Darjl’s personal armoury when Eila, Ally and I had made our original escape from this place.

      I made to push around Eila as I saw the weapon in Chit’s hand, but my first Elfin wife stood in my way again. I gave her a frown, but with the curve of her stomach in the lateness of her own pregnancy, I was feeling a mite protective over her… And the rest of them.

      “If you think I’m going to take it easy on you, you will be sorely mistaken!” Gul-Tra shouted.

      I growled and wanted to intervene, when I saw Chit’s expression. It flashed over me for a moment. It became quickly apparent my little housewife was a little house tiger. But since Eterisk had returned the seed, that was currently growing in Chit’s womb… Well it was probably more accurate to refer to her as a house drarskk. And with that look directed at me, for even a moment, I figured she had this sorted out.

      My little half-orc shoved her full-blooded counterpart away and stormed towards the dining table. I watched in equal parts worry and pure amazement, as she gripped the edge of the hardwood table. And flipped it over on its side. That must have been quite the feat, as even Gul-Tra hesitated.

      “Hurry up!” Chit roared. “I’m sick of this idiocy!”

      “It is our-”

      “It is YOUR culture!” Chit shouted. “I was born and raised in a human controlled town! And even if you win this fight, I don’t consider myself the head wife!”

      Gul froze, before frowning, “You don’t?”

      “No,” Chit growled.

      “That would be me,” Eila smiled.

      Gul had a confused look on her face as she looked between my two wives. I spotted movement and rolled my eyes at the naiad trio who were holding Nimue the mermaid between them. The four of them had worked up quite the friendship during their time in the bath, and I felt a little bad about how long they’d been in there. Though… They didn’t have any complaints. Apart from being as curious as Lonty and the other fetz, they had just about everything they ever asked for… EVERYTHING.

      “Then… Why does she defer to you in front of the others?” Gul frowned.

      “Because this isn’t an orc tribe,” Chit growled. “This is my family. The people I love and in matters of the household, Eila listens to me, while I listen to her in matters of running the castle or warfare.”

      Gul nodded softly, before turning her back on Chit. I saw the fury in her expression at being dismissed by the orc. Gul had been pressing since Chit had swelled visibly. She wanted to be recognised as a wife and had tried numerous times to seduce me. Since Chit had regained her strength, my small half-orc had taken it upon herself to take care of things. But that backfired with the situation we were now in. Gul was the first wife of the former war leader. An orc who had killed his previous wives and would probably have done so again with her. But that was before he accepted my challenge for a duel.

      Now, she was mine, at least as far as orc culture went. And Chit, despite her reasonings and upbringing, chafed at the idea of being beholden to that culture. Especially now we had an orcish war band living at the walls of Elfin Vakt. So there was this massive impasse that had sprung up. Where Gul wanted to join the family, but wasn’t willing to meet with the rest of my wives as individuals. Instead, she focussed on Chit, being the orc of our group and sought to challenge her repeatedly.

      At first, Chit just brushed her off. But when Gul became insistent, quiet mutterings, turned into harsh words. Harsh words made into threats. And now, as Gul turned her back on Chit, I could see a vein bulging in her temple.

      “So, it is you I need to overcome,” Gul nodded at Eila’s back. “Why was this never told to me before?”

      “Because you never asked,” Eila told her as she turned to face the Orc.

      Gul pondered Eila’s words for a moment before shrugging. “No matter. Once I finish with you, I can take my place at the head of this family and be done with it.”

      “For starters, the head of this family is, and always will be our husband,” Eila frowned. “But I wouldn’t fight you, anyway.”

      “Then you will step aside?”

      “No,” Eila shook her head. “No, I am going to watch Chit put you in your place. Because she’s right and we don’t cater to orc culture within our home.”

      Gul’s eyes snapped to me, and she frowned. “You’re a war leader.”

      “Only because you all won’t leave,” I shrugged. “Rules for staying on my land is to not cause trouble. I figured at least one of you would have broken off by now to start your own group.”

      Gul frowned as if I’d said something strange. Before shaking her head. But it was Chit who stepped up.

      “Grab a weapon,” she growled dangerously.

      “I would prefer to fight the head of the wives-”

      “And I would prefer you to prove yourself by besting Chit first,” Eila sighed.

      Gul glared for a long moment, before nodding. “So be it.”

      She made her way out of the room, before returning a short time later holding a cudgel. It wasn’t as long as Chit’s mace, but it was far more brutal looking. It had a heavy stone head on it and she patted it in her palm.

      “Are you sure-”

      “AHHH!” Chit rushed her larger opponent.

      Gul, taken by surprise, leaped back as Chit’s mace howled through the air. The orc was instantly on the defensive, desperately trying to get herself ready. But Chit wasn’t giving her the opportunity. My lovely little orc was seeing red. And from the ferocity of the strikes, she was likely trying to actually kill Gul. I hoped it wouldn’t come to that, but it was a possibility. Chit had been a blooded warrior for some time now.

      As Gul bumped into the far wall, Chit lunged. Gul was forced to duck as the mace slammed into the wall, taking a chunk of stone with it. Gul, with only a single moment to react, held her cudgel with both hands and shoved Chit back. The shaft of the weapon thumped into Chit’s chest, sparing the child, but knocking her off balance where she stumbled.

      That gave Gul the chance to regain her footing and strike back. This time, Chit was forced to dodge a blow aimed for her shoulder. I grit my teeth watching what I essentially thought was a useless fight. Despite my loathing for harm coming to women, if Gul hurt Chit, she was going out the window. There was no win for her in this situation. I didn’t take Chit or any of the others because they demanded it. The closest that came was Blomst, and she didn’t fight for some preconceived notion of honour. She did it because of a predator-prey instinct, before falling submissively into the position of my personal cock sleeve. Our relationship was simple, she helped out where she could, and in return, I did horrible things to her as publicly as I was comfortable. The major key to our relationship, however, was how she interacted with the rest of my wives. And while Blomst was kind, caring and worked hard at whatever task Eila put her up to. Gul, was abrasive, demanding and harsh in just about every interaction.

      “Give up!” Gul roared, as Chit yelped from a glancing blow to her hip. “How a weakling like you found your way into the war leader’s bed, I have no idea!”

      “He loves me!” Chit snarled, stepping into Gul’s reach, before checking the larger woman with her shoulder.

      Gul stumbled back, before swinging her weapon to keep Chit back. “Weak!” She snapped. “A worthless disgrace to your ancestors! Your mother must have been pitiful!”

      Chit froze, and I made to break up the fight. But Eila literally grabbed my arm. I was done though, and pulled free, as Chit let out a scream. She charged the larger woman, who grinned like she had already won. Gul lined up her shot, as Chit suddenly side stepped. As Gul swung hard, she had to recalculate and went wide to keep up with Chit. But that was exactly what Chit wanted.

      Swinging her into an uppercut, the head connected with the shaft of Gul’s cudgel. The wood exploded, sending shards across the room. But that wasn’t all. The momentum of Chit’s strike continued, clipping the orc on the chin and snapping her head to one side. Gul yelped as she went down in a heap, but Chit wasn’t done yet.

      Leaping on top of the larger woman, she slammed the handle of her mace over Gul’s throat and leaned on it.

      “SUBMIT!” Chit roared.

      Gul responded with a wild punch that caught Chit in the cheek, knocking her to the ground. Chit rolled to her feet, heaving as Gul coughed and sat up. She must not have expected Chit to have regained her footing so quickly. Because as soon as she looked around for Chit, my half-orc was already in motion. Gul didn’t get her hands up in time, before Chit’s foot connected with her forehead. The dull thunk of a skull hitting stone filled the room, and I winced.

      “Submit!” Chit growled as Gul groaned beneath her.

      “Why?” Gul choked.

      “Why?” Chit wondered loudly. “What do you mean, why?”

      “They will never accept me,” Gul choked. “I see how they look at me.”

      Chit growled and bent over the orc. With her free hand, she grabbed Gul by the front of her tunic and hauled her off the floor into a seated position. Then promptly drove her fist into the side of the orc’s head, and let her fall to the floor.

      “I forgive you,” Chit said evenly as she waved her hand. “But you won’t get anywhere in this family acting the way you do.”

      Gul nodded from her spot on the floor and I stared at them both in confusion. Chit sniffed and turned to face Eila and I.

      “Can you?”

      “I have her,” Eila smiled gently.

      “Thank you, Eila,” Chit smiled as me elf approached the pair. They exchanged a kiss, before Eila bent over the prone orc. But I fixed my attention on Chit as she pointed towards the bathroom.

      At once, the quartet of gawking women darted back into the bathroom where we heard a series of splashes. I nodded quickly and made to follow as Chit returned her mace. I barely had myself undressed when I felt a presence behind me. When I turned, Chit gave me a look and sighed.

      “I might not act like my father,” she mumbled softly. “But sometimes it’s a little cathartic.”

      I nodded slowly and opened my arms, but Chit shook her head. “What?” I asked.

      “Not like that,” Chit smirked. “I need my war leader to reaffirm his position.”

      I nodded slowly, before glancing down at the roundness of her stomach.

      “If you rip her clothing off while in the bath, she won’t fall over.”

      I looked over my shoulder and saw a blushing naiad. There were three of them alongside Nimue. Gana, who was the youngest of the naiads was also the most slender and shy. Asea, her older sister was a little rounder in the chest and usually spoke for them both. But Anna, the first I had rescued, she was the ringleader of the group, including Nimue, who circled below in the water.

      “You just like when some of his power spills into the water,” Chit narrowed her eyes.

      Anna smiled sweetly and nodded her head. “We always feel so energised when The King has his wives in our water. It’s…” She trailed off as she groaned softly.

      “Maybe we should-”

      “Frelser, get in the bath,” Chit prodded me.

      I wanted to argue, but I saw the look on her face and decided against it. Waving for Anna to get back and give me room, I slipped into the bath. Chit moved around to the side of the bath, to where we kept the pot of oil. My elfin wives produced enough lubricant that it wasn’t necessary. But the others needed a little help if we did things in the water. And Chit rather stoically, hoisted up the front of her dress as she collected some oil on her hands.

      “Oh, for…” Chit grumbled as she awkwardly tried to lubricate herself.

      “Would you like some help?”

      I glanced at Anna, who blushed furiously, but Chit let out a small sigh and nodded her head. “Please?”

      Chit picked up the jar and moved over to the edge of the bath, before sitting on the edge. She held the jar for Anna, while the naiad got some on her hands, before setting the jar aside and leaning back. I could see the way Chit’s eyes fluttered as the naiad administered the oil as easily as I could see Anna’s wide grin.

      “If it’s not too forward, would you like me to prepare you further?”

      Chit grimaced and shook her head as she slipped into the water before the naiad. She leaned in and pecked Anna’s lips, making the naiad moan in delight, before she pulled away.

      “Not this time, but… Soon.”

      Anna pouted, before turning to face me. “Soon?”

      I didn’t know what to say, but the naiad expected that. She let out a small giggle, before slipping below the waterline. They didn’t go far. The bath wasn’t all that large. If I wanted to get from one side to the other, I had to either climb around the edge, or walk along the bottom. Someone magically summoned the water in here, which was fine for the aquatic women that lived here. But it did nothing for my own buoyancy since magic literally had no effect on me.

      “Well, husband?” Chit smiled. “I fought for you. I fought and won.”

      “You did,” I nodded.

      And lunged.

      Chit’s eyes went wide as my hands reached her. She let out a scream as I roughly ripped the front of her dress open. The fabric, while decent quality, was nothing compared to my strength. Chit’s breasts spilled into the water. Despite their original small size, they were much larger and softer in her pregnancy. I stared at them as I spotted a milky trail from her right nipple.

      Holding her tightly with one hand, I used the other to grip what remained of her dress and tear it away from her stomach. The shreds left behind I tugged free of her legs while she struggled in the water. It was only play, and I knew that from the excited giggles escaping her lips. Her slightly green skin practically glowed beneath the water. I took in the sight of her beauty and the swell of her stomach. Chit was the firmest of my wives. The most muscular and the most demanding. But here, swollen with my child, something inside screamed at me to horde her like a precious gem.

      “That’s it,” she whispered.

      “What is?” I snapped my head up to look at her.

      She stared right back and shot me a grin. “My big, strong, husband did this to me. He bred his little orc and left her ravenous and mewling for more.”

      “Who taught you to talk like this?”

      Chit chuckled, “I picked up a few things from Blomst. Do you like it?” I poked her in the stomach with my erection and growled. Chit blinked slowly, before smiling softly. “I’ll take that as a ye-EAH!”

      She squealed as I lifted her to my chest and kissed her. Chit’s tongue was demanding and firm as her legs came up around me. I felt a hand close around my cock and froze, but as it directed me back to Chit’s opening, it vanished just as quickly. With a vague thought about addressing the housing situation of the bathroom, I slowly sank Chit down onto my erection. As always, her vice-like tunnel stretched and she let out a groan that some would confuse as pain.

      “Soooo, goood,” Chit crooned.

      I held her firmly and lowered her in the water so I could examine her properly. My beautiful little orc wiggled her hips, driving herself back and forth on my cock. Her body glistened with water and I watched her breasts bounce with the rhythm of her motion. Bending down, I supported her back and lifted her up, so I could take her breasts in my mouth. They were larger, fuller and I groaned as I mouthed the first.

      “That’s for the baby, husband,” Chit giggled.

      I pulled away from her breast and gave her a smile, before descending on the second one. Her pussy tightened as my lips closed over her breast. I lightly bit, digging my teeth into her soft skin. Drawing her flesh further into my mouth, I tasted something sweet. I moaned at the flavour. I’d had this particular treat before. Blomst, my little milkmaid produced more with each passing week. It was so bad, we’d had to start milking her intentionally. Of course that just meant she reduced herself to a puddle.

      I’d lost track of the times I was in the middle of a meeting, or holding court, when she would simply walk in naked and begging. Those that were more familiar with me, ignored her behaviour, no matter how lascivious it became. But there had been more than one meeting where I had been forced to excuse myself, only to spend an uncomfortable amount of time, fucking my faun against a piece of random furniture.

      But that wasn’t anything to do with here and now. With Chit in my arms and her breast milk on my tongue. Her sharp gasps as she bounced her hips off my own. She was always eager in bed, but since falling pregnant, she was downright demanding. My little orc wife tensed and I felt her fingernails dig into my arms as she opened her mouth to scream. Her pussy clamped down hard and I grit my teeth as I continued fucking her.

      “NO!” She grunted. “In me, NOW!”

      I took a deep breath as I rocked her against me, before letting go. Chit’s body went rigid as she struggled not to thrash. Her tunnel went crazy, pulsing around my cock as she hit her peak and stayed there far longer than was rational. And I tried to ignore the soft, blue pulses of light coming from below the water’s surface.

      “Set me down, you great brute,” Chit mumbled.

      I smiled and lifted her off my cock. I was still stiff, and she moaned the entire time. She couldn’t hide her smile even if she wanted to, even though she clutched her crotch. But it was the milky swirl in the water that caught my attention. Whenever we did this in water, there was always a little spillage. But it wasn’t so much my seed that caught my eye, it was the swirl of blue water that siphoned it below.

      I set Chit beside me, and my beautiful orc cuddled up against my arm. Glancing down, I could see the four figures below. Or… I could see Nimue with three blue smudges I couldn’t individually identify, but I knew where the three dryads.

      “Really need to hurry up and find a way to house them properly,” I grunted.

      “Hmm?” Chit frowned.

      I saw the confusion on her face and gestured down at the quartet. “Them.”

      Chit frowned, “Why?”

      This time I frowned in confusion. “What do you mean, why? I promised them a home and they’ve been living in our bath.”

      Chit snorted, and I watched as her breasts did wonderful things in the water while she laughed to herself. “It’s been a while since one of us has had a reason to call you a stupid man.”

      I looked from Chit, to the quartet and saw them just below the surface staring at me. I hadn’t even realised they approached. But beneath the water I could understand it would have been silent.

      “Really?” I asked. I watched four heads bob up and down. “You live in a bath,” I pointed out.

      Nimue rose to the surface and gave me a soft smile. Her pointed teeth glistened like gems and when she noticed me looking, she smiled wider. Despite the obvious danger of her teeth, I felt comfortable around her, and they were clearly comfortable around me.

      “We don’t mind,” Nimue murmured.

      “Wouldn’t you prefer something a little larger? A lake, river or even the ocean?”

      Nimue shrugged, as the naiads joined her at the surface, sticking their heads out to join the conversation. “I’m an outcast. The open water is nice, but there’s a lot of danger for a lone mermaid. That’s how I was captured.”

      I conceded that point and looked at the three naiad who giggled softly. “Naiad form groups in proportion to the body of water we’re in. Admittedly, it’s a little tight in here. But it’s also perfectly safe for us to get out and move around. Nobody comes to your quarters but your wives, and they’ve been wonderful.”

      “Gana and I want to suck your cock-”

      “Asea!” Gana admonished her older sister.

      “Anna does too!” Asea pouted.

      Anna turned three shades darker, but nodded her head.

      “So what?” I asked. “You just want to live in my bath forever?”

      “Unless you move to the ground floor and dig a lake for us to stay in,” Nimue offered.

      I looked between the four of them and shook my head. “How is this any different from being stuck in a well?” The four ladies frowned, while the sisters clung to one another. It was obvious I had just struck a very large nerve and held up my hands. “Sorry, I just want to understand. I am willing to take you four anywhere. Literally anywhere within my power and let you live the lives you want.”

      “And what we want is to live here with you,” Anna touched my leg. “We’re simple creatures, my king.”

      I opened my mouth to ask she didn’t call me that, but she lifted further from the water and placed her finger on my lips.

      “You are our king. Our saviour. The one who not only set us free, but promised to keep us safe. No matter where you take us, Nimue will end up alone, and we will live our lives looking over our shoulder for people who wish to enslave us and put us back inside a well.”

      “Not likely,” I grunted.

      “It would happen eventually,” Anna smiled sadly. “You will grow old and die. Your children may keep us around, but-”

      “Hold on,” I shook my head. “I’m not going to die of old age.”

      That made the four of them freeze and give me strange looks.

      “He’s telling the truth,” Chit offered. “He doesn’t seem to age and so long as he sleeps with his wives, we don’t seem to be either.”

      “You don’t age?” Anna asked as her eyes went wide.

      “No,” I shook my head. “Which is what I mean, when I say I could find a lake, and order it guarded for-”

      “No.”

      I blinked slowly, “Anna-”

      “We’re not leaving,” she snapped. “One in a Million men who seek us out, do so without treating us like objects, or trying to enslave us. And now you’re telling me you could live forever?”

      I realised I had just put my foot in a very deep hole. Even Nimue was staring. “Out of curiosity, how old are you?”

      “I lost count after my third century,” Anna mumbled.

      “Eight-hundred and ninety-seven,” Asea mumbled.

      We all turned to look at the sisters, who turned a few shades darker. Before I could think of what to say, I heard a loud thud. Turning my head, I heard the frantic clomping of hooves as Blomst charged into our rooms. She whirled around, before spotting me. Her stomach was starting to drop, and her massive breasts were leaking through her top. Her eyes were wide and hungry as she bit her lip. It was all the warning I got, before she lowered her head and charged.

      Chit slipped off the seat and one naiad whisked her to the other side as the mad, horny faun launched herself into my arms, and her hands went straight for my cock.
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      I held Blomst in my arms. She had become insatiable over the last few days. More often than not, she was either trying to seduce one of her sister wives, or she was trying to seduce me. And like most mornings, she had gotten her way. Laying over my body, her back to my chest, she could lay there in her advanced pregnancy and take whatever it was that I was willing to give. And I was extremely willing.

      Thrusting my hips, I ignored the wet smack as my cock slammed as deep into her as I could. She had splayed herself wide open, with her cloven hooves on either side, almost doing a full split. I held her close, using her breasts as an anchor point. I could feel her flesh bulging through my grip, causing her milk to leak out over the two of us and into the mattress.

      “It’s not enough!” Blomst cried.

      I frowned as she bucked her hips, pulling me free. She sat up, whimpering loudly as she pushed my cock slightly higher. Then, she lowered her hips, forcing me into a place, far tighter than I had been before.

      “Blomst?” I grunted.

      “I want it,” she whimpered. “I want it so bad!”

      Inch by inch of my cock slowly disappeared into her ass. Some of my wives had done this before. Ita was the most regular. My no-longer-so-little succubus was an old hand at it and she loved to spoil me in every way she could. Then there was Pet, and like her elder mistress, she quite enjoyed it as well. Eila, before her pregnancy had advanced so far, had tried it on occasion with the urging from Ally, her lover since before we even met. But the other times one of my wives tried, were few and far between.

      “That looks painful.”

      I looked up at the rafters. Half the flock was staring down at my slutty faun. Blomst gasped, when she spotted them above us and leaned back to let them see better.

      “It does,” she admitted. “It hurts, until it doesn’t, but it’s still not enough!”

      I wasn’t sure what was going on. I didn’t know if I should hold her close for a cuddle, or fuck her harder. Considering the way she raised and lowered her hips, desperately driving her ass over my length, I figured she just wanted more stimulation. Which was a problem, as she took my hands and replaced them on her breasts.

      “I need more!” Blomst cried.

      “More what?” I asked her.

      “In me!” she whimpered. “I need to feel full!”

      “Is she going into labour?”

      I snapped my head around, seeing Anna in the doorway. As usual, Nimue, Gana and Asea were watching from behind her.

      “Labour?”

      “I need it!” Blomst cried, sounding like she was in pain.

      Anna nodded quickly and stepped into the room, before looking up at the drarskk hanging from the rafters. “Can one of you get Mistress Eila?”

      I spotted the flash of movement, followed by a series of flaps. But the rest of my little drarskk watched on as Anna approached the two of us.

      “Now, let’s get you comfortable,” Anna smiled. “Is this your first?”

      “Yes,” Blomst nodded as she rocked her hips.

      From the increase of fluids dripping down my balls, I could only assume having this much attention was turning her on even more than usual.

      “Mhm,” Anna smiled, crawling up onto the bed. “And you feel empty inside? Like you want to be filled to bursting?”

      “Yes!”

      “That certainly sounds like labour for a faun,” Anna smiled. I froze, hearing that word again. “Not to worry. Let’s get you good and ready.”

      I blinked as I suddenly felt Blomst’s ass tighten. I could feel something moving inside my faun and flinched when I felt fingers wrap around my cock, from inside her.

      “Wow, you’re really big in there, huh?” Anna grinned.

      “So big!” Blomst cried.

      Anna giggled. “Hopefully you’ll do this to me, one day.” Anna twisted her fist around inside Blomst’s pussy, massaging her insides. “My king, you’re going to need to fuck her good and hard, while I do my best from this position.”

      “What?” I grunted.

      “Do it, husband!” Eila called, rushing into the room, with Ita and Chit.

      I could hear the stomps of Mareridt’s massive hooves as she came up the stairs, and I heard Blomst’s whimpers as she muttered something about them all watching. Which was exactly what I knew she wanted. With nothing to lose, I started thrusting. Blomst’s ass slid easily over my length, as Anna viciously fisted her pussy. Blomst’s cries only became louder, and her movements lewder as she put herself on display. Between my thrusting, and Anna’s… practical abuse. Blomst fell out of the fuck tree and hit every orgasm on the way down. Her wailing cries, turned to bleats and screams as she varied wildly from lewd instinct to embarrassed shame.

      When I erupted inside her, oddly enough, she wasn’t the only one affected. Anna, buried to the wrist inside the faun, lit up entirely. Her translucent body glowed for several long moments before she collapsed like my wives had done previously. Eila rushed in to catch her as she slumped to the floor, yanking her hand free under the force of gravity.

      “NO!” Blomst cried.

      I took her by the legs and pinned her in place as she writhed above me and snarled to the women in attendance. “GET HER!”

      You may be forgiven for thinking that someone would have taken things easy on the pregnant faun. But you would be sooooo very wrong. My little milk-maid wanted nothing but to be used and abused. I had sovereignty over her ass, but my wives and… mistresses? They had the rest of her. There was even a point where Ita laid at my side, encouraging me via her ability to feel Blomst’s lust. Sint was rocking back and forth, with my fingers buried inside her, when the drarskk descended.

      Their stoic demeanour meant little once Sessa arrived after her young had fallen asleep, allowing her to leave the nest. And with her arrival, they struck as one. It was all a blur for the most part. But at one stage, I had Ashara and Tassa, the two lowest ranking (but no less lovely) members of the flock, suckling on Blomst’s breasts. Tetsara, Etnasa and Assara were gently biting and nibbling at any exposed flesh they could find, down Blomst’s stomach, neck and arms. I had the feeling Blomst was having flashbacks to her belief I was going to eat her one day as she frantically fucked her ass over my cock while they nibbled on her.

      Sassarna, though, had latched her mouth around Blomst’s clit. Something I’d never seen them do before, and I wasn’t sure they were capable with their teeth. But my affectionate little drarskk managed and Blomst was almost frantic, before Sessa, alongside Hestha both slid their fists into the poor faun’s spasming pussy. I swore I heard a few mutters from Sessa about ‘knowing how it felt’ considering how often Eila or one of the others had to treat them in the bedroom when they wished to join.

      But it was Blomst’s sudden, “STOP!” That made everybody in the room freeze.

      All at once, the room burst into action. Blomst pulled herself off my throbbing cock, as the drarskk fluttered up into the rafters. The ladies were in overdrive and Ita threw herself over me to attend the faun. The only one to concentrate on me, was Mareridt, who ushered me into the bathing room.

      “What happened?” I snarled, grabbing her arm.

      Mareridt froze, before giving me a strange look. “Her water broke.”

      I blinked, before adopting an ‘O’ face. I heard the mutterings that came with the insinuation I was a stupid man and left them to it. For the first time since I could remember, the door was closed, separating the bathing room from the rest of our floor and I slumped against the wall.

      Sniff

      I frowned and turned my head to see Nimue. She was sitting on the top step of the bath where I liked to sit. She was scratching at the stone with a small claw as she sobbed quietly.

      “Nimue?”

      Her head whirled around before she squeaked in fright. I watched her body roll into the water, her beautiful, paddle-like tail flicked high as she dived to the bottom of the bath. I blinked in shock for a moment, before deciding I was going to be here a while. Stepping into the bath, it was warm like always. I made my way around to my spot and took a seat as I wondered if Nimue was going to surface again. It wasn’t often we had any one-on-one time. The naiads were aquatic and liked to remain in or near the water. But they had legs and were quite happy roaming about as well. Only…

      “Nimue?” I called softly as I realised that everyone, including the naiads were in the bedroom, while she was alone in the bath.

      With a sigh, I wiggled forward, before dropping off the ledge. In the magically summoned water, I sunk to the bottom in an instant. Or… It was more like falling. The water, unable to affect me in any way, couldn’t even offer buoyancy or resistance. But it did cut me off from my oxygen supply as I thumped to the bottom beside Nimue. I could see her worried expression as she turned to face me.

      “You shouldn’t be down here,” she frowned, talking perfectly in the water.

      I shrugged, unable to respond while holding my breath. Just because the water didn’t affect me, didn’t mean I could breathe it. Opening my arms, I offered the mermaid a hug. But she frowned at me instead.

      “Please?!” I called through the water, letting a mouthful of air escape.

      This time, she growled cutely. With a kick of her tail, she slammed into me. I wrapped my arms around her as she pushed off the bottom and lifted me to the top. When she sat me back on the ledge, she twisted to dive back down, when I caught her tail. She went limp in the water as I pulled her back to the surface.

      “Nimue?”

      “They left me,” she pouted. “You all just…”

      “I’m sorry,” I pulled her into my lap. She, like her aquatic sisters, was cool to the tough. Her body rubbed up against mine and I could feel her scales sliding across my lap. Her entire body was covered in them and instead of hair, she had a series of long fins. In the water, she looked absolutely majestic, but here, in my arms… well I hadn’t finished, and she looked not much different from a hornless drarskk from the waist up.

      “My king?”

      “You, and your sisters do NOT need to call me that,” I grumbled.

      “But you are though,” she smiled cutely. “You’re my king. My grand rescuer, who took me from that well and gave me a home, with friends and family all around me.”

      “Coincidentally,” I nodded.

      She smiled and tilted her head. “But all the same.”

      I rolled my eyes as she pulled close. But it was the cautious prod of her lips on my own that snapped me back to reality.

      “Nimue?”

      “Let me?” She begged softly. “I’m feeling delicate right now. And I could really do with a gentle touch.”

      She twisted in my lap, pressing herself to my front. With long, slow strokes of her tail, she could hold herself just high enough in the water to kiss me. I inhaled the fresh scent of the ocean as she breathed and I gave up. My wives always complained that I was dense when it came to women. And if these were living in our bath, I could hardly believe my wives had a problem with it.

      Wrapping my arm around her, I leaned back in the bath and held her close. Nimue rubbed herself against my front, moaning into my mouth as she kissed me. Her clawed hands lightly ran over my skin, causing goose bumps.

      “Please?” She asked, pulling away for a moment.

      I wanted to ask what she meant until I felt her lifting herself up over my cock. Under the water, below us, I could feel part of her rubbing on the head. I had seen little of her to work out how her sex organs worked, so I pulled away, only to see her desperate glare.

      “Please?”

      “How does it work?”

      She blinked at me, “You have a dozen wives, and you don’t know this?”

      I sighed, “I just meant that I don’t know the anatomy of a mermaid.”

      “My king, just fuck me, please?”

      I blinked, wondering where the distraught young woman went while this sexually aggressive one snuck in. But with my cock at her entrance, I gave her the benefit of the doubt, and pulled her down. My length vanished into her as her mouth opened wide. I watched her expression for signs of pain or discomfort, but all I received in return was a series of sharp claws that sunk into my back.

      “Oh, gods,” she whimpered. “It’s so big.”

      “Should I take it slow?”

      Nimue blinked, before meeting my eyes. “Let me.”

      I nodded as she rocked her tail back and forth. It was an interesting sensation having sex with a mermaid. The water clearly did horrible things to any kind of natural lubricant. But Nimue’s rubbery inside pulsed and pulled on my cock as she thrust up against me. It didn’t need any lubricant as it acted almost like a hand, pulling and sucking me in with each thrust. I groaned as my balls began to relax from my time with Blomst, while Nimue took her own pleasure.

      “Am I good?” she asked.

      “Great,” I nodded, pulling her into a kiss.

      “I’m glad,” she bit her lip. “Because I really want to do this again.”

      I groaned, thinking about how my life was ruled by women. Having a harem was work, but the rewards were incredible. It helped that most of them, except for Gul, got along so well. Even the drarskk had managed to fit in. They had their own duties and responsibilities that they took care of, but in a set rotation, most of them spent the night in our bedroom.

      “You’re going to give me such strong eggs,” she whimpered, kicking harder to increase her pace.

      “Eggs?” I grunted.

      “So many eggs,” she smiled. “I’ll lay, and lay, and lay, while you pump me full of your seed.”

      I grinned, realising she was living in her fantasy. Which was fine. We could have this discussion later. The first time I expected her to pass out.

      “I better make sure I give you all of it then,” I grinned.

      Hooking my arm around her, I helped pull her down with each stroke of her tail. I forced my entire length into her body as she gasped and writhed in my lap. It was a little odd with the angle, but her body gripped my cock, holding it firmly inside her while her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Her pussy turned into a milking machine, gripping, twisting and stroking my length all over. I grit my teeth as my orgasm bubbled up. Firing my seed deep into the mermaid, her body went rigid and her eyes glowed blue. Only for that blue to dim a few moments later, as she forced herself not to absorb my power.

      I blinked through my haze, at the deliriously happy grin on her face. Her pussy still throbbed as she rode me, and I buried that sense of dread that formed, realising what she had just done.

      Hours later, Nimue giggled as she sat in my lap. After our time together, and our subsequent time, we bathed, and then I fucked her again. The last time, she finally accepted my power, and spent a few minutes drifting about the bottom of the bath, while I listened to the sounds from next door. Someone popped in every hour or so to keep me updated. It was always the same thing.

      “She’s fine,” Ally had smiled through the door, before collecting a kiss.

      “We’re keeping her hydrated,” Ita said an hour later as she sent Marala for water.

      “I want you to give Hestha an egg!” Sessa growled as she bowled over Mareridt to enter the room first.

      All in all, they left me with snippets of information that amounted to very little, other than my wives had this all handled. Which left me staring at the mermaid, still perched on my lap.

      “Again?” She smirked.

      “I’m tense,” I grinned.

      Nimue giggled, before frowning. “I’m getting kinda sore though.”

      I frowned quickly, before pulling her close. “Sorry,” I muttered.

      “Don’t be,” she shook her head. “We can still go again, just-”

      “Only if you’re fully comfortable. You don’t owe me sex.”

      Nimue sighed softly, “Just you saying that makes me kinda want it though.”

      Before I could respond, the door opened and Eila leaned out. “Nimue, if you’re done fucking my husband, he should come welcome his child.”

      Nimue, despite being trapped in the bath, squealed in joy and leaped off me. I grinned as she madly did a loop of the bath and held out my hand to her. She took it as she surfaced, giving me an odd look.

      “You can stand to be out of the water for a short time. Would you like to come in?”

      Nimue held her face in her hands as she desperately tried not to cry as I brought her in. My wives, including Harri, Lonty, Pet, Marala, Sint and the naiad trio were all in attendance, while the flock hung from the rafters. Nimue waved at the naiads, who glared openly at her, while I brought her over to the bed and set her down. But it wasn’t them I was interested in. Blomst stared at me, with wide eyes. I could see the conflict plastered across her face, like she didn’t know if she should laugh or cry.

      “I think you need a moment,” Eila called softly through the room.

      Blomst flinched and closed her eyes as a tear rolled down her cheek. The rest of my loved ones filed out, with the flock sailing out the open window into the afternoon sunlight. My child, wrapped in a cloth, suckling at Blomst’s teat, made soft noises while it fed. I felt a light touch and turned to see Nimue silently thank me as the naiads carried her back out to the bathing room.

      “Hey now,” I cooed, moving over to sit by my faun. “What on earth could be wrong?”

      “Please let me watch her grow up?” She choked softly.

      I blinked, before chuckling. “Blomst. I don’t know how to tell you this, but I don’t actually plan to eat you.”

      She blinked, before looking at me like I’d grown a second head. “Really?”

      “Really,” I chuckled, before shifting over to lie beside her. “What would I do without my little milk-maid?”

      Blomst chuckled, stirring the baby, who unlatched to let out a cry. I watched on as she settled the child and got her feeding again.

      “I just…”

      “I’m not eating you. At least not for many years yet, though I think I saw Etnasa thinking about it.”

      Blomst giggled, holding the child tighter at the same time. Then she turned to face me and smiled as tears started rolling down her cheeks. “If… If you’re not going to eat me, then…”

      “As soon as Ita says I can. I’m going to put Marala’s leash on you, take you downstairs and hold court with you impaled on my cock. How’s that sound?”

      She shuddered softly, and I watched the blankets shift as she squirmed from side to side. But I could see the furious blush, alongside her delirious smile.

      “I’d like that.”

      “Good. Because if you didn’t like being publicly humiliated, I might get bored enough to see how you’d go in a nice soup.”

      “Soup?!” Blomst slapped my arm. “I’m worth at least a nice roast!”

      “Maybe now,” I nodded. “But think about ten years from now, when you’ve birthed me a dozen children and you’re all tough and gristly.”

      Blomst turned her head and refused to look at me, even as she squirmed again. “You’re a bad man.”

      “Your bad man,” I agreed, leaning over to kiss her horn. “Now, what are we naming her?”

      “My grandmother,” Blomst gave me a small smile. “Her name was Shala.”

      “Shala?” I let the name roll off my tongue, before the child unlatched once more. I watched as Blomst checked her over, before lifting her towards me. I blinked in confusion, before remembering that this child wasn’t a drarskk. That little demon was apparently quite sedate from what Sessa told me. And even then, it was rare for me to go into the nest and not come out bleeding. Though according to Sessa it was all excitement and love for her father that set her off. I questioned that at times, since she was always the one to call my visits short. But here now, as this tiny bundle was deposited into my arms.

      Blomst was rather small in stature. But Shala was positively tiny. I held her in the palm of my hand, before looking over at my faun, who smiled at me as tears rolled down her cheeks. I felt a few tears of my own escape, before I looked back at her. Her face was all scrunched up, and she frowned when I jostled her. I could see the start of two little horns jutting out above her ears.

      “So, what do you think?”

      The door flung open as Eila burst into the room.

      “Sorry, there’s been an attack,” she said.

      I growled, before Shala made a noise, and I cut it off. She squirmed, and I looked back at Blomst, before leaning over her. I lifted her face and cupped her chin so I could kiss her. She bleated softly and her legs squirmed, before I pulled away and placed our precious bundle back in her lap.

      “A dozen,” I smiled.

      Blomst was swinging from smiling and crying as I followed Eila downstairs. We quickly descended, before stepping out into the throne room. This place had mixed feelings for me. It was where I confronted King Phaslo, for Chit’s death. It was also where I took over this part of the Elfin lands and watched as abused women killed their abusers. Then, I had brutalised slavers, threatened the equivalent of kings and ultimately, it was where Blomst liked to be fucked in full view of the closer members of my court, who understood her needs.

