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    Introduction 
 
    Home of Consequence is the third book in a series that continues the tale of Nameless and his bond-mates as they return home and try to resume their lives while grappling with loss. All while knowing that a dark threat still looms. 
 
    WARNING: This is a work of erotic fantasy, there is nudity, swearing, a fair bit of violence, and plenty of naughty sex between man (and woman) and monster girl/girls. If that isn’t your cup of tea please give this book a pass! 
 
    Otherwise please enjoy! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Legal Notes 
 
      
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you want someone else to read it please purchase them a copy. 
 
    All of the characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age or older and any resemblance to persons living or dead is both coincidental and unintentional. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    For Kar. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prologue:  
 
    Digney’s Fall 
 
      
 
      
 
    Evening was falling over the Digney homestead and the occupants were bedding down for the night. 
 
    But at least one toddler was entirely too energetic to sleep. 
 
    “Dana! Dana! Tell me a story!” The boy demanded of the bespectacled Lambda who was tucking him in. 
 
    Dana adjusted the glasses on her nose with one finger while her other hand smoothed out the boy’s blanket. 
 
    “Not tonight Jordan, you need to get to sleep. Mistress will be upset if you don’t.” She warned in a mock severe voice. 
 
    “Dana, I don’t unda-under- I don’t get it. How come you always call momma that?” 
 
    “Because that is what she is to me, little terror. She is my mistress, we’ve told you about my heart.” 
 
    “Yeah, but why not, like… um.” His tiny brow scrunched up as his young mind worked; “Dadda always calls her Mel, how come you don’t call her something like that?” 
 
    “You ask a lot of questions for a boy who is supposed to be asleep.” Dana chided, ruffling his hair with one hand. 
 
    Arms crossed and leaning on the doorframe, Melanie Digney watched with an indulgent smile on her face as her pet tried to get her youngest child to sleep. 
 
    “But Daaaanaaa.“ He whined. 
 
    “She is your momma, and she is my mistress. Enough of that now.” 
 
    “But a story Dana! Please, you tell the best stories!” 
 
    Dana pursed her lips, her woolen locks bouncing slightly as she turned towards the door. 
 
    Her mistress simply quirked an eyebrow at her. 
 
    “Oh alright, what story do you want to hear?” 
 
    “One with Amazons in it!” He exclaimed immediately. 
 
    “No surprise there.” Steven murmured into Melanie’s ear. 
 
    She yelped at his sudden nearness as her husband wrapped his arms around her waist. 
 
    “Away with you! Sneaky man!” She groused, slapping at his familiar embrace as Dana began to tell her story. 
 
    He hugged her against him despite her half hearted blows against his forearms. 
 
    “If I wasn’t sneaky I wouldn’t get to see your bouncy bits when you jump.” He said with a smug grin. 
 
    “Bah! Men! One of these days I am going to take Dana and the girls and run away, leave you to fend off the little terror by yourself!” 
 
    “Ha! Like you ladies could live without my mighty pen-” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    Melanie turned from him, a sudden noise catching her attention. 
 
    “Me saying you two couldn’t live without my penis?” His mocking tone had turned questioning. 
 
    “No, I heard something in the yard, are the girls down?” 
 
    She broke free of his grip and turned to the hall window. 
 
    “Yeah, put them to bed myself. Which puts the score at two for me, and not even one for you and Dana.” He threw a thumb at the Lamda within the bedroom and her bright eyed audience. 
 
    Crack. Crack. 
 
    “Shush! There! Again, you must have heard that.” She grabbed at his arm, pulling him towards the window. 
 
    Steven frowned. 
 
    He had heard it that time. 
 
    “The wind, surely.” He muttered, though his tone was uncertain. 
 
    The odd noise had caught both of their notice now. It was faint, but sharp and distinctive. Steve’s heart leapt for a moment, afraid that their barn might have gone ablaze, but the noise wasn’t quite the dreaded crackle of fire and there was none of the telltale orange glow coming in through the window. 
 
    In fact, there was no light at all coming from outside. He pulled the curtain back. 
 
    “Odd, the sun is down but not that long ago.” Steve said, and then glanced down at Melanie’s grip on his bicep; “Oh relax woman! It’s just some clouds surely! No need to squeeze my arm off!” 
 
    He teased at her, but his heart wasn’t truly in it. For the couple, the mood of the evening had shifted from sleepy and jovial to something dark and threatening, though neither could account for why. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    Inside the bedroom Dana’s voice faltered as she picked up on her bond-mate’s anxiety through her heartstone in Melanie’s hairpin. 
 
    “And then what happened?!” Jordan asked. 
 
    “Hush now, something is wrong with momma, give me a moment.” 
 
    Danna got to her cloven hooves and joined her lover in the hall. 
 
    “Mistress? What’s wrong?” 
 
    But before either of them could answer they all heard yet another snap from outside. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to go take a look. Maybe the gate in the wind…” Steven’s voice trailed off. 
 
    He had closed the gate, he knew he had. 
 
    Shaking off the anxiety and the gripping hands of his wife, the burly farmer threw on his heavy coat against the night’s chill and took up his splitting maul. 
 
    “If it’s just the gate why do you need your axe?” 
 
    Melanie’s stomach was in knots, something was terribly off about the night. 
 
    Steven looked at his wife of nine years and gave a brave smile belied by the nervous sweat on his brow. 
 
    “In case it isn’t the gate.” 
 
    “Steven… don’t.” She whispered, fear choking her voice and tears finding her eyes. 
 
    He made to say something reassuring but all he managed was a jerky nod as he opened the front door and walked out into the oppressive night. 
 
    Melanie’s heart pounded in her ears. 
 
    “I’ll go with him.” 
 
    Dana’s voice shook; she hated the fear that had taken over her home, but fell prey to it nonetheless. 
 
    “No, stay with Jordan.” Melanie said as she turned to check on her daughters. 
 
    She didn’t get more than a few steps before both of them rushed out of their room at the end of the hall, fear on their faces. 
 
    “Momma, we heard a noise!” Her eldest whispered loudly. 
 
    Wordlessly she gathered them into her arms and joined the rest of her family in Jordan’s room. 
 
    “Anything?” Danna murmured. 
 
    The Lambda’s voice still wavered but she worked hard to hide her fear from the children. 
 
    Melanie shook her head. 
 
    They waited for a full ten minutes, not hearing anything from outside, not even the normal night noises until- 
 
    Crack. 
 
    They all flinched and Jordan began to cry. 
 
    The sharp noise was right outside the hall window, and this time it was followed by a faint rustling sound, the noise amplified by the oppressive silence of the house and the night outside. 
 
    Melanie breathed heavily through her nose, clutching her daughters together. 
 
    Where is Steven? 
 
    They all flinched again as another crack sounded, again followed by a slight rustle. 
 
    A deathly cold certainty settled on Melanie Digney. 
 
    If she didn’t act, her children would die. 
 
    She stood from her place on the bed, pulling her children’s arms off of her and handing them to Danna. 
 
    “Mistress…” Her pet whimpered as the three young children clung to the wool on her hips. 
 
    “Keep them safe for me.” 
 
    Melanie moved as quietly as she could towards the door to the room. As she entered the hall, the curtained window loomed oppressively to her right, and she gathered all of her courage before she glanced to the left. 
 
    She nearly screamed. 
 
    At the end of the hall the back door was wide open. 
 
    They rarely used that door so it was always kept locked. Beyond the threshold was nothing but inky blackness, the same oppressive dark that made it hard to breathe. 
 
    Whatever evil had descended on her family was just beyond that door. 
 
    With a mother’s courage she turned and ran into the front room to arm herself with the heavy iron fire poker. She then ran back into the hall and placed herself between her children and the terror of the night. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    Rustle. 
 
    She flinched as a tiny object flew out of the darkness and pelted her in the cheek with a painful sting. 
 
    Her eyes searched the floor, confusion written across her features. 
 
    The empty half-shell of a walnut was spinning in an unsteady wobble on the floor. 
 
    “Wha-” 
 
    “I like breaking walnuts.” 
 
    Melanie jumped with a shriek as a female voice spoke from just beyond the threshold. 
 
    “The nut itself, I could do without. Too bitter. But there is something satisfying about the snap of the shell.” 
 
    The voice was as cold as death. 
 
    A figure emerged from the darkness; a dark haired woman, pale skinned and dressed all in black, stepped just past the doorframe. 
 
    “Who are you?! Get out of my house!” Melanie cried out. 
 
    She could here Jordan crying through the door to her left and brandished her makeshift weapon at the darkness. 
 
    “Who am I indeed.” The woman said absently. 
 
    “Wh-where is Steven? Where is my husband?!” 
 
    Melanie’s eyes darted to and fro, vainly trying to pierce the inky black rectangle behind the woman. 
 
    He should be here. He’s the brave one, not me. 
 
    “The man with the axe? He’s right here.” 
 
    There was another rustle and the mysterious stranger turned to one side as another figure emerged from the darkness of the doorway beside her. 
 
    Melanie nearly cried in relief as she recognized her husband’s shape in the night, though there was something odd in his posture. 
 
    “S-Steven?” 
 
    She leaned her head forwards, squinting her eyes to try to make out his features. 
 
    “He can’t hear you, not anymore. You can have him back now, there’s no snap left.” 
 
    Melanie’s eyes widened in horror as her husband drifted into the light and she realized why his form looked off. 
 
    His body was slumped like a ragdoll, his feet drifting just off the ground, his head was upright, but only because the serpent wrapped around his neck and holding him aloft kept it that way. 
 
    His eyes were bulged out and his mouth was open in a scream that would never come. 
 
    The serpent uncoiled from his neck and drifted down behind the woman. 
 
    His body slumped to the floor, and Melanie knew that she was now a widow. For a moment her grief threatened to overwhelm her but she held it at bay. 
 
    This monster had taken her husband but she would not harm her children. 
 
    “Stay away from us you evil bitch!” She sobbed angrily. 
 
    “Where is the sheep?” 
 
    The woman still spoke without emotion; her snake tail had risen up again and was now draped over her shoulder, staring at Melanie with its dead eyes while its tongue flicked out to taste her scent in the air. 
 
    “Wh-what?” 
 
    “I gave you back your husband, now you need to give me something. It’s only fair.” 
 
    “What do you want with Danna?” 
 
    “Who is Danna?” 
 
    Melanie was at a loss for words for a moment. 
 
    “You’re insane!” She finally sputtered. 
 
    “So I’ve been told. Very well, I will give you a choice. Give me the sheep- pardon me, give me Danna, or I go back to cracking walnuts. I believe there are three more inside. Quite small, but they’ll snap all the same.” 
 
    Melanie sobbed again at the thought of her children in the grip of this creature. She raised her iron, ready to go down swinging, but Danna took her by the arm. 
 
    “Mistress, please.” 
 
    Her bond-mate’s voice was so calm it almost frightened her more than the monster in the doorway. 
 
    “D-Danna?” 
 
    She turned to look into the gentle orange eyes of the second love of her life, while the first lay dead on the floor before them. 
 
    “If I come out, you’ll leave my mistress and the children alone?” Danna called towards the pale woman. 
 
    There was a brief pause, and then the snake-tailed monster broke another walnut with a snap. 
 
    “Sure, why not?” 
 
    Danna closed her eyes and nodded, tears beading from her lids, the children clung to her wool, but she pried them off. 
 
    “Danna, not you too.” Melanie quietly sobbed as her iron hit the floor with a thud. 
 
    “Mistr- Mel. My love. We must keep the children safe. Steve did all that he could, now I need to as well. You still hold my heart, you will always hold my heart.” Somehow the formerly terrified sheep girl kept her voice from faltering. 
 
    “Yea, need that as well, Danna.” 
 
    With a grimace at the dark creature’s interjection, the Lambda pulled the hairpin containing her heart out of a sobbing Melanie’s thick locks and pushed it into her own. 
 
    Danna kissed her bond-mate, and then walked towards the monster, stopping at Steve’s prone form. 
 
    Try as she might she couldn’t keep herself from looking down at her bond-mate’s husband. 
 
    He was a good man and she had loved him too. 
 
    “I’m ready, please, don’t do it in front of the children.” Her voice gave out as she closed her eyes, expecting death. 
 
    Melanie sobbed again, falling to her knees as her children swarmed around her. 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “Hmm? Do what?” The woman asked as she flicked another walnut shell into the house. 
 
    Danna swallowed nervously and she fidgeted with her glasses. 
 
    “Um, I don’t know, eat me?” 
 
    The monster grimaced. 
 
    “Do you know how hard it is to get wool out of your teeth? Blech. I’ll stick with walnuts.” 
 
    “What do you want from me then? Why have you done this to my family?” 
 
    “Your… family?” 
 
    Her black eyes narrowed, and her voice trembled with sudden anger. 
 
    “Do not speak to me of family!” She hissed; “You know nothing! Now come, we’re leaving. Try to run and I kill them all.” 
 
    Danna swallowed at the woman’s threat, but stood her ground. 
 
    “I w-won’t run.” 
 
    “I know, but I can hope.” 
 
    The monster’s words were emotionless once more. 
 
    As Danna stepped out into the darkness she felt the serpent tail coil around her waist. 
 
    Her last fleeting thought was that Jordan was still crying. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1:  
 
    The Dragon’s Kiss 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Wait, so supposedly he somehow found the last Valkyrie, thereby taming all of the Amazons, and now he has a fuck-ton of monster girls bonded to him?” 
 
    Brandon Dixon, the son of Rory the local blacksmith, had missed Nameless’s arrival back in town and was skeptical to say the least. 
 
    “Yeah, and don’t forget about the Hornets! Man what I wouldn’t give for a taste of those honey-pots!” 
 
    “Ewww, don’t be gross Dillon!” One of the Lambdas said, throwing a glare at the horny young man. 
 
    “I don’t believe a word of it.” Brandon spat into the fire. 
 
    “I do.” Cordelia Loskins said quietly. 
 
    She hadn’t spoken much, the other young people and monster girls around the fire had dominated the conversation. 
 
    The nameless orphan that they gossiped about had left town a few months prior accompanied by his own bond-mates as well as an entire Aegis tac-team. And that was after palling around town with a Dragon, which was something they had all seen.  
 
    He came back only a short time ago, accompanied by a bunch of Amazons, an entire hive of Hornets, and a Valkyrie no less! 
 
    No wonder the young folk in the small town of Kettering couldn’t stop speculating about his return; immediately rushing to one of their usual hang-outs to start a fire and swap theories. 
 
    Brandon’s eyes narrowed as he considered Cordelia’s quiet admission. 
 
    “Yeah? Why is that? Cuz his little kitty-cat tried to claw your face off?” 
 
    A few of the others snickered and she couldn’t hide her blush. 
 
    “Yeah, I saw that go down. Man, that cat tore you a new one! Seriously what did you do to piss her off?” Dillon asked. 
 
    Cordelia sighed, it wasn’t the first time she had been asked that question. 
 
    She thought of that day often, and of the events that precipitated it. The righteous anger on the face of the Katje, and the fierce determination on Nameless’s face when he yelled at her for calling his bond-mate a whore… 
 
    She doubted she would ever forget it. 
 
    “Aww, she won’t say! Probably the creepy little brat made a pass at her or something.” 
 
    Her head jerked to Brandon at his unkind words. Cordelia didn’t like what he was saying about Nameless, she hardly knew anything about the diminutive man, but what she did know was that he didn’t deserve their scorn, just as he hadn’t deserved hers… 
 
    “Shut up Brandon! You don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
 
    Silence settled around the fire at her shockingly loud voice, even she was startled by her own fervor. 
 
    “Is that so? You don’t like me talking about your little boyfriend?” 
 
    Brandon sat up and flexed his arms; he was the biggest of all of the people around the fire that night and he knew it. 
 
    “Grow up!” She snapped, not impressed by his posturing. 
 
    “Hey everybody cool it!” 
 
    Dillon patted the air placatingly, a look of apprehension on his face as he scanned outside the circle of firelight. The last thing any of them wanted was the lawkeeper showing up and levying a fine against them for their little fire. 
 
    The sight of Nameless returning to Kettering had a particularly strong impact on Cordelia. Her sister Helen had all but dragged her outside to see what the fuss was about, and he just walked right past them, a veritable horde of women around him, though what impacted her most wasn’t the various monster girls or even the gloriously winged Valkyrie, it was the heavy look on his face. 
 
    Wherever he had been, she was certain that tragedy had struck. 
 
    So she had quickly joined the others in speculating. But while most of them wanted to know about the Valkyrie, she just wanted to know what could have happened to put that look in the young man’s eyes. 
 
    She shook her head out of her thoughts and looked around the fire; she was a bit surprised at the fresh young faces staring back. 
 
    Why am I even here? Most of these kids are still in school. 
 
    Cordelia wasn’t much older, but she was at the age where a few short years can make a major difference in maturity. 
 
    That and she’d had cause for a great deal of soul searching of late; being dressed down by Nameless in the middle of the market had a major impact on the proud young woman. 
 
    She had been forced to concede that somewhere along the way she had become a shallow, vain and altogether stuck up bitch. 
 
    “Look babe, I’m sorry.” 
 
    Brandon had sidled up beside her while she was considering the others. The two of them had been the on-again/off-again couple all throughout their youth, though they had been off-again for well over a year now. 
 
    Not to say she hadn’t had a few slips, she did appreciate his abs, even if his attitude was garbage. 
 
    It was painfully clear that he was hoping she would slip again tonight, but the memory of Nameless’s face kept intruding into her mind and she couldn’t help but contrast the two young men. 
 
    The comparison did not work out favorably for Brandon. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Anyways, I’m going home. I still need to set out some loaves for my dad.” 
 
    Being one of the local baker’s daughters did have the advantage of providing her with a ready-made excuse to get out of whatever Brandon had planned for the pair of them, though it didn’t stop him from sulking. 
 
    As she walked towards home she mentally compared the two men again: Brandon’s sulk and Nameless’s sorrow. 
 
    She shook her head, deciding that enough was enough. The Katje, Erica, had been right, Cordelia had been a shit to him and he hadn’t deserved it. 
 
    It was time to woman-up and apologize. 
 
    And if she happened to find out a bit about where he had gone or what he had been doing, so much the better! 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Brandon and the others were eagerly starting their fire and gossiping, Nameless and the many girls around him had arrived at Paul’s. 
 
    The group stood in front of his house, intending to say hello and introduce him to Volka. 
 
    Without a word Oldeera and her Hornets buzzed off to investigate the region. They had done that a lot since leaving the Bastion, scouting around the Empath in order to spot potential threats to relay to the Amazons. 
 
    Despite their first meeting, Oldeera was all business when it came to protecting him. 
 
    The Amazons likewise scattered all over the old man’s property as they too ensured the area was secure. And while the thought of more monster girls putting themselves in harm’s way bothered Nameless to no small degree, he set aside his discomfort and knocked on Paul’s door. 
 
    After waiting for a few moments he knocked again, but there was still no answer. 
 
    With a shrug he assumed that the old farmer was out with his Cockatrices for an evening walk but Erica’s ears twitched towards the house and she slowly shook her head in disbelief. 
 
    “Erica?” 
 
    “He’s home alright, and busy by the sounds of it!” 
 
    “He’d want us to say hello at least… we’ve been gone so long.” Milly said uncertainly. 
 
    They were all looking at Erica who was clearly fighting not to laugh when the door finally opened a crack and Paul’s head poked out, his wispy white hair was a mess and his face was flushed. 
 
    “Nameless! Good to see you boy! Glad you made it back okay!” 
 
    “Yeah, um, are you alright?” 
 
    “Er, yeah. Just a bit indisposed at the moment.” 
 
    There was an odd cooing sound from behind the door and he pulled his head back inside to whisper to someone on the other side. 
 
    “Half a moment! Tell the others to rein it in for a minute okay chicken?” 
 
    Erica couldn’t stop herself anymore. With a snort she began to laugh, doubled right over and holding her stomach with both arms. 
 
    “Yeah right sour-puss, haha! Laugh it up!” 
 
    The old farmer shot her a dirty look, his weathered face flushing even more. 
 
    “Paul, what’s going on? Are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
    Milly looked really worried and his expression melted at her concern. 
 
    “Yeah I’m fine Moon-Pie. It was that bloody Dragon! I don’t know what she did to me with that magic fire but I feel like a teenager again!” 
 
    “Oh… oh!” 
 
    The Minotaur blushed as she realized what was going on, and then began to giggle with Erica.  
 
    Ophelia obviously wanted to join them but was conscious of Paul’s feelings and held herself back with one hand covering a little cough. 
 
    Nameless, Volka and Nina all still looked slightly confused. 
 
    Paul huffed and ran his naked arm over his hair, and Nameless absently noticed that he actually had surprising muscle definition for a man his age. 
 
    “Look, me and the hens, I haven’t handled their stones for years. Figured I was too old for them to bond with, not that they didn’t try to convince me otherwise! But once Xalanth breathed on me… I couldn’t help it!” 
 
    Nina snorted as she too clued in; though she had turned from the conversation to look out into the fading light. 
 
    The Amazons and Hornets weren’t the only ones on the defensive. 
 
    Seeking a distraction, Paul turned to the angel at his side. 
 
    “Right, so who is the golden lady? Volka I presume?” 
 
    “Indeed, I am Volka Gundrsdotter, Lightbringer of the Fourth Heavenly Host and wife of Nameless the Empath.” 
 
    Her tone was formal, but she was smirking slightly at the old man in the house. 
 
    Paul’s eyes boggled at her words, but there was another, much more insistent cooing noise from behind the door and a wing appeared for a half second in the gap and buffeted his naked calf. 
 
    “Huh, a Valkyrie! Well ain’t that just a thing! I’d love to hear the whole story but I-er, I have some chores to attend to that can’t seem to wait.” 
 
    Erica and Milly were holding each other gasping for breath now as Volka nodded. 
 
    “Indeed, chores build character. Make sure you don’t hold back though, really give it to those chores hard. Maybe spank them a bit if they’re into that.” 
 
    Her angelic composure was completely unruffled by the licentious nature of what was happening in the house and Paul gave the golden being an incredulous look, before shaking his head with a chuckle. 
 
    “Trust him to find a Valkyrie with a smutty mind.” 
 
    As the old man bid farewell and shut the door, Nameless was still clueless. 
 
    “What chores could he possibly have this late in the day?” 
 
    Ophelia reached over and patted his head gently. 
 
    “I’ll tell you when you’re older.” She demurred. 
 
    Milly fell over with Erica on top of her. 
 
    The mirth was a welcome change to their mood of late, but sadly it was short-lived. 
 
    The shadow of Jonathan and Evadne loomed large over Nameless and his bond-mates. 
 
    Even the sight of their home coming into view in the falling darkness did little to quell their anxieties. In fact, the prospect of spending the night in the cold and lifeless cottage added to their depression. 
 
    “It’s so weird being home again.” Nameless said quietly as they went inside. 
 
    Milly picked up her polka dot hanky from off the love seat. 
 
    “Oh dearheart, that needs to be washed I think.” Ophelia outstretched a hand as if to stop her. 
 
    “Paul gave this to me, when we first met. I forgot it when we left. So much has changed.” 
 
    The Minotaur gave a big sniff while Erica rubbed her back. 
 
    Nina looked to Nameless who was standing now in front of the hearth 
 
    “Should I get a fire going? Or should we just call it a night?” 
 
    “Let’s call it a night.” Volka ventured; “I’m sure this place will look and feel more like home in the light of morning.” 
 
    Nameless agreed and they spent a few minutes changing the bedding in the back room, before settling in for the night. 
 
    Their thoughts were still troubled by Kar’s final moments and the dark machinations of the other Empath and the last Chimera. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    At the bottom landing of a set of rickety stairs, Miranda Holt’s grey eyes adjusted quickly to the dim light of the basement pub as she scanned the smoky darkness, her uniform drawing more than a few wary looks from the patrons. 
 
    At her hip her little frog girl Jezebel fidgeted as she took in the rough atmosphere of the dive bar. 
 
    “Mistress, I don’t like it here.” 
 
    Miranda snorted in agreement. 
 
    “I know baby, but this is where my contact says she was last seen.” 
 
    Jez’s arm shot out quickly. 
 
    “Look! That one is definitely a rapist!” 
 
    With her usual tact, the Gripau pointed accusingly at one of the patrons, who spat out a mouthful of his beer in alarm at the sudden accusation. 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes at the distrustful frog. 
 
    “Jez, behave. I’m sure he’s a… nice guy.” 
 
    She frowned at the sight of the unkempt man, who quickly looked away from the judgment in her gaze. 
 
    “Couldn’t we have brought Kala or Jan at least?” Jez whined. 
 
    “Only if we wanted to guarantee a fight, we’re just here to talk. Now come on.” 
 
    The skeptical Gripau hopped after her mistress the rest of the way down the stairs and past the various pub denizens, before making their way to the bar against the back wall. 
 
    The sweaty bartender’s beefy forearms were sleeved in tattoos and he crossed them over his chest as they approached. 
 
    “We’re up to code Aegis. I don’t need no trouble here.” 
 
    “A shame, I’m looking for trouble. And I’m told she favours this shithole.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed at her words. 
 
    “Trouble got a name?” 
 
    Miranda briefly scanned the dimly lit interior; the hubbub of their arrival had died down, various muted conversations resuming, though she received more than her share of cautious glances before returning her gaze to the tattooed man. 
 
    “Lilly, Wolfen. Lots of scars, and a helluva temper when she’s loaded. She bin in lately?” 
 
    His eyes widened at the description, he then gave a quick nod before jerking his head to a dark corner of the basement pub. 
 
    A familiar figure was sitting at the table he indicated; the other patrons had given her a wide birth. 
 
    “Like I said, don’t want trouble here. If you can convince her to drink and fight somewhere else, then more power to you.” 
 
    Miranda mumbled a thank you as she moved to the corner and took a long look at her quarry. 
 
    She looked like hell. 
 
    Her blue-grey hair was shaggy and unkempt while her frosty eyes were bloodshot and were having difficulty focusing on the human woman so boldly standing before her. 
 
    Empty bottles littered the table; she had clearly started her evening early. 
 
    The big Wolfen growled at the intrusion as Miranda leaned on the flat surface. 
 
    “Fuck off Miranda, I’m not done yet.” 
 
    “Tough shit, it’s time to get back to work.” 
 
    A few bottles wobbled and fell over as the Wolfen stood with a snarl, pushing her table back and overturning the chair behind her. 
 
    She was several inches taller than Miranda, not to mention loaded with muscles, claws and teeth, but the shorter woman didn’t back down. 
 
    “Fun’s over Lil. Time to sober up, you’re needed.” 
 
    “I’m warning you, back off!” 
 
    Though she was unsteady on her feet, the pub’s patrons backed away from the brewing conflict. 
 
    Drunk or no, she was still a Wolfen pack-leader. 
 
    Miranda gave her a contemptuous look despite her size and obvious irritation. 
 
    “Or what? You couldn’t fight your way out of this dump the state you’re in. Let alone take on two Aegis operators.” 
 
    Lilly snarled even louder, causing several of the inhabitants, human and otherwise, to leave in search of a safer place to drink. 
 
    “You are such a bitch Miranda! I’m gunna- Wait… two?” 
 
    Her confused gaze worked over the Aegis operative, finally spotting Jez’s head peeking around her hip, the frog’s enormous yellow-green eyes wide as she clung to Miranda’s thighs. 
 
    The sight of the little green Gripau had a dramatic effect on the pack-leader. 
 
    She blushed and began to stammer. 
 
    “Oh! I din’t see you there, Jezzy, er Jezebel. Sorry, I mean, um… how are you?” 
 
    She finished plaintively while Miranda fought down a smirk. 
 
    Jez’s reply was slow in coming as she gazed up at the Wolfen. 
 
    “I’m okay. You’re not really going to fight us are you? I know you’re bigger than me, but I’ll punch you in the nose if you hurt my mistress!” 
 
    The drunken Wolfen’s mouth fell open at the smaller girl’s bravado and she shook her head vehemently. 
 
    “Oh no! I wouldn’t. We’re, me and Miranda I mean, we’re just talking is all.” 
 
    The Aegis operative had to cough to cover her laughter as Jez beamed at the big wolf girl; she hadn’t brought the frog for nothing. 
 
    There were a few awkward seconds before Miranda spoke again. 
 
    “Come on, it’s time to go. We have a mission.” 
 
    The Wolfen blinked blearily. 
 
    “Don’t you usually just work with Jan? The hell you need me for?” 
 
    The grey haired woman sighed. 
 
    “Because we’re hunting an arms dealer Lil, we need the backup and I figured you could do with a bit of payback for Katie.” 
 
    A dramatic shift came over the inebriated Wolfen at the mention of her dead pack-mate; she stood tall and swallowed as tears took her eyes. Looking back at the table and the mess of bottles strewn all over it, she reached out and took up the one she had been nursing and considered it for a moment. 
 
    Then deliberately upturned it and poured its contents on the floor. 
 
    “What the fuck are we still doing here then?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2:  
 
    The Baker’s Lament 
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning Cordelia spent a great deal of time in the kitchen of the bakery on a personal project: when she was feeling down, she liked to eat something sweet. So she prepared a nice apple pie, her mother’s recipe. 
 
    “Baking a pie?”  
 
    Her father had a grasp of the obvious that set her teeth on edge sometimes. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “For Brandon or…” 
 
    She knew that he didn’t think much of the smith’s son, and really, neither did she. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Oh.” His cautious tone turned hopeful; “For me?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She could practically hear his face fall at her harsh response; fortunately she didn’t have to see him pout as a customer called from the front. 
 
    “Who are you making it for?” Helen asked in a conspiratorial whisper. 
 
    Her younger sister was busily kneading a pile of bread dough at their father’s orders, sharing the broad table with Cordelia. 
 
    “None of your business that’s who!” 
 
    “Cordelia! Don’t be nasty!” Her older sister Christine said.  
 
    She was unloading a tray full of tarts fresh from the oven but paused to rebuke the middle child. 
 
    Cordelia just rolled her eyes in response and put the finishing touches on her pie before sliding into one of the massive ovens. 
 
    She rolled the remains of her pie dough into a usable ball to store in the icebox for later, her father had taught all three of his daughters not to waste anything and she had learned the lesson well. 
 
    The next several minutes she spent dodging her sisters’ questions and sifting some flour for her father while she waited for her pie to cook. 
 
    Once it was finished she all but sprinted out of the kitchen, leaving her family confused at her odd behaviour. 
 
    Shortly afterwards she carried the cloth-covered dessert through town, the plate still warm in her hands. She had delivered bread to old farmer Fletcher before but it wasn’t until she had one foot on his porch steps that she realized she didn’t actually know where Nameless lived... 
 
    “Hello, Cordelia right?” 
 
    She nearly leapt out of her skin as the farmer emerged from his barn to her left, pulling his suspenders over his shoulder and tucking his shirt in at the same time; absently she noted that he had hay and a few feathers in his wispy white hair… 
 
    “Your pa must have made a mistake in his books! I didn’t order anything!” 
 
    She was about to explain when a pair of very ruffled Cockatrices came out of the barn behind him, bits of straw in their hair as well. 
 
    No freaking WAY! 
 
    She tried and failed to keep the look of shock off of her face at what had obviously been going on in the barn. 
 
    “Ah, well anyhow, best you run along back to Tom and sort this out eh?” The farmer coughed delicately. 
 
    But Cordelia, remembering her purpose, gave her head a vigorous shake. 
 
    “No! Um, you see, this is- I made it!” She stammered then took a breath and composed herself; “I made this pie, for Nameless to… to welcome him back!” 
 
    She felt a surge of pride that she had managed to string the entire sentence together. 
 
    But Paul Fletcher was nobody’s fool and he gave her a long level look. 
 
    “Pie for Nameless eh?” 
 
    “Y-yes?” 
 
    He snorted. 
 
    “Well, if you wanna throw your hat in the ring, best of luck to you. Just mind your manners or Erica will send you back wearing that pastry, if Nina doesn’t roll you into a ball first.” 
 
    Confused by his mention of a ring and a bit flustered at the mention of the two potentially hostile monster girls, Cordelia nearly forgot that she had no idea where she was going as Paul turned back to his barn. 
 
    “W-wait! Um, where-” 
 
    Paul slapped his thigh. 
 
    “Right, sorry. I just assumed every filly in town knew where that lucky little prick sleeps!” He gestured to the trees to one side of his driveway; “Down the trail, across the bridge and into the field, can’t miss the cottage or the pond.” 
 
    With that he ducked back into his barn, the Cockatrices in tow. 
 
    Cordelia was shaking her head. For as long as she could remember, Paul Fletcher had been coming into the bakery, and in all those years she didn’t think that she had ever seen him in such a state. In fact, she couldn’t remember the last time she had seen him in town at all… 
 
    Bewildered, she started down the trail he had indicated and several minutes later she gave serious thought to giving up her quest. 
 
    She had barely caught sight of the aforementioned bridge when she suddenly heard, or rather felt, an intense buzzing sound and was abruptly staring at the business end of a trio of Hornet lances. 
 
    She let out a squeak at the fearsome look on the girls’ faces. 
 
    “State your business!” One of them demanded. 
 
    “Pie!” She shrieked immediately. 
 
    There was a long pause as the Hornets considered her response. 
 
    “What kind of pie?” Another asked with narrowed eyes and a tilted head. 
 
    “Apple!” 
 
    There was another long pause. One of them leaned in and sniffed the plate, then sniffed again, longer this time, before giving a faint head nod of approval at the scent. 
 
    At some unspoken signal the lances were all raised.  
 
    “You may pass… this time.” 
 
    Cordelia breathed a sigh of relief as she walked around the vigilant Hornets on the bridge, an irrational corner of her mind wondering what her fate would have been if the Hornets hadn’t liked the smell… 
 
    As she walked across the field of yellowed grass she realized that her knees were shaking. 
 
    She took another minute or so to smooth out her dress and recover her composure. 
 
    Only to have it rattled again as yet more weapons were pointed at her face. 
 
    She wondered how a half-dozen six foot tall and wild looking Amazons could’ve kept themselves hidden in the open field. 
 
    “Apple.” She squeaked out before anyone even asked. 
 
    They shared a few looks, then the one with the really light blue eyes merely nodded and they disappeared back into the grass without a word. 
 
    Shakier than ever, she walked through the field, eyes wide and frequently looking over her shoulders. 
 
    Cordelia needed to pee and she nearly did as yet another winged creature swooped overhead shortly after the Amazons had disappeared, though this time it was one she recognized. 
 
    “Good morning, can I help you?” 
 
    Ophelia the Flutterby settled into the grass a few feet in front of the baker’s daughter, one eyebrow raised quizzically at the girl’s jumpy demeanor. 
 
    “Pie.” Cordelia said pitifully. 
 
    She was just about ready for a good cry and the intuitive monster girl quickly sensed that about her, sidling up beside her and placing a reassuring hand on either shoulder. 
 
    “Why don’t you come inside dearheart, the others should be up by now.” 
 
    She helped the frazzled girl towards the idyllic stone cottage with its freshly thatched roof. 
 
    It was at this point that Cordelia realized that she had no idea what she was going to say once she got inside. For that matter she was having a hard time remembering what in the hells had possessed her to bake a pie for a near-stranger in the first place! 
 
    As Ophelia led her on to the porch she struggled to hide her rising panic, but then a tiny red girl came out of the cottage and made everything so much worse. 
 
    Scratching at one armpit the three foot naught Gigas reached out and took the plate away from Cordelia without saying a word, then pulled the cloth back and sniffed. 
 
    “Meh, I prefer blueberry.” 
 
    Cordelia began to cry. 
 
    Ophelia gasped. 
 
    “Nina!” 
 
    “What? I’ll eat apple, I just prefer-” 
 
    “What is going on out here?” Erica the Katje came out next, her hair ruffled as she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes. 
 
    “We have a visitor-” Ophelia tried. 
 
    But Erica’s ears went flat to her head and her tail puffed up as she recognized the poor girl. 
 
    “Oh fuck that!” 
 
    Cordelia cried harder. 
 
    The gentle Flutterby spent several minutes alternating between trying to calm the girl and berating Erica and Nina for their poor manners. 
 
    Fortunately another arrival made Ophelia’s calming words entirely unnecessary. 
 
    Cordelia Loskins learned that day what it was to be in the presence of an angel when Volka landed beside her on the porch and pulled her into her embrace, her glorious wings folding around her protectively. 
 
    “Do not be distraught child, we mean you no harm.” 
 
    “Some of us might…” Erica muttered. 
 
    “Look I said I would eat apple-” Nina started to defend herself, mistaking Erica’s meaning. 
 
    The Katje rolled her eyes and crossed her arms. 
 
    “No! I meant me.” 
 
    “Enough, sisters. You have distressed the poor girl enough.” Volka chided, though amusement was plain in her voice. 
 
    Cordelia wiped at her tears, the angel’s presence brought out a sense of calm in her that she didn’t remember feeling since before her mother had died when she was young. 
 
    Her feathers were so soft… 
 
    “It’s alright. I shouldn’t have come by unannounced like this.” 
 
    Erica sniffed but Nina nodded. 
 
    “Yeah if you’d said you were coming I could have told you to make it blueberry.” 
 
    “Nina, enough about the fucking pie!” Ophelia snapped and then covered her mouth abruptly, her eyes wide at her own language. 
 
    “There’s pie?” 
 
    Milly the buxom Minotaur came onto the porch from the right, dripping wet and wrapped in a large towel that still barely covered her assets. 
 
    “Don’t get your hopes up, it’s just apple.” Nina’s wary eyes were on Ophelia. 
 
    “What’s wrong with apple?” A familiar male voice called from behind Milly. 
 
    Nameless came up on the now-crowded porch behind the larger girl, a smaller towel wrapped around his waist. Though summer was over and the leaves were rapidly turning, the pair of them had apparently been enjoying a brisk morning swim in the pond, though given how cold the nights were getting it would likely be their last of the season. 
 
    Cordelia’s jaw dropped when she saw his shirtless torso. 
 
    He had changed much since stacking firewood for her father! 
 
    Though he may never be built like Brandon, his slight frame was lean and muscular, and his formerly pale complexion had been replaced by a healthy tan, though it was marred by several whitish scars, one long one across his chest and then a multitude of smaller ones all down his right side. His sandy brown hair was tousled, as he had just finished toweling it dry, but it was his eyes that held her in place. 
 
    Gone was the fearful stuttering orphan that had so irritated her. 
 
    His muddy brown eyes held no fear of her, in fact, his direct gaze made her own knees shake a bit. That, and the heavy look that had drawn her here was still there, behind his eyes and in his guarded posture. 
 
    Suddenly her ears turned pink when she realized that all of the girls were watching her ogle him. 
 
    “Cordelia? What are you doing here?” 
 
    She blinked; it was the second time he had asked the question, and though his words weren’t unfriendly, they were cautious. 
 
    Her mouth opened and closed several times. 
 
    “Apparently bringing Nina the wrong kind of pie.” Erica sniped. 
 
    Nina hefted the plate and gestured at it. 
 
    “For the last time, I’ll eat apple!” 
 
    Ophelia groaned and buried her face in her hands. 
 
    Cordelia couldn’t help it, she started to giggle. 
 
    They sat inside a few minutes later, Nameless and Milly shared one of the loveseats, fully-clothed now. The Minotaur was absently fussing to braid a golden feather back into his hair while he was staring at Cordelia, still waiting for an adequate answer to his question. 
 
    Ophelia had chastised Erica and Nina after their behaviour on the porch and now she was in the kitchen with Volka, cutting the pie for their breakfast while muttering to herself. 
 
    The Katje and the Gigas were sharing the other loveseat while Cordelia sat in the recliner, feeling a little uncomfortable with all of the different eyes on her. 
 
    “This smells amazing dear.” Ophelia commented as she handed plates to Milly and Nameless. 
 
    “Th-thank you, it’s my mother’s recipe, she was always better at pies than dad.” 
 
    There were an awkward couple of moments while Ophelia handed a plate to Nina and Erica, along with a stern glare for each of them. 
 
    The level of discomfort was becoming too much and Cordelia had to say something. 
 
    “I am so sorry.” 
 
    Ophelia patted her on the shoulder as she handed her yet another plate. 
 
    “It’s fine dear, we just weren’t expecting any visitors and some of us forgot our manners.” 
 
    But Cordelia shook her head and met Nameless’s brown eyes again.  
 
    “No! I mean, I’m sorry for how rude I was to you, before.” 
 
    There was a pause as the occupants of the little cottage absorbed her words. 
 
    “When you called him a parasite.” Erica said flatly. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “And when I called you a… well…” 
 
    “A whore?” Nameless offered. 
 
    Cordelia’s cheeks were rosy, she had no idea making amends would be so difficult… 
 
    “Look Cordelia-” He sighed; “We’re fine, really, we’re way past it, and you didn’t need to make us a pie by way of apology-” 
 
    But she was shaking her head again, not wanting him to get the wrong idea. 
 
    “No! I mean, that’s not… ugh. I’m sorry, I’ve only just now learned that I’m really not very good at this. I made the pie because of, well, because of how sad you looked when you got back to town yesterday.” 
 
    She trailed off, worried about treading on a touchy subject. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Milly’s voice was steady. 
 
    Cordelia sighed. 
 
    “You… lost someone right? I wanted to say I was sorry, for what I had said before and... and for your loss. And I wanted to bring you some pie, because, because that is what people do isn’t it?” 
 
    She swallowed, quickly wiping away another warm tear that had found her cheek.  
 
    It was what people had done when her mother had died. 
 
    Another long silence. 
 
    “It is indeed dearheart, and thank you. That was very thoughtful of you.” Ophelia said. 
 
    There were a few murmured thank-yous from the others, even Erica, albeit grudgingly.  
 
    “I could learn to like apple.” Nina offered. 
 
    Ophelia rolled her eyes and Cordelia smiled. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “That was interesting.” Nameless commented after the flustered girl had left. 
 
    “She’s a nice girl.” Milly offered. 
 
    “She is.” Ophelia agreed. 
 
    Erica sighed. 
 
    “She’s a decent cook.” She admitted. 
 
    Nina opened her mouth, but closed it as she saw Ophelia frown, deciding not to express yet again her long-held preference for blueberry pie over apple. 
 
    Volka was setting the plates in the kitchen sink. 
 
    “The death of her mother when she was young made her heart harden and caused her to lash out at others. It is good that she is beginning to soften again.” 
 
    Nameless eyes widened at the mention of the young woman’s mother, and then he smiled. 
 
    “Here I thought I was the Empath.” 
 
    “Indeed you are, but don’t forget where your gift came from.” Volka chided gently before returning his smile; “Even without it though, I have no small amount of experience with loss, and so does she. Otherwise she would not have recognized the signs in you and sought to alleviate them with pastry. Though I must say, it was probably misleading to tell her it was the best pie I had eaten in a thousand years.” 
 
    She winked at him and managed to draw a smile across his face, but his thoughts quickly turned back to the bitter memory of a lithe Amazon dying in his arms, trading her life for his. 
 
    “Regrets dearheart?” Ophelia murmured. 
 
    He closed his eyes as a wave of remorse overcame him, the sweet taste of the pie helped, but he still mourned for Kar. 
 
    “You know my heart.” He said. 
 
    “Yeah, we really should have fucked her. Kar I mean, not Pie-Girl.” Nina offered, uncomfortable with the somber atmosphere. 
 
    Ophelia frowned, but the others all smiled at her words; they all knew that Kar would have found them both amusing and accurate. 
 
    “We really should have.” Erica agreed with a giggle and a sniffle. 
 
    The moment of mirth passed quickly though, and the morose family once again fell silent. 
 
    Volka heaved a sigh at the atmosphere around them, an unfamiliar sound from the resolute Valkyrie as she frowned at the others. 
 
    At Nameless’s questioning look she offered an explanation. 
 
    “Sadly, this state of affairs is all too familiar to me. It was the way of the world before I fled into my shield. Whole generations lived and died with the grim specter of war hovering over them.” 
 
    Milly shuddered. 
 
    “That’s just awful!” 
 
    But to their surprise Volka smiled as she opened the icebox and reached inside. 
 
    “It was life, those that lived during that time had their moments of joy and sorrow just as they do now, albeit the latter more than the former.” 
 
    There was a scraping noise as her arm worked. 
 
    Milly had a sudden thought and she screwed up her face for a moment before turning to the angel. 
 
    “Volka… when I think of Valkyrie, I think of these, like, noble warriors, all righteous and good and proper.” 
 
    “That is an accurate description of me, look I’m all golden and everything.” She ruffled her translucent feathers for emphasis with an arch look. 
 
    Milly slowly shook her head, still frowning in thought. 
 
    “You also tell jokes, play silly pranks, and are more than a little bit… sneaky.” 
 
    Volka considered the questions for a long moment. 
 
    “I am… pardon, I was… relatively young for a Valkyrie when the war ended.” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    Her wings settled against her back again as she drifted over beside the Minotaur, a kitchen towel in one hand. 
 
    “And in my youth I was exactly what you picture: righteous and serious and proper. But my Dominar, Astrid, who led us in the final battle-” Her voice broke for a moment and her eyes grew wet, though she quickly shook off the wave of grief; “She was the very best of us. She was… everything I strove to be, and so much more besides.” 
 
    Erica spotted her hand moving behind Milly’s back, and tilted her head in confusion.  
 
    “She took me aside once, and told me that she had been in more battles then she could count, had seen more death than many Valkyrie many years her senior...” 
 
    There was a pause as a smirk took her face and she looked directly into Milly’s face, the wide-eyed Minotaur was engrossed with her words. 
 
    “She told me this right before she pushed a handful of snow down the front of my armour.” 
 
    Abruptly Volka dropped the ice she had just scrapped off the inside of the icebox down the back of Milly’s shirt. 
 
    The Minotaur arched her back with a panicked moo, her impressive breasts straining as she writhed. Even Ophelia struggled not to laugh at the poor girl’s distress while Milly’s arms scrambling to get at the chunk of ice rapidly melting its way down her spine. 
 
    When the laughter faded and the ice finished melting, Volka lifted the back of the pouting Minotaur’s shirt to dry off her smooth skin with the kitchen towel before she spoke again. 
 
    “I learned much from my Dominar, about war and tactics, but with all the time I spent trapped in my shield, the lessons I came to value the most are the ones she taught me outside of combat. It is best to embrace life, so that you never forget what it is you protect on the battlefield.” 
 
    The others were still wiping tears from their faces while Milly looked thoughtful again. 
 
    Volka leaned in and kissed the side of her head. 
 
    “There is a time to be serious, and I will certainly never forget the words Dominar Astrid spoke to us before we made our final stand. But at home and safe, surrounded by friends and loved ones? This is where you should seek only joy. Kar would say much the same, I think.” 
 
    A heavy silence filled the room when they considered the dead Amazon, and the ones who killed her. 
 
    “So we just… live? Knowing that they are out there somewhere, likely doing something horrible?” 
 
    Erica couldn’t bring herself to even speak their names. 
 
    “Sweet kitty, for now it is all that we can do. There may come a time for us to get serious again.” Her golden eyes met Nina’s and a silent resolution passed between them; “But for now, yes, we live.” 
 
    After a few more moments of somber reflection, Nameless gave an invigorating shake of his head to clear the heavy emotions. 
 
    “Volka’s right! And anyways, we need to get something done today! Milly, if you’re up for it, we really should take a load of milk to Paul. And then we should get this place squared away, because we could all use a proper shower.” 
 
    The girl’s quickly agreed and at the angel’s urging the family set aside their grief and set to the task of living. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3:  
 
    Tits and Guns 
 
      
 
      
 
    While the rest of her pack was out on assignment led by her second, Lilly the Wolfen was nursing a hangover. 
 
    She was with Miranda and her girls getting breakfast in the mess hall of the Bastion. 
 
    The contrast between Jan and the other Wolfen was staggering; the pack-leader was almost as tall as Kala and was just as muscular. That and while Jan was almost lackadaisical in demeanor, the other Wolfen held a smoldering intensity that never seemed to dim. 
 
    She turned to Miranda while she ate and quirked an eyebrow questioningly. 
 
    “So where are we going?” 
 
    “Oakridge.” 
 
    “Why Oakridge?” 
 
    “Cuz someone there has big tits!” Jan chirped with a big smile. 
 
    But her ears went flat to her head and she whined when Lilly shifted her gaze at her. 
 
    Though she wasn’t part of her pack, the smaller wolf girl instinctively submitted before the pack-leader. 
 
    “Because we have a lead.” Miranda corrected with a sigh. 
 
    “We ran into some men in the wilds, they had blasters, three of them.” Kala added concisely between shoveling eggs into her mouth. 
 
    “And one of these pricks pointed you to Oakridge? To a woman with nice cans?” 
 
    Jez nodded from the other side of Kala. 
 
    “Yeah, then Nina squished him! It was gross, but cool!” 
 
    Lilly blushed at the Gripau’s look, then coughed and continued her line of questioning. 
 
    “Miranda, what the fuck have you been up to?” 
 
    The Aegis operative took a long drink of her coffee. 
 
    “It’s a long story. We’ll fill you in on the way, for now though we need to gear up and head out.” 
 
    Though it was still early in the morning, she was anxious to get on the road. The reality was the Aegis had their hands full with all that was going on, so she and her team couldn’t afford any delays. 
 
    It took them a little while to gather the needed supplies, Miranda had to wait on the Aegis quartermasters to replenish her lost-tech gear while the other girls grabbed the rest of the things they’d need. 
 
    On the way out of Garland Miranda leaned into Lilly’s side. 
 
    “Something I’ve wondered for years. I’ve seen you talk your way into the most prudish woman’s panties, so why in the hell does my little Gripau get you so flustered all the time?” 
 
    Lilly blushed at Miranda’s question, then when the Aegis operative didn’t let it go she looked to one side and mumbled. 
 
    “I like the way her bum wiggles.” 
 
    There was a long pause as Miranda absorbed the words. 
 
    “…What?” 
 
    Lilly snorted out a breath in exasperation. 
 
    “Her bum wiggles!” 
 
    Though it was early, Garland was a big city, and so more than a few heads in the street turned at the loud response, though a sharp glare from Lilly made them quickly lose interest in the very public, yet private, conversation. 
 
    Miranda laughed. 
 
    “Okay, that’s fair, and I’m a big fan myself, but that doesn’t explain why you start acting like a puppy whenever you’re around her.” 
 
    Lilly snarled. 
 
    “Oh whatever Miranda! Like you’ve never had a stupid crush!” 
 
    Miranda held both hands up peacefully. 
 
    “Fair enough, you got a crush and so you can’t keep from making an ass of yourself. Just try not to let her wiggling hiney distract you from the mission too much.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say, you get to have her sit on your face every night.” Lilly’s tone was wistful as she imagined it. 
 
    Miranda chuckled and stuck her lip out in a mock-pout. 
 
    “Poor baby, want me to sit on your face?” 
 
    Lilly pretended to consider the insincere offer for a few seconds. 
 
    “Nah! Keep your saggy old cheeks away from me.” 
 
    For the passersby who couldn’t keep from eavesdropping it was a strange conversation, especially given that Miranda’s cheeks were far from saggy, the athletic woman was fit and toned from her career and her active sex life. 
 
    They fell silent for a time as the sun rose higher. 
 
    Miranda took a breath. 
 
    “You missed Kar’s funeral.” 
 
    Lilly let out a slight whine. 
 
    “I also missed the day before it and the day after it. I was drunk. I’ll have to make it up to the Brael girls somehow.” 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “Lil, you really need to find a better way to cope.” 
 
    “I already have.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “I’m going to help you find the one feeding the lost-tech to all the low-lives, and I’m going to tear their throat out with my teeth.” 
 
    Lilly spoke with a deep growl that would have given a giant pause. 
 
    Miranda shrugged. 
 
    “I suppose that’s one way of coping.” 
 
    Kala was walking to the right and slightly in front of them, a snoozing Jez on her back, but as she heard the Wolfen’s plan she turned her head to meet Lilly’s gaze. 
 
    “I swear to you War-sister, I will aid you in this.” 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Great, and me in the middle trying to actually arrest people.” 
 
    “Don’t worry Mistress, I’ll only maim them!” Jan clapped her fist to her chest and spoke with pride. 
 
    Jezebel hiccupped in her sleep then muttered something about dismemberment. 
 
    Lilly spent a couple seconds considering the Gripau, specifically her ass, before she turned back to Miranda. 
 
    “I gotta ask, Jan and Kala I understand, but how will Jez and her cute bum help with this mission?” 
 
    “Actually she’s part of our cover. Her mother lives just outside Oakridge, we’ll be staying at her place, maybe she knows something. And as for how she can help, not even Kala can break free once Jez has her tongue around her. So while she’s not overly great for subduing perps, she’s really great at keeping them subdued.” 
 
    Jan’s own tongue lolled out in amusement. 
 
    “Who would want to escape? Our little froggy’s tongue is magical!” 
 
    Lilly once again drifted her eyes over the Gripau’s figure. 
 
    “If you say so.” She spoke in a growl again as she continued; “But I knew Katie since she was a pup, and that piece of shit burned her down like it was nothing. So if we can catch the people peddling these fucking weapons, there won’t be enough pieces of them left for her to get her tongue around.” 
 
    Miranda eyed her for a long moment after she spoke, thinking on how best to reply. 
 
    “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. For now, we need to focus on figuring out who the woman with the tits and guns is.” 
 
    Jan leaned in and licked her mistress’s neck and face before cocking her head in thought. 
 
    “Heh, tits and guns. Great title for a magazine!” 
 
    Lilly shrugged and let out another growl. 
 
    “I’d read it.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Back in Kettering Nameless and the girls had a busy day. 
 
    After taking Milly’s milk to the market, which was an occasion by itself given the excitement in town from the sudden arrival of a Valkyrie the previous night, he and the girls had spent the rest of the day resupplying and reoccupying the cottage; putting away their clothes and other sundries, restoring the solar panels for the kitchen stove, and unsealing the cistern so that they could bathe before bed. 
 
    Night had fallen again and the darkness of their home was chased away as flames cheerily danced in the fireplace. 
 
    But despite the coziness of the cottage, the young man was listless. 
 
    The home that he and Milly had made for themselves looked strangely unfamiliar around him. The previous night he had been so tired from the events in Garland that he had slept like a log, but now the tranquility of the place set him on edge. 
 
    It was an odd thing to come to grips with; that the comfort of home would make him nervous. Especially since the others seemed to have settled in without complaint. 
 
    Ophelia was sitting on one of the loveseats, engrossed in a book while absently petting Erica’s ears. The snoozing Katje was purring with her head in her bond-sister’s lap, her body was curled up against the Flutterby’s side, the occasional twitch of an ear or foot the only motion from her. 
 
    Meanwhile Nina was standing on her hammer in the kitchen, working on the counter to put together a sandwich that had more meat than bread. 
 
    Volka was leaning with one hand against the wall above the fireplace, her eyes distant as she considered the burning logs. 
 
    Without her armour on she looked much exposed; she was dressed now only in a thin pair of shorts and a scandalously short white shift, the edge of which hung loose over her breasts, the faint outline of her nipples visible to all, while her flat stomach was naked to the world. 
 
    Milly was sitting beside her man on the other loveseat with one hand on his thigh as she watched him quietly. 
 
    Nina frowned down at her sandwich, it needed something. 
 
    “Hey Ophelia, is there any more of that weird yellow sauce stuff?” 
 
    The Flutterby tore her eyes away from her book, her reading glasses low on her nose as she blinked over them at the Gigas. 
 
    “You mean mustard?” 
 
    “Sure, that.” 
 
    The elegant woman raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “In the icebox dear, on the shelf above the milking pail. In plain sight.” 
 
    Nina hopped off her hammer and opened the icebox to pull out the sought-after jar. 
 
    “Kind of a dumb name: must-turd. Like my sandwich has to take a massive shi-” 
 
    “Nina!” 
 
    The Gigas smirked at the perturbed tone in Ophelia’s voice while Volka put one hand over her mouth to hide her own grin as she turned from the fire. 
 
    Nameless considered the cozy atmosphere of the room as Nina brought her dinner out of the kitchen and hopped into the recliner; with her tiny size she didn’t even need to extend the leg rest, the large seat looking even larger with its current occupant. 
 
    “You look cute with glasses, should wear them more often.” Nina remarked. 
 
    She was unbothered by the Flutterby’s irritation and she opened her mouth wide and bit into her over-stuffed sandwich. 
 
    Ophelia groaned as meat, mustard and whatever else the Gigas had crammed between the two slices of bread was forced out the opposite side, splattering into her lap. 
 
    “Nina, use a plate!” 
 
    In exasperation Ophelia set her book down and moved to get up, Erica’s head shifting in her lap, but Volka waved her off, slipping into the kitchen and returning with a plate which she promptly slid underneath Nina’s messy dinner. 
 
    “Hey, thanks Volka, you’re a peach.” 
 
    Volka promptly ruffled the tiny girl’s hair. 
 
    “And you are a troublemaker.” The angel chided: “Now please stop tormenting Ophelia before she wakes up the kitty.” 
 
    Nina took another big bite of her sandwich, more of its contents splattering onto her plate as Ophelia winced. 
 
    After taking a moment to chew and swallow, her face a mess of ingredients, the giant looked up at the angel with one eyebrow raised. 
 