      Which had turned into more than one orgy that I wasn’t proud of admitting. Granted, it was gratifying to see which of the Elfin men treated their women appropriately. Poor Raulum and his wives, was left practically catatonic during the celebrations after Sessa’s egg hatched. He blamed it on the alcohol, but his wives still shot me looks that told me they were proud of him.

      But that was neither the subject of discussion, nor the reason for my being here. Before me was a handful of people. The representatives of their group. It had been like this for months. Before me were all men. Which is how it usually was. A pair of elfs, one looked noble, the other was almost nude. They eyed each other with open hostility despite the fact both were filthy and injured. Beside them was to my surprise, the only other faun I’d ever seen before, along with a fetz who looked like he was about to collapse.

      “Get them something to eat and drink,” I called softly. “Ita, take a look at him.”

      “Certainly, my lord,” she smiled as she lifted off the floor. The dirty group froze as she hovered towards them. The fetz gave me a look of utter betrayal, as she raised her hand. And that look shifted dramatically as she washed him with her power. It only took a few moments, before he straightened up and took a few deep breaths. But she didn’t offer it to the others. They were all upright, and we knew from experience that when these elfs showed up on our doorsteps, it didn’t mean they were our friends.

      “My lord,” the nicer dressed of the two elfs stepped closer. “Might I introduce myself?”

      “I’d rather you didn’t,” I shot back. “How far has the conflict spread?”

      The elf looked gobsmacked for a moment, before the almost nude one cleared his throat. “The entire nation, my lord. I came from Sørbukt and our lord was conscripting for a conflict.”

      I glanced over at Eila. I didn’t know these lands, but she certainly did. Despite her father treating her like a political tool, she was educated and experienced at running a nation. And from the look on her face, she was troubled. The almost nude elf, followed my gaze and made a small bow, which piked my interest even further, while the better dressed barely hid a scowl.

      “My lady. I brought-”

      “I have my household, some staff and some supplies, that I would be happy to trade in return for safety,” the smarmy elf cut him off.

      I looked at the faun, while I thought about how I was probably going to cause another incident. “What about you?”

      He shuffled nervously as his hooves clopped on the stone floor. “M-my lord. My name is Stetai. And the sl-non-elfs sent me in their stead. In the hope you would allow us to stay on your land.”

      I nodded slowly, noting the fact I was pretty sure he meant to call himself a slave. The smarmy elf gave him a look of utter disgust, while the other just looked sad. Admittedly, most of my experience with elfs was with the nobles and soldiers. They had little in the way of industry when I arrived as they relied on trade from nearby towns. Something I improved rather quickly with support from Hjem.

      “Let’s take a walk?” I grinned.
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      This was… not good. Just about everyone was sporting an injury. But there was a vast disparity on how they were dealing with it. It was like there were three distinct groups. The wealthy elfs were in front. They had food, wagons and medical supplies. They hadn’t escaped unscathed from whatever they fled from. But they looked far more comfortable than the rest. Especially as they eyed me, and in particular, Eila, with varying levels of contempt. That is, the men did. The women were far more likely to stare at their own feet, only glancing up when they thought nobody was paying attention. 

      The second group comprised the poorer elfs. They looked working class. Most wore tattered clothing, some didn’t have any. One thing I did notice was the amount of women wearing mismatched items to cover themselves. The men in comparison were sometimes, almost nude. The few that carried supplies, did so in packs or dragged behind on frames made of tied together sticks. This group, in general, didn’t look beyond about waist level. Though a few of the larger, stronger looking men met my eyes. I had to figure they did something rough for work and felt they needed to prove themselves.

      But it was the last group that had most of my attention. Many races I recognised. Others I did not. There were fetz, faun and even a few orcs. But there were others too. Beings with wings for arms, who looked dead tired from walking. Hulking figures that reminded me of myself, if Henry the Just’s experiments went awry. One thing I noticed weren’t present in the group, was any naiads or mermaids. The mermaids I understood, but there were enough rivers that I knew naiads could travel if pushed. And as I looked over them, several got to their knees, while others raised their chin’s showing scars around their necks. I wondered for all of a minute, before realising they were offering themselves to be collared.

      “Who owns the slaves?” I asked.

      The party who greeted me shuffled around. The fetz and the faun suddenly looked very uncomfortable, before the smarmy elf cleared his throat.

      “We made a compromise while we travelled. They are no longer slaves, but they owe us their lives for the provisions we supplied them for the trip.”

      I looked over the masses and shook my head slowly. It wasn’t lost on me, that I loved my elfs with all my heart. And yet hated most of their entire race. But realistically, there were hundreds of people here. Literally hundreds, and I didn’t like the idea of fighting them all. I was certain in a conflict, I would win. Probably with minimal casualties. But innocents would die as well. I thought about Raulum’s wives that day and knew there were always going to be the odd ones in the bunch.

      “Right,” I nodded, before turning to the greeting party. “I’ll have supplies brought out to house you for the evening. You can camp by the walls for now while we sort out where we’ll settle you.”

      The smarmy elf looked shocked at the casual dismissal. But the rest of the group gave me a small bow, accepting the decision immediately.

      “My lord, as I have already mentioned. I have supplies-”

      “Then you would do well to share them,” I shrugged. “You offered them to me, anyway. All I’d do is hand them out to make sure everyone has enough to eat.”

      The elf looked like I’d slapped him as he stood there, slightly apart from the others. I just left them behind as I walked towards the entrance. There were a fair number of people coming through and I paused with Eila still at my side.

      “So?”

      I nodded and turned to head into the orc camp.
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      The moon was low in the sky as the force I led, moved towards the refugee camp. While I would have loved to welcome everyone into the walls of Elfin Vakt, there were a couple reasons I couldn’t. First, room. There was little of it. They built elfin Vakt as a stage post more than a walled city. Other than the keep, there was little else inside the walls and what space we had spare was occupied already.

      The second, was the attacks. Whoever was out there, still hated me. Human, elf or otherwise. After the first few assassination attempts, I outright refused more than a delegation to have access to the keep. And those who came inside were watched closely. We’d found a few people trying to sneak off into the dungeons or into the holding pens where they kept the slaves. Ironically for them, that ended up being the case. What better place to put someone sneaking into a dungeon, than to put them in the dungeon. It was simple brilliance.

      Of course, at that point, some wanted to talk, and others did not. But between Ita and Chit, we could easily work out who was the desperate, hungry refugee willing to take a risk. And those who had hidden weapons, poisons or magical abilities well suited to cause death and destruction.

      Which led to this evening. I held up my hand and the forces with me drew to a halt. With me was Mareridt, who crouched down beside me. I had just about every orc spread out around the camp. They had only a few torches burning, and no sentries. Most of the camp was relatively quiet. Just the occasional pained groan, or whimper from an injured person.

      But the wealthier group was far more active. They had tents, and from within those tents came other sounds. Some of which, resembled the pained groans from the injured. And others resembled flesh meeting flesh. But one in particular. It sounded far more familiar. It took my memories back to the sound of Daryl’s whip on Eila’s skin. My anger flared just thinking about it, and I made it my personal mission to check that tent first.

      The rule was simple. Storm in as one. Separate the men from the women, then keep them in their racial groups. From there, we’d set interviews and settle them in for the long haul. We would recruit those who gained our approval to positions we needed here. Or far more likely, be sent to Hjem, who in all this, was a burgeoning trade town. Whatever conflict was going on throughout the continent, people needed supplies. And as a neutral party, Hjem supplied them all. It worked fantastically, because neither side of any conflict wanted to attack the barges. If we lost one, we refused to send another until they paid reparations, which meant all sides lost out.

      While that didn’t sound like much, the need for food and water was rather low. The land was good and fertile with plenty of rivers. But the dwarves held the mountains that supplied most of the ores used in weapon crafting. And with the conflict on their borders, the dwarves weren’t all that interested in getting drawn into the conflict. Which left me as the middleman. Or at least, my new kingdom. I wasn’t haughty enough to think we controlled most of the trade. But we were the most diverse and didn’t discriminate.

      “Let’s go,” I growled.

      As I made the order, I saw a flash of fire from my side. Either Ita, Pet or one of my other military wives had followed me and the flash was the signal to strike. As one, I knew my forces were closing in. The heavily armoured orc were first in line beside myself. Behind them were the elfs who had proved their loyalty. They made up the second largest portion of our fighters. Decently armoured, most of them had some ability in magic and were versatile in most conflicts that didn’t involve me.

      The clean-up crew came after. The rest of our forces that had stayed rather than return to Hjem. Mostly humans and fetz, with a few of the dwarves and orcs who preferred to remain with their original units. This group lacked magic for the most part and came in variations of light to heavy armour as needed.

      I rushed ahead, the urge to shout a battle cry was only beneath the surface. I had to remind myself that this wasn’t an attack. We were trying to minimise casualties. I figured most groups would roll over without a fight. I just hoped the wealthier group didn’t have too many spellcasters. They were a force multiplier that could turn the tide of any fight and most of my people weren’t resistant to magical attacks. Which is why I led the charge.

      With my target in sight, I drew my sword as Mareridt hefted her hammer. The weapon was a gruesome thing, but she adored it. The rest of my wives knew not to engage with the main force. With their various stages of pregnancy, I had left strict orders for them to remain behind and out of harm’s way.

      With one exception.

      “ARRRRRR!”

      Gul burst out beside me, swinging a massive cleaver. She charged ahead, faster than even myself in a complete lack of armour. While her fellow orcs wore their dark, hammered plate, she wore simple leathers. And I realised immediately she probably did so in order to keep up as she left her fellow orcs behind.

      From her position at the head of the charge, she hacked through the tent I had targeted and charged inside. A scream echoed into the night as the camp erupted in shouts. I burst in a moment later and skidded to a halt. There were several elfs inside the tent. The first, on his knees, was the grimy elf. Staring at us in horror, the smarmy elf was busy tucking himself away, while several females lounged around in the confines of the tent. They ranged in ages, but when I looked closer at each of them, I made a slow realisation as one dropped a wooden cane onto a piece of leather left out.

      “You aren’t women, are you?”

      “We’ll leave,” the smarmy elf straightened his spine. “There’s no need for further bloodshed. Just let me take my staff and leave.”

      “Staff?” I frowned, glancing at the dirty elf who was now staring at the ground between us.

      “Solee,” the dirty elf pleaded softly, but was cut off with a swift glare.

      As the elfs around the room shuffled, I realised that while they seemed terribly embarrassed about their situation. They weren’t behaving like the women of Elfin Vakt had when I first took charge. They just looked nervous in the presence of armed intruders. And all things considered that seemed a fair response.

      Nodding slowly I made eye contact with the smarmy elf, Solee. “How did you really get here?”

      He chewed the inside of his lip for a moment, before the dirty elf shifted. His eyes betrayed his concern as he glanced down. If I hadn’t stormed into the middle of it, I’d hardly have believed the situation was happening at all.

      “They’re slaves,” he sighed. “All of them.”

      “Why did you bring slaves to my lands?” I narrowed my eyes.

      “I didn’t know how you would deal with me otherwise. I could give them to you if you accepted slaves, or I could pretend they were others I’d picked up. When the conflict began, I bought all of them. Half of the injured were already injured by the time I purchased them. Then…”

      “Then?” I prodded.

      Solee grit his teeth and shook his head. “I’ve been a fool.”

      “Solee, no,” the elf on his knees scrambled towards him.

      Solee dropped to his knees and pulled the other elf into a firm kiss. I wondered at that for a moment, before dismissing it. Eila and Ally were frequent lovers, more now they were heavily pregnant. Two men loving each other wasn’t something I was interested in at all, but objectively it was the same thing.

      “Alright,” I nodded slowly. “Solee, if you’ll come with me peacefully. Ev-”

      “Of course,” Solee nodded, pushing his lover away.

      “Solee, no!”

      He sighed and stroked the other elf’s face. “I love you.”

      Honestly, this entire situation was beyond me. Elf men were bastards, women were political tools and slaves. Seeing a male elf show such caring to another elf like this was just… strange. But Solee moved around to face me and offered his hands as if I was to cuff him.

      “Solee!”

      “If you’d like a companion, you can bring one,” I offered.

      The dirty elf shot off the ground, while the others looked on with a mix of emotions. I had to figure that some of them were here voluntarily, others were not. And I was not the person to find out which was which.

      Pulling back out of the tent with Solee and his lover behind us, I looked around at the organised chaos. My people were swarming everywhere. Injuries were few and most of those looked like blunt trauma. The orcs were getting people into groups, separating the men from the women. I would not spend a single moment thinking that these were all innocents. Even if Solee was a bit weird.

      “My lord?”

      I paused and turned to face the smarmy elf, who was looking over to one side. “Something you want to say?”

      “That woman, with the pale hair,” he pointed.

      I turned to see, and she looked our way the moment he lifted his arm. She looked terrified, but unharmed as my soldiers separated her from a rather large male who looked part orc, part… something else.

      “She’s my wife,” Solee said after a few moments. I gave him a look, and she sheepishly shrugged. “We all do what we need to, to survive. Lyrei had all the luxuries she wanted, and I had mine.”

      I growled softly, before catching the shoulder of a passing orc. I gestured to the woman and ordered her brought to me. The orc gave a salute, before shouldering past his brethren to fulfil his task. Only to be immediately interrupted, as the large male went berserk. The woman screamed, rushing towards him, while the soldiers in my command were taken by surprise.

      “MOVE!” I shouted, drawing my sword.

      My people, if they hadn’t noticed my shout, could hear the dull thud of each boot as I ran towards the fight. When I saw an electrical arc lash one of my people, I doubled down. I let a little of my heritage out and saw the blue lights beginning to swirl. But that was before a second figure leapt into my path.

      He was some strange crossbreed of creature as well. Not as large as the other, but in his eyes were fury as he tackled me to the ground. I heard shouts go up, before the screeching sound of more electrical attacks. The creature above me raised a fist and drove it into the side of my helmet. The impact knocked me around. But before he could strike me again, a black figure swept him off me. I could hear Mareridt’s heaving breaths as she knocked the creature back. Gul appeared as I sat up, squaring off beside me as I hauled myself to my feet.

      “I should have been quicker,” she growled.

      I gave her a look and wondered at her true desires. She seemed remarkably loyal, considering her apparent angst. But it broke my thoughts as an electrical arc washed over my nightmare, making her cry out. The creature that took me down, slammed into her. Only for my boot to connect with his shoulder. I hadn’t fought many creatures that matched me in size. The trolls I had killed previously were far larger, but also far slower and stupider. This man, whatever he was, was at least as intelligent as I. Rolling around, he sprung up beside the woman, who glared at me.

      She had several of my people pinned beneath the first male who came to her aid. And that was enough to keep the others back. And now the second male was standing with them, she had brought things to a halt.

      “Lyrei, just what in the gods’ names are you doing?!”

      She snarled, “Shut it Solee! This is my business!”

      “Your business!?” Solee roared. “You wouldn’t even have your pets if it weren’t for me!”

      “They’re NOT pets!” Lyrei shouted. “I love them! Something you could never give me!”

      “And I’m sorry!” Solee stepped around me to face the woman directly. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I don’t know how many times I have to tell you that.”

      “You’re right,” she conceded after a few moments. “I’ve been holding that over your head our entire marriage. But it’s different now.”

      “Of that we can agree,” Solee nodded. “The lord already knows my… tastes… I will sign whatever you want. Just please, stop this madness!”

      The woman pursed her lips, before looking my way. She eyed me critically for a moment, before I realised she was staring at a particular part of me. Mareridt must have noticed, as she pressed herself to my side. Unexpectedly, Gul did the same, which… Odd, but whatever. I looked over the two males with her. They were large. Dwarfing her entirely. It gave me an odd thought about how my wives must feel around me. Only she had two of these men, who both glared at me with clenched fists.

      “If I ask you to come peacefully, would you?”

      “If I ask for a bed larger enough for the four of us, would you?”

      I couldn’t help the smirk. The gall on this woman was something else. And coming from an elfin woman, in particular, was a new sensation. Rare was the day when a female elf had a backbone. And I kinda respected her for it. Not that I blamed the others. I had heard enough to know that defiant women were sometimes removed permanently. Like Marala’s friend, she never liked to talk about.

      “Tell you what. Come peacefully, and I’ll make sure you get a bath big enough for three and somewhere soft to sleep. I can’t guarantee it’ll be big enough for the three of you, I have to get my furniture custom made.”

      Lyrei narrowed her eyes, before nodding. “Fine. Let them up.”

      The male holding my people moved back. My people collected their weapons and got to their feet. There were several grumbled complaints and veiled threats. I noticed a couple of my people were favouring limbs and I was glad this was mostly over, so I could get Pet or Ita to take a look at them.

      “Come one,” I nodded.

      “On what?” Lyrei giggled, while Solee let out an explosive sigh.

      Now that I’d knocked off his charade, it seemed almost like she was the dominant personality. She remained between her two great lovers, who glared at everyone who came within arm’s reach. But they kept their hands to themselves and I wasn’t about to tell them to knock it off. I gave people identical looks when I walked around with one of my wives. Hell, I was doing it now with Mareridt by my side and she was the only one of them who matched me for height.

      We made our way back to the gates as a series of flapping whizzed overhead. I heard a sharp intake from our prisoners as Hestha slammed into my shoulder. She ignored them entirely as she took her perch. When I looked over, Mareridt had the same treatment from Sassarna. The surprise was Gul, who staggered as Tetsara slammed into her shoulder, nearly knocking the surprised orc to the ground. I had the feeling the others were back with Sessa in the nest. I’d need to visit soon. My child, despite her aggression, was still my child.

      As we passed through the gates, I gave a few orders for our prisoners. The rest of my forces were back at the camp sorting the men from the women. If things all went well, then by morning, we could do the interviews and let them mingle once more. Solee, his lover, Lyrei and hers were split away and taken towards the dungeons where I had been kept. I had changed slightly them, but they were still primarily used for holding people. Just not slaves… At least… That was something to think about. The lovers, were they slaves? Or, did they want to be here? Those males put up a fight, but maybe they were monsters and were falling back on training?

      “You’re a brute,” Hestha growled. I looked up at her and she growled even louder while staring at me. “You think too much.”

      I slowed to a halt halfway into the keep and glanced over at Mareridt, who was eyeing me. The nightmare nodded her head slowly as she blinked her red eyes at me. Was that the point? I hated this. All of this. The politics, the posturing. I liked the bath. Do a few things, tinker, then fuck my wives and do it all over again.

      With a grunt, I reached over and took Mareridt by the hand. The drarskk screeched as they took to the skies in unison, leaving Gul to jump in surprise. She still wasn’t quite used to the angry, reptilian women. But I wasn’t concerned about her. I was concerned about Mareridt. She sputtered as I hauled her inside, but she didn’t argue as I made for the stairs. I spotted my wives waiting in the throne room, but Eila shot me a smile and held the others back.

      What I wasn’t expecting as we burst into the room where Mareridt and Marala liked to stay, was to see the nude elf, bound hand and foot to the bed. She jumped as I charged into the room and her eyes bulged as she stared at us in shock.

      “Let me-”

      I cut Mareridt off as I slammed the door. My nightmare managed a confused look before I spun her around and shoved her against the door. She wore only a simple tunic, preferring to go without in the confines of our quarters. And it had no resistance as I tore it from her body. Dropping to my knees, I gripped her ass and pulled it back towards me.

      “Husband, what you-”

      She gasped as I pushed my tongue into her. The black fuzz that covered her body was very fine between her legs. It was as smooth as silk and didn’t tickle my face as I rolled my tongue inside her. Like all my wives, I loved how she tasted. And like all my wives, her body drooled for me. Her juices ran down my chin as I tried to reach every spot inside her. But, while my tongue was long enough to reach the back of an elfin pussy. Mareridt was more my natural size.

      Her body quaked as I heard Marala mewling on the bed. That was usual for her. Mareridt liked to tie her up and force her to watch. At least, at the times that she wanted me to herself. Marala had been on a regular rotation in my bed for some time now, even though more often than not she stayed with my beautiful nightmare.

      Pulling my tongue free, I stood fully and reached for the ties of my pants. Mareridt shifted to turn, so I took her by the shoulder and shoved her firmly back against the door.

      “What’s gotten into you?” She grunted.

      As my cock came free of my pants, I pressed it between her legs. Marala bit her lip as she pushed back slightly, and I leaned up against her.

      “I’m a brute, aren’t I?”

      “What, is this just you taking what you want?” Mareridt snorted.

      “Exactly,” I grinned.

      Mareridt shuddered as I pushed myself up into her. Our lovemaking differed from the others. They could writhe, shift and do whatever they wanted. But with their minimal mass and size, each of them was more or less a toy for me to play with. Even when I wasn’t on top, I still needed to be cautious about what I did in case I hurt someone.

      Not so with Mareridt. She was as large as I was, with all the body mass I could fuck. And as her hips drove back into my own, I shoved her into the door with my cock. I took my time, with long, deep strokes into her. Each thrust of my hips caused her pelvis to slap into the firm wood. Mareridt let out a series of low grunts as she tried to remain on her hooves. Her eyes rolled back as she desperately braced herself. This was the first time I had really emphasised being in charge, and she seemed to love it.

      Mareridt was shaking uncontrollably as her fingernails scratch at the wall. Her body spasmed as her pussy throbbed around my cock. I was close to my end, when she let out a sharp gasp and promptly slipped down to her knees. I blinked in shock at the sudden cool sensation. But before I could think of what to do next, Mareridt turned around and took me by the hips. With a firm yank, I was in her mouth, as she started up at me. She kept pressure on the backs of my legs as I slowly forced my entire length down her throat.

      She didn’t gag, wince, or make any indications of discomfort. Pulling out, she took a breath, before opening her mouth wide to take me again. Pushing back into her mouth, I ignored Marala’s whimpers from behind us as I used Mareridt’s throat. My beautiful nightmare just stared up at me with hooded eyes until I felt me end coming. She must have realised, as she gripped my legs tightly and refused to let me move away.

      With a roar, I forced my length down her throat and started to cum. Only now in the silence I could hear the slick sounds as she masturbated furiously on the floor, before her eyes lit up bright blue.

      Sex with Mareridt was always different.
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      “They’re all slaves,” Eila sighed. “Solee bought them, just like he said. Some he’s had for years. Others he picked up while he marched them to our lands.”

      “So, then I should ki-”

      “Banish him.”

      I frowned and looked over at Ally, who stared right back with defiance. “He’s a slaver.”

      “Yes, but the worst we have accused him of, is keeping slaves. He caused none of their injuries, nor were they done on his orders. He may not have been overly kind, but he didn’t abuse any of them either.”

      “Ally is right,” Eila nodded. “Banish him.”

      “What good would that do?”

      “Send him off with a small force, some supplies and a general direction. Back into elf lands.”

      I blinked slowly as I thought about the true meaning of what they were telling me. “With my support, he’ll become a leader. More elfs will rally to him and he could become the new king. And of the elfs, he wouldn’t be the worst pick for the job.”

      “And even if he can’t rally them all, he will still be a good buffer,” Eila added.

      “And say, we offer to let his slaves accompany him, so long as they are no longer slaves?” Ally smiled.

      “Let’s go,” I nodded to them both.

      They fell to my sides as I strode across the throne room. There were various people going about their day. Raulum was speaking with one of his wives. They were both smiling, and offered respectful nods as passed. A figure peeled out of the crowd and hurried to my side, standing just ahead of Eila, and I slowed as I looked them over.

      “Gul?”

      “Yes, war leader?” she saluted.

      I frowned at her armoured form. It looked like Chit’s armour.

      “Thank you for agreeing, Gul,” Eila patted the orc’s shoulder. “I see that Chit’s armour was easy to fit.”

      “It only needed minor corrections to account for my added height,” Gul agreed. “It will be easy to put back to her size when she is ready once more.”

      “She will be delighted to know.”

      I tuned them out, knowing that like always my wives were doing whatever they saw fit. And in all honesty, they were right more often than not. So I didn’t question it. When we arrived at the dungeons, there was an elf guarding the entrance. He saluted and unlocked the door to let us in. I had spent little time here. The tunnels were rather cramped as they went underground, so I had done my best to avoid them.

      Today though, I had a purpose.

      And that purpose, I could hear from the moment I stepped inside. A guard gave me a strained smile as I approached and I hoped I had a solution for him. Continuing down another level, the voices just got louder. I imagined if this were any other dungeon, they’d have been abused by now. But my guards knew better. Much to their chagrin.

      Following the sound, I came to a pair of cells. Those surrounding them were filling with individuals who looked ready to claw their eyes out. The cells were side by side and both Lyrei and Solee were at the bars trying to reach around to hit one another. But it made for a pathetic sight as they uselessly clawed at each other’s sleeves.

      “Why I married you, I’ll never know!”

      “You know damn well!” Solee shot back. “I was forced, just like you!”

      “You could have refused!”

      “And you could have accepted a different suitor!”

      “I wasn’t thinking at the time, that I’d be marrying a-”

      “Are you done!?” I shouted.

      The dungeon fell silent all at once. The fighting couple pulled their arms back into their respective cells and I stepped into view. I held myself back with Ally, Eila and Chit waiting to one side.

      “Well?”

      “I’m sorry, my lord,” Solee bowed.

      “Oh grow a pair,” Lyrei sighed. “My lord, I’m sure there’s a way to entice you to let me out of this cage, don’t you think?”

      I leaned over and saw the angry glares from the two men. But they were directed at me, not at her.

      “Is that all you think about? Getting your holes stuffed until you burst?” Solee shook his head.

      “At least I’m supposed to have my holes st-”

      “ENOUGH!” I shouted.

      “Sorry lord,” Solee bowed again.

      Lyrei didn’t respond verbally. She just rolled her eyes and turned her attention back to me.

      “The usual punishment for slavers in my lands is death,” I told them both.

      Solee didn’t look surprised, but Lyrei stepped away from the door as the two men shifted forward as if to defend her.

      “But, I wasn’t…”

      “Are they not slaves?” I grunted at the two men.

      They narrowed their eyes and began squaring up. I had no doubt they were originally. But that loyalty they had for the woman told me it was only in name. Whatever was going on, they were clearly willing to fight for her. Which meant they were consenting.

      “My loves, if I’m to die. Please know that I love you both dearly,” Lyrei crooned to the two of them.

      To my amusement, one of them literally plucked her into his arms. The elf was left squealing in shock and anger while he dragged her to the rear of the cell, while the other male stepped forward. 

      “She loved those things more than she ever loved anyone else,” Solee sighed, before turning to look at his lover. “You could make a new life here. Don’t hold it against the lord for doing what he must.”

      “Solee no!”

      “I’m not having you killed,” I announced firmly.

      “You’re not?”

      I blinked at the big man as he frowned at me through the barred door. It was the first time I’d heard him speak, and I was relieved to see he was capable of it.

      “No,” I confirmed.

      “Solee, I am banishing you into the elfin lands to the south,” I saw how his face drooped. “I will send you with a skeleton force for your immediate defence, food and other supplies you may need and you may take any volunteers that are willing to accompany you.”

      “M-my lord-”

      “Furthermore, you are to take your wife with you, under the same conditions. You are both banished from my lands. Slavers are not welcome here and I must uphold the law. However, in case of a new neighbour forming on our doorstep. One that does not keep slaves. I would be very interested in meeting them.”

      “Take the offer you stupid bastard!” Lyrei shouted.

      The large male staring at me turned, and I glimpsed Lyrei with her legs around the second male. I only caught a glimpse, but it was obvious what she was doing.

      “I’d think that whatever system you used in the past to run your estate, may translate well as a minor duchy. Just give each other a bit of room.”

      “One of you handle politics, the other logistics,” Eila chimed in.

      “Yes,” Solee nodded. “That… Is more or less how we did things before.”

      “I want a mansion!” Lyrei shouted.

      Solee let out a small sigh.

      “Harkath, why are you standing over there, still?”

      The man by the door went wide-eyed for a moment before spinning around. The speed at which he rushed back to attend her was comical. But not as comical as Solee’s long sigh.

      “Is there, any chance-”

      “No,” Ally smiled. “Our laws must be followed.”

      “Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck! Stretch meeeeee!”

      “She might need more than her own mansion,” I nodded.

      The group of us left as the sounds of female pleasure echoed down the hall behind us. From the looks of the guards, that wasn’t the first time either. When we broke out into the early sunlight, Eila paused. I turned to look at what caught her attention and frowned at the sight of Amaly resting in the morning sunlight within the gardens.

      I hadn’t seen the small lamia in a long time now, and it worried me she was here without her mother. The small girl looked relaxed enough though, and I waved Eila and Ally off. Gul followed along while I strode into the garden. She must have heard my approach as she twitched and rolled over. Only to freeze at the sight of me.

      “Hello, Frelser,” she whispered.

      “The correct way-”

      “Gul,” I grabbed her shoulder. “She’s a child.” More than that, I could see her frantically looking around, like she was worried about something coming.

      “Amaly, where is your mother?”

      The little girl seemed to flinch at the question and gave me an odd look, before her eyes went wide. From above and behind the impact came. The massive weight slammed down on me, sending me to the ground. In my shoulder, I could feel a twin pair of lances dug into my flesh, right in the gap of my armour beside my neck. It was enough to stagger me, as I felt the venom pumping into my body. The sheer volume of it was a surprise. It flooded my veins and for a moment there, my vision flickered.

      “Get off him!” Gul roared as Amaly cried out in fear.

      Reaching around, I caught the lamia by the arm and yanked her off my shoulder. Her tail, raised to swat at Gul was off balance and she tumbled to the ground in front of me.

      “You won’t die!” The lamia wailed as she clutched her face.

      “War leader!”

      “Enough, Gul!” I snapped.

      The orc looked furious as she paused with her sword drawn and ready. I wondered for a moment if she was going to ignore me, but she took a step back with a furious expression.

      “Why won’t you die?”

      I turned my attention back to the lamia and shook my head. “I’m immune to most things. If it makes you feel better, I felt that one. Burned right through me.”

      “But-”

      “Look, Amaly needs you. If you wanna bite me some more, speak to one of my wives and book an appointment.”

      “Mommy?”

      The lamia switched her attention, before glancing back at me. In a flurry of motion, she propelled herself across the ground with her torso only inches above it. Tackling her daughter, she swept the smaller lamia off her tail and raced off into the trees to the far side of the gardens.

      “I’ll put out a call to the-”

      “Leave it, Gul,” I sighed. “Whatever they’ve got going on, they’re not hurting anyone.”

      “Hurting? War leader, she set a trap and tried to kill you!”

      “Not much of a trap,” I shrugged. “And she has plenty of ways to kill me. If she was holding a knife, then you could worry about it. But she’s just biting me.”

      “Yes… And… Wait. How are you not dead?”

      I looked at Gul and saw the confusion written across her face. I didn’t think it was worth explaining about Henry the Just’s experiments once again, so I shook my head and turned for the keep. She fell in beside me and remained silent for the trip back inside. When I arrived in the throne room. Sint scampered over. I offered the goblin a smile as she chirped softly. She still didn’t speak, but she understood most, if not all of what was said around her. But I had yet to see her even attempt to vocalise more than the soft crooning and chirping she usually made.

      My little goblin wife pressed herself against me and I scooped her up into my arms. She clung to me and made small crooning noises. I admired her and noticed the way she stroked her belly. That… was something I had made efforts to prevent. The last time I went that far with her, she turned into a rage filled monster that literally started the battle of Kunnskap. The last thing I wanted was for that to happen once again. But as her sister-wives’ bellies began to grow, she was getting more insistent.

      “This would be so much easier if you could talk,” I sighed.

      Sint shook her head quickly, before letting out a few rapid chirps. While she refused to go outdoors on her own. Sint was fine walking the halls. Though she avoided the more public areas. Occasionally other goblins would come inside, either to speak with me, or for other purposes. And when left in her presence long enough… Well after the second time she publicly killed one, I had to ban goblins from her presence. They were now under strict orders to flee at the sight of her, which was strange, as they were always so willing to approach her, even knowing she would kill them. I wasn’t about to pretend like I understood their society. So I did what I could to minimise the damage.

      “My lord!”

      I glanced over at Raulum as he approached.

      “Is everything okay?”

      “Yes, Queen Eila informed me to get preparations ready for a large force to leave. I wanted to let you know it will be ready by morning.”

      “Wonderful,” I nodded. “Do you know where she is right now?”

      “Ah…” Raulum flustered. “She took Queen Ally upstairs.”

      I chuckled as Gul let out a small huff and turned to follow my wives. Sint clung to me as I climbed and I wondered what exactly I was getting into. Only to stumble into our rooms to the sight of all my wives eating lunch. Sint sprung out of my arms and rushed to her spot at the table, and I sighed as she ravenously started eating. This was… not what I thought was going on. But as Marala carried in another dish and set it by the large chair at the head of the table, I nodded in agreement.
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      “You should go with them,” Eila announced.

      I Frowned and put down the bone I was chewing on. “What?”

      “Go with them,” Eila nodded. “Take Sint, Mareridt and the drarskk.”

      “Why them?” I frowned.

      “Most advanced pregnancies,” Ally chimed in.

      I looked over at Lonty and Harri, who blushed. “I hadn’t realised.”

      “It’s getting harder to put on my armour,” Harri smiled, touching her stomach.

      “It’s getting hard to keep my hands off her,” Lonty yowled softly, making Harri blush. 

      “Eila, I’d rather not leave my wives. Especially after Blomst just gave birth,” I nodded at my faun, who beamed in delight as she fed our daughter.

      “But you should,” Eila nodded. “If you support Solee and Lyrei in setting up an outpost in the elfin lands, you can solidify them as an ally.”

      I sighed and slumped back in my chair. She had a point. But I didn’t want to leave. Eila, Ally, Chit and all the others were ready to birth. Blomst was proof of that. The idea of leaving was going to drive me crazy. But… Maybe it was for the best. I wasn’t much of a ruler. I didn’t handle politics well. In particular, if someone ran their mouth. Hestha pointed that out when she called me a brute. I was good at hitting things. Not running them. That was far more suited to Eila.

      “Let me think on it,” I nodded as I stood.

      Making my way out into the hall. There was a tray of food for the drarskk. They ate at a different time from the rest of us. That was because with my daughter, it wasn’t really safe for anyone to go up there. Taking the tray, I made my way back down into the throne room, before approaching the rear stairs. There was no other way up, to the roof. And we guarded it at all times to prevent anyone stumbling up there. A drunken party had led to injuries when a young couple went to find somewhere private. Precautions had to be taken.

      The guards let me pass with respectful nods and I climbed up. I tried not to dwell on my problems as I climbed. But they snuck through regardless. I had too much on my plate. While the conflict in the elfin lands was profitable, it also created refugees. And those refugees needed somewhere to go. This solved everyone’s problem. But I couldn’t help but think there was going to be consequences. Once the elfs got themselves sorted out, then what? Would they accept the territory loss and treat it as the buffer I hoped for? Or would they would consider it a threat?

      I was mulling things as I stepped out onto the roof of the keep. The simple wooden hut was long gone. Still wood, it was properly shingled and walled. The door hadn’t lived though.

      “Hi daddy.”

      I froze and turned slowly. Sitting on the roof of the stairwell was my daughter, Chessta. She was a tiny thing. Tiny compared to her mother. She could easily sit in the palm of my hand. And she was probably the most terrifying thing I had ever seen. The childish voice that came from her mouth, did nothing to diminish the reptilian grin as she devoured… what looked like a small rabbit.

      “Hi sweetie,” I smiled cautiously. “Did you have fun hunting today?”

      “Yes daddy,” she smiled, before biting off a piece of flesh. “Mother won’t let me hunt deer yet.”

      “Because it would be a waste, daughter,” Sessa replied, landing on my shoulder.

      “Not if the flock helped eat,” she growled cutely.

      “That is not our way,” Sessa shook her head. “For now, I need to speak with your father.”

      “Yes, mother,” Chessta grinned.

      Taking the offer for what it was, I turned and made my way into the nest. It was multi-tiered inside. There was a large main nest in the bottom. It was where I slept when I stayed. But each drarskk had their own shelf. Usually they hung from beneath like a bat, storing items of their own on top. The higher in the nest they were, the more authority in the nest they carried. And it hadn’t been lost on me to see that Chessta had a fresh perch beside her mother’s.

      “She… Is strange,” Sessa hopped over onto the closest perch to face me.

      “Strange how?” I asked.

      Sessa frowned and shook herself. “She is… beyond her years.”

      “Yeah, I thought it was strange she could talk so well already.”

      “Not just that,” Sessa shook her head. “After those first weeks, she has calmed considerably.”

      “Good?”

      Sessa opened her mouth, before shutting it again and shrugged softly. “Different. I would attack on sight at her age. A rabid beast like my mother before me. And while she is as vicious as I was. She tempers it well.”

      “She is of mixed heritage,” I nodded. “Maybe something in me is changing how she behaves.”

      Sessa nodded, “You need to give Hestha an egg.”

      I gulped softly, “Sessa…”

      “No. I’ll go get her. She needs an egg.”

      “Sessa,” I stepped as she took off and caught her. She glared as I held her close, but softened as I stroked her wings. My little warrior was always soft for me when the others in the wing weren’t around. “I’m leaving tomorrow.”

      “All the more reason.”

      “Why?” I sighed.

      “Because we could birth a future for our kind!” Sessa snarled. “No more would we need to live apart from the other races of this world if we could control ourselves as children. We could go to school, have friends, get jobs. We could stop being so reliant on our husbands!”

      “You can do that now,” I pointed out.

      “It’s not the same,” Sessa sighed. “Husband, I want to rip your face off, chew on your eye sockets, and then have you take me and give me another egg.”

      I blinked at the description and I wondered how much danger I was really in.

      “We spend our entire childhood, preparing to kill the one person we don’t want to kill. Then we spend our entire lives questioning that decision. I know I could never harm you. But the desire never goes away.”

      “And you think she’s different.”

      Sessa nodded. “Our daughter spoke to you. Can you remember how she reacted when you first met?”

      I grimaced at the memory of Ita healing my eye after escaping the onslaught. “She was getting better.”

      “And now she is fine,” Sessa continued. “She is still very much a drarskk. But she lacks the innate viciousness of our kind.”

      I sighed and brought her back into the nest. “And what if I just want to give you another egg?”

      Sessa frowned. “That is the problem. If I have another egg, she may reject it and I will have to find a way to raise two children separately.”

      “And what if she does that, anyway?”

      “Not the same,” Sessa shook her head. “While it is true, the greatest threat to our young is other young. I… can’t help but think of the future. Our children. Your, children. They could be something more.”

      I nodded slowly, thinking about what she was saying. “Is it worth the risk?”

      “Yes.”

      We both looked up at Hestha, who was peeking over the edge of the shelf, second from the top. She was staring right at me and made a small growl.

      “I want you to give my second an egg, husband,” Sessa hissed.

      I heard a soft flutter of wings, before a weight settled on my shoulder. Only it wasn’t her talons, but her claws, as she hung her nude form down my front. I could hear as she breathed in my ear. Either she was exhausted, or extremely tense.

      “I want an egg,” she whispered.

      With a last glance at Sessa, who grinned like a devil, I nodded in agreement. Untying the front of my pants I shuffled them down my legs as Hestha crooned and nibbled at the side of my chin. Her sharp teeth made small clicks as she waited. That part of me though. It always clicked into overdrive. This wasn’t just sex for the sake of please. That would come regardless. But here, now, we were going to be trying for pregnancy. And some part of me was really, really enticed by the notion.

      “Use me like a toy, then hold me down and fill me,” Hestha whispered.

      I gave her an odd look thinning about a drarskk dirty talking. Hestha was one of the more socially aware drarskk. But even that seemed like she had been practising. Moving over to the wall, I leaned against it as I took her in my arms. She was completely nude, and I admired her metallic green scales. 

      Sliding down the wall, I held her close as I sat. Sessa moved over to the edge of the nest to watch with a wide smile as I hovered Hestha over my cock. Foreplay wasn’t really a thing with their kind. With everything internal, I just tried to be gentle until she was comfortable. But it was still something else to see such a small being take such a large cock as I lowered her onto it.

      Hestha’s wings fluttered as I felt the resistance of her egg chamber. This was the secret to mating with them. A male of their kind would usually penetrate it using their entire hand. And on the inside rim, was one or more clitorises. Sessa, being a royal had six of them. Why that was relevant to being a royal I didn’t know, but when I penetrated her egg chamber, she became placid and relaxed.

      “More,” Hestha growled cutely.

      With a smile, I applied more pressure and felt her chamber stretching over the head of my cock. The tight ring of muscle stretched, before clamping down over the head and Hestha let out a soft growl. Holding her steady with both hands, I gently rocked my hips, driving what little length was still outside of her body, in. Instantly, Hestha went limp in my arms. She crooned as her taloned feet gripped my wrists.

      “More, husband,” Sessa growled from across the room.

      “More,” Hestha agreed.

      With a grin, I started using my hands as well. As I drove my hips up, I pulled her down, using her as a living masturbator. Her wings flapped uselessly as she let out a series of high-pitched screeches. But she made no mention of me stopping. When she relaxed fully, I transitioned to long, powerful strokes. Sessa watched on with glee and I felt my end rising.

      “Remember, Hestha,” Sessa growled. “Do not accept his power.”

      “Noooo,” Hestha whined as her body throbbed.

      Pulling her down hard, she gasped and locked her eyes on me. With my cock fully buried inside her, I felt the first pulse. Hestha squirmed as she felt it and I saw the blue as her eyes lit up. But as instructed, she pushed it away as she felt the second throb. I watched as her middle swelled slightly from the volume of seed I pumped into her. But she didn’t seem bothered by it at all.

      As we came down together, Sessa hopped over towards us, like an odd bird of prey hopping along the ground. She crawled up to sit by her wingmate and nuzzled her.

      “Well?”

      Hestha trembled bodily, still impaled on my cock. She raised her eyes and looked at us both. “I am with egg.”

      “Good!” Sessa beamed. “Now get off. It is my turn.”
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      “What are you grinning at?” Gul asked.

      I blinked away the memory of that morning. Harri and Lonty were delicious when they were together. Nude, I could see the swells of their stomachs. The image of Lonty’s tail, dancing in the air, while she laid atop her lover. The two were wrapped in one another’s embrace, rubbing their swollen crotches together, while I slid myself from one, to the-

      “You’re doing it again,” Gul sighed.

      I frowned, snapping out of my daydream once again. Gul was eyeing me from across the carriage. Dressed in her borrowed armour, she was at odds with the plush, cushioned seat beneath her. To my right, was a chest that contained Sint. While she didn’t mind being inside the carriage, the movement worried her. Besides, it was easier to move her inside a chest when we went out into the open. She panicked otherwise, and while she clung to me in an emergency, she wouldn’t let go of me either.

      It was odd when I thought of it. We hadn’t had a lot of time together. Something I knew she wasn’t happy about. But I couldn’t risk her changing form after we were intimate. Not only was she suddenly as large as I was, but she lost all fear of the outdoors. Having her charge into Kunnskap was something else and while it may be useful in the future, I didn’t want to be on the road when she goes off to fight something on her own.

      On my right, was Solee, who was across from his lover, Fenian. The young elf was nervously twisting the ends of a tunic slightly too large for him. They had accompanied me, in chains until outside the walls. At which point, I had removed them, but told them to stay within the carriage. Solee’s wife Lyrei and her two lovers were in a second carriage behind us where they were very much left alone. Alone to the point, where one of her lovers took the reins around the same time I released Solee.

      “I’m still unsure of how this is going to work,” Solee sighed.

      “What’s to be unsure about?” I shrugged. “We go take a nearby town and put a wall around it. Then, all the refugees who pass through on their way to my territory, stop at yours instead.”

      “And how are we supposed to feed that many people if I’m going to be taking a town under siege?”

      “Easy,” I smirked. “I’m going to kill anyone who questions my decision, then I’m going to kill anyone who’s abused their spouse. I’ll release all the slaves in the town and whoever stays behind, will probably want to help.”

      Solee frowned and gave me a strange look, while Fenian stared with wide eyes. I ignored them both as they went through their own thoughts on the matter. Realistically, that was my plan. Go in, kill anyone likely to be a problem, and put Solee and his wife at the top. He could handle the politics, while she ran the show. Both would feel power, both would get their needs met in whatever way they desired. I would get an ally that would buffer the elf lands. Later on, when the civil war dies down, I could see about expanding my territory. Hestha called me a brute, after all. And she was right. I’m not built to sit on a throne. I want to hit things, fuck my wives and do what I want. This kind of political nonsense is not something that I have patience for.

      “How many stayed behind?”

      I glanced over at the two elfs. That question had been directed at Fenian, and he swallowed nervously. “Three.”

      Solee nodded as he blew out a breath. “Three, was it-”

      “It was as you thought,” Fenian nodded slowly. “They moved on, but they weren’t upset. Paeris sent well wishes.”

      Solee nodded, “For the best then.”

      “Your lovers?” I asked.

      Solee nodded, but Fenian cleared his throat. “My King, it was voluntary. Solee never forced us to do anything we didn’t want.”

      I nodded, seeing Solee tense slightly. It was a master and slave relationship. They did not technically achieve consent in their dynamic. But knowing that only three of his harem had left, while one was here dressed in the man’s clothing and the rest were with the wagon train. That had to speak for something. And don’t even get me started on Lyrei’s men wanting to fight me for suggesting I have her executed.

      I would never condone slavery. But in this instance, it looked more like the best-case scenario of a worst-case situation. These elfs, while very much in the wrong, had done their best not to make things any worse than they had to. And for that, I would not kill them. Besides, I had other things to worry about.

      A sudden series of screams distracted my thoughts. I couldn’t pinpoint the direction while inside the carriage. But it sounded like they came from up ahead. I could hear clashing blades and shouted orders. I growled, thinking about my loved one’s being in danger. Mareridt was out there. So was Pet, who like Ita before her, needed me for sustenance, along with Marala and half the flock of drarskk.

      Sint opened the chest and peaked out, while Fenian opened the carriage door. I glimpsed horses rushing past, with elfs leading the charge. I knew that some of those elfs were my own people, but the others were not. A scream, louder than before came from up front and the carriage lurched into motion.

      “Close it!” I roared.

      Fenian turned at my shout, and so did an elf who was outside the carriage. A spear of ice slammed into the wood, and Fenian shrieked as it gashed across his face. Reaching across, I grabbed the young elf and hauled him further into the carriage while I pulled the door closed. The ice fell apart the moment I touched it, falling free of the hole it left in the door. Fenian was gasping as Solee pried his hands from the wound.

      It was rather shallow. Enough to hurt and bleed a bit. But it would not be life threatening. The real problem we had now, was the carriage. It was moving and the sounds of fighting were getting dimmer. Whatever was going on, wasn’t what we had planned at all. This was a smash and grab, which told me we had been targeted. Maybe not because of who I was. This may still have an element of randomness to it. But I doubted that. The problem I had now, was that the only one of us who could safely exit the carriage while moving this quickly, was myself.

      And when we stopped, the only one of us capable of standing by my side to fight whatever we were being taken to, was Gul. That still left Sint, Solee and Fenian. Which left me my third option… And as my eyes drifted down to meet Sint’s while she watched through the crack in the chest’s lid, I watched her eyes widen. Springing up, the lid flew back as she chirped in excitement and I groaned internally.

      “What’s going on?” Gul frowned, watching the goblin spring out of the chest.

      “Someone has kidnapped us,” I grunted. “We need to get out sooner, before they take us too far. Or we could end up anywhere.”

      “How’s that going to work with her then?”

      I grimaced and took my goblin’s hand. “You might all want to close your eyes.”

      Their confusion turned to shouts of shock as Sint launched herself across the carriage. She snapped her teeth in front of my face as I caught her in my arms. I saw Gul reaching for her sword and I realised I needed to take control now, rather than later. I would have time to admire my little goblin in the future. But right now, this was necessary. Spinning around, I slammed her face, first into the seat. She struggled for a moment, before her ass came up and she set her knees apart for balance.

      “My king-”

      “Silence!” I snapped.

      Ignoring my audience, I pushed Sint’s tunic up, exposing her bare ass to me. Unlike the first time we mated, this time she looked visibly ready as her juices clung to her thighs. Running a pair of fingers through her labia, I felt her tremble, while I kept my other hand on the back of her head. I tested the waters, slipping my digits into her and listened to the whining chirp she made. The carriage jerked as it went over something rough and I spread my legs for balance.

      Reaching down, I fiddled with the ties of my pants, until my cock sprung free. I would have liked to have taken my time here, really. But this needed to happen sooner rather than later. The quicker I got this over with, the quicker we could all leave and I needed the help. So I fit my cock to her entrance. And the carriage hit another bump. I shifted and caught myself, but not before I had forced most of my cock into Sint’s throbbing pussy. Her screech made me freeze, until she frantically started rocking her hips, trying to get more.

      “Such a good girl,” I crooned, rocking my hips back and forth.

      Sint chirped in reply, clawing at the seat as I fucked her roughly from behind. Her body stretched obscenely as my cock speared into her. I knew how the anatomy of a drarskk was unique. But what Sint could accept was something else entirely. It was like she was built to take abuse like this. More to the point, she was built to enjoy it. Leaning over my goblin bride, I fucked her with long, deep strokes. I felt the way she responded below me. Twisting and writhing uselessly in my grip while she did all she could to take my length.

      The carriage lurched again, and this time I tumbled to the floor, dragging her with me. I ignored the three sets of eyes that watched on as I took control of Sint once more. Scooping my arms under her knees, I prevented her from twisting around to bite. It also held her perfectly still so I could thrust up into her. She screeched again as I used her like a toy. Her pussy throbbed madly as she jerked randomly in my arms. With a snarl, I buried myself deep and let go. As my power filled her from within, I felt her body shift.

      It happened just like before. Her body vibrated, as her chirps grew louder and deeper. Her body shifted, getting larger and more solid. The small goblin quickly vanished, leaving behind a hulking brute that shifted about to look at me with a wide smile.

      “You okay?” I asked.

      She answered with a chirp, before the carriage lurched again. Only this time, it lurched and came to a stop.

      “Be ready for anything! I could hear lots of noise from inside!”

      I groaned as Sint turned to the door.

      “Alright, you lot. Come on out and-” BANG!

      Sint went through the wall like it was nothing. Her mad screeching filled the air as screams rang out from her victims. Solee and Fenian watched in horror, while I desperately tried to get my pants done up. Gul was torn between following into the sounds of the fight, or staying by me. In the end it didn’t matter, as I got up and stumbled out of the remains of the carriage. And straight into a confused war zone. Elfs and humans lay about as Sint had torn them limb from limb. Only this didn’t look like they were fighting with one another. Looking over to Sint, where she was surrounded by dozens of soldiers, I couldn’t help the frown that crossed my face.

      “They’re working together,” Gul murmured.

      I nodded and drew my blade. Sint screamed out in pain as an elf washed her with flames. I knew she was made of tough stuff when she was like this. But I also knew that would have been extremely painful. Bursting into motion, I ignored everything around me as I desperately tried to save my goblin.

      Sint wasn’t done though. As the flames hit her, she whirled around, ducking and surging towards the source. The elf, blinded by his own attack, didn’t see her coming until her fist slammed into his head. He rocked back, washing his comrades with the same spell he was using on her, sending several scrambling for cover while crying out in pain and fear. With their cohesion all but destroyed, I slammed into their flank, taking them by surprise. The first I spotted was a man, who I skewered.

      He opened his mouth to scream, but couldn’t find the air. Twisting, I drove my foot into his guts, violently launching him back into an elf who had spotted Gul coming from a slightly different angle. As the two went down, I hacked into a second elf, cutting him in half with ease. The formation broke at that point and the soldiers streamed in all directions. Some tried to fight, and I felt another wash of flames. That was enough of a distraction, I felt a heavy blow to the back of my ribs. But my orc and dwarf made armour, was far more durable than anything a human or elf could wear.

      The blow hurt, but wouldn’t leave more than a bruise as I turned to my attacker. It was a human with a mace, who stared at me in horror as I took him by the shoulder. Hauling him off his feet, I battered the spell-casting elf with the man’s legs, before hurling him across their camp with a shout.

      And that’s when I spotted him. He had a crest and a fancy-looking helmet. As he swung up onto the horse, he spared me a look of fear. He was the commanding officer, a human, and he had already seen the writing on the wall. Even if his soldiers won this, whatever goal they had was ruined. Whirling his beast around, he picked a direction and raced off. I wanted to chase after him, knowing that through dense trees, I could probably keep up. But a pained cry from Gul caught my attention.

      Turning, she was down on one knee. She held up her cleaver, absorbing the overhead bash from the man in front of her. He held his sword with both hands as he drove her into the ground. But the true danger was the elf behind her with the bloodstained blade. I could see the agony in her expression. They had stabbed her once already and the elf only stepped back to let the human get in his strike.

      As the human pulled back, I burst into motion. The elf closed in and I hauled my sword back. With all my might, I hurled it at the elf. His hand reached down and gripped Gul under the chin. Her eyes went wide as he yanked her head back, and they went wider still as my sword slammed into his chest. The elf collapsed backwards taking Gul with him. He twitched violently, impaled on my blade, while the human soldier turned towards me. Any idea’s he had about me being unarmed were quashed as I slammed full force into him.

      Taking him to the ground, I crushed him against the earth. I felt things break on the inside and climbed to my feet. Grabbing the man by the ankle, I turned and hurled him at a nearby tree, ignoring the organic thud from the impact. My attention was on Gul, who coughed up a mouthful of blood as she stared at me.

      “War leader,” she choked.

      I heard more fighting pick up around me. But I didn’t care as I bent over Gul. She was harsh, demanding and all the things I expected of an orc. But she had been loyal, and I never wanted to see her hurt. I ignored the fluttering of wings as my drarskk swooped overhead. I heard a scream and someone went down in a heap behind me as a set of familiar shrieks went out.

      “Forgive me,” she stammered. “I was never a family.”

      “That’s enough,” I smiled softly as I took her hand. “There’s nothing to forgive.”

      “I fought your wives,” she growled.

      I nodded, “But that’s just how you were trying to fit in. Right now though, I want that fight.”

      “War leader?” she frowned in confusion.

      “You heard me,” I squeezed her hand. “Fight. You lost to Chit already, are you really so weak you’d lose to a little knife in the back too?”

      Gul bared her teeth as she coughed up another mouthful of blood. I didn’t know how to help her. But if the drarskk were here, then Pet wouldn’t be long. She was with Mareridt and if I could keep Gul awake until they got here…

      “You think I’m weak?”

      “Prove me wrong,” I glared. “I won’t bed a weak orc, after all.”

      She blinked in surprise, before snarling. But her snarl cut off to a series of wet, hacking coughs, before she slumped limply against the ground.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      “For what?” I asked as her grip loosened.

      “For hope.”

      I opened my mouth to chide her again, when I felt a presence beside me. A soft, golden glow extended. It formed an arm, that reached out and rest upon mine and Gul’s. I turned and saw her. She smiled, a sad smile and I grit my teeth.

      “Wait.”

      “Frelser, I can’t just-”

      “Eterisk, I’m asking you as a friend. She’s not gone yet.”

      “I have a job-”

      “WAIT!”

      She firmed her lips, before nodding her head. Gul’s breath was shallow as her eyes drooped closed. Squeezing her hand, I shot Eterisk a glare. She rolled her eyes, before glancing over her shoulder.

      “Fine, you win.”

      I looked in the direction she did and saw Mareridt galloping towards me with Pet on her back. The succubus leaped free as Mareridt slid to a halt. Without needing instruction, Pet washed the orc with her power. Despite the pool of blood beneath her, I felt the orc twitch before her fingers tightened on my own.

      “Tough orc,” Pet grunted as her breathing got heavier.

      “Do what you need to save her. Then go help anyone else,” I told her.

      Pet nodded as she worked, only stopping when Gul let out a hacking cough. As Gul brought up lumps of coagulated blood, the succubus twisted around. I kissed her firmly and enjoyed that familiar sensation as she drew my power. Ita still fed when I kissed her, but with her new form, she needed far less. Which was the main reason she was comfortable staying behind to look after her pregnant sister wives.

      As Pet darted off to help, Mareridt shifted back to her bipedal form and stood guard as Gul let out a groan.

      “How?”

      “Don’t worry about it,” I patted her side with my free hand.

      She grimaced, and I noted that she was still injured. Pet must have just closed the wounds and replenished a bit of blood. Ita had spoken before how their healing ability was more about glueing things back together. Renewing lost parts was beyond her when we first met. So Pet must have pushed hard to make enough blood to let Gul function.

      “Not weak,” She grumbled.

      I smirked and looked down, to see her scowling at me. “No,” I agreed. “You’re not weak. Even if you are kinda pathetic right now.”

      Gul snorted, before wincing. I heard footsteps approaching and turned to see Sint coming my way. She was completely covered in blood and had numerous shallow cuts and grazes over her nude body. But she smiled widely and let out some happy chirps. I could see though, that the power she had used was almost gone though. She wasn’t quite the towering figure she was before. Which meant my time of codling Gul was coming to an end. Because from the looks of the carriage, it would not be very useable in the future.

      “Looks like you get the unicorn ride,” I smirked at Gul.

      “Rather have the Frelser ride,” she mumbled back, before freezing.

      I had the feeling she hadn’t meant to say that out loud. And from the way she suddenly slumped, I figured she was pretending she hadn’t either. I kept her words to myself and didn’t tease her as Mareridt approached, giving me an odd look.

      “Unicorn ride?”

      I nodded, “Sint is going to change back in a moment. I don’t think Gul can walk, so I need you to carry her, while I take Sint.”

      Mareridt glanced at Sint, who was looking anxious as she shuffled from foot to foot. She had ended up in a home back at Kunnskap. A frightened family housed her, while a group of orcs stood guard. She hadn’t liked me carrying her outside, but she never fought once I picked her up. This was going to be similar.

      As Mareridt shifted into her nightmare form, I leaned over Gul, who groaned painfully. As gently as I could, I lifted her into my arms. Even wearing her armour, I didn’t have a problem with the weight. Mareridt shifted over to me and only as I lifted her again, did Gul start to respond. Between the three of us, we got Gul situated over Mareridt’s back, where she laid over the nightmare’s neck for comfort.

      I patted her on the shoulder, before frowning. A pair of orcs were dragging a man towards me. He was middle-aged, dirty and had a swollen eye as he kicked uselessly against the soldiers.

      “What’s this?” I asked as they approached.

      Mareridt snorted, “He was why we took so long getting to Gul.”

      I frowned, then put the thought aside. Battle was hell. Things happened and none of this was planned. If Mareridt and Pet had known Gul was in trouble, they would have come straight to me.

      “You’re the commanding officer then?”

      The man grunted non-committedly at me. I grinned and looked around. Pet was helping a few of the soldiers who had survived the attack. Our surprise attack had been brutal, and many had fled. But they had prisoners and survivors aplenty. With her was Marala, and even as I watched on, more of our forces were trickling in.

      “What is this place?”

      The man remained silent, and I was about to growl, when I heard a nervous chirp. Turning, I saw Sint, staring at her hand as she was visibly smaller than she was before. I moved straight to her side and took her hand, before looking for somewhere to go.

      “Who’s leading our forces?”

      “The drarskk are leading them here,” Mareridt replied. “Their attack mostly failed. It was a kidnapping attempt more than anything. The drarskk never left and sent word back so the rest could follow.”

      I looked up and saw three figures up high. That meant there was a fourth somewhere. Which made sense if one was leading the bulk of our forces back. Those who were here already were the ones who could move the fastest and weren’t caught up in the original attack. I nodded slowly and looked over at the commanding officer.

      He had built a decent camp. It was all tents. But there was a solid dirt berm all the way around with wooden poles coming out the top for a wall. He’d obviously put some effort into setting this up in a way that made it hide in the surrounding area. And who knows? Maybe there would be a horde of goblins around here and I could make some new friends to dig us some tunnels?

      “Keep an eye on him,” I nodded at the commander.

      The orcs dropped him and took a step back. The commander glared at me, knowing he was trapped. But I wasn’t concerned for him. Right now, I had Sint to worry about. And as my little goblin wife began to tremble, I scooped her into my arms and turned back to the carriage. Solee and Fenian were watching from inside with wide eyes. I knew they weren’t combatants, so I didn’t blame them for staying.

      They moved out of my way as I climbed in the broken side and I took Sint’s chest and pulled it open. She clung to me as I puffed up the cushions and blankets within. I always made sure she was comfortable. And when it was all fluffy for her, she slipped out of my arms and crawled in, before giving me a smile.

      “I’ll bring you out when it’s safe,” I told her.

      She chirped and curled into her chest, before giving me a strange look. “... Good…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      It was a familiar sensation. One I had grown accustomed to over the months. A wet mouth. It slid down my length, taking me deep. Far deeper than I had experienced in a while. Few of my wives could achieve that. The tiny figure in my arms twitched, and I pulled her close. The small chirp made me smile, as Sint cuddled up closer. As she rolled over to hold me, my other bed partner’s leather wings hit my side.

      The mouth paused for a few moments, suckling gently, before continuing. Long deep strokes, from the tip, all the way to the base and back. Pet was… Pet was beside me. I could feel the puffs of her breath on my skin as she slept soundly. Which meant whoever was blowing me, wasn’t my dutiful succubus contract.

      Cracking my eyes open, I tried not to move. Mareridt was probably the only other wife who could manage to get me all the way down her throat without choking. But we had done little of that, and this felt practised.

      It was almost pitch black in the tent. I couldn’t make out anything more than vague shapes. Sint was at my left, Pet on my right. I could hear Gul’s soft snores from the bed we set up on the far side. I wanted her close while she recovered, but there wasn’t room in the bed unless she wanted to get intimately so, and with her injuries that wasn’t a good idea. Mareridt had her own tent, right by my own. In it, she had Marala. Apparently since she insisted on sleeping on the ground, Mareridt had joined her. Trussing up her toy elf to hold, like a stuffed animal.

      I heard a small moan from below and shuddered as the sensation vibrated the head of my cock in her throat. Looking up, I could see my four drarskk still sleeping as they hung from one of the roof beams. Rather than height being the order of superiority. They had figured on an arrangement, where the most superior was closest to me, with the least, closest to the door flap. Whoever this was, had incredible skill with stealth.

      So much so, I didn’t even realise they were moving, until their mouth slipped off the head of my cock. She moved up in… Well she wasn’t touching the bed. She just moved forward, and I could hear a very soft scraping sound. Like… scales moving through grass. Almost silent, even in the quiet of night.

      As she came closer, I could make out her pointed features. She looked very much like the mother of her child. But with more severe features. If elfs were more angular than a human, she was almost chiselled. Her hair fell down one side of her face, showing me the slight curl to her ear. It was pointed, but unlike an elf’s ear that jutted straight up, this curled around like a tiny ram horn. Her long tongue darted out, tasting the air as she hissed softly.

      Closing my eyes, I waited to see what was about to happen. My wives were asleep, and I knew her venom couldn’t kill me. If there was any chance, then it would have been the most recent bite. So for now, I held still as she hovered over me. Her core strength must have been something else to hold herself horizontally like this. Likely her entire tail was coiled on the floor around the bed for balance.

      I felt a wet opening slide over my cock. It was tight, cool and oddly straight. It wasn’t like thrusting up into one of my wives. More similar to when they sat upright and rode me. The feeling was delicious as my cock stood straight up. Her body though, had a strange twist, forcing my cock to bend upward slightly, dragging my cock deliciously through her body.

      “I hate you so much,” she whispered, as her lips traced my own. “You should have died.”

      Rather than respond verbally, I kissed her. Her body went rigid, before she began undulating her body, driving herself over my erection. Despite the slick sounds of her pussy, and her obvious bounce, she wasn’t applying pressure to any part of me, or the bed, but my cock and lips. She kissed me hard as she rode me in the stillness and silence of the night.

      “Sorry to disappoint,” I growled as she pulled away to breathe.

      Reaching my arm around Sint, I grabbed the lamia around the middle and pulled her close against me. She moaned as she dug her fingers into my chest. Her body continued to undulate as she rode me, but her eyes were wide and desperate.

      “Why couldn’t you die?” She hissed.

      Before I could respond, she sank her fangs into my chest. I felt the heat as her venom pumped through my body. But I ignored that in favour of the delicious feeling as she throbbed madly around my cock. Her body twisted and writhed, milking my cock until I felt the buildup inside. None of my wives could cum like this, except maybe Ita. But her internal contractions were controllable. This felt like her orgasm just kept rolling. And as it did, I felt my end approach. I thought about pushing her off. I thought about warning her. But with her fangs in my chest, and her body atop my own, I let it happen.

      Throbbing, I fired a jet of seed into the lamia. Her body froze as her eyes lit up. She vibrated as her tail lashed from side to side. It caught on the door flap of the tent and I watched in horror as my drarskk screeched as the structure came down around them. The four dived for the bed as the poles wobbled and collapsed. My wives cried out as they were awoken by the impacts, before the heavy linen covered us.

      The as yet, unnamed lamia pulled herself free, and before I could grab her, she twisted around inside the collapsing tent and rushed away as shouts rang out in the night.

      “STOP!” I heard Mareridt shout.

      “Leave her!” I called out.

      “Husband!”

      “We’re fine!”

      “Speak for yourself!” Pet cried. “What happened?”

      “We do not like to fall!” One of the drarskk cried.

      I laid back on the bed as the multitude of women clawed their way over me. Sint crooned as she crushed herself to my side, while Gul, much to my surprise curled over the top of her to join us. But it was Tetsara who accidentally grabbed my crotch and froze.

      “This… scent,” she growled.

      I rolled my eyes as more figures moved to join her. But I froze as I felt tongues. And it wasn’t just the drarskk, Pet had twisted around and was slowly fellating me as well. The five of them worked my length. And while I was sure the drarskk were investigating, Pet was just doing what she wanted knowing I wasn’t about to stop her.

      I heard the tent open once more and saw a large figure standing in the moonlight as she peered in. Seeing us, in the situation we were in, I heard a small chuckle, before the tent dropped once more. I slumped back as the women crowded around. The drarskk finished their investigation, and Pet was throating me, while moaning softly. I heard a squeak to the side, where Mareridt’s tent was and frowned as I heard heavy stomps as she returned.

      This time, when the tent was lifted, she had an elf shaped bundle over her shoulder. Approaching the bed, I heard a small, sad little moan from Pet, before my cock slipped free of her mouth.

      “Thank you,” Mareridt stroked Pet’s face. “I will make sure the favour is returned later.”

      Hauling down her bundle, I saw a confused and sleepy looking Marala. The elf looked around in confusion, not quite understanding where she was. But she didn’t look concerned either as she slumped against Mareridt’s side. Crouching over the bed, Marala’s eyes shot open wide, as she felt my cock prod her from below. In her confines, she twisted her head to stare at Mareridt as I felt her pussy lips stretching to accommodate me.

      “You need the boost, my dear,” Mareridt chided her.

      “Even the pets share you,” Gul groaned.

      I looked over, seeing how she stared at Marala. The small elf whimpered, but wiggled her hips as Mareridt pushed her down on my cock. I had fucked the elf often enough to know she enjoyed our times together. But having Mareridt literally masterbating me with her was something else.

      “You’re loving that, aren’t you,” Pet giggled.

      I looked over, but she wasn’t talking to me. She was smiling at Marala, who was making squeaking noises through the gag tied around her mouth. Reaching out, I grabbed Pet’s leg. Ignoring her shocked squeal, I pulled her towards me. Swapping her leg, for her hip, I overpowered her feeble attempts to keep control as I brought her swollen pussy towards me.

      “Frelser, what are-oh!”

      She shuddered as I licked the cleft of her lips. Before I pulled her atop me and dived in. As Mareridt used her elf on me, I dined on my succubus. Like Ita, she was built for sex and I felt her body twist and grip my tongue as if it were my cock. Her juices flooded my mouth, and I swallowed them down as I rolled my tongue inside her, tasting every part I could reach, as I heard Mareridt chuckle.

      “Cum all you want. I’m not going to stop until he does.”

      The warm spray of Marala’s orgasm, washed over my balls, and true to her word, Mareridt didn’t stop driving her elf onto me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “So.”

      “Lamia,” I grunted.

      “And, you just… let her?”

      I nodded, “Woke up halfway through. Wasn’t sure who it was at first.”

      “Pfft,” Mareridt snorted. “Only a man with too many wives would think that something like this was a normal occurrence.”

      I smiled softly, but couldn’t argue the point. “Do you know her name?”

      Mareridt gave me a long look, before shaking her head. “Amaly’s mother wasn’t the friendliest of people. She had little to do with anything other than watching her child.”

      I thought back to the times where I saw Amaly on her own and wondered at that. Clearly her mother did SOMETHING. I wouldn’t have turned her away at mealtime, but nobody had reported thefts either. So she was paying someone, something in order to survive. That or she was hunting on her own and bringing things back. On top of that, Amaly was a delightful young girl. She was clearly getting some kind of education and was respectful of the people around herself.

      “I wonder if she will come back.”

      “She will,” Pet smiled, approaching from the medical tent.

      Pet lacked Ita’s new power, by a wide margin. But she still filled the role Ita did at first with healing. And she had spent the morning after we had put the tent back up, healing the injured from the fight before. Most of them were the soldiers that had been stationed here. My people knew that killing in combat was necessary. But we took prisoners where we could as well. I encouraged that fact quite a bit. Those who escaped, or were released later would spread the word. That would make future conflict easier. People, wouldn’t immediately think I would kill them all, even if I made examples of their commanding officers.

      “Were you awake?”

      “No,” Pet shook her head. “But she’s ovulating.”

      I snorted and shook my head. The idea of getting yet another woman pregnant. I had the feeling they all would be soon, if not already. Even Pet. I understood the relationship between a summon and their master, much better since Ita first came to stay with us. So I knew that when Pet smiled and spent time with me, it wasn’t because she was compelled to. She got her daily kiss for energy, and then I usually piled on a few more. And on days when she expended a lot of energy for healing, I usually took her to bed and filled her up.

      “Where did their commander end up?” I asked.

      “Lyrei’s carriage,” Mareridt pointed.

      I looked over and saw it parked inside the berm. The rest of the army had followed over the course of the evening. They had all set up tents within the grounds. It was a relatively hidden spot. There was a well dug, and we were deep within a forest that hid our presence from casual observation. Anyone wandering around out in the trees would find us without a hitch. But a passing force would probably miss us unless they knew where to look. Which meant that this was a rather unique position to find ourselves in.

      “Let’s go speak to the man.”

      As I started off towards the carriage, I could see Lyrei with her two men. She sat on one’s lap, while the other fed her from a bowl. She spotted me, and let the edge of her dress ride up, which earned me a pair of glares. I wondered if it were in my interest to tell them I didn’t want her. But if they were loyal enough, they might take that as an insult, anyway. So I left it as I walked. The camp was coming alive. A few had come to arms in the night when our tent collapsed. But after a few orders and the tent was stood up again, someone checked inside, only to rush back out and disperse everyone like it had never happened. I think at that point, I had Pet on her hands and knees, while I took her roughly from behind, while Mareridt mimicked the action on Marala, using her fingers.

      Shaking my head to clear those thoughts, I approached the carriage and saw the orcs guarding it step aside. I took the handle and opened it, showing the commander, bound at the legs within. He looked like he had barely slept, though he had some plates set out from breakfast.

      “So that was my last meal then,” he grunted.

      I smiled, “That depends more on you.”

      “Oh?” He seemed genuinely surprised. “All of our reports stated you kill most commanding officers.”

      “Only if they’re a problem,” I nodded. “Some sent assassins to kill my wives. One succeeded. Others were brutal to their people, and I needed to make an example. So who knows, this may be my first true civil conversation.”

      The man frowned for a moment, then sighed. “Colum,” he held out his hand to shake.

      I accepted, “Frelser.”

      “King Frelser,” Gul grumbled as she limped over.

      I turned and gave her a level glare. She was supposed to be on light duties. In other words, I left her in bed.

      “War leader, if you don’t want me following you about. Hire some proper guards.”

      I rolled my eyes and turned back to Colum. “Care for a walk?”

      “If that’ll get this bloody thing off my legs,” he gestured to the shackles.

      With a quick gesture to the nearest guard, they produced a key and entered the carriage. The man held still as the guard unlocked him and he remained seated as the guard exited once more. I wondered at that. The man was quick to leave when we struck the evening before, and he was being cautious now as well. Was the man simply a coward? Or was there more to him than I thought?

      With his legs free, he climbed to his feet and gave me a strained smile. I waived for him to follow and stepped back, allowing him to exit. I watched him glance around, clearly looking for a means of escape. But no matter where he looked, there were only my people.

      “My people?”

      “We took prisoners,” I nodded.

      “May I see them?”

      I thought about it. Before nodding. Even if he could somehow spur an uprising, I’d just kill him, and them. None of them would have weapons and while the elfs could use spells, most would likely target me. And I already knew how that would go. So with Colum at my side, we strode across the camp.

      “What were your orders?”

      “Disruption, mostly,” he sighed. “Didn’t think a force like yours would come through. And we didn’t expect you to put up so much of a fight either.”

      I shrugged, but I was secretly amused by the statement. Several orcs made salutes and nodded their respect as we passed. Colum watched them, before giving me an odd look.

      “I killed a war leader.”

      “Impressive,” he nodded towards me. “I was curious how you got so many of the races working together. I suspect I see even a few elfs in your people.”

      “Elfs, orc, goblins-”

      “Goblins?” Colum gasped.

      I nodded, “They’re surprisingly adaptable. Digging a tunnel isn’t much different from digging a trench, pit or even a wall in the right conditions.”

      “And how have you managed to gain their trust?”

      I sighed as we approached the large tents that contained his men. “I treated them with respect.”

      Colum frowned in confusion before I swept aside the door flap of the first tent. Stepping inside, all the eyes snapped to us. The men inside were stripped of their armour and weapons. Left in simple tunics, some were bare chested. Their bindings, like Colum, were around their ankles. But they were otherwise free to move about. Though the space was cramped, they had plenty in the way of blankets.

      “I expected worse,” Colum frowned.

      “Healed,” I nodded.

      “Really?”

      “Sir,” a man saluted politely to his commanding officer. “A succubus is in the camp. She healed this,” he gestured to an ugly, twisted mass of scars in the middle of his stomach.

      I recognised the wound. An orc cleaver, swung into his guts would have opened him right up, spilling his guts. The man was lucky to have survived at all.