    “Says the lady with the ice.” 
 
    Nameless abruptly stood, Milly’s hand slipping off his thigh as he moved to the front door. 
 
    “Master?” Milly sat up at his abrupt movement. 
 
    “I’m fine.” He replied, too quickly and with more volume than he intended. 
 
    He forced himself to smile back at the concerned girls. 
 
    “I’m fine, just need to stretch my legs. Maybe go visit with Paul.” 
 
    “I’ll come with-” 
 
    Volka began but he was already moving out the door. 
 
    “No, you just got your armour off. I won’t be long, you girls just relax. Make sure Nina cleans up after herself!” 
 
    Four sets of eyes followed his exit from the cottage. 
 
    “I always clean up after myself.” 
 
    The wet splat of yet more sandwich ingredients hitting her plate punctuated the giant’s words. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless moved quickly through the fading light, the long grass of the field parting around him as he made his way towards the trail that would take him to Paul’s. 
 
    But a few minutes later a familiar buzzing noise gave him pause and he stopped after crossing the bridge. 
 
    He strained his eyes as he tried to penetrate the foliage around the path. 
 
    “What in the-” He muttered out loud but was interrupted. 
 
    “The Hornets.” 
 
    He jumped with a yelp at the sudden voice. 
 
    Paul was standing behind him, smoking his pipe while one of his Cockatrices nuzzled against his leg. 
 
    “Sorry boy, didn’t mean to give you a fright.” 
 
    “No worries. Should have been paying more attention I guess.” 
 
    Paul smiled as smoke wreathed his face, the brief flash of orange light from the bowl of his pipe illuminating his features. 
 
    “Wouldn’t worry about that too much. Unless I’m mistaken, we currently have at least one Amazon watching us.” 
 
    There was a pregnant pause as Nameless considered the dark bushes all around, and then a voice called from the bushes off to one side. 
 
    “You are skilled indeed, to have spotted me so readily.” 
 
    One of the scantily clad warriors slipped out of the undergrowth with barely a rustle. 
 
    Paul took a long draw from his pipe while absently scratching at the hair of the Cockatrice huddled to his side, the girl cooing intimately at the attention. 
 
    “Not skill, didn’t have any idea where you were or how many. Just knew there had to be at least one.” 
 
    The Amazon, Helena, cocked her head and appraised the old farmer, then turned to the little man. 
 
    “Valkyrja-datta I will give you and your friend room to talk, I think it is not my company you seek tonight.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t be too sure about that, I know for a fact the kid likes ‘em tall… and short actually.” Paul clicked his teeth with the stem of his pipe as he considered the woman; “Come to think of it, I’m pretty sure he likes ‘em any which way he can get ‘em!” 
 
    The woman smiled, stepped forwards and took the pipe from the old man before slipping it between her lips and drawing her cheeks in, then blowing the pungent smoke into the air of the night. 
 
    “Would that I were so lucky.” She took another draw from Paul’s pipe, and then faced Nameless; “Like my sisters, I have offered you my stone Valkyrja-datta, and would be delighted were you to accept it. But for now, I shall leave you to your talk.” 
 
    With that she slipped back into the night. 
 
    Their eyes tracked her into the darkness and then Paul let out a sigh. 
 
    “I do believe that woman intends to keep my pipe.” 
 
    He turned back to face Nameless, who was himself bemused by the whole encounter. 
 
    After a moment the smaller man shook of his befuddlement and furrowed his brow inquisitively. 
 
    “You were saying something about the Hornets?” 
 
    The odd buzzing had continued throughout Paul’s exchange with the Amazon. 
 
    “Yeah, they’re setting up their hive just on the other side of this stand of trees here. I poked my beak in earlier today to see what’s what. Don’t recall ever having so many weapons pointed at my nose at once.” 
 
    Nameless winced, though the Hornets were there for his protection, all of the land around him belonged to the farmer at his side. 
 
    “Paul I-” 
 
    The old man waved his apology away before he could even make it. 
 
    “Don’t fret about it, hasn’t been this interesting around here in years. Besides, I left all these woods standing for a reason, so it weren’t like I was getting any use out of the tiny bit of land those girls swiped from me.” 
 
    Nameless considered the old man’s weathered face and frowned when he noticed something a bit off. 
 
    “You have feathers in your hair.” He pointed out. 
 
    Paul brushed his hand over his hair, knocking loose a few downy cockatrice feathers, but then reached out and tugged on the feathered braid hanging down one side of Nameless’s face. 
 
    “Look who’s talking.” 
 
    “Fair point.” 
 
    There was a pause and Nameless realized that the Cockatrice was staring directly up at him, her eyes wide as she just watched him. 
 
    He also realized that she was behaving far calmer than he had ever seen any of the Cockatrices before; being bonded must have agreed with her. 
 
    Paul’s voice caught his attention again. 
 
    “So, first it was that fine Aegis operator and her three girls, now it’s a bunch of Amazons and an entire hive of Hornets skulking in my woods. I met the queen by the way, now there is a helluva woman.” 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help but agree; Queen Oldeera was… formidable. 
 
    The farmer gave him a long look, considering the face of the man in front of him and mentally comparing him to the boy that left so many weeks ago. 
 
    “We haven’t really had a chance to talk since you come home.” 
 
    Paul’s piercing stare had Nameless shifting in place in discomfort, so he sought a way to deflect. 
 
    “Well from what I gather, you’ve been too busy acting like a teenager again!” 
 
    The Cockatrice ruffled her feathers and her cheeks turned a bit pink as she smiled slightly, while the old farmer snorted and fired back. 
 
    “Yeah, and you’ve been busy slipping it to an angel and making friends with every Amazon that ever was!” 
 
    Nameless’s ears heated at the mention of Volka. 
 
    “No! We haven’t! I mean, not yet.” 
 
    One grizzled eyebrow rose. 
 
    “Oh? Not into blondes?” 
 
    But Nameless sighed as he reflected on the real reason. 
 
    “Up until a few days ago, she was a shield and a voice in my head. I guess we just haven’t had a chance, we’ve been too focused on… on other things.” 
 
    Left unspoken were the ‘other things’; the memory of another blonde sitting on Milly’s rump while Erica picked herself out of the dirt, the warrior laughing at her victory over the two girls. 
 
    The happy image of the mirth on her face was sharply juxtaposed with her bloody smile while she lay dying in his arms. 
 
    Paul dropped his teasing tone as he considered the haunted look on the young man’s face. 
 
    “Boy… Nameless, what the hell happened to you?” 
 
    The orphan turned to the man, his jaw working as he tried to articulate himself. 
 
    But despite the pain that the subject brought out in him, the familiar face of the patient old farmer was warm enough for him to eventually find his words. 
 
    “Her name-” 
 
    He swallowed as tears slid down his cheek. 
 
    “Her name was Kar. She died. And it was my fault.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Nameless unburdened himself on Paul, back at the cottage his bond-mates felt the storm of emotions flowing over him and fretted. 
 
    “I’m really worried about him.” Milly said quietly. 
 
    The drama of Nina’s sandwich had ended, the Gigas indeed cleaning up after herself. 
 
    Volka had taken Nameless’s place on the loveseat, though she had to sit slightly sideways to accommodate her wings, as they were much larger than Ophelia’s. 
 
    She rested one hand on the Minotaur’s thigh as she spoke. 
 
    “He has not felt loss before, not truly. Give him time.” 
 
    “He is an orphan though...” Erica remarked. 
 
    The Katje’s nap had ended just after their master had left; she was now sipping at a glass of milk, leaning over the back of the recliner where Nina sat. 
 
    Ophelia shook her head, her book forgotten. 
 
    “But he never knew his parents. Kar was closer, to him and to all of us.” 
 
    Volka nodded her agreement. 
 
    “And despite his assurances to the contrary, he still blames himself for her death.” 
 
    The girls had a moment of silence as the Valkyrie’s words hung heavy in the room. 
 
    The fire crackled on, cheerfully oblivious to the pain of those warmed by the kiss of its flames. 
 
    The Flutterby sighed. 
 
    “I am also concerned… for his lack of reaction concerning the recent revelation about his father.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Her milk finished, Erica set the glass in the sink before moving back into the living room to snuggle against the Flutterby’s side again. 
 
    “It’s something that has bothered me since he was little. He never really asked after his parents, and when the truth did come out, when I admitted our bond and he first found out that his father was murdered… he was so busy seeing to my emotional needs that I don’t think he ever really stopped to consider his own.” 
 
    “And now he knows who killed his dad, and they also killed Kar. And he still blames himself like an idiot.” Nina confirmed. 
 
    Despite the giant’s harsh words, Ophelia nodded her agreement with the blunt assessment. 
 
    “I worry that he feels guilty when he should feel angry.” She admitted. 
 
    Milly was gnawing her lip with worry. 
 
    “So what can we do?” 
 
    The angel beside her rubbed her thigh again, massaging her comfortingly as her golden aura washed over the anxious room, the light within her soul calming her bond-sisters’ turbulent emotions. 
 
    “Same as before: we live. Grief has many forms, only time will reveal what form it takes in our husband. Likewise, Erica, Milly, you were the closest to Kar. Do not hold back from feeling what you need to feel in fear of how it might affect him.” 
 
    Ophelia was quick to agree. 
 
    “Yes, if you need to talk or laugh or cry… well, I have many kerchiefs.” 
 
    Erica and Milly agreed and soon the crackle of the fire was once again the only sound within the cottage as the girls were lost in their own thoughts. 
 
    “What if I just need to fuck?” Nina asked. 
 
    Despite the comical nature of her words, her face was serious. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4: 
 
    A Busy Day 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a fitful night, Nameless was milking Milly in the living room. The return of the simple chore to their daily routine was a welcome relief for them both. 
 
    And since the day before had been so hectic he was taking his time, enjoying the intimacy of the morning ritual. 
 
    The sharp sizzle of milk hitting the bottom of the pail filled the room as he firmly massaged his hands over her breast while she mooed softly. He leaned over and kissed her naked back, she was on all fours over the pail as he worked, and despite being bone tired, he was seriously considering slipping behind her for a quickie once the pail was full. 
 
    But he shook aside his arousal and focused on the task at hand. 
 
    From the kitchen Ophelia called out to him as an idea came to her. 
 
    “Dearheart, how would you feel about us clearing some space in the grass for a little garden? Maybe beside the cottage towards the pond?” 
 
    He kneaded Milly’s flesh as he absorbed the Flutterby’s words. 
 
    “Yeah, if you want, I mean I know Paul won’t mind.” 
 
    Though they very much considered the cottage home, it was technically still Paul’s land. 
 
    “I meant for you, you remember we had that little garden at the orphanage?” 
 
    He snorted. It had been something of a group project for the kids, but most of them abandoned it after a week, leaving Nameless to tend to it himself. 
 
    He kissed Milly’s back again, and settled his cheek against her warm skin, enjoying the intimate contact and the chance to rest his eyes for a moment. 
 
    Another sizzle of milk shot into the bucket while he considered the Flutterby’s suggestion. 
 
    “I don’t exactly have a green thumb, love. If you’ll recall, all we got out of that garden was a bunch of stunted carrots and some rotten cauliflower.” 
 
    Ophelia drifted over to the other side of Milly and he shifted the bucket underneath her so that she could milk her opposite breast while he took up the wash cloth and wiped her nipple clean. 
 
    The Minotaur was completely blissed out as her sister’s delicate hands hefted her weighty breast and began to coax the milk out of it, but she was still listening to the conversation. 
 
    “A garden seems like a nice idea, and I love cauliflower, but it makes me gassy.” She said with a sigh as Ophelia’s efforts produced another jet of cream. 
 
    “Cauliflower makes everyone gassy.” Ophelia chuckled at the Minotaur before looking over to Nameless’s head, still resting against Milly’s back; “And dearheart, you were maybe eight at the time, and didn’t know what you were doing. And I was too busy herding children to give much help once the others lost interest, so those pitiful carrots made me quite proud of you.” 
 
    His cheek slid across Milly’s back and he kissed her again before murmuring into her skin. 
 
    “That’s true I guess, but isn’t it kind of late in the year to start a garden?” 
 
    Ophelia shrugged. 
 
    “Yes, I wasn’t thinking we would plant anything, just prepare the land, maybe a little fence? Then it would be ready for us in the spring.” 
 
    The more she talked, the more he liked the idea. 
 
    “Sounds good, I’ll add it to the list.” He slurred. 
 
    “What list?” 
 
    “List of things that I want to get done around here.” 
 
    Milly looked over her shoulder at him with a furrowed brow. 
 
    “I don’t remember there being a list.” 
 
    He yawned and nuzzled against her some more. 
 
    “I came up with it last night while you were sleeping.” 
 
    He appeared half asleep himself as he let out a contented sigh; her milky skin was so soft. 
 
    Her frown deepened, and Ophelia’s joined her. 
 
    “You mean you came up with it when you should have been sleeping with us, you were out quite late. You look exhausted dear.” The Flutterby observed. 
 
    He stifled another yawn. 
 
    “I’m okay, I was just really restless. Talked with Paul for a while. Went for a walk. Helena was around, sh’stole Paul’s pipe.” He slurred. 
 
    Nina came in from outside while Milly and Ophelia shared a worried look. 
 
    “Looks like I missed the milking party.” 
 
    Nameless gave Milly’s back one last kiss then stood with a stretch and a huge yawn. 
 
    “You can take my spot if you want, I need a shower.” 
 
    She gave him a quick look up and down and snorted. 
 
    “What you need is some sleep babe.” 
 
    He smirked at the new appellation. 
 
    “Babe? I suppose it’s better than puny weakling.” 
 
    “No, you’re that too. Babe is just quicker.” She threw at him while fetching a glass of water from the sink. 
 
    The Gigas was sweaty from her morning activities, which was an odd sight on her. Even in the heat of the Sansee Wastes she barely had any moisture on her brow, but a drastic change had come over her since Kar’s funeral. 
 
    Before the events in Garland she had been almost apathetic in her supreme confidence, safe in the knowledge that so long as she held her hammer she was the strongest around. 
 
    But now, with Evadne out there, the arena veteran had spent the morning memorizing the terrain around the cottage and then drilling with her hammer, conditioning herself for the kind of combat that rewrote maps. 
 
    Their field of wild grass now had a significant crater in one corner of it. 
 
    She dropped her glass on the counter and looked him over again. 
 
    “I need a wash too, so we’ll take a shower, and then you’ll take a nap.” 
 
    The way she said it made it clear it wasn’t a suggestion. 
 
    “No, I need to take Milly’s milk in to the market and-” 
 
    But she didn’t let him finish, instead she picked him up by his legs. 
 
    “We’ll take care of it. I need to meet the smith anyways. Now come on. I’ll even tug you off in the shower so you can sleep better.” 
 
    She carried him into the bedroom and shot a giggling Milly a wink while Ophelia mouthed a ‘thank you’ at her. 
 
    “Nina! Come on, really I’m fine!” 
 
    They moved quickly into the bathroom, and she didn’t relinquish her grip on his legs as she turned the knobs to start the shower, the audible sound of the pump working resonated through the wall. 
 
    “You will be once you’re face first in your pillow. Now strip.” 
 
    She set him back on his feet, and for one brief moment he considered making a break for it. But the ground outside was chilly, and he didn’t doubt for a second that Nina would chase him down and drag him back no matter how far he ran, so he groaned and pulled of his shirt while Nina likewise got naked. 
 
    “Okay, but you are totally swallowing a big, disgusting, slimy load of my cum!” 
 
    He tried to make it sound as unappealing as he could, but she just nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, I can jerk you off into my mouth if you want. Sounds hot actually.” 
 
    He pulled his pants off and let out another hard-done-by groan. 
 
    His own fault really: there was no flapping the unflappable. 
 
    The water had warmed enough and the pair slipped under the spray for a quick wash, once they were clean and the last of the soap was circling the drain he turned his naked front to her. 
 
    “You don’t actually need to- Ah! Nina! Baby!” 
 
    Indeed she wasted no time seizing his cock and working it between her fingers until it stiffened. 
 
    Once his erection had reached its peak she took it in her viselike grip and pumped it steadily. Her hair was slicked back from the water and her face was right in front of his cockhead with her mouth hanging open. 
 
    Without lubrication, the loose skin of his cock slid over his flesh in her palm and he groaned at the sensation, it was actually how he preferred doing it himself, though it had been a long while since he had done it himself. 
 
    Her tongue shot out and lathed over his head for a moment, before she withdrew it to speak, water dripping off of her face as her red eyes held his. 
 
    “Do it. Shoot that nasty cum in my little slut mouth, come on. I’ll choke it all down for you.” 
 
    Her dirty talk and frantic pace had him climbing into ecstasy within just a few minutes and he gripped her wet hair as he groaned. 
 
    “It’s coming soon, Nina, oh fuck! Stroke my cock!” 
 
    Her hand was a blur of motion. Despite being barely three feet tall, Gigas were one of the strongest breeds around, so a simple handjob took no effort for her. She could stroke him like this for days without tiring, although he certainly would. 
 
    “Cum in my mouth babe, I’m ready. I want to taste that nasty cum you threatened me with.” 
 
    Despite her dirty talk, this wasn’t a sensual exercise; this was her getting him off as quickly as possible so he could get some sleep. 
 
    It didn’t take long. 
 
    He gave a hoarse cry and gripped her head while bucking his cock into her hand. 
 
    As promised she pressed the tip of his cock against her lips when he began to spurt, shooting it directly past her teeth and over her tongue. 
 
    He always had so much cum for them though; his copious wads were legendary amongst the girls, and, though he didn’t know it, amongst the Amazons as well. 
 
    After all, Erica boasted about his prowess to anyone willing to listen. 
 
    So Nina swallowed what she could, but her mouth was overflowing within a few seconds and she opted to pull him off all over her face and breasts, his seed immediately sliding down her body under the spray of water. 
 
    He groaned and thrashed, and she kept stroking him even after his spurts diminished to dribbles, wanting to drain every last drop out of him before sending him to bed. 
 
    After another few hearty tugs for good measure she released him and he collapsed against the wall before slumping to the floor of the shower, warm water and bliss washing over him in equal measure. 
 
    “There you be. Now go to bed.” 
 
    But when she finished washing his seed from her face and chest, she turned to see him snoring in the steamy warmth of the shower. 
 
    She put her tiny hands on her hips. 
 
    “You are such a pain in my ass.” 
 
    But she smirked when she said it. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    In town rumours abounded about Nameless and his bond-mates. Kettering was remote enough that what few details that came out of Garland had yet to reach the locals. 
 
    Brandon brought his axe down with an annoyed curse on the stubborn chunk of wood on the chopping block. 
 
    The smith’s son was frustrated not just because of the wild theories, but also out of simple jealousy. 
 
    That little twerp Nameless not only managed to snag Ophelia, who Brandon had always had a crush on, but he then went on some kind of badass adventure, only to come back with even more women crawling all over him. 
 
    Valkyrie, Amazons, Hornets. 
 
    It was all anyone could talk about! 
 
    While for Brandon’s part, his father didn’t understand him at all, and now apparently neither did his girlfriend, or rather his ex-girlfriend. 
 
    He had dreams! 
 
    He didn’t want to stay in plain old Kettering. He wanted to be out in the big wide world, doing important things with important people. Of the two of them, he was the athletic one, the handsome one; he was the one with every advantage. 
 
    But now even Cordelia was obsessing over the little snot; he hadn’t missed how she defended him the other night, and he was pretty sure she had visited him since. 
 
    Instead of doing something important, his father had him chopping firewood again, a chore he loathed, though he at least appreciated the workout for his muscles. 
 
    He needed something to keep the ladies coming back for more. 
 
    “Hey, where is the blacksmith? I need some stuff from him.” 
 
    He turned at the female voice but did a double take when he realized that the girl was almost half his height. 
 
    And red, like, really red. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Rory, I’m looking for Rory.” 
 
    Brandon recovered quickly enough, realizing two things: the girl in front of him wasn’t human, and, despite her diminutive size and odd skin colour, she was hot. 
 
    So he adopted his best ‘c’mere girl’ swagger. 
 
    “I can help you, cutie.” 
 
    “Not unless you’re Rory, and call me cutie again and I’ll hurt you.” 
 
    Her words were threatening but her tone was flat so the teen just figured she was being coy. 
 
    Because he’s an idiot. 
 
    “Aw, don’t be like that! I just call ‘em like I see ‘em… cutie.” 
 
    The girl huffed. 
 
    Brandon was having a hard time remembering why he was flat on his back and staring up at the beams in his father’s ceiling. 
 
    “-mostly I made show-pieces, heartstone jewelry and housings and the like. Though it’s been years since I was able to.” 
 
    He recognized the tiny red girl’s voice, still flat on his back. 
 
    “We shouldn’t have any overlap then. I haven’t worked with any precious metals since my apprenticeship. Spend most of my time fixing wagon axles and shoeing Lambdas. In fact, I shoed your bond-sister not long ago.” 
 
    Brandon turned his head in time to see the girl nod; she was sitting on a massive hammer across from his father on his work bench. 
 
    “Yeah, thanks for that. She wouldn’t have made it far without them.” 
 
    Rory grunted, waving off her gratitude as he pulled a bottle from behind the counter. 
 
    “I have enough fire bricks to do you, though if you need an anvil you’ll have to-” 
 
    The red girl shook her head and patted her hammer. 
 
    “Got that covered. Just need the bricks and some finishing tools.” 
 
    He snorted and handed her the bottle. 
 
    “Fair enough. I have some files and such that I never use. Now that your Minotaur’s milk is at the market again I’m sure we can agree on a price.” 
 
    Brandon managed to sit up, his expression aghast as he took in the pair. 
 
    “You hit me!” 
 
    The giant took a good pull from the bottle and let out a satisfied little burp. 
 
    “Nope, actually he did. Not quite as hard as I would have, but still surprised me.” 
 
    “What the fuck dad?!” 
 
    “Mind your cussing boy, your mother raised you better than that. And you deserved a good smack, just be grateful it was from me instead of her. You don’t get up again after a Gigas hits you.” 
 
    Brandon got to his feet, glaring at the old smith, before storming out in a huff. 
 
    Rory took the bottle back from Nina and took a swig himself. 
 
    “Don’t know what I’m going to do with that boy.” 
 
    Nina sniffed. 
 
    “I can still hit him if you want?” 
 
    The smith sighed. 
 
    “I’ll trade you: you can have that muscle-headed lunk if I can have your little guy. Because Nameless works harder than anyone his size has a right to, whereas my boy has the work ethic of a lump of coal.” 
 
    The Gigas nodded sympathetically. 
 
    “Yeah, but my master has the libido of a god, and I don’t think he’d care for your whiskers.” 
 
    For the first time since he was fifteen, Rory Dixon blushed scarlet before laughing uproariously. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Brandon was beyond annoyed now, and his head hurt! 
 
    What did that old bastard hit me with?! 
 
    He was in such a rush to get away from his father’s forge that he slammed right into a towering figure, bouncing off of her and falling to his ass like a little kid in the street. 
 
    “Oh no, are you alright?” 
 
    A bell-like voice chimed in concern as Brandon lay on his back for the second time in as many minutes. 
 
    “Hey dipshit watch where you’re going!” A second voice called out right afterwards. 
 
    Looking around he realized that he had slammed right into that Minotaur that his father had just been talking about, the Katje standing beside her. 
 
    The cow girl wore a concerned expression but the cat just looked annoyed. 
 
    Brandon’s jaw dropped: up close, the Katje was smoking hot. 
 
    He ran his eyes all over her tanned legs, his vantage point giving him a good few of her dark panties and he didn’t waste it. In fact, he was so distracted that he completely missed the knife that she slipped out from under her shirt or the deepening scowl on her face. 
 
    Abruptly the Minotaur hoisted him to his feet with such ease that her felt more than a little emasculated. 
 
    But that Katje… 
 
    He recovered what he could of his dignity as he looked back to the sexy cat girl, once again donning his most charming smile as his eyes roamed over her curves again. 
 
    Everybody knew that Katje were notoriously slutty. 
 
    He went for flirty with a hint of teasing. 
 
    “Hey cutie, no need to get your tail in a knot.” 
 
    What he got was a knee to the balls. 
 
    He slumped back to the ground with a wheeze as the girl hissed at him. 
 
    “Fuck-head! This pussy cat is taken, so keep your eyes to yourself!” 
 
    He rolled on to his back and stared at the sky, tears at the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “Do you think he’s alright?” 
 
    “I don’t think I kicked him hard enough to cure him of being a jackass, so no, he isn’t.” The Katje said. 
 
    “Yeah, he was sort of ogling you wasn’t he?” The Minotaur giggled. 
 
    Blearily Brandon recognized that the voices were receding as the annoyed pair walked away from his prone form. 
 
    It had turned into a really shitty morning. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It had been a full day since Cordelia had brought her pie to the cottage but her encounter with Nameless and the girls bonded to him still made her cheeks turn pink when she thought back on it. 
 
    She was once again in the kitchen of the bakery, this time she was baking a pie for her father. He had been sulking since yesterday and she knew he wouldn’t stop until he got a pie out of her, so she decided to just get it over with. 
 
    As she put the pie in the oven though, her father called her from the front of the bakery. 
 
    “Er, Cordelia? You have a customer, several customers actually.” 
 
    Curious at the oddly strained tone of his voice she wiped the flour and bits of apple onto her apron and left the heat of the kitchen behind. 
 
    She nearly fled back into it a moment later as she saw the mixture of Hornets and Amazons arrayed in the front of the bakery. 
 
    “Wha-what is going on?” 
 
    She hated it when people stammered; it was probably what irritated her about Nameless in the first place. 
 
    “You are Cordelia? Who brought sweets to our Valkyrja-datta?” 
 
    The same Amazon from the previous day spoke in a soft and lilting voice, her piercing eyes locking the baker’s daughter in place. 
 
    Cordelia merely nodded, not trusting herself to speak again. 
 
    “I am Escrya, and these are my war-sisters. We would have words with you, if your father can spare you.” 
 
    He looked about ready to object, but she spoke again before he did. 
 
    “Fear not, son of Loskin. She will be under the protection of the Brael tribe for as long as she is with us.” 
 
    “And the protection of Queen Oldeera, who also demands an audience.” 
 
    The Hornet who spoke gave the Amazon a pointed look. 
 
    Her father closed his mouth and looked to Cordelia, though before she could offer any objections of her own she was swept out of the bakery by the mixed group of warriors, an Amazon holding her under each arm and carrying her with her feet inches off the ground. 
 
    “Hey! Put me down!” 
 
    Her voice broke as they moved quickly through town, the Hornets flying along around them while the Amazons took loping strides past gawking townsfolk. 
 
    They were just outside of Kettering on the road to Wayfelt before the startled Cordelia voiced her objections again. 
 
    “Where are you taking me?! And what the hell do you even want with me?!” 
 
    The young Amazon gave a gesture with one fist and they abruptly stopped, forming a ring around her that was entirely too intimidating even as they settled her back on her feet. 
 
    “To determine what your intentions are with our Valkyrja-datta, the man you know as Nameless.” 
 
    The strange word threw her but she still sputtered a response. 
 
    “I don’t have any intentions! I just made him a fucking pie!” 
 
    Escrya nodded. 
 
    “This much we know, but why did you make him a... pie?” 
 
    She said the word as if she had never heard of pie before. 
 
    Cordelia found herself at a loss for words. She didn’t know quite how to explain her actions from the day before without it sounding just sort of... stupid. 
 
    “I, he was sad! People eat pie when they’re sad okay?” 
 
    Escrya shared a questioning look with one of the other Amazons, who merely shrugged. 
 
    “Is it your intention to court him? To ply his affection with sweets?” 
 
    Cordelia turned indignant. 
 
    This was too much! First they kidnap her from the bakery and now they’re accusing her of… she didn’t know what they were accusing her of actually. 
 
    “No! I’m not trying to pie him into being my boyfriend!” 
 
    Escrya looked skeptical and a bit put out. 
 
    “And why not? Our Valkyrja-datta would make a fine husband!” 
 
    All of the Amazons and most of the Hornets were nodding in agreement with Escrya’s words. 
 
    Cordelia was truly befuddled now. 
 
    “First you accuse me of trying to win him over, now you’re mad at me for not trying to bake him into bed? What the hell lady?! And why do you keep calling him that?” 
 
    The Amazons shared another knowing look, then a warm chuckle as they at last relaxed. 
 
    “Forgive our rudeness, maker of sweets. He is our Valkyrja-datta, blessed and beloved by our people because he returned the Valkyrie to the world. In so doing he has earned our loyalty and devotion, indeed our hearts are his for the taking. His well-being is of great importance to us, and although Ophelia assured us that you had no evil intentions we dared not take any chances.” 
 
    The irritation that Cordelia felt at being abducted dissipated quickly as curiosity took its place. 
 
    Unfortunately the Hornets had been growing increasingly agitated at the delay. 
 
    Before she could ask one of the many questions that Escrya’s words had instilled in her she was once again hoisted into the air under the arms, though this time it was by two Hornets, and she kept going up... 
 
    “Wait! I’m afraid of HEEEIIGHTS!!” 
 
    She squealed and closed her eyes as they shot into the air. 
 
    As the poor girl went rapidly skywards, Escrya shaded her eyes and watched. 
 
    “That was very rude.” She commented to her sisters. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    They flew straight up and then to the side of the road. Despite her fear Cordelia was unable to keep from looking at the landscape below, the shape of Kettering made unfamiliar by the unusual vantage point. 
 
    They carried her off into the woods on Paul Fletcher’s property. 
 
    She was a flustered mess when the Hornets finally dropped down into the halls of a strange amber dome that was under construction in a clearing near the bridge to Nameless’s cottage. 
 
    Her knees were shaking so badly from the sudden flight and landing that the Hornets kept having to stop so she could compose herself. 
 
    Eventually she was led into the center of the maze-like building and found herself staring at a voluptuous woman wearing a circlet and a sheer yellow negligee. 
 
    Cordelia could clearly see the Hornet’s nipples through the thin fabric as the queen smiled at her. 
 
    “Hello, are you Cordlia?” 
 
    She huffed in indignation at the monster girl’s egregious mispronunciation of her name. The terrifying flight here had caused the fiery young woman’s temperature to reach a boiling point. 
 
    “What the hell am I doing here?!” 
 
    “You address a queen! Speak with respect!” One of the Hornets barked at her. 
 
    But the baker’s daughter wasn’t intimidated in the least, not after being forced to face her fear of heights for the last several minutes. And though she had been working to control her temper after all of the drama with Nameless, she couldn’t keep from telling the surrounding monsters exactly how she felt. 
 
    “Oh why don’t you just suck my dick? You bitches abducted me! You speak with respect!” 
 
    She threw a kick at the Hornet’s shin, but the warrior simply buzzed her wings and backed up a couple feet with a stern look. 
 
    Cordelia matched her glare as hot stressful tears spilled down her cheeks and she wiped them away quickly. 
 
    The queen raised a hand to forestall her hive’s natural response to perceived slights against her. 
 
    “It’s alright my sweets, I will speak with Cordlia alone.” 
 
    Cordelia rolled her eyes as the Hornets deferred to their queen. 
 
    “As you say, highness.” 
 
    Many of the agile warriors took up residence in strange hexagonal cubbies in the walls, while some of them took up a guard position at the entrance. 
 
    “You must forgive my sweets Cordlia, they are-” 
 
    “Cor-dee-lia!” 
 
    The queen blinked; she wasn’t used to being interrupted, or corrected for that matter. 
 
    “Um, pardon?” 
 
    “My name, you bimbo! It’s Cordelia. ‘Cordlia’ isn’t even a word!” 
 
    Oldeera was taken aback by the girl’s tone but she tilted her head in understanding. 
 
    “Very well, Cordelia, I had you brought here so that-” 
 
    Once again she was interrupted. 
 
    “And what gave you the right to bring me anywhere?! I told those stupid bitches I was afraid of heights, but they didn’t even listen! I ought to sick the lawkeeper on you!” 
 
    Despite her aggressive words, Cordelia knew it was a hollow threat: Magnus, the local lawman, was portly and jovial, and certainly no match for an entire hive of Hornets. 
 
    The Hornet queen coughed delicately in an attempt to regain her composure. 
 
    “That isn’t necessary, now if you would-” 
 
    But Cordelia wasn’t done. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear it lady! You have no right to give me orders! Or, or make demands or whatever! I want to go home!” 
 
    The queen blinked rapidly, bemused by the furious young woman’s behaviour. Not once in her life had anyone ever been brought to her hive only to address her with such impertinence. It was… strangely thrilling. 
 
    Cordelia crossed her arms over her breasts and stood with one foot tapping impatiently. 
 
    “Well?! Take me home!” She repeated. 
 
    Oldeera, warrior-queen in service to the Aegis, veteran of many conflicts, found that she couldn’t see a means of placating the red-faced young woman before her and so she nodded her assent. 
 
    “Very well. I’m sorry if I caused you any distress, that wasn’t my intention. My sweets, return Cordelia to her home. And… fly low.” 
 
    With that the girl was carried from the chamber, once more cursing at the Hornets around her as they rapidly left their hive. 
 
    A bemused Oldeera slowly shook her head. 
 
    “I just wanted her to make me a pie.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    This was so much worse. 
 
    Cordelia fought down nausea and vertigo as the Hornets wove their way with terrifying speed through the woods, each tree was a barky promise of death, only narrowly avoided by the slightest of shifts in the deft flyers’ buzzing wings. 
 
    At last they flew clear of the woods, but before Cordelia could even breathe a sigh of relief they were instead weaving their way through the various residents of Kettering, she even recognized a few faces, though she barely had time to register their gawking looks and shouts of alarm before they flew past. 
 
    Foolishly, perhaps, she expected the Hornets to drop her outside the entrance to the bakery. 
 
    Not so. 
 
    Somehow they timed their arrival in such a way as to zip sideways through the door even as it was swinging closed after a customer had left. 
 
    There was a startled shriek and the distinct and familiar sound of breaking glass when the Hornets set her on her feet right in front of her sister Helen. 
 
    Before the poor girl had time to even say a word, the Hornets were gone. 
 
    After a few seconds of stunned silence, Helen spoke. 
 
    “Cordelia? What. The. Fuck?!” 
 
    Her eyes were wide as she took in the sight of her older sister; her hair was a nightmare of windswept tangles, and her cheeks a blotchy red mess from her earlier tears. 
 
    “Watch your language.” Cordelia said it almost absently as she ran her hands through her hair and worked hard to steady herself after the rapid flight. 
 
    Helen wasn’t the only one staring though. 
 
    Milly and Erica were both standing just to one side of Helen, looking only slightly confused, and certainly far less thunderstruck than Cordelia’s younger sister. 
 
    “I didn’t know that you were friends with Oldeera.” The Minotaur offered. 
 
    The windswept girl drew in a breath through her nose. 
 
    “We are not friends! She kidnapped me!” 
 
    Her frustration was boiling back to the surface, but the sight of the nodding Katje gave her pause. 
 
    “Yeah she does that, take it as a compliment though, I think it means she likes you. She kidnapped our master too, though Nina told her if she tried it again she’d pull her wings off.” 
 
    Helen swallowed as she looked between the three women; the youngest of Tom Loskins’ children, she was very much a small town girl. 
 
    The most exotic thing she had ever seen was the softer side of Janet Skinner’s Blomma garden one night on a dare. And though the encounter had led her to the discovery that she had a marked inclination for girls, she certainly wasn’t used to Hornet kidnappings and death threats from giants! 
 
    While her little sister came to grips with the bizarre situation, Cordelia had to come to grips with being face to face with Erica again, all while her hair and face were a mess from her little misadventure. 
 
    She smoothed the front of her dress with one hand while her other still struggled with her tangled locks. 
 
    “Um, look, Erica. I-” 
 
    But Erica interrupted her by stepping forwards; causing her to flinch until she realized that the Katje was helping her fix her hair with deft movements of her fingers. 
 
    “We don’t need to talk about it, ever again really. You reached out to our master while he was hurting, so the rest is just water under the bridge. Shit, were the Hornets flying you in loops or something?” 
 
    The Katje gave a shake of her head as she gave up on Cordelia’s hair. 
 
    “You need a bath to get this mess straightened out. Anyways, we were just stopping by to thank you again for the pie and return the plate.” 
 
    All eyes flickered to the broken plate that Helen had dropped moments earlier. 
 
    “Yeah, it was really good!” Milly said brightly. 
 
    Still in a daze from the events of the afternoon, Cordelia just nodded. 
 
    “Right, um, yeah, no problem. Pie. I’m going upstairs, Helen if any Hornets show up, tell them I died in a fire. And Amazons. Tell them I died in a fire with the Amazons.” 
 
    “O-okay?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5:  
 
    Sleep Eludes 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was early afternoon when Nameless woke from a nightmare of shadow and fire, of a Dragon’s rage and a Chimera’s cruelty. 
 
    And of an Amazon’s courage. 
 
    He had tears standing in his eyes as he sat up and tossed the covers off. 
 
    It took him a couple of deep breaths for him to shake off the terrible memory but he didn’t like still being in bed this late in the day, even if he needed the sleep. 
 
    He threw on some clothes and grabbed some lunch in the kitchen, but while he was eating he heard a strange thwacking sound from outside and soon his curiosity got the better of him, so he wolfed down his sandwich before going to investigate. 
 
    After coming back from town the girls had been busy. 
 
    Just off the porch the Saenga Amazons had cleared a patch of grass, tearing up the ground in a rough circle of churned earth. Within it Myrina was directing Milly how to wield Kar’s spear. The odd thwacking was her blocking the Minotaur’s clumsy strikes with her own weapon as she gave her instructions. 
 
    To his relief Nameless saw that they had wrapped ample padding over the tips of their weapons to reduce the risk of injury. 
 
    It was still an unsettling sight for him though; seeing Milly learning how to wield an actual weapon was far different than seeing her and Erica learning how to throw a punch. 
 
    Especially given the circumstances surrounding their training. 
 
    He shuddered and turned away from the sight, only to again be distracted by another odd sound coming from his right, around the left side of the cottage. He rounded the corner to find Volka working with Erica in what appeared to be half-battle, half-athletic performance. 
 
    “Good, your reflexes are incredible, but you hesitate! Throw your knives at me! They will not overcome my protection spell!” 
 
    The veteran angel whirled in place, her own wings launching a volley of deadly feathers in a scythe around her, and sure enough: though several of them did strike Erica, they merely bounced off of the glowing Katje as she stumbled back with a string of invectives. 
 
    Nameless however, was not currently included in the Valkyrie’s spell. 
 
    Rapidly drawing a line towards him, the volley of feathers struck the side of the cottage with sharp clicking noises, some rebounded off with little chips of rock but many actually sank into the stone of the cottage wall. 
 
    Fortunately, Nina grabbed him by the seat of his pants and pulled him off his feet and clear of the deadly projectiles that would have otherwise taken his nose off. 
 
    While he stood and fixed his trousers, the Gigas called out to the dueling pair. 
 
    “Hey Volka! Squishy on the field! Quit chucking feathers!” 
 
    The angel spared a worried glance towards Nameless, and then flinched when two of Erica’s knives narrowly missed her face. 
 
    “Nice try kitty but-” 
 
    As she turned back to her opponent, both of Erica’s feet slammed into her chest and she wrapped her torso around the Valkyrie’s head, clawing and hissing like mad as the glow from the spell around them increased with the strain of her assault. 
 
    The pair tumbled to the earth in a mess of golden wings and purple hair. 
 
    A wide-eyed Nameless looked down at Nina, who gave him a pat on the butt by way of apology. 
 
    “Sorry, figured you didn’t need any more scars.” Then she paused and tapped her chin thoughtfully; “Actually, one that goes all the way from your hairline, around your eye and down your cheek would be pretty sexy.” 
 
    Nameless mirrored her chin tapping, his finger bouncing off the scar he had earned protecting Milly from a whip when he had first met the Minotaur. 
 
    “Doesn’t this one count?” 
 
    The red skinned girl immediately shook her head. 
 
    “Nope. Sure it’s sexy, but not scary enough. I want kids to cry when they see you.” 
 
    The tussle beside the cottage ended, Volka on top of a yowling Erica, the angel had lost her helmet and her strawberry blond hair was a mess from the cat’s mauling. 
 
    “Fuck! You cheated!” 
 
    The Valkyrie smiled. 
 
    “Using my wings isn’t cheating. If that were the case, then using your claws would also be cheating. Still, you caught me off guard with that trick with the knives.” 
 
    “Er… yeah, trick! I mean, I wasn’t really aiming for your smug stupid face.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it.” Volka said serenely as she unpinned the Katje and gave a flap of her wings to stand up. 
 
    For her part Erica did a graceful backwards roll that ended with her likewise back on her feet, she turned to retrieve her blades while Volka moved to greet Nameless. 
 
    “Forgive me Husband, I did not see you when I released my feathers.” 
 
    “It’s alright, I’m glad you two are having fun.” 
 
    But he felt a sharp stab of pain from Erica’s heartstone as he spoke. 
 
    He looked to see her cupping the knives to her breasts, a hurt look on her face. 
 
    “Erica?” 
 
    She gave a quick shake of her head and flashed him a smile. 
 
    “It’s nothing lover, I think I’m done with getting my ass kicked, gunna wash up real quick.” 
 
    The pain was gone as quickly as it came as she smothered it, but Nameless’s eyes tracked her as she went onto the porch and back into the cottage. 
 
    Nina didn’t notice her bond-sister’s distress, her arms crossed over her chest as she gave Volka a meaningful look. 
 
    “Well, if you’re done kicking ass, I want to get back to work.” 
 
    Earlier the Gigas had cleared a flat space beside the cottage to set up her work space; she had already pounded the ground flat with her hammer and moved their pile of firewood to one side to make room for her smithy. 
 
    She intended to take advantage of the cottage’s chimney, and the pile of firebricks Rory had sold her for her forge were laid out against the stone outcropping. 
 
    Volka and Erica had themselves taken advantage of the cleared space and had been sparing in there to spare the Amazons and Milly from their ranged attacks. 
 
    “As you wish, I think then that I will stretch my wings for a time.” 
 
    Though Volka’s eyes had also tracked Erica as she went inside, she saw that Nameless had noticed her sudden distress and knew that he wouldn’t ignore it. So after giving him a kiss on the cheek, the Valkyrie’s wings gave a mighty heave and she was airborne. 
 
    As Nameless watched her ascend he mumbled a quick goodbye to Nina. The poignant sorrow that had overtaken Erica had him worried and he went back on to the porch to follow her inside. 
 
    On his way to the front door he glanced to where Milly was training, and saw something that made him do a double-take, and then beam with pride. 
 
    Evidently they had switched from the weapons practice to hand-to-hand, and a flush-faced Milly was currently sitting on a stunned Escrya’s rump while the other Amazons cheered at the Minotaur’s victory. 
 
    To his knowledge it was the first time she had bested any of the Amazons, but though he wanted to share the moment with her, his concern for his cat overrode his pride in his cow and so he slipped inside. 
 
    He found Erica curled up on the bed, the bundle of Kar’s knives once again clutched tight to her breast while her shoulders shook in silent sobs. 
 
    Wordlessly he sat beside her and rubbed his hand over her back while she worked through the painful emotions. 
 
    At length she sat up, the deadly bundle in her lap while she wrapped her arms around him. 
 
    “The tip, it must have hit a rock.” 
 
    She held out one of the knives, and sure enough the tip had a significant nick in it. 
 
    “Nina can fix it.” He offered and she nodded. 
 
    “I know! It’s not that. Fuck, I-I feel so stupid, we only knew her for a few months. But sh-she taught us so much! Did so much for us, and I really did want her to bond with you! To be my sister!” 
 
    “I know baby. I wanted her too.” 
 
    For his part, Nameless’s own grief was set aside, his focus more on his distressed Katje. 
 
    She cried into his shoulder until her tears turned to sniffles, then to a heavy silence while all the while he rubbed her shoulder in a side hug. 
 
    “This sucks.” She sniffed again. 
 
    He chuckled as he turned his head to face her, kissing her under her ear, his hand slipping from her shoulder and his fingers entwining in her hair as he pulled her head close to his lips. 
 
    “Yeah, it sucks, but there isn’t anything we can do but keep going on I guess.” His voice mumbled into her hair as he breathed in the smell of her. 
 
    Despite her exertions with Volka, her hair still held a hint of a familiar scent and after taking a moment to savour the smell, he smiled. 
 
    “You’ve been bathing with Ophelia.” He observed. 
 
    It was her turn to chuckle as she wiped at her tearful cheeks. 
 
    “What can I say? It’s nice to smell girly, plus it’s even nicer to have someone wash your back.” 
 
    He took another deep breath through his nose, then pulled his face from her hair and set his hand in her lap on top of her knives. 
 
    “Teach me? We can make a game of it. Then we can wash each other’s backs, though it’ll be my second shower today.” 
 
    He quirked an eyebrow at his cat who gave him a saucy look as she wiped away the last of her tears. 
 
    “Sure thing, loser gets head?” 
 
    His expression shifted to puzzled amusement. 
 
    “Don’t you mean loser gives head?” 
 
    She shifted over and nuzzled against his side, then quickly leaned in to nip at his ear affectionately. 
 
    “Where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    Her tongue, teeth and hot breath on his earlobe made his breath catch and he felt a familiar stirring in his groin. But he pushed down his lust as he took her hand and they went back outside and around the side of the cottage where Nina was now busy working on her forge. 
 
    The pair moved to the stack of firewood; the split logs would make suitable targets for Erica’s knives. 
 
    “So, you hold it like this.” 
 
    Erica handed him one of the blades and demonstrated the technique that Kar had taught her. 
 
    They played at it for ten minutes or so, and even though Nameless only ever sank the knife into the target he was aiming at once, they had fun. 
 
    Unfortunately, perhaps inevitably, his hand slipped when he was handling one of the blades and he cut his thumb with a sharp intake of breath. 
 
    “Okay, no more knives for you!” Erica teased after she determined that the cut wasn’t deep. 
 
    Nina tossed them a quick look over her shoulder without pausing in her work on the hearth for her forge. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll teach you how to throw my hammer later. No sharp edges. Loser gives head.” She called out while laying the little white bricks in sequence, her massive hammer never far from reach. 
 
    Nameless and Erica shared an amused look while he nursed his injured digit, sucking at the pad of his thumb until the bleeding stopped. 
 
    With a wink to Erica he walked up to Nina’s massive weapon, gripped the handle with one hand and tried to lift it, straining dramatically before eventually giving up with an anguished moan. 
 
    “Oh no! I failed! Curses, I guess you win. Oh man, shoot. Darnit, this is so embarrassing!” 
 
    Nina snerked at his ridiculous behavior. 
 
    “You dork.” 
 
    Erica joined in the giant’s mirth, and then deliberately gripped his crotch, squeezing his cock firmly and causing him to gasp. 
 
    “I guess the three of us need to wash up together so the winners and losers can pay up.” 
 
    The seductive lilt in her voice was unmistakable and Nina licked her lips. 
 
    “Be my second one today, but sure.” 
 
    It was turning out to be a pleasant day. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Nameless, Erica and Nina went inside, Milly helped Escrya to her feet with a nervous smile. The young Amazon had insisted on another bout after her initial defeat, and won the rematch, so they then had to have a tie breaker, which the Minotaur won in just three moves. 
 
    Despite just having her ass kicked, Escrya was overjoyed at the progress that Milly had made. 
 
    “Well done Milly! I never saw that shoulder throw coming!” 
 
    Milly self consciously rubbed the back of her neck. 
 
    “Oh, um, was that okay? I saw Kaylee use it before on Myrina, or try to anyways.” 
 
    “Myrina cheats!” Kaylee replied immediately while the others laughed mockingly at her excuse. 
 
    Myrina stepped forwards and clapped her hand onto the Minotaur’s shoulder. 
 
    “It was more than okay, it was perfect! I doubt even I could have countered you there!” 
 
    “I don’t, because you would have cheated.” Kaylee insisted. 
 
    Kaylee was one of the youngest of the Amazons present, only Escrya was younger. 
 
    They took a break to drink some water and recover, during which Ophelia fluttered to the ground in their midst, a cloth bag hanging on her arm and two Hornets buzzing beside her. 
 
    The Flutterby looked more than a little flustered by the Hornets’ presence. 
 
    “Really dears, I’m alright, I didn’t need an escort!” 
 
    “The queen’s orders are absolute.” One of them said flatly. 
 
    Ophelia sighed. 
 
    “Fine! But I’m home now! See? Safe and sound.” 
 
    She waved one hand from head to toe to demonstrate she was still in one piece. 
 
    “If we see any of you going anywhere alone we are to accompa-” 
 
    “Fine! Fine, alright but please, in future don’t fly so close? My wings need more room than yours do!” 
 
    The two Hornets nodded after sharing a quick look. 
 
    “So long as you don’t try to escape our notice again, we will.” 
 
    They shot back towards their hive. 
 
    Milly moved to embrace the frazzled Flutterby, her tongue working over her cheeks and hairline by way of greeting. 
 
    “You tried to sneak past the Hornets?” Helena wore a knowing smirk. 
 
    “I did not sneak!” Ophelia huffed out; “I just forgot some things for dinner, but when they saw me flying into town they ambushed me! That was the most stressful flight I’ve had since we went over the falls in the wilds!” 
 
    The Amazons chuckled, but after a moment Myrina spoke in agreement with the Hornets. 
 
    “I know we can be a pain, but still, it is best not to be alone too much.” 
 
    “You’re not a pain!” Milly objected, while Ophelia looked guilty. 
 
    “No of course not, dearheart, and I appreciate everything that you and the Hornets are doing to keep us safe, they just caught me off guard.” 
 
    With Ophelia’s arrival, Myrina and her girls called an end to the training session and after some quick farewells half of them returned to their camp by the water while the rest fanned out into the field, quickly disappearing in the tall grass. 
 
    Alone now, Milly leaned down to nuzzle her face into her bond-sister’s hair and share a warm snuggle. 
 
    “Mmmm, that’s nice dearheart.” Ophelia turned her face up to consider the Minotaur’s; “And were my eyes deceiving me as I flew in or did you just beat one of the Amazons in a fight?” 
 
    The cow girl beamed with pride and nodded. 
 
    “Yes! Escrya! She’s the youngest, but still, she fought really hard!” 
 
    Ophelia wrapped her free arm around Milly’s waist and gave her a warm smile. 
 
    “Congratulations dearheart! I am so proud of you! Let’s go inside and once I’ve put away the groceries, we’ll celebrate.” 
 
    Milly giggled. 
 
    “I think the others are already celebrating.” 
 
    They shared a knowing look, before Ophelia licked her lips. 
 
    “Then we better hurry before they run out of revels.” 
 
    It really was a good day. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After his disastrous meetings with Nina, Milly and Erica, Brandon was more than ready for a softer encounter with a monster girl. So he had grabbed his usual partner in crime and set out in search of paradise. 
 
    Now he and Dillon ran for their lives, Janet Skinner in hot pursuit with her meat cleaver. 
 
    “Man! For a woman her age she can really move!” 
 
    When night fell the pair had skulked through the shadows in Skinner’s drive, intending to sneak into her flower garden where the notoriously horny Blomma lived. 
 
    They had managed a tryst with the flower girls only twice in the past. For the young men and women of Kettering it was almost a rite of passage, both to get past Janet’s knife, and to couple with any of the willing Blomma. 
 
    But to their misfortune Janet had been there when they arrived, collecting the girls’ nectar while they slept, their petals wrapped closed around them to ward off the increasingly cold night air. 
 
    Brandon and Dillon had walked right into her and she was quick to run them off. 
 
    “This is Paul Fletcher’s property over the fence right?!” Dillon was already clambering over the barrier while Janet cursed at them from behind. 
 
    “Yeah, I think we can reach the road if we cut through the field and the trees there!” 
 
    The more athletic Brandon vaulted over the fence before Dillon had even finished climbing it. 
 
    Unbeknownst to the crass young men, they had picked the absolute worst field to trespass in. 
 
    They slowed their headlong pace once they were a ways into the thigh-high grass, correct in assuming that Janet wouldn’t follow them over the fence, though she shouted a few more choice oaths at them before stomping away. 
 
    Dillon took a moment to catch his breath while nursing a stitch in his side. 
 
    “Man, what a mean old bitch! I mean, share the wealth am I right?” 
 
    Brandon snorted a laugh in agreement but then all but tackled Dillon into the tall grass when they neared the big oak in the middle of the field. 
 
    “Hey wha-” 
 
    “Shh! Someone’s there!” Brandon’s voice was a harsh whisper in the night. 
 
    The pair huddled in the grass for a minute before Dillon ran out of patience. 
 
    “Dude, there’s no one here!” 
 
    “Actually there is.” A man’s voice called to them and they froze once more. 
 
    Another half minute passed. 
 
    “Look, you guys, I’m not mad that you’re trespassing, but you should really go home now, it’s late.” 
 
    Brandon recognized the voice and slowly stood up from his place in the grass and Dillon soon followed. 
 
    Nameless had been sitting with his back to the tree with a blanket around his shoulders, and when he saw them approach he stood to watch them, his silhouette hidden by the thick trunk in the night. 
 
    “Trying to sneak a quickie with the Blomma?” 
 
    His tone was amused. 
 
    “What’s it to you?” Brandon snapped. 
 
    With his amorous intentions spoiled, the last person Brandon wanted to see was this little fucker. 
 
    Nameless smile fell away and he shrugged at the aggressive tone. 
 
    “Whatever, come on then, I’ll have to walk you out.” 
 
    Dillon tried to thank him, but Brandon cut him off. 
 
    “The fuck is that supposed to mean? ‘You’ll walk us out’? We look like a couple little girls to you? We can get home just fine!” 
 
    Nameless pushed himself off from the tree. 
 
    “Yeah I doubt that, I’m sure you two are great at sneaking past one old lady, but I don’t like your odds of getting by the Amazons, not to mention the Hornets.” 
 
    “Amazons? Where?” Dillon asked, looking around the field. 
 
    Nameless rolled his eyes in the dark. 
 
    “I don’t know, that’s the point, they’re very good at hiding.” 
 
    Brandon shoved his way past him with a rude snort of derision. 
 
    “Whatever, you are so full of shit.” 
 
    The smaller man was expecting the shove, and so he leaned away as Brandon moved past him. 
 
    “Maybe, but seriously, I have to walk you out. It’s for your own safety.” 
 
    Brandon whirled back on the smaller man. 
 
    “My own safety?! What, like you’re some kind of big shot now? Fuck off!” 
 
    “Hey Brandon, come on man, this isn’t the place to make a big scene. What if Magnus shows up?” 
 
    Dillon was tugging on Brandon’s arm, as if holding him back from attacking the little dude, at the same time he was nervously glancing around, though he wasn’t sure if he was more concerned over the local lawkeeper or the thought of the apparently invisible Amazons. 
 
    The smith’s son was too annoyed to be dissuaded by either. 
 
    “Like that fat fuck would be out here in the middle of the night! And this little prick is just full of shit.” 
 
    Nameless sighed again; he was surprised with just how... trivial this whole encounter seemed to him. 
 
    “Look I’m not a big shot, I’m tired. And I’ve seen exactly what an Amazon’s spear can do to a person, and you’re being really loud, so can you just leave already? You’re going to wake my bond-mates.” 
 
    Brandon blood boiled at the mention of bond-mates, the thought of this tiny guy getting as much action as he could handle was too much for the smith’s son and he let him have it. 
 
    “You arrogant little fuck! Me and Dillon will leave, you can just suck it! Have fun with your dumb tree.” 
 
    With that he turned and stomped towards the woods across the field, the anxious Dillon in tow. 
 
    Nameless briefly considered just leaving the two young men to their fates, but they were heading in the wrong direction. 
 
    “Hey guys!” He called out. 
 
    Brandon kept walking. 
 
    “Guys, the trail is that way! Unless you want to try to clear a path through the woods?” 
 
    The pair stopped, and then reluctantly Brandon turned to where Nameless was pointing. It maddened him to have to change direction, but Dillon already had, so he followed his friend. 
 
    Nameless watched them go, then rolled his eyes and followed from a distance. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “What a fucking little puke! You see the way he talked to me?!” 
 
    Dillon was still trying in vain to get Brandon to stop making so much noise, at least until they were off of Paul’s property, then he knew he’d have to listen to him the whole way home. 
 
    “Brandon, come on man! Chill for now! I remember this trail lets out on Fletcher’s driveway, so we’ll have to be quiet, or his Cockatrices might get us. We could cut through the trees, but it’s pretty thick in there and I think the road turns away around here somewhere.” 
 
    His words fell on deaf ears as Brandon kept cursing out Nameless while they walked. 
 
    “Like he’s so damned important now that he finally got laid! Remember when he was in school? Even a couple years ahead of us he was still a little weenie!” 
 
    Dillon rolled his eyes; he actually did remember Nameless from school, an odd little guy wearing clothes too large for him. But he didn’t remember him being a weenie, in fact he remembered him being kind of nice, if introverted. 
 
    “Look Brandon, man I don’t know what your problem is with this guy, but you seriously need to cool it! We’re still trespassing! My uncle would kill me if I got another fine from the-” 
 
    Because he was watching Brandon’s face, he abruptly ran into someone on the trail, stumbling back in surprise with his thought left unfinished. 
 
    An orange glow lit the face of the statuesque woman in front of them, the light coming from a pipe hanging out of her mouth. 
 
    She was leaning on a massive spear. 
 
    “An Amazon.” Dillon squeaked. 
 
    Brandon gaped, the woman had come out of nowhere and her sudden appearance had taken the vitriol right out of him. 
 
    Even the arrogant teen wasn’t stupid enough to piss off an Amazon on purpose. 
 
    Aside from being muscular and incredibly wild looking, with feathers and beads braided into her hair, she was just so damned tall. 
 
    “Look, um, we were just leaving, so no need for… anything.” 
 
    The shift in his attitude was almost comical. 
 
    The orange glow lit the woman’s face again as she took another draw from Paul’s pipe, and then blew the smoke towards the pair in front of her. 
 
    “Were you? I do not believe that leaving is your decision anymore.” 
 
    Again without making a sound, several more Amazons slipped out of the woods to loom large over the now-huddled pair. 
 
    “Whoah! Easy! We’re cool, we’re all cool!” Dillon’s voice was unusually high and frantic. 
 
    One of the girls gripped him by the front of his shirt and pulled his face close to hers, his feet leaving the ground entirely. 
 
    “Why are you here?” 
 
    She was even taller than the one with the pipe as she demanded an explanation from them. 
 
    Dillon tried to equivocate but her eyes narrowed, and she quickly lost patience with his lame excuses. 
 
    “Hey! Gerroff!” Brandon cried out as the Amazons set on the two of them and wrestled them to the ground with ease. 
 
    The warriors ignored their protestations, and he and Dillon soon found themselves pinned to the cold dirt of the trail, their wrists held behind their back in the fierce grips of the warrior women. 
 
    “Myrina, what is to be done with them? Though they are certainly interlopers, we cannot just slay them here, I do not believe that our Valkyrja-datta would approve.” 
 
    The Amazon with the pipe let out a disgusted sound. 
 
    “You did not hear the impertinence with which they spoke to him! Had he not intimated otherwise, their heads would even now adorn my spear, well, this one’s at least.” 
 
    Brandon froze as the butt of her spear bonked him in the back of the head a couple times for emphasis. 
 
    Dillon whimpered in terror. 
 
    There was an angry mutter from the gathered women, and then the apparent leader silenced them. 
 
    “Enough! It is too late to disturb the cottage or the Fletcher man’s home for so trivial a matter. Strip them naked and hang them by their ankles for the night, and then in the morning we will decide.” 
 
    “What?!” Brandon cried. 
 
    “We’ll die!” Dillon squeaked at the same time. 
 
    The thought of hanging upside down in the chill night was enough for the two teens to struggle against their captors, however hopelessly. 
 
    “Myrina, Helena please stop.” Nameless’s voice called out. 
 
    Out of the corner of his eye Brandon saw the little man walk right up to the Amazons as if they weren’t in the least bit intimidating to him. 
 
    The one with the pipe clicked her tongue and pouted a bit. 
 
    “I had thought you had finally returned to your bed. You needn’t concern yourself with these two, a night hanging from the branches will do much to toughen them, and teach them… manners.” 
 
    She glared down at Brandon as she spoke. 
 
    Nameless met Brandon’s nervous gaze and frowned. 
 
    “Maybe, but I wouldn’t be able to sleep knowing they were hanging from a tree out here.” 
 
    One of the Amazons with pale blue eyes leaned in to Nameless’s side, and though she spoke low, Brandon could still make out what she said. 
 
    “You already do not sleep. We watch over you, you are out tonight just as you were last night, when you should have been sleeping in the arms of your loves.” 
 
    Nameless conceded the point with a shrug. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s been an adjustment coming home, but I’ll be fine. These two, on the other hand, wouldn’t make it through the night. So let them up, please, they’re harmless, really. They were just trying to sneak into the neighbour’s garden to have a go with the Blomma there.” 
 
    The Amazons quickly dragged the pair to their feet, and then considered them with skeptical expressions. 
 
    Helena tilted her head to one side, pipe in hand. 
 
    “Is this true? You were merely seeking to couple with some flower girls?” 
 
    Her demanding eyes flicked between the two of them, lingering on Brandon. 
 
    Sensing a trap, he said nothing, though Dillon nodded emphatically. 
 
    She popped the pipe back between her teeth and spoke around it. 
 
    “Meh, the Blomma could do better, though that is for them to decide.” 
 
    The sting in her dismissive tone was greatly lessened by the continued discomfort the two felt at the Amazons’ still-threatening posture. 
 
    “So, c-can we go? Or…” 
 
    Dillon asked, studiously avoiding the Amazons’ piercing gazes by focusing on Nameless. 
 
    In contrast Brandon stared into the night, his pride kept him from looking at the small man. 
 
    “You may, but only because he allows it. You would do well to learn some respect, little boys, or you are very likely to die by our hand.” Myrina said gravely. 
 
    She made a gesture with her hand and the Amazons shifted to one side to let them pass. 
 
    Brandon grit his teeth as he and Dillon all but fled down the trail, once away from the Amazons the humiliation of the past several minutes made the prideful young man angrier than ever before at the little orphan that had so upset his world-view. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “That was a bit much wasn’t it Myrina?” Nameless asked while rubbing at his tired eyes. 
 
    The woman set her arm on his shoulder as they watched the two young men flee down the trail. 
 
    “No, I believe it was just the right amount, Valkyrja-datta.” 
 
    After the two teens disappeared into the night, Nameless turned to go home, but his eyes fell on Helena’s face as she exhaled more smoke. 
 
    “Are you going to give Paul his pipe back?” 
 
    The Amazon grinned. 
 
    “He has but to take it from me.” 
 
    The way she spoke hinted that there was more than just the pipe at stake. 
 
    “That simple?” 
 
    Her smile widened. 
 
    “Simple? Yes. Easy? No.” 
 
    After his adventures Nameless had a much better understanding of Amazon courtship so he wasn’t stupid enough to get in the middle of it. 
 
    “Well, good luck to you then. You should know though, Paul is pretty cunning.” 
 
    She nodded gravely. 
 
    “For a man who was given the Dragon’s Kiss, I would expect no less.” 
 
    He thought about her words for a moment, and then figured that she had to be referring to Xalanth breathing on the old man and let the matter drop. 
 
    “Anyhow, goodnight girls. And you should all get some sleep too. The thought of you out here chafes at me more than the thought of them.” 
 
    One of them smirked at him and licked her full lips. 
 
    “I don’t know, some chafing can be fun, if done correctly.” 
 
    “I will walk with you, Valkyrja-datta.” Escrya announced. 
 
    He wanted to object, but knew that it would be pointless, and might possibly hurt her feelings. 
 
    As they exited the woods and strode back through the field, she stopped walking. 
 
    “Why did you come out here again tonight? The same as last night, you merely sat under that beautiful tree. What fills your thoughts?” 
 
    He was about to brush her off, but her earnest tone brought him to a halt and he turned to look up at her, her expression was warm, but concerned. 
 
    He sighed and turned his eyes to the stars above before speaking with some reluctance. 
 
    “When I close my eyes, all I can see is how Kar died-” His throat was thick with emotion, and he coughed before continuing; “I’ve heard that after someone… you forget what they look like as time goes by. And I don’t want my only memory of her to be like that.” 
 
    He titled his head up, the vast expanse of the cosmos clear to see in the cold night as tears seeped down his cheeks. 
 
    “Here under the stars, when everything is still and quiet, it’s easy to remember her face. The way she smiled, or laughed, even the way she tried to seduce me.” 
 
    He said the last part with a helpless chuckle which Escrya shared, and then the Amazon put her hand on his shoulder as he wiped away his tears. 
 
    “Regrettably I know something of what you speak. I have not seen my father since I was very young.” 
 
    He knew that her mother, Alcaia, was bonded to a woman, but not much else. 
 
    “I cannot picture his face, even on the rare occasion when I wish to. To my knowledge he yet lives, but if we were to meet in a crowd, I doubt that I would know him. But what troubles me, is that he would not know me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t be, he chose to leave our village when my mother found her heart’s mate, he left out of jealousy, and said many unkind words when he did. The only reason I would ever want to see him again would be to show him what he missed out on, to show him that I am my mother’s daughter.” 
 
    He patted her hand still on his shoulder. 
 
    “You are that Escrya, you are amazing.” 
 
    She turned coy. 
 
    “Feel free, Valkyrja-datta, to say more nice things about me.” 
 
    They shared another laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll get you a list, for now though, I should go and try to get some sleep.” 
 
    She set her other hand on his forehead, her thumb tracing the lock of hair with Volka’s feather braided into it. 
 
    “Yes, you should. Your heart is troubled with grief and pain. I met her only the one time, but it was enough for me to know that Kar Brael would have made a good wife. And like my sisters, I would do anything to take the pain of her loss away from you, even if only for a little while.” 
 
    The sting of fresh tears took his eyes at her touching words. 
 
    “Thank you.” He whispered. 
 
    They shared a long embrace, with his cheek pressed to her breasts, the warmth of the young monster girl’s chest radiating into his face while she stroked his hair and back. 
 
    When they parted, her eyes narrowed and she adopted a teasing tone as her hand drifted over his cheek. 
 
    “Like, anything, anything. Whatever it takes to relieve you.” 
 
    “…Right.” 
 
    “Even stuff that maybe your bond-mates won’t do for you.” 
 
    “Okaaay…” 
 
    He was beginning to figure out her game, but feared it was too late. 
 
    “If you want you can even put it in my bu-” 
 
    “Goodnight!” He yelped and fled while she laughed at his expense. 
 
    As he went back inside the cottage, Escrya’s mirth faded and a wistful expression claimed her face as she stared at the squat structure. 
 
    “Sleep well, beloved.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6:  
 
    Picking Flowers 
 
      
 
      
 
    Despite the girls’ concern for his newfound sleeping problems, a tired Nameless insisted on taking the milk to market with Milly first thing the following morning, and not even Nina was able to threaten him back to bed. 
 
    For the first time they had bottled the milk without any help from Paul. So he and his cow pulled the cart along after finishing in the barn, while Helena and Kaylee tagged along, both to keep them safe and to give them some welcome company. 
 
    But a harsh voice caught up to them as they walked the road towards town. 
 
    “You! Boy! I have work for you!” 
 
    They turned to see an elderly lady with a heavy bag on her arm and wrapped in an oversized coat tottering towards them. 
 
    Janet Skinner had always been abrupt, even abrasive, with the people of Kettering, and Nameless was no exception to that, though she hadn’t often spoken to him before. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    He gave the two Amazons an apprehensive look as they bristled at the woman’s rudeness. 
 
    “I know you’ve helped that old fart with his bloody chickens, now I need some help with my garden! Come along!” 
 
    With that she turned and stomped away. 
 
    Nameless turned to Milly helplessly, unsure of what had just happened. 
 
    Janet turned back to them. 
 
    “Well? Don’t stand around like a half-wit all day! There’s work to be done!” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    She stomped one foot, reminding Nameless of nothing more than a spoiled child. 
 
    “Yes now!” 
 
    But he didn’t move. 
 
    “Missus Skinner, I’m-” 
 
    “Don’t you ‘Missus Skinner’ me boy! You and everyone else in this town know I never married! Call me Janet or don’t call me anything at all!” 
 
    Her arms were crossed over her chest as she glared at him. 
 
    Nameless nodded as he held his hands up placatingly. 
 
    “Fine, Janet. We’re busy at the moment, but I would be happy to come by when we finish at the market.” 
 
    She was taken aback, the stuttering orphan she knew wasn’t one to argue, she opened her mouth to give him a piece of her mind, but then the cranky woman noticed the Amazons gripping their spears tight and staring death at her. 
 
    “Don’t you barbarians go and try to bully a poor old woman! There’s no honour in that.” She barked at them. 
 
    Helena and Kaylee looked ready to fold her in half, so Nameless quickly whispered to them that it was fine, so they relaxed, though their fierce gazes lingered on the rude woman. 
 
    Satisfied that the Amazons weren’t going to cause her any grief, Janet frowned back at Nameless. 
 
    “You have two hours boy. Two! And bring the Minotaur, and these two muscle-heads, we’ll need the strength since you obviously don’t have any!” 
 
    With that she stomped away, muttering to herself. 
 
    “That woman is very rude.” Helena observed with a frown. 
 
    Nameless sighed. 
 
    “Don’t take it personally, she’s rude to everyone.” 
 
    Milly watched him for a long moment. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Oh nothing Master.” She smiled warmly; “It’s just that before we left Kettering, I think you would have just did what she said without even arguing at all.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “I suppose, there are much bigger things to worry about now than one mean old lady.” 
 
    Milly’s smile faltered and Nameless immediately regretted his words. They had been having a good morning, up until he brought their minds back to the events in Garland. 
 
    “Come on baby, let’s get the milk sold and then deal with mean old Skinner.” He tried to inject some enthusiasm into his tone but his efforts fell flat. 
 
    Milly smiled again, though it was a bit forced. 
 
    “Of course Master.” 
 
    The Amazons shared another look; they knew that their Valkyrja-datta was in pain, and both desperately wished they could do something to alleviate it. 
 
    While they were in the market the two glaring Amazons served to protect Nameless from being bombarded with too many questions from various people as to where he had been and what he had been up to. 
 
    But even the stern glares of the two wild Amazons guarding him couldn’t fully stem the tide of burning curiosity from the people of Kettering and he found himself deflecting more than a few questions. 
 
    Mostly they wanted to know about Volka and if she was really a Valkyrie. The angel had not made another appearance in Kettering since they had arrived. Privately she had admitted to him that it would probably have been better if she had not joined in with the spectacle of their return. 
 
    One thing that hadn’t changed about him, he still didn’t like being the center of attention. 
 
    Fortunately the milk sold quickly and they made their escape. 
 
    “That was more chaotic than usual.” Milly remarked. 
 
    He set his hand on the small of her back and gave her a reassuring rub while she pulled the cart. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess we’re the talk of the town?” 
 
    “Perhaps next time we should bring more warriors to keep these nosey people at bay?” Helena suggested as she scanned around them for any hint of danger. 
 
    He shook his head and shrugged. 
 
    “No it’s fine, they’ll get over it or get used to it soon enough. They’re good people mostly. Nothing much happens around here so they get excited from the littlest things.” 
 
    Kaylee pinched his ass, causing him to yelp. 
 
    “Valkyrja-datta, the return of the Valkyrie to the world is hardly a little thing!” She chastised. 
 
    He was forced to concede that point, but still, he found himself feeling rather unconcerned about the whole thing now that they were away from the crowd. 
 
    A while later they made their way up Janet Skinner’s drive and turned to go onto her front porch, but he spotted the old woman over by her shed. 
 
    “Hello Janet.” Nameless tried. 
 
    “You’re late.” She snapped immediately as she walked right past them. 
 
    He sighed. In fact they were almost an hour early, having chosen not to linger in town with all of the curious eyes on them. 
 
    She threw a glare at him over her shoulder. 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Come along then.” 
 
    Together they rounded the corner of a long squat building with glass walls and they spotted her Blomma garden a short distance from the wooden fence that separated Janet’s property from his field. 
 
    The beautiful flower girls were whispering excitedly to each other as they approached. 
 
    Blomma were an odd breed, their female bodies were nestled in giant flower petals that sprung from the tops of the broad-stemmed plants, while green vine-like roots stretched out from the dirt in the boxes beneath them. 
 
    The flowers ranged in height from six to seven feet, though the girls within were much smaller, between four and five feet. 
 
    Their skin was an assortment of colours; from pale yellows to rich purples, and likewise their petals were as varied as the flowers they embodied. 
 
    There were sixteen of them, planted in boxes arranged in two neat rows of eight. 
 
    “Hello Janey! Oooh did you bring us a present?” One of the girls called out when she spotted them approaching. 
 
    She giggled as she looked Nameless up and down, her gaze lingering on his groin. 
 
    He made an effort not to return the stare; within their petals the girls were naked and glistening with their nectar. 
 
    It was a common thread amongst the nature breeds: whether spirits like the Dryads or plants like the Blomma, all thought clothes were silly. 
 
    “Hello Petunia dear.” 
 
    Janet’s voice was now warm and matronly as she addressed the flower girls, a drastic change for the old woman. 
 
    It was brief however, as after greeting a few of the other girls she turned and snapped at him. 
 
    “You keep your eyes and hands to yourself young man! We need to get the girls into the greenhouse for the winter. Normally those layabouts Dillon and Brandon do it, but I don’t trust them to keep from defiling my garden! Especially after last night!” 
 
    One of the girls giggled and her green face darkened in a blush as she twirled a finger through a lock of her curly hair. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say ‘defiling’ Janet! The small one has gotten me where I wanted to go in the past, and I know he did the same for Rosy. I’ve been looking forwards to giving him another go!” 
 
    She bit her lip and her fingers briefly trailed over her naked slit at the memory of the teen’s efforts, then she raised her finger up to offer the rose next to her a taste of her nectar. 
 
    The reddish girl suckled on her sister’s finger for a moment and let out a hum that made Nameless shudder before she nodded happily. 
 
    “Yeah, the big one is a dummy, but the little one is a real sweetheart when you get him alone. And so earnest with his tongue!” 
 
    The other plant girls all giggled at her words, while Janet frowned and focused on Nameless. 
 
    “You can just have these muscle-heads pick up the boxes and wheel them on that cart of yours into the greenhouse. The girls know best where they like to be. And keep your hands to yourselves!” She repeated while she wagged one crooked finger at each of them, the warning digit lingering under his nose. 
 
    “Don’t worry Janet. I’m sure they’ll take extra special care of us!” An orange girl with white petals like a daffodil chimed in. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help but notice that she gave her perky breasts a squeeze with each hand as she spoke, her gaze fixed now on Kaylee, who licked her lips and returned the smoldering look. 
 
    Again, Janet ignored the exchange, and with one last warning glare at Nameless, she stomped away. 
 
    The Amazons shared a bewildered look at the woman’s odd behaviour, while Nameless and Milly did the same. 
 
    “Dearheart? What are you doing here?” 
 
    He looked up to see Ophelia fluttering down to land beside them. 
 
    “Um, I guess we’re helping?” 
 
    Milly put her arm over his shoulder and smiled at his uncertain response. 
 
    “Well hellooo sexy!” One of the Blomma called out to the Flutterby, accompanied by more giggles. 
 
    “Hello Ginger, how have you been?” 
 
    “I’d be a lot better if you’d finally give in and spend a day or so inside my petals!” The green-skinned and orange-flowered girl responded, her petals opening invitingly. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’ve had my fill of the mornings after drinking your nectar dear.” Ophelia said drily. 
 
    “Pfft, you’re just a lightweight.” The other monster girl teased with a smug grin. 
 
    The Flutterby took a few minutes to exchange pleasantries with the various Blomma, fluttering from one flower to the next and kissing the girls within on the cheeks by way of greeting. 
 
    Once she was finished she did the same for Nameless, Milly and the Amazons, before pursing her lips in curiosity. 
 
    “So you’re here to help the girls into the greenhouse then? It’s a bit early in the season for that isn’t it?” Ophelia asked the various Blomma as much as them. 
 
    “Yeah, but Janey is worried about not finding any helping hands before the first frost. And we’re okay with the greenhouse, nice and cozy and it beats sleeping all winter!” Rosalyn explained, before once more giving Nameless suggestive looks; “You and this mysterious little fella should come by some night, we would love to host a little get together and steam the place up a bit!” 
 
    The orphan, despite having grown used to women constantly flirting with him, couldn’t keep from blushing at the girl’s heated invitation. 
 
    The Blomma exuded a raw sexuality that was a match even for Erica, the situation made all the more difficult for him given that they were all naked and two of his bond-mates were right there with him. 
 
    As if reading his mind another one called out. 
 
    “Yeah! And you absolutely must bring the Amazons and the stacked Minotaur along! They’d be a tight fit in my petals but sooo worth it!” 
 
    Now it was Milly’s turn to blush as the Blomma ogled her, though Helena distracted the horny flowers by raising a good point. 
 
    “I do not understand, what of the Skinner woman? Would she not object to such a tryst?” 
 
    There was a pause as the Blomma absorbed her words, then all together they burst out in fits of giggles. 
 
    “Okay, explain.” The Amazon said as she crossed her arms over her breasts in annoyance. 
 
    Ginger wiped tears of mirth from her eyes as she recovered her composure. 
 
    “Janet doesn’t want us not to have sex! That would be awful! Plus we wouldn’t be able to make our nectar, which is what pays the bills for her. It’s just this sort of game we play: we sneak boys and girls into the garden all the time, and she pretends not to notice, except when she doesn’t approve of our choices, then she chases them off with that big silly knife of hers!” 
 
    She spoke brightly, unperturbed by the thought of the vengeful old woman wielding a meat cleaver. 
 
    The Amazons shared another look. 
 
    “I… see.” 
 
    With that they set to work, though it was just as Janet predicted; all that Nameless could really do to help was gently maneuver the girls’ brilliant petals out of harm’s way while the Amazons and Milly worked to store them in the greenhouse. 
 
    “Ooooh! His touch is so very gentle!” One of them commended him while he kept her petals out of harm’s way. 
 
    It was awkward for him: he stood with his feet on either rim of the cart, his arms holding the giant flower like a blanket around the form of the green girl within. All while Milly wheeled them through the double doors of the broad building. 
 
    “I wonder how those gentle hands of yours would feel inside my petals.” 
 
    The girl’s voice was sultry as a vine stretched up from her stem and gently stroked across his neck and cheek. One green hand reached out and she traced her finger underneath his chin in a come-hither motion. 
 
    Due to the position he could do nothing but blush as she continued to trace her finger and vines over his face and whisper erotic suggestions at him. He could feel the insistent pressure of another vine slowly crawling up and around his leg. 
 
    His cheeks were burning scarlet by the time Milly had maneuvered the girl into the building and he was able to hop down off the cart. 
 
    It took them the better part of an hour to situate all of the girls how they liked, by the end of which Helena and Kaylee were more than ready to stay behind and help steam up the greenhouse, but Nameless and his girls were leaving and so they said their farewells. 
 
    They caught up to Janet in a rocking chair on her porch. 
 
    “Took you long enough!” She barked, but then she caught sight of Ophelia and once again her mood shifted as a smile split her wrinkled face. 
 
    “Oh! Hello Ophelia dear. It has been too long!” 
 
    “Hello Jane.” 
 
    The Flutterby greeted her as she had the Blomma, a kiss on either cheek. 
 
    “I heard you moved into that rundown little cottage next door? Tell me it isn’t so!” 
 
    Ophelia nodded with a smile, choosing to ignore her disparaging words about their home. 
 
    “Yes it has been quite lovely, but we really must get back to it. I would love to call on you for tea sometime soon though?” 
 
    Janet nodded and mumbled her agreement as she fussed with her purse and tossed a bag of coins at Nameless, who caught it deftly. 
 
    “Hmmm, good reflexes boy. You take care of dear Ophelia here! And I hope you understand that she is far too good for you!” 
 
    The Flutterby fought to hold back her smile at the petulant expression on Nameless’s face as he pocketed the coins. 
 
    They took their leave of the crotchety old woman and made their way home, choosing to heft their cart over the fence and into their field rather than take the long way around. 
 
    Once they were on Paul’s land again he shared a quick kiss with Ophelia and Milly who took the cart back to the cottage while he turned to the Amazons. 
 
    “Here girls, you earned this more than we did, well, more than me definitely.” 
 
    Nameless scooped out less than half of the coins and handed the bag with the rest to Helena. 
 
    “No! Valkyrja-data we cannot ta-” 
 
    He pressed the pouch into her chest. 
 
    “Yes you can, you earned it. Go and buy yourself something sexy for when you jump Paul.” 
 
    Helena blushed and Kaylee laughed out loud. 
 
    One thing that had certainly changed about him, his inhibitions about sex had taken a hit over the past couple months. 
 
    “Very well, but actually, now that you are safely home, Kaylee and I forgot to ask the Blomma something.” 
 
    “We did?” The younger Amazon looked confused until Helena jabbed her elbow into her ribs; “Oh! Yes, we did!” 
 
    He shook his head ruefully. 
 
    “Take your time, I’ll let Myrina know. Have fun.” 
 
    Helena’s smile was predatory. 
 
    “I think we will.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While her master was away, Nina had finished the crude shelter over her forge and had her work area prepped and ready. 
 
    Admittedly it was a very basic smithy: as a Gigas she was used to working out of a cave, and did more with her hands than with tools. Now that she was prepared, though, a familiar and intense focus had descended on her. 
 
    Her extreme training regime aside, she was obsessed with working with metal again. 
 
    There was only one thing in the world she needed, and her master should have it. This made her even more brusque than usual; as Nameless discovered after watching the two Amazons vault back over the fence to revisit the Blomma. 
 
    He turned and saw his tiny giant coming, he even smiled in greeting, but her eyes were distant as she accosted him, hammer in hand. 
 
    “Heartstone. Gimme.” 
 
    Clearly he wasn’t wearing his Witch-charmed bracer, so she roughly scrounged his person in search of the tiny gem. 
 
    “Nina what are you-” 
 
    But she didn’t have any patience for words and released him just long enough to stand her hammer on its face before climbing on top of it and grabbing him by the collar to pull him close. 
 
    Standing barefoot on the end of her hammer she was actually slightly taller than him, and his eyes boggled as she hefted him into the air. 
 
    “Wait Nina! Come on! I don’t ha-AAHHHVEIT!” 
 
    Despite his struggling she gamely flipped him upside down until she held him by the ankles, his head now facing away from her and hovering a few inches off the ground while grass tickled his cheeks. 
 
    “Gimme.” She repeated. 
 
    She shook him up and down mercilessly, causing his back to pop and his pockets to empty on the ground. The coins from Janet, his invoice book for their milk sales and the stub of a pencil all fell out as he flopped around in her grip. 
 
    His jacket and shirt fell down to reveal his stomach and chest to the chill autumn air, while with each tug his arms were dragged through the grass below his hair as he tried to grip the long stemmed grass to steady himself. 
 
    He’d lost half of his breath and spots were beginning to appear in his vision as all of the blood in his body rushed to his head, causing veins to bulge out on his forehead. 
 
    Then he heard a familiar voice. 
 
    “Master, what is happening?” 
 
    Sensing his distress, Milly had come back from the cottage to investigate, but Nina ignored her. 
 
    “Stone. Gimme.” She repeated. 
 
    “Milly! S-save me! I’m being mugged!” 
 
    His voice came out in a strangled pitch from being upside down, and Nina paused in her shaking just long enough to glower at the Minotaur. 
 
    “Go ‘way.” 
 
    “O-okay.” Milly spoke uncertainly before gesturing towards the cottage; “But your heartstone is inside isn’t it? On the vanity next to Ophelia’s teddy bear?” 
 
    There was a long moment where an increasingly disoriented Nameless considered the bottom of Milly’s breasts. She must have just changed after her work in Janet’s garden and had gone for her classic look, shorts and a shirt, rather than her overalls. 
 
    Absently he found that she made for a lovely sight from any angle. 
 
    “Why din’t you say?” Nina huffed down at him. 
 
    “You didn’t give me a chance!” 
 
    She gave him another shake and held him up and away from her. 
 
    “Milly. Take.” 
 
    Handing him off to his Minotaur, who hefted him with as much ease, if more confusion, the Gigas picked up her hammer and stomped off towards the cottage. 
 
    “Milly baby, put me down!” 
 
    She giggled above him as he considered her hide-covered knees and she made no move to let him go. 
 
    “I don’t know Master, I might just carry you off somewhere to keep all for myself!” 
 
    There was a rush of air and Nameless twisted to see Volka’s bare legs as she landed beside them. 
 
    “Volka! Nina and Milly have both gone nuts!” 
 
    Given that he was still upside down, he missed the smirk the angel shared with the Minotaur. 
 
    Without saying a word the nasty bitch used the tips of her wings to tickle his exposed sides with her feathers while he flailed and struggled in Milly’s grip. 
 
    Within seconds he was begging for mercy with tears streaming down his forehead. 
 
    “Okay! Uncle please! Uncle!” 
 
    “You’re an uncle? Since when?” Volka teased. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    At last the girls set him down, a wave of relief flooding over him as the blood in his head drained back into the rest of his body and his spine reoriented itself. 
 
    “What was that about?” He wondered. 
 
    Volka helped him fix the collar of his shirt and jacket. 
 
    “I don’t know, I saw you in a vulnerable position and immediately took advantage, forgive my weakness, Husband.” 
 
    “It’s alright. But I actually meant Nina, what does she want her stone for?” 
 
    Volka wasn’t wearing her armour so he slid his hand over her rump and pinched her ass through her shorts just as hard as he could. 
 
    She yelped and flapped her wings to bring her tushy out of his reach, her feet off the ground and knees pulled to her breasts as both hands gripped her tender bottom. 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at him. 
 
    Milly ran her own tongue over his brow a few times to help him fix his hair before turning to the cottage. 
 
    “Should we go ask her?” 
 
    Even as Milly spoke they heard a crash from inside and a faint cry from Ophelia. 
 
    “Nina! What are you doing?!” 
 
    “Gimme.” 
 
    Milly and Nameless shared a worried look while Volka bit back a grin. 
 
    Several crashes later, Nina came out of the cottage and went to her forge, presumably with her heartstone in hand. 
 
    After recovering the spilled coins, they went inside to survey the damage. 
 
    The front room was more or less fine, though the recliner had been upended onto one of the love seats; evidently Nina thought it was easier than simply walking around it on her way deeper into the cottage. 
 
    The bedroom was a disaster: the bed was on its side and Ophelia was leaning against it looking slightly dazed, while the vanity and their dresser had both also been overturned in Nina’s search, clothes and knick-knacks from the various drawers scattered everywhere. 
 
    “I tried to tell her it was right there.” 
 
    The Flutterby’s voice was faint and she was clutching her teddy bear to her breast as she gestured vaguely at the toppled vanity. 
 
    Once she had recovered and they had cleaned up the wreckage from Nina’s search for her heartstone they settled down for a late lunch, while the giant was hard at work in her forge and Erica was… they didn’t know where she was actually. 
 
    It was a nervous meal until Volka finally took pity on the confused family and explained Nina’s strange behaviour. 
 
    “When Gigas have a project in mind, they become incredibly determined and focused. We’re lucky she bothered going through the door at all!” 
 
    Ophelia filled the Valkyrie’s plate with slices of roast sausage and shook her head in amazement, if nothing else, the tiny giant kept their lives interesting. 
 
    “Any idea what she’s making?” Nameless asked. 
 
    The Valkyrie smiled mysteriously and stroked her finger over the golden feather in his hair. 
 
    “Maybe, but it is her secret to tell.” 
 
    Partway through their meal, Nina came inside. Covered in soot, she marched up to the table and grabbed a handful of Ophelia’s ass, causing her to yelp and leaving a black handprint on her light coloured dress. 
 
    “Good smell.” 
 
    She then used Nameless as a ladder, clambering up him roughly and knocking his half-empty glass of Minotaur milk over, then reached across the table and snatched up the bulk of the roast sausages with one filthy hand. 
 
    Without another word, she started scarfing them on her way back outside. 
 
    Ophelia evaluated both her ruined dress and their ruined lunch before sitting down with a heavy groan. 
 
    Silence reigned for a few minutes, save for the munching of a happy Minotaur, her bag of oats safe from the Gigas and her appetite. 
 
    Fortunately Erica arrived home just then and distracted them when she flounced into the front room from outside, excitement writ across her features. 
 
    “Hey, we got a letter!” 
 
    Nameless blinked, their giant problem forgotten for the moment: he’d never received mail before, and as he thought about it, Erica probably hadn’t either. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    The meal essentially over, they all looked to the Katje as she slit the folded letter open with a deft flick of one of her claws, unfolded the paper and read. 
 
    “It’s from that Katje from Bramblewood! And from Mishka! Yeah, Grace and Mishka!” 
 
    The others watched while she beamed and skimmed the letter, but her smile faltered towards the end and she swallowed. 
 
    “What is it, what’s wrong?” Nameless fretted while Milly abandoned her oats and stood with a worried frown at the change in the Katje’s mood. 
 
    Erica finished reading and handed the letter to Ophelia, then wiped away her tears and offered him a quick, if weak, grin. 
 
    “They’re fine. They got a provisional adoption thing from the Aegis so that they can stay together. The Brael girls hooked Grace up with a job cleaning in the Bastion, Mishka is starting school. They’re fine.” 
 
    She swallowed again and shook her head as she was forced to wipe away more tears. Unable to speak anymore, she planted her face in Milly’s breasts as the surprised Minotaur wrapped her arms around her. 
 
    Ophelia’s hand lowered with the letter. 
 
    “It’s… about Kar. She was helping them get settled and they had grown close. I guess they were at the funeral, but couldn’t get through the crowd in the square. They wanted to tell us how sorry they were.” 
 
    Nameless had been distracted by work and small town drama for most of the day, but the sudden reminder caused it all to come back in a rush and he cleared his throat as sudden emotion choked him. 
 
    The thought of the innocent mouse girl learning of Kar’s death after everything else she had been through broke his heart. 
 
    “Th-they live in Garland now?” 
 
    He cleared his throat again, roughly this time, after stumbling over the words. 
 
    Ophelia nodded as Volka took the letter from her and Erica sniffled into Milly’s breasts. 
 
    “Forgive me.” The angel said with her brow furrowed as she read; “I know little of this pair.” 
 
    The Minotaur mooed as she rubbed Erica’s back to comfort her while Ophelia explained the relationship between Kar, Grace and Mishka, the little Dormaus child that they had rescued together. 
 
    Despite news of the happy ending for the unlikely duo, Kar’s death cast a shroud over everything. 
 
    “I’m sorry girls. I need to get some air.” Nameless whispered as he stood up and went outside in a rush. 
 
    “How long before this shit stops sucking so much?” Erica groused into Milly’s breasts. 
 
    Ophelia’s eyes tracked Nameless as he left the cottage. 
 
    “It takes as long as it takes dearheart.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7:  
 
    Joyous Flight 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless set out from the cottage in search of more work to do. 
 
    The morning chores had kept his mind busy, so it made sense that the best way to get past the painful emotions Grace and Mishka’s letter brought out in him was to keep working. 
 
    It was as he was crossing the field that inspiration struck. 
 
    Shortly after he and Milly had bonded, Paul had shown them the cottage and the pond, and afterwards the old farmer had talked at length about fencing in his land. And it was a job that did need to get done eventually, so why not now? 
 
    Nameless didn’t know the first thing about how to go about building a fence, so his feet had him walking towards Paul’s almost without his conscious decision. 
 
    But when he came off of the trail onto the farmer’s drive, Paul was nowhere to be found.  
 
    So he settled on to the old man’s porch to wait next to a pile of wood shavings from whatever he had been whittling last. 
 
    They would pay for the fence of course, they had only been back a few days, but even with groceries for the six of them, Milly’s milk had them swimming in coins. So all he needed from Paul was some help figuring out where it should go and some general information on where to get the materials and such. 
 
    Not to mention his permission to build the damned thing. 
 
    Nameless’s mind was swimming, puzzling at things he had never had any interest in before, anything to keep from thinking about his real problems. 
 
    Fortunately before he ran out of things to think on, Paul came out of his barley field, unsurprisingly accompanied by several cockatrices. 
 
    For the first time it occurred to Nameless that he had no idea how many of the feathered girls were in the farmer’s flock. 
 
    Paul caught sight of him and offered a broad smile by way of greeting. 
 
    “Hullo Nameless! Saw Erica earlier, she was pretty excited when I gave her that letter, good news I hope?” 
 
    And just like that Paul had brought his mind to the one place it didn’t want to be. 
 
    “F-fine. Hey you remember before when we talked about building a fence?” 
 
    Paul scratched his chin, thrown for a moment. 
 
    “Maybe. Sure, yeah, we were talking about fencing in the field right?” 
 
    Nameless answering nod was emphatic. 
 
    “Yeah, I’d like to do that, if that’s alright, give me a project to work on. You, know, don’t want to be idle.” 
 
    His earnest smile was more than a little forced. 
 
    Paul took out his second favorite pipe, as Helena still had his first, and struck a match with his thumb to light the tobacco. 
 
    “Alright. Might as well get it over with I suppose.” 
 
    He took a couple of hearty puffs to make sure the bowl caught, watching his young friend all the while. 
 
    He didn’t miss the rapid way that Nameless was speaking, or the desperation behind his eyes. 
 
    Whatever had been in that letter had upset the young man greatly and it was plain as day he was trying to distract himself from it. 
 
    Paul wasn’t sure whether keeping busy would hurt the kid or hinder him, but ultimately he wanted to help however he could so he nodded towards his front door. 
 
    “Come on inside, I’ll pull out the property map and we’ll figure out how long the fence needs to be, then we’ll know how much wood we’ll need.” 
 
    They stepped into Paul’s kitchen and Nameless felt a jolt of nostalgia from the familiar smell of the place, his frantic need to get to work suddenly dwindled as he looked at the table where he had seen Milly with her head stuffed into a bag of oats. 
 
    It had only been a few months ago but it honestly felt like another life. 
 
    Giving his head a shake he followed Paul towards the den, his desire to find some work to do returning three-fold, and in his urgency he nearly bowled over one of the Cockatrices in the hall, the feathered girl giving him an indignant squawk and a glare. 
 
    “S-sorry.” He mumbled. 
 
    “What’s that boy?” Paul came out of the den with a roll of paper in his arm and Nameless had to turn back around as they went into the kitchen again to use the table. 
 
    “Nothing, so um. Where do you want the fence?” 
 
    Paul gave him a raised eyebrow, but otherwise ignored his odd behaviour as he unrolled the property map. 
 
    “Pretty obvious really, that field is surrounded on two sides by trees, one side by the pond and the other by Janet’s property. There’s a reason I wasn’t getting any use out of it.” 
 
    Nameless felt a little foolish but didn’t say anything, so Paul continued. 
 
    “To do it right you’ll need two lines, one to the pond and the other to link up with Skinner’s fence. People have said I was mad for keeping all those trees standing, but the truth is I had no interest in clearing them, too much work for too little gain was my thinking. But who knows, I might change my mind someday.” 
 
    Paul was almost talking more to himself than Nameless as he ran one gnarled digit down the map, smoothing out the crinkles. 
 
    “We’ll just need to build it far enough back from the trees to make sure the roots don’t mess with the posts. Easy enough, just gotta line up the fence with the branches above your head, roots usually don’t spread much further.” 
 
    Nameless watched as Paul took out a piece of string that was knotted at regular intervals for measuring and started figuring out how long the actual fence would be. 
 
    Unfortunately, standing in Paul’s kitchen and waiting on him to do his figuring, Nameless’s mind inevitably circled back to the letter and the innocent Dormaus that Erica and Kar had saved. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Though concerned for Nameless, ultimately Ophelia knew he would recover, and she needed to shake off her own mood from the disastrous luncheon. 
 
    So she took to the skies to stretch her wings, luxuriating in the simple joy of flight, something she hadn’t really done in some time. 
 
    Milly had discreetly asked to be alone with Erica, who was still upset over the letter, and Volka had slipped back into her armour before ducking out to check on Nina in her forge. 
 
    The armour seemed to help the Valkyrie in coping with stress, and Ophelia almost wished she had a set herself. 
 
    The Flutterby wisely stayed around the field, as she spotted several Hornets flying a perimeter around the area and certainly didn’t need another stressful mid-air encounter with them. 
 
    The butterfly girl was in the air for twenty minutes or so when she was joined by a much stronger flyer. 
 
    “It’s good to see you enjoying yourself Ophelia!” 
 
    She was hovering around the great oak tree when Volka swooped near her; the Valkyrie was likewise smiling from the pleasure of the wind in her feathers and the cold air on her face. 
 
    “You as well, dearheart!” 
 
    The angel extended her wings to slow herself and hold her position in front of the Flutterby, both girls’ wings flapping in a far different manner to hold themselves aloft: Volka’s took big powerful strokes, while Ophelia’s were an almost clumsy flutter. 
 
    “Yes, I admit, one of the things I dearly missed while in my shield was the sky’s gift to us!” 
 
    The Valkyrie drew in a deep breath through her nose while her elegant bond-sister landed daintily on one of the thickest branches in the tree, her bare feet barely disturbing the leaves as she settled her negligible weight onto the sturdy limb. 
 
    A moment later the Valkyrie landed beside her, though her armoured form had a far greater impact on the foliage. 
 
    Ophelia smiled at the contrast between the two now sitting side by side in the mighty oak. 
 
    “You’ve been a bit absent the last few days. It seems I only see you at meals and training with Erica.” 
 
    The angel’s wings extended to their full length behind her for a moment as she arched her back and stretched her arms with a sigh, her naked belly drawing inwards. 
 
    “I believe it was a mistake to have allowed myself to be seen in town. I thought it best that I stay out of sight for awhile. So I have been learning the lay of the land, as it were. Spreading my wings after so long is ecstasy. And seeing a world untainted by war… you cannot know the joy it brings me.” 
 
    When Ophelia didn’t respond right away, Volka looked to meet her pensive face. 
 
    “What ails you sister?” 
 
    It was a couple more seconds before she got a reply. 
 
    “I suppose… it just feels odd to me to enjoy the day knowing what is out there, or rather, knowing who is out there.” 
 
    Volka’s face twisted into a frown as she pointed at a spot below Ophelia’s chin, waiting for the Flutterby to look down before flicking her finger over her nose. 
 
    “Oh for- and I raised children!” Ophelia rolled her eyes at the timeless gag. 
 
    Volka leaned in and placed a comforting hand on her shoulder, the shift in weight causing the Flutterby’s wings to flap a few times to maintain her balance. 
 
    “You are a kind soul, but you are not naïve I think. Ever has there been evil in this world. While we should remain vigilant, there is no reason not to enjoy the little things, such as a joyful flight-” Her arm lifted off of Ophelia’s shoulder just long enough to tug on the Flutterby’s earlobe; “-or the pranks of children.” 
 
    While Volka smirked, Ophelia shifted the Valkyrie’s hand to her cheek, her eyes closed as she enjoyed the angel’s soothing presence. 
 
    “On the road before… Milly suggested that you were trying to figure out your place in the world now. I guess they make that easier for you?” 
 
    “Evadne and Jonathan.” Volka said while stroking her thumb across the butterfly’s lips. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Her expression puzzled, Ophelia turned to face the magnificent blonde. 
 
    “Their names. Don’t be afraid to speak them. I have noticed this with some of the others. Evadne is dangerous and we would be foolish not to be wary of her, but fear can be caustic, don’t let their reputation make them more terrible than they are.” 
 
    The Flutterby blinked, and then tilted her head to one side as she considered the warrior angel before her. 
 
    “Aren’t you afraid? Afraid of Evadne I mean?” 
 
    Volka shook her head. 
 
    “I fear what she may do with the power she toys with, but no, I do not fear the Chimera. She is gripped with rage and grief. Truthfully, I pity her.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Volka’s response was quiet. 
 
    “I know her pain all too well.” 
 
    Ophelia fluttered into the air for a second to turn and land in the Valkyrie’s lap, hiking her dress up to place her thighs on either side of Volka’s, her violet eyes looking long into the angel’s radiant golds. 
 
    “You miss the other Valkyrie.” 
 
    “Every waking moment.” The reply was unflinching. 
 
    “You hide it well.” 
 
    Volka smiled a sad smile. 
 
    “Not well enough it seems. Our husband has intimate knowledge of my sorrow, with his gift it would be impossible not to, but you have a gift of your own. Such intuition will serve you well in the days to come.” 
 
    The angel stroked the back of her hand over the Flutterby’s cheek again. 
 
    Ophelia leaned her face into the caress, and then entwined her fingers with the angel’s. 
 
    “For one who has lost so much… perhaps the best thing is to celebrate what you have now?” 
 
    Volka’s heart quickened at the invitation in the other woman’s tone and she offered her a wry look. 
 
    “That is what I keep saying. What do you have in mind?” 
 
    Ophelia turned Volka’s hand and pressed a lingering kiss into her palm. 
 
    “Months ago, both Nina and I expressed a desire to reward you. For saving her, and for saving our master.” 
 
    Volka swallowed as Ophelia’s tongue shot out and ran over her hand and up to her wrist. 
 
    “And how were you planning on doing that?” 
 
    The dark haired woman’s questing tongue halted its progress across the blonde’s hand. 
 
    “It would be easier to show you, but we’ll need to be back on the ground, and you’re going to have to slip out of this armour.” She gave the Valkyrie’s armoured forearm a gentle shake for emphasis. 
 
    There was a long pause as the heated offer sank in. 
 
    “It has… been a very long time for me. You know, being a shield and all.” 
 
    The Flutterby let loose a warm chuckle and kissed her palm again. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I know all the moves. Our master would never press the issue, unless he felt that was what you needed. That’s how it was with Nina. But I think you are more self-aware than our mighty little sister.” 
 
    Volka feigned a look of confusion. 
 
    “Who, me?” 
 
    Ophelia stopped trailing kisses on the Valkyrie’s hand and gently bit down on the skin between her thumb and index finger, giving her a coy look through her eyelashes. 
 
    “I intend to make love to you, you silly Valkyrie, if you’ll have me.” 
 
    It was Volka’s turn to laugh, she leaned in and kissed Ophelia fiercely, their tongues slipping over each other while she ran both hands down to cup Ophelia’s pert ass with a firm grip and pull their bodies tight together. 
 
    “At this point, I am going to insist upon it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8:  
 
    Apples and Cucumbers 
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been a couple days since Cordelia was abducted, and things seemed to have quickly returned to normal, though she still noticed more than a few speculative looks being cast in her direction from the townsfolk of Kettering. 
 
    After all, the Amazons and Hornets had not been subtle when they had absconded with her. 
 
    For her part, she had decided to put the whole silly mess behind her and cast herself into her work at the bakery; Helen was out on a delivery and Christine was upstairs studying so it was easy to stay busy in the kitchen while her father manned the counter. 
 
    But her stomach dropped when he once again called her from the front of the shop. 
 
    “Cordy? You have a visitor, again.” 
 
    She hesitated, and then took a moment to wipe at the flour on her cheek and in her hair as she regained her composure. 
 
    “Sweetheart?” 
 
    “I’m coming!” She snapped before storming out of the kitchen. 
 
    This time she was determined not to be taken without a fight and had armed herself with a wooden rolling pin, bits of flour and dough still clinging to the makeshift weapon. 
 
    To her surprise though, the front room wasn’t swarming with monsters, instead the voluptuous Queen Oldeera, now clad in chitinous armour similar to her Hornets, if somewhat more ornate, stood in front of her nervous father. 
 
    “We meet again. Cordelia.” The queen briefly turned to Cordelia’s father and slipped her finger under his chin with a smile; “Thank you, baker, I promise your daughter is in good hands, you may go.” 
 
    Her voice was like warm honey to the older man and he blushed and stammered as he bowed his way back into the kitchen. 
 
    Unlike her father, Cordelia’s response to the queen’s presence was downright rude. 
 
    “What the hell do you want?” 
 
    A pout took the woman’s lips and her wings buzzed briefly in agitation before she stilled them and shifted her expression, and her whole body, into a coy posture. 
 
    “A better question honey, would be, what did I want. The answer has changed a bit.” 
 
    She shifted her shoulder forwards, causing her cleavage to swell out of her armour as she spoke. 
 
    “Whatever! What did you want then?!” 
 
    Oldeera’s wings buzzed and she rapidly closed the gap between them, causing Cordelia to let out a squeak and brandish her rolling pin. 
 
    “Relax honey, all I wanted the other day, and now too for that matter, was for you to make a pie for me. My girls told me how great the one you brought to the cottage smelled, but sadly they failed to save me any.” 
 
    Again she jutted her lip out in a charming royal pout. 
 
    “You kidnapped me… for pie?” 
 
    Oldeera reached out and set one finger on the end of the rolling pin, slowly pushing it downwards, her strength surprising to the girl. 
 
    “Why do people keep saying that? In Garland, people crawl all over each other in hopes of being summoned to my bower.” 
 
    “Th-this isn’t Garland!” Cordelia squeaked again as the queen leaned ever closer. 
 
    Her eyes were such an intense shade of yellow… 
 
    “Oh I know, and believe me when I say, that is a good thing. You see, in Garland, I was having trouble finding anyone… interesting, to share my time with.” 
 
    Delicately she wiped some flour off of Cordelia’s cheek with the pad of her thumb. 
 
    “And you, my deliciously angry little girl, are very interesting.” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed at the heat in the woman’s tone, she tried to take a step back only to discover that Oldeera had slipped her other arm around her waist, hugging their pelvises together. 
 
    Still struggling to find her voice, she squirmed in the grip of the warrior queen, who leaned ever closer. Her nose was almost touching Cordelia’s, and her exotic yellow eyes flicked back and forth between Cordelia’s ordinary hazels. 
 
    “Cordelia, whaaat’s going on?” 
 
    Brandon’s cautious voice cut into the odd scene, he’d dropped by the bakery in hopes of dragging the girl away from her kitchen for a quickie. 
 
    Despite the nearness of the Hornet queen, a flash of irritation shot across Cordelia’s face at the unwelcome presence of her ex-boyfriend, and though he missed it, Oldeera certainly hadn’t. 
 
    She broke her gaze with Cordelia and considered the athletic young man hovering in the doorway. 
 
    “Leave at once, you interfere with a queen at your peril.” 
 
    Her tone had shifted from seductive and honeying to imperious and commanding: the voice of a warrior queen. 
 
    Unfortunately Brandon, silly Brandon, only saw his some-time girlfriend enacting one of his oldest fantasies with a gorgeous monster girl. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not about to get between a couple of cuties… experimenting.” 
 
    He flashed the queen his most winning smile as he slipped into the bakery and sauntered towards them. 
 
    To her relief, and her confusing disappointment, Cordelia felt the queen’s arm release her as she turned fully towards the arrogant young man. 
 
    “Experimenting? Is that what we were doing?” 
 
    Oldeera’s voice had once again shifted, this time to condescending. 
 
    “Yeah, like I said, I’m cool with it, if you and my girlfriend want to fool around I mean.” 
 
    The Hornet cocked her head to one side at his possessive tone and the emphasis he placed on the word. 
 
    “Oh, is she yours? I hadn’t realized!” 
 
    Cordelia opened her mouth to object, but the queen reached back and rested her hand on her forearm to quiet her. 
 
    Brandon’s smirk never faltered as he leaned ever closer to the seemingly willing queen, he had a few inches on her, while she in turn had a few inches on Cordelia. 
 
    “Yeah, but I can share, because I would love to taste your honey, little bee.” 
 
    Cordelia rolled her eyes and groaned at the horrible line, while Oldeera returned the boy’s flirting smile. 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    Behind him the door swung open silently and several Hornets slipped inside at their queen’s silent command. 
 
    Cordelia blinked as she considered all of the monsters lurking behind her oblivious ex. 
 
    “Brandon. My name’s Brandon.” 
 
    He leaned down, clearly deciding to make his move, but she placed her hand on his chest and stopped him, with her face tilted up to his, as close as it had just been to Cordelia’s. 
 
    “Well, Brandon, a very important thing to remember, little boy…” 
 
    “Yeah cutie?” 
 
    Her mocking smile vanished and she glared at the impertinent little shit. 
 
    “We are Hornets, not bees. And we make war, not honey.” 
 
    With that she shoved him back into the grip of her warriors who quickly overwhelmed him and dragged him outside while he struggled and swore at them, the door swinging shut behind his abrupt exit. 
 
    The queen shook off her disgust at the rude young man and turned back to Cordelia. 
 
    “Now, where were we?” 
 
    But her expression soured when she saw that the girl had put the counter between them. 
 
    Having survived the voluptuous monster’s all-out assault, Cordelia went on the offensive herself. 
 
    “I was at work and you were about to order a pie.” 
 
    He tone was direct and business-like. 
 
    The Hornet opened her mouth to object, but Cordelia spoke over her. 
 
    “That’s all that you’ll find here, pie. Maybe some other pastries, or the occasional cookie if you’re polite about it. Other than baked goods though, you are shit out of luck lady.” 
 
    She crossed her arms over her breasts and stared at the other woman expectantly. 
 
    Once again Oldeera was stymied by the attractive young woman’s attitude; she was certain that the girl’s eyes had mirrored her own desire, if clouded by her own small-town reservations. 
 
    It really was so much simpler in Garland. 
 
    After a few moments of strained silence, her shoulders slumped in defeat and her pout returned. 
 
    “Apple. Make it apple.” 
 
    After taking down all of the details and accepting the woman’s payment, Cordelia heaved a mighty sigh of relief as the Hornet left the bakery. 
 
    Despite her tough words, she was terrified that the queen would make another move on her. 
 
    Though she did on rare occasions enjoy the attentions of a certain muscular bone-head, Cordelia’s very first kiss was with a freckle-faced Lambda, the girls were both young and didn’t get far beyond the kiss, but the intensity of that moment made it impossible for the young woman to forget it. 
 
    And now the Hornet queen had brought that strange hunger back into the forefront of her mind, causing Cordelia to be overwhelmed with heat for a woman she hardly knew. 
 
    “Cordy?” 
 
    She jumped as her father’s voice sounded right beside her; without realizing it, she had been biting her lip and absently rubbing her thighs together. 
 
    “Cordelia, what the hell is going on with you and all these monster girls?” 
 
    His voice was filled with concern. 
 
    “I have no idea! At first they just wanted to talk about Nameless! Now they want pie and Brandon is a pig and I don’t know!” 
 
    It all came out in a rush as she rounded on her father who backpedalled from her brandished rolling pin with his hands raised. 
 
    “A-alright, alright, no worries. Was just asking, I am your father and all, it’s my job to worry.” 
 
    “Yeah well, don’t. Nothing to worry about here. And you need to make more of the little pastries, we’re sold out again.” 
 
    His gaze shot to the glass display counter where they sold the gourmet items, and sure enough it was empty of the Minotaur milk pastries. 
 
    “We’re also out of milk, Milly and Nameless only just got back and still they sell out in no time. Why don’t you go out to Paul’s and see if you can get some before the market tomorrow? In fact, tell them we’ll take every bottle they have, we’ll even pay five bits extra per bottle for the early advantage!” 
 
    She gave him a dark look at the mention of Paul’s farm. 
 
    Misreading her look he turned defensive. 
 
    “What? You know how well those things sell! And there’s no telling when that lot might jaunt off for another adventure. All these warrior breeds in Kettering! It’s bizarre!” 
 
    Her father often complained that he was never able to buy as many bottles as he would like, and after Nameless and Milly had disappeared for several weeks without warning, she could see his point. 
 
    But in reality she would rather spend the afternoon with Brandon than risk another run in with the Hornet queen. 
 
    “I even saw the Valkyrie flying over Andy’s field yesterday! Plain as day! An angel just going about her business as if it was normal! In Kettering of all places!” 
 
    She rolled her eyes as her father continued to express his indignation. 
 
    “Fine, I’ll go out to Fletcher’s farm tomorrow, I have to deliver a stupid pie anyways.” 
 
    “Another one? He must have liked the last one.” 
 
    “It’s not for Nameless, it’s for that… Hornet… lady.” 
 
    He gave her a strange look. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes and groaned at the monosyllabic response. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    Her father shifted uncomfortably in place for a moment. 
 
    “It’s just, sweetheart… Hornets, they’re warriors! They’re not like the monster girls you usually see around here.” 
 
    “Yeah, I noticed.” 
 
    “Just be careful Cordy, and try to control your temper. That woman was royalty you know.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Oakridge was exactly what it sounded like: a large community surrounded by oak trees at the top of a bluff overlooking farmlands below. With autumn well underway the leaves had turned various shades of oranges and browns, a mat of them carpeting the road Miranda and her girls walked on. 
 
    The town was a stop off point for several delivery agencies and as such it was a bustling place, with a number of large warehouses around the outskirts. 
 
    Miranda shifted Jez on her back slightly as the trees thinned and they approached the large buildings. 
 
    “Remember, if anyone asks, we’re just here visiting Jez’s family. We’re not with the Aegis, and we’re certainly not looking for an arms dealer.” 
 
    She shifted her gaze between the four monster girls with her, each of them nodding their assent, though Jezebel pouted fiercely. 
 
    “Mistress, we don’t really need to visit my mom do we?” 
 
    The aegis operative stifled her smirk. 
 
    “Yeah actually, we do. Who knows? She might know something.” 
 
    Jan snickered while Jez squirmed. 
 
    “But! You know how she can be!” 
 
    For her part, Lilly’s eyes were trailing over the distressed Gripau’s butt while she shifted in distress on her mistress’s back. 
 
    After a moment of admiring the girl’s tushy, the pack leader tore her eyes away and shook her head in an effort to focus on the task at hand. 
 
    “Why, how can she be?” 
 
    “Lucinda is very kind. I greatly enjoy her company actually. She is also an amazing cook.” Kala said while hiding her grin from a glaring Jez. 
 
    “Come on you lot, sooner we get there, sooner we get this done. And Kala’s right: your mother isn’t that bad, she’s just… proud of you.” 
 
    Shortly afterwards they were standing in a squat little house next to a small lake surrounded by oak trees, and the big Wolfen was learning just how proud Jez’s mother was. 
 