      “A succubus,” Colum frowned, turning to me.

      “She’s mine,” I shrugged. “I keep her fed and happy, she works as a healer.”

      “Interesting,” Colum frowned.

      “How are you working with elfs?” I asked, seeing less friendliness from their faces as they watched on.

      Colum sighed, “Orders. Chejly, the… Self appointed ruler of the elfin lands, at least in this part. They offered what you refused.”

      “Slaves,” I growled, turning towards the man.

      “I had no dealing with them,” Colum held up his hands. “We came across their patrols once or twice, but they weren’t my people. We were an advance force, meant to disrupt trade and scouting forces coming through the area.”

      I frowned at that. “We traded through here.”

      “Indeed,” Colum nodded. “But you were trading to Chejly. So we let them be.”

      I knew full well we weren’t just trading with Chejly. Some of those shipments must have been branching off after they got clear, which is why they were left alone. Which just sounded like a lucky break. With the men checked, I steered Colum back out of the tent, and spotted ahead, a familiar face.

      “So, that brings us to the current issue,” I started. “See, you’re working with Chejly. Who by your accounts is dealing with slaves, has killed my people and is working with the humans. These humans are the same ones who sent assassins to my home and killed one of my wives.”

      Colum grimaced and shook his head. “For what it is worth, I apologise for what happened to you.”

      I nodded slowly. I was unsure about how this man was treating me. But if he were honest, even just a little bit. That meant he probably didn’t have as many of the prejudices that plagued humanity. Which also probably explained why he was in charge of a group of elfs and humans.

      “As I was saying. You’re working with Chejly. But, I happen to be backing, someone else.”

      “King Frelser,” Solee bowed slowly. “What can I do for you?”

      “Solee, this is Colum, the commander of the forces stationed here.”

      “Colum,” He offered his hand to shake. “A pleasure.”

      “Should I be part of this?” Lyrei called as she swiftly approached, with her two lovers at her back.

      “Certainly, my dear,” Solee smiled at his wife. “This is Colum, the commander of the forces we took last night.”

      She eyed Colum, before glancing in my direction. “Yes, that situation was… Unpleasant.”

      Colum glanced from the two elfs, to me. He could tell there was something going on he didn’t fully understand. But in my defence, I didn’t fully understand it either. Whatever they were doing, was their own thing, and I only cared about the results in the end.

      “Solee, Lyrei, I was just informing the commander here, that I was backing your rule over the area.”

      “Ah,” Solee nodded, as Lyrei gave the man another look.

      Colum cleared his throat. “Yes, well. I was ordered to work with King Chejly’s soldiers. They were unhappy about being under the command of a human. But they were effective.”

      “Could you give us intel about Chejly’s forces? Their location, numbers any weaknesses?”

      Colum sighed, “I could. Is there a suitable place to negotiate?”

      “What’s to negotiate?” I chuckled. “You’ll tell us, or I’ll kill you and your men.” Colum frowned and gave me a look like I had kicked his puppy. I shrugged and gave him a thin smile. “I meant what I said earlier. The people you work for, killed one of my wives. She bled out in my arms in moments. I am happy to play nice, as long as I get what I want. But the moment you become less than necessary, I’ll tear off your limbs and eat what remains.”

      Colum swallowed nervously. I could see that same look of fear in his eyes that I had seen the day before. That same fear as he fled the attack.

      “Thank you, my king,” Solee smiled thinly at me. “Perhaps, it is best for me to take over negotiations.”

      I nodded and stepped away, with Mareridt at my side. “What was that about?”

      I looked at my beautiful nightmare and gave her a nudge with my hip. “Hestha,” I smirked. “She called me a brute. Said I was trying too hard to play politics.”

      “That was the opposite of politics,” Mareridt pointed out.

      “Exactly,” I agreed. “Now Colum knows, that he either he plays nice with Solee and Lyrei, or I’ll kill him horribly. I’m sick of the games. All this… playing nice. That’s why we’re out here and not back home looking at maps. I want to crush them, smash them, rip them apart and make them regret ever coming for the people I love.”

      Mareridt took my shoulder and pulled me around to face her. But I was calm. This is what I was good at. Getting mean and breaking shit. There was no need for subtlety. My armour was strong enough to withstand any blow from a human sized opponent. I’d killed trolls, orc war leaders and kings. I was immune to magical attacks. There was no need for me to play nice if they were coming for my wives. I was the hammer that would never yield.

      “When will it be enough?”

      I snorted, “When will they stop trying to kill us?”

      Mareridt nodded, “The continent then.”

      “Or at least enough of it the rest wouldn’t have the balls to cross me.”

      Mareridt chuckled, but it was Gul’s stare that caught my attention.

      “War Leader, you want to take the land? Not just the territory?”

      “Not really what I want,” I disagreed. “What I want is to be left alone to live the way I want to live. I was happy with the bathhouse, I don’t need all this other shit.”

      Gul gave me a strange look at the mention of the bathhouse. It made sense she wasn’t sure what the story of that was. We didn’t stay long at Hjem and when I thought about it. I wasn’t sure she came with us when I visited.

      “You should head into the wastes,” she said.

      “What’s in the wastes?”

      “More of my people,” she nodded. “Many, many more.”

      I thought for a moment. And she was right. My territory had the soldiers it needed to protect ourselves. But it didn’t have the soldiers I would need to do much more than that. I could skirmish here and there. But Kunnskap was the extent of my might. Taking a nation would be next to impossible without additional forces.

      “And, orcs. They will fight if I kill their war leader?”

      Gul nodded slowly. “And… It is likely there will be many more like…”

      I growled, thinking about the orc I had killed already. Turning to Mareridt, she gave me a subtle nod. “Let’s get things set up here first. Then… we’ll see.”
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      To my surprise, negotiations went faster than we first thought. Colum, Solee and Lyrei had stuck it out since my threat and came together with a plan. That plan involved the human soldiers loyal to Colum, being given jobs around the camp. The defences were the priority. Despite being in the middle of a forest, I wanted a proper garrison wall built, so that was the first step. The berm and posts were a good idea. But they wouldn’t hold against a troll and they certainly wouldn’t stop a horde of goblins. Not that anything would stop goblins if they had enough time.

      Along with my own forces that had diverted through the night to join us, Colum’s men were set to work. The main thing was wood, and they had wasted no time collecting enough to upgrade the walls. Adding to that, there were now four platforms that would give us a height advantage if needed. They brought the spare wood inside the walls, where a series of buildings were being constructed. It would likely never be a town, but short of a concentrated attack, it would be a decent staging post for the future.

      In the centre of all this, was a large pavilion tent. That tent was where I sat with Mareridt, Gul, Colum and the elfin couple Solee and Lyrei.

      “What about the river?” Gul suggested.

      Colum moved around and frowned. “That might work, it narrows here and the banks are tall. If you built it quickly enough, you could cut off the water supply, then collapse it again and cause a flood.”

      “We don’t have the forces to hold more than one town,” Solee reminded us.

      I sighed. He was right. We had an invading force. We could storm in and with luck, we could take the town with minimal casualties. Like Hjem, there was a river that ran through the city. It was their principal source of water, trade and industry. If we cut the water supply, even temporarily, we could hurt them, or even force them to divert forces to deal with the problem. Which would be fantastic, if I was interested in simply burning it to the ground, which was our current discussion.

      “I’d rather not destroy it,” Solee sighed.

      “I have to agree,” Lyrei grumped.

      Which was a surprise to me. Whatever situation they found themselves in as a married couple. They usually took opposing sides. Lyrei must have been from a merchant family, she had a good grasp on logistics, moving, supplying and reinforcing demand. Solee by comparison, was the politician that I was not. He tried to measure his wife’s expectations for growth, with the reality of their situation. But this town, they were a major producer of goods. Mostly metal, thanks to power hammers run by the rivers. They also had an abundance of skilled workers.

      And seeing them both come together to agree that the destruction of the town was a bad idea, left me inclined to agree with them. Personally, I didn’t care. These people were a means to an end. If they were loyal and stayed out of my way, that was a win in my book. Without them, I’d probably be burning everything as I went. Scorch the earth, salt what remained and make it impossible for their people to ever come back.

      I enjoyed my simple life. I guarded a hole in the side of a mountain and kept out bears and other things. That was disrupted by the elfs, and it forced me to flee. I tried again to settle, starting a bathhouse, but an exiled sorcerer tried to take revenge. At every turn, I was thrust into a position of power and eventually authority. And all I wanted was to take my wives, my children and my friends, before retiring into a quiet little mountain village. Instead, I was sitting in a specially made chair, dressed in armour, staring at a map of the elf and human lands.

      “So how does it work?” I asked, turning to Gul.

      She blinked for a moment, before pulling a frown. “My people?”

      “Your people,” I nodded.

      “It’s not much. You march in with your forces, and you issue a challenge, just the same as Grin-Da did to you.”

      I thought back on that day and growled. It wasn’t the challenge that made me so mad. It was the talk of what he would do to the rest of my wives if he succeeded. I wouldn’t be making that same mistake twice. Treat them with respect, then tear their gods-damned heads off as quickly as possible.

      “Can they refuse?”

      “Not honourably,” Gul shook her head.

      I nodded over her words, then looked at the map. Colum, Solee and Lyrei were discussing options and measuring our available forces. None of us thought, even for a moment, that the captive elfs would help in any way. The best we could hope for from them, is their immediate attempts to attack us, with the worst of them pretending to be loyal until the last moment and striking from within. Which left us even further behind, as we needed someone to stay behind and keep them under control while the rest of the forces moved into position to fight Chejly.

      “Alright,” I called softly, catching the attention of the room.

      “I’m going to take a portion of our troops and head towards the badlands.”

      “How many is a portion?” Colum asked.

      “Enough for an honour guard,” I nodded. “I’ll also be taking my wives and Lyrei’s carriage.”

      “You’re taking my carriage?” The woman frowned.

      I turned my gaze to her and watched her expression shift. She was used to getting what she wanted, even from much larger men who could do her harm.

      “My carriage, yes,” I nodded.

      She blinked slowly and nodded, dropping the subject immediately. “I need you to stand your ground here. Do whatever you want with the captive elfs. Colum, consider this a test. I will be back with an army of orcs. You’re to act as the commander of the forces here under the instruction of Solee and Lyrei.” I gave him a moment to process and continued. “If I return, and things are going well, consider the job permanent if you want it. If not…” I left the threat unsaid, but I doubted I needed to spell it out.

      The three leaders watched me for a few moments, before Colum cleared his throat. “Yes, my King.”

      “Great!” I grinned. “Now if you don’t mind, I have an honour guard to hire and I’ll be leaving in the morning. Colum, if you have a volunteer from your group, I wouldn’t mind one of your men tagging along.”

      “Yes, my King,” he repeated.

      With that said, I got up from my chair and turned for the exit. Gul hurried to my side, but it was Mareridt who stopped me.

      “I’ll go,” she prodded me back. “You remain here.”

      “Why?”

      “Brute you may be, but you’re still a King. Let me handle it.”

      I gave the large, dark woman a smile, before pressing a kiss to her lips. She gave me a sheepish… Or is it horseish? She gave me a horseish smile, before striding out into the sunlight. It was getting late, which meant that Pet would return soon and Marala would collect meals for us all. So Mareridt was probably right in the end, and rather than leave, I strode to the back of the pavilion and strode into the quarters that had been set up for my wives and I.

      Gul followed behind, keeping pace despite her injuries. I’d made vague threats, but she brushed them off and became more brusque in her replies. If I had to guess, my refusal to treat her like a wife was attacking her honour, so instead she was overcompensating. I’d have let her live her life as she saw fit, but short of jailing the woman, there was little I could do to remove her from my life. Even my wives were becoming more accepting of her presence, if not happy about it.

      Stepping into the room with the enormous pile of furs, I froze at the sight before me.

      “Fuck,” Gul sighed.

      Sint turned her head and looked over her shoulder towards me. She had a guilty look on her face as she clutched one of my shirts to her face. She was on her front, with her legs splayed open, giving me the perfect view of her hand, frozen with her fingers in a rather obvious position.

      She moved first, sliding her legs closed as she turned away. I jolted into action as I rushed in. Sint made a series of rapid chirps as she froze in place. Gul made a noise behind me, but I paid her no mind as I crawled up onto the bed, while undoing my ties. As Sint turned to watch me, she spotted the motion and her eyes went wide.

      “Good.”

      “Good,” I nodded in agreement.

      “Good,” she said again, opening her legs.

      Taking my cock in hand, I steered it towards her entrance. She was drooling into the bedding and I had to wonder if half the reason she was doing this, was in the hope she would be caught. There would be no hiding the wet patch later on. But that was neither here, nor now as I felt her shudder beneath me as she stretched to accommodate my girth.

      I worried when we did this. But she never responded in a way that told me it was unpleasant. And with how wet and obviously eager she was, I was able to slide all the way in on the first push. I rested for a moment, while Sint whimpered beneath me. She took a few deep breaths and shifted her hips, before I heard a word escape those lips of hers.

      “Good.”

      Dragging my length free, I reversed and pushed back inside. Sint responded with a loud whimper. I smiled and repeated the action. Her body massaged my length, and I growled to let her know how I felt. The tone of my voice must have meant something, as she shuddered and I felt her clench.

      I slowed and pulled her tightly against my chest, before leaning down to whisper in her ear.

      “Is good the only word you can say?”

      Sint groaned softly and gave me an annoyed look. “No.”

      I was about to apologise, when she cleared her throat. The action was out of character and I paused. She licked her lips and gave me a smile.

      “Breed me.”

      I blinked slowly and let out a small sigh. “Do you know what that means?” I asked, not because I was questioning it. But because I wanted to make sure she actually knew what was going on. Was she simply parroting something she heard one of my wives say, or was she literally asking to have my child?

      Sint shifted, and I let up so she could roll over. It was impressive that she managed it, while keeping my cock buried inside herself. Her petite form was exacerbated by my large frame suspended above her. But her nipples stood out on her small breasts and her legs came up to caress my sides as she reached down between us.

      “Good,” She mumbled slowly, as she felt around the base of my cock. “Good, good,” she said, stroking a line from there, up to a point below her bellybutton. “Breed me,” she chirped. “Breed Sint.”

      I heard a small moan and turned my head. Gul was twitching as her eyes rolled. She was laid out on the grass beside us with her hand in the front of her armour. I didn’t need two guesses to realise exactly what was going on. So instead, I turned my attention back to Sint.

      “Do you know what you need to do?”

      Sint nodded and gave a delighted smile.

      I sighed and leaned down to kiss her. As I did, I drove my hips forward, making her chirp in delight. But I wasn’t anywhere near done yet. Taking her by the shoulder and hip, I saw her eyes go wide, before I sat back up. Holding her suspended in front of me, she opened her mouth and said one word.

      “Good!”

      And like my dear Ita back at home, she was the perfect little toy for me. Driving my hips forward as I bounced her in my arms, Sint chirped in shock and pleasure as I used her. She clung to my arms as her head rolled and her free leg kicked sporadically to one side. I loved the sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her body and I snarled, making her chirp excitedly as she started to orgasm.

      “BREED!” Sint cried loudly.

      I grinned, thinking of Lyrei in the other tent, listening on.

      “Mommy to your own little goblin horde,” I snarled.

      “Frelser!” I heard a shout.

      I snarled, not wanting to be interrupted right now and increased my pace. Sint screeched, but her fingers only gripped tighter as I used her for my pleasure. I heard my name shouted once more, but I was at my end. Whatever it was, could wait as I drove myself to the base. Pressing my cock deep into my goblin, she heaved lungfuls of air as I filled her from within. Her whole body trembled as she writhed in my grip, but her body didn’t light up. She kept a hold of herself, even as she throbbed around me in sheer bliss.

      “Shit!”

      I sighed and turned my head to see Pet staring at the two of us. “Something wrong?”

      Pet paused, “Did you mean to get her pregnant?”

      I nodded slowly, and Pet made a small noise. I rolled my eyes and gave her a look. “What?”

      “Well, from what I can tell, she’s going to have a large litter.”

      I let that gloss over me for a moment. All my wives but Hari were inhuman. Whatever words they wanted to use to describe the situation didn’t bother me. For now, I caught Sint’s eyes as she smiled.

      “Good,” she chirped. “Breed?”

      “Is that a question?” I chuckled.

      “Breed,” she repeated.

      “Fine,” I chuckled and rolled over onto my back. Gul was suspiciously off to one side not looking at the two of us, while Pet looked concerned. “But you need to get off, so I can fill up my Pet. She needs the boost.”

      Sint frowned softly, “Not good.”
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        * * *

      

      I admired the group before me. One fetz, a man I hadn’t met, an elf from Elfin Vakt, Colum’s representative, who was standing aside, looking nervous. And a band or orcs. Each of them wore heavy armour and had assured Marala that they could ride a horse. There was a brief talk about not bringing them. But there was no justification with the carriage, and I couldn’t leave that behind, without leaving Sint. And without Sint, I was likely to end up with a band of Drarskk, on top of the four I already had with me.

      Sassarna, Tetsara, Tassa and Ashara were the main scouts for the trip. They worked in rotation. One scouting far ahead looking for trouble. Another closer in looking for a safe path for us to travel. It looked like Tassa was the one directly above, while Sassarna was currently resting on my shoulder. I was outside the carriage steering, while the forces continued moving. The orcs were both ahead and behind and we were rather confident that we would spot danger before it spotted us.

      We had left the roads hours ago, and I had taken over driving as my wives and Gul remained inside the carriage and out of the sun.

      “Thank you for bringing me along,” The fetz nodded.

      I gave him a look and smiled. “You’re welcome. What should I call you?”

      “Trenty, my King. And when I get home, I may have enough prestige to find a wife.”

      I smiled softly and gave a small nod. “Got one lined up?”

      His face mottled, signifying a blush. I chuckled and let it slide. He didn’t need to tell me, and I would not push, even if I was king.

      “She said she’d wait for me,” he nodded after a few moments. “Part of me hopes this goes well. But I would rather be at home with her.”

      “Wouldn’t we all,” I agreed as I steered the carriage around a large boulder. “Would give this all up in a heartbeat to go home and spend time with my wives.”

      Trenty shuffled uncomfortably, and I looked over. He squirmed, but steeled his nerve. “I beg your pardon, my King. But if you gave up now, it would be pretty bad for the rest of us.”

      I nodded. “You mean, with the slavery? The way you’re treated by humans and elfs, you mean?”

      “Yeah,” Trenty sighed. “I’m sorry-”

      “Don’t apologise,” I patted his shoulder. “You’re right. I’m a king, I have a bigger responsibility than to my own interests.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Don’t get me wrong. My wives will come first if push came to shove. But I get a kick out of helping people.”

      “What about eating people?” He flinched as soon as he said it, but I laughed.

      “That in itself is… strange. Usually, I’m so mad, I barely remember much of it afterwards. I’ve eaten a few people, but I usually do it to send a message. Not because it’s something I enjoy doing.”

      “You don’t enjoy it?”

      “Ha!” I burst. “No, Trenty. I very much enjoyed eating the people I have. Each of them were bastards who deserved the worst treatment I could think of. So biting chunks of flesh from their bones while they lived was just my way of showing them exactly how far they had fallen before they died.”

      Trenty nodded slowly. “You’re a terrifying man, my King.”

      I shrugged. “Only to those who threaten my wives.”

      “Point taken,” he chuckled.

      We had been on the road for several days now. We passed by Hjem as we did. I saw the town off in the distance and sent a runner to let them know what was happening. They in turn, would send word to Eila, letting her know what my plan was. Even if she disapproved, it would be too late to stop me. I just hoped nothing terrible happened while I was away.

      Should I come back, and something has happened to my loved ones, burning the continent is still a viable option. Burn it all, salt it all, destroy it all and sift through the ashes for the remains of those responsible, and burn it all again.

      “Are those unicorns?”

      I blinked and looked in the direction Trenty was. Sure enough, in the distance, I could make out the white horses. They were moving in the same direction as us, but they were a ways off. The herd looked as large as the one Mareridt came from, and I slapped the top of the carriage.

      The door opened, and I spotted Mareridt leaning out. I pointed into the distance and she turned her head before beaming. She leaped from the moving vehicle, shifting into her nightmare form and let out a booming whinny. I grinned watching her kick up onto her rear legs and like a flock of birds, I watched the herd of unicorns change course to intercept.

      “Give them my best!” I called as Mareridt kicked off the ground and started to run.

      She was a magnificent creature, and I knew it from experience. Beautiful, proud and strong, but I knew she missed her family. The herd was always welcome, and I made sure to check in with a message from Hjem if they had been sighted. They stayed within the bounds of my lands after I made it clear that harming them was a death sentence.

      I watched for a while, before turning my attention back to the route we were taking. There were several large boulders to navigate around. I could make it past the first two, but I had to cut too sharp a turn to miss a third and ended up steering right over it. I worried as one horse slipped on the edge, but they caught themselves and the rock passed beneath us without striking the axles. So I called it a win. At least until I heard a sharp-

      “Ouch!”

      There was a thump, and the carriage lurched, before I heard another yelp of pain. Pulling the reins, the carriage halted, and I leaped off to see what happened as Gul stepped out to join me. I waved for her to lower her guard though, as I recognised the familiar face now glaring at me from the grass. She had a scrape along her ribs, but she was clutching the end of her tail, where there was a painful-looking indentation.

      “I was wondering how you found me,” I sighed.

      She hissed angrily and reared up on her tail. But I saw the moment the part with the mark on it touched the ground, she flinched. With a sigh, I stepped closer as she reared up to bite me. Gul saw me wave her off once again as I roughly grabbed the lamia around the waist. She squawked as I lifted her from the ground and dumped her to one side.

      “Pet?!”

      The carriage burst open as I examined the wound. There was something broken in there.

      “Oh, wow, that is…”

      “Pet, I need you to do some healing.”

      “Yes, Master.”

      I blinked, before shaking off her instructions. She ran over and squatted down to look, before her eyes started glowing. With Pet getting to work, I turned to the lamia, who shrunk back slightly.

      With a sigh, I stood up and made my way over to her top half, before crouching down in front of her.

      “What do I call you?”

      “I’m not your wife!” She hissed.

      I grunted, before grabbing her chin with one of my massive hands. Pulling her close, I kissed her, as she bit my lip. I felt the burn as her venom pushed through me. But other than the heat and a couple of twitches, I could ignore it. It was almost like the more she bit me, the less effect it took on me. And with the realisation, her bite, turned into a soft kiss. Only for her to realise and violently pull away.

      “Hey!” Pet snapped.

      This time, when I grabbed her, I growled, and she froze in place. “Don’t move!”

      “I’m not one of yours!” She snapped back.

      “Then stop biting me!”

      “Then die!” She snapped back.

      I blinked, before she let out a sob. The woman was something else, for sure. And I pulled her top half into a hug. I was careful to leave her tail where it was, and I was happy for the moment as she clung to my side. Of all the creatures I had seen, she was the strangest. And I included Eterisk in that. Eterisk was odd, but she was odd because of what she was. Otherwise she was just a woman with an important job, her motivations were entirely explainable. The drarskk were also pretty simple in the grand scheme of things. Find a mate, and try to kill them. If you can’t, you fuck.

      By comparison, elfs, orc and the rest were all too simple to bother explaining. But here, with this damned lamia, I had zero idea what to do. I knew about lamia. I’d read about them. Big, strong with venom and an aggressive streak in particular around their children. Which I felt was fair enough. But this whole, biting, begging for me to die, and now the crying and the hugging. It was like she hated me one moment, and loved me the next. I held her softly until I heard Pet shift.

      “I’ll need to do more.”

      I turned my head and saw the way she was looking around. I groaned and looked at the distraught lamia in my arms. “Do you think you can move?”

      I saw the way she flinched and nodded her head. But I knew she was putting on a facade. Sure, she could probably manage, but it was far more likely she’d be in a lot of pain to do it. Instead, I stood, lifting her torso with me and moved down her body. Scooping her tail into my arms, I cradled the injured section in her lap, while I left the rest to drag. She was by far, the heaviest woman I had every tried to lift, but I managed it as I carried her to the carriage.

      “Get the door.”

      “What are you doing?” the lamia complained.

      “What I want,” I grunted as I stepped sideways through the door that Pet pulled open.

      Sint closed the lid to the chest, as I placed the lamia on the seat above it. She shifted, looking uncomfortable, but I gave her a pointed glare.

      “You will stay until you are healed enough for travel. Then you can either tag along, or go home to your daughter.”

      The lamia nodded slowly, before lunging. I expected a bite, but she surprised me with a kiss, before pulling away. She sat there for a few moments frowning before she let out a sigh.

      “Ophiishis.”

      I nodded. “I might call you Ophie.”

      She flinched, and I wondered if I had just said something to upset her. But she turned away before I could ask. And sensing she wasn’t willing to talk about it, I stepped out, letting Gul and Pet back in. It was a little awkward with the coils of her tail, but I got enough of her in that she could pull the rest without straining her injury. And after closing the door, I stepped up to the driver’s seat for the carriage and caught a look from Trenty.

      “Don’t ask,” I sighed.

      “Not my place, my King,” he nodded.

      I rolled my eyes.
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      I could see the smoke from their cook fires in the distance. But we wouldn’t have arrived before morning. So for now, we were camped on the edge of a cliff. It wasn’t particularly high, but it was enough to give us a good defensive side. I didn’t think there was much chance of being attacked though. As the sun crept closer to the horizon, Sassarna had returned with the others. They were confident there were no immediate threats in the area. Though they had noted another male Drarskk in the area.

      I felt immediately gratified that I had brought Sint along with me. Because if there were more drarskk this far into the wastes, then they would likely only become more common. I still hadn’t found the link between the goblin and the drarskk. But if I had to guess, it was scent related. Either way, whatever kept me from being a drarskk magnet, wasn’t something I was going to complain about. Which meant that now Sint was pregnant, this needed to be my last campaign, unless I wanted to drag around some other goblin.

      “She really takes that seriously,” Trenty said, coming towards me.

      I turned and admired Gul. After helping set up the tent we would all sleep in, she was now in front of the fire going through a range of motions. She was in full armour, wielding one of her people’s massive cleavers. I had seen her use a shield, but I hadn’t seen her pack it before we left. Which made sense if her people usually fought without them.

      Beyond her, coiled around herself in the firelight, was Ophiishis. The lamia stared into the flames, lost in thought. Pet had spent a lot of time healing her, but I still saw the twinge of discomfort as she moved about. The weight of the wagon rolling over her tail did far more damage than I originally thought.

      With the downsize, Mareridt had moved Marala into the tent with the rest of us. Marala was the one poking the deer that would be our evening meal, while Sint, Mareridt and Pet were inside getting the bedding ready. The rest of the figures moving about were my honour guard. Colum’s man, a human watched on. He had started to warm up to the rest of the forces here. And it was clearly written on his face that he was second guessing a lot of things had had learned over the years.

      Most humans only interacted with orcs during conflict. So sitting in a camp while they laughed and jostled like any human did, was probably eye opening. Trenty, being the only fetz had acted as a go-between for the man. And I had seen them speaking occasionally since we had left Colum’s camp. Not that the man was comfortable with the fetz at first. But when Trenty kept showing up with food and discussing tactics, they had broken into a kind of friendship. It gave me hope that the rest of the world could be brought into a similar kind of peace.

      Conflict would always exist. Where people differed, there would be problems. Even in places like Hjem, there were always problems. But outright hatred of other races, slavery, genocides and all the other horrible things that happened in this world. Maybe, just maybe, one day I could end most of it. While I had no interest in ruling anyone, if ruling would keep my children safe, I was absolutely going to do it. My wives were my world and I would burn this entire continent before I let them come to harm once more.

      Even Gul…

      “Even Gul,” I sighed to myself.

      “Hmm?” Trenty turned his head. “You say something?”

      “Y’know, for someone who once demanded I take responsibility for my kingdom, you don’t show a lot of respect.”

      Trenty shrugged. “I respect you plenty. But the only ass I’m going to kiss has a cute, furry tail.”

      I couldn’t help but burst into laughter. The sound attracted some attention, but I ignored them all as I caught my breath. Trenty grinned along with me, amused by my amusement. When I calmed, Trenty blew me a kiss, and I had to walk away to keep my composure. Heading towards Gul, I could see her distraction as I approached. She was ever watchful over me, and this was no different.

      She slowed as I came closer, but Marala distracted me clearing her throat. “It’s ready!”

      I smiled and changed directions. But I paused and looked at Gul for a moment. “After dinner, I want to duel.”

      She nodded slowly, before lowering her weapon. I could see the indecision in her eyes. Her injury was a thing of the past. But apart from the few times she stood at my side, we had never gauged each other’s level of skill. Under orc customs, she would have been defeated by Grin-Da. And when I beat him, that placed me at the top. And since I never treated her as a wife, this had caused her no end of drama, that only ended when Chit beat her in a fight.

      For now, I left her to her thoughts and headed to Marala. She saw me coming and was already sawing off an entire leg for me. I arrived as it began to tip and she grabbed it. I saw her losing the fight though. Holding the knife in one hand, and the leg in the other, it would swing and she was going to either drop something or injure herself. So I reached out and took her hand, stabilising the meat as she continued to cut.

      “Thank you,” she whispered.

      I leaned down and kissed the side of her head as she blushed furiously. And with my meal in hand I stood back while she continued to carve up the meat. We had rations that we brought along. But the drarskk preferred fresh kills and had taken it upon themselves to bring us what they could find. Even now, I watched as Sassarna approached, ignoring the surrounding orcs to snag the next helping. Tetsara swooped overhead as she made her way over. The orcs stood back, letting the drarskk have their way. It was easier to accept since the drarskk were the ones to bring the meal back. That, and one of them wore a dented helmet from the last time they tried to complain about it.

      I chuckled as I ate. Tearing off chunks of meat with my teeth. It was a simple meal. Not unlike how I used to eat back when I was the gatekeeper. Fresh meat, a bit of salt and a few fragrant herbs from the local area. Marala was a better cook than I was, but it still brought back memories of simpler times. Simple, but lonely. My life is filled with so many faces now. So many of them, friendly. So many of them, lovely.

      I watched as Pet and Mareridt exited the tent and collected their meals from the elf. I saw how Marala cut an extra helping for Sint, that Pet took back inside. For a moment, I thought about following after her. Sint would appreciate the company after being in her box all day. Even inside the carriage, it was her preferred method of travel. Even opening the door to see outside made her scamper for cover unless I was directly present.

      But I felt something brush my shoulders and paused. Not because the action was harmful. But because I was wearing my armour. And I shouldn’t have felt anything brush me at all.

      “You’re causing me problems,” Eterisk said.

      I nodded slowly and turned around to face her. She was chewing her lip, with her arms crossed. “You should visit Chit. She misses you.”

      Eterisk rolled her eyes. “She shouldn’t even know I exist. And neither should you.”

      I shrugged and gave her a smile. “So why are you here then?”

      Eterisk sighed. “Because you’re causing problems. You’ve cost me three souls now.” I blinked slowly, and she swallowed. “I am what I am, Frelser. Like it or not, I have a job to do.”

      “I…” I sighed. “I don’t even know what to say. It’s selfish of me to demand you spare my loved one’s while others die. But I’m not going to tell you I’m sorry.”

      “No,” she shook her head. “And we’re likely going to be butting heads going forward as well. Which is why I’m here.”

      I frowned, “What do you mean, going forward?”

      Eterisk shuffled. “I can’t talk about it. Just… I’m going to be here. And when I show up at the battlefield, I need you to please cooperate with me.” I thought about my wives I had with me, and Eterisk must have seen the look on my face. “I’ll do what I can, but… I need to do my job.”

      I nodded slowly, and she took half a step back. That made me think about why this was happening to begin with. “What are you?”

      Eterisk fumbled for a few moments before letting out a sigh. “I’m a banshee.”

      I looked her over. Red eyes contrasted with white hair and skin. There was little I had read about them in the past. They were known, but not described in most works. They were notoriously hard to detect, because most people couldn’t see them. The stories about their screams were mostly nonsense as well. Even Eila could perform a sonic attack if she wished. The only question now, was what she was doing, and who was in charge of it. Because if I really thought about it…

      “You’re scared of me, aren’t you?”

      Eterisk paused for a moment, before slowly nodding. “Yes. We are.”

      “We,” I nodded. “So it’s not just you.”

      “No,” Eterisk shook her head. “But, here, now, it is. And they have asked me to follow you specifically.”

      “My… Ability to negate magic,” I wondered aloud.

      “Frelser please?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t want to hurt you. Chit would never forgive me,” I sighed. “But I’m right, aren’t I? I’m a threat to you, or at least your kind. So they sent you to deal with me, since I might not be so nice to the others?”

      “Y’know, for a guy who hates politics, you’re annoyingly good at working this out.”

      I chuckled, “I’m not dealing with a potential lover. I’m just putting dots together about killing things.”

      Eterisk, if anything grew a shade paler, before clearing her throat. “Yes, well… Now that you’ve come to that realisation. Can I ask that you give me a chance? I might not be a threat to you. But I can’t make guarantees about how the others will react.”

      I heard the uncertainty in her words. It wasn’t a threat. More of a warning. But I felt my anger rise at the implication. Banshees were dangerous in their own way. And I wasn’t everywhere at once.

      “I don’t know who you report to,” I started slowly. “But tell them that if they come for mine. I will come for them.”

      “Frelser, you can’t-”

      “I can,” I disagreed. “I was born in a lab. Tortured, twisted and turned into a monster for Henry The Just’s amusement. I don’t owe anybody anything.”

      “Please?”

      I blinked at the word. Part of me wanted to laugh. Part of me wanted to curse, but… She turned her head, and I spotted movement from one side. Turning to face the intruder, another figure came forward. She looked far older than Eterisk. But she had those same characteristics. The ghostly white skin, hair and blood-red eyes.

      “One chance,” she said.

      I narrowed my eyes, “One chance for what?”

      “They die. We give them one chance for your succubus pets to heal their wounds. They have your longevity, so they won’t die of age like any mortal being would.”

      I blinked slowly, “What-”

      “I simply cannot offer more than that,” she cut me off. “Souls moving from one plane to the next is a fundamental part of how the universe works. Halting that progress causes tears in the fabric of reality itself. Those tears will heal over time given the opportunity.”

      “Why should I care about the universe?” I growled.

      “Because you live in it,” the banshee shrugged. “I’m giving you a choice here. Take my offer, or don’t. Bringing back your wives more than once, will cause problems. Killing us, will cause those same problems, but much faster. The passage of the universe must continue, whether or not you like it, and arguing the fact will make us ‘not.’”

      “What about Chit?”

      The banshee let out a small sigh. “The deal comes into effect from now, if you’ll take it and not cause me any more problems.”

      “What do you get out of this, anyway?” I asked. “What do you get for shepherding souls to the next life?”

      “Similar motivations to why you eat, sleep and fuck your wives,” she replied in monotone.

      I realised I’d prodded a sore topic, and stepped back with a nod. “Alright. I’m not happy about the deal. But-”

      “I’m not giving you a choice,” she huffed. “You’ll take it or you won’t. We both know what happens if you won’t.”

      I frowned, but the woman vanished from my sight as Eterisk held up her hands. “She means well.”

      “I wasn’t kidding, y’know,” I shook my head. “I’d burn it all and salt the remains for the women I love.”

      “I can’t stop things from happening,” Eterisk mumbled nervously.

      I sighed and gave her a nod. “That’s fair. But… Between you and me.”

      “I can keep an eye on some things, yes,” she agreed. “Just don’t ask for miracles. I can’t follow you here and back at Elfin Vakt.”

      I would have responded, but when I looked up, she was gone too. I had to wonder what their powers actually were. She walked clean through the copper tub back at Hjem. It took a magical ward to contain her in Kunnskap. But I was able to grip her by the throat. It seemed odd the limitations for her and my own power. Did they perhaps have some kind of predator that hunted them, that was now a part of me? Or was it simply the magic negation I enjoyed? Without Henry’s notes, it’s impossible to know exactly what he did. And I had been assured already those notes were long gone.

      “Husband?”

      I turned my head and spotted Mareridt approaching. “Wife,” I grinned.

      She smiled tightly, before tilting her head. “Are… You okay?”

      “Fine,” I sighed. “Just had a chat with Eterisk.”

      “I see,” the nightmare nodded. “Is-”

      “Yup,” I turned and gestured to follow back to the camp. “Everything is as fine as it’s ever going to be.”

      I didn’t particularly want to talk to them about what we had discussed. The last thing I wanted was someone sacrificing themselves for some hairbrained scheme. I wanted their second chances to be emergency use only. Mareridt picked up on my mood and dropped the subject as she strode along beside me. And when she saw I was heading towards Gul, I heard a soft snort, before she pulled back.

      “About time.”

      “You want this?”

      Mareridt shrugged. “Want isn’t a part of it. When Chit beat her, she became one of us. We all agree.”

      This time I snorted as I gripped the hilt of my sword. Gul saw it and dropped her plate. Rolling across the ground, she scooped up her cleaver, ignoring her helmet still on the ground. Rising to her feet, I could see the shock and confusion in her eyes.

      “My King?”

      I ignored her and swung. Not at full power. I just wanted to get a response out of her. She was an orc. Not the half orc that Chit was. But a full-blooded orc. Full of their rage, skill and ability. And like Grin-Da, she had far more ability than the humans ever gave her kind credit for.