    “And here’s the trophy my Jezzy won when she was barely more than a tadpole! Best swimmer in her class, everyone said so!” 
 
    Lilly was stunned as the older Gripau woman handed her yet another piece of Jez’s childhood to admire, her arms already full of treasured artifacts, ribbons and broken toys. 
 
    Though she had a few wrinkles around her eyes, the older frog was still quite the beauty, her green skin was supple and Lilly discovered that her butt was nearly a match for her daughter’s. 
 
    But the woman’s enthusiasm at seeing her only child again had devolved into a sort of mania that the seasoned pack leader found unsettling. 
 
    “I went to school with humans! Of course I was the best swimmer! Now cut it out mom, you’re embarrassing me!” 
 
    Jezebel stomped her foot and whined while her mother chattered on about her childhood achievements, no matter how trivial. 
 
    By coincidence the two Gripau were wearing very similar pink bathing suits, a staple for frog girls as they liked to wet their skin frequently even in the colder months. 
 
    “Oh! Jezzy! Here, you remember this!” 
 
    She held up a colourful drawing, the image either a small bear or a large mouse, Lilly couldn’t tell. 
 
    “She was so talented!” 
 
    Jezebel grit her teeth as she glared at her oblivious mother. 
 
    “Mom! I. Was. Five!” 
 
    “Yes, such a young age to be interested in the arts! You drew so many pictures, oh! Here’s a sculpture she made from dried noodles!” She took a closer look at the misshapen lump; “Oh wait, no this is just some dried noodles that have stuck together… still, very talented!” 
 
    While the woman tore through Jez’s messy childhood bedroom in search of artifacts to show to a befuddled Lilly, Jan and Kala were standing in the hall outside their bond-sisters child-hood bedroom, wiping away tears of laughter. 
 
    Eventually Miranda gave up on mirth and took pity on her frustrated little bond-mate. 
 
    “Lucinda, isn’t it about dinner time?” She hinted. 
 
    Her voice caused the woman’s eyes to widen and she clapped her hands together. 
 
    “Oh yes! Come on Jezzy, you and you’re friends must be famished, I have some fresh cucumbers, we can make sandwiches!” 
 
    The enthusiasm the older frog had for the simple things was comical to even the off-balance Lilly as she set aside the various pieces of her little friend’s childhood. 
 
    “Mom, you are being weird!” 
 
    Lucinda held her fists up to her cheeks as she all but vibrated. 
 
    “Eeeee! I am just so glad you’re home sweetheart! I’m so proud of you, being with the Aegis and all!” She began with a squeal and ended with a whisper as if the last part were a secret, which in her defense, it was. 
 
    Jez rolled her eyes and let out a whining croak. 
 
    “Moo-ooom!” 
 
    “Oh hush dear! Your friends don’t mind one bit, I can tell!” 
 
    Lucinda hopped past them in the hall and into the kitchen, while Jez followed, her shoulders slumped low like a willful teenager, and within the hour they were tucking in to the delicious meal the two Gripau had prepared for them. 
 
    “Have another sandwich Miranda, and you’ve barely touched your soup!” 
 
    Miranda was actually on her second bowl, but she smiled and obediently took another quarter of a cucumber sandwich from the stack in the middle of the table. 
 
    It was the third time that Lucinda had refilled the platter. 
 
    Between them, Jan, Lilly and Kala had finished an entire tureen of soup and two plates of sandwiches, much to Lucinda’s delight. 
 
    The motherly frog loved to feed people. 
 
    “As I was saying Lucy, we’re here on an official capacity, so if you could-” 
 
    “Lilly dear, elbows off the table!” The frog ordered the muscular Wolfen primly. 
 
    The pack-leader had confused guilt written on her face as she slipped her elbows off the table and swallowed the two sandwich quarters she had just stuffed in her mouth. 
 
    Lucinda’s selective enforcement of proper table manners had the poor wolf struggling to keep up, while Jan and Kala both put their mouths to their soup bowls, slurping loudly to hide their own laughter. 
 
    “And sit up straight Jezebel, we have company!” 
 
    “Mooom!” 
 
    But despite her vocal protests Jez sat up slightly as she disconsolately swirled her spoon through her soup. 
 
    Lucy turned back to Miranda 
 
    “Sorry, yes you were saying, someone in town with big boobies?” 
 
    The Aegis operator sighed. 
 
    “I wish we had more to go on, it’s probably the thinnest lead I’ve ever chased down, but-” 
 
    “Not at all! Why, aside from myself, there aren’t that many chesty women around here!” 
 
    Lilly’s brow furrowed and she couldn’t help but examine the older Gripau’s breasts, which, though pleasingly shaped, were very much on the small side. 
 
    “Let’s see now… oh Jan! Do be careful, that’s an antique!” 
 
    Having finished eating Jan was in the process of wiping her mouth with the provided napkin, though she paused and raised her eyebrow at the green cloth shaped like a lily-pad. 
 
    “This is an antique?” 
 
    “Yes, it was my grandmother’s! Whenever she had a cold she used that very napkin… or was it this one?” 
 
    A few of the diners were now examining their own identical napkins to see if they were the unlucky ones, all the while struggling valiantly to keep the looks of distaste off of their faces. 
 
    Jez brought her fist down on the table with a little thump. 
 
    “Mom, stop being mean! There is no way any of these are antiques!” 
 
    Lucinda looked guilty for a moment, but then she grinned evilly. 
 
    “Yes, but the look on their faces was priceless!” 
 
    Miranda held her fist to her mouth and coughed to suppress her laughter, of all the women she knew, Lucinda never failed to make her smile. 
 
    “One of the advantages to everyone thinking you’re eccentric sweetheart, you get to play silly jokes from time to time. Now then, Miranda, it sounds like this is a matter of some urgency so I will do up a list for you.” 
 
    “If it helps, focus on women between the ages of twenty-five and forty-five, no way would someone younger than that be in this business. And anyone too old and that dipshit in the wilds wouldn’t have anything kind to say about her tits.” 
 
    With the bulb of her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth, Lucinda nodded as she wrote quickly on the notepad Miranda had just handed her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9:  
 
    Sudsy Nostalgia 
 
      
 
      
 
    Despite how busy he kept himself, Nameless had again been awake long into the night, restless still as he wrestled with the memory of Kar, Grace and Mishka. 
 
    This time when morning came and the girls sent him back to bed, he only slept a fitful two hours before throwing off the covers. He wanted to talk to Paul about the fence again, specifically what they could do before the wood arrived to get things started. 
 
    Milly and Erica had brought the milk to market, and Nina all but threw him out of her work space when he poked his head around the corner to see how she was doing. 
 
    Volka and Ophelia were nowhere to be found, he had sensed something between them the other day, but gave them their privacy. 
 
    As he stepped off the porch he heard the laughter of the Amazons from their camp near the pond and was overcome by a sudden wave of guilt. 
 
    The previous night he had gone for another walk while grappling with his own emotions and had to bring an extra blanket with him to ward off the chill in the air. 
 
    The thought of the Amazons in their simple lean-tos outside in the cold was another worry on his mind so he went to speak with them. 
 
    Myrina and most of the warriors were away, no doubt looking after Milly and Erica or chasing after innocent people, but Escrya and the few who remained welcomed him with a chorus of hellos as he quickly got to the point. 
 
    “Girls, you shouldn’t have to stay out her like this! It’ll be winter soon and you should be back home with your people.” 
 
    They fell silent as they absorbed the young man’s earnest words with many a shared look. 
 
    He had wanted to talk with Ophelia and the others, to get their help with this conversation, but the sight of the scantily clad Amazons in the brisk air had spurred him into action. 
 
    Helena spoke first. 
 
    “Valkyrja-datta, we appreciate your concern, but we are strong! A little cold in the night will do little to bother us, and will do much to harden us for the struggles yet to come.” 
 
    “But it’s-” 
 
    Escrya stood and cut him off as she moved to his side and lay one hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “I think that you perhaps misunderstand our motivations. You know how we feel about you, and how we feel about Volka. Together you two are the most important thing that has happened in a thousand years, to our people, yes, but to the world as well!” 
 
    She shook her head at him as she smiled. 
 
    “I am a teller, my duty is to pass on the important events of my time to the children that come after. Being here with you and your family is not sacrifice, it is selfishness. Other Amazons would fight for the chance to be here to safeguard you, so believe me when I say that we do not jest when we call you ours.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, turning to take in the serene expression on each of their faces. 
 
    “There isn’t anything I can say to persuade you to go home, is there?” 
 
    The girls hesitated, once again sharing a look before Escrya spoke with great reluctance. 
 
    “You are ours… but we are also yours, even if you do not accept the gift of our hearts. If you command us to leave, to return to our village, then we will go.” 
 
    The warriors looked nervous as he blinked at the revelation, but inevitably he put his face in his palm. 
 
    “I have no right to give anybody orders. I can’t make decisions for you, I just can’t.” 
 
    The relief from the Amazons was palpable. 
 
    “Do not fret Valkyrja-datta. If it will give you some comfort, I am told that Goodman Fletcher has offered us the use of his ‘barn’… should the nights get too cold.” Escrya said. 
 
    Nameless didn’t bother to hide a little snort of amusement at the girls’ use of everyday words as if they had only just learned them. 
 
    “Kaylee said we likewise have a standing invitation into the Blomma’s ‘green house’. And Paul also offered us his bedroom, though that was mostly directed at Helena.” One of the others remarked with a smirk. 
 
    They shared a laugh at the odd flirtation that seemed to be happening between the old man and the young Amazon. 
 
    “Well, likewise, if it gets too cold I’m sure the girls wouldn’t mind if you crammed into the front room of the cottage, it would be really crowded but…” 
 
    They were snickering before he finished speaking. 
 
    “What? Why are you laughing?” 
 
    “Oh nothing, have you… lain with Volka as of yet?” 
 
    His ears heated at the rather personal question. 
 
    “No-oo why?” His tone was worried and caused him to stretch out the ‘o’ sound. 
 
    Once again they giggled. 
 
    “Dear sweet man, it would be improper for us to say too much. Suffice to say, that the thought of so many eyes in such close proximity to your bed would be very… pleasurable, to the Lightbringer.” 
 
    Even as she spoke the Valkyrie in question came out of nowhere to land beside him, the wind from her wings stirring the feathers in the Amazons’ hair. 
 
    “She means I like to be watched. It’s my thing, everybody knows it.” Volka feigned nonchalance as she adjusted the shoulder strap of her disheveled armour. 
 
    Nameless’s jaw dropped even as Ophelia landed on the other side of him, her own gentle wings barely stirring his hair. 
 
    “I can confirm that. You bonded with a very naughty angel, dear.” She spoke breathlessly before leaning in to kiss his cheek. 
 
    Both girls’ hair was tussled, and Nameless blinked as he took in Ophelia’s uncharacteristically unkempt appearance. 
 
    He leaned in to discreetly whisper in her ear. 
 
    “Ophelia… your dress is on inside out.” 
 
    The Amazons pretended not to hear as they hid their own smiles. 
 
    “Oh dear, how very embarrassing.” 
 
    But the way she said it made him think that embarrassed was the last thing she was. 
 
    In fact, she looked more like the Katje who got the cream, her eyes hooded as she bit her lip and gave Volka a sultry look. 
 
    The Valkyrie reached over and slipped her finger under the shoulder of Ophelia’s dress, running the digit in a caress over the smooth skin of her upper arm. 
 
    “A mystery, now where is that pesky Katje? I find myself… invigorated, and eager for another training session.” 
 
    “Right, um, last I saw she and Milly went to the market with the milk.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    A few hours later Paul was wrapping the string around the last of the marker sticks he and Nameless had driven into the ground. 
 
    “This really isn’t the best time of year to be doing this you know?” The old man observed with a kick at the cold dirt for emphasis. 
 
    While not frozen, it was certainly unyielding and hammering the markers home had taken the pair a fair amount of effort. 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m sure between Milly and Nina we can get the holes dug.” 
 
    The farmer snorted derisively. 
 
    “So I saw.” 
 
    They had a bit of an awkward moment earlier when the two of them stood at the edge of Nina’s training crater. She hadn’t used it since setting to work in her forge on her mystery project, but it was large enough that it would be around for a good long while. 
 
    Fortunately Paul quickly deduced that Nameless couldn’t have done a damned thing to keep Nina from making it, and it was on the young man’s side of the fence anyways. 
 
    “I placed the order with the mill in Wayfelt this morning, their season is winding down so we should have the boards in no time.” 
 
    “Great. I’ll grab Milly once we’re done here and see about getting the holes dug for the posts.” 
 
    Paul took out his second favorite pipe again, then sighed and put it back in his pocket. 
 
    “It won’t work forever boy.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    The old man looked into the trees on the other side of the fence line. 
 
    “You can shove your head in the dirt, focus on work, or drown yourself in sex and booze. But eventually it’ll find you. Alone at night, or in the lulls of a conversation with one of the girls. It’ll always find you.” 
 
    Nameless knew exactly what he meant, and indeed it had found him every night since he had been back. 
 
    Grief was funny that way. 
 
    He heaved a sigh. 
 
    “I know. But I’ve felt so useless since Garland, keeping busy just helps me… not.” 
 
    In the distance he could hear Milly and the Amazons training again, and he and Paul stood in silence for a time, listening to their distant battle-cries. 
 
    “When my Mary died, I was the same, probably made more money in that one year than I had in the decade prior! And I had a hole in my gut for years afterwards. You never quit missing someone what was close to you. But we both know that you’re way better off than I was after my girl passed!” 
 
    The young man’s brow furrowed as he puzzled through his words, finally he looked to his mentor and simply asked, too tired to try to figure out his meaning. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    Nameless shrugged helplessly and Paul brought his fist down knuckles first on top of the shorter man’s head. 
 
    “Five bond-mates you clod!” He shook his head in exasperation while the kid wiped at sudden tears of pain; “Hopeless, utterly hopeless! But at least you do as you’re told! So listen up!” 
 
    Rubbing at his scalp, Nameless watched him warily as the old man continued. 
 
    “You hold your girls close, you treat them like you oughta, and together you’ll get through this. And don’t you dare forget that they’re hurting too!” 
 
    The orphan scowled in indignation from the sudden knock to his noggin and the follow up lecture. 
 
    “I can’t forget Paul! I’m an Empath remember? Which means I feel what they do. The pain they feel, the joy, if it’s strong enough it can overwhelm me!” 
 
    There was a pause between them, and Nameless saw a sheepish look take over the old farmer’s face when he realized his error. 
 
    “Oh, right. I’ll admit I sorta forgot about that. Sorry.” 
 
    He held one hand behind his head to rub at his neck. 
 
    “It’s alright, and you’re not wrong. I’ve been kind of wrapped up in my own head since Erica brought that letter home. I’ll start in on the holes later, for now I’m going to go check in with the girls.” 
 
    “You do that.” Paul mumbled, still a bit embarrassed; “Just… being an Empath doesn’t mean you know when to let people in, you know?” 
 
    At this the young man had to concede the point. 
 
    Milly had long since returned from the market and was sparring with Helena, though it looked like they were winding down. 
 
    The sight of her becoming more and more adept with Kar’s black-tipped spear still made him uneasy. 
 
    “Hello Master!” 
 
    Her brow was sweaty from her exertions but her greeting was as warm as ever and he couldn’t help but smile at her. 
 
    “Hey sweetie. I was just heading inside to wash up. Care to join me for a bath?” 
 
    But before she could answer, Kaylee chimed in. 
 
    “That sounds great, thank you. I think we all need a bath. Come on, you can wash my front!” 
 
    She was grinning from ear to ear while Milly giggled and Nameless blushed a bit. 
 
    Fortunately Myrina spoke up in his defense, sort of. 
 
    “Don’t be foolish Kaylee… he was obviously talking to me!” 
 
    While the Amazons took turns debating who he was speaking to and catcalling after him he and Milly fled into the cottage. 
 
    She set Kar’s spear in the corner of the bedroom, and then unbuttoned her sweaty overalls, the jean fabric all that covered her assets. He noticed that it had become her go-to outfit for training. 
 
    “Come on Master, you can certainly wash my front!” 
 
    He chuckled as he stripped off his clothes and followed her into the bathroom. 
 
    After a quick shower with minimal shenanigans, the two were soaking together in a warm bath, the suds concealing their nakedness from view while they snuggled under the water. 
 
    Nameless stroked Milly’s tail, his eyes miles away as he pulled the tasseled end to his face, brushing the soft wet hairs over his lips. 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    He gave his head an absent shake before turning to take in her beautiful blue eyes. 
 
    “Sorry, what?” 
 
    Milly shifted in the water and placed her hand over his on her tail. 
 
    “I was just saying that you’re really quiet.” Her voice was soft. 
 
    “Paul and I were speaking earlier and I just have a lot to think about, I guess.” 
 
    The softness of her breasts pressed tight to his side as she leaned in to lick his cheek.  
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “Like you for one.” 
 
    “M-me?” 
 
    He hastened to respond at the worry in her voice. 
 
    “Nothing bad! It’s just that, before, when we were looking for Volka and you and Erica decided you wanted to learn how to fight. It was different then, you know?” 
 
    At the confusion on her face he elaborated. 
 
    “Before, even when things got really bad, I never doubted for a second that you were stronger than anything out there. But now… with her-” He swallowed, still afraid to even speak Evadne’s name; “Even Yana and, and K-Kar, weren’t able to beat her. And now Myrina is teaching you how to fight with Kar’s spear and I’m afraid for you Milly.” 
 
    Some of his unspoken feelings came out in a rush as the tumultuous and painful memories of that horrible day crashed through his mind. 
 
    Milly lowed softly, then leaned in and nuzzled her face into the crook of his neck, one horn pressed against the side of his head. 
 
    “I’m scared too, Master. But nowhere near as scared as I was when we almost lost you, and… when Kar died.” She grit her teeth as tears mounted in her eyes; “Whatever happens, I won’t let anything like that happen to you again!” 
 
    They held each other in the warm water for a few minutes, until Nameless broke the silence again. 
 
    “You don’t deserve to live a life of violence Milly, you girls all deserve so much better than that.” 
 
    His voice cracked with emotion, but she shook her head, her horn rubbing against his temple. 
 
    “So do you, but it isn’t about what any of us deserves. Like Volka said about my ancestors, it’s about standing up and doing what needs to be done. During the war they understood that, and now so do I.” 
 
    She pulled away from him, his face in her hands as she wiped his tears away with her thumbs. 
 
    “So I will practice. I will train. And if I have to, I will fight. I will use everything that Kar and all of the others have taught me to keep my family safe.” 
 
    The determination written on her face was enough to settle the matter for him and he nodded in silence. 
 
    Milly sat up in the bath, pulling her soapy breasts out of the water of the deep tub. 
 
    “Master, you haven’t washed my front yet.” 
 
    Her face was set in a seductive pout as she handed him the cloth. 
 
    Nameless shook aside his worries as he considered the cloth and the beautiful woman naked before him. 
 
    Then he smiled as a much more pleasant memory came into his mind and he set the cloth back into the water. 
 
    “Do you remember the first time we were in this tub together?” 
 
    Milly bit her lip, then her eyes hooded as she ran one hand up her curves and set it just below her neck, her other hand meanwhile squeezing one breast. 
 
    “Yes. It seems so long ago. But I could never forget that night.” 
 
    He shifted up in the tub with her, both of them on their knees now; their bodies just inches apart as he watched her hands absently caress her soapy torso. 
 
    “Tell me about it?” He whispered into the heated air of the bathroom. 
 
    Their eyes were locked together as their breathing deepened. 
 
    After a moment, she nodded. 
 
    “It was… after I gave you your first blowjob. By the oak tree.” 
 
    His cock began to stiffen at the naughty memory, hovering just above the surface of the water and when her eyes caught sight of it he reached down and began to slowly stroke himself. 
 
    “I remember. That was your first one too right?” 
 
    Her cheeks were pink and the hand below her neck drifted down her body, heading ever lower as she spoke. 
 
    “It was. It was the first time I tasted your stuff.” 
 
    “My cum?” 
 
    Her cheeks turned even pinker as she nodded and her hand reached its goal, her fingers slipping between her pussy lips as she watched him stroke himself. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And did you like the taste of it?” 
 
    She shoved her middle finger deep into her wet tunnel. 
 
    “I loved it!” 
 
    A gentle low sounded from her as she penetrated herself. 
 
    His own voice was unsteady at the memory of his first load spilling into her mouth and all across her face. 
 
    “A-and then what happened?” 
 
    Nameless didn’t know why, but he desperately needed them to relive that moment from so many weeks ago. 
 
    It was so much simpler then. 
 
    “We had a bath, just like this.” 
 
    Her voice was breathy as they both increased the speed with which they pleasured themselves. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    She swallowed and leaned forwards as her pleasure mounted. 
 
    “We got in the bath, and you had me stand up, you, ah… you licked and kissed me, down there.” 
 
    Her eyes flicked from his erection to her glistening pussy, another deep low escaped her throat as she remembered the first time he had made her orgasm. 
 
    He reached out with his free hand and tilted her chin down, their lusty eyes meeting again. 
 
    “You fell over on top of me, naughty girl.” 
 
    “I, ah, I did! I did!” 
 
    She mooed again, and leaned even more forwards, her chest now inches from his face as she took the hand massaging her breast and placed it on his shoulder to steady herself while she gyrated her hips into her working fingers. 
 
    She was so close… 
 
    “Master! I’m almost-” 
 
    His free hand shot out and gripped her breast hard while she moaned deeply in pleasure and began to thrash in the water. His other hand was a blur on his cock, splashing the surface of the water as he stroked furiously. 
 
    He was struck by a sudden urge too overwhelming to ignore. 
 
    “Me too baby! Open your mouth!” 
 
    “Yea- oh yes!” 
 
    She lowed again and her lips parted as she stuck her tongue out for him. 
 
    He scrambled to his feet as ecstasy washed over her and she slumped down onto her thighs in the water. 
 
    Gripping her by one horn he furiously stroked his cock barely millimeters from her lips while she moaned with her mouth open, her hot breath washing over his length. 
 
    “Ah!! Suck the tip baby!” 
 
    Still stroking, he pressed just the head of his cock to her tongue and she happily shifted her face forwards to suckle his cockhead into her mouth even with his working knuckles pattering against her nose and lips. 
 
    The added sensation of the soft moist heat combined with the sudden suction drove him over the edge and he cried out as the first spurt of his cum shot into her sucking mouth and across her wriggling tongue. 
 
    He groaned and cried out as he thrust his hips forwards, still stroking himself while the muscles in Milly’s hide-covered thighs likewise tightened up as she humped her fingers in frantic ecstasy. 
 
    Spurt after spurt of his salty cum poured into her, but Milly was a pro by this point and gulped it all down even as her mouth filled. 
 
    Wanting to replicate the event more accurately, Nameless popped his cock out of her greedy mouth and jerked himself spastically as yet more cum burst forth, some splattering between her spread lips and being quickly swallowed, while more painted her cheeks and nose as she tilted her head upwards. 
 
    Once again she held her mouth open for him, her tongue sticking out as he continued to stroke himself through his intense orgasm, cum shooting all over her face and dripping off of her tongue and chin. 
 
    Her gentle blue eyes, foggy with her own pleasure, twitched reflexively as his load hit her cheeks just below her lashes. 
 
    At last, his spurts diminished and his stroking fist shifted to rest in her damp hair, but Milly wasn’t done with him, with both hands she gripped his ass and guided his length back into her mouth with her tongue. 
 
    She bobbed her head quickly, sucking hard as his intense pleasure skirted the edge of pain from the continued stimulation. A few tiny dribbles shooting down her throat were her only reward as she swallowed around the head of his cock, while his hands desperately gripped her horns tight. 
 
    She kept his cock in her mouth until it began to soften, while he whimpered above her, his knees weak. 
 
    Eventually, sucking hard the whole time, she pulled her face off of his tormented flesh, his head slipping out from between her lips with another audible pop. 
 
    His knees gave out and he splashed into the water in front of her, quickly sinking down onto his back, his legs curling up against her knees while he let loose a dopey grin. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s pretty much how I remember it.” 
 
    She giggled at the look on his face while wiping her own with her fingers, working his cum invariably to her mouth; faintly she could also taste her own juices from her earlier pleasure. 
 
    “Me too!” 
 
    She fetched the wash cloth and wiped the remnants of his seed off of her face with its soapy surface. Then, face clean she leaned over him, her breasts smooshing into his chest as her lips sought his and they shared a slow kiss. 
 
    The couple sated, she settled her weight against him for a good long cuddle in the water, warm flesh against warm flesh. 
 
    “Actually, not quite.” He mused. 
 
    She was nuzzling against his neck, letting out the occasional happy moo, but tilted her head back to meet his gaze at his words. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    He nodded with mock seriousness. 
 
    “Yeah, pretty sure last time I took you into the other room and made love to you.” 
 
    She shifted down in the water and rested her cheek against his clavicle. 
 
    “I remember that too, but I think the bedroom might be a bit crowded this time around.” 
 
    With a giggle, she lifted her arm out of the water and gestured towards the bedroom. 
 
    Ophelia was bend at the waist, her forearm resting against the doorframe, her violet eyes wide and one fist stuffed in her mouth to stifle her moans while she watched him and Milly. 
 
    Her dress was hiked up and her naked ass was jutted out, while a soot-covered Nina stood behind her with her red face buried between the Flutterby’s cheeks, working her tongue over Ophelia’s privates mercilessly as the delicate girl squirmed against her. 
 
    Meanwhile Volka watched the action from the edge of the bed, a smile on her lips as she bit down on one finger coyly. 
 
    And peaking just around the other side of the doorframe were Erica’s green eyes and dark ears as she too stealthily watched the two lovers in the tub. 
 
    Nameless gave Milly’s wet hair a peck before commenting with feigned concern. 
 
    “Geeze, you don’t think anyone saw us do you?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10: 
 
    Getting Closer 
 
      
 
      
 
    While Nameless and Milly languished in the bath Cordelia found herself in Paul’s drive, and once more she was at a loss as to where she was supposed to bring the pie she carried. 
 
    She had only seen the hive from the air, and at the time she was more concerned with not dying. But she was pretty sure that it was somewhere near the cottage, so she set down the trail once more. 
 
    For some reason that she couldn’t account for she was quivering with nerves, the memory of the queen’s arms around her was still fresh in her mind and she was feeling decidedly conflicted about it. 
 
    As she caught sight of the bridge a few minutes later she heard buzzing from overhead, and looked up fully expecting another ambush, but the Hornets she saw were all flying to the left side of the trail. So with a frown she walked closer to the bridge, and began to pick up on a steady buzzing through the trees. 
 
    It was pretty obvious that she had found the Hornet hive but now the problem was getting to it, she considered the thick underbrush, and then her dress and shoes. 
 
    With a curse she began to force her way in, battling the dense bushes with one hand while she protected the pie with the other. 
 
    After a couple minutes she caught sight of the dome and the swarm of girls working to build it. But in her struggles, her foot caught on a root and she fell into the clearing. 
 
    Her hands fumbling to break her fall, the porcelain pie plate broke in the mud with a deep cracking noise at the same time as a horrible tearing sound split the air. 
 
    Her dress had caught on a snag and ripped all down one side. 
 
    “Oh fuck you trees!” She whined out in exasperation as she lamented the dress and the ruined pie. 
 
    Several Hornets shot over to her as she got back to her feet and vainly tried to wipe the mud off of her bare legs; mercifully they were not pointing any weapons at her this time. Instead their arms were full of shallow clay dishes, inside which an amber liquid swirled. 
 
    Face flushed from the effort of pushing through the undergrowth, Cordelia blew a strand of hair out of her face and glared at the Hornets around her. 
 
    “And fuck you bees! If you’re going to order a pie at least give me proper directions!” 
 
    The Hornets watched her carefully as she examined the damage to her dress with an exasperated groan. The split was along the seam all up the right side and past her panties, her naked thigh and waist now exposed to the cool air. 
 
    One of them stepped forwards, a smear of her bowl’s contents on her cheek. Her eyes were distant and she spoke with great uncertainty. 
 
    “The quee-… Oldeera would… like it very much… if you came inside to get cleaned up.” 
 
    Cordelia face reddened even more and she nearly screamed at the monster girl, but she let out a breath and got control of her temper. 
 
    “Yeah, fine, where is the door?” 
 
    “There are no entrances at ground level, to make it more difficult for attackers without wings to gain entry.” 
 
    The Hornet’s response was matter of fact and caused Cordelia’s eye to twitch. 
 
    “So the only way into your big dumb house is to fly? Because, then, who needs a fucking driveway right?!” 
 
    She waved her hands at her ruined dress and her ruined pie as her words came out in a hysterical shriek that caused the Hornets to wince. 
 
    More buzzing sounded and Oldeera herself came out of the hive and landed before the bedraggled girl, once again clad in a flimsy negligee. 
 
    The two women stared at each other for a moment. 
 
    “Why don’t I help you inside honey? We can get you cleaned up, and have your dress mended.” 
 
    Once again Cordelia drew in a deep breath to speak her mind, but hesitated as the queen also winced. 
 
    For some reason, the sight of the beautiful woman worried about what she might say deflated Cordelia considerably, and so she merely nodded her agreement. 
 
    The voluptuous Hornet took her in her arms, scooping her off her feet while Cordelia’s hands circled her neck. 
 
    “We won’t be aloft for long, I promise.” 
 
    Feeling the strength of the warrior queen’s arms around her further mollified the tempestuous girl, and just as Oldeera had said they were inside the dome within seconds of her wings buzzing into motion. 
 
    Once Cordelia had been set back on her feet it was an awkward walk into the hive; Oldeera seemed to think her guest was about to either shatter or explode, and she was treating her as such. 
 
    Whereas for her part Cordelia was feeling like an asshole, because when they were inside the hive again she distinctly remembered the Hornet promising to have one of her girls pick up the pie from the bakery in the afternoon. 
 
    Which made this whole stupid trip, and every stupid thing that happened since, entirely her own stupid fault. 
 
    So the young girl scrambled to make small talk as they walked deeper into the hive, something she wasn’t very good at. 
 
    “How do you not get lost in here?” 
 
    Though the mazelike structure was lit by glowing solar lamps, she was completely turned around. 
 
    Oldeera shrugged. 
 
    “Instinct mostly. That, and every hive my sweets have ever made for me was laid out pretty much the same, where terrain allows at least.” 
 
    They emerged into her bower, where a wingless Hornet was setting out a steaming bowl of water on a low table beside some neatly folded wash cloths next to the bed. 
 
    “Wait, you have running water?” 
 
    The Hornet queen chuckled. 
 
    “No but we have a kitchen on the upper levels, with a stove and plenty of buckets. We did have running water in the city though.” 
 
    Cordelia considered the water and the Hornet who had just set it out and was now leaving. 
 
    “Thank you.” She called after her as she exited the chamber. 
 
    She shot the queen a questioning look. 
 
    “Don’t fret, she lost her wings in battle, but she can still serve.” 
 
    “Right, battle.” 
 
    That thought stymied her for a moment. And the constant, if faint, sound of Hornets working to build their new home filled the silence of the room. 
 
    She wondered at the effort it must take them, not only to build the structure as quickly as they had but also to… battle. 
 
    “Why did you leave?” She asked suddenly. 
 
    The queen was adjusting the bowl of water on the table until Cordelia spoke. 
 
    “Orders. My hive is pledged to serve the Aegis. I’m afraid I can’t say more than that. Now then, if you’ll take off your dress I can have my girls see that it is mended.” 
 
    Cordelia coughed. 
 
    “Sure, is there somewhere that I can…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off and she began to feel stupid again, she could clearly see that aside from some translucent fabrics hanging around the bed in the room, there wasn’t anything in here designed for privacy. 
 
    The Hornets were all working so hard to build a new home, and she was already an asshole just for being there. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    Her cheeks turned pink as she had another realization, one that deeply conflicted with her desire not to be a bother. 
 
    “Yeah, just, um, I’m not wearing a bra, so...” 
 
    She didn’t really need one for support and the apron dresses she typically wore tended to have thicker fabric in the front so she rarely wore underclothes for her chest. 
 
    “Of course, I’ll get you a towel.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    The queen left for a moment and came back with a fluffy yellow towel, she turned her back and Cordelia slipped out of her dress, standing nude save for her panties for a moment before wrapping the soft fabric around herself. 
 
    She coughed again, feeling decidedly self-conscious as she watched Oldeera’s wings on her own naked back, at this point neither of them were wearing much. 
 
    “You can, um, turn around.” 
 
    The wingless Hornet was gone, having left her queen to tend to her guest. And Cordelia was keenly aware of the fact that there was just the two of them alone in this bower thing.  
 
    Oldeera turned and took up her ruined dress, folding it neatly over her arm before once again leaving the room for a moment, no doubt to hand it off to another Hornet. 
 
    When she came back, she offered the nervous girl a smile. 
 
    “Let’s get you cleaned up.” 
 
    She was on her knees before Cordelia could object and took up one of the clothes by the steaming bowl, wringing it out before proceeding to wash her muddy legs. 
 
    The baker’s daughter discomfort grew at the sight of the proud queen on her knees before her. The feeling of the warm damp cloth running up and down the smooth skin of her calves quickly brought to mind their intimate encounter from the previous day, and the stern rebuttal she had leveled at the woman before her. 
 
    “Here, you don’t need to do that, I can do it.” 
 
    She awkwardly reached down but Oldeera waved away her protests. 
 
    “It’s alright, I don’t mind. You are my guest after all.” 
 
    Guilt washed over her, guilt for every harsh thing she had said to this monster girl that she barely knew. 
 
    “But-” 
 
    Misunderstanding the source of her discomfort, Oldeera sighed as she wrung out the cloth and looked up into the wide-eyed face of Cordelia Loskins. 
 
    “You don’t need to worry honey. You’ve made your feelings perfectly clear to me.” 
 
    Though she hid it well, there was a hint of pain in her voice that Cordelia picked up on, and the uncharacteristically sensitive young girl’s guilt reached a peak. 
 
    She found herself blinking back tears. 
 
    “I don’t think I did though.” 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever made my feelings clear to anybody in my life.” 
 
    When Oldeera saw the sudden tears, the surprised monster buzzed to her feet and pulled Cordelia into a bosomy hug, nestling the girl’s cheek just below her jaw while cradling the back of her head with one hand. 
 
    Cordelia sobbed and tried halfheartedly to push her away. 
 
    “I’m sorry for being such a pain. I’m being so stupid! And I d-don’t even know why I’m crying!” 
 
    “It’s alright, really!” 
 
    “No it isn’t! I mean, yeah sure you kidnapped me that one time, but you said one of the Hornets would pick up the pie and I forgot and just burst in here like an idiot while you’re so busy setting up your home, and you’re being so nice to me and I’ve been such a bitch, I’m always such a bitch! To everyone even when I try not to be!” 
 
    It was as if a floodgate had opened and all of her insecurities flowed out of her. She felt a gentle buzz from Oldeera as she held her while she babbled on. 
 
    “Honey, you are not a pain, and you are certainly not a bitch either. I should never have had my girls grab you, it was like you said: this isn’t Garland. I should have just gone to your father’s bakery and ordered a pie, without putting the moves on you like I did.” 
 
    Cordelia sniffled, and then hiccupped. 
 
    The queen leaned her head back to consider the volatile girl that so fascinated her. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    She sniffled again before nodding, but then she pulled her face off of Oldeera’s clavicle and furrowed her brow as she met her warm gaze. 
 
    “Why did you put the moves on me like that?” 
 
    Oldeera clucked her tongue as she thought for a moment. 
 
    “The truth? Because when I had you brought here, you didn’t let me get a word in edgewise. You reminded me that though I am a queen, I am not your queen. And that… vexed me.” 
 
    The towel had fallen down Cordelia’s back during their embrace, the only reason it stayed up now was because it was pinned between their breasts. 
 
    “Vexed you? Why?” 
 
    Oldeera trailed her fingers absently down the young woman’s naked back, causing her to shudder, that same flutter in her belly back with a vengeance. 
 
    It felt good to be touched so tenderly. 
 
    “Because normally I can snap my fingers and get whatever I want, and yet twice in as many weeks I have gone after what I wanted and been denied, both by you and by… another.” 
 
    “So is that the only reason? You came after me because you thought you couldn’t have me?” 
 
    The sting of that thought hurt the vulnerable girl, but not for long as the queen shook her head and tightened her embrace. 
 
    “No! Certainly that was part of the initial draw, but even with the short time we’ve spent together, you have fascinated me. You have a fire in you that is intriguing. What happened before, I regret that, both having you brought here against your will, and being so forceful with you. I didn’t realize that you had a man already and-” 
 
    “Brandon is not my man, not anymore. So if you want to have your Hornets kick his ass again I could care less!” 
 
    In her vehemence, Cordelia leaned back slightly too far and the towel that separated them slipped to the floor. With a squeak she pulled herself back into the Hornet queen’s arms, naked now save for her panties, her perky breasts smooshing against the other woman’s through her thin negligee. 
 
    “Perhaps it is you being too forward now, Miss Loskins?” Oldeera all but purred as she once again stroked her naked back. 
 
    Cordelia hiccupped again, their flesh jiggling together from the sudden motion. 
 
    “Um, any chance you could turn around again?” 
 
    “I could, if you really want me to.” 
 
    The queen tilted her head and pointedly directed Cordelia’s eyes to the bed. 
 
    She swallowed her nerves as their eyes met again, looking up into the queen’s face, their lips inches apart. 
 
    “Weren’t you just apologizing for coming on to me?” 
 
    The queen chuckled. 
 
    “Yes, but that was in your family’s bakery, in full view of the public, not in my bedchambers. Where you are already undressed and in my arms.” 
 
    Her tone was mocking, but inviting nonetheless, as she traced her nails up her spine. 
 
    That flutter in Cordelia’s belly had spread, warmth radiating out from her groin, up her arms and shoulders and to her neck and face. 
 
    The heated possibility of the moment filled her; she knew this experienced woman could show her mysterious and possibly wondrous pleasures, and would gladly help her to explore the other side of her sexuality that a freckle-faced sheep had woken in her so many years prior. 
 
    But the reality was, she was just a village girl, who loved to bake and gossip with her sisters, while before her stood a warrior queen, servant to the Aegis and protector of the innocent. 
 
    Cordelia may have been emotional and even volatile, but she was also pragmatic. 
 
    So despite this strange new hunger, she couldn’t help but see the vast gulf that separated their two lives. 
 
    And to imagine all of the different ways this could end really badly for her. 
 
    When she spoke again it was with great reluctance. 
 
    “I think… that would be a mistake.” 
 
    Oldeera tried in vain to hide the disappointment on her face, but Cordelia’s fingers reached between them and settled on her lips to still her as her mind continued to work through the possibilities. 
 
    “If I were to go down this path, I think one step at a time… would be safer than just a headlong dive between the sheets. I’ve never been with someone like you, and as I have displayed on multiple occasions now, I am kind of a mess. Me and Brandon, well, he was always so selfish, and for a long time I convinced myself that either he would eventually grow up, or he was just the best I was going to get. And to be honest I don’t know if I even know how to be with, with someone like you. Someone… better.” 
 
    Oldeera licked her lips, trying now to hide her excitement as her breath quickened. 
 
    “But you are not… uninterested?” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed as she focused on her emotional and physical response to the woman whose arms were still wrapped around her. 
 
    She spoke with even greater care. 
 
    “Without getting anybody’s hopes up, but while still being honest? Yeah you’re-” 
 
    Her throat closed with desire and her eyes welled from the heat of the admission. 
 
    The Hornet queen’s eyes hooded. 
 
    “Then perhaps, I could offer, just a slight taste?” 
 
    Oldeera was already tilting her head down, her lips inching forwards, but they did not complete the journey, instead hovering just out of reach, her nose faintly brushing Cordelia’s cheek as she waited on her response. 
 
    The feel of the Hornet’s sweet breath washing over her face fanned the flames that burned in Cordelia’s loins and it was too much to bear. 
 
    She let down her guard and folded herself into the warrior queen’s arms while lifting her face the rest of the way and pressed their lips together. 
 
    The heat from earlier blazed even hotter and had her rubbing her thighs together as she reached her hands up, her fingers slipping into Oldeera’s short hair to cradle her head while they kissed. 
 
    Her last kiss had been during a moment of weakness with Brandon, his mouth demanding and his tongue invasive. But this was her experience with the Lambda all over again, soft and sweet. 
 
    Even when the queen slipped her tongue out and into Cordelia’s mouth, it wasn’t a forceful intrusion, but a gentle visitation, or even an invitation. 
 
    An invitation the passionate young woman accepted as her own tongue lashed out to grapple with the exotic monster girl’s. 
 
    The suckling sounds their lips made as they made out echoed around the silent chamber, the Hornets outside having stilled in their work as their queen basked in the embrace. 
 
    Their hardened nipples brushed against each other’s through the thin fabric of Oldeera’s negligee, the sensation causing Cordelia to moan softly into the Hornet’s mouth as their kiss deepened. 
 
    The queen’s slid her knee between Cordelia’s legs and her hand dropped lower to grip one cheek of her succulent ass, pulling her closer as her leg shifted ever higher, until Cordelia found her legs parted and her panty covered mound pressed tight to Oldeera’s thigh. 
 
    Then the Hornet buzzed her wings and Cordelia melted. 
 
    She let out a sharp cry of pleasure at the smooth contact and the sudden vibrating sensation, but that same cry also caused her to snap out of the moment and she wrenched herself away from the intense embrace. 
 
    All but falling to her knees, Cordelia scrabbled to pick up the towel and hold the fabric in a bunch to cover her exposed breasts. 
 
    When she stood again on shaky legs, her wide eyed gaze met the queen’s smug expression. 
 
    “Too much?” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed as she dwelled on the incredible sensation, however brief, of the Hornet’s thigh vibrating on her groin. 
 
    “Way too much.” She nodded, but offered the woman a nervous smile; “But in a good way?” 
 
    The two girls were both flushed and breathing heavily, Oldeera using both hands to daintily fan her face. 
 
    “Whew, I must say honey, you are a very talented kisser!” 
 
    The shift in her tone was enough for the heat between them to die down, albeit gradually. 
 
    Cordelia blushed and couldn’t help but feel a little smug as she slipped the towel around her back. 
 
    “Thanks, you’re… pretty amazing at it actually.” 
 
    Oldeera drew back the hangings around her bed and sat down. 
 
    “Long hours of practice, honey.” 
 
    She tilted her head towards the entrance where the wingless Hornet was blushing while bringing in a tray of drinks and snacks for the suddenly ravenous Cordelia. 
 
    The girl watched the silent Hornet, who set the tray down on the low table and very deliberately wriggled her tushy and winked at her before she left with the wash basin and cloth. 
 
    She gaped. 
 
    “Wait, you mean you… with them?” 
 
    The queen took up a little cookie from the platter and nibbled at it delicately. 
 
    “Every day. It is in all of our natures to crave the touch of others. And for a Hornet queen her hive is an extension of herself, though they do have a certain degree of autonomy. I suppose… you might consider it a form of masturbation?” 
 
    She gave a saucy wink as she nibbled at her cookie some more. 
 
    Cordelia felt another wave of heat take her and plopped down on the edge of the bed next to the queen; it was a heady thing to think about. 
 
    “Wow, just wow.” 
 
    Oldeera giggled as she served her some tea. 
 
    “Yes, my sweets are so very devoted. As you may yet learn, hopefully soon though, because if you kiss me like that again without following through, I might catch fire!” 
 
    She shifted her hip on the bed to bump against Cordelia’s teasingly. 
 
    They sat together for a time, making small talk and waiting on the Hornets to return with her dress. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Cordelia found herself relaxing and laughing with the queen, who she discovered had a wicked sense of humour. 
 
    “-and then, and then he said ‘please just let me go!’” 
 
    They were leaning against each other as they laughed themselves silly at Nameless’s expense; Oldeera had revealed that he was the last one to rebuff her advances, but rather than be jealous Cordelia found the whole encounter hilarious as the queen recounted it. 
 
    “I was baffled! He thought he was like, my prisoner or something!” 
 
    This being just the latest of Oldeera’s stories, Cordelia flopped onto her back on the bed with her arms over her belly and tears streaming down her cheeks, her sides hurt from having laughed herself giddy. 
 
    Eventually they had mostly recovered their wits, with only the occasional giggle when Cordelia goaded her with a nudge of her elbow. 
 
    “So then what happened?” 
 
    But the queen’s mirthful expression faded and her smile became slightly fixed as she looked away. 
 
    “Ah, well. I sent him back to his bond-mates and that was the end of that.” 
 
    Cordelia sat up, adjusting her towel again as she reached out and placed her hand on the queen’s shoulder. 
 
    “What is it? What’s wrong?” 
 
    She tried to play it off, but Cordelia wasn’t having it. 
 
    “Please, Oldeera, you can tell me.” 
 
    The Hornet stared at her with a grave expression on her face, before pursing her lips and nodding. 
 
    “I suppose I can at that. Please understand though, there is much I cannot say.” 
 
    The girl nodded quickly, her concern growing by the second as the queen’s eyes grew distant. 
 
    “Her name was Kar Brael, she was an Amazon who served the Aegis and was very close to him. She died protecting him from… harm.” 
 
    Cordelia’s stomach dropped and her hand flew to her mouth as she gasped at the revelation. 
 
    “Did, did you know her too?” 
 
    “Yes, my hive worked with her team a number of times in the past. I remember that she smiled a lot and was always cheerful. From what I learned afterwards, I believe that she loved him.” 
 
    Cordelia felt a lump form in her throat as she processed the new information. 
 
    “That’s awful! Was it some kind of accident or something?” 
 
    Oldeera’s face shifted into a stormy scowl, the warrior queen emerging for a moment. 
 
    “No, it was not. It was… murder, honey. Forgive me, but I cannot tell you any more, the Aegis keeps many secrets, some I think are quite silly, but most, including this one, they keep for very good reasons.” 
 
    The young girl’s eyes were wide as she nodded, the jovial mood completely gone as she considered that single word. 
 
    Murder. Nameless’s friend was murdered. 
 
    No wonder he held such sadness in his eyes. 
 
    They sat silently together for a few minutes, until the queen stood and extended her hand to help Cordelia up. 
 
    “Anyways it seems that the local seamstress is finished with your dress.” 
 
    “Seamstress? But I thought-” 
 
    The queen smiled and helped her to her feet. 
 
    “You thought my girls were fixing it? No, they have many talents, but dress repair is not one of them. They took the garment to a woman in town, Linda?” 
 
    “But it normally takes a few days for her to get a dress back!” 
 
    The queen’s face was artless as she responded. 
 
    “Oh does it? Well, my sweets were perhaps a bit more insistent than her average customer.” 
 
    The wingless Hornet came in then, dress neatly folded over her arm and once again the queen turned her back as Cordelia dropped her towel and pulled it on. 
 
    But Cordelia felt the now familiar heat as she pulled her hair over her shoulder. 
 
    “Um, Oldeera, can you see where the rip was at all?” 
 
    The Hornet turned to see the girl’s back to her; Cordelia’s face was looking over her shoulder and her cheeks were flushed. 
 
    “Let me check.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Her gratitude came out in a whisper as she felt the queen move behind her. 
 
    Oldeera, a self described opportunist, traced the fingers of both hands over the fabric and down the muscles below Cordelia’s shoulders. 
 
    The young girl cast a frown behind her at the liberties the queen was taking. 
 
    “The rip was on the right.” 
 
    The wandering hands were flush with her back now as they drifted lower, the heat of the young woman’s skin radiating into the Hornet’s palms. 
 
    “Just being thorough, wouldn’t want to miss anything.” 
 
    She shifted her hands over her lower back, then apart and over her waist just above her ass, then to her sides and down her thighs as she sank to her knees. 
 
    Cordelia’s breath caught as the queen’s hands finished their journey, resting now on her naked calves just below her knees. 
 
    Then they shifted upwards as the Hornet bit her lip, her wrists were bunching the dress above them as her hands slid over the smooth skin hidden beneath. 
 
    Soon most of the skirt was gathered together halfway up Cordelia’s thighs and the queen leaned in to press her lips just above the swell of her butt, kissing her through the fabric. 
 
    “Oldeera.” 
 
    Another kiss, this time a little higher and to one side on her sensitive waist, though still through the dress as her arms pulled the skirt up ever farther. 
 
    “Oldeera, please.” Cordelia’s voice hitched slightly. 
 
    The queen’s hands halted on the outside of her upper thighs. 
 
    Her skirt was hiked up enough that if Oldeera were to drop down onto her own thighs she would see the edge of her panties cupping her luscious behind. 
 
    The temptation was overwhelming. 
 
    With a groan the queen let her hands drop as she buried her face against Cordelia’s tushy. 
 
    “You make it very difficult, frustrating girl, to control myself.” 
 
    She rose to her feet with a quick buzz of her wings before Cordelia could complain about her burying her face in the pliable flesh of her bum. 
 
    “You’re not exactly making it easy yourself you know. I mean we hardly know each other, and this is all really new to me and I don’t want to-” 
 
    “I know, and I’m sorry. I don’t mean to push, but you have captured my interest in such a way that has honestly never happened before.”  
 
    Cordelia threw her hair back over her shoulder and smirked. 
 
    “Oh really, what about Nameless?” 
 
    Oldeera waved a hand dismissively. 
 
    “That’s different, he’s an Emp-” She coughed suddenly as her eyes widened; “H-he’s an empty-headed boy! Sweet to be sure, but I want someone with more wit.” 
 
    Fortunately Cordelia was smoothing out her skirt and didn’t catch the slip. 
 
    “I wouldn’t call him empty-headed.” She protested slightly; “He seems pretty smart.” 
 
    It was Oldeera’s turn to smirk. 
 
    “Oh if only you knew, ask any of the girls around him and they will tell you that he is an incredible dumbass.” She pursed her lips in thought; “Except maybe the Amazons. Actually for your own safety, don’t suggest that he is stupid in front of them.” 
 
    Cordelia absorbed the advice as Oldeera led her back through the halls and to one of the many openings in the side of the dome. 
 
    “So, do you know how that all happened? I mean the Valkyrie and the Amazons and everything? All that anyone in town seems to know is that he saved her somehow and then something bad happened in Garland…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off as she remembered the queen’s story from earlier. 
 
    “I know some of it, but I don’t know the finer details. You would have to ask them. Now, to avoid causing you further grief I believe it would be best if one of my sweets took you back into town?” 
 
    “Um, just back on the path would be fine, if my dad sees me being brought home by another Hornet, he won’t leave me alone!” 
 
    Oldeera waggled her eyebrows below her crown, her antennae dancing along with them. 
 
    “Ooh, but you and I could cause such a scandal in this little town!” 
 
    Cordelia giggled. 
 
    “Not really, since your neighbor currently has every rumour mill in town working overtime!” 
 
    Two of the Hornets were waiting patiently to carry her back to the ground, but there was an awkward moment where she vacillated about leaving, the Hornet queen watching her with an indecipherable expression on her face. 
 
    Then Cordelia quickly leaned in and kissed her on the lips, just a quick peck, nothing too intense but it was enough to make them both flush with desire again. 
 
    “Well, I should go. I still owe you a pie!” 
 
    She all but fled into the arms of the Hornets who quickly flew her away. 
 
    Queen Oldeera watched the impetuous girl depart, two fingers on her lips. 
 
    “I’m very much looking forward to tasting it, honey.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11: 
 
    An Angel Dines 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the shenanigans with Milly in the bathroom had ended, they ate a late lunch before the girls all scattered again. 
 
    Volka, having finally caught up with Erica, dragged her out into the field for more training, while Nina had quickly returned to her forge after tormenting Ophelia in the bedroom. 
 
    Milly and Nameless spent some time tidying up the cottage until, at Ophelia’s request, he brought a pitcher of juice out for the training monster girls. The Amazons were spectating while Volka and Erica were flinging knives and feathers at each other in the cleared area. 
 
    A thought crossed his mind as the pair broke up their acrobatic death dance to quench their thirst. 
 
    “Volka, I’m curious.” 
 
    “I don’t do anal.” 
 
    He turned pink and the spectators burst out in laughter. 
 
    “N-not that!” 
 
    Volka smirked as she took a drink from the pitcher before letting him continue. 
 
    “I was wondering, and please stop me if this is too painful.” 
 
    “Still sounds like he wants your butt.” Erica sniggered. 
 
    Not wanting to get sidetracked again his words came out in a rush. 
 
    “I was wondering where all the Valkyrie children were!” 
 
    Her brow furrowed as Erica took the pitcher from her and drank deeply. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “When your people went to fight, to save all of the Empaths, what happened to their children?” 
 
    She gave him a long look before giving a heavy sigh. 
 
    “The greatest folly of the Valkyrie.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “The instinct of my people to protect can be overwhelming. Even to the point that everything else falls away. During the war, the monsters and humans in need of our protection outnumbered us many times over. You want to know what happened to the children, there weren’t any.” 
 
    Erica shared a quick look with a slack-jawed Nameless as she licked the tart juice from her lips. 
 
    “Okay, I’m with him… huh?” The Katje asked. 
 
    “The youngest Valkyrie by far was twenty seven, little more than a child by our standards as we come of age at forty, but she too was drawn into the fray by her instincts, it was impossible for us to dissuade her. Her name was Lagertha Aldasdotter.” Volka’s eyes welled with tears suddenly and she looked up to the overcast sky; “Goddess was she beautiful! So bright and eager, she looked to us as heroes, while we looked to her and saw what we all hoped for when the war was over. She was a daughter to us all.” 
 
    The image of a fresh-faced young Valkyrie burst into Nameless’s mind, she was whooping with joy as she rolled over in midair while some of the others tried to catch her, and as Volka said she was beautiful. She was slight, her wings much smaller than her older sisters and her armour looked a bit too large for her. 
 
    A moment later and Nameless found himself wounded and wandering a desolate battlefield, his shield weighing him down as he stumbled around looking for other survivors. He found Lagertha wedged underneath the body of the man that killed her, his knife thrust into her back between her wings, her eyes open and glassy. 
 
    Nameless fell to his knees with a gasp as he sobbed out in agonizing grief. 
 
    “Lover!” 
 
    The pitcher fell to the ground and Erica was at his side in moments, while Volka struggled to pull herself out of the past. 
 
    “Oh Husband!” Her tone was morose. 
 
    It took him several minutes to recover from the emotional pain; the poor child had fought so hard, desperate to earn her place amongst her older sisters, all the while not realizing that she already had. 
 
    He gripped his stomach as he regained his feet. 
 
    “Volka, the pain… How do you stand it?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “Because I must.” 
 
    Without warning he threw his arms around her shoulders, leaning up on the tips of his toes to hold her close. 
 
    “Husband?!” 
 
    She leaned down slightly to accommodate his embrace, but he said nothing, only holding her. 
 
    It was for his benefit as much as hers. 
 
    At length they pulled apart and Volka wiped a tear from her cheek. 
 
    “Thank you, my love. That was very pleasurable.” 
 
    “Not as pleasurable as it’s going to be.” 
 
    Her heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “Wh-what do you mean?” 
 
    He held her cheek with one hand and ran his thumb over her lips before speaking a single word. 
 
    “Tonight.” 
 
    She swallowed as he knees wobbled with sudden heat. While she had lain with Ophelia, so far she had not had a chance to bed her husband. 
 
    “I am yours.” She whispered. 
 
    A purring sound interrupted them and they looked to see their Katje’s heated gaze. 
 
    “You going to let the rest of us play?” 
 
    But before Volka could respond, Nameless shook his head. 
 
    “Not this time kitty, I have something special planned for you instead.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    As evening drew nearer the anticipation between Volka and Nameless built, throughout the day they kept exchanging electrified looks and loving caresses. 
 
    They had reached a turning point. 
 
    While they both knew how the other felt, Kar’s death had kept them from exploring their passion with one another. And while it hadn’t gotten as awkward as it had with Nina, they knew something had to give. 
 
    After seeing her watching him in the bath with Milly, and knowing what she had been up to with Ophelia for the last couple days, Nameless wanted his warrior angel bad. And he wasn’t the only one awash with anticipation: the other girls could feel his desire building through their bonds. 
 
    Twice already an annoyed Nina had come in from working in her forge to tell them to just fuck already. 
 
    To ease some of the tension, Volka changed out of her armour and went out to visit with the Amazons while Ophelia prepared dinner. 
 
    “So you want us gone when she comes back?” Milly asked. 
 
    He kissed the loyal cow on the nose. 
 
    “Yeah, at least, at first.” 
 
    “Of course, dearheart. She has been waiting long enough.” 
 
    “You’ve been with her, is she good? I bet she’s good. She certainly looks good.” Erica purred while stroking Ophelia’s hair. 
 
    “A lady doesn’t tell.” The Flutterby said primly as she shooed the Katje out of the kitchen. 
 
    “Sure she does, to other ladies!” 
 
    Ophelia rolled her eyes, but after a moment she unconsciously bit her lip. 
 
    “I saw that!” Erica accused. 
 
    When Volka returned, the other girls were nowhere to be found, instead she found a candlelit dinner on the table, with Nameless dressed in his nicest clothes standing behind the chair he had pulled out for her. 
 
    Volka’s heart pounded in her chest. 
 
    “Husband, this is… perfect.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “So are you.” 
 
    Two of the Amazons had braided her hair down her back for her and she was wearing one of Ophelia’s gowns, though she was taller than the Flutterby so a lot more of her skin was visible through the white dress. 
 
    Nameless certainly didn’t mind. 
 
    She slid her hand down over the fabric covering the back of her thighs to keep the gown from bunching up when she sat down. 
 
    After he helped her usher the chair back to the table and get her wings positioned, Nameless took a moment to rub her shoulders, then leaned down and kissed the nape of her neck. 
 
    “We should have done this sooner, love.” He whispered. 
 
    Her eyes closed and she tilted her head to one side to accommodate his kisses. 
 
    “Mmm, it’s alright. We are together now.” 
 
    After several more kisses to her flawless skin, Nameless stood with a sigh. 
 
    “Ophelia made us dinner.” 
 
    Volka’s eyes tracked him as he rounded the table, and no sooner had he taken his seat than her bare foot found his calf. 
 
    “Good, you’re going to need the energy.” 
 
    Lit only by the candles on the table between them, her smoldering look made his heart leap. 
 
    They ate in comfortable silence, though her bare foot kept rhythmically stroking his leg. 
 
    With her efforts under the table, Nameless barely tasted the meal. 
 
    Once the last scrap of food was gone from their plates Volka leaned back with a satisfied sigh. 
 
    “That was delicious, I shall have to find a way to thank Ophelia for it.” 
 
    Nameless wiped his face with a napkin, before going to the icebox and bringing out their dessert, two plates of pie from the bakery, this time topped with whipped Minotaur cream. 
 
    “I thought you’d thanked her already.” He teased as he set her plate in front of her and sat down again. 
 
    She smiled with one side of her mouth and her eyes narrowed as she slid down in her seat. 
 
    He was in the midst of drinking from his glass when her questing foot found his crotch and he nearly choked on his fruit juice. 
 
    “V-Volka?!” 
 
    “Hmm? Was there something, Husband?” 
 
    With her pinky finger she scooped up a little dollop of rich cream and brought it to her lips, while out of sight her foot pressed harder into his crotch and she shifted it up and down on his burgeoning cock, all while wearing a perfectly innocent expression. 
 
    His angel did like to play. 
 
    “No!” He coughed and then let out a shuddering breath; “N-no, I’m fine.” 
 
    Under the table he spread his legs and his left hand found her ankle, trapping her foot against his groin. 
 
    “That’s a relief, I would hate for anything to ruin this perfect night.” She spoke nonchalantly as she took up her fork and brought a dainty bite of pastry to her mouth. 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    He likewise maintained his composure as he started in on his desert, though his fork shook slightly as the ball of her foot rhythmically rubbed up and down on his constrained flesh, her toes clenching and unclenching much like Erica’s claws, kneading the fabric. 
 
    She moaned at the taste of the dessert, withdrawing the fork from her lips and gesturing with it at the plate in front of her. 
 
    “This is delicious too, did Cordelia make it?” 
 
    He was breathless as her foot moved faster. 
 
    “I d-don’t know, I think so?” 
 
    “She’s very pretty, isn’t she.” She mused. 
 
    He nodded uncertainly, his hand shifting up her ankle to grip the smooth muscles of her calf as he took another bite of his pie. 
 
    Her eyebrow arched at his nod and her lip stuck out in a pout. 
 
    “Prettier than me?” Her foot massaged his cock faster. 
 
    She was completely in control of him, and that just wouldn’t do. 
 
    So he swallowed the sweet morsel in his mouth before nodding again and matching her nonchalance. 
 
    “Yup, way prettier.” 
 
    Her foot stopped moving to press tight to his groin, just enough to cause a bit of pain in his balls as she let loose a throaty chuckle. 
 
    “Oh well done! Or hang on, no… well played? Is that what they say now?” 
 
    Her foot withdrew slightly, his hand trailing over her calf and ankle as she burrowed her toes into his groin. 
 
    “Both work. But I hope you know that I’m not playing, not really.” 
 
    Her answering smile was breathtaking. 
 
    “Neither am I, my love.” 
 
    The sudden sound of his zipper parting filled the room. 
 
    Somehow she had snagged it between two of her toes, and was working to pull it all the way down. 
 
    Her brow wrinkled slightly when she realized there was nothing she could do about the button, but his hand left her ankle just long enough to undo it as well and pull his cock free of the painful constraint of his pants. 
 
    He sighed with relief. 
 
    “Good to know. Because this pie really is amazing.” 
 
    He put another forkful into his mouth even as her toes made direct contact with the flesh of his erection, unable to help himself he moaned from the combination of sweet pastry and intimate contact. 
 
    Volka’s wings shifted behind her, it looked like she was using their weight to keep herself from sliding out of her chair as she massaged his naked cock with the ball of her foot. 
 
    “She is a good girl, they are all good girls. All so very beautiful, don’t you think?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, or rather, was unable to say anything. 
 
    The constant teasing and flirting had him breathless, and her foot on his cock felt bizarrely good. 
 
    “I want them all, I want you, and I want them. The taste of Ophelia after so long alone… it was intoxicating.” 
 
    She sucked two fingers into her mouth and reached them under the table, her intent was clear as she shifted up slightly in her chair before settling her weight back down, letting out a slight gasp when she penetrated herself. 
 
     Once again he was gripping her ankle as she rubbed the soft skin of her foot over him, he had begun to shift his hips to add to the stimulation. 
 
    “And the thought of what Erica might do to me! Her breed is simply built for pleasure. You get so much use out of her mouth, don’t you Husband?” 
 
    Her question was plainly rhetorical, the table was shifting ever so slightly from the work her foot was doing on his cock. He groaned and his fork clattered to his plate, all pretenses gone as their eyes met, once again she was licking Minotaur cream off of her fingers. 
 
    He could see her shoulder rolling as her arm worked between her legs. 
 
    “And the tiny giant, with her tiny body, so strong. I can’t wait for the mountain to claim me too.” 
 
    Her words came out in pants now. 
 
    One hand slipped into the deep V of her gown and she squeezed one breast, her eyes locked on his the whole time. 
 
    “Do you want to see them? My breasts?” 
 
    He cried out and gripped her ankle tighter. 
 
    “Volka!” 
 
    She kneaded the head of his cock with her toes and threw her head back as she cried out in pleasure. 
 
    When she tilted her head back down, her eyes were foggy with desire. 
 
    “And speaking of breasts! By the goddess, Milly! I want to drink from her, to suck on her nipples forever, do you think she’d let me?” 
 
    His voice was hoarse when he finally responded. 
 
    “Yes! Fuck, Yes!” 
 
    Her lower leg kicked even more rapidly, the juice in their glasses wobbled around while she worked to pleasure them both. 
 
    “Do it.” She whispered; “I want you to let it out, all of it. Cum on me, claim me.” 
 
    He had tears standing in his eyes from the intense sensation, but her words set him off. 
 
    The scrunched up her toes around the head of his cock when the first jet of cum shot out, and she let out a squealing giggle at the slimy feeling between her toes. 
 
    “Oh that’s perfect baby! But I know you have more.” 
 
    Indeed he did, and he cried out in release as he brought his fist down on the table, his cries drowning out the clatter of cutlery. 
 
    Volka gasped as she felt a spurt of cum shoot up her shin, halfway to her knee, then yet another, this one dribbling off the side of her calf. 
 
    She had heard the other girls boasting, but really now… 
 
    He sobbed out and bucked in his seat as she massaged his flesh, drawing spurt after spurt out of his cock to land all over the top of her foot and between her toes. 
 
    “Shhh, that’s it, you’re doing so well. Cum all over my naughty foot.” 
 
    She kept working all the way through his release, taking no mercy on him even as she shushed his cries of agonized pleasure. 
 
    Once he at last slumped back into his chair her foot was well and truly coated, as was Nameless’s hand, which had held her ankle in a death-grip throughout. 
 
    She withdrew her own hand from her pussy at the same time as she took her foot out of his crotch. 
 
    Looking straight at him she licked her fingers. 
 
    Very shakily he took up his glass and drained it, then frowned slightly. 
 
    “I call bullshit.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “You didn’t finish.” He complained. 
 
    “The mess under the table says otherwise.” 
 
    “But you didn’t finish.” 
 
    She shrugged and smirked at him. 
 
    “Saving myself for marriage.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. 
 
    “We just shared a very expensive meal, and I’m wearing my best clothes, though the pants might be ruined. We’re married, darling.” 
 
    She giggled again as she sat up in her seat. 
 
    “Oooh, darling, I like that!” 
 
    He stood abruptly and rounded the table, while she turned herself towards him. 
 
    Leaning down he pressed his lips to hers, gripping her neck with both hands as his tongue greeted hers and her chest heaved. 
 
    When the sudden kiss ended, she turned her head to his cum-covered hand and licked it. 
 
    “Okay, we’re married.” With one finger she flicked his half-hard cock upwards; “Though your proposal was a bit marred with your weener hanging out don’t you think?” 
 
    He ran his cum-covered thumb over her lips, until she opened her mouth and sucked it inside. While she sucked the salty cum off his thumb, he deliberately reached into the deep V of her dress with his other hand and cupped one breast, the peak of her nipple pressing into his palm. 
 
    “Yeah? Well, you said you’d show me your tits and never did, so nobody’s perfect.” 
 
    She hummed around his thumb while he fondled her breasts, but the pitch of her hum turned plaintive and she leaned her head back. 
 
    “You said I was perfect!” 
 
    He took a step back from her and tucked himself back into his stained pants. 
 
    “That was before you failed to show me the goods sweetheart.” 
 
    She stood from the table and closed the gap between them, looming over him. 
 
    “Oh… are we playing again?” 
 
    He shook his head as his hands encircled her waist. 
 
    “No, no more playing. I want you. I want to hear you screaming pleasure.” 
 
    They barely made it to the bedroom. 
 
    The heat of his words had her lips hungry for his and they stumbled towards the back room, kissing all the way as she pulled at his clothes. 
 
    They lost their balance at the edge of the bed and with a giggling shriek Volka landed on her back, her wings spread out underneath her. 
 
    Nameless stood between her knees, her legs dangling over the side of the bed. 
 
    Their eyes met, and with deliberate movement she pulled her dress up, revealing more and more of her creamy skin to his hungry gaze. 
 
    He all but fell to his knees beside the bed, his hands resting on her naked thighs as the dress rose ever higher. 
 
    “I want to taste you.” He whispered into the faint light. 
 
    She let out a moan as she pulled the dress past her hips. 
 
    No panties. 
 
    She winked at him. 
 
    “I want that too, darling.” 
 
    With the reverence that an angel deserved he leaned down and placed his mouth over her mound. 
 
    Without delay he pushed his tongue inside her, tasting her sweetness. 
 
    His technique suffered a bit as he battled his own lust, but she was just glad to finally have his tongue working on her and was soon panting desperately as he worked to finish what she had started for herself with her fingers. 
 
    “Ah! Oh goddess! Please!” 
 
    She gripped her own hair tight with both hands and turned her head to one side as his tongue wriggled inside of her and his nose pressed against her clit. 
 
    “Enough! My love, enough, I want you, I want to feel you cum inside me!” 
 
    His mouth left her dripping pussy behind with one last lick that turned into a sucking kiss on her clit. 
 
    As her hips pressed upwards he took the opportunity to push her dress higher, revealing her stomach as he ran his tongue into the angel’s naval. 
 
    Using his powers he reached out to the other girls, before dinner he had told them what he planned, and now was the time. 
 
    With a spike of naughty desire he conveyed to them exactly what he wanted, or rather, what Volka wanted. 
 
    “Husband! I beg you! Take me now!” The Valkyrie was breathless as her wings shifted beneath her. 
 
    He chuckled and ran his tongue between her breasts, still hidden by the dress, and up her chin to her lips. 
 
    For the briefest of moments he had to pull away from her to get out of his clothes, his cock hard once more. 
 
    She sat up on one elbow, her neck straining as her other hand reached between her spread legs and parted her slick folds for him. 
 
    “Take me.” She whispered. 
 
    He did. 
 
    The urgency of his first thrust drove the air from her lungs. 
 
    He lay mostly atop her now, one hand on the bed by her neck, the other cupping her breast as he worked his hips to piston his cock in and out of her. 
 
    Her eyes rolled at the intense pleasure of her first coupling with her bond-mate and she gasped out again and again from his efforts. 
 
    “Darling, we are being watched.” 
 
    His teasing whisper was far from discreet as he plunged himself deep into her warmth, her inner muscles convulsing around his erection at his words. 
 
    Her eyes focused and she fell back on the bed, looking around to see that the other girls were scattered about the bedroom, far enough away to not intrude, but more than close enough to see everything. 
 
    “Oh! They’re watching us? They can see me?” 
 
    Her tunnel flooded with fresh desire as his cock pounded in and out of her at a steady gait. 
 
    The feeling of her bond-sisters’ eyes on her in her exposed state had her climbing the heights of ecstasy. 
 
    Ophelia spoke softly from the corner, where she held a naked and filthy Nina in her lap, paying the giant back for earlier. 
 
    “Yes we are watching you dearheart, we can see all of you. Such a naughty angel you are and everyone can see it!” 
 
    Volka let out a cry as Nameless pinched her nipple, before nestling his face into her breasts and redoubling his efforts. 
 
    “Watch me! Oh goddess! Watch me!” 
 
    Her words dropped into indecipherable moans as she thrashed her pelvis, the lips of her pussy dragging over his length as he plunged into her again and again, wet slapping noised filling the heavy air of the bedroom. 
 
    A few minutes of this and her pussy spasmed and Nameless let out a grunt as his cum spilled into the thrashing angel. 
 
    Volka screamed in simultaneous orgasm. 
 
    He drove his spurting cock into her over and over while the angel cried out her release to the whole cottage again and again. 
 
    The feel of his warm cum coating the inside of her pussy drove her wild. 
 
    Dimly, Nameless heard Nina cry out as well, an image of Ophelia’s fingers working between the giant’s legs flashed into his mind for a moment while Volka bucked beneath him. 
 
    Once the paroxysms diminished he slumped on top of her, resting his cheek on her sweaty breast, still hidden from his view. 
 
    He swallowed to moisten his dry mouth and find his voice after a moment. 
 
    “Nina came from watching us, baby.” 
 
    “Milly too!” Erica called from over by the vanity, her face wet from her efforts between the heaving Minotaur’s legs. 
 
    He chuckled, and then lifted himself up for a moment to allow Volka to adjust one of her wings. 
 
    “That was amazing baby.” 
 
    She pulled him close again, his cock still inside her. 
 
    “Yeah, it was.” Volka panted; “Allow me a moment, to savour the feel of your girth within me, then I shall tend to my beautiful sister’s needs as well.” 
 
    Nameless shuddered as his cock gradually softened inside her, then he pulled the deep v of her dress to one side, finally exposing her pink nipple to his eyes, with a quick suckle he pressed himself tighter to her flesh and spoke in a muffled voice. 
 
    “Why is it that sometimes you speak very casually, and then others you sound like you’re making declarations from a mountain top?” 
 
    Volka thought for a moment, before shrugging. 
 
    “The time I was born into was more formal, but I am adapting, would you have me use smaller words and say ‘ya’ll’ more?” 
 
    He chuckled into the swell of her breasts as he worked his sensitive cock within her, a slight stimulation as they basked in the afterglow. 
 
    “You just be you. Because you are amazing.” 
 
    She let out a sigh of satisfaction, but then her tone turned haughty. 
 
    “I am aren’t I?” 
 
    He snorted into her flesh, tickling her cleavage, then shook his head. 
 
    “No darling, I was talking to your pussy.” 
 
    With a chuckle, she stroked her fingers over his sweaty shoulders. 
 
    “Oh, are we playing again?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12: 
 
    Eviction Notice 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Okay, I think it’s safe to cross that name off the list.” 
 
    Miranda groaned and stretched while sitting on a chair in Lucinda’s kitchen, arching her back as an audible pop come from her spine. 
 
    “But that’s the last one Mistress…” Jez fretted. 
 
    The buxom cleaning lady they had shadowed for most of the night turned out to be a cleaning gentleman. Once they were close enough to investigate his assets it was a closed case and they had returned to Jez’s mom’s house in the woods even as the moon was setting and the sky was gradually brightening. 
 
    Miranda yawned and stretched again. Seeing this, the Gripau shot her tongue out to wrap around her mistress’s chest just below her breasts, once she had her wrapped up she began to rhythmically constrict the tough muscle to massage her love’s sore back. 
 
    “Yeah, I know-oh! That’s nice baby, thanks.” Miranda sighed and leaned her head back. 
 
    “Tho wha no?” 
 
    The Aegis agent’s eyes were closed but she still answered. 
 
    “Mmm, what now? It was a long shot to begin with. It’s not like a real arms dealer would be twirling her lady-mustache and otherwise being obvious. But it was better than the alternative.” 
 
    “Wha’s ahh awherahev?” 
 
    With her head still tilted back, Miranda opened her eyes and looked at the ceiling before blowing out her cheeks in a heavy sigh. 
 
    “The alternative is going over every shipping manifest for the last six months for all of the warehouses. Because the only reason I can see for an arms dealer to be here is the shipping connections. Which means we have to flag any discrepancy in the manifests. Declared weight, value, anything.” 
 
    She moaned as Jez’s tongued and hands massages her neck and shoulders even harder. 
 
    “In other words, we have a lot more long nights ahead of us.” 
 
    With a frown she glanced at the dawn light breaking through the trees on the other side of the window. 
 
    “Wha abow-” 
 
    Miranda touched the fleshy tongue under her breasts to still the Gripau’s garbled speech. 
 
    “Jez, baby, I’m at the limit of my ability to decipher what you’re saying. The girls should be awake any minute, then you and I can crash and they can start the slog.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The day after Nameless and Volka’s night together, Erica was polishing Milly’s horns, the two of them sharing a moment alone in the cottage after their daily training routine. 
 
    Erica’s ears swiveled towards the door however when she faintly heard voices and splashing from outside. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “Hmmm?” Milly still had her eyes closed with her head in the Katje’s lap. 
 
    The Katje was frozen for a second save for her ears shifting to and fro. 
 
    “That noise, there it is again!” 
 
    Milly pulled her head up and the pair stood, after a moment she heard it to. 
 
    “Let’s go see!” 
 
    It didn’t take them long to find the source of the disturbance. When they got outside they were both stunned to see the Saenga Amazons in the pond, it looked like they were trying to wash up in the frigid water through chattering teeth. 
 
    “Witch’s tits! This water is cold! Myrina are you certain this is how the human’s bathe together? Have they no hot-springs?!” Kaylee demanded. 
 
    Myrina, the oldest amongst the Amazons and their de-facto leader away from Escrya’s mother, washed herself with a serene expression on her face as she responded. 
 
    “I am certain. There is no other space large enough for us to be together. Just treat it as training, endure the water and strengthen your mind as you cleanse your body.” 
 
    All of the other Amazons glared at her, save Escrya, who tried to match the older Amazon’s demeanor out of solidarity, though her trembling lower lip gave her away. 
 
    Erica moved to shore and waved to get their attention. 
 
    “Hey girls! What are you doing? We have a shower and a bath inside!” 
 
    Both Nameless and Ophelia had made the offer when they had arrived but the Amazons refused to do anything that they perceived might be an imposition to them. 
 
    “It’s alright Erica.” Escrya smiled as she came out of the water slightly to bring her breasts into view, again though, her lip trembled as she spoke; “The women of the Saenga bathe communally, your bathing room is too small for us all. Besides, Myrina says this is training, so we endure.” 
 
    Milly shook her head uncertainly. 
 
    “Well, okay, if you’re sure. I don’t understand why you aren’t using the bathhouse though.” 
 
    The already freezing Amazons froze for a long moment. 
 
    Finally one of them looked to Myrina with narrowed eyes and spoke through gritted teeth. 
 
    “A Bathhouse? There’s a bathhouse?” 
 
    “Yeah, on the other side of town, in the woods, with big heated pools and everything!” 
 
    All eyes were boring into Myrina who no longer looked so tranquil. 
 
    She gave a nervous cough. 
 
    “I did not, uh… know that. So I guess there is no reason for us to-” 
 
    “GET HER!” Helena shouted and Myrina was suddenly beset on all sides by her angry sisters. 
 
    Paul came through the field while the Amazons were in the thick of their grand melee and gave a low whistle at the sight of so many naked women writhing together in the pond. 
 
    “I’m deliverin’ an eviction notice to you lot, you girls an’ the kid can move into the big house while I take the cottage with the view.” 
 
    Milly giggled and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. 
 
    “Hello Paul!” 
 
    “Hullo Moon-Pie, just came to say the timber for the fence is sitting in front of my barn if’n your man… wants… to… get…” His voice trailed off to nothing as he stood mesmerized. 
 
    Having finished punishing Myrina, the Amazons made their way towards shore, and their statuesque figures emerging from the water was a sight to behold. 
 
    The cold water had their lightly tanned skin glistening and tight with goose-bumps, while their nipples were similarly perky and pointing on their impressive breasts. 
 
    Paul shook himself briskly and looked away. 
 
    “Hellfire, I’ll need a dip myself in a minute!” 
 
    “What were you saying?” Erica asked absently. 
 
    She too had to tear her eyes away from the Amazons. 
 
    “The wood’s been delivered for the fence! Just came to say! Now, I have some chores that need tending, and I do mean right now!” 
 
    Paul turned and walked purposefully across the field in search of his Cockatrices. 
 
    “He sure has a lot of chores these days.” Milly giggled. 
 
    Erica chortled along with her while the Amazons were pulling their clothes on, still cursing out Myrina. The older monster had survived their assault, though she was now sporting a black eye and a distinct sulk. 
 
    “Right, well, I should go and get Master so we can get to work on the fence, thanks for the polish!” 
 
    Erica had gone back to ogling the Amazons, so Milly grabbed her face and held her cheeks to give her a solid smooch before quickly moving to the cottage to get their cart to pick up the wood. 
 
    “No problem lover. Anytime.” 
 
    A few hours later Milly and Nameless were hard at work in the field, the job would go faster with Nina’s help of course but the only things that could pull her away from her forge were food or sex. 
 
    The Amazons offered to help of course, but one thing Nameless repeatedly refused was free labour from the warrior women. 
 
    Milly drove another post home with a grunt, twisting a bit to make sure it was as deep as it could go in the holes they had dug along the line of string he and Paul had set out. 
 
    Nameless was falling behind. Milly was putting the posts into the ground, while he was going back and forth from the pallet of wood to lay the boards for the fence out, intending on nailing them in later. Of the two, her job was faster, if requiring more strength. 
 
    “So the Amazons were really in the pond?” 
 
    “Yeah! I promised them we’d bathe together tomorrow, they’re training again to warm up from the pond, poor Erica.” 
 
    He hummed in approval while he dropped more boards on the ground; of the things that weighed on him these days, the wellbeing of his protectors was a big one, though he worried less for Queen Oldeera. 
 
    It had amazed him how quickly the Hornets had built their hive, though he still wasn’t sure what they made it out of. 
 
    As for the Amazons, with the exception of Myrina they had never been out of the wilds before and so they saw no issue with sleeping outside, or bathing in frigid water apparently. 
 
    “Well, you’ll need some coins to get in. And we should definitely pay for them. If they try to argue just tell them that the cost of entry for all of them would be about the same as we get for a single bottle of your milk!” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “You can tell them yourself, I told them you’d come too!” 
 
    He dropped a board on his foot with an oath. 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “Yeah, they’re really looking forwards to it. I thought they could use a chance to relax. Is that okay Master?” 
 
    There was the faintest flutter of apprehension from her heartstone around his neck so he gave a wan smile as he rubbed at his foot. 
 
    “I suppose, we bathed with them just about every day that we were in their village, so I guess this is no different. It would be good for them to do something that will remind them of home. Plus the bathhouse is mostly co-ed anyways. I just wasn’t expecting it, that’s all.” 
 
    Milly beamed over at him before driving another post home. 
 
    To complete the fence they would need around sixty posts and three times that many boards to go between them. Initially Paul was going to pay for the whole thing, but Nameless had objected until eventually they settled on Paul paying for the wood while Nameless built the fence. 
 
    Of course, Paul ended up helping anyways, at least with the measuring and making sure that Milly knew how to make her posts go in straight. She had gotten pretty good at it, and in the time it took for Nameless to get more wood from the pallet she got two more posts in place. 
 
    When he hefted another armful of boards, sweating slightly, he absently noted that it was good to be busy, to have a big project. He hadn’t forgotten about his conversations with Paul and with Escrya the other night, and though he stopped spending his nights staring at the stars and pining, he still thought of Kar on a daily basis. 
 
    Though his night with Volka certainly helped to keep his imagination occupied, sex with her had been glorious, and he was certainly looking forwards to more. 
 
    Milly finished with her posts and he heard her stomach growl so he sent her out into the field to graze, saying that he wasn’t going to be much longer. 
 
    And indeed he wasn’t, after two more armloads, he took a long drink and surveyed their handiwork. 
 
    “I do not understand the point of this.” Escrya said from behind him. 
 
    He jumped slightly from her sudden voice. 
 
    “It’s a line, to show where one person’s land begins and another ends.” He answered. 
 
    She shook her head in amusement. 
 
    “Do you not know that already? The Saenga know where their land is, and others know because when they trespass we make them regret it.” 
 
    “It’s symbolic, like, is there a reason for all the feathers?” Nameless gave a wave at Escrya’s hair. 
 
    The Amazon smiled as she watched Milly grazing several yards away. 
 
    “I don’t know is there?” 
 
    She gently flicked the feather in his own hair and raised her eyebrow. 
 
    “Oh, um, Volka gave me this because she couldn’t give me her heartstone.” 
 
    Escrya nodded. 
 
    “This is true, and there is your answer. Before the Valkyrie fell they would gift one of their flight feathers to their bond-mates, but they would also gift the smaller feathers from their plumage to their friends. I do not know what all of the other tribes did, but the Saenga would braid these feathers into their hair.” She stroked her hand over some of her braids; “Sadly these are just simple goose feathers, a token of remembrance.” 
 
    “It’s a beautiful sentiment.” He said. 
 
    “Indeed it is, and I thank you for reminding me of it, Escrya!” 
 
    Volka called down to them from above as she landed, her wings causing the grass to flatten around them and Nameless and Escrya to shield their eyes. 
 
    Once the air stilled again they saw that she had pulled out a small tuft of golden plumage and held it between her fingers, her hand outstretched to the Amazon. 
 
    The downy feathers were small and soft, and just as translucent as the feather in his hair. 
 
    Escrya looked torn between breaking down and crying and whooping for joy. 
 
    With trembling fingers she accepted the sacred gift. 
 
    “Th-thank you, Lightbringer, this mean more to me than you can ever know!” 
 
    “As does your protection of my husband. I will gift your sisters with more of my feathers when I see them.” She gave a dramatic sigh; “I imagine by the end of the day I will look like a plucked turkey.” 
 
    “A sexy turkey.” Nameless countered with a smirk. 
 
    Not to be outdone, the Valkyrie leaned in and bit his ear, her tongue working over his lobe. 
 
    “Hmmm… gobble gobble.” Her hot breath washed over his flesh as she murmured. 
 
    Her hand shot down into his pants in full view of Escrya and without delay she pulled him by his manhood between the new posts and into the trees. 
 
    They were not even really out of sight of the amused Amazon when he learned that angels gave amazing head. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13: 
 
    Courting Cordy 
 
      
 
      
 
    The lone Hornet queen descended on Kettering, her heart aflutter with surprising nerves. 
 
    She had never been on a date before. 
 
    A blushing Cordelia had suggested it when she dropped by the bakery to finally pick up her pie, though at that point Oldeera could care less about pastry, she just wanted to see the fiery girl again. 
 
    She had desired others before this, had sent out her Hornets to bring them to her, to sate her lust and theirs to be sure, but like all monster girls there was more that she craved from them. 
 
    All of her previous paramours were good people, and all would likely have made fine bond-mates to some monster girl out there. But even with the very few of them who she allowed to touch her heartstone, she just felt there was something… lacking. 
 
    When she had heard there was a new Empath, naturally she reached out to him, as many girls would. She knew little of him before he was brought into her bower, and though she admired, respected, and even lusted after him based on what she had learned since, he still wasn’t the one who caused her heart to pound in her chest so hard she was certain those around could hear it. 
 
    Now it was the scowling face of a certain local baker’s daughter who made her nether lips moist. 
 
    But the confounded girl drove her crazy! One second she pulls away, the next she dives in for a kiss. She yells at her, and is then crying in her arms moments later. 
 
    Oldeera was a queen; she was supposed to be the capricious one! 
 
    She shook aside her reverie as Cordelia emerged from the bakery. The brunette was still wearing her blue and white apron dress, the one that had torn the other day, and she had flour on her nose and one cheek. 
 
    She started at the sight of the queen waiting for her. 
 
    “Oh! Um, you’re early. I was just about to head upstairs to get cleaned up.” 
 
    Cordelia fidgeted with her hair as she spoke, the feel of the queen’s eyes sliding over her body making her self-conscious, a fact the Hornet didn’t miss. 
 
    “You look fine honey, in fact I prefer you this way.” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed and took in the queen’s attire: she was once again dressed in her chitinous armour, though she wasn’t carrying a lance. 
 
    She shouldn’t have been surprised; when she had suggested a date, Oldeera was perplexed, and admitted she had never been on one before, something about being a queen and her girls bringing her willing suitors all the time. 
 
    “Well, I should wash my hands anyways.” 
 
    “Would you like me to wait here?” 
 
    “No, you can come up, my dad and my sisters are still inside.” She said with a quick shake of her head. 
 
    There were more than a few people on the street, and some of them were openly gaping at the sight of the queen. 
 
    Even in her armour she was a knockout, soft curves in all the right places, with her cleavage all but spilling out of her chest-plate. 
 
    Due to their wings all of the Hornet’s armour had to have the same design, shaped similar to a tube-top to leave their upper back and shoulders bare. 
 
    But while the eye-catching monster girl ignored the numerous eyes on her, Cordelia was uncomfortable at the extra attention, so bringing her inside seemed the safest choice. 
 
    She took Oldeera’s hand and pulled her around the right side of the bakery to the stairs leading to her family home. 
 
    Once inside she let out a sigh at the thought of what Kettering’s rumour mill would make of her and the Hornet queen. 
 
    The locals weren’t malicious or overly nosy with their gossip, but they weren’t shy about it either. With Nameless’s return still shrouded in mystery, everyone in town was afire with curiosity and Cordelia wasn’t keen on being pulled into the center of it. 
 
    “So this is your home? It’s very… cozy.” 
 
    The Hornet’s eyes shifted around the living room, while the girl with flour on her nose closed the door behind them. 
 
    Cordelia’s father had raised three girls here, and it showed. Strewn all around the comfortable furniture of the room were his recipe books, Christine’s textbooks, and to her utter mortification, a pile of Helen’s laundry waiting to be sorted sitting on the couch. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s kind of a mess but its home. I know it’s not what you’re used to but-” 
 
    Oldeera flapped her hand with a poo-poo gesture. 
 
    “Nonsense! It’s lovely.” 
 
    “It didn’t used to be so messy, back when mom was around. But now Christine’s always studying and dad keeps me and Helen so busy in the store...” 
 
    She was scrambling to pick socks up off the floor, but Oldeera leaned down and took her hand in hers. 
 
    “Honey, it really is okay, you weren’t expecting company. Do you really think my hive is so pristine when I’m not having someone kidnapped?” 
 
    She had pulled the smaller girl to her feet, and now they were almost nose to nose. 
 
    “Y-yeah.” 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    “Yeah I do think it’s pristine all the time. You do have a lot of hands after all.” 
 
    Oldeera wiped the flour off of her nose with her index finger, a smirk on her face. 
 
    “Fair point. Tell you what, next time you come to visit, I’ll have my girls empty my underwear drawer all over my bower!” 
 
    Cordelia snerked at the image of the Hornets deliberately making a mess in the bower, though eventually the image devolved into a topless pillow fight, the queen draped on her bed in the middle, regally presiding over the action. 
 
    She gave a quick shake to dispel the fantasy. 
 
    “Right, well, I’ll just be a few minutes.” 
 
    She escaped into the bathroom she shared with her sisters, and was even more mortified than before to see the state of the place, but shook it off as she had a quick wash. 
 
    A few minutes later she came back into the front room to see Oldeera with one of Christine’s textbooks in hand, absently flipping through the pages. 
 
    “Your sister is interested in lost technology?” 
 
    “Yeah, she wants to go to Algrade to study.” 
 
    The Hornet’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Admirable, but I hope she understands just how selective they are in taking on new students.” 
 
    Cordelia nodded. 
 
    “She knows, but it’s what she wants, and dad is really supportive so she’s going for it. She sent her application in a few weeks ago so we’re all waiting to hear.” 
 
    Oldeera set the book down gently. 
 
    “And what about you?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Your older sister strives to be a machinist, is there something you wish to do?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “Guess I’ve always assumed I’d take over the bakery from dad someday.” 
 
    The queen drifted over to her and took her hand again, playing with each of her fingers while Cordelia’s heart fluttered. 
 
    “Well, you are a gifted cook, that pie was scrumptious!” 
 
    Once again the two were very close as the queen played with her fingers. 
 
    Cordelia coughed slightly. 
 
    “So we should get going, for our d-date I mean.” 
 
    The queen tilted her head to one side with a sly smile. 
 
    “Or… you could give me the rest of the tour of your home, I would dearly love to see your bedroom honey.” 
 
    Her sweet breath washed over Cordelia’s cheeks as she leaned in, but the baker’s daughter knew that would be a very bad idea and shook her head. 
 
    “I share a room with Helen, and she’ll be coming upstairs soon.” 
 
    Oldeera’s face fell, but she quickly recovered. 
 
    “Well, then, lead the way.” 
 
    “Lead the way?” 
 
    Cordelia was still stuck on the idea of showing Oldeera her bed, so the queen flicked the pad of one finger over the girl’s nose teasingly. 
 
    “On our date, honey. I told you before I’ve never been on one, and I’m kind of curious.” 
 
    With that she backed off and Cordelia let out a shuddering breath. 
 
    “Okay, yeah! Sure, I figured we could go for a walk? That is, do you… walk?” 
 
    Oldeera laughed out loud, the warm peals filling the room. 
 
    “I do have legs honey! Or hadn’t you noticed?” 
 
    She crooked one leg out, turning her curvy thigh at the knee to give Cordelia a better look. 
 
    The Hornet queen simply didn’t know how to stop flirting. 
 
    But before Cordelia could react to the teasing display, Helen burst into the room. 
 
    “Holy crap!” She exclaimed when she stopped short of plowing into Oldeera from behind. 
 
    The Hornet queen wore a warm smile as she turned to face the youngest child. 
 
    “You must be Helen.” 
 
    Helen’s eyes were wide and her mouth agape. 
 
    “Y-yes, I’m Helen.” She leaned sideways to look around Oldeera at her sister and continued to speak through a fixed smile; “Cordelia. There’s a Hornet in our living room!” 
 
    Cordelia swore. 
 
    “She can hear you!” 
 
    “I know that!” She said defensively as her eyes flicked back to the queen. 
 
    The queen raised one eyebrow. 
 
    “Helen, as lovely as it is to meet you, your sister and I should probably leave for our date.” 
 
    Cordelia dropped her face into her palms, now the Katje was out of the bag. 
 
    Helen’s jaw dropped as she stammered for several moments. 
 
    But then surprised the queen by letting out a squealing noise and vibrating while holding both fists to her chest and stamping her feet. 
 
    “Um, what?” The Hornet blinked. 
 
    Then Helen threw her arms around the startled queen’s waist and hugged her with her face pressed sideways into her armour. 
 
    “That is so cool! I hope you have sooo much fun! Oh Christine is going to flip out when I tell her!” She let out a little gasp; “Are you going to share your heartstone with her? No wait, I’m not supposed to ask that, am I? Sorry! This is just so exciting!” 
 
    Oldeera had her arms out to either side while the young girl expressed her excitement. Then she let out a helpless laugh and returned the hug with her arms over Helen’s shoulders. 
 
    “Oh! I like her, can I keep her? Pretty please?” She looked back at Cordelia who was doing her level best not to murder her sister. 
 
    To make matters worse she could hear her father’s footsteps coming up the stairs outside, and that was yet another conversation she wanted to avoid. 
 
    So she leapt forwards and seized the queen by her hand to drag her away from Helen and outside onto the stairs where she came face to face with her startled father. 
 
    “Cordelia? What-” 
 
    “I’m going out dad! Helen’s messing with your recipe books again!” 
 
    “Oh that little-” Completely ignoring the Hornet, he pushed past them both on his way inside; “Helen! I keep telling you, not everything needs to taste like pumpkin!” 
 
    With her family distracted, Cordelia and a very amused Oldeera made their escape. 
 
    “This is so much fun! I like our date so far!” The Hornet enthused while the breathless girl had both hands on her knees panting from the sprint away from the bakery. 
 
    “It hasn’t even started yet!” 
 
    “All the same.” Oldeera casually reached out and intertwined her fingers with Cordelia’s; “I’m enjoying myself immensely.” 
 
    With a pretty blush from the young girl they went hand in hand as they continued walking through Kettering. 
 
    Once they were away from the bustle of the marketplace, Cordelia breathed a sigh of relief; the eyes of the townsfolk had followed them all the way out of town. 
 
    Seeing a couple on a date wasn’t unusual, and seeing someone on a date with a monster girl wasn’t unusual either, but Oldeera and the Amazons were a new fixture in Kettering, and the locals still weren’t used to seeing the warrior breeds in the small community. 
 
    That and nobody fully understood just why they were there to begin with. 
 
    Cordelia knew that when she got back, her entire family would ambush her, even more curious then the rest of Kettering. 
 
    They walked in silence for a few minutes before Oldeera spoke again. 
 
    “I like your family, and your home.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Cordelia mumbled, still embarrassed and eager to change the subject; “So what about you? Your home I mean?” 
 
    The queen’s cleavage swelled distractingly as she shrugged. 
 
    “Since I pledged my hive to the Aegis my home is wherever they need it to be.” 
 
    “That sounds sort of lonely.” 
 
    “We are warriors honey, don’t let the crown fool you. I chose to fight to protect monster girls everywhere, and the Aegis is the best way to do that.” 
 
    “So you’ve traveled a lot then?” 
 
    “Yes, I have been to many of the city-states. After all, you’ve seen just how fast my sweets can fly.” 
 
    Cordelia winced. 
 
    “Yeah I have, I’m still sort of queasy.” 
 
    “I am sorry about that. If I’d known-” 
 
    “It’s alright. I’m over it.” 
 
    There was a lull in the conversation. 
 
    “How about you honey? Have you traveled at all?” 
 
    Cordelia shook her head. 
 
    “No, I mean, I’ve been shopping in Wayfelt, they have more stores, and we went to Garland once when I was really little, with my mom.” 
 
    “I see, and if I might ask, where is-” 
 
    “She died, when I was seven. Wasting sickness.” 
 
    Oldeera sucked in her breath. 
 
    It was a horrible way to die. 
 
    “I am so sorry.” 
 
    “It’s alright. We, my sisters and I… mom made dad keep us away when it got really bad, I just remember her being kind of frail and tired a lot, though she was always smiling.” 
 
    Another lull as the pair walked, but then Oldeera looked around at the road.  
 
    “Where are we going anyways?” 
 
    “No clue.” 
 
    She blinked in surprise, causing Cordelia to qualify her words. 
 
    “I mean, I had a clue, but it was dumb so I changed my mind. Some date huh?” 
 
    Oldeera giggled and bumped her shoulder against Cordelia’s. 
 
    “I wouldn’t know, my ‘dates’ in the past were usually a lot more graphic than this.” 
 
    The girl blushed at the thought, remembering the heat between them in the queen’s bower. 
 
    “Yeah, I can imagine.” 
 
    Oldeera stopped walking and gave her an amused look with one eyebrow raised and one antennae lowered. 
 
    Cordelia backpedaled as she realized what she just said. 
 
    “I mean, I can’t! I don’t! You naked! I don’t imagine that!” She sputtered. 
 
    “Oh, and why not, am I not pretty?” The queen pouted. 
 
    “No! I mean, yes! You’re very pretty!” 
 
    Cordelia was completely flustered as she tried to find her way out of the hole she had inadvertently dug with her words and Oldeera grew more amused by the second. 
 
    “It’s alright honey, if it makes you feel better, I’ve imagined you naked several times now. In fact…” 
 
    The queen deliberate drew her eyes up and down Cordelia’s figure as she bit her lip. 
 
    “In fact, I’m doing it right now.” 
 
    Cordelia blush intensified and she crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    “Y-you! You’re horrible!” But despite her words she was soon laughing. 
 
    After a few more teasing digs, the queen took pity on her. 
 
    “So, where did you want to take me?” 
 
    Cordelia nervously fiddled with her hair for a moment before answering. 
 
    “Apple picking.” 
 
    “Hmmm?” 
 
    “You said you liked my pie, so I thought we’d visit the orchard. In Kettering it’s actually kind of a first date tradition. Like I said, kind of dumb.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound dumb at all! I love the idea!” 
 
    Cordelia shifted a bit in discomfort. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s just, there will be other people there, and after Helen and my dad…” 
 
    Oldeera frowned. 
 
    “Are you… ashamed to be seen with me?” 
 
    Once again Cordelia was backpedaling frantically. 
 
    “What?! No! Not that, I’m so sorry, I would never!” 
 
    With a sniffle, the Hornet queen turned her back and her bare shoulders shook. 
 
    “Oh shit! No please, Oldeera, don’t cry! I didn’t, I’m not ashamed! Why would I be?!” 
 
    But Oldeera kept her back to the girl, her shoulders still shaking. 
 
    Cordelia was growing frantic as she tried to move around her, but Oldeera kept turning away. 
 
    “Please, what can I do? Please tell me what I can do to make you believe me?” 
 
    Her shoulders stopped moving, and she mumbled something. 
 
    “What? I can’t-” 
 
    “Kiss me. Like before?” 
 
    The young woman’s heart pounded at the thought, and she was so desperate to make the queen smile again that she immediately agreed. 
 
    “O-okay, sure if that-” 
 
    Oldeera abruptly turned and gripped her cheeks, pressing their lips tight together. Though surprised, Cordelia couldn’t help but respond to the passionate embrace as she wrapped her arms around the queen and moaned into her mouth. 
 
    They stayed in each other’s arms for several minutes, their tongues dueling as their passion mounted. 
 
    It was heady, it was needy, and it was making Cordelia entirely too horny to be safe, so she finally tore her lips away with a gasp, though Oldeera buried her face in her neck as her head tilted to the side. 
 
    “Oldeera, fuck, okay. Let’s, ahh.” 
 
    The queen took a couple seconds to deliberately suck on the tender flesh of her neck and give her a nice hickey, before she pulled her face away. 
 
    “Oh I feel so much better now honey, thank you!” 
 
    The Hornet leaned back, their arms falling until they were standing apart with their hands clasped together. 
 
    “You… you were faking it just now.” Cordelia accused. 
 
    Oldeera at least had the decency to look a bit guilty, but then she winked. 
 
    “Something you should know about me honey, I’m a bit of an opportunist. I hope you aren’t too put out with me?” 
 
    She again adopted her best pouting expression, the one that made Cordelia want to suck on her bottom lip and kiss her all over again. 
 
    Cordelia struggled for a few seconds, trying to figure out whether she was mad, amused, or flattered as she pulled her hand free of the queen and rubbed her tender neck. 
 
    She shook her head and decided to take the queen’s deception as a compliment. 
 
    “Yeah, I get that impression. And no I’m not mad.” 
 
    The kiss had been good after all. 
 
    “Oh goody! Well, if anyone stares I will command them to leave. So why don’t you and I go pick some apples?” 
 
    Cordelia rolled her eyes at the bold statement, but once again took the queen’s hand to do just that. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It was late when Miranda poured herself another cup of coffee in Lucinda’s kitchen. 
 
    Whenever she closed her eyes she could see the lettering of the shipping manifests that she and her team had been poring over for the last day and a half.  
 
    At this point she was running on coffee and sheer grit. 
 
    With a shake of her head to clear the cobwebs, she turned to go back into the living room with the girls, while Lucinda had long since gone to bed. 
 
    Jan’s head had slumped down into the sheaves of paper before her and she was snoring softly, Kala was likewise asleep on the couch with papers all around her. 
 
    This kind of investigating wasn’t their area. 
 
    Meanwhile Jez and Lilly were sharing the coffee table and busily going over their own stacks of manifests. 
 
    The papers in front of Jez were in perfect order while she was humming absently. The piles in front of Lilly were a disaster but the big wolf glared at the papers doggedly, determined to suss out their secrets. 
 
    Miranda gently scratched at Jan’s ears to wake her. 
 
    “Any luck puppy?” 
 
    The Wolfen sat up quickly, eyes shooting open and a piece of paper stuck to her cheek. 
 
    “I’m didn’t sleeping!” 
 
    Miranda smirked as Jan’s tongue curled out in a yawn. 
 
    “Right. How about you Lil?” 
 
    The pack-leader growled low. 
 
    “Paper is meant for the bottom of birdcages. How can anyone hope to find anything in all-” 
 
    “Found something!” Jez shot out of her seat with several sheaves of paper in hand. 
 
    Her outcry woke Kala, who promptly rolled off the couch and onto the floor in a flurry of rustling paper before leaping to her feet, her eyes glassy. 
 
    Miranda tilted one eyebrow up at a now sheepish Lilly before turning to her smallest bond-mate. 
 
    “What have you got baby?” 
 
    “Apricots!” 
 
    Blank looks greeted her smug expression. 
 
    “Apricots?” 
 
    “Uh-huh!” 
 
    Miranda rubbed at her eyes and set her coffee down on the table. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll bite. What about apricots?” 
 
    “They’re not in season!” Jez said while waving her papers around. 
 
    There was a long pause as the other girls shared confused glances, until the froggy rolled her eyes and explained. 
 
    “They’re not in season, so how come this manifest lists a whole wack of them coming into this warehouse two weeks ago?” 
 
    Miranda took the papers, her interest piqued. The other waited while she scrutinized the shipping order, Jan’s long tongue curled out in another yawn. 
 
    But the older woman sighed and her arm dropped. 
 
    “Jez, this manifest is for canned apricots.” 
 
    The Gripau’s smile faltered and she screwed up her face as she puzzled over the problem. 
 
    “Oh… do they grow those differently?” 
 
    Jan snickered. 
 
    Miranda lifted the papers and began reading again. 
 
    “No, but canned goods keep longer so they can…” She drifted off as she flipped through the pages of the manifest. 
 
    Kala leaned over her shoulder, fully awake now though her hair was a mess from her paper pillow. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    The older woman gave a slight shake of her head at the Amazon while she read onwards. 
 
    Several minutes later she stared at her Gripau with an intense look on her face. 
 
    “Jez, where is the fourth page? The inspection report?” 
 
    The little green girl looked helplessly to the other piles of paper in front of her, then back at Miranda. 
 
    “That’s all of them, I swear!” 
 
    “What is it?” Kala repeated from behind her, insistent now. 
 
    Miranda drew in a deep breath and held up the papers for the others to see. 
 
    “The declared weight doesn’t match the number of cans, hell it doesn’t match twice this number of cans!” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “And more importantly, where is the inspection report?” 
 
    “I didn’t lose it!” Jez protested again with a stomp of one tiny foot. 
 
    Lilly patted the frog on the head as she moved to stand next to Miranda. 
 
    “No, but maybe the warehouse staff did?” 
 
    “They submitted this whole stack to the public archives, most of which are just duplicates of their own records, but misplaced the most important piece of paper in the bunch?” Miranda shook her head; “Not bloody likely.” 
 
    They were all on their feet now, eager to solve the mystery. 
 
    Staring at the page again, Miranda smiled. 
 
    “Girls, looks like we finally have a lead.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It was past sundown when Cordelia and Oldeera flew back to the bakery. 
 
    In the dark the human girl found she wasn’t so afraid of being airborne. That, and the Hornet queen stayed close to the ground and flew at a reasonable speed. 
 
    They stood at the bottom of the stairs leading to her home. 
 
    “This was, really nice.” Cordelia admitted with a coquettish look. 
 
    Her voluptuous date bit her lip. 
 
    “It was, and I would very much like to do it again sometime.” 
 
    “I’d like that.” 
 
    There was that same awkward moment again, and just as in the hive before Cordelia darted in for a kiss, but unlike last time the Hornet was ready for her and returned the kiss with vigor. 
 
    It was several minutes before they finally broke apart, and Queen Oldeera smiled coyly with their faces still close together. 
 
    “Maybe next time, our date can be a bit more… graphic.” 
 
    She ran her tongue quickly over Cordelia’s lips. 
 
    Cordelia swallowed. 
 
    “M-maybe.” 
 
    A shudder went through them both at the word, but the young girl stifled a yawn. 
 
    “But for now, I really need to go to bed! We start work early.” 
 
    “Of course honey. Sleep well, and be sure to picture me naked in your dreams.” 
 
    Oldeera gave her a saucy wink and with one last peck she flew away into the night. 
 
    It was a couple minutes before Cordelia made her way up the stairs on rubber legs with her little basket of apples, it was really late in the season so pickings had been slim. 
 
    But her blissful expression was short-lived when she opened the door and saw her family waiting to ambush her. 
 
    “You two took forever to say goodnight! How was it? Was it amazing? She’s so beautiful, I bet it was amazing!” Helen gushed. 
 
    Christine immediately followed up with questions of her own. 
 
    “So what are the Hornets doing here? What are this woman’s intentions? Is she kind to you?” 
 
    Mercifully, her father interceded on her behalf, or so it seemed. 
 
    “Girls, give her some air-” 
 
    Cordelia took a breath when her sisters backed off a bit, but then her father jumped on her instead. 
 
    “-so that she can answer some questions! Especially the one about her intentions! Remember what I said Cordy! These are Hornets, they aren’t like the local Lambdas, they’re fighters! You need to be careful.” 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    “Daaad, it’s not like that! She’s really very nice and sweet.” 
 
    “And a good kisser from what I saw!” 
 
    “Helen!” Christine admonished. 
 
    “What? She is! I mean-” The youngest daughter drew in a sharp breath as she tugged the collar of Cordelia dress to one side; “Are those hickeys?!” 
 
    Cordelia groaned as her family jumped on her again. 
 
    Outside the bakery, hovering in the air not far from the second story, Oldeera watched the drama unfold with a smile on her face before flying back to her hive. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14: 
 
    Communal 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless was hammering boards into place when Nina approached him, soot on her cheek and a small yellow bundle in her hand. 
 
    “Hey babe.” She called out. 
 
    His head tilted towards her, he was sitting cross-legged on the earth as he fumbled with the board in front of him. 
 
    Internally he was thrilled to see her acting like her old self, but externally he projected an air of nonchalance. 
 
    “Hey babe.” He responded around the nails hanging out of his mouth. 
 
    He was no carpenter but any idiot can swing a hammer, at least that’s what Paul had said. The hard part of the fence was the posts, but Milly had taken care of that in record time, the rest was just hammering the boards into place, and strength didn’t do much to make that go any faster. 
 
    “Look at you acting all tough.” She snorted even as she leaned in and kissed him on the temple. 
 
    She dropped her own hammer and placed one hand on the board to steady it for him while he set a nail in place. 
 
    Before he took up his hammer again he looked to her out of the corner of his eyes, she did seem normal again… 
 
    “I am bonded to the baddest girl around, or hadn’t you heard?” 
 
    With a few quick wacks he drove the nail home.  But when he set the next one in place Nina shifted one leg against her hammer and reached out to push the nail in with the tip of her finger, the wood squeaking in protest. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “Where were you two hundred nails ago?” He got to his feet and stretched his back with a groan; “So what’s up?” 
 
    He moved next to his bond-mate, who was now sitting on her hammer, the bundle in her lap. 
 
    “Wanted to give you my heartstone back. Maybe sit on your face for a bit.” She tossed the bundle at him. 
 
    He fumbled to catch it, but between his hammer and little basket of nails he ended up dropping everything. 
 
    Nina rolled her eyes. 
 
    “You better not have broken it.” 
 
    Nameless was going to stammer out an apology but he caught the hint of teasing amusement coming from her stone, still wrapped in the bundle at his feet, so instead he adopted a faint frown. 
 
    “You did that on purpose.” 
 
    He bent at the waist and scooped up the mystery object, wrapped in what looked like one of Ophelia’s yellow kitchen towels. 
 
    “Meh, you’re just slow. Now open your gift already or I’ll go and tackle Milly and sit on her face instead.” 
 
    He sat next to her on her hammer and she angled herself to face him, wanting to watch him unwrap the gift. 
 
    “Actually, I’m supposed to meet her and the Amazons at the bathhouse in a bit if you want to come.” 
 
    He tried to keep his tone from being too pointed; her arms and face were smeared with soot after all. 
 
    But then he felt his Gigas fighting to hide her impatience from him and turned the towel around in his hands, whatever was inside had a bit of weight to it. 
 
    “This is important to you isn’t it?” 
 
    Once again she rolled her eyes, though this time she reached over and snatched the bundle from him, quickly tearing the cloth free and dropped the shiny object in his lap. 
 
    “Don’t be mushy, this isn’t me wanting mushy. This is me wanting a firm pat on the butt and an even firmer tongue fucking. And if we need to be at the bathhouse soon then we better get on with the tongue fucking.” 
 
    He chuckled at her crass attitude but then sucked in a breath as he examined the object. 
 
    It was an ornate bracelet, set with her ruby red heartstone. 
 
    It was much smaller than the witch-charmed bracer that he had been using to hold the girl’s stones. And though it was simple in design, one solid piece of shiny metal instead of simple leather and iron, it was far more decorative. 
 
    In fact, it looked like pure silver. 
 
    “Nina… this is beautiful.” 
 
    He twisted the incredible piece in his hand, examining all of the intricate workings on its surface until his eyes fell on her heartstone. 
 
    The ruby coloured gem was deeply set on the thicker side of the bracelet, making it impossible to remove; it was centered in a raised image of Nina’s hammer, which was itself within an engraved image of Volka’s shield. 
 
    The level of detail on the shield was incredible, almost true to the real thing, which was itself very intricate in its design. 
 
    Nina didn’t bother hiding her smug satisfaction at his appreciative gaze on her work. 
 
    “I’ll admit I drew a lot of inspiration from Volka’s armour, and I wanted it to match. You looked badass when you were carrying her shield.” 
 
    She leaned her head against his shoulder, but his expression shifted to one of puzzlement as he hefted her gift. 
 
    “Where did you get all the silver? Wait, this is silver right?” 
 
    “Yeah it’s silver, and if Ophelia asks I have no idea what happened to her good cutlery.” 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    “You swiped her silverware? Are you nuts?!” 
 
    Nina took the armlet back from him and split it on nearly invisible hinges. 
 
    “Nope, just horny, now give me your wrist, your right wrist. That way you’ll think of me when you’re jerking off.” 
 
    With a roll of his eyes he held out his arm and she quickly clamped it in place with a satisfying click. Unlike the bracer it was much shorter, jewelry rather than armour and it fit very comfortably. 
 
    When he commented on the difference she let out a snort. 
 
    “Yeah it needed to be comfortable because you aren’t taking it off.” 
 
    He blinked at his new accessory while her words fully sank in. Then he brought his wrist to his face and tried to find the seam, while simultaneously working to hide his growing alarm from his giant. 
 
    She smirked, and her amusement grew by the second as he tried to figure out how to remove her gift. 
 
    “You can’t take it off, no one can. It will be with you forever, just like Milly’s braid. Well, I suppose you could try to slip it off, but then you’d have to break every bone in your hand and lose most of the skin. And yeah, you could also cut your hand off, but that would be stupid.” 
 
    She tapped her chin thoughtfully as she spoke; still amused at the panic he was desperately trying to hide from her. 
 
    Finally she relented and grabbed his wrist. 
 
    “Oh relax you dumbass.” 
 
    With a click the bracelet came free in her hand, though he had no idea how she had removed it. 
 
    “How-” 
 
    “No one can remove it… except me. As it should be, because you belong to the mountain. With this you won’t ever forget that.” 
 
    He blinked at the sudden intensity in her tone, and then wrapped one arm around her in a hug. 
 
    “You… are kind of terrifying babe.” 
 
    She nestled in close to his side. 
 
    “As it should be.” She repeated. 
 
    The snuggled together for a few minutes, then Nameless once more felt the cool metal snap into place on his wrist and he leaned down to bury his lips in her hair, while his free arm cupped one of her breasts and squeezed. 
 
    “You still want to sit on my face?” 
 
    She took a couple seconds to consider his husky offer before shaking her head against his side. 
 
    “No, the moment’s gone now. Missed your chance. Oh well.” 
 
    Once again feeling her teasing through her heartstone on his wrist, he made to stand and spoke with great exaggeration. 
 
    “Alright, I’d better get back to work on the fence then.” 
 
    Nina sighed. 
 
    Nameless stared up at the sky; she’d taken him to the ground very quickly. 
 
    He took a couple seconds to catch his breath and get his bearings, and then tilted his head up when he heard rustling fabric… to see her pulling her shorts down and off her legs. 
 