      Dodging back, she raised her cleaver and levelled her glare at me. I didn’t give her a moment to think, stepping forward into a lunge. I would have skewered her, but she slipped to one side and raised her weapon. Pulling back, I avoided the blow that would have taken my wrist, only to leap back as she turned it into a savage uppercut.

      “Good,” I growled. “Not some weak little orc then.”

      My words clearly angered her, as she bared her teeth with a snarl. “I fought for you already!”

      “Yes,” I nodded. “You did.”

      Stepping wasn’t something she expected. The length of my sword made close quarters a poor choice. But with my strength and added mass, it made me a perfect brawler. Throwing a punch, I hit Gul in the stomach. The armour took the blow, but it still lifted her off her feet. She slammed into the ground with a pained grunt. Raising my boot, I brought it down on the back of her head. True to her worth, Gul rolled to one side, before charging off the ground.

      I wasn’t expecting the sweep, and her cleaver hit me in the leg. Then, as her shoulder slammed into my hip, it was my turn to fall in a heap. I caught a quick glimpse of the surrounding troops. They stared, wide eyed and unsure of what to do. But a sharp blow to the side of my head set my attention back to Gul, who was rearing back with a second punch.

      Rolling sharply, I ignored her cry as she crashed into the ground. Hauling myself over the top of her, I took her by the ankle and spun. I put little power into it. But I made sure she flew a good few metres before she tumbled onto the ground.

      “Is that all you have?” I called.

      Gul let out a pained snarl, before getting to her knees. She turned her head and I could see a small line of blood on the side of her head from where she’d hit a rock.

      “Take the armour off, King. And I’ll show you what I can really do!”

      I grinned and gave her a nod. An orc stepped up to unstrap her, while Mareridt did the same for me. By now, all of my wives had practised, and I was impressed she only took a moment longer than the orc did, before I was shrugging off my shirt. Gul mimicked my level of dress. We had our greaves on, with just a wrap around her chest, while I remained shirtless.

      “AHHHH!”

      I blinked as she sprinted right for me. Raising my fists, I crouched down as she suddenly sidestepped. I turned to follow her. But she was wily and spun back the other way before leaping towards me. Her fist connected with the top of my head. And if I were human, it would have probably knocked me to the ground. Instead, stunned, I stepped back, as a second blow hit me in the chin.

      Spinning to regain my bearings, I heard her coming. All at once, I realised that while she was an accomplished fighter. She probably won most of her bouts without being armed. That’s why she never brought up weapons when challenging Chit.

      Whirling around, I caught her across the middle, knocking her flat onto the ground. But she rolled with the impact and scrambled to her feet, spitting out a mouthful of dirt. I grinned seeing how angry she was, and it only served to make her more so. Which to my chagrin, was probably a mistake. She burst into action once again. She knew full well that while I had more reach, I was slower and it showed.

      Throwing out a straight punch, I aimed to throw her off. But she ducked under, driving her fist into the side of my ribs in the process. I grunted at the impact, bringing my fist down to swat her, but she avoided it and aimed for my chin. I threw my head back as her fist flew past my face and caught her with my off-hand, sending her to the ground once more.

      “What is this?” She spat, hauling herself upright once more.

      I tilted my head and looked at her. “Isn’t this how it’s supposed to work? We fight, one of us loses and takes home the winner?”

      “What?” Gul choked while a few grumbles of confusion rang out. “You’re supposed to fight my father!”

      “... Oh…” That… Actually, it sounded pretty familiar now that I thought about it. I just remembered Grah and Marge having it out until first blood. 

      “Is that what this is?!”

      “Ah… Would you be mad if I said yes?”

      Gul’s eye literally twitched, before she let out a terrible scream. Lunging towards me, I caught her around the middle and pulled her off her feet.

      “PUT ME DOWN YOU INGLORIOUS BASTARD!”

      With no recourse, I did just that. Dropping Gul onto her front, I pinned her there while I changed my grip. Hauling her off the ground, she kicked and screamed madly, but helplessly while I carried her like a sack of potatoes. The orcs chuckled as she thrashed about in my arms.

      I hauled her into my tent, Sint was watching on with a frown as I tossed Gul onto the bed. She scrambled to her feet with a strange glint in her eye. This time as she lunged, I caught her in my arms as she grabbed me by the face and kissed me. Her legs came up around my waist, before her fist slammed into the side of my ribs. With a snarl, I grabbed her under the chin and shoved her back on the bed.

      “Make me wait!” She snarled. “Do it! Get it over with!”

      With her words, I felt that sudden pulse of uncertainty. Was this really what she wanted? Or was this just her culture getting in the way? Sure, she’d been around, and I had watched her masturbate while I slept with Sint that time. But-

      “Please?”

      I blinked and looked down at her.

      “Please? I’ve waited so long.”

      Releasing her neck, she reached out towards me. This time her touch was soft, and I leaned down to kiss her. I took in her scent as she moaned softly. She faintly reminded me of Chit, but she was definitely her own woman. She pulled away, before hissing.

      “Get undressed.”

      I grinned and sat up, before starting on my greaves as she did the same. I spotted Sint as she crawled into her chest, but she smiled as she did so. Pulling off my armour, I removed my pants as Gul flopped onto the bed, kicking hers off as well. Taking them in hand, I pulled them away, before pausing. Her chest was still strapped, and I growled as I took the bandage in my hands. Ripping the fabric off her, she gasped and shuddered below me.

      I let my cock slap against her stomach and she trembled. I watched her eyes as she tried not to look down, but I saw the way she became nervous.

      “You’re going to kill me with that thing,” She shuddered.

      “Pssht,” I smirked back. “Sint can take it. You going to be shown up by a goblin?”

      To emphasise my point, Sint chirped from the chest, making us both laugh. Before Gul became serious once more. She smiled nervously, as she lifted her legs and rested her knees on my sides. With a nod, I adjusted and set my cock to her entrance. Unlike Chit, Gul was an actual shade of green. And between her legs it was almost like the leaves on a tree. Her public hair was natural, but sparse and I could see it matted together with her lubrication.

      “Do it.”

      I nodded and leaned forward. Pushing just the tip into her, I felt her tunnel being forced open as her lip quivered. I watched her expression and knew she was more like Chit than they both realised. Both were warriors, and while Chit was softer around the edges. They both had the same tough interior.

      Leaning in, I kissed her as I rocked my hips. I ignored her whimpers as I slowly drove myself into her. Just as she continued to grip me with her legs, refusing to let me back out again. Until finally, I felt our flesh meet and Gul let out a pained groan.

      “Are you okay?”

      Gul nodded, before letting out a shuddering sob.

      “Kiss me?”

      I smiled and leaned in. Our lips met, and I felt the way she moved beneath me. Harsh and demanding like any orc, but soft and sweet in the middle. She moaned into my kiss as I loved her gently. We rocked together, only allowing the smallest movements. I had truly filled her to capacity, so forcing myself in without at least a little practice, would only injure her.

      It wasn’t long, before her soft moans became whimpers. I thought about trying to endure, but she was already at her limit. I could tell. There was a lot of pleasure in her expression. But there was pain as well. Reaching down between us, I rubbed my fingers over her clit, sending spikes of pleasure through her body. Her breath hitched as I felt her throb around me.

      “Are you ready?”

      Gul locked her eyes on mine, before she nodded quickly.

      I smiled and rocked my hips. She felt pain, but with my attention on her clit. It was merely a distraction until I found my own end. I was still pent up from our fight and felt it coming. I thought about warning her what would happen. But she had seen it often enough.

      With a grunt, I fired my first rope of seed deep inside her, as her eyes lit up and her body went rigid. I held her close as I came. From the way her tunnel spasmed around me, I knew she was as well. Until finally, when I was spent, she collapsed on the bed, staring at the ceiling with a blank expression.

      “Great!” Pet chirped.

      I looked over my shoulder and frowned.

      “Don’t give me that,” she moved up and laid down beside my orc. “I know you’re not entirely satisfied with that. And it’s been an age since you’ve given me a good stretch out.”

      “We require attention as well,” Sassarna grouched from a spot on the floor as the flock hopped inside with their odd, birdlike gait.

      I sighed. Mareridt was right. Only a man with a harem could have this kind of problem.
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      A horn blew as I rode Mareridt towards the camp. And that was an accurate term. Calling it a town was… inappropriate. It was no wonder the orcs back at Elfin Vakt were so grateful to settle down. The simple wooden shacks they put together in the meantime were miles beyond anything I could see here. Tents, made of animal skins. Some, were well-made large structures. Others were hobnailed bits tied together with strips of torn fabric. They didn’t even have a defensive perimeter. But one and all were muscular and strong. The males with more impressive armour and weapons had a woman or two hanging around. Some of those women were armed as well.

      But none of that mattered right now. I wasn’t interested in fighting all of them. Just the one in charge. So that I could take command. Gul sat in front of me, perched upon my lap where the orcs could see her. I wasn’t dressed like one of them. But she certainly was. And I could see a level of surprise in the faces of those closest.

      Mareridt pulled to a stop at the edge of the camp and I slipped off her back before offering my hand to Gul. She looked at it with a strange smile, before accepting. I helped her to the ground, where she straightened her breastplate and checked her weapon. Mareridt pawed the ground, but remained in her familiar quadrupedal form. I had the feeling that she enjoyed being a humanoid around me. But, she preferred her original shape when she didn’t need to interact with anyone.

      Several orcs approached, muttering in a guttural language I didn’t understand. One even made a small motion towards Mareridt. She turned to regard the orc as he bowed slowly. I knew they were warlike. And I also knew that had strange customs and beliefs. Chit’s grave was still something burned into my memory. The blood, slaughter and honour led to a grave covered in beautiful flowers. And here they were acting respectfully to some random unicorn.

      I hadn’t noticed the others back home doing it either. And I had to wonder if that mean this was a local custom. Or if they simply refrained, knowing that she was my wife. In any case, one broke off and approached. He made a few growls, that Gul reacted to, before the orc nodded and turned his attention to me.

      “What is your purpose here?”

      “I need an army,” I responded.

      “And who are you to request our aid?” He growled.

      I frowned and tilted my head. “King Frelser. And I’m not here to request anything. Just fetch me your war leader so I can fight him already.”

      The orc looked genuinely surprised when I said that. And his eyes drifted towards Gul. “Is she yours?”

      “She is.”

      “A king, with a single wife,” the orc snorted.

      I frowned. “I have many wives. Most are at home giving birth.”

      That sent a few murmurs through the gathered crowd. It also seemed like an appropriate response as the orc nodded slowly to himself. And he paused as a shout came from the rear. Looking over the orcs, which on its own, wasn’t an easy feat, even with my added height. I could see a parting in the approaching orcs. And when it reached the front, the oldest orc I had ever seen stepped forward. He had an eyepatch and walked with a tall staff. But strapped to his hip was one of their signature cleavers.

      He regarded me, as I did him, and he nodded slowly. “I heard of you. The troll who loves his mates.”

      I couldn’t help the grin that broke across my face. Obviously some of the orcs I had released had travelled this way. And that was a name I could definitely get used to. Being known as Henry the Just’s creation was grating. And being King Frelser just felt… wrong. But having the love of my women recognised… That was something I could appreciate.

      “I assume that if you are here, you want warriors?”

      “You would assume correctly.”

      “Father,” the original orc I had spoken to growled.

      The two of them devolved into their own guttural language. I hadn’t heard Chit speak it before. And Gul, when she came to us, had only spoken common like the rest of us. I frowned when the old orc drew his blade. But when the younger did as well, I reached for my own. Gul placed a hand on my wrist and stopped me as the two orcs squared off with one another.

      The old orc, despite leaning on a staff, burst into action. He was a natural with his weapon. But the younger orc, his son, moved with similar ease. The two of them clashed, the older orc twisted his blade to deflect his sons, before driving his fist into the younger orcs ribs. The blow only stunned the younger orc for a moment as he leaped back.

      The two glared, before the older orc rushed in once more. The younger waited, before leaping back. In an instant, he spun, taking a wide swing, forcing the older orc to change direction to avoid the heavy blow. And it was his undoing. The staff must have been compensating for an old leg injury. As the moment he twisted, his leg gave out, and he collapsed. The old man grunted as he barely avoided the life ending blow.

      “Surrender,” the younger snarled.

      The old orc hauled himself back to his feet and faced his son. “You know I can’t.”

      “Father please!”

      The old man shook his head and took another stance. “I always knew you’d make me proud.”

      The younger orc froze, before howling in rage. They clashed once more. The younger hacking and slashing. The elder dodging and weaving. With his injury, he couldn’t move as easily as he did. And it was showing. But the first blood went to him. The son mistimed a block, and the elder slipped through, carving into the side of his ribs.

      The wound was hardly fatal, and he stepped back, cupping his side with a grin. “Sloppy.”

      “I taught you better,” the old man nodded in agreement.

      The son made a small bow of respect, before raising his weapon. I could see in his eye that something had changed now. There was no chance they would both walk away from this. Which meant it was going to be up to the winner to fight me afterwards. Likely this confrontation would have happened, eventually. Only now I had provided an excuse to accelerate things. So I watched as the son, ignoring his wounded side, charged into his father.

      The old man staggered back from the impact of the younger man’s shoulder. But it was the swift backhand that made him spin. With the old man distracted, the son whirled around his cleaver, carving a shallow groove down his father’s arm as the elderly orc dived out of the way. When the two stood, it was with a wide smile.

      “Make me proud,” he grunted.

      The son raised his weapon and struck. The old orc raised his cleaver. And as the two blades crashed together, it was obvious the elder, with the injury to his back, simply did not have the strength. His arm wavered, his weapon dropped, and the son carved deep into his chest. The old orc snarled, as he stepped forward, before driving his forehead into his son’s nose. The impact stunned the younger orc, who stumbled back with a snarl of his own.

      But he didn’t strike again. He stood and watched as his father took several long breaths. Before coughing up a mouthful of blood.

      I felt her before I saw her. Eterisk slowly appeared beside me, brushing my arm with the tips of her fingers as she stepped past. The old orc blinked as he registered her appearance. But it didn’t look like any of the others could see her.

      “Any last words?” She asked softly.

      The old orc smiled and looked his son in the eye. “Finish it.”

      The younger orc nodded, before raising his cleaver. But before he could lower it. Eterisk reached out and took the old orc by the hand. It was like a shadowy copy of himself stepped free of his body. And like a puppet with its strings cut, his corpse fell to the ground, while the son lowered his weapon.

      “Fight with honour,” the old orc growled.

      I nodded slowly as Eterisk faded out of vision, taking the soul with her. Which left me alone with the son, who was staring at his father’s corpse.

      “Gul?”

      “Yes, war leader?”

      “Do I have to kill him? Or can I just subdue him and have him lead as my vassal or something?”

      Gul blinked, before looking at the young orc, who was now paying me attention. He was frowning softly while he listened to us talk.

      “What are you offering?” He growled.

      “I’m assuming you have wives?”

      The orc growled and nodded. “Yes.”

      “Then I’m assuming if I kill you, they become my wives, correct?”

      “Yes,” he twisted the grip of his cleaver.

      Shit. “I don’t need more wives. I’d rather just have your army fight for me. Without me being in charge of your people.”

      The orc frowned, “Why would we fight for you?”

      “Trade? Land agreements? Diplomacy?” I grunted. “I’ll be honest. Right now, I am embracing my inner brute. If you want to hash things out with one of my wives, back home, then you’re more than welcome to. I’m just offering a peace agreement and whatever I can do to help secure your position here, if you fight for me.”

      “And if I refuse?”

      “Then I’m going to kill you, and take your army anyway.”

      The orc glanced at Gul, who stood at my side. I could see the gears ticking in his head. Brutish, ritualistic and barbaric they may be. It didn’t make them stupid. They lived in the wastes. They lacked trade and while I couldn’t see the majority of them living in cities drinking wine. I’m sure a few creature comforts or even uncontested land would be a tremendous benefit to them.

      “I won’t bow to you.”

      “Not interested in bowing. Follow orders and respect my wives and we’ll get along fine.”

      “What do you need the army for?”

      When I explained about killing King Phaslo, the orc gaped in astonishment. When I described taking Kunnskap he outright laughed. And when I described the current situation with the humans and the elfs working together, he grew quiet.

      “I’m asking you to help me put them down. They won’t leave my family alone. So I’m carving out a piece of this world. And I’m happy to share it with those who help me.”

      “Chin-Da,” he offered his hand.

      I paused at the name, and he frowned. “Are you related to a Grin-Da?”

      The elf pulled a face and spat. “Grin was my elder brother. He constantly challenged every male in our band until father was forced to make him leave.”

      “I killed him.”

      Chin stared for a moment, before he let out a low chuckle. The surrounding orcs soon joined in and Chin once again offered his hand. I took it this time, and he gripped tightly.

      “I will stand by the man who defeated Grin,” then he turned to Gul and his smile slipped away. “And… You?”

      “Gul-Tra. Wife of King Frelser,” she stood tall at my side.

      The orc nodded, before smiling widely. “It is appropriate to have an orc wife at the head of the family.”

      “He does not,” Gul shook her head. “I am yet to defeat Chit-Sha, and she defers to Queen Eila in most matters.”

      I could see the confusion in the orc’s face and let out a sigh. “I have many wives. My first were a pair of elfs. Phaslo’s daughter, and her lover. But there are many more.”

      Chin nodded slowly, still obviously confused about the exact nature of the situation. But he seemed to accept it as he gestured towards their camp. “Come, we shall feast while we organise a burial.”

      I smiled, “I have a camp nearby. May I retrieve my companions?”

      Chin looked over the three of us, and I noticed Mareridt nod her head a couple times. Chin snorted, “I will give them guest rights.”

      “I’ll go,” Mareridt snorted, before turning around.

      I watched her leave and turned my attention back to the new orc chief.
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      The burial was swift and the speeches short. Chun-Da was a well loved war leader. His people respected him, and despite his eldest son being a bad egg, Chin was just as respected. The orcs took to his leadership without a hitch. Even Gul had informed me the few fights he’d gotten into were more on principle than any malice towards his leadership. The orcs were a well-oiled machine of bloodshed and war, with sprigs of art, culture and deep tradition.

      Which is how I found myself staring at Gul. Admittedly, most of my education on the various races was what I could glean through books. Or by directly interacting with them. But I’d never been to an orc feast. And the only funeral I had attended was for Chit. So this uninhibited celebration was something I wasn’t really expecting. I couldn’t make out the drummers in the darkness outside the reach of the massive fire. But I could feel the beat of the drums pounding through me, even as I stared at my newest wife.

      Mareridt had taken Marala to bed when the revelries had begun. The elf wasn’t confident around so many people. In particular, so many men. Most of those around us were warriors, and only a few of those had wives attending them directly. Pet was to my left, cradling Sint who was comfortable in the succubi’s arms. Ophie was curled around behind us and was currently leaning on my back to watch the show. That show, being a half nude orc, standing amongst a dozen other half nude orcs as they danced to the rhythm of the drums. 

      Half nude, in that they wore only parts of their armour. These women were warrior brides of the orcs in attendance. Bare hands and feet, they stomped, allowing their greaves to jostle and their vambraces to clash. Her breasts swung as she twirled in place, while a torn animal skin tied around her waist had given me enough to know she wore nothing below.

      By the fire were a series of clay pots. I had paid little attention to them as they danced. But I did now, as the orc women turned and collected one each. Gul turned towards me with a nervous smile. But she approached, even as the other women did the same to their own husbands. Gul strode over, bouncing to the beat of the music and dropped to her knees before me. She used her finger to dig out the cork plug in the top of the clay jar and smiled softly.

      “I don’t expect this to work. But it’s part of the ritual.”

      Before I could ask, she tipped the pitcher over her head. Around the fire, I could see each of the women doing the same thing. But I ignored them, as the scent of something powerful washed over me. My nostrils tingled and my heart rate increased. I blinked and suddenly Gul was kissing me. I could hear laughter, but I tuned it out. All I needed was right here. Gul, my wife. My orc. I needed her. I needed to be inside her. I NEEDED IT!

      Shoving her down onto the ground, she yelped, but didn’t look afraid. That was good. I didn’t want her to fear me. I wanted her. I wanted to feel her. I wanted to make her scream. Looming overhead, something powerful wrapped around my body. It pulled me back, and I turned to fight it off, only to come face to face with another beautiful woman. Her face was like a marble statue as she stared at me. Part of me wanted her too, but she wasn’t as enticing as Gul.

      Gul, seeing her chance, scrambled out from under me. I turned to face her as she said something I couldn’t make out. And then I was released. The bands that held me back vanished, and I climbed to my feet as Gul turned and waved for me to follow. Only now, she didn’t just dance, but she ran. Racing off into the distance, she wove between the tents and I was right behind her. I could follow her by scent, even as she dodged and weaved around people, tents and random items.

      She burst out of the campgrounds and I could see her running towards the trees. Over open ground, I was far quicker, and I quickly closed in. She looked over her shoulder and saw me coming, right before my arms closed around her. Hoisting her off her feet, I ignored her squeal as I slowed to a halt before a tree. But with my blood up and my cock hard, I took her under the leg and lifted it over my shoulder.

      If there was any doubt what was supposed to happen next, it vanished as she fished my cock from the front of my pants. Steering me towards herself, I snarled as I pushed deep within. Her body, lubricated from whatever she poured over herself, added no resistance as I stroked my length in and out of her body. Never before did I feel the need to take a woman like I took Gul. She howled as she came, but with one leg dangling below, and one over my shoulder, she could do nothing to escape my onslaught.

      One hand on her hip, the other cupping her shoulder, she leaned on the tree for support as I took her as hard as I could. She screamed again, as I felt a jet of warm liquid pour out from beneath us. But nothing I could do made me feel better. I needed this more than I needed air. I was so hard it hurt and the only thing I could think of was fucking her until it stopped.

      But familiar faces began to appear. One, with light blue hair guided in the rest. She leaned down and lapped at our joining. I could see her smirk while Gul tensed and cried out once more. Her hand snaked up and cupped my length as I thrust my entire length in and out of my orc. She steered me, urging me to take longer, deeper strokes, before she utterly betrayed me. As I withdrew, I felt her hand push slightly, and my cock slipped out.

      I froze, and pulled back to realign with that perfect hole, but she leaned in to get in the way. Growling, I thrust forward, and thankfully found it once more. Closing my eyes, I savoured the delicious feeling of flesh conforming around my cock once more. I felt Gul’s lips on mine and I inhaled her delicious scent. It was all-consuming, and I pounded into her with all my strength. Opening my eyes, I stared at her for a few moments, before the confusion set in.

      Looking down, I could see a beautiful goblin, clawing at the trunk of the tree. My cock wasn’t inside Gul, it was inside someone else. But Gul turned my head to face her and smiled. She reached down and rubbed the goblin’s clit, urging me onwards.

      I lost track of time for the evening. The goblin was my release for a while. Then an elf, being held close by a nightmare. Then I had the nightmare, followed by the blue-haired succubus. When she was done, I started on the lamia, who was extremely vocal, before switching back to Gul once more, hammering her into the tree with all my strength.

      Through the night, the potion, or whatever it was, began to wear off. I napped, before waking up and blacking out. I had flashes of memories of Chin and other orcs. There was more dancing at one stage and after a while, I recognised a pain in my hand, like something stabbed me. But none of it mattered in the early morning light.

      I had Gul in my arms. Her firm body was easy to recognise. I laid on her side as her body writhed in my grip. Her ass pushed back into me, as I thrust slowly forward. Her scent was still strong. It filled my nostrils, but I could think about what I was doing. I now knew how rough I had been with her through the night. So here, now, in the early morning, I made gentle love to her. I held her close, as I pushed into her. I heard a soft, girlish squeak, before her pussy throbbed madly around my length. It was delicious, but I wasn’t quite done yet.

      One of my wives shifted in front, and I had a moment of confusion as a leg appeared in my vision. It raised up and over Gul’s head, as Gul raised her own. As a soft tongue lapped our joining, Gul trembled and whimpered loudly, before leaning forward to return the favour. As a warm hand cupped my balls, I sighed and increased my pace. Gul whimpered and moaned into her sixty-nine and I shuddered as I fought my release.

      Between the mental and physical stimulation, I couldn’t hold back and I erupted within her. She let out a sharp squeal, before her body went tense. The light of her eyes reflected back on the green leg over her shoulder. I ran my hand up her stomach and massaged her breasts, only to frown at a pair of hard rings I felt embedded in the nipples.

      “She’s so beautiful when she comes,” Gul sighed.

      I nodded, before freezing in place. I tweaked her nipple, once again feeling the metal ring. Pulling my cock free, I pulled the orc around to lay flat on her back and stared down at…

      “What’s wrong?” Gul asked as she sat up beside us.

      I looked around the tent. Mareridt and Marala were nowhere to be seen. Sint was inside her chest, with a single leg hanging out like she’d fallen in and passed out. Pet… Pet was staring at me with lust in her eyes with her hands and feet bound in place as she rubbed her thighs together.

      But the orc beside me, trembling as she came back to consciousness, was not one I recognised. Climbing to my feet, I decided I needed to clear my head and reached for my pants. I barely had them on when I stumbled out into the sunlight. It was only a little after sunrise, and the orcs were already packing up their camp. It looked practised, like they all had a specific job they handled. And it made sense if they had to move on a moment’s notice.

      But it was Chin who strode towards me that made me frown. He gave me a stern glare, but didn’t otherwise look hostile, even as he gently punched my arm. He had a large amount of swelling on the side of his face, where one of his tusks had been broken. Which after the night before, seemed odd. At least until I glanced down at my fist, where a tusk sized hole was positioned between my knuckles.

      “I know the effects of the draught are strong, and you had every right,” he grumbled. “But did you have to let the entire camp know what you were doing? I for one, did not need to hear any of that.”

      I blinked slowly and shook my head as I turned to face the tent. Even as I stared, the flap pushed open and Gul stepped out, leading the other orc out into the light. She saw me and shot me a smile, even as she blushed fiercely. I stared at them both as Gul gave me a strange look. But it was Chin that spoke up first.

      “So, little sister. Are you happy with how things turned out?”

      The blushing orc lunged, driving her fist into his gut. Chin dropped to his knees, gasping from being winded by the sudden blow. Before the orc woman turned to me. She regarded me silently for a moment, before nodding her head.

      “I deserved that,” he choked.

      “Yes,” she nodded. “You did. But…” She shuffled over and pressed herself to my side. “If the evening is a taste of the future, I will be very happy, regardless.”

      Chin raised a thumb of approval into the air. Choosing to respond with a gesture, rather than speak through his tortured diaphragm.
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      “My queen, that is the last of them!” Raulum called as he jogged into the hall.

      I nodded slowly as my hand came up to rest on my flattened stomach. It elated me to have given birth beside Ally. With Chit only a day before. Harri and Lonty were coming along nicely. And with their rounded stomachs, I had made the order and sent them away with the children. They argued at first. But with the rest of us standing firm, the last of the wives, unfit for battle, left with the women and children. The hardest part was the sisters, Gana and Asea, with Anna and Nimue the mermaid.

      It took a lot of magic, teams of men and a lot of shouting and crying to get them all back down the stairs and into wagons. I even had one made up to hold water. It would be slow, and vulnerable. But it was the best chance I had to get them out and towards Hjem. At least from there, they had access to the river. Which would let them escape if need be. Because from the size of the army our scouts were reporting, I had little hope they would simply leave.

      “Eila?”

      I turned and saw her. My first love. The wonderfully, beautifully, ferociously dangerous Ally. The woman raised to keep me alive until I was no longer needed. But who instead betrayed those in power, to become my lover. She moved towards me, dressed in her familiar armour. She had gone with Chit, after helping me get into my own.

      “Go on Raulum,” I sighed. Even had we known this was coming, we would still need an army to defend us. Our backwater trade hub wasn’t an empire with a standing army.

      “Thousands,” Raulum grunted. “The scouts can’t get close enough to get accurate numbers. But the army is-”

      “QUEEN EILA!”

      I turned and frowned at the woman who burst into the throne room. I heard a blade being drawn and held out my hand to stop Ally from charging ahead.

      “Aleece, Datchra?” I gasped as they rushed towards me.

      Datchra was being held up by her daughter. They were both splattered with blood and the elder woman looked like she struggled to stand.

      “We barely got out,” Aleece trembled. “I saw them coming and tried to get as many people out as I could.”

      “It’s my fault,” Datchra sighed. “I will surrender to King Frelser if we survive the coming tide.”

      “No, you won’t,” Aleece growled. “Stupid woman. I knew what you were doing, remember?”

      Datchra grit her teeth, while I watched on with concern. “Ally, can you find Ita?”

      “She left with Harri and Lonty this morning,” Ally sighed.

      Eila frowned, before nodding. “I need a healer!”

      Aleece looked relieved as people began to move. Raulum looked ready to take care of things, himself, until three women rushed out. One wore the armour of an archer, the other a hodgepodge of metal plate she’d scraped together from somewhere, while the last wore a set of robes.

      “I’m no healer,” Raulum’s smallest wife declared. “But I can do what I can.”

      “WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!” Raulum screamed.

      The three women turned on him and smirked. “We weren’t leaving you to King Frelser, we’re not leaving you for this army either!”

      He opened his mouth to scream, when the two in armour tackled the elf to the ground. I watched with some amusement as he was trapped between them as they repeatedly kissed and cooed over him. The third, helped Aleece carry her injured mother over to a nearby bench where she got busy patching the wounds. With Datchra being taken care of, Aleece broke away and came straight towards me.

      “We’re going to lose.”

      I blinked, “I know.”

      Aleece bit her lip. “I can’t tell you everything. If I say too much, things can change.”

      I nodded, “Does… Frelser live?”

      She adopted a conflicted expression, “Very few futures lead to his death… But…”

      I felt the tightness in my chest. I understood what she didn’t want to tell me. “What about now?”

      “Our options are limited. But for now, I suggest we hold the fort as long as we can.”

      And there was the crux of the issue. This wasn’t a sprawling castle with multiple levels of defence. This was a border outpost my father had built on the edge of the human lands, now claimed by Frelser.

      “Aleece?”

      “Yes, my queen?”

      “If someone I love dies, because you say nothing. I will end you.”

      Aleece smirked and nodded slowly. “I know, my queen. That is why I came here.”

      I nodded, before deciding I needed to speak with my own scouts. Turning, I strode back across the throne room to the far side. There were the stairs that went straight to the roof. I always went alone. None of us really knew how the drarskk would react. They were wives as well. But they only respect strength. And while I trusted them not to attack the others. This was the nest, and only I had bested Sessa.

      The climb was long, and it offered no distractions. I wished with all my heart that Frelser would return soon. We had word from Hjem when he passed. But he left for the wastes. And the few messages we received from the forest outpost were brief on the details. Part of me wished he were here. But I also knew that the reasons he had for leaving were our best chance for survival. Elfin Vakt was the gate between our lands. It needed to hold. But after that, was just Hjem. There was nothing left after that. Nowhere to run, but into the wastes, or back towards the elfin lands. To capture, slavery, or slow death.

      “Hello auntie.”

      I froze, before spotting her. Hanging from the doorframe like a bat. She was so unlike any other drarskk I had ever met before. She was… Friendly. Some of the drarskk could be friendly, but most had an edge, where it could flip like a coin. But here, now, this tiny, terrifying creature dropped and beat her wings as she collided with my chest.

      “Hello Chessta.”

      “Mummy says we’ll be fighting soon. Are we going to kill lots of humans?”

      I snorted and shook my head, before stopping as she frowned. “You shouldn’t be talking like that.”

      “Why not?” She pouted. “Daddy gets to kill humans!”

      “Daddy is also part troll,” I gently reminded the terrifying creature. She had a confidence about her. A self-control the rest of her kind lacked, which made her oddly approachable. But there was no doubt she would be a formidable drarskk when she grew older.

      “Eila?” Sessa called.

      I smiled and stepped out to see the drarskk perched up on the roof. “Hello sister.”

      She didn’t smile like her daughter did. Instead, she pointed off into the distance. From our vantage point. We could see them. A dark trail leading over the horizon. Aleece had cut things close if the leading edge was here already. Our interactions with Kunnskap were capricious. We hadn’t officially taken the city. But Aleece and Datchra were, at least theoretically, loyal to us. It became quickly apparent that Datchra was feeding information to the humans. They had some form of council, with a series of Dukes and Duchesses that ruled over various provinces. Kunnskap was one of the smaller, less important territorial seats.

      And I knew all this, because Aleece kept me informed. Of course, with her abilities, it could all be a ruse. There was always that possibility. But with Datchra injured and Aleece bringing her here. Well, I had hope that those fears were unfounded.

      I strode over to the edge of the keep and looked down below. The grounds, once rather bare, were now littered with tents. The orcs, goblins and the inhabitants of the tidy, shanty-towns that sprung up against our walls, were now inside them. They brought along the materials used as well. Every scrap piece of timber, stone and iron had been beaten, nailed, glued, braced or otherwise wedged against the gates and portcullis. Aleece and her mother would have been lifted over the walls with the crane now mounted on the front gate, for that very reason. No matter the size of the army, they needed to get inside to harm us. Thanks to the wells, we had plenty of access to water. But food was going to be scarce. Sessa helped with the hunting. Pointing out herds of deer. The meat brought down by the hunting parties was smoked, pickled and stored for long-term.

      But there wasn’t enough. We could survive a time. But without Frelser’s intervention. We would lose. Either by starvation, invasion or surrender. And starvation seemed the most likely. Building siege weapons to take our walls was unlikely. Too tall, too solid. It was possible with time and effort. But that same time and effort could be used to starve us out.

      Raising my gaze, I looked out over the land, and spotted something I wasn’t sure was going to happen. At least not this quickly. A white flag, being waved from the back of a large horse, flanked by two others. They rode towards the fort.

      “Sessa, could you meet me on the gate?”

      “I’ll go!” Chessta chirped, before launching off my chest.

      She had clung so tightly, I’d forgotten she was even there, and Sessa chuckled darkly as she watched her daughter fly off.

      “She will be strong.”

      “Do you still think she would be a threat to the other children?”

      Sessa opened her mouth, before growling softly. “I don’t know.”

      “If we survive this-”

      “He would never forgive you for dying.”

      I blinked slowly and turned my attention fully to the drarskk who stared at me with cold eyes. “What-”

      “Do not make me deliver that message.”

      I watched with that strange mishmash of wonder and dread as the drarskk matriarch flew down to the gatehouse to join her daughter. The rest of the flock was probably out on patrol and would likely meet us there. While our scouts couldn’t get close enough to the main body of the army to get accurate numbers. The drarskk were able to track it properly, without having the skill to provide those same numbers either. But they could give more information, like how much of it was on foot, and how many were on horses. As well as the knowledge we were also dealing with elfs.

      Whatever conflict was happening on both sides of the war. It really seemed like they had put their differences aside, to take care of us first. What would happen next, was anyone’s guess. I just hoped I lived long enough to watch my children, raise children of their own. Only time would tell how long I would want to spend with the future generations of my own family. But for now, the idea of birthing Frelser’s children was an appealing one.

      With a sigh, I made the long descent back to the throne room, where Ally, Chit and Ita were waiting for me. Raulum had left with his defiant wives. To prepare, or fuck, I didn’t know. But I wouldn’t blame him either way. It wasn’t likely we would leave anytime soon. I would not condemn a man from spending time with his loved ones while he could. With the gates locked up, the fort locked down. There was little for a chamberlain to do.

      With a nod, my sisters joined me as I made my way out the front doors. The gatehouse was ahead, but between us and them, was a military camp full of orcs, fetz and all manner of creatures. Some had left, but most had stayed, even the women. Those who did leave, were mostly those too frail, injured, or the ones sent specifically to care for them and the children.

      I had intervened to stop a lynching two evenings ago, when a half-orc tried to flee. They beat him as a coward and were on their way towards outright murder when I found the source of the commotion. I sent the man, battered and bleeding, with enough supplies to last him a trip to Hjem. And with a warning not to remain there after the fact. While I wouldn’t hold a grudge against him, Frelser made his intentions clear. All were welcome. But only those who fought received a home. We just hadn’t had the time to build them yet.

      I nodded in respect to the grunts and bows from those we passed. We may not be the war leader. But they recognised us as his mates. It still made me chuckle. Henry The Just was a bastard. Meddling in affairs he should never have touched. He played with the gods and created a being, so blended with so many of the world’s races, that all who met him, recognised him in part, as one of their own.

      And he hated all of it.

      Night after night of passionate rutting, he had confessed hundreds of times now. A deep desire to leave it all behind. He wasn’t a king. Hell, he was barely a warrior. He was a cranky old man, who wanted to live in a cave and tinker with whatever took his interest. Which these days was usually one of his many wives. I wouldn’t be surprised in the least if he came home with a few. If he were going to fight some war leaders, it was inevitable. Gul was the first, but I doubted she would be the last.

      “What are we doing here?” Ally asked.

      “Oh,” I shook my head. “Sorry, I should have said something. I saw them from the roof. Riders under a white banner.”

      “Already?”