    “Erica was right. I should have made it a cock-ring. That would’ve shown you.” She muttered even as she deliberately plopped her naked privates onto his surprised face. 
 
    Whatever his response might have been was smothered by the folds of her juicy little pussy, so instead he slipped his tongue out and gave her what she was after. 
 
    She sighed happily as her eyes closed and her head tilted back. 
 
    “Ahh… good boy.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Cordelia was wrapped in a towel as she made her way into the public bathhouse outside Kettering. 
 
    She could have bathed at home of course, but with two sisters she never got to soak for as long as she liked, and the spacious heated pools were always a welcome change from the Loskin’s squat tub. 
 
    And certainly worth the measly ten coins it cost for entry, though she could have spent more for a private tub. 
 
    The cheaper co-ed pools were busiest in the mornings and evenings, and since she didn’t want to get dragged into any gossip involving her and her new girlfriend she opted to bathe later in the afternoon. 
 
    She had her head in the clouds after her date with Oldeera the previous night and longed for a good bath to bask in the bubbly new feelings the monster girl brought out in her. 
 
    With a happy sigh she acknowledged that, although Brandon had been her boyfriend for years, she had never felt like this with him! 
 
    But her anticipation of a long relaxing soak was squashed when she pushed aside the curtain and saw that the pool was full of naked Amazons. 
 
    The noisy girls appeared to be enjoying the heated water immensely, while Cordelia stood frozen in the entryway. 
 
    New to her passion for the female form, she couldn’t help but drink in the sight of the flawless nudity before her for a couple seconds. Who knew she had a weakness for tall girls? 
 
    Shaking off her sudden befuddlement she quickly turned to leave before any of them noticed her, but did an abrupt face-plant into a Minotaur’s naked breast, her cheek pressing against Milly’s pink nipple. 
 
    “Oh! Hello Cordelia, here for a bath? I’m sure one of the girls would be happy to wash your back!” 
 
    Milly’s bright smile had the poor girl feeling decidedly trapped now, that and her words had caught the attention of the Amazons. The last thing the feisty girl wanted was to look like she was running away. 
 
    So she turned and faced the curious faces of the warriors, then coughed and tried to act like being in a bath with so many muscular women was nothing new for her. 
 
    “Of course. I was going to wash Milly’s anyways, she trained hard and we can’t have her getting all stiff!” One of the girls, she was pretty sure her name was Myrina, said. 
 
    Without saying anything in response Cordelia slipped out of her towel and quickly into the waist deep water, fortunately one of the other Amazons distracted Myrina’s attention. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s for her husband! Getting stiff I mean!” 
 
    Milly blushed at the teasing words, but was otherwise unfazed as she too sank into the water. 
 
    “He is very good at it.” She said with a smug look before letting out a deep low as the heat of the water flowed over her muscles. 
 
    Boisterous laughter followed her words, though the woman who initially began the teasing let out a groan. 
 
    “Don’t rub it in Milly! I have yet to find any man in this place worthy enough to couple with! Although… I had heard that there is a girl in town brave enough to court a Hornet hive.” 
 
    Cordelia sank deep into the water to hide her breasts while pretending not to notice the Amazons’ curious, and even hungry, looks. 
 
    Fortunately their ardent stares were drawn away as another spoke up. 
 
    “Bah! We should all be finding Escrya someone to bed! She is far too pure for a warrior!” 
 
    One of the others gestured at the ice-blue eyed girl as she spoke. 
 
    The Amazon in question was rubbing a cloth over her shoulder and down her arm and Cordelia was surprised to see her cheeks flush at the words. 
 
    The girl who had just been complaining let out a guffaw. 
 
    “No need, we all know who she’s after! She was all over Milly’s husband back home! Not to mention on the trip here!” 
 
    The young Amazon’s blush deepened as more laughter followed, even Milly joining in with a giggle. 
 
    Escrya tossed her washcloth at the teasing woman who turned her face away from the soapy splatter even as she caught the wet fabric. 
 
    “Were any of us not so taken with him?” The young Amazon challenged. 
 
    Cordelia’s ears perked up, like everyone else in town she was dying to know some of the details of Nameless’s adventures. 
 
    In fact, she was so curious she braved a question of the steamy room. 
 
    “Wh-where is your home?” 
 
    Several Amazons turned to face her and she couldn’t help but shrink further into the bath. 
 
    “She speaks! Sisters! Perhaps we have a chance with her after all!” 
 
    “Enough of your teasing Kaylee.” Myrina spoke up while massaging a blissful Milly’s shoulders; “Our village is in what you call the wilds, far to the east, little one.” 
 
    Cordelia’s eyes widened. 
 
    He went into the wilds?! 
 
    She shifted upwards in her eagerness to learn more, her breasts coming back out of the water. Kaylee and a few of the others took the opportunity to ogle her but she was too engrossed to care. 
 
    “But then… why are you here?” 
 
    She was surprised at the sudden somber atmosphere that descended at her simple question. 
 
    Myrina paused in her work as the Minotaur’s blue eyes opened and looked at Cordelia, sadness heavy on her features. 
 
    Escrya broke the silence, her voice like a clear bell. 
 
    “The same reason our war-sister Milly trains so hard: To keep our Valkyrja-datta safe.” 
 
    Her words settled the issue, and Cordelia recalled Oldeera telling her about his friend being murdered, so she didn’t dare follow that line of questioning. 
 
    After a few moments, when conversation resumed, she tried another. 
 
    “You’ve called him that before. Valkyrja… That’s because he saved that Valkyrie somehow right?” 
 
    Once again she was surprised at the reaction she got, though this time it was the opposite. One of them was washing below her breasts, her tit-flesh wobbling while she worked, but she paused and smiled brightly at Cordelia. 
 
    “Yes! He brought the Lightbringer back to us, and so we love him most dearly!” 
 
    They were all beaming and nodding their enthusiastic agreement. 
 
    Kaylee abruptly stood, water sleuthing off her nakedness as Cordelia’s eyes boggled. 
 
    “We love him, to be sure, but Escrya loooooves him!” 
 
    The Amazon threw her arms in a hug around herself while she mocked the youngest warrior and the others laughed. 
 
    Cordelia even chortled a bit herself, but her laughter turned into a short scream when Escrya launched herself fist first at the teasing woman, the pair disappearing under the water with a chaotic splash. 
 
    All around her the other Amazons stood and were cheering on the action, the combatants barely visible as they wrestled in the water like two angry pythons. 
 
    Cordelia’s heart was pounding from the sudden fight before her, but with a tolerant sigh, Milly sloshed her way over to the bug-eyed baker’s daughter and slipped down next to her. 
 
    “Don’t worry, this is normal. Watch.” 
 
    They sat together as the conflict escalated, Kaylee popping out of the water briefly only to drive her full weight down on her opponent with a sharp battle-cry. 
 
    Normal or not, it was very violent. 
 
    Only a few feet away from her, it was far closer than Cordelia would prefer and more than once the sloshing water splashed at her face and caused her to blink and flinch. 
 
    Fortunately it was just as Milly said: a short time later a very smug Kaylee, now sporting a bloody lip, held Escrya in a headlock which the red-faced girl struggled in vain to break free of. 
 
    Finally Escrya stilled and with reluctance patted at Kayla’s arm in submission. 
 
    A few moments later and the pair were clasping their arms together and embracing as if the fight had never happened. 
 
    When they broke apart, Kaylee pressed her split lip out with her tongue and gingerly poked at the cut with her thumb. 
 
    “Nice blow there teller, but you didn’t follow through.” 
 
    Myrina agreed as everyone settled back into the water. 
 
    “Yes, you should have immediately gone for the arm bar, taken control of the fight early on.” 
 
    The young Amazon dismissed the advice with a wave of her hand. 
 
    “Meh, I wanted to drown her, not kill her.” 
 
    Once again laughter filled the room, though Cordelia did not join in this time. 
 
    “You still want someone to wash your back?” 
 
    She flinched as she noticed that one of the other Amazons had settled beside her without her noticing. 
 
    Her offer seemed genuine and harmless enough, but the young woman was still flustered from the fight. 
 
    “Er, no thanks I’m-” 
 
    But Milly interrupted her before she could finish her refusal. 
 
    “You really should Cordelia, Helena gives good back rubs!” 
 
    The Amazon cocked her eyebrow at her, a smile on her face. 
 
    Not wanting to appear rude, especially after Milly’s enthusiastic endorsement, she acquiesced. 
 
    “Oh, um, alright I guess. Thank you.” 
 
    With surprising gentleness, the Amazon turned her in the water and ran a washcloth over her shoulders and back. 
 
    “Think nothing of it.” 
 
    “My sister’s name is Helen.” She mumbled as she felt the woman’s strong hands grip the muscles of her shoulder and massage them through the wash cloth. 
 
    “Oh? Well, I am Helena, close enough I suppose.” Then she let out a noise of appreciation; “You have such soft skin, little one.” 
 
    Despite her initial trepidations, the young woman felt more than a little flattered at the kind words, none of her old boyfriends had ever said she had nice skin. 
 
    But though the woman’s kind words and talented hands were quickly reducing her to butter, Cordelia stiffened right up when she spoke again. 
 
    “And good breasts as well, small, but a fair handful each, just how I like them.” 
 
    A flutter in her lower belly caused her hands to cover her breasts reflexively and she looked over her shoulder to see if the warrior woman was teasing her. 
 
    But Cordelia found nothing but a warm smile as Helena washed and massaged her back, so she worked to try to be polite with the strangely forward women. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess, yours are nice too. You know, big and stuff.” 
 
    She had bathed with other women before, and she had certainly heard them talking about one another’s’ bodies, but this was a bit more… intimate. 
 
    Especially when the woman pressed her big breasts against her back as she began to wash her hair for her. 
 
    “You need not be so fearful, I will not gobble you up. Milly says that you are her friend, and that makes you our friend as well, as such you will come to no harm in our company, in fact, we would lay down our lives in your defense.” 
 
    Cordelia blinked at the oddly flattering statement. The Amazon’s promise made it seem like she was special somehow, worthy of their protection. 
 
    “That’s just about the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.” She said without thinking. 
 
    Once again she relaxed under the kindly Amazon’s ministrations. 
 
    Then a male voice broke into the room and she let out a squeak of surprise. 
 
    “My Minotaur, always in a rush to get into the water. We hadn’t even finished getting a head count for the lady at the counter and poof! Amazons and Minotaurs alike, gone!” 
 
    A hail of welcomes sounded as Nameless came in. 
 
    Cordelia flushed at the sight of him, mercifully he wore a towel around his waist, but though this was the co-ed section and everyone was naked, she felt particularly exposed around him. 
 
    And just like when she had seen him on his first day back, she couldn’t keep herself from examining his physique. 
 
    “How did he get all of those scars?” She muttered to herself. 
 
    Helena heard her and gave a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Because we failed him, though you will not hear him say it.” 
 
    “Oh! I’m sorry I didn’t-” 
 
    “What’s this? Where is that mighty snake of yours? Or are you suddenly shy now Valkyrja-datta?” 
 
    Kaylee’s demanding eyes were locked on his crotch through his towel. 
 
    Cordelia was aghast: it was one thing with another woman, but this?! 
 
    Nameless’s eyes widened at the direct question but he shook his head ruefully and replied. 
 
    “Nope, I just don’t want to start a riot if you all made a play for my junk. Someone might get hurt.” 
 
    The Amazons laughed uproariously while he slipped out of the towel and into the water. 
 
    “He has the measure of you Kaylee!” 
 
    He sloshed over towards Milly, but then spotted Cordelia, whose face just kept getting redder. 
 
    “Cordelia? Sorry, I didn’t see you there. I can leave if you like?” 
 
    With Helena still washing her hair, her breasts were exposed above the water, but to his credit not once did his eyes look away from hers. 
 
    To her detriment though, for the briefest of moments her eyes flickered down to the distorted image of his penis under the water. 
 
    Mighty snake indeed! 
 
    “N-no it’s fine.” She squeaked. 
 
    Mentally she kicked herself; she hated it when she stammered. 
 
    “Alright, well, uh, it’s good to see you.” 
 
    He smiled at her as he joined Milly, the pair exchanging a loving, if more or less chaste, kiss. 
 
    “Okay, so Kaylee’s bleeding and Escrya’s sulking. What drama did I miss?” 
 
    The Amazons laughed, and even Escrya smiled at the slight jab. 
 
    “A contest to see who would massage your weary shoulders!” Kaylee said. 
 
    Milly wrapped both arms around his back and pulled him tight to her chest. 
 
    “Yes, and I won, by knockout if necessary.” 
 
    While the girls were still chuckling at Milly’s possessive behaviour, the little red Gigas came in. 
 
    Completely nude, she walked right to the edge of the water and considered the Amazons, before pointing out several of them. 
 
    “You four, on me.” 
 
    She set her hammer down on the edge and did a belly flop with a resounding smack that made Cordelia wince. 
 
    The Amazons she had indicated laughed some more, before moving over to firmly massage all four of her limbs when she resurfaced. 
 
    “As entitled as a Dragon this one.” 
 
    Nina groaned in satisfaction. 
 
    “As it should be.” 
 
    Nameless smirked as he watched the women surround Nina. 
 
    “Well, you did force the issue back in your village.” He observed before looking to the Gigas now floating flat on her back; “Hey Nina, a little late, but this manacle you clapped on me can get wet right?” 
 
    He held up his right wrist which was adorned with a beautiful silver bracelet. 
 
    “Yeah ‘is fine, Gigas made.” She slurred as the Amazons pampered her.  
 
    “Good to know.” He said with a sigh as Milly began to rub his shoulders and he leaned back into her breasts. 
 
    Cordelia watched all of this with wide eyes, Helena once again washing her back. It was like… being a guest in someone else’s family, she hardly knew any of them but she felt welcome all the same. 
 
    The various conversations resumed, fortunately the Amazons had mellowed a bit and there were no more fist fights. 
 
    “I am curious; you came of age alongside our Valkyrja-datta did you not?” 
 
    Helena had finished rinsing her hair and back, and moved on to massaging Cordelia’s shoulders even as she asked the question. 
 
    “Ah, yeah, well actually no. He was a year or so ahead of me in school.” 
 
    “I see, and how many winters have you weathered then?” 
 
    “I turn nineteen in a couple months.” 
 
    “An adult, by the standards of Kettering?” She pressed. 
 
    Cordelia felt that same flutter in her belly, just like when Oldeera had cornered her in the bakery. 
 
    “Yes, I’m an adult. Why?” She spoke cautiously. 
 
    Helena smiled as she felt the young woman tense up beneath her hands yet again. 
 
    “Fear not, little one! As I said, we will not prey on you should you not desire it, well, Kaylee might, but you have enough fire in your belly to hold her at bay, we all saw it when we questioned you about your ‘pie’.” 
 
    “Um, thanks?” 
 
    The woman chuckled warmly as she finished with her massage. 
 
    “You are most welcome. And now I proclaim your back to be clean!” 
 
    Cordelia rolled each of her shoulders and let out a sigh of contentment, just as Milly said it had been a great massage, but then she worried about appearing rude. 
 
    With another tummy flutter she gathered her courage and spoke with a blush. 
 
    “Thanks for that. Would you l-like me to do your back now?” 
 
    Helena gave her a long look, a smile creeping over her features as one eyebrow rose and her voice turned husky. 
 
    “You wish to court me little one? And here I thought that since you had spurned Kaylee’s advances I had no chance.” 
 
    Cordelia’s swallowed her panic at the woman’s words, but fortunately the Amazon took pity on her with a chuckle. 
 
    “It is alright, we are not so cut off from the human world as to believe that you would all understand our courtship rituals! I am neither offended, nor disappointed. I will tell you though, for your own betterment, that if a Saenga Amazon helps you bathe, it is an invitation, and should you return the favour in kind, it is considered an expression of mutual attraction.” 
 
    The poor girl was pale from the social misstep, but once again Helena put her at ease by winking as she continued. 
 
    “That or you can kill a wild boar, put its head on your spear, and leave it before my hut- Oh, no wait... That is a marriage proposal, isn’t it? Or is it a declaration of war?” 
 
    She put one finger to her cheek and adopted a comically befuddled expression. 
 
    Cordelia’s eyes narrowed, and then she smiled and playfully splashed some water at the woman, the droplets playing down the valley between the Amazon’s breasts as she fought not to stare. 
 
    “You’re messing with me.” She accused. 
 
    But Helena slipped one finger under her chin, raising her face slightly, before leaning in to kiss her on the cheek right beside her mouth. 
 
    The young girl’s heart hammered in her chest. 
 
    Afterwards, the Amazon shifted herself upwards and kissed her forehead, giving her an eyeful of her cleavage, before ruffling her damp hair and drifting back in the water, her eyes hooded. 
 
    “Perhaps, or perhaps our dance has already begun. After all, we monster girls are ever on the hunt for a bond-mate, which is why our Valkyrja-datta is so popular, as he can bond with any-” 
 
    “Helena! T’kael!” Myrina leapt to her feet as her commanding voice rang out in a strange tongue. 
 
    Cordelia started at the noise and the bathhouse was suddenly very quiet, for a moment she saw a mixture of fear and remorse in the eyes of the Amazon in front of her. 
 
    “Forgive me, War-sister. I got caught up in the chase.” Helena lowered her head at the stern rebuke. 
 
    For Cordelia, that feeling of being a guest in the family rapidly dissipated as it became apparent that there was a major secret that she was not privy to. 
 
    “What… is going on?” She spoke carefully as she looked around the pool. 
 
    Surprisingly, the wary Amazons all looked to Nameless. 
 
    “Myrina, girls, it’s alright. No harm done. It’s been a stressful couple weeks, you all need this, don’t let a little slip ruin anything.” 
 
    Myrina’s frown had not diminished as she tilted her head and used her eyes to indicate Cordelia meaningfully before looking back to Nameless. 
 
    He sighed and likewise looked to the nervous brunette, for a long moment he simply stared at her with one hand on his forehead. 
 
    “Cordelia, I’m sorry about the outburst. I’m afraid that in our adventures we brushed up against some… information that the Aegis would prefer stayed a secret. Helena just made a little slip, I know it will be really hard, but it would be best if you just put it out of your mind for now. It’s nothing personal and I hope it doesn’t colour your opinion of the Saenga, as they are some of the truest friends that I have ever known.” 
 
    She considered what he said for a long moment, his face was open and completely earnest. She had been lied to before, and felt like she had a good handle on when someone was pulling her leg, and he wasn’t. 
 
    Cordelia looked to Helena, and once again saw that remorse in her eyes, so despite his words she still felt uncomfortable. 
 
    “I… I should probably go.” 
 
    The Amazon hung her head again as Cordelia slipped out of the water and donned her towel. 
 
    “Twice now I have failed you.” 
 
    Helena’s voice was miserable as the girl fled the pool. 
 
    Nameless stood in the water and sloshed over to her, one hand settling on her naked shoulder. 
 
    “I doubt you’ve ever failed anyone in your life.” When she didn’t respond to his forgiving words he sank into the water again and tried to get her to meet his eyes; “Helena, five girls bonded to me? People aren’t stupid, so it will come out someday, please don’t beat yourself up about it. Cordelia, she’s a good person, and I very seriously doubt she’s going to run off and tell everyone my secret.” 
 
    Cordelia had stopped to fix her towel just in the hall as she exited the pool. 
 
    And overheard everything he said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15: 
 
    Bad Girls 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the drama in the bathhouse, Nameless, Milly and Nina returned to the cottage and settled into the living room to wait on dinner, Ophelia working in the kitchen. 
 
    But the drama wasn’t over for the day. 
 
    “Nina?” Ophelia’s voice was neutral. 
 
    “Yeah babe?” 
 
    The Gigas had basically claimed the recliner as hers by that point. Nameless didn’t know if it was an instinctual thing for her to want the biggest chair, or if she just liked it. 
 
    Either way it was where she was sitting when Ophelia continued. 
 
    “I can’t help but notice… that our bond-mate has a new piece of jewelry, silver jewelry. And all of my good silverware is gone.” 
 
    Nina shrugged, not looking even the least bit guilty. 
 
    “Weird. Oh well.” 
 
    The Flutterby was obviously frustrated by Nina’s lack of response, but then Nameless caught a sense of wicked cunning from her heartstone and he was suddenly more than a little nervous. 
 
    There was a choked sniffle from the kitchen, followed by a sob as Ophelia slumped against the table. 
 
    Now Nina took notice. 
 
    She stood up in the recliner, and looked over the back at Ophelia who was hunched over the kitchen table, apparently crying. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    A trace of alarm was in the giant’s voice at the sudden display of emotion. 
 
    “That w-was my grandmother’s cutlery, s-she gave it to me b-before she…” 
 
    Ophelia sobbed again, one of her kerchiefs held to her nose. 
 
    Nameless grimaced. Despite her outward appearance of sorrow, the Flutterby’s heart was feeling nothing but glee at the stricken look on Nina’s face. 
 
    “And you d-don’t even c-care! You brute!” 
 
    The Gigas squirmed in distress. 
 
    “Oh shit. Ophelia! I swear didn’t know. I am so sorry!” 
 
    But the Flutterby’s histrionics increased dramatically as she gripped her hair and wept on. 
 
    “No y-you aren’t! How could you?! How could you take that from me? It was all I had left of my beloved nim-nam!” 
 
    She sobbed out the last ridiculous words while dramatically gesturing with her handkerchief. 
 
    “I am sorry, I swear, I am! What can I do?! Just tell me what to do!” 
 
    Nina’s face was a much paler shade of red as she leaned forwards on the back of the recliner, the chair creaking as it tilted backwards while she tried to apologize for stealing the fake heirlooms. 
 
    Though Nameless found it painful to watch, he couldn’t look away. 
 
    With sudden speed, Ophelia rushed from the kitchen to seize the back of the recliner and pull it hard, the unexpected extra weight causing the heavy chair to overturn and spill the stunned giant on to the floor. 
 
    Rolling over to lie flat on her back, Nina looked up at her assailant with wide eyes. 
 
    “Ophelia wha-” 
 
    But her protestations were muffled when Ophelia abruptly hiked up her dress and sat on her face, her skirt billowing out around her as she pressed her lace covered mound into Nina’s nose. 
 
    “Shhhh, no more talking. Naughty little giant.” 
 
    Her false emotions gone, she wiggled her hips a bit with a frown and then hopped up and down, bouncing her privates on her bond-sister’s mouth. 
 
    “You see dearheart, this is what could happen when you take people’s things without asking. As it so happens, I picked that set up in the market before we left to find Volka, for a fairly reasonable price actually. But although it held no real sentimental value, you didn’t know that, did you?” 
 
    Nina’s muffled voice briefly protested from beneath her. 
 
    Bounce. Bounce. Bounce. 
 
    “Hush dear, mummy’s talking.” 
 
    It was at that moment that Erica and Volka came in from outside. 
 
    “Well that’s one I haven’t heard of.” Erica remarked carefully as Ophelia continued to lecture Nina while bouncing on her face. 
 
    Volka wore a disturbed look. 
 
    “And with good reason I think.” 
 
    Ophelia smiled up at them sweetly. 
 
    “The point, dearhearts, is that if one behaves like a child then mummy will treat them as such.” She let out a gasp as Nina did something beneath the skirt of her dress. “Oh! Oh my…” 
 
    Nameless chuckled as he went into the kitchen. 
 
    “I don’t remember this treatment from when I was a kid.” 
 
    “Yes well, you were much more well-behav- Ow! No biting!” 
 
    She sat up to pull her sensitive flesh away from the giant’s teeth for a moment before bouncing back down. 
 
    “Guess I should have acted out more.” Nameless smirked. 
 
    After a few more bounces for good measure she climbed off of Nina’s face and fixed her dress while the Gigas stared at her with wary eyes. 
 
    “So… nim-nam?” 
 
    “Never knew her.” 
 
    Nina’s lips pursed in thought. 
 
    “And here I thought I was the badass. Emotional warfare… pretty horrific.” 
 
    The Flutterby’s look softened and she extended her arm down to help the girl to her feet. 
 
    “Dearheart, it is a lovely piece of jewelry, and I am very happy that you were able to finish it for him…” 
 
    Before Nina could say anything in response though, Ophelia caused her to squeak by shoving her face right in front of the giant’s with her hands on her hips. 
 
    “But if you steal from my kitchen again, I will put you over my knee and break every spoon in this house on your indestructible hiney!” 
 
    Nina took a moment to mull over her words before nodding. 
 
    “That’s fair. How about I promise to make you some new cutlery, and you promise never to call yourself ‘mummy’ again?” 
 
    It was Ophelia’s turn to look thoughtful. 
 
    “That sounds reasonable. I didn’t care for the last set anyways, two clunky. Make me something dainty?” She blinked coquettishly at her bond-sister. 
 
    Then yelped as Nina suddenly goosed her. 
 
    “You got it toots.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After dinner Volka and Milly went out to visit with the Amazons while Ophelia and Nina were deep in discussion in the kitchen regarding the Flutterby’s new cutlery. 
 
    Meanwhile Nameless sat on the loveseat with Erica stretching herself over his lap purring intensely. 
 
    But she wasn’t napping. Instead she absently kept reaching one hand up to bat at the feather in his hair. 
 
    “You are being a naughty kitty.” He murmured as he ran his hand up her shirt, giving her breasts a firm grope. 
 
    “Mmmm, yes lover I am. Maybe you should spank me?” 
 
    He chuckled, it certainly wasn’t the first time she had asked for it. 
 
    “Maybe I should.” 
 
    Surprised by his words her ears tilted back towards him. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “If that is what you want.” 
 
    “Oh! Kitty wants!” 
 
    “Mmmm, you know, when Nina gave me this bracelet, she said you wanted it to be a cock-ring. I think I should punish you for that.” 
 
    She all but vibrated at his words, wiggling in his lap as he continued to massage her breasts between tweaking her erect nipples. 
 
    His forearm had worked her long shirt up enough to reveal her naval, which meant that her black and purple panties were naked to his gaze, and her tanned flesh broke out in delicate goosbumps from the hunger in his eyes. 
 
    He hooked his thumb through the waistband and tugged her panties down slightly, revealing her naked pussy to him. He slipped his entire hand into her underwear, palming her heated sex before sliding his finger between her moist folds. 
 
    “Tsk, look at how wet you are, naughty kitty!” 
 
    He pulled his hand out and brought his wet finger to his lips to taste her juices. 
 
    “Mmmm, I am a bad kitty Master! I deserve to be punished…” 
 
    “Roll over.” 
 
    She was quick to comply and he pulled her shirt up more to reveal her arched back and then worked her panties down past her hips as she squirmed to help him. 
 
    With her perfect butt naked to the air he took a few moments to admire it, giving each globe a healthy stroke and squeeze. She began to purr again at his affections, but her purr turned into a startled yowl when he brought his hand down with a resounding crack, her butt jiggling from the impact. 
 
    Nina and Ophelia had long since given up on the cutlery talk. Instead they were watching the action from the kitchen, after a time though they shared a look with Nameless and left the cottage to join their other bond-sisters. 
 
    It was Erica’s turn. 
 
    “You like that baby?” 
 
    Another smack. 
 
    “You like to be punished?” 
 
    “Ah! Yes lover!” 
 
    He gave her tushy two more swats. 
 
    “Master.” He corrected with a tsking noise; “You are getting a spanking after all.” 
 
    Her head turned and he saw one green eye gazing at him hungrily. 
 
    “Master, please, punish me some more.” 
 
    He raised his hand to do just that but paused even as she flinched involuntarily. 
 
    “Hmmm, I don’t know. What’s in it for me?” 
 
    He lowered his hand and began to stroke her reddening ass cheeks while he pondered the answer to his own question. 
 
    “Wh-whatever you want baby, just spank me!” 
 
    He gave her a light swat, just a quick reminder. 
 
    “…Master.” She corrected herself this time. 
 
    “I’m not sure what I want. Make me an offer?” 
 
    He pulled her tail in his clenched fist, the sleek fur slipping through his hand as she purred in his lap. 
 
    “I’ll suck your cock Master!” 
 
    But he shook his head, gripping her tail tighter and pulling slightly harder, the dark fur sliding less easily as she squirmed from the tugging pressure on her tailbone. 
 
    “No, not that I wouldn’t love that, but you’ll suck my cock for free! I can’t even count the number of times I’ve woken up with my dick in your mouth.” 
 
    He was watching her closely as she let out a plaintive yowl from his hold on her tail, he didn’t actually want to hurt her. 
 
    “The same could be said about that tight little pussy of yours. Oh dear, what to do?” He gave a couple more firm tugs as she writhed in his lap. 
 
    “My b-butt! You can put it in my butt lov-Master!” 
 
    Now it was his turn to shudder, his erection was pushed into the warm flesh of her stomach from how she was lying across his lap. 
 
    He hadn’t crossed that particular line with any of the girls yet. But, though he was interested, he feigned otherwise. 
 
    “I don’t know… one of the others would probably…” 
 
    He trailed off and his heart melted when her yowls became even more plaintive, so he made her a counter-offer. 
 
    “Maybe if you can take say, ten more swats to your naughty backside, then I’ll reward you by putting it in your ass?” 
 
    She nodded emphatically, a win-win in her mind, but she wasn’t about to say anything. Instead she arched her back and wiggled her naked ass for him. 
 
    “Count them down for me kitty.” 
 
    Again without warning his palm came down on the tanned skin of her ass, the dancing jiggle of the flesh a pleasure to behold. 
 
    “O-one!” She cried out. 
 
    He stroked his palm over the cheek he had just struck, soothing her skin for her. 
 
    At the same time he used his empathic abilities to push his own arousal into her mind so that she could feel both sides of the erotic spanking. 
 
    It was perhaps a little too effective. 
 
    With the next swat she came immediately, all but drooling on the loveseat while she yowled in ecstasy. 
 
    He gave her a few seconds, once more rubbing her cheek while she spasmed in his lap, gasping at the unexpected release. 
 
    “I can’t hear you kitty.” 
 
    It took her a second to draw in a shuddering breath. 
 
    “One a-and a half.” 
 
    Greedy cat. 
 
    Several minutes later he was scratching her ears as she sobbed from the overstimulation of the extended spanking. 
 
    “That’s my girl. You took it like a good kitty. Are you ready for your reward now? Or is it my reward, I don’t even know anymore.” 
 
    Still gasping, she nodded. 
 
    “I need to hear you say it, silly Katje.” He chuckled. 
 
    It took her a couple moments to regain control of her breathing before she was able to respond. 
 
    “Put it in my butt Master. I’m ready, please!” 
 
    He was way past ready, the heat of the long foreplay had his cock straining against her stomach through his pants. 
 
    His heart fluttered at the thought of what was about to happen, but he still managed to keep his voice steady for her. 
 
    “Okay, but first, you’ll need to get me nice and wet for you. Get down on your knees.” 
 
    At his command she slid off of the loveseat and onto the floor. 
 
    With shaky fingers she undid his pants and freed his aching member only for it to quickly disappear past her lips in one fluid motion when she took him down her throat. 
 
    The hot wet heat of her mouth had him groaning while she pressed her nose into his pelvis and he scratched her ears. 
 
    One thing all of the girls knew about their man, he loved to have his cock sucked. 
 
    She took a few seconds to savour the feel of her master’s power in her mouth before pulling him out until just the tip was held between her lips. She used her tongue to tease his head for a couple seconds before rapidly bobbing back down on his cock, taking him all the way each time as he groaned from the incredible sensation. 
 
    “Good, oh fuck kitty, that’s too good! But it’s enough for now, I promise I’ll cum in your mouth later. Right now I want to fuck that tight ass of yours.” 
 
    She moaned around his girth, reluctant to release him from her mouth but desperately needing his length elsewhere. 
 
    With an audible pop she let his cockhead go, one hand now working her saliva around his length. 
 
    She looked him right in the face before spitting on the head of his dick. 
 
    “Master, your cock is ready, now will you please fuck your kitty’s ass?” 
 
    The quick blowjob had him on the edge, and the way she fluttered her lashes and begged for it nearly drove him over. 
 
    “Bend over, baby, fuck, bend over, quick!” 
 
    He stood up as she scrambled on all fours back onto the loveseat. She was at an angle so he had to rest one knee on the cushion beside her feline calf, both of them swept up by their growing passion. 
 
    He moved into position behind her, briefly leaning down to lubricate her ass with broad licks from his tongue before standing again and hunching slightly to get his rod into position between her cheeks. 
 
    “Master, this isn’t my first time, so you don’t need to be overly ge-” 
 
    She let out a yowl when he gripped her hip with one hand while he used the other to press his cockhead to her pucker and force it several inches deep with a brutal thrust. Her tail puffed up from the shock and swished to and fro against his chest and stomach as she tried to catch her breath. 
 
    Nameless groaned at the feel of her ring around his shaft and the pillowy-soft heat of her insides around his cockhead. Everything about the situation had him at his most dominate, so he gripped the back of her head with one hand, forcing her face down and into the cushions while his other hand seized her tail at the base. 
 
    “Baby, we are way past gentle.” 
 
    With her yowls muffled by the loveseat, he pulled out only to rapidly push back inside her, even deeper this time. 
 
    “Take that big dick.” He grunted between clenched teeth. 
 
    He slammed into her three times in rapid succession, each time going deeper until on the last thrust his balls smacked into her dripping pussy. Once he had bottomed out he let up the pressure on her head a bit, so she could turn her face and let out a breath in a shudder. 
 
    “Harder Master, take me hard, use me until you cum!” 
 
    He moaned. 
 
    “Won’t be long baby, you’re ass is so hot and tight!” 
 
    He pulled his cock out until the ring of her ass was wrapped around his head again, hovering there as she flexed herself around him. 
 
    “Fuck! It’s coming baby. I’m not stopping until I cum all over your ass!” 
 
    She nodded sideways as both his hands gripped her ass cheeks. 
 
    “I love you, naughty kitty.” 
 
    “I-urgh- love you too Mast-” 
 
    She didn’t finish as he slammed into her, her tight ring stroking his length as he pounded her ass for all he was worth, bottoming out each time as her flesh jiggled in his grip. 
 
    He could feel her insides heating up considerably from the friction of the brutal ass fucking, but just as he said: it didn’t take long. 
 
    “Ah! Fuck, here it comes, baby! Take all my cum!” 
 
    Her breathless voice was broken up by his flesh smacking into hers. 
 
    “Do it Master, cum all over my ass!” 
 
    With a shout he gave several more thrusts, each harder than all of the ones before, until he buried his cock inside her one last time and exploded. The first jet went deep inside her, but he quickly pulled out of her as his cock spurted another massive wad of his hot cum across her skin. 
 
    He gasped and groaned as he stroked himself off all over her reddened bum while his other hand released her hip. 
 
    He had been gripping her so tight he could see white outlines from his fingers in her tanned flesh. 
 
    A line of his cum shot from the bottom of her right cheek all the way to the small of her back as he continued to unload on her. Another wad was blocked by her swishing tail, dribbling into her crack as he furiously stroked himself and she began to purr, one hand between her legs working over her clit in slow circles as her master marked her as his property. 
 
    Yet more cum shot between her cheeks to dribble down to her pussy, and his free hand shot out to grip her ass cheek tight as his balls continued to unload on his loyal kitty. 
 
    “That’s it Master, mark me! Make me yours! I’m your slut!” 
 
    Her breath was getting a bit frantic as she worked her clit faster. 
 
    “You are mine! Fucking hell! You are my slut forever!” 
 
    Even with his own orgasm overwhelming him he could still feel his Katje’s desire as she frigged herself and he was only too happy to tell her exactly what she needed to hear. 
 
    Cum pooled in the small of her back as he slowed his frantic pace, with a few last shots across her tushy, he slumped sideways onto the loveseat while she began to mewl, her orgasm fast approaching while he caught his breath. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Me, Master, me!” 
 
    She bucked her hips, grinding her pussy against her working fingers as she moaned in ecstasy. 
 
    Though he was still recovering from his own pleasure, he helped her along by stroking her tail with both hands and whispered loving words of filth at her. 
 
    With his dirty talk and the feel of his cum all over her double-tanned tushy she cried out her release, yowling and thrashing while he pulled her tail hard. 
 
    It was several moments before she stilled as she came down from the high of her own climax. 
 
    Once the paroxysms had subsided, her purring began again as he continued to pet her, working her tail still. 
 
    “Wow, that was different.” He remarked quietly. 
 
    He had never been so demanding or rough with any of the girls, but he could feel her satisfaction while she basked in the afterglow. 
 
    Within a few minutes, she was a blissed out puddle of kitty from his constant work on her tail, but shortly after that, she was a blissed out puddle of kitty… with a very sore bum. 
 
    The spanking and merciless ass fucking had scratched the itch for her, but maybe a bit too well. 
 
    “Master… lover?” 
 
    “Yeah baby?” 
 
    She lay her head on her elbows and spoke plaintively, one green eye tracking him over her shoulder. 
 
    “That was amazing, but can you get me some ice?” 
 
    His eyes widened in concern, but she continued to purr, so he just smiled. 
 
    “Sure thing baby.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16: 
 
    Eventful Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    The door burst open with a mighty kick from Kala, and Miranda tossed in a couple of strobes to cover their entry. 
 
    The inhabitants of the small warehouse scrambled to arm themselves but the blinding light was enough to buy the Aegis team time to close the gap between them. 
 
    The two Wolfen and the mighty Amazon charged in once the flashing lights stopped, immediately taking down three of the people inside before they could bring their illegal weapons to bear. 
 
    Miranda came in after them, a canister in each hand as she looked for the best place to deploy them. 
 
    Towards the back of the building two other men had been spared the blinding effects of the grenades and were helping a woman to her feet. 
 
    In the dim light, Miranda could see that she had large breasts. 
 
    “What do we do?!” One of the men spoke in a panicked voice. 
 
    Tears were leaking from the disoriented woman’s eyes, but she still managed to bark out orders. 
 
    “The crate you idiot, we prepared for this! Go! Open the crate!” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “NOW!” 
 
    Miranda watched the whole exchange even as the girls finished with the guards at the front of the building and started towards the trio in the back. 
 
    The grey haired operator called out to the suspects in the back of the room. 
 
    “By order of the Aegis you are bound by law! Lay down your weapons and-” 
 
    “No thanks!” The stacked woman interrupted as she and one of the other men slipped out a side exit. 
 
    Miranda cursed, the exit hadn’t been visible at all from outside, before she could react though, her attention was caught by the other man as he hastily pried the front off of a large crate against the back wall. 
 
    There was a shrieking roar from inside and the charging Wolfen and Amazon hesitated as a naked Lapine girl burst out of the crate and tackled the man to the floor. 
 
    Even in the dim light, they recognized a Tenebrae for what it was. 
 
    Miranda didn’t hesitate as the dark girl tore into the man below her. 
 
    “Shit! Kala, take her alive! Lil, Jan, don’t let those two escape! Go, Go!” 
 
    But as they moved to the exit, another Tenebrae-Lapine burst out of the container, and then a Lambda behind her. 
 
    The first one had finished tearing apart the idiot below her and directed a shriek at Kala before charging. 
 
    The Amazon had well over a foot and probably forty pounds on the slight bunny girl, but she still stumbled back under the vicious onslaught even as the other two Tenebrae scrambled to join their dark sister. 
 
    Miranda didn’t need to call out to the Wolfen, the pair already abandoning the pursuit to aid the beleaguered Kala, though Lilly let out a frustrated snarl at the interruption of her hunt. 
 
    Kala spun and smashed the first Lapine hard into a stack of small barrels, the bunny slumping to the floor as casks tumbled around her. But the Amazon had barely turned to face the new threats when the charging Lambda slammed her head into her stomach with an aggressive bleat. 
 
    The sheep girl’s curved horns formed a natural battering ram that drove the air from the warrior’s lungs and knocked her several feet back to crash against the side wall. 
 
    Miranda’s eyes widened when she saw her rebound off and slumped to the floor. 
 
    “Kala!” 
 
    Her voice was uncharacteristically high with worry as she lost sight of her bond-mate under the weight of the Lambda’s sudden charge, though she could clearly see the two Tenebrae working together to stomp and trample the downed warrior. 
 
    Fortunately Lilly howled and took down the Lambda even as Jan likewise tackled the still standing Lapine and it looked like the powerful pair would be able to bring them under control easily enough. 
 
    Then Miranda smelled smoke. 
 
    Fire was spreading fast from the side exit that the woman and her remaining lackey had taken. 
 
    “Shit! Fall back! Girls, we need to get out!” 
 
    She rushed towards the fray, glancing down at the three men that they had hit first, but quickly looking away; the warriors had done their job too well. 
 
    Lilly and Jan struggled with a Tenebrae each, both suffering bites and scratches from the raging monster girls but their superior strength was enough to wrest their charges towards the front exit. 
 
    A dazed Kala meanwhile stumbled to her feet. 
 
    “Kala! Move it! We don’t know what else is in these cra-” 
 
    Before Miranda could finish, an explosion rocked through the warehouse from her right, knocking both her and her Amazon to the floor. 
 
    The woman’s senses came back to her slowly. 
 
    When they did her ears were ringing and she couldn’t seem to get her eyes to focus. 
 
    She coughed at the smoke billowing around her and pulled herself to her feet, one leg gave out though and she stumbled to her hands and knees, desperately trying to navigate the chaotic landscape around her. 
 
    A pair of hands seized the dazed Aegis operator under her arm, helping her back up and pulling her towards the exit, but as her wits returned she began to fight against her rescuer. 
 
    “Wait, no! K-Kala!” 
 
    She barely heard her own slurred words over the roaring of the flames. 
 
    The section of the warehouse where her bond-mate had been was blocked by a wall of fire, and the heat of it made her eyes water and burn as tears trailed down her cheeks. 
 
    “Easy girl! We need to get out of here!” 
 
    A gruff male voice shouted at her in the face of the inferno that was quickly overtaking the warehouse. 
 
    “KALA!” 
 
    Miranda wailed and struggled harder against the stranger’s grip, one arm reaching towards the flames blocking her from her love. 
 
    Then she felt a sharp crack on her head, the man had brought his fist down, knuckles first and hard enough for her to feel it. 
 
    “She’s dead Aegis! We need to get out or we will be too!” 
 
    He half dragged, half carried her out of the building, smoke and flames nipping at their heels as their lungs burned and tears streaked down their faces from their irritated eyes. 
 
    Outside, the night was painted orange with the light of the fire; the stricken Aegis operator looked around as the world slowed to a crawl. 
 
    Voices called out, buckets of water were being thrown, not at the warehouse, as it was a lost cause, but at the surrounding buildings to try to contain the blaze. 
 
    Nearby, Lilly and Jan struggled to control their Tenebrae, while various workers from the other warehouses moved to help them pin the dark girls to the ground. 
 
    The world sped up again as an urgent coughing fit stole Miranda’s lungs, more tears staining her cheeks from the effort. 
 
    “Over here! Quickly!” 
 
    A voice called from the left side of the building and several people moved to help. 
 
    “Crazy woman all but tore the damned wall down to get out! Quickly we need medics over- holy fuck! How are you even standing?!” 
 
    Miranda stumbled away from the man still supporting her as desperate hope clawed at her breast. The worst of the smoke was cleared from her lungs, now just an irritating itchy burn at the back of her throat. 
 
    Before she could round the corner, Kala stumbled into view, the burned and battered body of the Tenebrae in her arms while two men followed her, their arms up as if to help but afraid to touch her injuries. 
 
    Though Miranda’s relief was palpable, so was her shock at the sight of her pet. 
 
    The bite marks, scratches and numerous bruises from the crazed assault of the two Tenebrae were the least of Kala’s injuries. 
 
    Her right side was badly torn with bits of exploding crate sticking out of her flesh. She had multiple angry red burns on her arms and legs, one eye was swollen completely shut and there wasn’t an inch of her that wasn’t covered in either blood or soot. 
 
    But despite all of her injuries she limped towards her bond-mate before falling to her knees and laying the limp Lapine on the ground with great care. 
 
    The poor creature was dead. 
 
    “I… tried… Wife. I t-tried… to get her out in time.” 
 
    She coughed and slumped to the ground, sitting like a toddler with her legs spread, her head wobbling unsteadily on her neck. 
 
    “We need rope! Somebody bring some damn rope!” A woman called out behind them, drawing the attention of the men with Kala. 
 
    The brave girl had placed her knee in the middle of the struggling Lambda’s back, while Lilly gripped her by the horns and held her head in the dirt to keep her from using her natural weapons. 
 
    With fumbling fingers Miranda broke open her first aid kit, here movements slow and unsteady as she tried to figure out which were the worst of Kala’s wounds. 
 
    While a concussed Miranda struggled to keep herself focused on her Amazon, a fiery streak shot across the sky to land beside the man who had pulled her out of the warehouse. 
 
    “Don’t hold back Kit! There’s no one left inside so burn it out!” He coughed out his orders, like Miranda he’d gotten his share of smoke. 
 
    “Yes Master!” 
 
    The fire elemental cast her arms out to the side while Miranda shielded Kala with her body. 
 
    An orgasmic cry reverberated into the night over the roar of the flames as the girl unleashed her full power on the blaze before her. 
 
    The Ifrit directed the chaotic conflagration of the warehouse into a single dreadful column that howled high into the air. She pulled all of the heat upwards as well, so the many people around the building were spared from the furious torrent. 
 
    Though impressive, the flaming vortex quickly burned through the fuel that the building supplied and withered into nothing but smoke hovering over the charred remains of the structure. 
 
    Once the light show had finished, a still dazed Miranda glanced over to the Tenebrae, Jez had helped Jan by wrapping her tongue around the Lapine in her arms, while as requested a couple of people had brought rope and were helping Lilly secure the Lambda. 
 
    When she turned back to Kala she saw that a couple of nurses had arrived and taken over her clumsy efforts to treat the Amazon’s wounds, the pair were removing bits of wood with tweezers and dabbing at her bleeding wounds with gauze. 
 
    Seeing that there was nothing for her to do, Miranda got back to her feet. 
 
    “Okay Aegis, now that the excitement is over, you mind telling me what the hell just happened in my town?” 
 
    The rough voice of the man that pulled her out of the warehouse drew her attention away from Kala and she turned to face him. 
 
    He was stocky, with a bit of a gut, but with strong upper arms. He was also wearing a singed uniform, the emblem of a lawkeeper, though covered with soot, was visible on his breast. 
 
    Miranda coughed to clear her throat again, the man’s words bringing her priorities back into focus as her head throbbed and her voice came out in a painful rasp. 
 
    “Do you know who owns this building?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed as she failed to answer his question. 
 
    “Don’t you mean owned?” 
 
    Miranda took a drink of water from a canteen that someone handed her to help with her throat, after another little cough she glared at the lawkeeper. 
 
    “Fine. Owned. I still need a damn name.” 
 
    At her glare the lawkeeper decided it was probably best to answer her questions before asking any more of his own. 
 
    “Her name’s Bethany, friendly enough.” 
 
    “Big tits?” 
 
    He snorted. 
 
    “I never noticed.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “What can I say, I like ‘em smaller.” He said sarcastically and his eyes flicked ever so briefly to Miranda’s own modest assets. 
 
    “Well, Bethany, if that is her name, is guilty of arms trafficking. Not that that really matters at this point as she also appears to be guilty of creating multiple Tenebrae.” 
 
    The sarcasm left the man’s voice as quickly as it came, and his look turned serious again. 
 
    “So you and your girls raided her warehouse, alone, hoping to catch her with her drawers down? How’d that work out for you?” 
 
    She glared at the man, and he returned it in kind. 
 
    “No Aegis presence here, so yeah, we had no back up.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you contact my office for help?” 
 
    She sighed and ran her hand through her hair. 
 
    “Buddy, I don’t know you. And while I’m grateful for you for risking your ass to pull mine out of there, this was an Aegis party, invite only, and you weren’t invited. End of story.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Okay, why don’t we try this then? My name is Hugh Laurent, formerly Aegis Special Operator, second class, now retired. If you’d bothered to check with me, then together we could have surrounded the building and done this properly.” 
 
    Miranda’s jaw dropped at his words, but before she could say anything he held up his hands. 
 
    “Look, what’s done is done, we can point the fingers all fucking night, for now, you need to see to your Amazon.” He let out a shuddering breath; “I’ll deal with the Tenebrae.” 
 
    Miranda was shaking her head before he finished speaking. 
 
    “No, we already have… arrangements in place for them. If you want to help, then work with Lilly to get them squared away for the night.” 
 
    His eyes widened at her words, but even as he opened his mouth to ask the obvious question she cut him off with a sharp whisper. 
 
    “Not here.” 
 
    “Right… well, if we don’t need to do anything permanent then all the better, I retired for a reason.” 
 
    As he spoke the elemental landed beside him, the orange skinned girl immediately pressed herself tight to his side and fussed with his face and hair as the flames coming off of her body enveloped him. 
 
    “Master! Are you alright? What happened? Who’s this stupid ugly bitch? Did she hurt you? I’ll burn her if she did!” 
 
    Elementals had their quirks, and everyone knew that Ifrit became incredibly jealous and possessive when their passions were up, and this girl had just torched an entire warehouse, so her passions were way up. 
 
    The girl’s heat blasted against Miranda, but she wisely didn’t say anything, instead waiting on Hugh to manage his volatile bond-mate. 
 
    “I’m fine Kit, I’ll explain everything later okay baby? And no, this ugly bitch didn’t hurt me. She’s stupid but she’s with the Aegis so please don’t burn her.” 
 
    The ugly bitch didn’t take it personally: hurtful words were preferable to hurtful flames. 
 
    She’d had enough of fire tonight. 
 
    Kit turned to face Miranda, with one hand around Hugh’s waist and the other on her hip, the Ifrit was incredibly smug now that her master had agreed with her assessment of the grey haired woman. 
 
    “Ha, suck it fatty! You’re stupid and ugly and my Master doesn’t want you, so go away!” 
 
    Again Miranda simply waited for Hugh to deal with the situation. 
 
    He sighed and rubbed at his smoke-stung eyes. 
 
    “Kit, we’re the ones who are going away, we need to see to the Tenebrae. Aegis, get those injuries tended to.” 
 
    “Y-yeah! Tend to your stupid injuries! Ha! Burn!” 
 
    She turned with a flirt of her smoking hot ass and the lawkeeper led her away, people wisely keeping their distance from the volatile monster, while Miranda looked to see them loading Kala onto a stretcher. 
 
    The Amazon was conscious, so Miranda followed the medics, pausing long enough to draw in a shaky and painful breath as her adrenaline crashed and her legs shook. 
 
    She’s okay, we’re all okay. 
 
    Barely. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17: 
 
    Courting Disaster 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cordelia and Oldeera had spent a great deal of time together since they first met, indeed, the Hornet queen had seen little of anyone else since arriving in Kettering! She had not even seen Nameless since that first night back. 
 
    She had originally intended to seduce the open-hearted young man using her mission as a pretext. And while it would have taken some time, especially after a disastrous first meeting with Nina that ended with her and her entire hive in full retreat, she had still been determined to make him hers. 
 
    But then a red-faced girl with disheveled hair and flour on her cheeks yelled at her. 
 
    Now her Hornets did their duty and patrolled around the Empath and his bond-mates, but aside from the occasional visit from Ophelia and Volka, the smitten queen had eyes only for Cordelia Loskins, a simple baker of all things! 
 
    Though they had not gotten physical beyond kissing and heavy petting, there was a charged energy between them and it was getting harder and harder for the young girl to pull away from the queen when they parted from one another. 
 
    Oldeera therefore had high hopes for this, their latest date. 
 
    While mostly farmland, the area around Kettering did have its fair share of idyllic woods with many walking trails within that Cordelia was fond of. She was currently leading the queen through one of her favorites while they talked, laughed, and flirted together. 
 
    The sky was turning orange and the sun was lowering in the sky when Cordelia pulled the queen into a little grove off the trail that she knew about. 
 
    “It’s so peaceful here.” Oldeera remarked as she looked around. 
 
    She knelt and picked up a flimsy leaf, the brilliant orange of it a match for the sky above. 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    Cordelia’s heart was pounding. 
 
    The heat between them had begun to simmer the moment they stepped into the privacy of the woods. 
 
    Along the trail they had snuggled a few times; Oldeera had copped a feel of Cordelia’s breasts and ass more than once, while Cordelia had even built up the courage to reach under the queen’s armoured skirt and explore her curves briefly. 
 
    And now they were off the trail, truly alone in the woods and the mutual desire between them grew by the second as they were drawn together once more. 
 
    The Hornet queen stroked her fingers down Cordelia’s cheek, leaving a tingling trail in their wake as her skin blushed from the contact. 
 
    She leaned in, their lips barely touching as her hot breath washed over Cordelia’s cheeks. 
 
    “Honey, there is a conversation from several days ago that I would dearly like to continue.” 
 
    In a haze of desire all Cordelia could do was let out a questioning murmur. 
 
    “The one where you were naked in my arms, our breasts pressed together-” 
 
    She gave a tiny peck with her lips just beside Cordelia’s nose. 
 
    “-and I gave you a taste of what a Hornet’s wings could do.” 
 
    Her thigh slid between Cordelia’s legs, the chitin greaves brushing against Cordelia’s calves, the hard contact caused her legs to spread involuntarily as the queen buzzed her wings for a moment. 
 
    Cordelia gasped as both hands shot down to grip the Hornet’s naked thigh before it could reach her sex. 
 
    “I-” 
 
    “It is up to you. But honey, I really want to pleasure you.” The queen spoke in a husky tone before pressing their lips together. 
 
    They were silent but for the wet suckling of their mouths as the frantically made out, their tongues sliding together energetically. 
 
    Cordelia spoke out of the side of her mouth between desperate kisses. 
 
    “I- mmmph- want that- hmmm- too.” 
 
    They broke apart, both panting. 
 
    “I want that too.” Cordelia repeated. 
 
    Though she was nervous at the unknown delights the queen offered, there was no more denying her attraction to the Hornet, her reservations falling away as she submitted to the inevitable. 
 
    A shudder ran all through Oldeera’s body at the girl’s acceptance and she sank to one knee, the armour of her greaves enough to protect her shin from the sticks and fallen leaves while her other leg formed a bench in front of her. 
 
    Cordelia swallowed and began to hike up her skirt as she slid forwards, but Oldeera put her hand on her hip to stop her. 
 
     “It would be… better, for you if you took your underwear off.” 
 
    The Hornet’s eyes were hooded, and left unsaid was that it would be better for her too. 
 
    Cordelia bit her lip as she debated it in her mind, but the naked desire in Oldeera’s eyes settled it for her. 
 
    She stepped back with a shy smile and leaned down to run her hands up her legs under her dress, her skirt bunching around her wrists as more and more of her flesh was exposed to the Hornet’s hungry eyes. 
 
    When she reached her hips she hooked her thumbs into the band of her panties, bit her lip as she pulled them off of her hips, but paused. Her skirt bunched around her waist, she released her undergarment and very deliberately lifted the front hem of her dress to show Oldeera her naked pussy. 
 
    It was a long desired vision for the love-starved woman. 
 
    Cordelia kept herself trimmed, the downy curls of her dark lower hairs sitting neatly above her lips, while her panties were stretched between her thighs, low enough to afford the kneeling monster a clear view, but high enough to add a nice splash of red to the tableau. 
 
    The poor Hornet audibly swallowed at the sight, her own groin blooming with heat as she involuntarily licked her lips. 
 
    But Cordelia soon blushed and let her skirt drop, a quick tease, not a full show. Once again she hooked her panties and slowly leaned down to pull the fabric down and off of her legs. 
 
    She lifted one foot, then the other, now holding the dainty bit of silk with one thumb. 
 
    Though she didn’t know how the date would end, somewhere in her mind she had an idea, so she had donned one of her raciest pairs of underwear. 
 
    Ruby red, lacy, and very skimpy. 
 
    With a wink and a nervous flutter from her chest she tossed the tiny bit of silk at the queen. 
 
    Oldeera caught it and worked the fabric between her fingers for a moment. 
 
    It was damp with the girl’s need. 
 
    She moaned slightly as she brought the panties to her nose and, staring straight at a breathless Cordelia, she breathed in the scent of her arousal. 
 
    With another sharp inhalation through her nose, the queen’s legs trembled and her hips gyrated as Cordelia’s scent washed over her. 
 
    It took considerable willpower for the Hornet not to tackle the poor girl. 
 
    Oldeera spoke quietly so as not to break the building mood. 
 
    “I hope you know… that you’re never getting these back.” 
 
    Cordelia stepped forwards again, her face flush as she stood with her legs on either side of Oldeera’s thigh. 
 
    The cool air of the night washed over her naked flesh, but did nothing to extinguish the flames of lust that radiated out from her nether lips. 
 
    “And I hope you know that I’m a screamer.” 
 
    Cordelia was far from being a virgin, at least with men, and she had more than once achieved orgasm with them, though it was a rare thing given the selfish nature of her former boyfriends. But it had happened enough times that she at least knew how loud she could be. 
 
    For her former lovers it had been an annoyance, but Oldeera only smiled wide at the revelation. 
 
    “Oh, goody!” 
 
    She ran her hands up Cordelia’s dress, pulling the fabric up as she leaned in to kiss the brunette’s stomach through the cloth. 
 
    “Whenever you’re ready honey.” She murmured with her face pressed into the yielding warmth of her tummy. 
 
    It was a bit awkward, but using Oldeera’s shoulders for leverage she squatted down, though her legs were quickly trembling with the effort. 
 
    “It’s okay, I can take the weight. And I certainly won’t let you fall” Oldeera chuckled. 
 
    She was now eye-level with the girl’s perky breasts, still hidden from view. 
 
    With a gasp Cordelia dropped the rest of the way down, all of her weight on Oldeera’s leg as the comparative coolness of the queen’s thigh met her naked pussy lips. 
 
    She spent a couple seconds adjusting herself to be more comfortable while Oldeera held her waist to help her stay balanced. 
 
    Then she looked down slightly into the Hornet’s eyes as a slow smile split the queen’s face. 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed but returned the smile. 
 
    “Hi.”  
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    But Cordelia’s throat closed as she fought back tears from the intense moment, so all that she could do was give a jerky nod. 
 
    The Hornet tilted her face up, a clear invitation and Cordelia leaned down to accept the kiss, her arms now on the monster girl’s shoulders, while Oldeera’s were around the soft flesh of her waist. 
 
    The queen broke the kiss just long enough to speak. 
 
    “I’ll start slow.” 
 
    Cordelia thought that she had braced herself, thought that she was ready. 
 
    She thought wrong. 
 
    She didn’t hear so much as feel the deep rumble of Oldeera’s wings through her pelvis, the muscles of her thighs clenched together and her pussy spasmed at the sensation while she gasped into Oldeera’s mouth. 
 
    After a few seconds it stopped and she let out a cry, again while their lips were together. 
 
    Oldeera broke away again, now kissing her way down her jaw and the nape of her neck, she caught Cordelia’s skin between her teeth, nibbling slightly. 
 
    “More?” 
 
    The warmth of her exhalation over Cordelia’s neck caused goose bumps to form all over her shoulders. 
 
    “M-more.” She whimpered in reply. 
 
    Oldeera traced the tip of her tongue up the middle of her lover’s throat, until Cordelia lifted her head and the queen sucked her chin into her mouth. 
 
    With a pop she pulled back again. 
 
    “Then, can I have more too?” 
 
    Cordelia’s eyes were closed, but she opened them in confusion and tilted her face back down to meet the queen’s gaze. 
 
    “More what?” 
 
    “I liked what I saw earlier, can I see more?” The queen clarified. 
 
    Her hands released Cordelia’s waist and she flicked one of the buttons on the front of the dress to make her point more clear. 
 
    “You, want to see me, my b-breasts?” 
 
    “Is that alright?” 
 
    From the tone in her voice Cordelia knew that she could refuse, everything from the very first moment together she could have refused. 
 
    She just didn’t want to. 
 
    She gave a little nod and the Hornet queen bit her lip in anticipation. 
 
    Strong fingers worked the buttons out of their loops one at a time while Cordelia dropped her own hands down to stroke the flesh of the queen’s upper arms. 
 
    “I am dearly regretting wearing my armour.” The queen pouted as she undid the last button and slowly pulled the fabric apart. 
 
    “Why did you?” 
 
    She shrugged as her fingers traced between the exposed valley of Cordelia’s breasts. 
 
    “When a queen leaves her hive it is usually to fight, not to fuck, but if we are to do this again I should maybe find myself a pretty dress.” 
 
    She slid her hands into the open fabric of Cordelia’s dress and cupped her little breasts. 
 
    “Eeeek! Cold!” Cordelia yelped and drove her hips forwards slightly. 
 
    Her nipples peaked in Oldeera’s hands as the queen giggled. 
 
    “They’re just as delicious as I thought they’d be.” 
 
    She spent several seconds massaging the two mounds, her hands quickly warming against Cordelia’s hot tit-flesh. 
 
    Oldeera leaned her head up once more, her tongue lashing out over the girl’s chin. 
 
    “Well, you gave me what I wanted…” 
 
    Without warning she buzzed her wings again and simultaneously kneaded the smaller girl’s breasts harder. 
 
    The sensual grip of the queen’s palms combined with the sudden vibration on her naked sex caused Cordelia to let out an explosive moan and hunch forwards. 
 
    This time the queen’s wings didn’t stop, in fact, they buzzed harder and she nuzzled her face into the brunette’s neck before whispering. 
 
    “Ride me honey, grind that pretty little pussy of yours against me, I want to see just how much of a screamer you are.” 
 
    The pleasure was intense and the buzzing vibration against her sensitive clit caused Cordelia to arch her back as she let out another cry of bliss. Her hands gripped her face and hair, her teeth bit down on her pinky finger as she moaned. 
 
    While for her part Oldeera pushed the young girl’s breasts upwards and together before leaning in to bury her face into the cleavage now presented to her, her tongue and lips working all over the warm flesh. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oldeera, Oh fuck me!” 
 
    The Hornet’s response was muffled by her tits, but by the way the vibration increased her meaning was clear. 
 
    Pulling one hand away from the perfect breasts wrapped around her face, Oldeera moved it up Cordelia’s thigh and around to grip her ass under the bunched up dress. With a squeeze she pulled the smaller girl forwards as the buzzing of her wings intensified. 
 
    Cordelia let out another cry and gripped the Hornet’s head tight to her chest, while Oldeera slipped her other hand down to cup the other ass cheek and guide the thrusting of the girl’s hips. 
 
    “Suck me! Oh fuck me and suck my nipples!” 
 
    Cordelia leaned back even farther, allowing the Hornet to suck one of her tits between her teeth as the young girl screamed into the night, her orgasm rapidly approaching. 
 
    Oldeera worked the muscles of her leg, bouncing her thigh to add yet another dimension of pleasure, while her wings now buzzed in rhythm so as not to overwhelm the poor girl. 
 
    Cordelia’s tongue was hanging out lewdly now, her face a splotchy mess as tears of agonizing pleasure coursed down her cheeks. Her breathing began to come in quick gasps as she humped her pussy against the queen’s thigh, the fingers of Oldeera’s hands gripping her ass tighter to help her along. 
 
    “I’m so close! Fuck, Oldeera!” 
 
    Abruptly Oldeera shifted her face to capture her other nipple and bite down just hard enough to make Cordelia scream, at the same time the Hornet buzzed her wings just as hard as she was able, orange leaves around them danced into the air as the sudden rush of wind took hold of them, as if the natural world was reacting to Cordelia’s orgasm. 
 
    The girl screamed into the night as her eyes closed and her fingers clutched at Oldeera’s head as the queen sucked forcefully on her nipple. 
 
    Suddenly Cordelia’s pussy convulsed and hot fluids washed out over their thighs as ecstasy like she had never known consumed her, her head thrashed backwards as she cried out again and again. 
 
    All throughout Oldeera helped her keep her hips thrusting against her thigh, driving her young lover’s pleasure to new heights. 
 
    Without a doubt, it was the most powerful orgasm Cordelia had ever experienced. 
 
    Inevitably the leaves around them settled once more as Hornet wings stilled and Cordelia came down from the incredible heights of bliss. 
 
    With one last shudder, the exhausted girl slumped forwards, hugging the Hornet’s head close with both hands, the cold metal of the queen’s crown pressing against her jaw, while one of her antennae tickled her cheek. 
 
    They stayed like that for a full two minutes, while Cordelia tried to get her ragged breathing under control. 
 
    The smug Hornet queen finally chuckled as she relaxed the death grip that she had held on Cordelia’s ass, instead wrapping her arms around her waist in a hug. 
 
    “You may be a screamer, honey, but you are also a squirter!” 
 
    Her lover sniffled. 
 
    “I know, sorry, I should have warned you.” She mumbled as she pulled her face back to meet Oldeera’s eyes. 
 
    “Don’t be, I do it too sometimes, I take it as a compliment. Especially given that there wasn’t a cock inside of you when you came.” 
 
    The queen waggled her antennae at the crass remark as Cordelia smiled weakly. 
 
    But her joke brought the teen’s biggest reservation about dating another woman slamming into her face as her smile faltered. 
 
    “Honey what’s wrong?” 
 
    “I am such an asshole.” 
 
    The queen jiggled her playfully on her thigh 
 
    “Yes, but what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Oldeera… I-I want kids some day, a family.” 
 
    It was a difficult admission, but the Hornet queen deserved to know, especially after what had just happened between them. 
 
    With trepidation she looked up to see the surprise on Oldeera’s face. 
 
    “You mean, like with a man and his penis?” 
 
    When Cordelia replied her voice was full of remorse. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, I should have said something ages ago. I don’t know about a husband or anything, but I definitely want the kids! It’s just, our lives are so different you know?” 
 
    It took Oldeera a long time to respond, when she did it was with a careless shrug. 
 
    “Honey, if it means that much to you, I can share you.” 
 
    “Oldeera! No! That isn’t fair! That isn’t what I want!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I won’t- I’m not Nameless! I don’t want you to have to share me! I just want kids.” 
 
    “Cordelia, I was fully prepared to bond with a man who already had five bond-mates, I hardly see the issue.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    Oldeera tilted her head, ignoring the girl’s sudden confusion at the inadvertent admission, her hands still holding Cordelia to her thigh. 
 
    “Honey, all I’m saying is why can’t you have both? My love, my hive, and your children?” She crossed her eyes comically; “Oh wait, that’s three things.” 
 
    Despite the queen’s effort to make light of the issue, Cordelia shook her head, her face pale as a bit of anger found her voice. 
 
    “Because life doesn’t work that way!” 
 
    Oldeera laughed out loud. 
 
    “Sure it does! My sweets knock some handsome guy over the head and turn him into a meat puppet while you get what you need. Then they dump him back where they found him, and you stand on your hands for a few hours and let gravity take care of the rest.” 
 
    The ridiculous proposition was made even more so because Cordelia could tell that was more or less how the Hornet queen would handle the situation. 
 
    Her irritation melted and she had a bit of a laugh, the tension leaving her, but when Oldeera opened her mouth to continue talking, Cordelia abruptly shot to her feet, a frightened look on her face. 
 
    She had seen something in the fading light of the trees that made her blood run cold. 
 
    “What is it, what’s wrong?” 
 
    Oldeera watched with concern as Cordelia leapt away from her and pulled the front of her dress closed to hide her breasts. 
 
    “Someone’s watching us! Over there!” She whispered loudly with a quick gesture behind the Hornet. 
 
    Oldeera buzzed to her feet and looked, only to turn back and smile in relief. 
 
    “It’s alright, it’s just some of my sweets. I called them here so we wouldn’t be disturbed.” 
 
    Cordelia’s head shifted back in astonishment, and she wrapped her arms over her chest as she felt the weight of all of those eyes on her. 
 
    “They were watching us? Watching me?” 
 
    Even with the serious conversation about children, the intimacy between the two had persisted, Cordelia’s naked pussy hadn’t left the queen’s thigh after all, but now the warmth of the moment was completely gone and the queen was unsure as to why. 
 
    Oldeera tilted her head to one side. 
 
    “Of course. They wanted to see us together.” 
 
    With shaking fingers Cordelia pulled her dress closed over her breasts and began to button it up again, still reeling at the thought of so many unknown eyes on her exposed flesh. 
 
    “Honey, are you alright?” 
 
    “No I’m not alright! Why were they watching us?!” 
 
    Oldeera blinked. 
 
    “I’ve told you, a queen’s hive is-” 
 
    “Yeah I get that, but why are they watching us?! I mean, have they been there the whole time?” 
 
    The queen smoothed out her hair as she shook her head and tried to explain. 
 
    “You have to understand honey, my hive, they’re part of me. They feel what I feel, want what I want. You could no more separate me from them then you could me from my wings.” 
 
    Cordelia got to her feet, feeling shame wash over her without fully understanding the source of it. 
 
    “I know okay, I get it, but it just feels so weird! So wrong! This whole time, all those, those eyes on me! It makes my skin crawl!” She shuddered. 
 
    Queen Oldeera staggered back, her face paling as the pain of the girl’s words slammed into her like a battering ram. 
 
    “I… make your skin crawl?” Her voice caught slightly; “Is that what you felt… while we made love?” 
 
    Cordelia eyes widened as she realized exactly what it was that she had just said 
 
    “No! Fuck, that isn’t what I meant! I just, this-” 
 
    But Oldeera raised her arm to stop her. 
 
    The cold night descended on the pair as she worked through the young girl’s careless words. 
 
    “I know what you meant.” Her hand went to her forehead as she stifled a sob; “I should have seen this coming, I’m so stupid. I got so caught up in this thing between us. I even wanted to see if you could-” 
 
    Her eyes closed as tears seeped through her lashes and down her cheeks. 
 
    All around Hornets emerged from the trees, closing in on the pair as they shared in their queen’s pain. 
 
    When she opened her eyes again, it was with grim clarity. 
 
    “I didn’t see the truth. You aren’t a tamer, or an Empath or an Aegis operator. You’re just a silly little girl, with small town needs. Even before we met you were confused about what you wanted. Of course you wouldn’t be ready for me. Someone completely different from anything you’ve ever known, someone who… makes your skin crawl.” 
 
    Cordelia was wringing her hands as tears ran down her cheeks, her own discomfort forgotten almost immediately at the look of agony on Oldeera’s face. 
 
    She had never meant to hurt the Hornet, but she had succeeded mightily nonetheless. 
 
    “Oldeera, it isn’t like that! I don’t know what I’m doing, I’m so sorry! Please-” 
 
    The queen, though still pale, stood tall and stared at the desperate girl with an indecipherable expression. 
 
    “You’ve said that. Many, many times now. But at a certain point those two words lose their meaning.” 
 
    She turned her back to the remorseful girl and spoke into the fading light of the trees. 
 
    “I am done chasing you Cordelia Loskins. I swear I have been vexed for the last time. My girls… will see you home.” 
 
    For the baker’s daughter, it was like being punched in the stomach and dunked in ice water all at once.  
 
    She shook her head in a vain effort to refute the finality of the queen’s words, as her lips moved without her knowing what she was even saying. 
 
    “No. Don’t say that, don’t do that. Not now, not after we-” 
 
    “Goodbye, Cordelia.” 
 
    The executioner’s axe fell, and the shocked girl didn’t get a chance to say anything more as two of the Hornets took her under their arms and flew her into the encroaching night. 
 
    Still reeling from Oldeera’s words, the baker’s daughter wasn’t even afraid of the sudden flight. 
 
    In the grove in the woods, the Hornet queen’s hand gripped Cordelia’s red panties tight as she stared up at the sky and hurt. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18: 
 
    Fucking Lace 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was late morning when Nameless awoke, the sun finding the window of their cottage and drawing a line across his eyes through the curtains. 
 
    His dreams had been chaotic again, all fire and violence and pain, though they felt different this time, less of a memory and more real. 
 
    He nonetheless shook them off and shifted against Milly’s side, nuzzling himself against her shoulder with her arm around him possessively. 
 
    “Good morning Master.” She greeted him sleepily. 
 
    “Mmmm, good morning.” He nuzzled her again, then his brow crinkled; “You know what?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    He shifted his head a bit and kissed the side of her naked breast between each word. 
 
    “You-” 
 
    Kiss. 
 
    “Need-” 
 
    Kiss. 
 
    “A-” 
 
    Lingering kiss. 
 
    “Bath.” 
 
    She lowed at the attention. 
 
    He gave a sudden yelp as a familiar rough tongue scraped up his spine from the small of his back, over Milly’s arm, then his neck and into his hair. 
 
    “Lover, so do you. In fact, I think we all do, last night was wild!” Erica whispered into his ear. 
 
    Milly shifted her arm to allow the Katje to spoon him from behind, extending the embrace to include her Katje sister. 
 
    Through their bonds the other girls had felt their fair share of his and Erica’s rough sex from the previous night, and when they came back from visiting the Amazons they were up half the night: six bodies writhing together well beyond the point of sanity. 
 
    Nameless yawned and stretched with a groan. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m getting a little sore again, we’ve been making sex a lot lately.” 
 
    Erica let out a little meow. 
 
    “You’re sore? After yesterday I’m going to need a special pillow to sit down!” 
 
    She kissed his ear again to lessen the complaint. 
 
    “Yeah, we uh, took that kind of far huh?” 
 
    “No, we took it just the right amount. You don’t know how long I’ve waited for you to really claim me.” 
 
    He frowned as he pondered the nuances of Katje psychology, and felt a cold shudder when he realized that Erica had likely been dominated like that many times before, and never by someone of her choosing. 
 
    Fortunately the utter satisfaction oozing from her heartstone in the bracer on the vanity dispelled his worries, so he pulled her arm over his waist and nuzzled closer into Milly’s breasts. He was seriously thinking about going back to sleep, but Ophelia sat up on the other side of Milly. 
 
    “Yes dearheart, we have been having a lot of sex, and rough sex is good, in moderation of course. Like our Volka keeps saying, ‘seek only joy’.” 
 
    She got out of bed and stretched, the naked expanse of her arching back causing his sore cock to stiffen slightly against the velvet hide of Milly’s thigh. 
 
    “And speaking of moderation, it is well past time to get up!” 
 
    She turned and briskly pulled the covers off, then fanned them with her wings, the chill morning air on their exposed skin waking them fully. 
 
    “Ophelia! Brrrr!” Erica complained with a shudder as she held him closer. 
 
    “Yes it is a brisk morning, all the better to wake up to, though!” 
 
    Despite her words, Ophelia scrambled to pull on her gown. 
 
    “Certainly better than waking up in the middle of the night because somebody stole all the covers!” 
 
    Volka, dressed in her flimsy shorts and shirt, hugged Ophelia from behind and kissed her shoulder, the Flutterby’s wings folded low between them. 
 
    “Mmmm, I’m certain I have no idea to what you are referring.” 
 
    Ophelia’s hand curled into the angel’s golden locks as she held her face in the nape of her neck. 
 
    “Volka? Did you sleep in the front room?” Nameless fretted. 
 
    The Valkyrie stuck her bottom lip out in an exaggerated pout, her head hunched down and her chin resting on Ophelia’s shoulder. 
 
    “Yes Husband, once the covers were taken from me I fled to sleep near the embers of the fire, it was dreadfully lonely!” 
 
    “I call bullshit.” 
 
    Nina had pulled on her shorts and was scratching her stomach, her little naked breasts having the same effect on him as Ophelia’s exposed skin had. 
 
    “Maybe, but we do need a bigger bed lover.” Erica commented as she slipped her panties on. 
 
    The last to get up despite the chill, Nameless yawned. 
 
    “I’ll add it to the list, but I don’t know… I kind of like us all snuggled together like this!” 
 
    Five sets of eyes stared at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Says the guy who always sleeps in the middle!” Milly giggled then threw a pillow at him, bowling him over on the bed. 
 
    Showering in twos the family set about getting ready for the day. 
 
    “You slept the whole night lover?” 
 
    He nodded as he bit into some toast. 
 
    “Yeah, I did, being completely and utterly exhausted beforehand certainly helped!” 
 
    Volka’s eyes widened in mock panic as she whispered loudly to the others. 
 
    “He’s on to us! Quickly, somebody flash him some skin to distract him before he figures out the plan!” 
 
    He chuckled as he took another bite of toast, while Erica rolled her eyes and pulled the plunging neckline of Ophelia’s dress to one side, briefly exposing the curve of one breast and the indigo nipple at its center. 
 
    “Hey!” The Flutterby slapped at the Katje’s hand; “Bad kitty! Never at the table!” 
 
    Volka choked a bit on her water and Nameless inhaled a piece of toast with a cough. 
 
    Once Milly had finished chewing and swallowing a mouthful of oats she turned to him with a questioning look. 
 
    “So after all of the usual morning stuff what’s the plan for today?” 
 
    After a sip of milk to clear his throat he shrugged. 
 
    “There’s not much work left to do on the fence.” Nameless scratched at his jaw thoughtfully; “I suppose we could go and see about getting a bigger bed when we take your milk into the market?” 
 
    Nina nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, and I need to pick up some ingots Rory set aside for me.” 
 
    “Silver?” Ophelia frowned. 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “So you’re going to make me some cutlery now?” Her tone was arch. 
 
    It was rare to see the Gigas squirm so they all enjoyed the sight. 
 
    “Well, I was planning on-” She trailed off as Ophelia’s expression darkened; “-on… surprising you with it?” 
 
    The Flutterby clucked her tongue. 
 
    “Surprises are overrated dearheart, flatware is forever.” 
 
    Nina sighed. 
 
    “Well, after I refill the fork drawer, I want to start making pieces to sell at the market, maybe take some orders.” 
 
    Nameless scratched at his chin. 
 
    “Wouldn’t Wayfelt be a better market for you for something fancy like that?” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “I am a Gigas smith. Customers come to me.” 
 
    At that moment there was a knock on the door and Myrina poked her head inside. 
 
    “I see you are finally awake! And yet Milly is not dodging my spear and Erica is not dodging Volka’s feathers?” 
 
    “Sorry Myrina!” Milly said as she wiped her mouth and stood. 
 
    “Yeah sorry Myrina, slow morning, we still need to milk her for the market.” Nameless apologized. 
 
    “Well, Erica at least can help you get warmed up.” Volka pushed the Katje towards the door. 
 
    The Katje yowled at the Valkyrie’s evil grin. 
 
    “It’s too cold for this shit!” 
 
    While the others watched in amusement, Myrina cheerfully dragged her outside. 
 
    “It is never too cold for training!” 
 
    After breakfast, Volka took Nameless by the hand and they stepped out into the field. 
 
    “What’s up?” 
 
    She rolled her shoulders and handed him her shield. Then stepped behind him and hugged him around the waist. 
 
    “Tell me Husband, are you afraid of heights?” 
 
    He shrugged against her breasts as they pressed into his back; she had not donned her armour yet. 
 
    “I don’t really know.” 
 
    She leaned in and kissed his ear. 
 
    “Do you want to find out?” 
 
    His cheeks flushed at the feel of her lips on his skin and his heart pounded in excitement at what she was suggesting. 
 
    “You mean… fly?” 
 
    “Would you mind? Our first flight together was marred by Evadne. I would love to show you the world, as I see it.” 
 
    He blinked at the idea, but could feel her excitement coming from the shield in his hands.  
 
    “Sure, do I need to do anything or…” 
 
    “Yes.” She replied gravely while helping him strap the shield to his arm; “You must focus with all your might upon how amazing you think I am.” 
 
    It was not a difficult request so he did as she asked, though he was a bit skeptical. 
 
    “And this will help you carry me?” 
 
    She kissed his ear again and extended her wings to their full length as she gripped him tight. 
 
    “No, but it will certainly keep me from dropping you.” 
 
    With a mighty heave she carried him airborne as his stomach dropped. 
 
    It was glorious. 
 
    Once his stomach settled and he got used to the steady rhythm of Volka’s wings, Nameless found that not only was he not afraid of heights, he loved to fly. 
 
    “Volka this is amazing!” He shouted over the biting air in his face as they soared ever higher. 
 
    Even with his jacket he was chilly, but with all of his excitement he didn’t care, though he had to blink repeatedly against the force of the wind as she flew faster. 
 
    She smiled wide when she heard him laughing out loud, then she laughed with him as he let out a whoop. 
 
    “How far could we fly like this?!” 
 
    She hugged him tighter, her hands gripping her opposite forearms. 
 
    “I am no Dragon, I could not carry you across the face of the world, but I can manage a flight around Goodman Fletcher’s property before the strain gets too great.” 
 
    The world below had become tiny, the extent of Paul’s fields was laid out before him, along with the numerous copses of trees that were either too hilly or too pretty for the old farmer to fell.  
 
    Sadly they had barely been in the air for five minutes when Volka spotted something on the ground and dropped into a dive that made Nameless squeal like an excited child. 
 
    Helena was lying on her back in the middle of one of Paul’s fields not far from where they landed. 
 
    She wasn’t moving and Nameless’s stomach twisted with dread. 
 
    “Helena! Are you alright?!” 
 
    On legs still wobbly from his first flight Nameless stumbled over to her, falling to his knees at her side with Volka one step behind him. 
 
    The Valkyrie placed her hand on the prone Amazon’s forehead, and after a tense moment she finally smiled in relief. 
 
    “She is well, a moment please.” 
 
    She closed her eyes and her golden aura reached out and flowed over the Amazon, while Nameless watched with worry. 
 
    The golden light suffused Helena’s body until the Amazon started on the ground, her eyes wide as she turned to him. 
 
    “You weren’t lying!” 
 
    “I wasn’t? I mean, I wasn’t!” 
 
    “The Fletcher man!” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “He is as cunning as you say! And, and as ruthless as a Troglodyte Bloodletter!” She pouted. 
 
    Relief flooded him, while Volka covered her smile with her hand. 
 
    “I take it he got his pipe back?” 
 
    “Yes! But he…” 
 
    She looked between both of them again. 
 
    “He cheated!” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “Yes, he had his Cockatrices set upon me. And then…” She blushed crimson. 
 
    “What? What did he do?” Nameless was on tenterhooks. 
 
    She let out her breath in a gust. 
 
    “That motherfucker stole my spear!” 
 
    Volka couldn’t hold back anymore, she began to laugh in great peals while Helena sulked. 
 
    Nameless very much wanted to join his angel in her amusement, but at this point he feared for Paul’s safety. 
 
    “So… what happens now?” 
 
    “What happens now?! Now I have to go and get it back!” 
 
    “You aren’t going to hurt him are you?” 
 
    “What? No! He said if I wanted to get my spear back all that I have to do I is share a meal with him, but I also have to…” Again her cheeks flushed as Volka kept laughing. 
 
    “You have to what?” Nameless prodded, wide eyed with curiosity. 
 
    “I have to wear a dress!” She wailed. 
 
    Nameless was perplexed; the Amazons that he had all seen all wore a sort of hide skirt, so he didn’t understand the issue. 
 
    “Okay, that doesn’t sound so bad.” 
 
    “It’s horrible! He showed it to me, while I was frozen! It was the silliest costume one could imagine!” 
 
    “Yeah?” He was struggling to keep a straight face. 
 
    “It was pink, Valkyrja-datta! And it had lace! Fucking. LACE!” 
 
    Nameless was done. He joined Volka in gut-wrenching laughter while Helena described the dress. 
 
    “I did warn you!” He said while wiping away his tears of mirth. 
 
    She gave a rueful shake of her head. 
 
    “You did indeed, and would that I had listened!” 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    She threw up her arms in exasperation. 
 
    “What can I do? I must get my spear back! So I will wear this… thing, and, and then I swear I will bear his children! For any daughter born of his seed will no doubt be as ruthless and cunning as he is! Warleaders all!” 
 
    “So, you’re getting what you wanted then?” Volka chimed in. 
 
    “No I’m not!” She wailed; “I just wanted to have a tryst with a man who obviously has great talents in bed! I was not searching for a mate, well, not really.” 
 
    “But Paul is a good man.” Nameless offered. 
 
    Helena shuddered and her look turned almost hungry. 
 
    “You should have seen the looks on the faces of those Cockatrices while they whispered what he had planned for me…” 
 
    At this point Nameless had reached the too-much-information stage of the conversation. 
 
    “Well, uh, enjoy your dinner?” 
 
    She leapt to her feet and brushed herself off. 
 
    “Oh I shall, Valkyrja-datta! If I am to suffer the humiliation of that accursed garment, then I will keep this man awake all night and into the morning! For the rest of his life he will dream only of my cries of ecstasy while his bond-mates’ lament ever allowing me to share his bed!” 
 
    She spoke like she was declaring war, which in a way, she was. 
 
    Volka and nameless watched her as she stormed off. 
 
    They shared another fit of giggles, before she reached out her hand and took his. 
 
    “Shall we return to the sky?” 
 
    He nodded, but before she wrapped him in her arms again, he folded his collar up against the chill. 
 
    “If we’re going to keep doing this, I’ll need a thicker coat.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After their flight together became too chilly, the Valkyrie joined Myrina in training with Erica while Nameless sought out Paul, worried about the idea of Helena plotting her revenge. 
 
    He found him on his porch whittling a stick. Once again he had a Cockatrice nuzzled against either calf. Both of the feathered girls were making adorable cooing noises and looked to be asleep. 
 
    Nameless spoke quietly so as not to disturb them. 
 
    “I never asked, and I kind of feel like an asshole for it, but how are you doing? You know, with the whole ‘ninety seven years young’ thing?” 
 
    Paul blew out a puff of smoke from his reclaimed pipe. 
 
    “Honestly, no idea. All I know is that I have a dinner date with a fine looking Amazon, and unless I misread her entirely I’m pretty sure me and the hens will be in for a long night.” 
 
    Nameless chuckled. 
 
    “Not thinking about it then?” 
 
    The old farmer took another pull on his pipe and shrugged. 
 
    “What’s to think about? Before Xalanth breathed on me, I felt tired a lot. I felt… old. And I’d pretty much accepted that one day in the near future I was going to go down for a nap and not come up again. Now though? Well, I’m happy, I’m healthy, and sure as the sun rises, I am horny!” 
 
    He gave Nameless a ridiculous leer as the younger man groaned helplessly. 
 
    “Are you really going to make Helena wear a dress?” 
 
    Paul cackled evilly. 
 
    “Damn rights! Had it made special. Best way I can think to keep her from swiping my favorite pipe again!” 
 
    He popped said pipe back between his teeth as laughter faded and they sat in silence for a time. 
 
    “Thing is kiddo, I got no idea how long this gift will last, but I’m old enough to know that life’s too damn short! So however long that beautiful Dragon gave me, I aim to make the most of.” 
 
    Nameless thought he understood the old farmer’s reasoning, so he let it drop, instead adopting a teasing tone. 
 
    “Starting with Helena?” 
 
    “Well, I started with the hens already if you hadn’t noticed.” Paul waggled his eyebrows meaningfully. 
 
    The young man rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Right right.” 
 
    “And how about you? You said you and Volka hadn’t gotten into it yet, any progress there.” 
 
    Nameless couldn’t hide his grin. 
 
    “Some.” 
 
    “Ha, Helena wasn’t kidding about your appetite!” 
 
    “Pffft!” Nameless scoffed; “Says the guy with an entire flock of girls!” 
 
    “Bah! Doesn’t count! Cockatrices are sort of like Hornets, ‘cept they each have their own heartstone. But it’s really rare for a flock not to all bond to the same person.” 
 
    “Really, an entire flock?” 
 
    The young man didn’t hide his skepticism. 
 
    “I’m serious! Go look it up. The little cuties are attached at the hip! Have been since I met ‘em!” 
 
    The girls squawked indignantly as Paul shifted too far forwards and woke them. 
 
    “Well now look what you’ve done!” 
 
    He shook his finger at Nameless as the girls ruffled their feathers in agitation and both glared at him in unison. 
 
    He smiled nervously, but they opened their mouths and sucked in a breath. 
 
    “Ah fuc-” 
 
    He tried to plug his ears but it did little good, paralysis claimed him as the girls’ shrieks washed over him. 
 
    Stiff as a board, Nameless toppled over onto the porch, while Paul laughed uproariously. 
 
    “Some lady-killer you are!” 
 
    It wasn’t the first time Nameless had run afoul of the Cockatrices, so at least he knew what to expect. Paul took pity on him and went to fetch Escrya to carry him back to the cottage. 
 
    Mercifully the amused Amazon didn’t take advantage of him while holding him tight to her breasts, though she definitely talked about doing so. 
 
    At length. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19: 
 
    No Means 
 
      
 
      
 
    After her truly disastrous date with Queen Oldeera, Cordelia had tried to ignore her inner tumult by focusing on work, the resilient girl unwilling to be a burden on her family just because she was nursing a broken heart. 
 
    Of course, Helen wouldn’t stop badgering her with questions, while Christine likewise interrogated her on what had gone down between her and the Hornet queen. 
 
    So as she had done several times throughout the day, she volunteered to go out and feed the ovens to escape her family’s scrutiny. 
 
    But sadly, even there she could find no peace. 
 
    “Brandon, enough! I told you ‘no’ already! We broke up ages ago, so move on already.” 
 
    She shrugged off his arm as she threw another piece of wood into the searing heat. 
 
    Brandon was frustrated, his luck with women had soured ever since Nameless got back to town, but he worked hard to keep the annoyance out of his voice. 
 
    “Baby, don’t be like that! We can still have fun together.” 
 
    His wheedling had already burned through Cordelia’s limited patience; after everything that happened recently she didn’t need more drama, so she was trying to be nice about it, to let him down… if not easily, than at least quickly. 
 
    But the obstinate young man wasn’t listening. 
 
    He had followed her behind the bakery when she had come outside. They were out of sight of pretty much everyone back there; more than once in the past she had let him drag her out of work for a quickie against the woodpiles. 
 
    So the selfish teen saw no reason why this time should be any different. 
 
    “Look Cordy, if this is about that Hornet bitc- that Hornet friend of yours, I already said I’m cool with it, let’s just fool around real quick. You can just use your hand if you’re not up for more than that.” 
 
    The mention of Oldeera stung as she remembered the hurt on the queen’s face. 
 
    Once again Brandon was running his hand down her arm as he sidled up to her, but his clumsy seduction attempts fell flat. 
 
    “Stop it, I said no and I meant it. You and I aren’t together, I don’t know if we ever really were.” 
 
    He couldn’t hide his irritation anymore and scowled at her. 
 
    “And what the fuck is that supposed to mean?! Never really together? You’re my girlfriend!” 
 
    Her limited patience was gone and she slammed the oven door closed with much more force than necessary. 
 
    The heat of the fire had been considerable and she wiped the back of her sturdy work glove across her brow. 
 
    “No, I am not your girlfriend.” She shook her head at him; “I don’t know how much clearer I can make that! I am not your girlfriend, and you are not my boyfriend. In fact, since you are being such a dick, I don’t mind telling you, that we aren’t even friends! Now I need to get back inside.” 
 
    But he didn’t let go of her arm when she tried to push past him. 
 
    “Let me go.” 
 
    She tried to pull away, but if anything, his grip only tightened as he dragged her back and glared at her. 
 
    “Cordelia, you are being a major cock-tease right now, and honestly it’s getting old. I already said you could just use your hand, so stop being a bitch.” 
 
    She felt the faintest twinge of fear at his dominating behaviour, but even with all of her hurt over Oldeera, the fiery young woman wasn’t about to just roll over. 
 
    “What, are you a fucking rapist now Brandon?!” She screamed loudly. 
 
    That made him release her. 
 
    “What?! No, I’m not!” 
 
    He hunched back and away from her, looking around in panic to see if anyone heard her. She took a step towards him. 
 
    “Really? Because you are sure acting like a fucking rapist!” 
 
    Louder this time. 
 
    Before she died Cordelia’s mother had made a point of teaching her and her sisters that the best weapon they had in situations like this was their voice, and this daughter of Emily Loskins had never been shy about using her voice. 
 
    Brandon’s eyes were still moving around nervously and his face was pale at the accusation. 
 
    “Fuck Cordelia, I’m not… that! Calm down already, please!” 
 
    “Oh good, then I can go back to work. Have a nice life, mister not-a-rapist.” 
 
    She pushed past him and rounded the side of the bakery. 
 
    But the sting of further humiliation quickly brought his anger to the forefront again, and it was his turn to yell as he chased after her, grabbed her by the shoulder and screamed in her face. 
 
    “It’s that Hornet slut isn’t it? Are you a fucking lezzo now?!” 
 
    A surprised Cordelia turned bright red at being called out so publicly. A few people were walking by and had stopped to witness the altercation and there was no way they had missed the accusation. 
 
    “Fuck you! That’s- that’s none of your business!” 
 
    “How is it not my business if my girlfriend cheats on me with some other slut?!” 
 
    Cordelia stomped her foot as angry tears sprang to her cheeks. 
 
    “I AM NOT YOUR FUCKING GIRLFRIEND!!” 
 
    Customers from the bakery were now coming outside to join the looky-loos and the crowd grew larger. 
 
    The young not-couple were very loud. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time in Kettering’s history that Brandon and Cordelia had a public meltdown, but this time seemed extra… melty. 
 
    “Yeah, cuz you’re into girls all of a sudden right?!” 
 
    “You’re an asshole!” 
 
    Her face was red, fist clenched at her side and her tears were flowing in earnest. 
 
    “And you’re a loose little slut! I should have-” 
 
    “You should have what?! Forced me to give you a handjob beside the woodpile?!” 
 
    A scandalized gasp went up from the onlookers, but Brandon was beyond caring about appearances. 
 
    “You slut! Who haven’t you given one to by now?!” 
 
    Their fight had moved way past the point of teen drama and small town amusement and the onlookers were more than a little uncomfortable, though they didn’t look away. 
 
    As the pair continued to scream accusations and curses at each other, the crowd parted as Nameless and Milly walked through it. 
 
    They had just finished selling her milk and placing an order for a new bed when they heard the commotion. 
 
    “What is going on?” The Minotaur asked. 
 
    “I guess Cordelia and Brandon are fighting?” 
 
    “What’s a ‘lezzo’?” 
 
    “No idea. But this is really getting out of hand. We should do something.” He observed with a frown. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t like how he’s talking to her.” 
 
    Cordelia flinched back as Brandon once again said something incredibly horrific and hurtful but before she could respond in kind a familiar voice caught her attention. 
 
    “Hello Cordelia!” Milly chirped as she strode right up to them. 
 
    Being six foot six, the Minotaur was much taller than even Brandon, and having more strength than an Amazon, she had no problem lifting him off the ground by the scruff of his neck and the seat of his pants. 
 
    “Hey, wh-what the fuck do you think you’re doing?!” 
 
    But the cheerful monster girl ignored him and he quickly found himself hefted over her head like it was nothing. 
 
    “Bye Cordelia!” She said over her shoulder as she walked away, much to the amusement of the crowd. 
 
    He struggled and writhed, trying to strike at her with hands and feet but unable to land any sort of effective blow. 
 
    “Put me down you bitch!” 
 
    But Milly shook her head with him still flailing above her. 
 
    “Nope! And you shouldn’t call me that, the last guy I picked up like this got thrown off a bridge!” 
 
    It was an odd thing to be proud of. 
 
    The drama over, the gathered people went about their business with much laughing at Brandon’s expense. 
 
    Cordelia’s face was still red, and she ducked back behind the bakery as she wiped at her tears with the back of her hand. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    Nameless was holding out Milly’s big polka dot hanky for her. 
 
    She accepted it with a cough, and gave one last sob with her face buried in the cloth.  
 
    “Yeah, thanks.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    The way he spoke to her, with his voice calm and level, it was like she’d come face to face with some kind of mythical being: a man unafraid of a woman’s emotions. 
 
    But then again he did live with five women, one of which was another near-mythical being, though she hadn’t seen the Valkyrie in a while. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?” 
 
    Cordelia hated it when people offered to listen when in truth they really didn’t want to. But the openness and warmth in his dull brown eyes convinced her of his sincerity and so she bit back her initial retort. 
 
    “I guess it was bound to happen. I don’t know, maybe I led him on.” 
 
    “If memory serves, you two broke up ages ago.” He disagreed gently. 
 
    She gave him a startled look and he smiled lightly. 
 
    “What? Parasites listen to gossip too.” 
 
    She flinched at the words as it was not that far from here that she had called him that. 
 
    “Sorry, that sounded funnier in my head.” 
 
    “It’s okay, I deserved it.” 
 
    Once again he surprised her by putting his finger under her chin and turning her face over to meet his warm gaze. 
 
    “I promise you that you didn’t deserve any of the crap that was just thrown at you. You’re a good person Cordelia. I mean that.” 
 
    He spoke with conviction and she realized that it was the second time he had called her that, though the first time was in the bathhouse as she was leaving and she maybe wasn’t supposed to hear it. 
 
    The compassion on his face caused her heart to flutter slightly, and she could understand the attraction all those monster girls felt for him. 
 
    “How can you be so nice to me after I was such a bitch to you?” 
 
    He frowned at her calling herself a bitch. 
 
    “You weren’t that bad, I mean, you brought me the bread back when your dad remembered.” 
 
    Cordelia squirmed slightly. 
 
    “He didn’t remember, I did. I hated the idea of… owing you anything.” 
 
    A look of puzzlement took his face. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She answered immediately. 
 
    “Because I was a bitch.” 
 
    “I don’t buy it.” 
 
    It took a long time for her to answer him properly. 
 
    “Around town, you were always the poor orphan with the crappy clothes that were too big. A charity case, I guess. But you worked hard, every time I saw you, you were working your ass off, and for next to nothing! And that pissed me off. So when my dad hired you, I guess I kind of had some misdirected feelings. I was annoyed that you could work like that, for little money and without complaint so I convinced myself that you were lazy, even when you weren’t.” 
 
    “Wow, you were a bitch!” He snorted. 
 
    She punched him in the arm. 
 
    “I still don’t know how you can be so nice to me, to everyone.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “I guess it’s just how I was raised.” 
 
    “Yeah, by Ophelia, the woman who is now bonded to you. How does that even happen? 
 
    He chuckled as she handed him back Milly’s hanky and they both leaned against the wall of the bakery. 
 
    “Not on purpose, actually she bonded to me when I was three.” 
 
    Cordelia drew in a sharp breath. 
 
    That was like, super illegal, wasn’t it? 
 
    He read her expression and explained. 
 
    “It was an accident, an innocent little mistake. She was showing me her heartstone and I reached out and grabbed it. She then spent the next seventeen years trying to pretend the bond never happened.” 
 
    “That sounds horrible.” She spoke with sympathy. 
 
    “It really was, and it nearly cost her everything.” He murmured. 
 
    She considered asking him why, but didn’t want to pry, especially after he had been so nice to her, so instead she changed direction. 
 
    “One of the reasons Brandon hates you so much is because of her you know?” 
 
    “So his dad told me, I can’t do anything about it though so… thbbbbtt.” 
 
    She giggled at the rude noise he made with his tongue. 
 
    “So she was your first bond-mate then?” 
 
    “Yeah, well, third that I knew about, but really she was the first.” 
 
    Cordelia screwed up her face in thought. 
 
    “So Milly, then Erica?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay, the whole town knows how you met Milly, but what about Erica?” 
 
    He grimaced slightly. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but that actually touches on what I said to you in the bathhouse.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and her tone was a bit hurt. 
 
    “Super secret Aegis business?” 
 
    “I know it may be a bitter thing to swallow, but you need to trust me when I tell you that it’s for the best.” 
 
    She huffed. 
 
    “Whatever, I’ve swallowed bitter things before!” 
 
    His expression turned wry and he raised an eyebrow while the full meaning of what she had said came back to hit her in the face. 
 
    With a deep blush she shook her head. 
 
    “Don’t try to change the subject!” 
 
    She didn’t quite know why, but this big mysterious secret that seemed to exist between him and all these monster girls really chafed at her. 
 
    Though, when she stopped to think about it, Oldeera’s involvement likely didn’t help. 
 
    She felt a stab of pain as her mind came back to the Hornet queen, but quashed it as he continued. 
 
    “Cordelia, people have died over this stuff. The truth could put you in danger.” 
 
    His expression was deadly serious. 
 
    “Like Kar?” 
 
    She regretted the question immediately at the stricken look on his face, but after several seconds he shook it off and nodded. 
 
    “Yes, like Kar, and more than a few others besides, including my parents.” 
 
    Now she was really regretting pushing the issue. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I am so sorry!” 
 
    “It’s fine, you didn’t know, and besides I was really young.” 
 
    After a few moments of awkward silence she spoke again. 
 
    “It’s just, really frustrating to be told you aren’t allowed to know something. First by you and Helena, then by-” She abruptly turned pink at the thought of the Hornet queen and everything that had happened between them. 
 
    “By Oldeera?” 
 
    “Er, yeah.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean you can’t trust them. And I don’t mean to rub it in, but pretty much everyone in town knows that something is going on between you and her, and with Brandon’s little tantrum it’s only going to get worse.” 
 
    Her face was on fire as the truth sank in, but then she realized that if there was anyone she could ask for advice on this particular subject, it would be Nameless. 
 
    “How do you cope with it? How do you deal with the weird stuff?” Her breath caught for a moment and left unsaid was the strange shame she felt when she learned the other Hornet’s were watching her and Oldeera; “I mean, what’s it like to really be with a monster girl?” 
 
    He offered her a wry smile. 
 
    “You mean what’s it like to have someone completely and utterly devoted to you? Someone that you know will never betray you, never hurt you? And will happily shower you with affection every waking moment of every day for the rest of your life? Is that what you mean?” 
 
    “Smartass.” 
 
    She lightly punched his shoulder as he chuckled, but he got serious again as he held out the silver bracelet with Nina’s ruby red heartstone in it for her to see. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what it is like to date a monster girl. But being bonded to one is a beautiful gift, a precious privilege, and a responsibility never to be taken lightly. And in perfect honesty, the thought that keeps me awake at night is that I’m not doing nearly enough to deserve it.” 
 
    “Really Master? I thought that what kept you up at night was me sucking on your big meaty di-” 
 
    “Hello Erica.” He interrupted the Katje loudly before she could finish, while Cordelia burst into laughter at his expense. 
 
    His bond-mate had snuck around the corner while they were talking, surprising them both with her stealth. 
 
    She leaned in and gave her master’s face and neck several affectionate licks with her rasping tongue. 
 
    Cordelia found it more than a little bizarre but he was completely unbothered by it, in fact he tilted his head to give her better access and seemed to enjoy the attention. 
 
    The Katje snuggled into his shoulder and turned her emerald eyes on the girl. 
 
    “I passed Milly earlier, she filled me in. You okay?” 
 
    Once again Cordelia found herself touched by the honest concern. 
 
    “I’m fine, was she still carrying Brandon?” 
 
    “Yup, probably for a long while yet. I don’t think she thought it through. Last I heard she was either going to chuck him off a bridge or give him to Helena. Not sure which one would be worse for him to be honest.” 
 
    “The bridge, right?” 
 
    “I think you underestimate the impact you had on Helena in the bathhouse.” Nameless interjected. 
 
    Erica’s ears swiveled in interest at his words. 
 
    “I missed that! What happened?” 
 
    Nameless grinned and spoke lightly. 
 
    “Helena gave her a massage and then Cordelia offered to wash her back!” 
 
    “Oooooh, that’s a big deal right?” 
 
    Cordelia was getting suspicious as the two gossiped mercilessly in a mock-serious tone. 
 
    “A very big deal.” Nameless confirmed; “Honestly I’m surprised there isn’t already a boar’s head on a spear in front of the bakery!” 
 
    “You two are screwing with me!” 
 
    “Helena certainly wants to!” Erica teased. 
 
    “Hey! She told me that she knew that I was clueless about Amazons mating rituals or whatever, so she and I are cool!” 
 
    “She also said you had soft skin and nice breasts.” 
 
    Her jaw dropped at his words. 
 
    “What? Room full of water, sound travels.” He shrugged. 
 
    She punched him in the arm again though she couldn’t hold back her smile. 
 
    “Hey, don’t damage my boy-toy!” 
 
    His bond-mate let go of his arm and was wandering over to where the wood was stacked. 
 
    “Boy-toy my ass, he’s-” but her voice cut off as the Katje slipped a trio of knives out of nowhere; “Um, Erica what the hell are you doing?” 
 
    The Katje responded by rapidly throwing them into the woodpile, the three blades striking home in a neat cluster with resounding thunks. 
 
    Once again Cordelia’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” 
 
    “I’m practicing. All this talk about sex is making me frisky, and since one or both of you probably wouldn’t be okay with me gobbling his knob right here-” 
 
    “Both.” Nameless and Cordelia said in unison. 
 
    “-then I need an outlet.” She finished as she once again threw her knives with deadly precision. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    “You are really good at that!” 
 
    “Had a good teacher.” She mumbled and Nameless winced ever so slightly. 
 
    Cordelia picked up on the possible sensitivity of the subject and for once she had the tact not to ask any follow up questions. 
 
    “Well, I should really get back inside already. Thank you, for being here and listening and stuff. And thank Milly for me when she’s done hiding the body or whatever.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “No thanks needed, though we never really finished with your line of questioning earlier.” 
 
    “About monster girls?” 
 
    “Maybe I’m not the best to ask, since I seemed to have always skipped the dating phase and went straight to the bonding. But one thing a very smart woman once told me was to be honest, and to be direct. Very few of the monster breeds I’ve met are particularly shy about their emotions, or about sex for that matter.” 
 
    “Of course not, sex is neat! In fact, we’re totally gunna bone once you leave!” Erica said with another ‘thunk’ of a knife into wood for emphasis. 
 
    Nameless cleared his throat in an effort to stay on topic while Cordelia smirked. 
 
    “I’m not about to say you should rush into anything, especially after the nonsense that happened earlier, but you should probably have a talk with Oldeera. Life is too short, Cordelia.” 
 
    At his earnest words, the young brunette nodded while Erica once more pulled her knives from the woodpile. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it is.” 
 
    Nameless followed her departure with his eyes until she rounded the corner to the front of the bakery. He then turned to see Erica bent over, her shirt pulled up with the hem held in her teeth and her panties around her ankles while she looked at him with those brilliant green eyes of hers. 
 
    “Did ouh fink I wash kidding?” She spoke around the fabric and wiggled her naked ass at him, her tail flicking back and forth in excitement. 
 
    Nameless took another quick peek around the corner to ensure they were alone, and then undid his pant as he walked towards Erica’s tanned tushy with a hungry smile on his lips. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Rory hauled his son to his feet by the scruff of his neck, his burly arms more than up to the task. 
 
    “Get your ass out of the dirt boy. Because it is way past time you grew the hell up.” 
 
    Milly had carried him around for nearly an hour, trying to figure out what she was going to do with him, but then his father found her and at his request she left the teen to his tender mercies. 
 
    Brandon almost wished she had thrown him off a bridge. 
 
    He was dragged all the way back to the smithy and all but thrown against his father’s work table, tools rattling as the heavy wooden bench shifted slightly from the force of the impact. 
 
    “You just can’t help yourself can you boy? Fucking off when you could have been studying in school, chasing girls when you should have been working. How many fines have I had to pay for your screwing around?” 
 
    Brandon had been given many lectures in the past, but this time felt different, despite the frustration in the smith’s voice he just seemed kind of… tired. 
 
    The teen’s knuckles were white and he couldn’t meet his father’s glare for more than a few seconds at a time. 
 
    “And now you’re screaming at your ex-girlfriend in public, spouting all kinds of hateful garbage at her and humiliating her in front of the whole town. Not to mention exposing her relationship with that Hornet, which was nobody’s business but hers.” 
 
    “Dad, it wasn’t like that she-” 
 
    His father gripped him by the shirt and growled in his face. 
 
    “No more excuses! Cordelia’s father came and talked to me after you’d finished your little fit, says if he sees you near his daughter again he’s going to file a protection order against you with Magnus! Those stay on your permanent record you moron! And if you violate one that’s a mandatory six months in a dig-site. How well do you think your lazy ass will hold up in one of those?” 
 
    Cold fear washed over him at the thought. 
 
    “Sh-she wouldn’t let him do that.” 
 
    Rory cast him back against the bench in disgust. 
 
    “Why not? I would. If it were up to me you’d already be swinging a pick, it would teach you some work ethic. Something I’ve tried and failed to do for years.” 
 
    Brandon had angry tears streaming down his face at the words and he glared at his father. 
 
    “Of course you’d say that! You just want me gone! You’re such a shitty father that you don’t care what happens to your son as long as you have your little bottle and enough metal to bang away at like a big fucking ape!” 
 
    His father’s eyes narrowed, while Brandon was breathing heavily from the sudden outburst. 
 
    Rory took a long look at his son, picturing in his mind all the mistakes the kid had made, and all the effort he put in to try to set him straight. But the boy was stubborn and just kept screwing around. 
 
    Cold certainty settled in on him as he realized that something drastic did need to happen, that if he kept covering for his son, he would never amount to anything. 
 
    “You’re a big man now are you?” He grumbled. 
 
    Brandon recognized the trap but couldn’t keep himself from walking into it. 
 
    “Yeah! I am, I’m over fifteen, which makes me an adult!” 
 
    “So you can look after yourself then? Feed yourself? Keep a roof over your head?” 
 
    “O-of course I can!” 
 
    Rory gave him another long look. 
 
    “Well, alright then, big man. Pack your bags and get out of my house.” 
 
    The young man’s anger dissipated as shock and confusion took its place. 
 
    “Wh-what is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    Rory shrugged. 
 
    “It means just what you said. You’re old enough to look after yourself. It means I’m not paying any more fines to Magnus for you. It means that you, just like everyone else in this world, are on your own.” 
 
    Brandon opened his mouth to yell some more, but then he realized that his dad was giving him exactly what he wanted, a chance to go out and prove himself, a chance to be somebody. 
 
    So he went to his room, threw some clothes in a pack, along with a few other knick-knacks he thought he might need and the small pile of coins he had stashed away, then stormed out, making a point to slam every door on his way. 
 
    Rory sighed and took up the bottle from behind his workbench and considered it for a moment before setting it back down. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Brandon was cursing out his father, Cordelia, Nameless and his Minotaur slut, and just about everybody else that lived in Kettering while he stomped through town. As he vented, a plan formed in his mind, and he changed direction. 
 
    Shortly after Brandon knocked, Dillon poked his head out his front door, and he looked ridiculous. 
 
    He was shirtless, with his short hair done up in multiple stubby pony tails, and he had brightly hued children’s paint all over his face and chest in colourful little swirls and handprints. 
 
    “What’s up Brandon?” He asked as if he didn’t look like a clown. 
 
    “Dude, what the hell? 
 
    Dillon looked confused for a moment, but then he grinned as he remembered his appearance. 
 
    “I’m looking after my baby cousin, she’s into her artistic phase, they grow up so fast, you know?” 
 
    “Right, well whatever. Look I’m taking off, Kettering is stale.” 
 
    “Taking off? You making a run to Wayfelt? Because I have some coins if you don’t mind grabbing me some stuff!” 
 
    “No, man, I’m leaving, leaving. Moving on. I’m here checking to see if you want to come with, like we always talked about.” 
 
    Brandon injected enthusiasm into his voice but he didn’t get nearly the reaction he was expecting. 
 
    Dillon let out a derisive snort at the proposal. 
 
    “Yeah, when we were kids! I’m working with my Aunt starting tomorrow, now that I’m done school she’s giving me a job in her boutique. I’ll get to play with women’s underwear all day and flirt with pretty girls all night! And if I save up, in a few years it’ll be my shop!” 
 
    He beamed, proud of his plan, but his smile faltered at the scowl on Brandon’s face. 
 
    “Dude, why would you want to stay in this dump and play with women’s clothing?” 
 
    “Uh, because I like women and getting close to their clothes naturally means getting close to what’s underneath them.” He stated like it was the most obvious fact in the world. 
 
    Brandon’s scowl deepened. 
 
    “What about our plan? Come on man, don’t leave me hanging!” 
 
    Dillon shifted his weight to his other foot. 
 
    “Look, I can’t leave even if I wanted to. Like I said I’m looking after my cousin for the next few hours.” 
 
    Even as he spoke there was a resounding crash and a toddler’s squealing giggle from inside. 
 
    “Oh shit, man I gotta go! I’ll see you when you get back!” 
 
    Abruptly he shut the door in Brandon’s face. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20: 
 
    Dark News 
 
      
 
      
 
    Barring the drama between Cordelia and Oldeera, life in Kettering had reached some semblance of normality for Nameless and the girls. 
 
    They still thought often of Kar, but day to day they were able to find the joy that Volka wanted for them in their safe little corner of the world. 
 
    Sadly, events outside of the small farming community had to catch up with them eventually. And they did so in the form of an Aegis councilor and some familiar Amazons. 
 
    After the drama in town Nameless and his girls shared lunch with Paul, they had just finished eating when Milly all but sprinting out the door afterwards, eager to get back to her training. 
 
    The rest remained; making small talk with the old farmer until Erica’s hearing picked up on people in Paul’s driveway. 
 
    They stepped outside to see Aegis Booker with his two bond-mates, Yana Brael and Juni the Undine, as well as a couple of Yana’s warriors approaching the house. 
 
    After a brief round of greetings on Paul’s porch they went back inside to talk. 
 
    The one-eyed man got right to the point. 
 
    “Miranda and her girls are on their way from Oakridge. They launched a raid the other night and have two Tenebrae in custody.” 
 
    Ophelia gasped. 
 
    “Are they alright?” 
 
    Booker nodded. 
 
    “Her Amazon took a beating but they are in one piece. I’m here because we are hoping that you can save the Tenebrae.” 
 
    Nameless recovered from his shock quickly. 
 
    “Of course! You don’t need to ask for that!” 
 
    The Aegis councilor nodded his assent. 
 
    “Where are the rest of the Brael girls? I mean, you’re sort of an important guy right?” Erica observed. 
 
    “Tiana is leading them on a mission, we’re spread a bit thin at the moment, and I’m not nearly as important as he is.” Booker jutted one finger at her bond-mate. 
 
    “Not gunna argue with that.” Nina bobbed her head once in agreement; “Where did the two Tenebrae come from?” 
 
    Booker sighed and rubbed at the dark grey patch over his right eye. 
 
    “Actually it was three, one died during the raid. We’re still getting all the details. But given Jonathan’s history I’m not ruling out his involvement, which is why I’m here. We need answers.” 
 