      I nodded slowly as we climbed the internal stairs to the top. Up here was… In retrospect, it was rather quiet. The guards knew their jobs. We had the dwarven ballistas in position. We had firewood to heat tubs filled with dirt, sand and rocks. Barrels were placed and filled to the brim with arrows for the archers that would be set upon the walls. But for the most part, it was relatively deserted. Nobody could suddenly approach. Not quickly enough that we couldn’t get our forces into position before they arrived. Having men stand on the walls for days would only exhaust them.

      So it was with a relived sigh, I spotted Captain Baz storming towards me.

      “Captain,” I inclined my head. He was a no nonsense man, but he knew what he was doing. Even if he was used to doing it for a small town at the edge of the wastes. Rather than a border fort between three kingdoms.

      “Queen Eila, I was about to send for you.”

      “No need,” I smiled, turning towards the approaching riders. “Let them come to us. They have the army.”

      “Yes, my Queen.”

      In the distance, beyond the riders, I could make out the dust. It was low on the trees, but it was ever present. The unending march of thousands of boots. The elfs that attacked Hjem were in the hundreds. This would be something else entirely. A full siege. First the negotiation, then likely a small assault to test the defences. Followed by the siege. And when we were hungry, tired and weak, they would hit us with everything they had.

      And it would all start right here, with the trio of approaching horses. At least one was an elf. I recognized the armour. No matter how comfortable the two races were with one another. I could never see elf made armour being put on a human. Nor could I see an elf cooperating with a human wearing stolen armour. But the man, riding at the rear of the flag bearer, beside the elf, wasn’t a human. He had a pair of horns growing from his head, and dark grey skin. Almost like…

      “I wish Ita was here,” I sighed. “I think that’s a demon.”

      As the trio approached, it became more and more likely it was in fact, a demon. He was humanoid enough. But shared many features with Ita. The only difference was the colour and the second set of arms. He wasn’t an incubus. But he was of her realm. Which meant killing him, would likely only make him mad, when he was re-summoned once more.

      And the reason he was brought in, became obvious when he let out a wave of hellfire. It burned the grass before them, racing across the ground. It took with it, the man traps laid in advance. The ditches filled with pitch, the snares, spikes and pitfalls. They all burned away, leaving no doubt to those coming that the area needed to be watched carefully.

      “Where is Sessa and Chessta?” I asked.

      Baz frowned and did the same, and I had a sinking feeling. But there was nothing I could do for now. Their army was in view of the wall. I could see their flags as they came around a bend in the trees. That familiar path, Darjl’s forces used to bring my dear husband back in a cage. The road was wide. Built to facilitate trade, while showing off the abilities of our kind. The humans weren’t so much impressed with the size and quality of the road. But by the time it took to build it. Despite the losses from overuse of power. My father had demanded it, to the dismay of many of the fort’s women.

      I shook my head to clear those memories. Frelser had saved me, he had saved Ally. And when Chit was killed, he took his revenge and saved the entire fort. And in the process, he gave those survivors a chance at revenge. None involved with my father’s plots had escaped. I made sure of it. And Ally, always eager to help me, was always looking to hone her skills as an assassin.

      “You see a white banner approach! And you do not think to clear a path for peaceful negotiation?” The human at the head of the trio shouted.

      “State your terms!” I called.

      “Where is your husband!” The elf shouted. “We don’t-”

      The demon reached across and slapped the elf. I tried not to smirk. My husband had done far worse. Now and then, we’d get an elf visitor with one of the traders. Most had learned by now to keep their mouths shut. But every now and then he sent one home with a new limp. The limp was entirely optional. If they apologise sincerely, Ita made sure they left without a scratch. Most didn’t.

      “Would I have the pleasure of addressing Queen Eila, husband to the war leader Frelser?”

      This time I did smile, as Ally chuckled beside me. “You do!”

      “I suppose provoking you, would get us nowhere then?!”

      “It may get you killed!” Ally called back.

      The man threw back his head with laughter, while the elf raised his hand. This time the demon slapped his hand down, before reaching across and backhanded the elf. The situation was deteriorating quickly. But it showed that the elfs were only interested in cooperation as long as we lived. It was a compromise that would only last as long as this conflict did. It was a fight for the soul of the continent, and we were literally in the middle of it.

      “May I ask where your husband is?!”

      “You may not!” I answered. “But I will listen to your terms, whether or not I agree with them.”

      “Interesting!” He chuckled. “Then I suppose I bring this to you. Unconditional surrender. Lay down your arms, open your gates and scatter into the wastes.”

      “And what guarantee do I have that we will be allowed to leave peacefully?” I shouted incredulously.

      “By my authority-”

      “What about HIS authority!?” I pointed obviously towards the elf.

      “I don’t negotiate with lessers!” the elf roared. “King Chejly sent here me, to offer you a swift-”

      I almost didn’t see it. One moment he was shouting, the next, a small green blur shot down from above. The elf let out a frightened squark, before thrashing violently enough his horse reared in a panic. The elf tumbled to the ground as a red spray poured out. Only for a second, larger blur to slam down on top of him. He shuddered, before Sessa launched into the air with a screech. It was all over so quickly, neither the human, nor the demon knew how to respond. Sure the demon could have burned them, but he would have risked the human as well. And I thought it likely, the human was the one to summon the demon to begin with.

      Summoning was a tricky business. If not for Ita being madly in love with Frelser, and Pet being fiercely loyal to Ita… And also probably madly in love with the man. He was stupid, stubborn, but the way he looked at you, and made you his entire world… Shaking my head, I got my thoughts straight as Sessa landed before me. Clutched in a talon, was a madly giggling Chessta, who had such a look of glee on her face, I thought for a moment Sessa was tickling her.

      “Daddy’s gonna be so proud of me!” She squealed.

      “You hunted well,” Sessa sighed. “But you took a risk. Your father may not approve of such risks.”

      “Nope!” She shook her head. “He was saying bad things to auntie Eila. Daddy would have killed him, but daddy isn’t here!”

      Sessa gave me such a look of utter loss, I broke composure and laughed. Even Ally was taken by surprise at the situation, staring in utter shock. It was only Chit, with a nudge of her elbow that brought me back to attention.

      “I’m afraid, after killing an ambassador, Queen Eila. I will be forced to abide by the elf’s wishes!” He called.

      “Oh, fuck off already!”

      The five of us, Chessta included, turned and saw Baz. The grizzled warrior offered a one-fingered salute and turned away.

      “Utter crap,” The man shook his head as he stormed towards the stairs. “Just looking for a damned excuse. They would have killed the fucking elf and blamed it on us, anyway. It’s why they rode so far ahead with a fucking demon!”

      With a new appreciation for Baz, I stepped around Sessa and watched as the two horses rode back towards the approaching army. The third horse, used by the elf, had a healthy head start.

      I thought about it for a moment and looked at Ally. “We may need to share some power later.”

      She smiled and nodded while I raised my hand. While Ally liked to use water and ice, I preferred flames and earth. I summoned a ball of stone from the ground far below. I didn’t know if a demon could do what Frelser had done. But I knew that this was all it would have taken for a spell to work on him. A magically propelled rock, was still a rock.

      Pushing my power, I felt it burn through my veins. Using magic like this always had the risk of killing us. Too much, too quickly could fry our nerves, rendering us paralyzed, or worse. Too often and we leached our own life force. As a princess, I was one of the few women of our kind taught to use magic. And I had learned well. With the regular power-ups from our lovemaking, I was stronger. Far stronger than any elf had the right to ever be. And I pushed it all into that stone. It trembled. Then it cracked. Steam sprayed from the crevices it formed as the life within the earth sizzled and died.

      I pushed more energy, feeling my arm quake. Ally took my hand, pushing her own power into my magic, mimicking what I was doing. It was a risk, but we were so in tune with one another, we long ago learned to spell weave. We pushed together, melting the stone and earth into a molten slag. With a solid core.

      I hauled back my hand, and with a scream, I threw it forward, pushing it with wind energy as far as I could. The blast sent Sessa and Chessta off the edge, where they screeched and climbed above the gust. But I ignored them as the projectile hurled towards the human. I smiled softly as I imagined him dying. I needed a powerful spell to make the distance. A simple spear of ice would likely melt in this heat with the rushing wind. It would be a blunt object before it stuck home. This would be lethal, except for one thing.

      The demon turned back and saw it coming. It must have howled through the air. I watched as a shimmer appeared between us and them. The molten rock slammed into the shimmer and stopped dead still. I watched as it throbbed and I swore I could see the look of panic on the demon’s face. Right before he threw himself from his horse, and the stone exploded.

      I blinked in shock. Whatever the demon had done, I didn’t fully understand. Perhaps that wasn’t a shield, but something else. In any case, as the debris cleared, and the dust blew away, I could make out the demon’s horse, laid out, burned and bleeding on the ground. While the human frantically kicked his beast to continue riding.

      “And just what in the fuck was… What?”

      Eila glanced over at Baz who had returned and was now staring in shock at the burned mess that used to be a demon, outside of bow range. He met my eyes for a moment, before nodding. Without a word, he strode back down the stairs, before I looked over at Ally.

      “You’re not going to leave me out, are you?” Chit whined softly.
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      She was everything I loved in a woman. Soft, curvaceous and an amazing kisser. Her lips were on my own as she whimpered softly. I was seated in Frelser’s usual spot. It felt like a place of authority, and with Ally on my lap, and Chit behind her, it certainly lived up to the feeling. Ally whimpered as Chit feasted on her from behind. I ground my clit against Ally’s leg, pleasuring myself to the whimpers of my first love.

      Rumble

      We paused. Ally pulled away as even Chit stopped what she was doing. We looked around. When we heard it again. That low, slow rumble. It wasn’t coming from a distance, though someone with lesser hearing may have thought it had. No, this rumble came from everywhere at once. I could see the ripples on the water and my heart thumped deep in my chest.

      “OUT!”

      The three of us scrambled out of the water. We rushed through into the bedroom and grabbed changes of clothes. The three of us were the only ones living this high up. Raulum and his wives were still here, along with the guards and the soldiers who remained behind. But all the civilians had left for Hjem with Harri, Lonty, Blomst, Ita and the children.

      As we ran, we scrambled into our clothing, only to bump into a familiar elf. Raulum’s wife was easy to spot with her scars. But he’d made sure everyone knew never to bring it up. He loved his wives dearly, and while nobody knew her origins, I knew her for a kind and reliable woman.

      “My queens!” She gasped. “What is happening?!”

      “Run, get everyone out!” I snapped.

      We were little more than in underwear at this point. So the young woman was faster than we were as she tore down the stairs. The rumble had increased to the point we could feel the tremors. This wasn’t natural. The buildup was too long. A quake of this magnitude would pulse, sway and build before reducing rapidly over just a minute or so. This was a constant, steady increase, which made it obvious someone was causing this quake with magic.

      “They keep this up much longer, they’ll kill themselves!” Ally snapped.

      I couldn’t help but agree. The power it would take to do this was immense. It wasn’t something I’d try to accomplish on my own, or even with Ally and Frelser helping. No, likely…

      “They’re not…” Ally gasped as she realised what was likely happening.

      “They might be,” I agreed.

      It was the only other way power could be found. A large group of slaves, usually women. Drained of their life forces by dark magics. Their energy pushed through a team of mages that would slowly weave their spells together. It was similar to what Ally, and I had accomplished on the wall hours earlier. But these elfs were hardly adept at spell weaving together. Which led to the slow buildup.

      “We need to get out,” Chit growled, prodding us to move faster.

      We burst out into the throne room a few moments later as everyone was evacuating. The sun had already set and the evening meals were over. Most of whom we could see were soldiers, but I could see Raulum’s wife waving for people to leave.

      “I have your armour!” Raulum himself called as he charged across the room.

      “Let’s get out then!”

      “Do we know what’s happening?” He asked.

      “Spell weaving a quake,” Ally snarled.

      Raulum probably didn’t understand the full depth of what he was just told. But he understood what a quake was. Even a magically summoned one. They were rather simple to accomplish. Force the stones below an area or structure to shift slightly from side to side. Almost all earth had weak points, gaps and crevices deep below. When enough earth shifted, they filled in causing soft spots. That set off a chain reaction where the surrounding earth would shift until finally.

      The ground rumbled, and the floor visibly shifted. People ran for the exit before screams came from outside. The cause came a moment later, as we followed Raulum out into the dark. A plume of dust rained down a moment before part of the upper keep slammed into the ground. It had shifted from above and collapsed. Some unfortunate souls were standing below and I watched as a young woman vanished beneath a grey stone.

      I grimaced and turned away. She had probably remained as a partner to a soldier and worked to keep the men fed. She didn’t deserve that fate. But at least she felt no pain. Howls rang out as the rumbling increased in pitch and volume. The very ground waved like a rolling ocean. People stumbled, some orcs slammed their weapons into the earth to steady themselves.

      I heard a shout and an impact from behind. Gravity shifted, and I surged with fear. I looked up and saw Sessa and Etnasa. Their talons were holding the back of my top as they hauled me from the ground. Below me I could see Ally rising under Hestha and Assara. Only Chit remained on the ground and I screamed as a second load of stone fell down around her. I lost sight of my half-orc-sister in a second plume of dust.

      “TAKE ME DOWN!”

      “NO!”

      “SESSA!” I roared.

      “CHIT!” Ally screamed from below.

      I could see her thrashing, but the drarskk weren’t letting go. With four wings, these small creatures were incredibly nimble. But between two of them, they were capable of lifting a whole person for a short time. That was how Sessa arrived in Hjem with her parents. But here, now, I would do anything to get back down there to Chit. I had to know if she was okay. All I could see where she stood was dust and bodies.

      “Sessa! Please?!”

      The top floor of the keep collapsed on itself, sending another shower of debris down below. The roost where Sessa had raised her egg, and where Hestha was going to birth her own, was gone. But with that final collapse, the rumbling faded into the distance. In the dark, we couldn’t even see where the spell came from. There was little we could do. Without having a standing army outside our walls, we couldn’t even investigate.

      With silence returning to the earth, Sessa did indeed begin to lower us.

      “I’m sorry,” Sessa growled.

      “Why?!” I cried despite knowing full well why.

      Ally reached the ground first and as soon as the drarskk released her, she sprinted off into the plume of dust. I landed a moment later and as soon as Sessa and Etnasa released me I raced after her.

      “EILA!”

      I turned in the direction I heard the voice. Without knowing Ally so intimately, I may have missed it amongst the cries and shouts of those around me. But I knew that cry and raced towards it. A weaved around a large stone. It was as big as a horse and had cracked in two as it hit the ground. There was rubble and debris everywhere. I looked around, seeing people. Some had blood on them, an orc was holding his leg, trapped under a boulder. Another tackled him to the ground, while I third raised an axe.

      “EILA!”

      I turned and spotted Ally leaning over a hunched figure.

      “NO!”

      Rushing over, my heart ached. Not Chit. Not again. Skidding to a halt, I looked down and saw Chit’s grimace.

      “You’re alive!” I cried.

      “I’m okay,” she choked. “I’m stuck though.”

      I looked her over and saw the problem. A boulder had hit an elf. He had fallen into her, knocking her to the ground. But the boulder had landed on the elf’s shield. That shield was now a press over her abdomen. It kept her pinned to the ground.

      Summoning my power, I surged into the earth. I stripped it away from below her, forming a cavity. Chit slumped into it as Ally and I took her by the arms. In less than a minute, she was free and the two of us pulled her into a hug.

      “Enough!” She wriggled.

      “No!” Ally snapped. “We thought we lost you again!”

      Chit slowed for a moment and took in the sight of our tears. Even I had some as I remembered the pain and loss when she died.

      “I… I wasn’t…”

      “You didn’t think we loved you?” I snapped.

      “I… You’re-”

      “Stupid orc!” I snapped, pulling her into a firm kiss.

      When I pulled away, Chit opened her mouth, when Ally yanked her into a second kiss. I just hugged them both until Ally released her.

      “We’re in this together,” I declared. “Help who you can, but spare as much energy as possible. I need to get on the walls.”

      That sobered the three of us up rather quickly. The only reason an attack like that would have come, was the precursor to an attack. Pushing away, I turned and looked through the slowly settling dust.

      “Raulum!”

      “My queen?”

      I followed his voice and found him sitting beside his three wives. Two looked unhurt, while the third, with the heterochromatic eyes, lay at their feet. She whimpered softly with two crushed legs, while they tried to comfort her. I could see Raulum was distraught. His wives being injured was the absolute last thing he wanted. And it was sobering to see it happen to people I knew and respected.

      “They’re going to attack,” I told the man.

      He nodded, then shook his head. “You’ll need your armour.”

      He let out a broken sob as he kissed his injured wife’s hand, before climbing to his feet. I followed him in silence. He took me towards a tent by the front gates. The tent had partially collapsed and the two of us picked up the fallen poles and drove them back into the ground. Entering, I saw rows of weapons and basic armour. And in front was mine, Ally’s and Chit’s.

      “Please tell the other Queens where to find their armour. Then attend your loved ones.”

      Raulum nodded, before turning. But he stopped at the entrance to the tent and looked back over his shoulder. “I want to be with you.”

      “With me?”

      “On the front line,” he nodded. “I want to pay them back for what they did to Alla.”

      “Agreed.”

      With that final word, he left, and I got into my armour. The man was honestly a life saver. I had wanted him to leave with the others. But he insisted on remaining. His wives did the same thing. It was heartwarming to see at every turn how much they loved and respected each other. I could only hope there were more elfs like him in the world. The ones living here still had their prejudices. But they were improving. At the very least, they knew that abusing a woman was a quick way to end up at the wrong end of King Frelser’s temper.

      It also helped that he promoted the ones he liked. Most of the authority figures within the elfin ranks had wives and doted on them openly. Some, like Raulum, had multiple wives. We watched them closely at first. But that just meant running into awkward situations. I was firmly under the belief that a husband was beating his wife in private and I sent Ally to investigate.

      Turned out they were exploring the possibility of a second wife. And Ally stumbled into a scene where he was being spanked, while one rode his face, and the other had his balls… I shook my head and cleared those thoughts. I wasn’t about to shame a man for what got him off. And the ladies had quietly informed me they were thrilled with the arrangement after he married the mistress less than a week ago. I just tried to ignore the odd limp he had some days and moved on with my life.

      “I have you,” Ally chimed.

      I turned and spotted the two of them coming in. Chit had a mark on her leg from the pressure of the shield. But she was otherwise fine. With three of us helping one another we dressed quickly before retrieving our weapons. Which was excellent timing as we heard the blast of a horn. We charged out of the tent as shouts and cries went out, and we headed for the gatehouse.

      “TO THE WALLS!” I pushed my magic into my voice, amplifying it enough to ensure all heard the order.

      I knew some would remain below. Tending to the new wounded. But all who were free would follow. There would already be some atop the walls as guards. But now we would have our defences in place. This wouldn’t be like the siege of Hjem. We were properly equipped this time. While we lacked food and other supplies. There were plenty of bows to go around. And since the damage to the tower, there were plenty of stones as well for ammunition.

      We passed Baz coming out of his office as we charged up the stairs. A host of others joined us. Most carried ranged weapons, and we emerged at the top to a hail of arrows. If not for my armour I would already be dead as a shaft bounced off my breastplate just over my heart. Thankfully, everyone on the wall was equally armoured. The enemy would have known that had they illuminated the area.

      Any light source they used though would hinder them as much as help. Their best bets would be to get ladders to the wall under the cover of darkness while we recovered from the quake. That quake, I estimated, was supposed to be much larger and more damaging than it turned out. If the keep had entirely collapsed, I would have lost a bulk of my forces. A portion from death and injury. And another from trying to rescue and care for the injured and dying.

      “ARCHERS!”

      Men, orcs and elfs surged up onto the walls. They knew the drill. And while it wasn’t light enough to see how many were facing in this first wave. We still knew where they were.

      “FIRE AT WILL!”

      Those closest to us began to shoot. Firing in volleys in the dark would be next to useless. As the first arrows vanished into the blackness, I worried something was wrong. I could see figures in the dark, but I couldn’t make out much more than the general shape of their lines. They could be heavily armoured troops to soak up damage, as easily as they could be puppets. What shocked me to my core, was the sudden appearance of a ladder.   

      “They’re already here!” I roared, as Ally, Chit and I drew our blades.

      As the first face appeared over the edge, I spotted an elf. Ally swept her arms forward creating a gust of wind. It hit so strongly, the elf, desperate to cling to whatever he believed would save his life, carried the ladder with him as he fell back. We heard a series of cries from those below him, before a loud crash. Elsewhere along the wall, we heard more of the same.

      In the dark, it would be hard to tell if parts of the wall were taken, until we were under attack. I thought about it for a moment and made a decision.

      “Ally, we need a light. Put it just over the keep.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Do it!”

      Ally responded immediately. She summoned a ball of energy. It was a relatively cheap spell to cast. And with the return of our husband, whatever energy we wasted would be returned tenfold. When the light flashed into existence, I shuddered at the sight before us. Ranks, upon ranks of enemy combatants. There was nowhere I could see that didn’t have soldiers on it. I had to believe that whatever conflict was going on, was likely a smokescreen. This looked far too organised to be normal.

      With the light behind us, it gave us a silhouette for them to target and I spotted a few arrows heading in my direction. Ally, Chit and I raised our shields and caught the volley. Most of the archers in their armour were fine as well. We hadn’t equipped our forces as light troops. They were defending walls, there was no need to remain light and fast. At least, not at first. Heavily armoured archers continued to fire.

      I heard a cry and spotted an unlucky elf collapse with an arrow that had gone through an eye slit. He wasn’t dead though, howling in pain while an orc dragged him off. If we had known this was coming, we would have lit the fires already under the cauldrons, which became my next target.

      “We need to get them off the walls!” I shouted.

      Ally nodded in agreement and followed with Chit as I rushed to the first pot. It wasn’t exactly like heating water for a bath. But it was the exact same principle. I couldn’t see the contents from the perch it sat on. I just pushed my energy into it. Chit moved around to stand in front of me with her shield up. She grunted from an impact, and I became immediately grateful for her help.

      Ally, seeing what I was doing, grabbed an elf who was nearby with a shield and dragged him off as she did the same to the next pot. There were dozens on the wall. And as I felt the material inside the pot start to resist being heated further, I stepped back.

      “Chit, I need to dump this out!”

      Chit, leaned back and move with me to the other side. It was a simple system. The cauldron hung in a frame that let it rotate. With a heavy bottom, the pot hung normally. But it had a chain at one side around a large cog. Taking that chain in hand, Chit defended me from arrows as I pulled. Whatever was inside the pot was heavy and I heard a slight hissing as it tipped. I could also make out a soft red glow.

      I kept pulling, and that soft hiss, turned into a rush. Until suddenly the weight tapered off the chain and I looked at what was happening. Screams came from below, along with flashes of light as dry materials ignited. They filled this cauldron with sand. It was hot enough to glow faintly in the darkness, and those below were in a place I never wanted to think about. Sand got everywhere. Small pieces would fill your armour, it got in your eyes and would creep through your boots. Unlike oil, it wouldn’t run either. It would pile up, staying hot for hours.

      More screams went up, followed by a flash of flames and I turned my head to see Ally doing the same. Only she was pouring what was now, burning pitch. The liquid flames poured down below and I had a moment to think about whether that was worse than sand. Then I noticed more screams going up in all directions. When I looked around, the elfs on the walls had seen what we were doing and had done the same. Burning materials were now pouring down on all sides on all walls. Those below were dying by the dozens and leaving hundreds in pain and injured. Burn victims were awful to see and try to help.

      There was such a primal fear of fire, heat and burns.

      “EILA! QUEEN EILA!”

      I turned and spotted Aleece sprinting towards me. She stumbled as an arrow grazed her side. When I saw her go down, I rushed towards her, but she got back up and continued running.

      “Aleece!”

      “GET OFF THE WALL!”

      I frowned, before grimacing. I sprinted towards her as she turned. Ally was moving in the opposite direction to help with the next cauldron. Which gave her enough spacing as the wall I was standing on not a moment ago suddenly blew into the air. The shockwave drove sound from my ears as I went down in a heap. Aleece was up first, hauling me back up as she dragged me to the stairs.

      All around us were our soldiers. Some were injured. Some dead. Others were getting up to continue fighting. But all had that same look in their eyes. We weren’t equipped to fight an army like this. We had hoped to hold out until Frelser returned. But we hadn’t even made it a single day. The breach in the wall was huge, and I could only think of one way it happened.

      “Unicorn blood,” I snarled.

      It made sense my bastard father gave some to the humans. They would have paid handsomely for it. But… We still had some too. And I was going to be damned if-

      “Queen Eila, no!”

      I blinked and realised I could hear a horn in the distance as we rushed into the gatehouse to reach the ground floor once again.

      “I know what you’re planning, and you need to think about this!”

      “I can’t order someone else to die on my behalf!” I shouted.

      “You still have time!”

      “The walls are breached,” I insisted.

      Aleece nodded, “Slow them and think of an alternative.”

      “What alternative is there?” I demanded incredulously.

      Aleece whirled around and grabbed my helmet, pinning me in place. “One that doesn’t have you kill yourself!”

      I saw the seriousness in her eyes and thought about the problem. There was a large amount of stored unicorn blood in the basement of the keep. If I could set it off, with the enemy army inside, I could hurt them. But if I set a fuse, even a trail of oil, I could…

      “Goblins.”

      Aleece frowned, “That… Yes.”

      We scrambled down to the ground and I burst out as Baz spun to face me. He grimaced as I walked up.

      “Defend the breach, and get ready to retreat to the goblin tunnels, I have a plan!”

      “My Queen!” Baz saluted.

      Aleece followed as I rushed back towards the keep. There were still crushed and bleeding bodies amongst the stones. But most of those who could be moved, were already. Aleece and I rushed into the keep and made our way to the storerooms. We Queens all knew the one with the unicorn blood. But there were plenty of others. Aleece and I split up and searched the rooms until I heard her cry out.

      Darting out of a room filled with bedding and fabric, I spotted Aleece hauling out jugs of lamp oil. I grinned and rushed to join her. Taking the first, I carried it to the infamous store room and shattered the lock with an ice spell and a well-placed kick. Then I hurled the jug at the floor shattering it and spreading the oil throughout.

      Aleece returned with as many jugs as she could carry and handed them to me while she collected more. It was then a simple matter to leave a long trail leading all the way from the storeroom all the way back up the stairs into the throne room. We finally ran out of oil, leaving a liberal trail of it, at the great doors. There I turned as an elf rushed towards me with a sword held high. A figure rushed past, and the elf changed direction as Raulum intercepted, driving a blade into the enemy elf’s stomach.

      He yanked it free, kicking the enemy to the ground and spun on me.

      “You didn’t wait for me!”

      “You’re here now,” I nodded.

      He gave me a dark smile, before turning his head to the trail. “And that?”

      “Is our going away present. Get your wives to the goblin tunnels, now!”

      He grimaced and rushed off towards wherever he left them. That left me with Aleece and I turned to the woman who was looking extremely uncomfortable.

      “If I tell you, it gets worse.”

      I opened my mouth, before closing it and nodding. “To the tunnels then.”

      Aleece bit her lip, before slipping away. I turned towards the doors as an enemy human rushed in. Slipping to one side, I drew my sword and carved him in half with the same motion. A second followed and seeing his comrade cut down so easily, he paused. Which was perfect as I didn’t waste a second opportunity.

      Bursting out into the courtyard, it was chaos. Groups of friendly and enemy soldiers were everywhere. It was utter chaos and I could see Ally with Chit and a group of others that may have included Baz, off to one side.

      Amplifying my voice with my magic, I took a deep breath. “RETREAT! TO THE GOBLIN TUNNELS!”

      Those who could do so, turned and ran. I saw Ally’s head snap up towards me and I nodded at her. She would have stayed, but she knew the stakes and corralled her group to move.

      I rushed back into the throne room and hurled a fireball at the trail. It lit, and thankfully the flames didn’t rush off, but they burned steadily which would give us time. I made my way back outside, engaging twice more with enemy soldiers. The elfs never assumed I could fight back, seeing I was a woman. The humans weren’t much of a threat unless there were a group of them. Elfs were always quicker. But I was running out of time. With our soldiers retreating, more of the enemy was getting in and slowing things down. I could see more of our soldiers still on the walls. I felt appalled knowing they were likely going to die, but I couldn’t stop now.

      I could see the entrance to the goblin tunnels. Ally, Chit and Baz had just arrived, and she was forcing people to go inside. Others were stationed above holding the ground as Goblins rushed between with armfuls of dirt. It made sense that the quake would have caused damage. I just hoped it wasn’t enough to trap us.

      As I got closer, things freed up and Ally smiled as I ran straight towards her. She patted Chit and Baz’s shoulders and they rushed in while Ally waited for me with an outstretched hand.
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        * * *

      

      I was furious as I saw the glowing light appear over Elfin Vakt. When one of my guards spotted it, he came straight to me. We had only stopped because we wanted to arrive rested the following day. Knowing my wives were being attacked at night set my blood to boil.

      Mareridt had been riding hard for several minutes now and I could see that part of the keep had collapsed. I was furious as I thought about Sessa and the rest of the drarskk. I had seen a puff of dirt and stone shoot into the air and feared the worst. But nothing compared to the white pulse of light. My gut sank as I remembered the last time I saw a flash like that. When the flash vanished, I couldn’t see the keep any more. But the shockwave that ran through the earth sent Mareridt into the ground, before a deafening bang filled the air.

      “NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!”
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      Mareridt and I ran through the dust together. I slipped from her back once it was too thick to see. I was furious, but I wasn’t about to force my wife to risk herself. We ran, side by side, as quickly as we could. There was debris everywhere. Large boulders, tossed about like a child’s play set. I could see sections of wall, buildings and wagons. A wheel here, a section of ladder there. Some tattered cloth that was a flag I didn’t recognise.

      Then there were the corpses. Twisted, they were unrecognisable at first. Just mashed pulp of flesh and blood. Some were in armour, some were fused with it. They were scattered about, progressively getting worse the closer we got to what remained of the fort. Whether friend or foe, I couldn’t tell. Except for the orcs. Their green skin, and jagged black armour made them stand out beside the rest. 

      There were signs everywhere that someone had been here since the explosion. Boot marks, the signs of things being dragged. Blood stains from the injured being moved. Blood stains from the injured being finished off by their brethren. That told me at least, that the elfs were here. I growled, making a solemn curse against those responsible. I made a note to find Colum and make sure he had nothing to do with it.

      Continuing towards the epicentre, I could make out the ring where the wall was. Where the top had been blown over, the bottom ring was mostly intact. Those same magnificent walls, were now jagged peaks a little over head height for as far as I could see through the smoke. Mareridt followed along at my side until I found a place I could clamber over. From my estimation, we were near the gate. That gate was now a pile of rubble. A lot of it had blown away, but what remained had collapsed, leaving a pile of rubble.

      I hauled myself up onto it as Mareridt slowly followed. I paused to help her. Her hooves probably made this a little treacherous. She wasn’t a faun after all. Together, we climbed through the rubble, only seeing more as we continued. It was thick within the walls. I could only assume as the keep blew up, so did most of the rubble.

      I felt something below me shift, and I reached out to steady myself. My hand brushed against something firm and I took notice of the twisted metal of the portcullis I had sent for repairs. When I took my hand away, it was sticky. I bent over and smeared the red gore against a rock and continued on my climb. It was progressively more difficult within the walls to move. The debris was thicker, and the pieces were more jagged. I didn’t know what had caused this, but I had a few ideas. And most of them involved either some kind of magic the humans had cooked up. Or someone had accidentally damaged the room filled with the unicorn blood.

      I just prayed that the banshees were good on their word and my wives were okay. I hadn’t been kidding when I said I would burn this world. No force on this earth would sway my hand if they took my wives from me.

      I moved around a large boulder. It looked like one of the foundation stones from within the hall itself. That told me the explosion was probably the unicorn blood. It was the only thing that would have been below the hall to do the damage. I reinforced that opinion when I stumbled to the edge of a great hole. I could see, leading off into the dust, that this was a crater. It was filled with rubble, but that only left it half full.

      “Frelser?”

      “Let’s keep looking,” I shook my head.

      There was no doubt that anyone within the keep was dead. Nobody could survive that, not even me. I picked my way around, passing through the remains of the garden. The trees, what was left of them, were blackened, broken trunks. The leaves had been blown off, before the roots ripped free. All the shrubs and flowers were gone. There were stones here too.

      Mareridt kept to my side as we followed around to the far side where the goblins were. If there were survivors within the walls, this would be the most likely place to find them. Anyone underground, unless the tunnels collapsed, would have been spared most of the blast. I just had to find it first.

      That was going to be the hard part, because with all the rubble, it was going to be hard to find a random hole leading under the wall. Mareridt and I split up, keeping within visual range of one another as we picked our way through. I climbed over a small boulder, before walking around a large section. It looked like a section of the roof from the crenellations that were still partially intact. But what was on the other side made me freeze.

      “You,” I growled.

      Eterisk nodded slowly, before placing her hand on a large boulder. I felt my blood freeze and rushed over. It was tipped on one end, propped up on the other. And I could see a body within.

      “W-who’s there?” I heard Ally’s voice.

      “Ally!” I cried.

      “Frelser?” She called weakly.

      I looked at Eterisk and saw the small nod she sent my way. I shifted around as I heard Mareridt coming to join me. There was no way to get her out without moving the rubble first. So I started there. I shifted the smaller rocks, tossing them aside so they wouldn’t fall on her. I was desperate to get her out. When Mareridt joined me, we worked together shifting some of the larger rocks. Until finally there was just the one.

      Ally was far enough back that neither of us could reach her. She was also pinned by something and wasn’t making much sense when I asked her questions. I knew there was something wrong, and the only way I could see to help, would be if I could lift the large stone from above her.

      “Help me lift,” I growled.

      Mareridt moved around to one side, and I got on the other. It was huge, and I could barely get my arms around it. The two of us took a deep breath, before planting out legs. Lifting, I felt the stone shift for just a moment. Ally let out a soft whimper, before Mareridt sagged. Without her help, there was nothing I could do, and I slumped. Unfortunately, whatever movement we caused, set Ally off and she let out a wailing cry.

      I trembled in rage. Not at Mareridt. But at the helplessness of the situation. They had attacked my home while I was away. My loved ones were dead or injured. Ally was only the first. I had no knowledge of where the rest had gone. The army I had won was coming, but it would still take them some time, even if they left as soon as I did.

      “AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!”

      Eterisk stumbled back after seeing the blue light flicker. I surged with anger and felt myself growing. I took hold of the stone and with a scream of defiance I hauled it off the ground. Below, I saw her. Half her face was a blackened mess, painted with dust and gore. She was completely bald on that side and her eye was swollen shut. But it was her legs. They were gone. Smashed flat under the rubble, and barely recognisable for what they were. I could see the agony in her face even as she reached one hand towards me. Three of her fingers were twisted in the wrong direction. But that was still better than the mangled mess of her other hand.

      “They took her,” Ally whimpered. “They took Eila.”

      I didn’t hear the howl that escaped my own lips. But I felt it. My body grew and my armour felt tight. I felt it crack as my cuirass split in half, falling from my torso. My pauldrons came next. The rest of it barely held on, but every join and seam was bent and straining.

      I spun on my heel and hurled the massive stone, watching it vanish into the dusty sky. The momentum made me stagger for a moment, before I looked down at Ally. I bent to take her in my arms, when I heard the thump of the stone impact that ground. And I froze as I heard screaming and shouting from the same direction.

      “... Stay…” I snarled.

      Ally stared at me with a single, tear streaked eye and nodded as Mareridt gave me a worried look. But for the first time, I was looking down on her, and she nodded to me.

      With a low growl, I turned towards the screaming and started to move. Climbing over the stones and rubble as quickly as I could, I found the wall not far from where I found Ally. Hoisting myself over it, I broke into a jog. The shouting and orders were getting closer. I could hear them preparing for an attack. They were scared, and rightly so.

      I came out of the dust with a roar and the men before me froze as I charged ahead. They looked confused. Expecting an army capable of firing a siege weapon, no doubt. But that was far from my mind as I leaped over the front lines. I landed on three men, feeling their bones crushed beneath by boots. I took a fourth by the leg and spun, swinging them like a mace.

      The screams doubled down as men were battered away. I reversed the swing, taking down several more, before the man’s leg came off in my grip. His body tumbled out of view and I charged ahead. There was no finesse to this fight. I saw a man’s terror stricken expression as he tried to back away. He had a bandage wrapped around his shoulder while he attempted to ward me off with a blade.

      I smacked it aside with my gauntlet and took his face in my hand. The bones of his jaw shattered in my grip as I ignored his screams. I pulled back my fist, before driving it into his chest as I released. His body tumbled into those behind him, taking down several more. It gave me a clear path to advance my one-monster onslaught. Those on the ground I crushed beneath my boots as those ahead were forced to deal with my wrath.

      Now and then I spotted an elf. Most of them were injured and missing parts of their armour. I could only think the humans picked them up while the elfs killed the rest. This was what remained behind after the explosion destroyed everything. Most were upright and capable of fighting. Others were wounded and only set on fleeing my wrath. Those who fled I ignored for now, while those who found, died in my hands.

      The soldiers pressed in close, trying to crush me in place while they brought in heavier armed troops. I could see spears being passed forward, and I howled my rage. I grabbed the first shield in reach and yanked the holder towards me. The man screamed in pain as I broke his arm from the strength of my pull, before he choked silent as I picked him up by the throat. With my human shield, I charged the spears coming towards me and watched the agonal pulses of his eyes as he felt them pierce his back.

      A horn blew in the distance as I found myself trapped on all sides by spears. I spun around, knocking men over, forcing them to climb over their own wounded and dying. The spears were still coming though, and I quickly found myself trapped within. I was beyond rational thought, only seeing more enemies to kill. I took a bite out of the face of the one in my hand and tore his arm off to use as a club.

      I felt a lance of pain in my side and spun on the man holding the spear. He was my first target as I bludgeoned him with his comrade’s armoured limb. He went down in a heap, while another stepped forward. It became a game of movement. Every time I turned, they stabbed me in the back. Every time I swung, they aimed for my side. They peppered me with dozens of bleeding wounds, but I refused to stop. The more I was hurt, the more I bled, the angrier I got. With anger, came more size and brutality. My arms became trunks and each time I took hold of a human, they came apart with ease.

      Despite their strength in numbers and my ailing wounds. I could see the absolute horror etched in their faces as I tore them limb from limb. Like a bear tearing apart a beehive, they fought back, but I was doing tremendous amounts of damage.

      A whistle int he air reached my ears a moment before a stabbing pinch crashed into my gut. An elfin arrow was sticking out of me as I looked down. I looked over and saw a band of elfs with a second letting loose. I raised my hand and caught the arrow in my forearm rather than my throat. They were my next target.

      Rushing towards them, I ignored the spears that entered my flesh. The wounds hurt, but not as much as losing my wives did. It only fueled my anger, and whatever power this was that kept me going. I pushed aside the humans as the elf realised I was coming directly for them. One darted out and took a shot that caught me in the shoulder before I reached the first. He was drawing one of their strange glass-like blades. In the confines of the men, he was having trouble though. As it came free of its sheath, I forced it back towards him, impaling the elf on his own sword.

      I ignored his choked screams as I picked him up overhead. And with a roar, I hurled him at his squad, taking down several more. Another arrow flew at me, grazing my shoulder and I burst forward. Instead of tackling, I raised my boot and kicked the elf in the torso. His chest caved as his body crumpled over my boot. I had a moment of satisfaction as his face twisted with shock, before his momentum caught up and his body tumbled away knocking several more to the ground.

      I heard more whistles and covered my head as dozens of arrows rained down around us. I felt two more pinpricks thump into my back and I snarled as I turned toward the shooters. But I couldn’t see where they were coming from. There was chaos now, not just where I was, but everywhere. The dust still blocked the sky but I could make out the edge of the army I was single-handedly warring against. And even as I watched, I saw a horse appear. I couldn’t make out who it was, but I saw them slam into the rows of men and elfs.

      I rounded on them, ready to take this new fight, before the horse changed direction. It came straight for me, and I could see the rider swinging a sword, taking men down with each strike. They broke, scattering and I braced to take down the horse, when the owner shouted something. Instead of charging past to take me down, he lifted his sword in salute as he charged past.

      Only for me to recognise Colum as he continued on his way through the ranks. A second horse raced past a moment later and I turned to watch the death around me. I had cut a swath of destruction through the area. But this was on another level. The horses charged through without slowing or stopping. Only changing direction at the last moment to avoid me as they clearly knew who I was. I didn’t see a single elf on horseback, mostly humans. But there were a few familiar faces that rushed past. A fetz I recognised from the light troops. An orc who remained behind because of an injury. They, along with Colum’s loyalist men, swarmed over the troops.

      They cut down the elfs and the humans with impunity. It also put the enemy into a difficult position. The only space free for them to go without being cut down, was closer to me. Which in turn meant I was surrounded, very quickly, by dozens of men and elfs begging for mercy while throwing down their arms. But I had no time for that here. Taking the first elf before me, I lifted his screaming body to my mouth and bit deeply into his ribs. As I pulled away, mouth filled with bones and meat, the others threw themselves into harm to escape.

      I was still eating the elf when the chaos died down. I sat upon the corpse of a headless horse. A spell that hadn’t affected me had struck the creature. The rider was pretending like it did not horrify him, what I was doing. Even after the elf’s whimpers finally fell quiet. Those who still lived and were no longer a threat, watched, or refused to watch as the case may be, in silence. My thoughts were on Ally, Eila and Chit, and I had no desire to speak with anyone about any other subject.

      So it was to my fury, I could hear shouting and arguing approach me through the dust.

      “NO! Please!?”

      “Shut it!” Another snapped.

      I turned my head and watched a small crowd approaching. I didn’t recognise the men coming towards me. Nor did I recognise their prisoner. I just knew they were an elf, and leading him was Colum, who had a grimace on his face.

      I dropped my meal on the ground and hauled myself upright. Colum’s eyes went wide, seeing me much larger than he remembered. I had no firm clues about how it worked. But I knew that until I calmed, it was likely I would remain this size.

      “Oh, gods please don’t let him eat me!” The elf struggled.

      I snarled and stepped around Colum. The elf squealed in terror as I took him by the arm. The soldiers holding him released as I hauled the elf to eye level.

      “Frelser, he’s an officer.”

      “They taste the same,” I snarled. But then I paused. “Officer?”

      “Yes, my King.”

      I narrowed my eyes on the terrified elf. “Eila?”

      “...gone…”

      I grabbed his other arm and pulled outward. The elf cringed and tried to fight against me.

      “SHE’S BEEN SENT TO KING CHEJLY!”

      I released the elf to collapse painfully on the ground and turned my attention to Colum. “Get me a map.”

      Colum for the elfs benefit, already had one. It was rolled up in a tube on the saddle of his horse that was nearby. He pulled it free and returned. I rolled it and looked at the layout of the land for a moment. It wasn’t the first map I’d seen, but this was… not what I expected. It had been drawn up like there were three empires. Human’s to the North, elfs to the South with my land spreading out to the West, with a small sliver between the two.

      He had marked various points out for obvious tactical reasons. I now knew that Hjem was being scouted from the elfin side, along with the path that Colum took to arrive in the forest he had. It gave me a decent overview of the situation, and unless things had drastically changed. It also showed a blatant flaw in their plans. Chejly had pushed straight through without first securing his hold on the surrounding land. He was in charge, sure. But nothing was defended. Or at least, not defended enough to matter.

      I looked down at the elf who was whimpering as he rubbed his shoulders. “Is this map still accurate?”

      I bent down to show him, and he looked over it for a time. Then he nodded, “Mostly. Some of those areas supplied men for this attack.”

      I nodded slowly, before slamming him face first into the ground, crushing his skull in an instant. His body spasmed as the surrounding men cringed. I stood up and turned about. “I need your fastest rider sent to Hjem. Tell them I need Queen Ita.”

      With my orders set, I turned back to the keep. My anger had fuelled my one man war. I just hoped that it wasn’t to the detriment of my injured wife. It took me far longer to return, than it did to leave in the first place. But I found Mareridt and Ally more or less where I had left them. Mareridt had laid down beside my curvaceous elf and Ally was in a fitful sleep, within the arms of my beautiful nightmare.

      “Colum’s men told me you were fine,” Mareridt whispered as I slumped down beside them.

      I nodded slowly, watching over both of them with anger in my heart.
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        * * *

      

      Every bump and jostle hurt. It was a long time before I could rationalise what was going on around me. The explosion sent me flying. I hit something hard, and other things hit me. The heat washed over me like an open flame. Everything felt cold, and that was despite being wrapped in several blankets.

      Every time I moaned or spoke, someone pressed a bowl to my lips and forced me to drink a foul tasting concoction. I recognised the scent from my father’s healers. They gave it to the victims of burns. It helped to keep them hydrated, and to keep infection back. It usually worked, but it would disfigure me for life. At least, that was my original assessment.

      As time went on and I regained more of my memories and thoughts. I decided it didn’t matter how I looked. Frelser would continue to love me, anyway. My great brute of a husband wouldn’t care a lick for my scars. Though… He would blame himself for them. It would eat at him. Which meant that I would ask Ita to heal them. The less he saw of me in this condition the better. And even then, it would be likely we would move far out into the wastes. I’d encourage him to build us a home in the mountains somewhere. Where we could raise our children.

      “I suppose it would hurt.”

      I turned my head. The skin on my neck ached and burned as I did. But I came face to face with an older woman. She was missing an ear and one of her eyes was clouded. She was tough, grizzled and by far the oldest elf I had ever laid eyes on. Older still than many men my father associated with before Frelser kicked in the front gate.

      “Who are you?” I croaked.

      “Don’t talk dear,” she shook her head as she lifted that bowl again.

      “Why are you helping me?”

      “We all have our orders,” she sighed. “Come on now. I’d rather not force you.”

      Rather than argue, I opened my mouth and accepted the foul tasting concoction. Swallowing it down, I noticed movement above. It was the first time I had paid attention to my surroundings. It was a covered wagon. Not by a sheet, this was a converted goods wagon. It was built rugged with rafters above to store equipment above our heads.

      She gave me more of that liquid as I looked around for what caught my eye. The old elf made a small tutting noise, and I turned my head to look at her.

      “Even in my old age, I’m smart enough to ignore the things I’m not really seeing.”

      “How do you know what’s real then?”

      She smiled, before sitting back, taking the bowl with her. Part of me was glad about that. It really was a horrible concoction. But it was also good for me in my current state. Without it though, I looked back up into the rafters. And there, where I thought I had spotted the movement. Were a set of eyes and a toothy smile. I did not know how Chessta had gotten in here. Her mother was probably furious with her. But then again. If Chessta was here, that meant Sessa wasn’t far off. And that meant the flock knew where I was.

      “So,” I started again. “Where are we going?”
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      I could smell her. The ungrateful, sneaky, disobedient little monster that was my daughter. I had never been so proud in my life. Nor had I ever been so furious. The only emotion I had rivalling this was the day I met Husband. I only wish I could have fought even harder. To cement my place as his first wife. But… That was not to be. Eila, dear, sweet, Eila had that honour. Perhaps after all this I would challenge her again.

      But that required I rescue her first. Her and my unruly daughter. I soft call from up ahead caught my attention. I looked up and saw the way Hestha fluttered her wings. Since Frelser’s return, I had taken the flock under my control once more. And we had set off the moment I realised Chessta was missing.

      I knew husband would not wait behind. But the others were injured, missing and spread out. I could move the flock much faster than he could. Even with the beautiful nightmare wife, he could not keep up with us in the sky.

      “Hestha, have you found her?”

      “Yes!” She cried, beating her wings to regain her speed after waiting for me to catch up.

      I snarled to myself. That beautiful daughter of mine would spend the next month sitting on her father’s shoulder for this. But that didn’t make me any less proud of her. She was a drarskk through and through, despite her calm disposition. Her behaviour still confused me. She hadn’t tried to kill a single member of the flock. But she had no problems hunting and killing prey. Even if she occasionally shared. It was all so very strange.

      I had instructed the flock to stay up high. And that was what they had done. Our vision wasn’t as good as an elf’s, so we needed to remain high enough to be safe. A bow, or a spell could hit us far too easily, especially if we skirted over the treetops. The flock had spread in all directions, before Tetsara found Chessta’s scent. All at once, I felt vindicated in leaving her alive to join the flock. The feathered one was rather weak and more interested in grooming than proving herself. But all that was dust in the wind now she found my daughter. Besides, husband liked her. He liked all of us. Seeing the bulge in their midsections as-

      “There!”

      I hissed in annoyance. With a glare at the back of Hestha’s head, I saw where she was pointing. Far below, in a break of trees, was a loose caravan of horses and wagons. From this altitude, we couldn’t make out much, and it was lucky Hestha spotted them at all. But they had followed back along the path the army first arrived in. Though, they had taken more cover. Taking a more direct route, through forests and across shallow rivers.

      I inhaled a breath of air, scenting for my daughter. When it lacked, I could only assume that was because she was far below, without the help of the wind driving her scent towards me.

      I angled my head up and let out a cry, signalling to prepare for an immediate attack.

      *** Frelser

      I heard that familiar screech and resisted the urge to kick in my heels. Mareridt wasn’t some beast of burden to kick into action. She was my wife. Following behind, was whatever cavalry I could muster. Some of Colum’s men had joined, while Chin-Da had taken some of the captured horses and were doing their best to keep up. Truthfully, I didn’t think they’d have made it this far. Most clung to the beasts with their eyes shut, but they followed on regardless. The horses knew how to follow a herd, so getting lost was unlikely. Lastly, was Frit-Da, and Gul-Tra. The two orcs apparently had come so some arrangement that evening, and the two of them rode just behind Mareridt. Gul, with far more comfort, but Frit had been getting used to the large beasts since we left the orc lands.

      I looked up, watching for some sign of Sessa. My first drarskk wife had left with the others. I could only hope Chessta was with her. Because I hadn’t seen my daughter since I got back. It was also the reason I had left early. Ita hadn’t returned yet from Hjem to heal Ally and Pet was doing what she could.

      “There!”

      I snapped my head around and saw Gul pointing. I turned my head, and to my right, I could see a pair of shapes diving towards the ground.

      “I see them,” Mareridt called.

      We shifted our direction, cutting through a thin forest. The trees were spaced widely enough we could continue on while barely slowing down. The bushes were thick, but the trunks were widely spaced, giving us both room and cover. Which must have been why the elfs were using this particular route. Which I discovered as Mareridt charged around a shrub, before trampling a terrified, heavily bandaged elf who was hobbling along.

      I didn’t pause as I urged Mareridt onward. The elf must have been a straggler. A walking wounded heading for home. A theory confirmed when I passed a second elf. This one dived out of the way, crying out in pain as he landed on his injuries. I thought for a moment about turning around to kill him, anyway. But I heard a second scream and grinned, knowing someone had the same thought.

      We continued racing through the trees. I spotted a few more elfs. This time I was ready with my sword, taking one in the back. His top half careened through the air, meeting my eyes with a shocked expression, before tumbling to the ground. Others dodged and weaved as we stormed through. From their screams, I could only hope the others took them down. Until finally, I spotted a wagon. It rolled along with an odd bounce form a broken wheel. The back was laden with injured elfs and I roared as I charged straight for them.

      *** Eila

      The elderly woman’s arm trembled as the shriek shattered the air. She held still and took a deep breath as Chessta shuffled around above her. Then nodded and offered me more of that horrible medicine. I sipped it, trying to keep the peace as Chessta shuffled into position above me.

      I swallowed as the old woman sat back and gave me a sad smile. “Chessta, could you perhaps tell your mother to leave her alive?”

      “Mummy would kill them all,” the terrifying miniature demon growled.

      “I know sweetheart,” I nodded. “That’s why I want you to tell her not to kill this one.”

      Chessta dropped to the floor of the wagon and growled cutely at the elderly elf. The woman, for that matter, didn’t budge an inch. Though I could see on her face that she was barely holding something back.

      “Chessta,” I chastised her.

      The small drarskk looked at me and frowned. “I don’t want to leave you with her. Daddy would be sad if you got hurt again. And mummy would be furious.”

      I wondered if it was worth trying to explain it would likely be the opposite. Frelser was likely furious already. Sessa on the other hand would likely use it as an opportunity to advance herself in the hierarchy of our wives.

      A scream rang out in the distance. Followed by another. There were shouts from outside and whoever was driving the wagon yelled out for orders.

      “I’ve killed an elf before,” Chessta frowned. “This one will be easy.”

      “Chessta,” I growled. “You will leave her alone. She’s been helping me.”

      “That stuff smelled yucky,” she disagreed.

      I sighed and slumped back. “Chessta please?”

      She let out such a ferocious growl both I and the woman flinched. But the small drarskk plopped down on her behind and covered herself with her wings as she pouted. “Fine.”

      “Thank you dear,” I smiled, wishing I could reach out and touch her. I did not know what was beneath these sheets. But from the smell of burned flesh and how cold I felt, it was likely I was closer to death than I was comfortable.

      “Can you drive a wagon?”

      “Yes,” the old woman nodded. “Why?”

      “Chessta?” I called, ignoring the question. “Could you be a dear and take care of the driver for me?”

      That seemed to perk her up as she leaped to her claws once more. “Really?!”

      “Yes,” I smiled painfully. I could never forget what she was. Despite the cuteness, she was a monster. Just like her mother. And no matter how much I loved them, that would never change.

      “Okay!” Then she frowned, “Can you open it?”

      “Ah,” the old woman trembled. “Okay.”

      She reached over and took the edge of the cloth that separated the front driver’s seat to the rear where we were being held. She drew it aside as the screaming and shouting increased in pitch. The driver hadn’t been ignoring us, he could likely not hear it. He was shouting for directions while steering the wagon around trees. And he was completely unprepared for the meat seeking monster that slammed into his back.

      All I saw before the man vanished was an arc of red as she went straight for the jugular. His anguish was driven from my sight by the impact and I felt the wagon lurch as part of him went under a wheel. The old woman wasted no time slipping into the driver’s spot and taking the now lost reigns. She grimaced, seeing the blood come off the leather. But she ignored it as she steered away from the main column.

      “CHESSTA!”

      I smiled as I heard a familiar cry, followed by several more screeches. But that wasn’t all I heard. In the distance, it sounded like the rolling of thunder. The many hooves of charging cavalry.

      “WHERE IS MY WIFE!”

      It was all happening so quickly. The drarskk found us, now Frelser was here. Despite my pain and discomfort, I smiled as I relaxed back into the floor of the wagon. Whatever happened from now, was up to my dear husband. I could relax.

      *** Frelser

      I was a monster. That was the only thing I could think of as I tore an elf’s arm off. I took him by the shoulder and pulled. The tendons made small snaps as they broke apart, but that could also have been the crunch of bone. In either case, the blood that spurted out from the torn shoulder sprayed into the air as I charged forward. Gul, Frit and Mareridt were with me. They were armed properly with their weapons of choice. My sword was lodged back there in the side of a wagon, with a screaming elf impaled on the blade.

      That wagon had taken off thanks to the terrified horse, and so I continued on foot. My killing felt more personal this way. And I revelled in it. These elfs had their chances. They fought, fought and fought again. I tried to leave. I tried to stop. They wouldn’t stop even though I tried to move on and live my life.

      A felt the warm wash of flames as I heard Mareridt cry out. I whirled on the attacker seeing my nightmare ducking away as she covered her upper body with her hands. The elf only had a brief flash of fear as my hands burst free of his spell. Catching his face in the palm of my hand, I felt his jaw shatter as his muffled screams hit a new pitch.

      With one hand, I hurled him into the air, where I spotted a drarskk dodge around him. The beautiful member of my flock caught my eye for a moment and I watched as they swooped around.

      “DADDY!”

      I spun, as Chessta slammed into my chest. She clung to me and I wanted to take her in my hands, but she kicked off.

      “Follow!”

      I snarled and charged after her. She stuck low to the ground, ducking between legs and around elfs. I charged through them as more of our men arrived. The cavalry charge hadn’t been much good. In the confines of the forest, a proper charge wasn’t possible. And with most of the members being untrained orcs, most of them dismounted and took the elf’s hand to hand.

      I ignored the shouts that came from my wives as I charged ahead. They would be fine. These elfs were unprepared, demoralised and out of formation. They had already broken into pockets of resistance and there was no cohesion at any front. Wagons were heading in any direction they thought was safe. Elfs were running. I hadn’t seen any humans. So either they had gone elsewhere or the elfs had abandoned them.

      For each elf Chessta dodged, I didn’t bother. I roared as I charged through, taking them to the ground. The thickness of my armour meant I didn’t need to worry about all but the heaviest blows. And most often there wasn’t the time to react to my presence before I already bowled them over. I felt their bones break under my boots. Their limbs shatter as I blocked their swings. Elf screams rang out as they were flung aside, or were driven onto the weapons of those around them.

      Quickly, it became apparent where I was being led. There was a single wagon heading in a slightly different direction to most of the others. Unlike the previous wagons, that looked like they were trying to escape the fighting itself. This looked like it was trying to escape the entire group.

      “EILA!” I roared.

      At my shout, a face appeared from around the front of a wagon. It was an elf, but… A woman. A very old woman. Her face sagged and her ears had a slight tilt to them. And her eyes were open wide with fear as she saw me. I expected her to flee, to snap the reins. But instead, she hauled on them, dragging the horses to a stop.

      “She’s here!” The woman screeched.

      The shrieks of the drarskk answered that screech and the woman leaped to the ground as Sessa swooped overhead.

      “MOTHER!” Chessta shouted. “STOP!”

      “THEY DIE!” Sessa screamed.

      The old woman scrambled across the ground. To my surprise, she came straight for me as Sessa swooped down over the top of her. I thought about things for only a moment, before I leaped forward. The old woman cried out, but I wasn’t aiming for her. Instead, I caught Sessa in my arms. Her surprised expression shifted to shock and fury as she saw her claws sunk into the gaps of my armour. But I paid that no mind as I kissed her fiercely. She chirped in that usual way she did when something surprised her.

      With a snarl, I threw her into the sky, where she regained control of herself. “Keep her here!” I growled.

      I series of chirps was my answer, while I spotted Chessta waiting on the seat the elf was in moments before. I rushed over to the rear and ripped the cloth open, only to gasp as I saw what laid beneath.

      She was wrapped in blankets that stunk of burned meat. Her head was mostly bald, and the skin on her face was weeping and cracked. But her eyes locked on mine and she broke a pained smile.

      “She helped me,” Eila nodded. “Don’t hurt her.”
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        * * *

      

      “There it is again,” King Chejly frowned.

      “My king?”

      King Chejly looked over at his general. The man was waiting to hear back from the battle. Things had gone smoothly. Their intelligence had been correct and the regicidal brute was long gone. Not that Chejly condemned it for the regicide. After all, he wouldn’t be in a position to take over the Elfin lands without Frelser’s help.

      But what concerned him now, was the slight tremors he could feel. It was only because his power had always drifted to the earth. Some elfs felt that way about flames. Others felt the call to the ocean. Most elfs had some form of magic they could call upon. But most never bothered learning how. To use magic was to shorten your life. If you were wealthy, influential or otherwise powerful, you could find many wives. Forcing them to fuel your own lifespan in return for their own, you could still live a normal life. It was why Chejly had twelve of them, though… Two were getting unsightly.

      He would need to track them down after this and see about pulling what little power they had left into himself. For now, King Chejly pushed his power into the earth. It sung to him, urging him on. There was a fight to restrain himself. It would be so easy to escape into the earth. To fling his mind in all directions. To feel…

      “What?”

      The ground shook violently as a battlement collapsed. Chejly had a strange feeling of openness in the earth not a moment before it happened. The feeling was now gone, but that was because the earth itself had collapsed, taking the wall with it.

      “My King!”

      Chejly roared and climbed out of his chair. His general was already moving. The fortifications had gone up quickly. It was under his guidance that it had happened at all. The small town he governed was now the seat of a new empire. The only thing that threatened him was that Phaslo’s daughter lived. And she lived with a brute that killed the old King. Which made her a threat. There was no telling what he would do next. It wasn’t even a natural creature. Cooked up decades earlier by a human mage, touching things he shouldn’t have been.

      Chejly’s thoughts shattered as the ground beneath his feet trembled once more. Turning about, a tower on the opposite side was collapsing. Screams filled the city as the inhabitants fled from the horror of what was happening. The ground shuddered more viciously than Chejly had ever felt before. And suddenly stones were tumbling from the roof above.

      The general charged to his side, taking his shoulder in a firm grip. “MOVE!”

      Chejly snarled as the man shoved him towards the exit. The ground shifted beneath their feet and Chejly heard a scream. Turning about, he watched the general fall into a gaping hole opening beneath his feet. With a snarl, Chejly threw out his arm, taking hold of the earth. The general was buried up to the neck, but he wasn’t the priority. The earth was.

      Chejly refused to allow it to take his home. Not now. Not like this. He roared, forcing his power into the earth. Reforming the foundations below to hold true. He took earth from the surrounding area, ignoring how homes collapsed into the holes left behind. Chejly paid no mind as he back filled the gaps. Only to gasp as he noticed how they crossed like spider webs throughout his city.

      They hadn’t been there weeks ago. In fact, most were only just large enough for a goblin to squeeze through. But they led to large chambers that, even now, Chejly watched collapse. As the earth shook once more, he watched a second tower and a section of wall fall to pieces.

      “We’re under attack,” Chejly snarled.

      He made a decision. The priority was the keep. If he could keep that from collapsing, he could hold out. Dig a trench around it. There were enough supplies within to last for years on a skeleton crew. He could breed the women within for the power he would need to stop any more digging. Eventually the invaders would need to leave.

      Forcing his power into the earth, he reinforced the ground. He hardened and compressed softer spots. Sand converted to stone, gaps were filled in. Chejly pushed and pushed, setting bedrock where he could. So that even if he ever missed something, it would still take far too much time to collapse the keep.

      “Husband!”

      Chejly growled, hearing the pathetic, mewling cry of his wife. He didn’t know which one it was. But he didn’t care either. He opened his eyes to see where she was. She would die for him, by his order. He needed to pull her power to feed his needs. Only, as he met her eyes, she wasn’t staring at him. But at something beyond him. He had seen that face once before. Etched into her for days after making her watch as he peeled the skin from her own sister. The wretch had bitten him, and he made her pay dearly.

      Chejly was about to call her over anyway, when he felt a presence behind him. Not to be taken by surprise, Chejly pushed power into the ground and fired a stone spike into whoever it was.
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        * * *

      

      The stone spike that slammed into my gut was hard enough to punch through my mail. It had slipped through under my cuirass and… Well as usual, it did nothing. The moment the magically formed stone touched me, it dissipated, leaving me standing there behind an elf as he concentrated on a young elf woman. She had the right idea. Her eyes were wide with terror as the elf who had attacked me stomped his foot.

      “GET OVER HERE! NOW!”

      “Are you Chejly?”

      With an almost girlish yelp, the elf spun around and froze at the sight of me. “It’s you.”

      “Chejly,” I smiled.

      The two stone walls that hit me from either side, smashed together with a heavy thud. I had to admit it was a shock. Not that it did much as I stepped toward the elf. He fell back as I stepped through the stone. He had reacted by instinct. But no doubt news about my immunity to magic had spread. Chejly scrambled back as his world fell down around him. Mareridt with Gul were attacking the front gate, keeping his forces occupied. Frit was sneaking through the rubble at the rear to split their forces. She was sweeping the streets, killing all opposition. This would be a bloodbath, where I knew many of the elfin men would die.

      But here, now as King Chejly scrambled across the floor towards his wife, I couldn’t help the deranged chuckle that escaped my lips.

      “This is the second time I’ve killed an elf king.”

      “Please?” He begged. “You don’t need to do this!”

      “I don’t?” I asked. “Then why do your people insist on trying to kill me?”

      “I-”

      “Phaslo sent an army,” I continued. “He gave the humans slaves, who sent assassins. I cut them down, I destroyed them. I took my anger, and I made peace with it. Only for you to strike once more.”

      “I’ll bow to you,” Chejly trembled as he looked around.

      I spotted another woman who was cowering, while watching on. Chejly looked desperately in their direction and I gave them a small smile.

      “Ladies, how do you feel about the King here?”

      “I… I don’t…”

      “Is he kind?” I tried once more.

      “...no…”

      It hadn’t come from the closer of the two. It had come from further back. There was enough rubble, I couldn’t make out the number. But there were several women approaching once more. It reminded me of the women from Elfin Vakt. They trembled, quaked and refused to look at their tormenter. In this case, the king.

      “When I killed Phaslo, I dragged the inhabitants of the keep into the great hall, just like you are now,” I announced to the room. Chejly trembled and mouthed something to his wives. But they watched me with trepidation. “I separated the men from the women and watched as a group of young women fought my guards and tried to fight me. All to spare the life of their husband.” I looked at the confusion written on the ladies’ faces, before stepping forward.

      Chejly cried out as I took him by the throat and hauled him off the ground. He choked and kicked uselessly as I stared at his wives. “That man loved his wives. And now works in my keep. His wives are respected, some of them trained as powerful spell weavers.”

      “Kill him.”

      I blinked, before I spotted the one with a furious expression. She was young, barely a woman to my eyes. I could see the rage behind them and I nodded slowly.

      Chejly’s eyes bulged as I drove my fist into his gut. He opened his mouth to scream as I slammed him into the ground. I felt a wave of earth rise up around me as he fought back in the only way he knew how. The ladies watched on with horror as I was consumed. But it meant nothing as I stomped on the elf’s shoulder, shattering the bone beneath. The earth stilled, letting me haul his body free. I swung him like a rag-doll, breaking his legs and pelvis on the stone floor, while wringing his good arm until it splintered like soft wood.

      Chejly couldn’t scream. Though the bulging of his eyes told me, he would have been. But he wasn’t dead.

      “You didn’t kill my wife,” I growled. “So I won’t kill you.”

      The ladies shuffled back as I dragged him towards them. But they only stared as I dropped his twitching form on the floor before me.

      “Ladies, I have an empire to destroy. I’ll leave his fate to you.”
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      It was the largest human gathering I had seen, let alone even heard off. The epic tales I would read in the comfort of my old library. It was one thing reading about an army, tens of thousands strong. It was another entirely seeing it. They were neatly organised, at least from a distance. The Drarskk had scouted them and despite their numbers. Most were unarmoured and carrying farm equipment. I couldn’t help but wonder if they were conscripted, or volunteered.

      But with the Southern wind blowing, it was impossible to know for sure. The smoke of the fires lit in the Elfin lands was all the announcement I needed. There was no surprise attack this time. I couldn’t hide my forces within great forests and spring a trap from underground thanks to tunnelling goblins. No, this was to be a straight up, drawn out fight to the end. And, as I looked over the forces arranged against us, I was having second thoughts.

      Unlike the long-lived elfs, who thanks to a brutal domination of the women in their culture. Humans were still roughly even in gender. With roughly one man to every woman, each man could find a wife and each couple would have at least a few children. Which meant their population, while not as long lived as some of the other races, was far more dense. Even orcs didn’t populate at the same pace as humans. And while Goblins could, they stuck to their caves, only reaching out to hunt and raid. They didn’t expand, preferring to dig their tunnels deeper and wider to compensate for their population.

      But that wasn’t the worst part. That was the arrival of a third army. My troops were an eclectic mix of Orcs and Centaur. I also had light troops of Fetz, Humans and Elfs. I even had my own troop of dwarves from their outcasts who made homes in my lands, or were rescued from the Elfin slave pits. But there was a dark patch on the horizon. The land we were on was rocky and mountainous. So I knew they were already here, despite not being able to see them. And the humans didn’t seem disturbed by the fact.

      I doubted the humans didn’t know they were coming. They would have their own scouts. My lovely Drarskk had killed enough of them already. They kept trying to encircle us, testing our defenses and numbers. I had half a mind to believe they had a secondary force stationed somewhere in preparation for this battle. A battle that was already going to be a problem. Whichever army charged first, was going to be doing so uphill.

      We had met in the valley of two small mountains. It was relatively clear except for the small boulders that dotted the landscape. Those were hazardous to anyone below in the bowl of the mountains. We were perched up the side, opposite the humans, while the dwarves were likely going to do the same to our West. As I looked over the human camp, I could see their pavilion tents. They flew long stranded flags that were easy to see from here.

      But that was far out of reach. To charge, would be to put us at the bottom of the hill, where we would be vulnerable to a counter charge. And now with the dwarves coming, things would be even worse, depending on the exact reason they were here. And that was the most worrying part.

      “My King?”

      I looked back at Frit. It had to be one of my wives. The Drarskk were extremely protective of me right now. Mareridt was helping Pet in the medical tents. Our journey here wasn’t all sunshine. Minor skirmishes sprung up from ambushes sprung along the path. Most often we caught them before they could spring their traps. Scouts that could fly were extremely useful. Eila had been taking back to Hjem to be healed. She had taken Ophie with her, much to the Lamia’s anger. But after Eila described the population of Elfin Vakt evacuating into the goblin tunnels, I made my decision to continue. I just didn’t know what would be waiting for me at my return.

      “Frelser?”

      I blinked and shook my head, “Sorry Frit. What did you need?”

      “The dwarves will arrive soon. The humans are preparing a party to approach.”

      I didn’t bother asking how she knew this. The Drarskk were extremely watchful right now. And with their eyes and the angle of the mountains, seeing a group of well-dressed individuals getting on horses around a bunch of dirty soldiers, was rather easy.

      “There’s more,” Frit mumbled. “Someone by the name of Aleece is with them.”

      The snarl escaped my lips before I could rein it in. Frit took a step back as I stomped in anger. That woman betrayed me as well? That meant this would all go so very wrong. Giving her back that human city was a mistake.

      “If I survive this, I will burn Kunnskap to the ground for her betrayal. Sieged, burned and then salted, so that nothing remains.”

      Frit nodded slowly, before moving to stand beside me. I checked my own weapons. At some point in all this, I had lost my shield. In turn, I now carried my sword on my hip. But a two handed mace was my standard weapon. No matter how hard I swung it, there was little chance I could damage the iron head. It was custom made for me and I had faith it would withstand anything I could ever do to it.

      I plucked it from the ground where I had dropped it to watch the approaching dust cloud and hefted it to my side like a walking stick. “Let’s go see what that treacherous bitch wants then.”

      I pushed through the ranks of orcs. The barbaric creatures were dressed in their armour. Even outnumbered like we were, this would not go in the humans favour. Their losses, even with a victory, would be catastrophic. I stomped my way down the hillside towards the bowl. Frit at my side, a weight slammed into my shoulder.

      “Stupid husband!” Sessa hissed.

      “Don’t say mean things to daddy!” Chessta growled as she slammed into my opposite shoulder.

      “Your father walks into danger!” Sessa growled.

      “Daddy will eat the danger!” Chessta growled back.

      I couldn’t help but chuckle. Chessta was a drarskk through and through. She was as vicious, intimidating and dangerous as her mother. Just for whatever reason, she was still rational as a child. The strangest part for me, was the recognition, that despite her speech, abilities and her body count. She was still only a few months old. The rest of my children were only starting to eat solid food a short time ago.

      “This part should be safe,” I told them both. “They’re going to make threats or try to bargain with us. The real fight won’t begin until afterwards.”

      “Not safe,” Sessa growled once more. But she dropped the subject as she took to the skies.

      “Love you daddy,” Chessta chirped softly, before taking off after her mother.

      “I came out of my tent this morning, and she was chewing on the skull of a wild goat she had caught,” Frit mumbled.

      “I asked her not to chase away all the deer,” I shrugged.

      Frit fell silent as I approached the base of the mountain. With how long it took to walk, the humans had gathered their party and were approaching. But I wasn’t paying attention to them. Over the hill, rumbled something that, if not for Jonharren’s walking barge, I would have assumed must have been alive.

      It rolled on massive spiked wheels as it passed over the crest of the mountain. Behind it, came hundreds, and then thousands of dwarves. They, unlike the metal, rolling thing, were mounted on living creatures. They looked like tiny dragons, without wings. But that was only in the vaguest sense. They were stocky, short and had stubby tails. Their heads were rounded and filled with flat teeth. The dwarves perched on their backs wore heavy armour. It covered them entirely, and I knew then, that if the dwarves wished for war, they would likely win.

      The dwarven army halted part way down the hill. While the rolling monstrosity continued. It looked like it was made of old wood, reinforced with metal strips that overlapped. There were small holes cut in regular spots around it, and I wondered if it contained the miniature ballista that Johnharren supplied the town of Hjem with. Without an obvious way inside the thing, and its potential defenses, I had to wonder how anyone could destroy the thing.

      If it sat still long enough, perhaps you could dig a pit under it and hope it fell in. But it was mobile, and at the rough pace of a fast walk, it would be impossible to set something up in the short term. And during a siege, where you could guess its path, that would still leave it sitting more of less where they wanted it to.

      “War leader.”

      I turned my head to Frit and saw the direction she was looking. Distracted by the dwarves as I was, I had only moments to prepare for the humans to arrive. Six in total. Most looked like guards. I had flashbacks from being held up by crossbows as the leaders of Kunnskap retreated. But this time, I was pleasantly surprised that four of the six slowed, while the last two continued onward.

      I watched as Aleece rode alongside a middle-aged man in the most ornate set of armour I had ever seen. Phaslo and the other Elfs wore beautiful armour. It was crafted to be simple and yet elegant. This man though. His armour was embellished with various gemstones and even blued in some places for effect. If I wasn’t mistaken, he had rubies impregnated into the chest to give him the appearance of nipples. It was so distracting, I was still glaring at his chest until well after he had dismounted his horse and cleared his throat to catch my attention.

      “King Frelser, I presume?”

      I blinked and glanced at Aleece. She had a hard stare in my direction. It was intense, and I felt that pang of anger flow through me once more. I would kill her if I could. My loved ones had suffered enough. I wanted this to end and this time I wasn’t going to leave her alive to try this again.

      “Lets ignore the formalities for the moment,” I grunted. “You and the Elfs have plagued my family. Slavery, assassins, a siege, kidnapping and what I could only describe as torture.”

      “I didn’t hear a question in your words,” the man smiled.

      “There wasn’t one,” I growled. “I just want you to understand that I am here because of your actions.”

      “Wonderful,” the man beamed. “Because had Henry The Just simply killed you when he had the chance, we would never have come to this stalemate.”

      “This is hardly a stalemate,” I nodded towards the approaching machination.

      “True,” the man smiled. “With that, I suppose, I should introduce myself. You may call me King Boroi. As for the stalemate. I am not fooled by your numbers. Your forces are far superior to mine. Had I the time, I could have arranged a much greater force, with vastly superior equipment, rather than this ramshackle mob of peasants.”

      “Had I the time, I’d be home balls deep in one of my wives,” I growled.

      King Boroi chuckled and turned to Aleece, who was still staring at me. “You warned me he was brutish. But that was rather impressive.”

      “King Boroi, I suggest we await out guests,” Aleece said evenly.

      I continued to glare at her, even as Boroi shook his head. “Yes. It impressed me when you told me they agreed.”

      And there it was. The dwarves were in league with their plans. I was going to die out here. Whatever the outcome here, I was going to order my wives to flee. Then I would sacrifice the rest of us to give them as much time as I could. Frit likely would argue. But I’d break her legs and send her with Mareridt if I had to.

      The rolling machine came to a halt before us. There was a loud whistle, followed by a plume of steam, as the machination lowered itself to the ground. Up close, I could make out more of its features. The wheels were taller than the main body. They were a mix of dwarven steel and wood like the rest of it. There were massive spikes lining each wheel, they likely dug into the ground and prevented it from sliding in emergencies. The central part was a large box. Longer than it was wide, but otherwise about equal in height as width.

      There was the sound of a hatch opening, and I frowned as I spotted a team of armed dwarves step out from the rear. They must have been within, and I wondered how many more it could fit. An army of these things rolling into battle would be devastating. The trenches you would have to dig to keep them out would be impossible to create in a timely manner without magical means.

      Behind the armoured dwarves, stepped two more. The first, an older man, who…

      “Jonharren?”

      “Oh?” The old dwarf chuckled. “No, my boy. Though he is my nephew. He had plenty of things to say about your little coup.”

      I frowned at his words and wondered what this was getting at, as the second figure stepped into view. She had a shapely figure. Dressed in silks, her dress covered her from neck to toe. Her face was covered in a veil and a jewelled cowl covered the top of her head. Her eyes met mine for a moment and I saw some inflection. But I couldn’t tell what emotion she was hiding.

      “My King Harren,” Aleece bowed softly.

      “I would assume you are Aleece then?” King Harren smiled. “Which makes you King Boroi.”

      “It is well met,” King Boroi offered a small inclination of his head.

      From where I was standing, it was almost an insult. And I had to wonder if that was intentional.

      “Now,” King Harren smiled. “Have the negotiations started?”

      “I believe we were just finishing up,” Aleece bowed.

      I frowned at that. We hadn’t even started. Even King Boroi frowned, before he turned to face the Dwarf King.

      “We’ve made no mention of negotiations yet.”

      “A pity,” King Harren bowed rather more gracefully than King Boroi had. “Shall I begin?”

      This had all the hallmarks of a good mystery novel, and despite my furious anger towards Aleece, I nodded. “What have you got to offer?”

      “Peace,” King Harren smiled. “I am offering peace.”

      “Peace is all my people ever wanted,” King Boroi snapped. “This monster marched his army upon my lands. I am simply defending myself.”

      I glared at the man while he continued on a tirade. He accused me of everything from working with the demonic hordes, to being a necromancer. Nothing he said was technically incorrect. But it didn’t paint me in a flattering light either. It continued for several minutes, while King Harren’s guest slowly looked in my direction. I caught her gaze and held it, before glancing at Aleece. She had a strange look on her face. Like she was waiting for something.

      King Harren held up his hand, before bowing as King Boroi fell silent. “I’m sure you had much more to say on the subject.”

      “Indeed, I did,” Boroi growled. “But in a meeting of equals, I do not enjoy being spoken down to.”

      King Harren bowed again. I just watched how they interacted. King Harren looked rather sure of himself. He had an air of grace about him. Like he didn’t need to prove anything. King Boroi, was… A bit of an asshole. He postured, demanded and tried to talk up his own importance.

      “Be that as it may, I wish to hear from King Frelser.”

      I looked from Aleece, to Boroi, to the Dwarf King Harren and frowned. “I’m not sure what there is to discuss.”

      “Why do you fight?”

      I frowned. This whole situation sounded orchestrated. I glanced once more at Aleece, while she continued to stare blankly towards me. Whatever she had planned, I did not know. But I made a vow to kill her before the end came. Even if I had to take her down right here and now.

      “People keep coming after my family.”

      “Which people?”

      I glared at the Dwarf and he stared right back at me. “Not your people,” I nodded.

      “Gentleman. I am at the point in my life that it is time for me to set aside my contingencies. My eldest son is training by my side.” He gestured towards the closest Dwarf in armour, who stiffened slightly. “While my youngest daughter has reached her majority.”

      “I’m sure I could provide her with a suitable heir,” Boroi nodded. “Your people are long lived. I’m sure we could come to a mutually beneficial agreement.”

      I snorted and shook my head. The man was good with his words. But I doubted he had much in the way of a spine. He would agree to anything that didn’t end with his army decimated by the Dwarves.

      But none of that made sense to me. The dwarves were powerful. They didn’t need our help. They were secure in their mountain strongholds. In all my years, I’d only heard of them marching out a few times. And none of them within recent history. They traded a little, but were mostly self reliant.

      “Why?”

      “I’m sorry?” King Harren frowned.

      “Why would you want to give your daughter up to the likes of us?”

      “Speak for yours-”

      “Shut the fuck up,” I snapped at the human king. With the man sputtering, I turned my attention back to the dwarf King. “Why?”

      “... Father…”

      It was the first time she spoke. A soft voice. But it held a depth of power. Authority with compassion. Mareridt spoke with similar tones and I frowned, thinking of her like that.

      “I am not your enemy, young man.”

      “May as well be,” I shrugged. “You’re here with an army. Boroi and I both know we wouldn’t stand a chance against you. If you excuse me.”

      I turned and started heading back towards my camp with Frit a moment behind. Mareridt waited at the front lines, and I sighed, thinking about how to convince her to leave.
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        * * *

      

      “My King?”

      I looked over at the guard. She was one of the Fetz. A light guard. Most of them were scouts. Brushing away the tears that had drifted down my cheeks, I set aside thoughts of my wives dying in the coming battle.

      “Yes, what is it?”

      “Princess Belharren is here to speak with you.”

      I frowned and got up, but not before the strange young woman stepped into the tent behind the fetz. With Aleece hanging from her arm. Before I knew it, my sword was in hand as I stormed towards them both. I was going to have Aleece’s head, and I saw in her eyes, the deathly fear of one who had seen their own death.

      “WAIT!”

      I would have ignored the shout, if not for the fist that drove into my gut. I curled over from the blow, as Princess Belharren pulled back. Let it be known that a dwarf packs one hell of a punch. Their bodies, while small, may as well have been made of the very rocks they dug from the earth.

      “What do you want?” I spat, trying to straighten up, despite the ache in my guts.

      “Marriage!”

      I shook my head. “What are you talking about?”

      “I need you to sign this contract,” She slipped a sheath of paper from her long sleeve. “Then I need you to bed me.”

      “And what if I don’t?” I growled. “I have other wives, what would they think?”

      “I will submit to Eila’s wrath, AFTER, I save your life.”

      I snorted and shook my head. “My life is over.”

      “Not necessarily,” Aleece stepped closer.

      “And you, why shouldn’t I kill you?”

      It was then I noticed the sack hanging from her hand. It was stained red and dripped onto the ground. She offered it to me, and I took it with a level of trepidation. When I opened the bag, the face of King Boroi stared up at me. Still warm, but pale and unblinking. It looked like having his head removed, was quick and completely unexpected.

      “When one of his servants finds the body, their army will march,” Aleece declared.

      “When the humans march, my father will search for me in my tent. When I am not found, he will attack both Boroi’s forces and your own.”

      “WHY?!” I snarled as I stepped towards the dwarf. “My wives are here! I need time to make them leave!”

      “And they, along with you, will all live, if you take me into your family!” Princess Belharren snapped.

      “With the support of the Dwarves, and Boroi dead, there isn’t a soul who would dare attack you or your family,” Aleece gave a hopeful smile.

      I wanted to spit at her. I wanted to kill her, but… I was also holding a bag with a human head in it.

      “I’m not asking you to love me,” Belharren smiled. “But your wives are devoted to you, and you to them. So at the very least, you must treat them well. As a princess, no matter how much my father loves me. I’m a pawn for marriage. He was going to offer me to the victor of your battle. But with Aleece’s assistance, I made my decision.”

      I growled and shook my head. I heard a sharp intake of breath, before I held out my hand. “Let me see the document.”

      The paper stuffed into my hand was delicate. The writing on it was flowy, but easy for me to decipher. And… It was exactly as described. It was a marriage contract, granting an alliance between an unknown party, and the dwarves with the marriage of Princess Belharren. And it was already signed by the King.

      “Are you sure you want this?” I asked.

      “Just the fact you’re asking me, makes me think it’s the best choice,” Belharren smiled.

      I nodded then strode over to the small desk I had set up with a series of maps and calculations on it. There was also an inkwell with a quill. I plucked the feather and sighed, before dipping it and holding it over the document.

      “Right there,” Belharren tapped the paper as her hand crept around to hold my arm.

      I glanced at her, seeing the nervousness written all over her. I knew little what she looked like beneath her outfit. But I could assume she wouldn’t be hideous. And if it would spare the lives of my wives. I signed quickly, and set the quill aside, before dusting the document to ensure it was dry.

      “Now,” Belharren sighed.

      I turned to face her, as she reached up and pulled back her cowl. Long, curled hair cascaded out, the colour of ruby. She didn’t stop there, swiftly unlacing her veil, to show a smattering of freckles and high cheekbones. She looked nervous as she looked up at me.

      “You’re beautiful,” I told her.

      She blushed, almost the same colour as her hair.

      “I’ll wait outside,” Aleece mumbled, before turning away.

      That left me with the stunning dwarf, and she cleared her throat. “Well?”

      “Have you?”

      “I’m a princess,” Belharren frowned up at me. “So no… Father would have had them executed.”

      A horn blew in the distance, and the princess swore under her breath.

      “I believe we’re out of time.”

      She bit her lip. “Do it. Whatever you need to do.”

      I nodded and took her by the front of her dress. “Next time, we’ll do this properly.”

      “Next time?” She asked.

      I ignored her as I tore the silk from her flesh. Her undergarments held her impressive bust in check. Those I freed with a second snap of fabric. Belharren squealed in shock, but I took her in my arms and swiftly deposited her on my bed. Taking the silk underwear between her legs, I almost felt bad as I tore those free as well. Belharren was panting and clutching the sheets as I looked over her nude form.

      I wasted no time in literally ripping off my own clothing. The dwarf’s eyes went wide as my cock bounced in front of me. This was likely not going to be a comfortable experience for her. But I would not be cruel about it. Leaning in, I took in her scent.

      She smelled of minerals and flowers in equal measure, and her skin prickled from the sensation of my breath. Her labia were only slightly engorged and I could tell she was nervous. She opened her mouth to speak, but I beat her to it. Instead, her body jerked as I closed my mouth over her clitoris. I suckled gently, while sliding my tongue along her sex. A second horn blew in the distance. This one much closer and Belharren let out a pained grunt.

      “That’s my father.”

      I groaned and lifted her by the knees. Despite her curvaceous form, she was rather flexible. I had no problems pushing her knees to her sizable chest. Which gave me more of her to taste. I lapped at her entrance, prodding my tongue into her. From the gasps she made as I did so, it was something she enjoyed. And from her taste, I knew this would be something I would do again. All my wives enjoyed this treatment.

      When I pulled away, I could hear the depth of her breaths as she panted. It sounded like she had been running, and her eyes were glazed over in shock. But they met mine, and her expression shifted to a blushing smile.

      I took my cock in hand, before gently pressing it to her entrance. She was literally dripping, despite her nervousness.

      “I’m sorry about this,” I told her.

      She smiled and opened her mouth to respond. I took the opportunity to invade her mouth with my tongue. She moaned at the sudden contact, before suckling on the flesh between her teeth. Which became the thing she screamed into as I forced myself inside her. There would be time later for gentleness. For now, I needed to end this, so I could prevent the deaths of thousands.

      I drove myself into the princess as she writhed beneath me. Her teeth relaxed after a few strokes, before she bit down, hard. I grunted at the pain, before I felt her pussy contracting over my cock. I pulled her close as I continued thrusting. Whatever she was experiencing, must have been too much as she slumped limply. If not for the way she moaned with each thrust, I would have assumed I had harmed her. Until finally, I erupted within her.

      Like all my wives before, her eyes lit up as her body went rigid. Her form twitched and shook as she blindly drove herself onto my cock. It was almost a full minute, before her body fell limply against the bed, where she took a deep breath.

      “... Is… Is it always like that?”

      “No, my queen,” Pet said, surprising us both as she leaned over the dwarf to kiss her. “No, when you are comfortable with him. It’s so much more. He does this thing, where he holds you by the hip and shoulder. And you just hang there-”

      “Thank you Pet,” I grunted, before pulling away from the dwarf.

      My cock literally popped free of her as I stood. I could see Pet’s gaze as she locked with the dwarf’s sex. Had I given the word, she would have feasted like she did any of my other wives.

      “I don’t think I can walk,” Belharren sighed.

      I looked around at the shreds of her dress, before shaking my head. I doubted my reputation could get much worse. But as I carried a limp and complaining dwarf in my arms, I could see the dwarves moving around the mountains in two groups. The first heading for the humans. The second for me. And with Belharren wrapped in a blanket, I headed for the front line, where I could see a familiar figure leading the charge.

      “I hope your father forgives me,” I sighed.

      “You’ll be lucky if I forgive you,” Belharren shot back.
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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 was-

      “Frelser?”

      I blinked slowly and turned towards Eila. Her pregnant glow was almost enough to calm my nerves. But a distant giggle brought my attention back to the problem. I could see them. Standing there. Not a care in the world. I didn’t know which of the three made me more furious. The growl escaped my throat before I could rein it in. And despite some muffled complaints from Eila, I made my way over to end this threat before it could-

      “DADDY!” Those two voices cried with joy.

      I blinked as Amaly and Chessta threw their arms around me. Amaly, the spitting image of her mother. She wore a short dress that left her scaled tail exposed. Her mother had polished her until she shone like a jewel. Perched upon her shoulder, was her younger sister Chessta.

      “Emperor Frelser,” the young man bowed deeply.

      I turned my attention to the young man and thought about grabbing by his smug little-

      “Prince Elandrin, it is wonderful to see you here,” Eila called softly.

      All thoughts of violence were set into the background as my first wife took hold of my hand. There was no way for me to break her grip, that wouldn’t result in a struggle. A struggle I would not risk under any circumstances while she was pregnant with our fourth child. I had heard the whispers that Amaly had been writing someone. But I put it off as a myth. Simply gossip. But I remember this dark-haired, brown-eyed-

      “Peace, my love,” Ita touched my shoulder.

      I blinked slowly as she and Pet caressed my other side. Amaly and Chessta were smiling beautifully. They both knew what was happening. The two of them had learned quickly that a charming smile could get them far in my books. I couldn’t care less that Amaly wasn’t mine. She cried as much as I did when I married her mother and quickly formed a friendship with my eldest daughter Chessta. Now Chessta was what Sessa called her ‘majority’ I was on the lookout for potential danger. Like that, scrawny, too good looking, pompous little bast-

      “Emperor Frelser, my father asked for me to present a new trade agreement. Would you have time, perhaps later this evening to go over a few of the details?”

      Bastard humans. They started this whole thing. When my marriage to Queen Belharren was announced and the dwarves sent Boroi’s forces home, his wife sent an envoy. The humans had some kind of council, and they worked in opposition to the old king. With my access to the Dwarven nation, and the Elfs my kingdom was solidified as the major trading partner for the continent. More so than ever, not a single piece of trade went through this world, without dropping a coin in my back pocket.

      And I’d give it all up, to get this smarmy, charming, little bastard away from my daughters.

      “Perhaps tomorrow,” I told the young man.

      His polite smile told me he expected the answer. “Lovely. I look forward to our… delegations.”

      “Dear husband?”

      I turned and spotted Mareridt holding Marala’s hand. The diminutive elf beside her mistress was dressed in a lovely ball gown. It had been custom made and fitted just that afternoon, to encompass the swell of her stomach. She had that same lovely glow Eila did, only I knew that was half because of what Mareridt had stuffed up into her when I eased her cravings before the party.

      Mareridt, had a sling wrapped around her shoulder. It was stylish and blended well with the dark blue gown she wore. I couldn’t help but lean in to kiss her. Before leaning down to kiss the small horn on my son’s head. While my beautiful Nightmare had enjoyed me impregnating her submissive lover several times over the years. She herself, had restrained until only recently. The surprise, was Marala breaking into the master bedroom several nights in a row, pretending to be Ally, and impregnating herself all over again, without telling me, or Mareridt. The sly little elf still shied away from me. But she and I had an understanding. And I considered her a wife, even if she would never accept the title, or behave as the role required.

      CRASH

      I spun and saw a fleet of green monsters tear away from a collapsing table laden with deserts. Sint raced after them. Ball Gown be damned, she was hissing and spitting as she tore after our unruly children. The half goblins we had spawned together had their mother’s industrious nature. With a healthy dose of my inquisition. Leading to a rather destructive mix that usually led to them taking something apart and unsuccessfully putting it back together again.

      The sounds of crashing drew the attention to a pair of orcs. Chit, Frit and Gul had beaten each other senseless over the years. Even now, Chit walked with a small limp, while Gul’s eye still had a small amount of swelling. The two of them fought over which dress they would wear to tonight’s ball. Gull, in the lace frills, was the winner, while Chit, in the sheer grey, was limping after I distracted her from the loss. Frit, with her swollen belly, had refrained from the tussle entirely. Together, they charged into the room with their weapons at the ready, only to split to allow the goblins to pass by, before chuckling to themselves.

      To distract from the chaos, Eila had given quick orders to the minstrels, and a series of low tones broke through the atmosphere. As the music started, I spotted Harri and Lonty sway onto the stage. They were taking a break from childbirth. After giving me a litter between the two of them, they had decided to focus on raising our children before, and this is their words, “The next batch.”

      They swayed beautifully together. As madly in love with each other, as they day they declared their intentions to join my family. The music was also the queue to carve the massive boar that had been set on a spit. The Drarskk flock, including Sessa’s mother Hessa, flew in through the open doors. I was impressed that Hessa had taken a lower order in the hierarchy. Flying a little behind Hestha as the flock settled amongst the rafters, which…

      I smirked, spotting Ophie. She clearly thought of the human prince in the same way I did. Her form was wrapped around the rafters as she stalked our daughter like the predator she was. But it was the firm smack to my shoulder that snapped me away from my wife’s actions.

      “Blomst?”

      “I… I need it.”

      I nodded slowly and looked around for options. This wasn’t quite the place. There were too many innocent eyes but…

      “Follow,” I told her firmly.

      Striding from the hall, I made my way down a flight of stairs and opened the door to the kitchens. This was the staff entrance. Most of the food was taking up with a series of wooden platforms on ropes. Blomst was trembling as she followed me in. The scent of cooking meat was everywhere, as was the heat. And if I had to be perfectly clear, this wasn’t the first time.

      Blomst pawed at herself as she watched a cook forcing a spit through a gutted pig carcass. The head cook, an older woman, shot me a glare. I would owe her a bonus for this and I nodded as I dragged Blomst to a chair in the middle of the room. Amongst all the benches, tables and cook fires, I turned to Blomst. She was beautiful. Her makeup was pale with a blush on her cheeks. Her belly was swollen for her to birth at any time, which was half her problem.

      I brought her to the chair and sat before her. At this level, I was at the right height to untie the strings that held her impressive bust in place.

      “Frelser,” she complained.

      But I simply ignored her. I knew what she wanted, and she was going to get it. But when she was like this, she always needed that extra push to satisfy her. Which I achieved, by suddenly yanking the top of her dress down. Blomst gasped as her breasts spilled free. With the firm fabric in place her elbows were pinned at her sides, unable to free them without help.

      With a grin, I grabbed her hips and pulled her around to face away from me. Several of the staff glanced at her and I watched the way she trembled. This was an open secret of our lives. That staff could watch, but not dare approach, touch or respond in any way. But with some careful experience, I smiled at the head cook as she brought over a bucket and set it before my beautiful faun.

      I lifted the back of her dress and spotted the wet mess stuck between her thighs. The delicate silk panties she wore were tied with beautiful ribbons on her hips. Which made it all the more satisfying when I brutishly yanked them from her hips. She bleated as I pulled her back onto my lap and I could feel the way her body shuddered with each breath. The animalistic instincts within her always drove her crazy like this. It was why I needed to put in the effort to satisfy her. It was one thing to satisfy the woman. Another entirely to satisfy her heritage.

      I held her close, while I fished my cock from the front of my pants. My meaty member slapped beautifully against her pregnant belly and Blomst made noises of complaint as she rocked her hips. I placed my hand under her chin and pulled her backwards as I slumped for comfort. She extended her legs, pushing herself up as I positioned my cock to her opening. I could feel the liquid, molten, heat of her sex literally drip down my length. So I was merciless when I pulled her down, forcing my cock into her with a single thrust.

      Her mouth opened to scream, and I shifted my hand to muffle it. There weren’t rational words that would escape those beautiful lips of hers as I thrust up into her. But she could still understand what was happening around her.

      “They’re watching you,” I whispered. “Seeing their queen deface herself like a common whore. It’s shameful.”

      “Mmm!” She murmured between my fingers as she started to cum.

      I smiled and rocked my hips, knowing it was the first of many before she would finally be satisfied.
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        * * *

      

      I closed the door to our bedroom where Blomst was passed out asleep. She held on for almost an hour before she finally fell limp. And after a surge of energy knocked her out, I carried my delicate, ever-pregnant faun back to bed. The party downstairs was in full swing and I would need to socialise a little more before I could rest.

      I fucking hated it.

      With a change of pants, since Blomst had soaked through mine early in our session, I redressed and made my way out into the hallway that led to our room. It was strange being back in Kunnskap. My birthplace was not filled with fond memories. Neither was the attack where I destroyed the city’s leaders. Nor was the time afterward when I strong armed the council into signing over rights to the area.

      Solee and Lyrei by comparison practically threw land at me. The idea of ending hostilities with the continent’s major economic powers was thrilling to them. Lyrei, because of her experience with trade and her desire to build wealth. And Solee, because I promised to give his lover, Fenian, a title and some land. It was a ways off before he would risk separating his marriage to marry his lover. I could have ordered it by law into their culture. But both of them asked me not to.

      There were still skirmishes, even today. Old fanatics, trying to cling to life as bandits, pirates and those who seek to live by the old laws. Changing things too quickly, especially in such a longlived race, was dangerous. So we fought the battles we could, and I moved away from the elfin borders to help enforce the idea I wasn’t the one pulling the strings.

      What I had never considered, was Boroi’s surviving wife sending their youngest son as ambassador to their people. Nor did I expect him to take an interest in my daughters.

      “Frelser?”

      I whirled around as my anger threatened to overwhelm me. Aleece stood before me in a plain dress. She looked lovely, but… She always did. Ever the noblewoman, she dressed to impress me. At least that was my theory. I gave her what she wanted. A manor, land and the title of Duchess. She could live comfortably for the rest of her days with whatever man, or woman took her fancy. Her mother had certainly taken me up on the offer I presented her. She was off with three of her five husbands somewhere near the Dwarven border. But Aleece…

      “Yes?”

      “My Emperor, have I ever led you wrong?”

      I sighed. This was an old argument. She never led me wrong. At least, not that I could tell. Though she led me plenty astray. It was hard to trust a woman who would tell you the sky was green if it meant prodding you to an outcome only she could determine.

      “You know my feelings on this,” I growled.

      “I just needed you to think about it before I made this promise,” Aleece smiled softly. “On my honour, my titles and my very life, I had nothing to do with the young prince’s infatuations with your daughters.”

      I snarled softly and stepped closer. “Well?”

      “Your daughters started it.”

      I blinked, “What?”

      “They met him briefly, a few years during a visit.”

      “I don’t attend those,” I frowned.

      Aleece chuckled and nodded her head. “Yes, you hate them. And it irked the young man that he couldn’t meet you in person. It seems he had a bit of a vendetta against his father.”

      “That won’t stop me wringing his scrawny little neck,” I grumbled.

      Aleece smiled widely. “Your daughters, they approached him when they noticed his mood. One thing led to another, and they had an enjoyable afternoon together.”

      “And nobody told me?!” I growled.

      “There was nothing to tell,” Aleece gave me a pointed look. “It was in public, in full view of the court. It just looked like a trio of young people telling jokes for the most part. But it turns out your daughters took a liking to the young man and they’ve been exchanging letters for the last few years.”

      “Is this why the council has been less of an ass lately?”

      “No,” Aleece chuckled. “No, that’s because Belharren had her father march an army down the border as a training exercise the last time the council threatened one of your diplomats.”

      I chuckled despite myself. The Dwarven king barely forgave me for whisking his daughter into my bed without him being aware of the situation. It was only by her actions the man upheld his bargain. Essentially, she told her father she was a grown woman and made her decision. The man quickly turned things around. The Dwarves were not to be trifled with in terms of family. She made her decision, that made me and the rest of my wives family, and the King grudgingly respected that.

      “So-”

      “Your daughters are of a marriageable age,” Aleece said evenly.

      “I… Think I should discuss this with my wives,” I shook my head as I felt slightly faint.

      I wasn’t in denial. I knew my children were growing. Shala was making eyes with an elfin squire a few weeks ago. I let it go, remembering how her mother headbutt me to get my attention. I wasn’t about to murder a young man because my daughter spoke to him. But a foreign ambassador threatening to take my daughters away… That was another matter entirely.

      “Go take a walk,” Aleece patted my elbow. “I know how you get when you think about things too much.”

      “That’s because I’d rather be thinking of what to make next, or at the very least which of my wives to bed.”

      “Yes, I am aware,” Aleece blushed. “But that doesn’t change the fact, this world is enjoying the greatest level of peace and stability it has in generations.”

      “I’ll just have to take your word for it,” I shrugged.

      She was right though. A walk would be lovely. It would be nice to visit the river too. As it turned out, Nimue, being a mermaid, had a lot of eggs. And unlike birthing them in the ocean where predators were aplenty. She gave birth in a tub. And while I sometimes brought one of the naiads or… Both, back to the rooms for some fun. Nimue, had declined to return until at least such time as her children were found proper homes. So for now, a rather large lake dominated the landscape outside the keep. I positioned it exactly over the mage hall where I was created.

      That was a rather unpopular choice, but one I stood by even to this day. Especially as I strode around the gravel pathway I had installed. During the daytime, this was a popular area for couples to visit. At night, with the gates shut, it was a private area. One I guarded severely. My naiads and my mermaid were precious to me. Nimue was an absolute sweetheart, and the naiads were involved in every one of my wives birth. They were family, and I treated them as such, even if they slept outside.

      So along the lake, went benches, flowers, trees and other things to make the area beautiful. So I had a lovely walk to the rear where a small shack had been built amongst a small grove of fruit trees. The shack extended over the lake, giving me a private place to be with my aquatic lovers, and they enjoyed staying within the structure as well.

      So it was to my surprise, when I opened the door and spotted Belharren sitting in the water. She was nude as she sat in the water. Her gown and shoes folded neatly and set aside on a chair. Her eyes met mine and I could see the conflict in her expression. But I was more concerned about what caused this situation to begin with.

      Nimue was curled around her front, massaging my dwarven wife’s feet. While the naiad trio, Gana, Asea and Anna massaged her shoulders, arms and neck respectively.

      “Husband,” Belharren whimpered.

      I heard the tone in her voice and stormed into the water beside her. She held out her arms and Nimue flicked her tail to clear some space as I took my wife in my arms. Our time together started with mutual respect. She was beautiful, and I enjoyed bedding her all the same. But we came from very different worlds and had very little knowledge of one another. Because of that, we put off having children, especially after we confirmed that she would indeed enjoy the extended life spans of my wives.

      “What if she doesn’t like me?”

      I blinked and looked at her. She looked so vulnerable, and the naiads gave me sympathetic smiles from behind her.

      “Who doesn’t like you?”

      “Our daughter,” Belharren sniffed and wiped at her eyes. “What if she thinks I’m a horrible mother?”

      “Who in the world are you referring to?” I snorted. “Bel, you are one of the most beautiful, powerful and capable women I have ever met. Our daughter is going to adore the fact she has even an ounce of your strength. And she will love you for it, even as much as you love her.”

      Belharren shuddered softly and shook her head. “I’m not all that.”

      “You walked into an enemy war camp and sold yourself as a bride to a man who was part troll. Then allowed him to parade you naked through that camp, to be presented to your own father, and you still had the dignity to look him in the eye and tell him exactly what you did.”

      That seemed to break through her shell and I saw the edges of her mouth quirk. “I did… didn’t I?”

      “Such a strong queen,” Asea crooned as the naiads descended for more massages.

      “This feels like you’re buttering me up,” Belharren complained softly. “I know full well where you’ve been with Blomst for the last hour.”

      “I’m sorry, shall I-”

      “And it’s not fair that she dominates all your time like this. I have needs too.” She ignored my apology as I tried to work out what she wanted. “I know that I’m the smallest, even next to dear Sint. But I’m a dwarf and we’re built strong.”

      “Belharren?” I touched her cheek.

      “Frelser, I know that we didn’t start our time together with love. But I have grown so very fond of you over the years.”

      “I am aware,” I nodded. “Why do you think I agreed to give you a child when you asked?”

      Her chin wavered slightly, and I pulled her into a hug.

      “You never said it,” she sobbed quietly.

      “That I loved you?”

      She turned her head up to face me and nodded as tears rolled down her cheeks. All of my wives had their moments. In particular, during pregnancy. They would get overwhelmed and I clearly hadn’t been paying enough attention to my dwarf.

      “I’ve loved you for a long time, Belharren,” I told her earnestly. “I just never told you, because I feared that you still saw this as a political marriage.”

      She closed her eyes and nodded. “It’s not though. Not now.”

      “I figured,” I smiled at her.

      “Then,” she licked her lips. “Make love to me? Now I know you love me, I’d like to…”

      I smiled and laid her down in the water. She was small in my arms, and I rolled her onto her side. That left her belly supported in the water, while giving me a fantastic view of her. I pulled her to my front, as I laid down behind her and peppered her shoulder and neck with kisses. With one hand, I pushed under her head to cradle her close, and with the other I raised her upper leg and draped it over my hip.

      This was how we had done things since her stomach began to swell. Laying on her back was uncomfortable. And holding her from behind put me in an awkward position. So this strange sideways variation worked rather well.

      “Let me prepare you,” Gana offered.

      Before either of us could respond, the naiad leaned down between us. Belharren shuddered as she felt the glorious naiads tongue running over her clit. I knew it hadn’t been her first time with a woman. And I assumed she had taken comfort with the aquatic ladies before. As Gana worked, I kissed her. She gasped and mewled softly into my mouth as Gana worked her clit.

      I felt a hand take my rapidly hardening cock. I thought I would feel Belharren’s body, but instead it passed into the cool mouth of Asea. She worked me for a time, while Gana, her sister pleasured my wife. And they would have continued, until Anna cleared her throat.

      “Come on now.”

      With a pair of complaints, my cock fell free of Asea’s mouth, as Belharren gasped from the sudden cessation of pleasure. Only for Nimue to gasp as the sisters fell on her instead. With the mermaid falling to the whims of the naiad sisters, Anna steered me into Belharren’s awaiting pussy.

      “Hold me,” she whimpered.

      I smiled and did just that. She moaned in pleasure as I pulled her tightly against me. Her body was warm and lovely, but with a certain firmness that was normal for her people. Pushing forward, my cock slid slowly into her. I felt the way she stretched, and from her gasp, she did as well. I had always tried to treat her with care. Our size difference not being something either of us could ignore. But this time, I was gentle. I rocked my hips, driving my cock slowly in and out of her body. Belharren clutched my free hand and pulled it to her chest.

      There, I cupped one of her lovely breasts. They were large on her frame. But within my hands, like the rest of her, she was still rather small. But that didn’t stop me from feeling the hot splash of liquid that pooled in my palm. I released her for a moment and watched the white pearls of milk drip into the water below.

      “Oh,” Anna smiled. “May I?”

      I wasn’t sure if Belharren really knew what she was referring to. But we all heard the word, “Yes,” escape her lips.

      Her pussy throbbed as Anna took her nipple between her lips. I gently squeezed her breast, milking her flesh into the naiad’s mouth. Anna’s transparent body let Belharren see the milk as she swallowed it down.

      It was then, I felt a hot gush of liquid from between Belharren’s legs. Anna stiffened immediately and one of the naiad sisters noticed. There was a mad scramble and one of them shot out of the shack and into the water, followed by a loud bell.

      I extracted myself from Belharren, who looked conflicted about stopping. But I wasn’t about to continue as her water had broken. I knew the signs, and the naiads were quick to respond. As was Nimue. The beautiful mermaid was my companion through the birth. And as yet, all but one time, I ended up fucking her through most of it.

      “Frelser?” Belharren whimpered.

      “I love you,” I smiled and kissed her softly. “And so will our daughter.”

      Her lip quivered as I held her close. And the sounds of shouting approached, as the rest of my wives descended.

      The End

    

  


  
    
      Dear Reader,

      It’s been a while huh?

      Trolling in Paradise was my first real delve into this genre and I can’t believe how far I’ve come. I still have a lot to learn. I still have much to improve. And for all of you who got this far. You have my sincerest thanks.

      Thanks for sticking by some random yob from Australia.

      Thanks for putting up with my shitty covers.

      Thanks for not calling out my atrocious application of ‘British’ English.

      Anyway. This is it for Frelser and his wives. As I write this, I’m almost done with the sequels for I Summoned My WHAT?! And The Lost Prince.

      I hope you enjoy them as much as I did writing them!

      All the best!

      Monty
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      Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer.

      Capitol City, a fortress city among many. Home to millions. The inhabitants live under the thumb of The Agency. An organisation dedicated to protecting the peoples of this world, from the dangers of superpowered villains, and the mutated creatures of the wilds.

      But the Agency is flawed. Children are tested, and those with power are taken away for training. Those with power that refuse, are deemed the enemy.

      Amongst it all, is one Professor John Hill. Teaching a class questioning the societal ethics of such a law, he hides a dangerous secret.

      And when his latest toy, commits an unimaginable crime, he is forced to reveal himself.

      When the dust settles, the heroes have fled for their lives and Darksite is left behind to pick up the pieces of a city falling into ruin.

      And maybe get some help along the way.

      Contains: MF, MFF, violence, gore, mutated animals, rogue supers, misunderstood villains, an ethical succubus and a living fart.

      

      
        
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BSDM3ZGC
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        Growing up in a broken home, Tate Lockman held a knife before he could swing a fist.

      

      

      

      
        
        When good fortune lands him on the doorstep of his childhood friend's home, holding a knife, he fears

      

      

      

      
        
        he's about to lose the only thing he's ever loved. Instead, he's given the opportunity to escape the tormented existence he was born into.

      

      

      

      
        
        Years and a lifetime later, Tate finds himself reenacting a battle with sword and shield. The winner, takes home the mythical Sword In The Stone!

      

      

      

      
        
        And when his fingers brush, the rusted blade trapped in rock. He hears a voice, calling for him to take up the mantle, of The Warrior.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thrust into a brutal world, Tate and his Elven, shape-shifting companion quickly learn that all is not well. The humans and the elves are at war. Corruption has spread through the world, and nowhere is safe to hide. Forced, unwilling into conflict, Tate butts heads with the lord of this land. A man armed with his own special blade. And the fate of the world holds its breath.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains: Graphic violence, beatings, soul-bound weapons, explicit adult situations, MF, mentions of FF, and the beginnings of a harem.

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BN2QB2H9
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        People are complicated.

        The dead are not.

      

      

      

      
        
        I guess that's how I ended up working as a mortician.

        When a corpse sits up and starts a conversation with me, I'm utterly convinced I'm hallucinating. Right up until the corpse invites me for a drink and walks out the front door.

      

        

      
        Sucked into an endless black, void, later, and I'm in a strange world, with strange creatures with a strange appetite. And that corpse?

      

        

      
        Well even the gods get bored sometimes... And I couldn't be happier.

      

        

      
        Contains violence, gore, cannibalism, the desecration of multiple corpses, disrespect for vampire ashes, MF, MFF and a flair of romance between an undead man, and his undead lovers.

      

        

      
        Mind the front door!

      

        

      
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BLM9J7V8
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      Ever have one of those days, where you fall asleep, and wake up not knowing who or what you are?

      How about literally?

      Waking up in a random glade, deep in a forest, our confused and slightly grumpy MC has to figure out what the wet cold stuff falling on him is.

      With some trial and error, he manages to get mobile, before stumbling into a major pitfall. Nothing here is edible. But when a beautiful Bee-woman stumbles across him and decides to nurse him back to health with her honey. Things start looking up.

      Right before they get much... much worse.

      

      Contains MF, MFF, flesh eating dryads, mind-controlled liquid claws, rage-fueled demonic monsters and a constantly frustrated MC who can't remember the context of his own thoughts.

      

      
        
        https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BFVM43WJ

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK FORMATTING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/formatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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