    “You look tired, Aegis Booker.” Ophelia observed as she brought the older man a cup of coffee. 
 
    He sighed as he sipped at the hot drink, and then smiled thinly at the kindly Flutterby. 
 
    “Trying times.” 
 
    Nameless picked up on the older man’s mood, and on the defensive stature of Yana and her Amazons, and knew that there was something more, something beyond the Tenebrae. 
 
    “What is it? What else?” 
 
    Booker regarded the slight man for a few moments as he sipped at his coffee. Then his gaze shifted to the Valkyrie standing behind him and he nodded to himself. 
 
    “I supposed of anyone outside the Aegis, you at least should know. People are disappearing son. Just a few at first, but now… we’re talking in the dozens, and from all over. Monster girls mainly, but more than a few humans have gone missing as well.” 
 
    Paul’s living room was deathly silent as they took in his words. 
 
    “Evadne?” Volka asked. 
 
    Booker nodded. 
 
    “She’s not being shy about it. Raided a homestead a while back. Killed the husband and took the wife’s bond-mate. Left her and the kids with enough nightmare fuel to last a lifetime. Wife’s description fit, brave woman.” 
 
    Nameless felt a massive surge of guilt at the thought of people suffering at the hands of the deranged Empath that he had woken up, and further guilt that he wasn’t doing more to help stop him. 
 
    “So, they need monster girls to resume their experiments?” 
 
    Booker shrugged. 
 
    “We don’t know for sure, but it seems bloody likely. It has been impossible for us to track her movements, with her magic she seems to be able to pop up anywhere.” 
 
    “What is the Aegis doing about it?” Paul asked. 
 
    The old man had conflicted feelings about the Aegis in his home. On the one hand he respected who they were and what they did, on the other he didn’t like the idea of Nameless getting pulled into it. 
 
    Booker drained the last of his coffee and set it on the end table before answering Paul. 
 
    “As much as we can, which isn’t enough. We’ve reached out to the covens. Hopefully they’ll be able to figure out some way of tracking her. I hate this kind of magic. In the meanwhile, people are starting to clue in, only so much we can cover up after all. When your neighbours start vanishing fear takes over, makes people stupid.” 
 
    He rubbed at his missing eye some more and stifled a yawn. 
 
    “What can we do to help?” 
 
    The corner of Paul’s mouth twitched briefly into a frown and Booker smiled at Nameless’s earnest question. 
 
    “As an Empath? Stay safe. Aegis Holt should be here in a few days, and when she gets here she won’t want to hear that you broke your neck doing something foolish.” 
 
    Ophelia smiled privately, his tone was so very similar to Paul’s. 
 
    Nameless nodded with some reluctance, then frowned. 
 
    “What about Sadie and Xalanth?” 
 
    Booker gave a shake of his head. 
 
    “They disappeared again. As you know, some monster breeds we simply don’t have authority over.” For the briefest of moments, his eyes flashed to a smirking Nina; “That and it’s in a Dragon’s nature to answer to no law but her own.” 
 
    “Thug life.” Nina said with an approving nod. 
 
    “No idea where they went?” 
 
    He turned at Erica’s question and shrugged. 
 
    “At first I figured that Xalanth was going after Evadne, and had boarded Sadie up in an active volcano somewhere to keep her safe. But now… I have another theory.” 
 
    Paul snorted. 
 
    “And would you care to share your theory with the class? Or do you plan to wait till they get back so you can change your answer to fit?” 
 
    Yana bristled at the old farmer’s dig, but Booker chuckled. 
 
    “Fair enough Mister Fletcher. I suspect they are looking into our young friend’s back-story.” 
 
    Nameless blinked several times in surprise, and so Booker elaborated. 
 
    “As far as anyone can tell, you two are the last Empaths, which means one or both of your parents were Empaths as well, I think Sadie’s hoping you have cousins or something. Personally I think it’s a long shot, but Sadie was always quick to leap at any leads.” 
 
    While he picked up his cup again, Riya spoke up from beside her warleader, looking around the room. 
 
    “Where is your Milly? It would be good to see her again.” 
 
    Ophelia refilled Booker’s coffee as he held his cup out for her. 
 
    “She’s practicing with Myrina and her girls at the cottage. They have grown very close.” 
 
    Yana’s arms crossed over her chest and her eyes narrowed. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    In the mountains far to the north east of Garland, just south of the university city of Algrade, was a system of caves that ran for miles deep into the ground. 
 
    During the war it had been used as a secure staging area by the forces of the Divine Republic in their assault against the monster girl tribes. Now it was forgotten by man, and remembered only distantly by the very few monster girls old enough to have known of its existence. 
 
    One though, remembered it better than most. 
 
    Evadne the Chimera’s impatient hiss was echoed by her tail as she paced before her bond-mate Jonathan Pym, the dual sibilant sound rebounded off of the cavern walls and echoed away into the darkness. 
 
    Under the light of the lanterns the Empath looked awful. His clothing was unwashed and hung from his lanky frame like rags on a rack, the pallid skin of his face had an unhealthy sheen and dark circles stood in contrast to the whites of his eyes. 
 
    He had just finished breaking the last of the girls she had brought in, and now they needed to have a long talk. 
 
    Evadne hissed again and glared at him. 
 
    “This is ridiculous, we need more fighters.” 
 
    The exhausted Empath rubbed at his face with both hands while Evadne spoke; they’d had this conversation before. 
 
    “I know dammit. But they take so much longer to break. They have willpower. They train to suppress their fear. And most importantly, they are apparently harder for you to catch alive.” 
 
    Her tail hissed at him again as her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “We won’t succeed with bunnies and sheep.” 
 
    The muscles in his legs screamed as he pushed himself to his feet. He was still recovering from his ten year comma, but though he tired easily, sitting still for too long filled him with dread. 
 
    He much preferred some sore muscles to that feeling of stillness that he associated with his time trapped in the hell of his own mind. 
 
    “Since you absolutely refuse to consider the experiment I proposed-” 
 
    He stopped himself as her tail lunged at him, its fangs pulling up just shy of biting into his cheek. 
 
    With great care he finished his thought. 
 
    “We go into the wilds?” He suggested. 
 
    Evadne gave him a disdainful look. 
 
    “And take ten times as long to find the girls we need?” 
 
    He whirled on her, his irritation peaking. 
 
    “At least we wouldn’t have the Aegis all over us out there! Why did you have to throw that kid out the window? You could have just snapped his neck! Made it quick at least.” 
 
    Her tail reared up and glared as her own ire rose, but he didn’t back down. 
 
    “You are too reckless Evadne! With all the attention on us now, I’m down to my last black market contact and she doesn’t come cheap!” 
 
    “I don’t care about money. Pay her.” 
 
    “She didn’t want money!” He spat in frustration; “She wanted some of the girls, and while you may not care about their well-being, I do!” 
 
    Living in a cave as wanted fugitives meant living without a great deal of luxuries, but in Jonathan’s time helping the Aegis he had secretly gotten to know a great many of the movers and shakers in the criminal underworld, and he leaned heavily on those contacts now. 
 
    But the price just kept going up the more monsters Evadne brought in. 
 
    The last two contacts met a bitter end from her tail when they foolishly threatened to expose them to the Aegis in an attempt to get more coins for their wares. 
 
    And what Bethany defined as payment chafed at him, almost as much as Evadne’s indifference did. 
 
    Jonathan splashed water in his face then pounded his fist against the basin. 
 
    “Fuck, none of this is going as we planned! You are right, we need fighters. I don’t know, maybe then we could just go out and take what supplies we need instead of paying these degenerates for them.” He spoke with contempt. 
 
    Evadne had stopped listening to him as she paced, but at his mention of simply taking what they need she had an idea. 
 
    “What if you can get a whole bunch of warriors, and only have to break one mind?” 
 
    Jonathan’s brow wrinkled in confusion as he puzzled over what she meant, until finally his eyes widened and his jaw dropped. 
 
    “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “You can do it?” 
 
    “Of course I can, but how the hell will you manage them all?” 
 
    “If necessary I kill half of them and then take the survivors. Then we get one monster girl, worth more than a whole herd of these blasted sheep, and able to go anywhere we need for your stupid supplies.” 
 
    He nodded reluctantly. 
 
    “Okay, but how would you even catch them? They are faster than you, and they’re all in the cities, which would mean Aegis backup minutes away.” 
 
    Evadne’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Not according to your contact, the one whose tits you try so hard not to stare at.” 
 
    He waved his hand dismissively. 
 
    “She was just repeating a rumour.” 
 
    “Rumour or not, I’m going.” 
 
    She turned away, her snake tail watching him as she strode out of their lair. 
 
    He called after her as she receded into the darkness. 
 
    “Evadne, be serious! Why would a hive of Hornets be in some remote farming town?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21: 
 
    Wounded Pride 
 
      
 
      
 
    While Nameless and Booker continued their discussion at Paul’s, Yana and her two Amazons excused themselves to visit with Milly and the Saenga warriors. 
 
    It was not a joyous reunion. 
 
    While crossing the field, Yana took in the sight of Milly training with Myrina and her girls. 
 
    She heard their boisterous voices and the clear ring of Milly’s laughter as they worked. 
 
    Without a word of greeting, Yana stalked over to stand between Milly and Myrina and rudely snatched the other Amazon’s spear away. 
 
    “What-” 
 
    Yana’s glare cut Myrina off mid-sentence and she took up position opposite Milly. 
 
    “Kar’s spear was given to you in trust Milly. It is time for you to show me that trust was not misplaced.” 
 
    Milly had barely recovered from the sight of the Brael girls when Yana attacked. 
 
    Even with the massive gourd on her back containing her Undine bond-sister, the Amazon was a blur of motion and the Minotaur was immediately on the defensive. 
 
    She barely managed to bring Kar’s spear up in time to block the initial assault, and she was nowhere near ready for the follow up strikes. 
 
    The veteran warrior struck her three times down her left side in rapid succession with the padded tip of Myrina’s spear, far harder than was necessary for training. 
 
    “Is this all you have learned?! You have to be faster!” 
 
    Yana struck her low on her thigh and Milly lowed in distress from the force of the blow. Her own spear always seemed to get in position a fraction of a second too late to protect her. 
 
    The powerful Amazon wasn’t holding back and Myrina and Riya were sharing worried looks now as Milly stumbled backwards under the onslaught. 
 
    Yana hit her again, this time spinning to drive the butt of her weapon into the cow’s gut before she had time to blink, causing her to double over, only to be forced straight again when Yana’s knee connected with her shoulder. 
 
    “You still hesitate, you think too much! Stop being soft and hit me!” She snarled as she stepped past Milly’s clumsy guard and threw a left cross that caught her in the cheek. 
 
    She spun again and brought her spear low to Milly’s injured calf, this time causing the Minotaur to crumple in a heap. 
 
    Yana was surprised for a moment though, after she hit the ground the cow girl rolled backwards out of harm’s way and scrambled to stand. 
 
    It was the very same maneuver that Myrina had just been drilling with her and she executed it flawlessly. 
 
    But the raging Amazon wasn’t impressed for long. She lunged forwards with her weapon held in a bar in front of her, body-slamming the Minotaur back to the ground before she could fully regain her feet. 
 
    “Not good enough! Kar would be ashamed of you!” Yana snapped as she placed the butt of Myrina’s spear between Milly’s breasts and pinned her to the ground. 
 
    Before she could say or do anything else though, tendrils of water sprang from the gourd on her back and wrapped all around her arms and legs as a tearful Juni poked her head out of her water. 
 
    “Stop it!” The Undine cried out. 
 
    “Juni! What are you-” 
 
    Yana stumbled back, tearing her limbs free of the magically animated water, but sudden golden light blazed before her as Volka landed between her and the prone Minotaur, her wings spread wide and her shield held at the ready. 
 
    “Find another outlet for your rage and grief Warleader! Dare to strike at my sister again and you will face my wrath!” 
 
    Volka’s angelic voice was great and terrible as her golden eyes bored into the water-bound Yana, and her condemnation was enough that the furious Amazon had to turn away from her severe glare. 
 
    The standoff lasted until the others were running towards the commotion, Booker and Nameless at the forefront. The young Empath had sensed Milly’s distress and sent Volka ahead to help her while he sprinted towards home. 
 
    “Yana! Juni! What in the hells is going on?” Booker demanded. 
 
    There was another long silence, broken only by Nameless’s worried voice as he and Kaylee helped an injured Milly to her feet. 
 
    “A training mishap, Aegis Booker.” Volka’s shield slowly lowered as Yana finally tore free of Juni’s water; “Your wife merely got carried away, I think.” 
 
    Even as she explained, Yana slipped the gourd off her shoulders and dropped it to the cold ground before storming off, tossing Myrina’s spear back at its owner almost reflexively. 
 
    The gourd stayed upright for a second, before spilled its contents into the dirt, the water darkening the earth as the exposed Juni’s sob echoed out of the rapidly emptying jug. 
 
    Booker moved to follow but Volka put her hand on his shoulder and stopped him. 
 
    “Let her go Aegis, your wife is in turmoil, some time alone would be good for her, I think.” 
 
    Reluctantly Booker agreed as he knelt beside the gourd and pulled the blue-skinned Juni into his arms. 
 
    Meanwhile Milly was trying to wave off the concerned Nameless and Kaylee with a weak smile. 
 
    “I-I’m fine, really.” 
 
    “You are not, War-sister. I can see the bruises forming already, let us tend to you.” 
 
    But Milly shook her head, quickly wiping a tear from her bruised cheek and taking up Kar’s spear again. 
 
    “Really, I’ve had worse. Myrina, I want to try that thrusting stab thingy from yesterday again.” 
 
    She looked to the other Amazon and spoke as if nothing had happened, though the tremor in her voice gave her away. 
 
    “Milly, please-” 
 
    Nameless reached one hand out to her, but she shook her head again, her smile faltering for a moment until she spoke and her body assumed a ready position. 
 
    “Myrina, the stance, it was this way right?” 
 
    After sharing a quick look with Nameless and her warriors, and with some reluctance, the Amazon leader stepped forward and made some minor corrections to Milly’s posture, soon leading her through the spinning thrust maneuver. 
 
    All the while her family watched with worry. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    A mixture of frustration and guilt tore through the Brael warleader as she sought solace in the woods on the other side of the new fence. 
 
    She lashed out, her fist tearing a sizable chunk out of one of the trees around her, the pain in her knuckles easy to ignore as her internal strife ravaged her. 
 
    The look of condemnation from Volka would have been the worst, except as Yana turned to leave her eyes had met Milly’s. 
 
    While still laid out from the unprovoked assault, the kindly Minotaur had already forgiven her for her outburst. 
 
    Yana struck the tree again, though this time with much less force as the emotional woman let out a gasp and hot tears spilled down her cheeks. 
 
    “You hurt Milly like that again, and I don’t care what my master says, I’ll tear you apart.” 
 
    She looked up quickly at the threat. 
 
    Nina had followed her into the woods, her hammer at her side while both arms were crossed over her breasts. 
 
    Her voice was cold as she stared at the Amazon. 
 
    Yana turned her face away, shame creeping up on her again. 
 
    “Nina I-” 
 
    “Milly has suffered a lot, she loved Kar, and training with Myrina is one of the only ways she knows to honour her memory. And like an asshole, you just took that away from her.” 
 
    The giant’s voice dropped lower, the trees around them shaking slightly as she glared at the one who had hurt her bond-sister. 
 
    Her ire dissipated though when she saw the tears sliding down Yana’s face. 
 
    “I am sorry.” The Amazon whispered. 
 
    Nina’s chest heaved as she reined herself in, though she wasn’t finished. 
 
    “I’m not big on apologies. Ask my master.” She said as she rested one hand on the hilt of her hammer; “I get it, you’re hurting because of Kar. But so is everyone else. It blows. Deal with it.” 
 
    The warleader let out a heavy breath as more tears fell. 
 
    Her emotions still in chaos, she rested her fist against a nearby tree with her forehead pressed to her bloody knuckles. 
 
    “I don’t know what I am doing anymore. Even when the fight with Evadne started, and I witnessed her power dropping my sisters one by one, I was convinced that we could best her, that I could best her.” 
 
    Nina cocked her head to one side. 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    The Amazon looked to the mighty Gigas, a monster who, had their positions been reversed, might have been able to stop Evadne and save Kar. 
 
    “Now I look to those around me, even warriors I’ve fought beside for years like Tiana, and I see them falling before her. Worse, I see them doing so, while holding me back.” 
 
    “Welcome to my world.” 
 
    Yana snorted at the giant’s wry comment 
 
    “How do you stand it? Dow do you stand knowing everyone around you is weak?” 
 
    “Because I know they’re not.” 
 
    The Amazon pushed off from the tree, her expression aghast at the giant’s words. 
 
    “Nina! You could best anyone I know, save maybe Xalanth!” 
 
    “Of course, I am the mountain.” 
 
    “Then how-” 
 
    Nina cut her off. 
 
    “Before I bonded with my weakling, I was never truly afraid in my life.” 
 
    Yana frowned in confusion, so Nina clarified. 
 
    “I also had never loved anyone, at least not since my mom died. Before I bonded, that is when I was weak. I was a lifeless peak, strong, but cold.” 
 
    She gave Yana the longest look she had ever received. 
 
    “Now I’m a fucking volcano. Evadne will get what is coming to her, believe that. We just have to be patient.” 
 
    There was a minute of silence between the two warriors, but in the end Yana wasn’t convinced. 
 
    “I wish I could believe. But you didn’t see her in Divinity Square, her power, her malice. I have fought many powerful foes, even bested a Grizzly once when I was young, but Evadne is beyond anything I have ever seen. I want to believe that the Aegis will catch up with her, but at the same time, I am afraid of what she will do if that happens.” 
 
    Without warning Nina closed the gap between them and punched her in the stomach, causing her to double over with a gasping cough. 
 
    The Gigas spoke in a growl. 
 
    “I thought you were a warrior? Don’t be a wuss. The magic users will catch her and then Xalanth will eat her. Or she will come out of hiding and I will smoosh her. She isn’t the strongest, and even if she was, she is still alone. Her death is coming, so don’t worry about her. Your job now is to protect everyone else, like the Saenga are doing for my man.” 
 
    The Amazon coughed a few times as she tried to regain her breath, wiping the tears from her eyes. 
 
    “Ch-cheap shot.” She wheezed. 
 
    “Tell that to Milly.” 
 
    Yana stood to her full height and looked to the Gigas, once again they shared a long moment as understanding passed between them, until finally the Amazon offered a grudging nod. 
 
    In response Nina gave her a hearty slap on the ass that bowled her over again before abruptly turning to walk away. 
 
    “Good talk.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After training with Myrina for a few more minutes Ophelia had finally convinced Milly to come inside and let her take a look at the numerous injuries that Yana had given her. 
 
    The cow girl sat on a chair in the kitchen, Ophelia having chased everyone else out of the cottage with a dark scowl. 
 
    With deft movements of her delicate fingers the Flutterby unbuttoned Milly’s overalls and pulled the front down to expose her upper body. Milly’s naked side had several bruises in an ugly shade of purple from the merciless beating. 
 
    She was a Minotaur and it took a lot of punishment to mark her creamy skin, which was testament to how harshly the Amazon warleader had treated her in the short fight. 
 
    She flinched when Ophelia pressed a cloth full of ice to her ribs. 
 
    “Oh dearest, I am so sorry.” 
 
    “I’m alright. It doesn’t hurt, it’s just cold.” 
 
    Milly wore one of her smiles, but the canny Flutterby wasn’t fooled. 
 
    She leaned in and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “No you aren’t and yes it does.” 
 
    Milly’s smile faltered and she gave a little sniffle as her eyes welled. 
 
    Without saying anything else Ophelia held her close, pulling the Minotaur’s face into her cleavage and running her fingers through her hair. 
 
    They stayed like that for a long time as Milly shed some stressful tears. 
 
    “I th-thought I was doing so good.” She whispered. 
 
    Her words were muffled by Ophelia’s breasts, so the Flutter shifted back slightly and lifted her face off of her chest. 
 
    “You are, dearheart. Whenever I speak to the Saenga girls all they can talk about is how much progress you’ve made, and Volka has said much the same. I don’t know the first thing about fighting, but the word of a warrior angel should be proof enough!” 
 
    “But Yana-” 
 
    “Yana is in pain. One of her sisters died, and she doesn’t seem to be handling it well. Everything that just happened had nothing to do with you, or even Kar for that matter. She is angry and the ones she wants to hurt are beyond her reach, so she foolishly turned that anger against you.” 
 
    Milly wiped the mess of tears from her face with her oversized hanky and then stood with a wince. 
 
    “I-I want to go back and train.” 
 
    But the older monster girl placed her hand between Milly’s breasts to stop her. 
 
    “You are out of luck, Myrina and the girls are tired, so you have nobody to wrestle with.” 
 
    “Really Ophelia I’m alright!” 
 
    “Well I’m not!” 
 
    Milly blinked at the heated admission as Ophelia held her hand over her mouth, as if to take back the outburst. 
 
    “O-Ophelia?” 
 
    With a sob the dam broke and it was the Flutterby’s turn for a good cry. 
 
    “I hate this! I hate you and Erica learning how to fight, I hate Nameless blaming himself! I hate being so scared for all of you all the time!” 
 
    The Minotaur mooed plaintively as Ophelia turned to lean on the counter, her shoulder shook for a time as her wings fluttered slightly in agitation. 
 
    Milly placed one hand on her shoulder but Ophelia immediately whirled around to face her. 
 
    “I just want us to live together without a care in the world! But I can’t have that, so the least you can do is let me take care of your damn bruises!” 
 
    The Minotaur struggled to find the words to respond, but ultimately couldn’t. 
 
    A few minutes later and Ophelia let out a shuddering breath as she composed herself. 
 
    “I’m sorry dearheart, I’ve been terrified since seeing our master in the square, with Kar dead at his feet.” She lifted Milly’s arm again to hold the ice to her injuries once more; “I’m not a fighter, I’m weak so I have to be useful in other ways. Just let me take care of you, please?” 
 
    Her face was twisted with desperate need, so Milly could only give a slow nod of acceptance. 
 
    “You are the strongest person I know.” She whispered as cold relief was pressed to her side again. 
 
    Ophelia sniffled and shook her head. 
 
    “No I’m-” 
 
    “When we first met, you were the one who told me about our master, who helped me get closer to him when he was so afraid to even let me touch him. You’re the one who helped Erica get over her past, and who got Nina to relax enough to be with us. You even helped Volka, and she’s an angel!” 
 
    Milly’s sincere blue eyes held Ophelia’s violets as she spoke. 
 
    “You always know what to say, what to do. We all look up to you so much, I hope you know that.” 
 
    The ice forgotten, Milly pulled the Flutterby in for a deep kiss, her tongue slowly working over the smaller girl’s, their breasts pressing together as Ophelia sighed into her mouth. 
 
    Several moments later, the kiss broke apart. Both were breathing heavily as Ophelia reached up and placed her hands on Milly’s cheeks, her thumb caressing her lips while she once again stared into those perfect blue eyes. 
 
    “And here I was supposed to be taking care of you. Master holds my heart, but he is not the only one. My sweet Milly, I love you too.” 
 
    She stood, pulling away slightly, but only far enough to take the topless Minotaur’s hand in hers. 
 
    Without saying a word, she led her into the bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22: 
 
    Surrender 
 
      
 
      
 
    After speaking with Nameless and Erica, not to mention being rescued by Milly, Cordelia had made her decision: she knew what she wanted and just like her sister, she was going to go for it. 
 
    She walked right past Helena and Paul in his driveway, the Amazon and the old man somehow understanding that here was a young woman on a mission. 
 
    Even the fact that the warrior woman had her arm over Paul’s shoulders and both of them had sex hair couldn’t distract Cordelia. 
 
    Several minutes later and she stood before a trio of guarded Hornets, the limber girls blocking her way forwards. 
 
    “Hey.” Cordelia said to the one in the middle. 
 
    She had once again struggled through the undergrowth to reach the Hornet hive, though this time her dress survived the ordeal. 
 
    “Hey.” The Hornet’s response was clipped. 
 
    Cordelia swallowed, this was going to be even harder than she thought. 
 
    “Is the queen home or-” 
 
    “She is.” 
 
    “Can I maybe see her? I’d really like to talk to her.” 
 
    The Hornet frowned. 
 
    “What if she doesn’t want to talk to you?” 
 
    Cordelia nodded, it made sense. 
 
    “Yeah I probably wouldn’t want to talk to me either. Do you think she might listen though?” 
 
    There was another pause, the girl’s antennae wiggling and her eyes distant. 
 
    “Depends on what you have to say.” 
 
    With a deep breath Cordelia began the most important apology of her life. 
 
    “I know she’s sick of hearing me say it, but I have to start by saying sorry. Sorry for being freaked out in the woods, sorry that I didn’t make my feelings more clear about wanting kids, sorry if I made her think I was only leading her on. Sorry for being completely fucking nuts.” 
 
    The three Hornets considered her words, their eyes distant. 
 
    “Go on.” This time the words came from the girl on the right. 
 
    Oldeera was trying to make a point, but she didn’t need to, Cordelia already understood and she reached out to the girl on the left and pressed her palm to her cheek. 
 
    “Sorry that I was too stupid to understand that your girls aren’t your servants, they’re part of you.” 
 
    The Hornet froze at the touch of her hand to her cheek, and when she didn’t unfreeze Cordelia let her arm drop back to her side. 
 
    “Okay, what else, um, sorry that um… I don’t know what else I’m sorry for actually.” 
 
    “Sorry for pushing us away?” 
 
    “Oh yeah! That! I’m so sorry for that, I should have. Fuck! I don’t know!” 
 
    “You should have… I don’t know, fucked? We have all been on a slow boil since our queen met you.” Back to the one in the middle speaking. 
 
    Cordelia’s eyes widened as she realized the girls were expressing their own opinions, not that of their queen. 
 
    “Y-yeah, I mean. If that was still an option, because, as someone really stupid recently told me, life is too short… or whatever.” 
 
    “And how do we know that you aren’t just going to hurt us again?” 
 
    This was it, she knew it was coming, and even the butterflies in her stomach wouldn’t let her back down. 
 
    “Because.” 
 
    She kicked her shoes off, her bare-feet on the cold ground. 
 
    “Because?” The Hornet repeated. 
 
    Cordelia drew in a shuddering breath for the final plunge. 
 
    “Because if anyone is getting hurt tonight it’ll be me.” 
 
    And she let her dress fall to the ground in a puddle at her feet. 
 
    She stood now, naked save for another brand new pair of lacy panties, black this time. 
 
    The Hornets’ startled eyes tracked all over her naked skin, and she flushed at their gaze, but she clamped down hard on all of her hang-ups and reservations. 
 
    She wanted this. 
 
    “Do you think the queen might see me now?” 
 
    Cordelia barely finished when the Hornets had her airborne and flew her into the hive, her dress left forgotten on the ground. 
 
    The rush of cold air on her skin did little to quench the passion that built within her at what she intended to do next. 
 
    Once she arrived in the center of the hive she saw what appeared to be every one of Oldeera’s Hornets standing in their armour around their queen, as if she were an intruder that meant her harm. 
 
    But the mostly naked girl walked through them bravely, and they parted around her. 
 
    At last she stood before the frowning queen, who was herself clad in her armour. Cordelia didn’t miss the symbolism: she had wounded Oldeera once already. 
 
    The young girl’s nipples were hard, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, surrounded by armoured Hornets. She waited while the buxom Hornet’s eyes worked their way all over her body. 
 
    “This is an especially bold move, even for you.” 
 
    Cordelia nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, um, is that okay?” 
 
    “I don’t know yet.” 
 
    “That’s fair.” 
 
    But the queen placed her fingers on her lips to silence her. 
 
    “You hurt me before, hurt my sweets, you know that.” 
 
    Cordelia merely nodded, her eyes glistening as Oldeera continued. 
 
    “And so this is you… what? Throwing yourself at my mercy?” 
 
    This time the young girl shook her head, and the queen lifted her fingers from her lips. 
 
    “This is me, wanting to show you that I care about you, all of you. If you want to throw me out naked in the cold, that’s okay, I deserve it.” 
 
    There was a long pause and it was clear that Oldeera was measuring her former lover’s words carefully. 
 
    “And if you stayed?” 
 
    Cordelia gulped audibly and in her nervousness her voice wavered a bit as uncertainty found her. 
 
    “I-I suppose we’d make love or something?” 
 
    The queen’s antennae quirked down to meet her raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Or something?” 
 
    Cordelia was getting a little tired of all of the Hornets echoing everything she said, first the ones outside and now their queen. 
 
    “I guess we could play checkers?” 
 
    A firm swat to her behind made her yelp, she didn’t even know where it came from. 
 
    The corner of Oldeera’s lips twitched at the feisty response: even in total surrender, the girl couldn’t help herself. 
 
    But the mirth was short-lived, when Oldeera spoke again she spoke as the royalty that she was. 
 
    “As I said before, I am done chasing you Cordelia Loskins.” 
 
    She stood straight and raised her arms so her Hornets could quickly remove her armour and within moments Oldeera was as naked as the girl who had so recently broken her heart. 
 
    “So if you want me, then you will have to take me.” 
 
    It was a pretty stern proclamation, and to the already high-strung Cordelia the words and situation seemed like a very different sort of challenge. 
 
    “You want me to fight you?!” She squeaked incredulously. 
 
    Another swat to her behind, and this time when her hands clamped to protect her ass, she very briefly felt the hand of one of the Hornet’s as it withdrew. 
 
    And yet again the queen’s lips twitched towards a smile, she couldn’t help it. 
 
    “No, but I do need you to show me, what was it you said? That you care?” 
 
    Cordelia swallowed and nodded, anxious to prove herself to the wounded queen. 
 
    “Yeah, I, really I want to do that.” 
 
    Awkwardly she stumbled forwards, while Oldeera stood as still as a statue. 
 
    First she tried a simple kiss, but the Hornet’s lips were unresponsive, so she tried kissing her way down her neck while fondling her truly impressive breasts. 
 
    It was the first time she had seen them properly naked, not to mention the first time she had fondled breasts other than her own. 
 
    Sadly, as much as she wanted to savour the new sensations, Oldeera’s breathing remained steady, indifferent. 
 
    In a bit of a panic, Cordelia leaned back and considered Oldeera’s face, while the Hornet’s yellow eyes just watched her. 
 
    After a moment the young brunette gave a hesitant nod, more to herself than anything. 
 
    “Okay, I guess, you want me to… do something more.” 
 
    But the queen said nothing. 
 
    Cordelia slowly looked the queen over, from her straw coloured hair, with her antennae sticking out and framing the heartstone in her crown, then over her gravity defying breasts, and finally all the way down to her feet on the floor. 
 
    Her gaze returned to the queen’s pussy though, when she saw something that gave her a surge of hope. 
 
    The slightest hint of dew on her nether lips. 
 
    She smiled wide. 
 
    “Something more it is then.” But her confidence wavered, and her voice turned vulnerable; “I hope you know, this really is my first time. I just… I just hope you like it because I have no clue how to...” 
 
    Cordelia shook her head and wiped away a sudden tear, then sank to her knees without hesitation. 
 
    She leaned her head forwards and gave Oldeera’s pussy a broad lick, her tongue parting the Hornet’s nether lips and gathering up the hints of dew she had seen before. 
 
    She tasted a bit tangy, but sweet. 
 
    And although the determined girl didn’t see it, Oldeera bit her lip and her eyelids fluttered slightly. 
 
    Cordelia licked her again, putting a bit more force into her tongue this time, enough to slide deep between the queen’s folds and taste more of her juices. 
 
    There was no technique here; she had never had this done for her, her boyfriends had all been too selfish. So all she had to work with was a vague idea of what might feel good, and the desperate need to pleasure the beauty before her. 
 
    Though she was self-conscious with all of the Hornets’ eyes on her, she pushed through it, if she had to kneel on this hard floor all night, she would. 
 
    With deliberate slowness, Cordelia ran her hands up the queen’s thighs and around to grip her ass and pull her pelvis closer to her working mouth. 
 
    Slowly, one tentative lick at a time, the inexperienced girl began to forget about the queen’s challenge, about anything other than making the monster girl feel as good as she was able. 
 
    Without warning Cordelia’s efforts were rewarded when the queen let out a little moan and her knees parted a bit, but the girl wasn’t satisfied with just that. 
 
    “Can you, maybe lie down on the bed? This is an awful angle.” 
 
    The queen’s breathing was heavier, but she frowned at the request and Cordelia nearly shattered from the expression. 
 
    “Please? I just w-want to make you feel good.” 
 
    She worked hard to keep the desperation out of her voice, though she couldn’t keep the tears from seeping down her cheeks, the stress was getting to her again. 
 
    The queen softened rapidly, convinced at last that the girl was earnest in her desire. 
 
    “I think you do at that, honey.” 
 
    Cordelia sobbed and leaned in to lick her pussy again, but Oldeera held her under her arms and lifted her to her feet, though she struggled in her arms. 
 
    “No, I have to make you feel good, please!” 
 
    Oldeera held the trembling girl for a long time before she spoke again, and when she did the mantle of the warrior queen was set aside. 
 
    “You have, honey. And I think it is probably my turn to apologize. I expected too much of you too quickly, you kept telling me how different we were, in fact you were in the middle of doing just that when our evening went sideways!” 
 
    Cordelia wanted to refute that, to take all the blame for their last disastrous night together, but Oldeera continued before she had a chance, and her next words were far more important. 
 
    “I’ve explained to you how a queen searches for a bond-mate, that there is no taming a Hornet. She is either bonded, or not.” 
 
    With shaky fingers Cordelia wiped the tears off of her cheeks, nodding twice. 
 
    “I don’t want to tame you, and if you were able to bond with me I would really love that. But if you don’t ever want me to touch your heartstone, if you want to keep that part of yourself for someone else, someone better than I’m okay with that too! I just want to be with you Oldeera. And If I end up getting my heart broken, it will have been worth it.” 
 
    Her throat closed as more tears sprang forth. 
 
    The Hornet watched her, again with the adorable antennae/eyebrow quirk. 
 
    “Because you care?” 
 
    Cordelia nodded, but then stopped and shook her head instead. 
 
    “No, because… I l-love you.” 
 
    Damn that stammer! 
 
    Oldeera’s eyes widened as she drew in a sharp breath at the words. Cordelia swallowed and spoke clearer the next time. 
 
    “I love you, Oldeera.” 
 
    The Hornet raised her hand and settled her fingers on the girl’s cheek, wiping away the wetness of her tears. 
 
    “Such a fascinating creature you are.” She breathed. 
 
    The pad of her thumb caught one of Cordelia’s tears, which she quickly pulled to her own lips as her tongue darted out to taste the salty moisture. 
 
    Cordelia eyes darted back and forth between the yellow irises of the queen, hope naked on her face. 
 
    “Is that a good thing or-” 
 
    She was cut off with Oldeera’s mouth on hers, their naked bodies pressed tight together and the queen buzzing her wings, the vibration causing goose-bumps all over Cordelia’s flesh as she gasped and folded into the embrace. 
 
      
 
    They broke apart just long enough for Oldeera to get a hand up to wipe away a few tears of her own. 
 
    “Of course it is a good thing you silly girl!” 
 
    Cordelia let out another sob of relief at the exasperated forgiveness in Oldeera’s voice. 
 
    Then the queen spoke again and her heart pounded in her chest. 
 
    “And now I need to know, would you accept my hive? My crown? My heart?” 
 
    Oldeera’s breath tickled Cordelia’s cheek as the words washed over her. 
 
    It was more than she dare even hope, but the sudden change in the Hornet’s thinking had her head spinning. Not to mention that there were obstacles, and she didn’t want to hurt the queen by slamming into them later. 
 
    She never wanted to hurt her again. 
 
    “But, y-you only just forgave me! And I don’t have my licenses or anything.” 
 
    Oldeera all but threw the girl onto the bed as Cordelia squeaked. The Hornet crawled up her body on all fours, kissing her way up the brunette’s ankles, past her delicious black panties, and nestling her face into her tummy. 
 
    The young girl gasped as the Oldeera’s experienced tongue slid into her naval, the warm and wet sensation causing a jolt of pleasure to shoot between her legs. 
 
    The aggressive Hornet smiled into her yielding flesh, before tilting her head back enough to speak. 
 
    “Hornets are as decisive in love as we are in battle Cordelia Loskins. And as for your licenses… paperwork is no match for the edicts of a queen. I would have you as my consort, to take to my chambers every night and shower with the kind of devotion that only royalty can bestow. Anyone who challenges that would face the wrath of my hive.” 
 
    The butts of dozens of Hornet lances slammed down in unison on the floor, the abrupt noise causing Cordelia to start underneath the Hornet queen. 
 
    She could feel the weight of the eyes watching them, but now she found it reassuring instead of unsettling. 
 
    Oldeera lowered her face back to her naval, then kissed lower, her lips reaching the edge of Cordelia’s lacy undergarments, her fingers crooking inside the edge of the fabric and pulling it down slightly. 
 
    Cordelia moaned again as the queen’s lips neared their goal, mere inches from her sex. 
 
    “Oh fuck…” 
 
    “Say the word and we shall.” The Hornet chuckled, her mouth now hovering over the girl’s panty-clad mound. 
 
    “We haven’t even- urgh- and I’m already… so close!” 
 
    The utter relief of Oldeera’s forgiveness washed over her nerves and Cordelia was already on the edge, moaning and panting from the sexual tension. 
 
    Further, the experienced woman’s hot breath between her legs was ramping up her excitement to an impossible degree. 
 
    The Hornet chuckled. 
 
    “My sweet honey, answer me and I will get you there, I swear it.” 
 
    The fog of pleasure lifted from Cordelia’s mind and she recognized that her lover needed her to speak, even as the tip of the queen’s nose lightly brushed against her clit and caused her to gasp out. 
 
    “Oh! O-of course, oh fuck me, of course I’ll accept your hive! I’ll accept whatever you want to give me!” 
 
    She bucked underneath the straw haired woman, who took barely a moment to smile triumphantly before covering her mound with her lips and licking all over the black fabric separating them. 
 
    The lace panties were quickly soaked with her saliva and with Cordelia’s nectar as she thrashed underneath the Hornet. 
 
    Then she buzzed her wings again and Cordelia came immediately. 
 
    Oldeera was reminded that her wayward little girlfriend was a squirter as her mouth flooded with the girl’s sweet juices, even through the covering of her panties. 
 
    She felt hands settle on her head as Cordelia’s screams tore through her hive, while her Hornets were again pounding their lances into the floor as their queen took their love to new heights of ecstasy. 
 
    It was an even greater orgasm than the one she had in the woods, and Cordelia humped her hips into Oldeera’s face to prolong it. Her eyes watered as she gasped for breath and her body was wracked with pleasure. 
 
    She screamed, she gasped, and she cried out into the night before slumping against the soft mattress with a shudder. 
 
    It took her a few minutes to recover herself, and when she did, she looked around and saw a circle of Hornets watching her. Most now had their hands beneath the skirts of their armour, pleasuring themselves and by extension their queen. 
 
    She could now see the connection, clear as day, and felt more than a little foolish for missing it before. 
 
    Hooking her thumbs into the waist of her panties, she pulled them down and off her feet while Oldeera shifted off of her to allow the movement. 
 
    With a slight whimper, she spread her legs to show her nakedness to the hive. 
 
    “I’m so sorry girls, sorry that I reacted the way I did. Look at me all you like. In fact, never stop looking at me!” 
 
    The hungry stares of the hive were locked on her naked flesh and she reveled in it, because she understood that they were Oldeera’s eyes as well. 
 
    “That’s very kind of you honey, but I got a little excited earlier and interrupted you.” 
 
    The queen spoke from right beside Cordelia, she had lain down on her back and likewise spread her legs, with her head turned so that the two were staring at each other, shoulder to shoulder. 
 
    “You want me to lick you again?” 
 
    Cordelia’s voice was a bit apprehensive, but she was still eager to learn. 
 
    “Do I have to say it?” 
 
    She tilted one eyebrow up, while the corresponding antennae dipping down to mirror the facial gesture. 
 
    It was a quirk of hers that Cordelia had come to love dearly. 
 
    The young girl rolled over on top of her and kissed her face repeatedly, her mouth finding her lips, cheeks, forehead, and nose. 
 
    “No, you really don’t, maybe this time though, you could help me out with some pointers? I want it to feel good for you, but I have no idea how.” 
 
    Oldeera smiled wide, her neck muscles standing out at she pulled her face up to kiss her young paramour again. 
 
    “Of course honey, all you had to do was ask.” 
 
    Cordelia broke off their kiss, both of them breathing heavily with desire, then threw her leg over the queen’s body and straddled her on all fours, her small breasts pushing into the queen’s much larger ones, their hardened nipples rubbing against one another and sending pleasure coursing through both women. 
 
    She then very deliberately began to shift herself down the Hornet’s body, trailing kisses as she went. She feasted on the hollow of her neck, returning all of the hickeys that she had been given with a vengeance that caused the queen to moan. 
 
    Next she ran her tongue the length of her collarbone to kiss her shoulder, before moving lower, opening her mouth slightly and setting her jaw to press her chin into the swell of one of the Hornet’s breasts while their eyes met. 
 
    “Oh I like that honey, I like that a lot!” 
 
    The corners of the young girl’s mouth lifted slightly as she moved her chin lower, using the hardness of to press deep into yielding flesh. The bump of Oldeera’s nipple tickled the underside of Cordelia’s jaw as she moved it over her areola. 
 
    The girl lingered there for a moment before shifting lower with aching slowness, until the trapped nipple flicked free of the pressure of her chin, now poking her under her bottom lip. 
 
    The queen was going mad! 
 
    The pressure of Cordelia’s chin on her breast was bad enough, but the hot breath washing over her exposed nipple without her lips actually touching it made her squirm and pant. 
 
    “You ‘ike that?” Cordelia asked, her mouth held open as she kept the pressure of her chin on the queen’s breast. 
 
    “Yes! Oh honey, yes. Please! Suck it, lick it, kiss it. Fuck! Do something with it!” 
 
    Cordelia circled the nipple with her chin once, twice, her eyes watching the queen squirm, then she tilted her mouth down and shot her tongue out, lathing it all over the monster girl’s desperate flesh. 
 
    The response was electrifying. 
 
    Lying on her back, the Hornet’s wings couldn’t buzz properly, but they tried nonetheless, the vibration enough to make her flesh jiggle delightfully as the earnest girl gave her another lick. 
 
    Cordelia put her weight on one arm to softly caress Oldeera’s neglected breast as she shifted her head over to pull her other nipple into her mouth and suck hard. 
 
    More helpless buzzing and she heard one of the Hornets in the room yelp. 
 
    But, as magnificent as Oldeera’s breasts were, they weren’t her target, so after a few more seconds of soft caresses and hard suckles, she shifted her weight back on to both arms and kissed lower. 
 
    The queen fanned her face with one hand as soft lips shifted off her chest and began to rain kisses all over her abdomen. 
 
    “Whew, oh honey, that was amazing! That thing with your chin…” 
 
    Oldeera trailed off though as Cordelia sucked a bit of flesh into her teeth hard enough to give the queen another hickey, this one just above her hip. 
 
    The emboldened girl drew a line from the new love mark to below the Hornet’s naval, then drifted lower, remembering how the queen had done it to her. 
 
    At last Cordelia’s head was right above the queen’s pussy and she ran her eyes all over it. 
 
    Oldeera’s clit was swollen and poking out of is hood, while her glistening lips were spread from the position of her legs to reveal her inner folds. 
 
    It all just looked so… wet. 
 
    “Honey? What is it?” Oldeera breathed. 
 
    “Nothing, just… your legs were together before so I didn’t get a good look. Never seen one up close like this. I-I don’t know where to start.” 
 
    She leaned in and experimentally ran her tongue to one side of the queen’s mound, wet muscle brushing against wet lips. 
 
    Oldeera shuddered. 
 
    “That’s as good a place as any.” 
 
    Cordelia giggled, the warm gust of air from her laugh drawing a gasp from the queen that she didn’t miss. 
 
    “Oh, she likes that does she?” 
 
    She pursed her lips and blew gentle wind to tickle the queen’s sensitive privates. 
 
    Oldeera shifted her hips to press her pelvis up, trying to get her pussy into contact with something while her lover teased her. 
 
    “Please, oh fuck, please honey, I’m going to explode!” 
 
    Her face was red and tears were trapped in the corner of her eyes by her tightly closed lids.  
 
    “I’m still waiting for you to give me some instructions down he-” 
 
    “Just finger me and lick my clit, we can do the private lessons later!” 
 
    Oldeera was frantic with her need for release and Cordelia was taken aback for a moment, she looked up at the thrashing queen. 
 
    The pleading look in her yellow eyes melted her heart, and she smiled. 
 
    “I think I can manage that.” 
 
    She settled her weight on the moaning monster girl, her head resting on her thigh as she blew on her clit some more and brought her hand up, but she paused again. 
 
    “How many fin-” 
 
    “Use your whole fucking fist if you have to!” Oldeera wailed desperately. 
 
    Cordelia again smiled, greatly enjoying the frustrated state of the queen. But she didn’t want to torture her overmuch, so she sucked her fingers into her mouth for a moment to moisten them, and then worked her middle digit inside the queen’s hot entrance. 
 
    It was an amazing sensation, a warm and slick snugness that held her finger tight. 
 
    She truly understood now why guys were always chasing pussy. 
 
    But it was clear that Oldeera wanted more so she slipped her ring finger in next and began to work them back and forth. 
 
    “Harder! Honey! Fuck me harder and suck on my clit! Please!” 
 
    The desperate sob in her voice made Cordelia feel a bit guilty, so she began to work her two fingers with more force and finally used her tongue to once again taste the queen’s juices before sucking her clit between her teeth. 
 
    It was awkward and took her a few seconds to get coordinated. The angle of her wrist was wrong, so she sat up a bit with her other hand on the queen’s thigh, all while trying to keep the writhing woman’s clit between her lips. 
 
    Oldeera didn’t notice, she was panting desperately as she climbed to her peak, Cordelia working her fingers faster and sucking harder as she heard the desperate sobs. 
 
    The inexperienced girl at least knew what that sound meant. 
 
    Gripping her breast with one hand, the queen lifted her nipple to her lips and ran her tongue over it lewdly. Meanwhile her other hand gripped Cordelia dark hair in a tight fist and pulled her close between her legs, and all but humped the poor girl’s face and hand with her pussy. 
 
    A frantic fifteen seconds later and she screamed her release. 
 
    Cordelia felt the flood of her juices wash over her palm and she smiled around Oldeera’s clit, a wicked thought crossing her mind as she too remembered that the queen squirted on occasion. 
 
    She figured the queen would like to taste a mouthful of her own nectar, so she released her clit and opened her mouth to catch some. 
 
    And screwed up the timing horrendously. 
 
    Instead of catching a sweet mouthful, she inhaled some of the fluid and burst into a hacking coughing fit all over the queen’s spasming pussy. 
 
    It was messy. 
 
    She was still coughing with her hands over her reddened face even after Oldeera came down from her orgasm. 
 
    “Honey, are you alright?” 
 
    Cordelia sat back on her thighs as she coughed again but she managed a nod as she wiped her forearm over her runny nose. 
 
    “Yeah… wrong tube.” She wheezed. 
 
    Oldeera blinked and then began to chuckle, then outright laugh as Cordelia wiped away the tears. 
 
    The poor girl’s face was a complete disaster; her hair was all over her cheeks clinging to the moisture of her spit and Oldeera’s juices, while her eyes were red and watering from the sudden coughing fit. 
 
    “Can I get a-” 
 
    Before she finished her sentence a bedraggled looking Hornet was already handing her a towel. 
 
    “Oh. thanks.” 
 
    She wiped her face and blew her nose noisily while the queen continued to laugh. 
 
    Once Cordelia was finished wiping at her nose she had a bit of a giggle herself. 
 
    “Well, that was great up until the last part!” 
 
    She turned back to the Hornet, who immediately took the towel and tossed it to the side before gripping her face and kissing her fiercely. 
 
    Surprised, but pleased, Cordelia returned the kiss, though it ended quickly. 
 
    “Thanks, and what was that for?” 
 
    The Hornet giggled, an odd sound from the normally intense warriors, and then immediately stuck her tongue back into Cordelia’s mouth. 
 
    “Honey, that was for giving me the best orgasm I’ve had in recent memory.” 
 
    Oldeera spoke and the Hornet released Cordelia’s face with another quick peck, before drifting back to join her sisters in their silent ring around the bed. 
 
    The brunette turned to see the queen holding her arms out, her hands opening and closing in a ‘come here’ gesture. 
 
    She lay down and the pair wrapped themselves together for a good long cuddle. 
 
    Both of their faces were flushed, Oldeera from heady satisfaction and Cordelia from a mixture of embarrassment and pride. 
 
    “You liked it then?” 
 
    “Very much, thank you.” Oldeera gave a long sigh and ran her hands over Cordelia’s shoulder and arm as the girl snuggled tighter to her side; “And now I think it is time.” 
 
    “Hmmm, time for what?” 
 
    Her head was resting on the queen’s shoulder, eyes closed in smug bliss. 
 
    “Time for you to try on my crown and see how well it fits.” 
 
    The girl’s eyes snapped open and she sat up slightly to meet the queen’s serene gaze. 
 
    “Are you s-sure?” 
 
    Oldeera nodded solemnly. 
 
    “I am. You would not be the first to wear it, and just like the others, I hope you will be the last. But you must remember, the bond comes when it comes. Sometimes it is immediate, other times a monster will be with someone for years before it forms. And with others it simply doesn’t happen.” 
 
    She gave a helpless shrug of her shoulders and smiled slightly. 
 
    Cordelia swallowed. 
 
    This moment had been coming for a while, and she felt a great deal of pressure, not from Oldeera, but from herself, like she could do something more to prove her worth to the beautiful creature in her arms. 
 
    At the front of her mind were Nameless’s words: a responsibility not to be taken lightly. 
 
    “I want you to know, Oldeera. I can wait. I-I’ll stay with you for the rest of my life if you’ll let me, and if it never forms then I-” 
 
    Oldeera pressed a finger to her lips. 
 
    “Shhh… honey, no more words. I love you, and you love me. The bond will come, or it will not. We will be together either way.” 
 
    She shifted her head down for a long kiss, then reached up to her hair and removed her crown with the bright yellow stone at its center, without another word she offered the circlet to Cordelia. 
 
    The young woman hesitantly reached out and slowly traced her finger over the heartstone mounted in the crown. 
 
    They needn’t have worried. 
 
    The reaction from Oldeera and all of her Hornets was both instantaneous and dramatic. 
 
    Warmth spread all throughout them and they let out gasps of pleasure as the one thing that had eluded their queen for her entire life suddenly overwhelmed them all at once. 
 
    Her heart had found its mate and it now felt what Cordelia felt, which at the moment was apprehension, not knowing the meaning of Oldeera’s reaction. 
 
    She laughed, she cried. And she looked upon the stunned expression of the girl lying beside her. 
 
    “My queen.” She whispered. 
 
    And she settled the crown on Cordelia’s head. 
 
    It hung a bit lower on the smaller girl’s brow, but it fit all the same. 
 
    The new queen went pink, and she sat up to see that all around the chamber the Hornets were kneeling with tears streaming down their smiling faces, and they weren’t kneeling towards Oldeera. 
 
    Cordelia took in the looks of devotion directed her way and spoke nervously. 
 
    “So, um. I guess it worked then?” 
 
    Oldeera laughed again, and then pushed her new bond-mate over on her back and began to lavish kisses all over her face, even as the startled Cordelia tried to straighten the crown on her head. 
 
    “Of course it worked! You really are such a silly girl! And now you must deal with the consequences!” 
 
    “C-consequences?” 
 
    The queen nodded with mock severity and gestured for the wingless Hornet to answer the question. 
 
    The monster girl knelt on the bed and spoke with deference, though she still wore a broad smile. 
 
    “You bonded to a Hornet queen, which means that you bonded to her hive. And your warriors are so very, very ready to shower you with their devotion. You are the queen-of-our-queen and we would treat you as such.” 
 
    It was the most words Cordelia had ever heard any of the Hornets besides Oldeera say at once. 
 
    She felt a little apprehensive as the Hornets around the bed began to strip out of their chitinous armour, their athletic bodies soon naked to her gaze. 
 
    It was a bit much: dozens of naked women, all looking at her like she was the greatest thing since sliced bread. 
 
    Before she could feel too trapped though, Oldeera leaned in and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Hon- Mistress… we shall do as you command, you and I have played for some time now so if you wish to rest, then we will.” 
 
    Though Cordelia could tell that Oldeera was being honest, she also knew that the hive would be disappointed if she just rolled over and went to sleep. 
 
    It was already such a special night that she really didn’t want to do anything to make it less so. 
 
    So she pulled her new bond-mate down beside her and maneuvered herself into the Hornet’s loving embrace. Cordelia nestled her head into the queen’s voluminous breasts with one hand up to steady the unfamiliar crown, while her butt settled on the mattress between Oldeera’s spread thighs. 
 
    Now comfortable she spread her own legs wide, her ankles crooking around Oldeera’s calves as she resigned herself to having more orgasms than she had ever experienced before. 
 
    Cordelia grinned as she remembered Brandon’s favorite word for anyone with tits. 
 
    “Alright then cuties, who’s first?” 
 
    It just felt right. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Despite everything that Ophelia had told her, and despite their lovemaking, the hurtful sting of Yana’s words still echoed in Milly’s mind, not to mention the pain of the numerous injuries the Amazon had inflicted. 
 
    So while the others slept, even her master for once, she stood naked before the bathroom mirror, poking and prodding at her bruises. 
 
    After identifying all of the sore spots, she went through a quick exercise to determine her range of motion. It was somewhat ironic as Yana had actually helped teach it to her and Erica on their way to Bramblewood. 
 
    She completed the fluid movements with minimal discomfort, and decided that the worst of her injuries were in her mind, not her body. 
 
    Kar would be ashamed of you! 
 
    The words echoed in her thoughts endlessly, and hot tears slid down her cheeks again. 
 
    She wasn’t angry with Yana though, she was angry with herself for not training harder. She knew it was silly, and even unfair; she had never worked so hard at anything in her life, but she couldn’t get past the condemnation in Yana’s words. 
 
    Stealthily she slipped back into her overalls, her hands working to maneuver her breasts into a comfortable position within the fabric of the high fronted garment. 
 
    She then snuck out of the cottage and into the night, Kar’s spear in hand. Knowing the Saenga girl’s routines, she was able to slip past the sentries that Myrina had stationed around the cottage and moved across the field and into the trees. 
 
    She needed the privacy of the woods to hide her activities from the others. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Well past midnight the Hornet hive was still buzzing with activity. 
 
    Cordelia was a mess, her hair was matted all over her face, and sweat glistened all over her naked body. Her eyes were drooping and she had dark circles under them. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly from her panting. 
 
    She had long since lost her voice from screaming out her pleasure. 
 
    Her hands were limply draped over the head of one of her Hornets, whose face was buried between her legs and pleasuring her mercilessly. The muggy air of the bower was being moved around by her buzzing wings as she vibrated her whole body to add to her queen’s pleasure. 
 
    Cordelia soon climaxed yet again, though her over-stimulated privates had her begging for mercy from the Hornet before her ecstasy had even finished washing over her. 
 
    All around, Hornets were working together in twos and threes to pleasure one another, and as the queen-of-their-queen once again achieved her release so too did they. 
 
    Oldeera still lay underneath her new bond-mate, her body propping her up as her hands trailed over her sweat-slicked skin. 
 
    “W-water.” Cordelia’s hoarse voice called out to no one in particular. 
 
    “Of course, beloved.” 
 
    Oldeera’s antennae flicked and instantly a pair of Hornets extricated themselves from the orgy around them to fetch their love something to drink. 
 
    They returned quickly with a platter of assorted fruits and a large pitcher of water with a trio of white cloths draped over the rim. 
 
    Cordelia tried to sit up but groaned at the burning pain in her abdominal muscles and slumped back against her bond-mate’s breasts. 
 
    Even just laying there, she had gotten a hell of a work out. 
 
    The two Hornets situated themselves on either side of her and pressed their hands into her shoulders, the one on her left spoke tenderly. 
 
    “Rest, my queen. Allow us to tend to you.” 
 
    Cordelia merely nodded, unable to speak as her eyes fluttered closed, she felt Oldeera stir behind her, shifting her head down into her lap. 
 
    “Drink, honey.” 
 
    While the dutiful Hornets held the platter, Oldeera took the soaking cloth and held it over Cordelia’s mouth; she waited for her bond-mate to spread her parched lips, and then squeezed the moisture from the cloth, the cool water trickling like rain over her nose, mouth and chin. 
 
    The relief was nearly a match for the multiple orgasms she had been subjected to over the last several hours, and so Cordelia had her new bond-mate wring the cloth out several more times until she had drunk her fill, not minding the faint taste of the fabric in the least. 
 
    Thirst quenched, she settled back into Oldeera’s lap and enjoyed the feel of the three Hornets running the cool wet fabric over her face, neck and shoulders, wiping away the sweat from her exertions. 
 
    “That feels amazing.” She murmured. 
 
    The dome had heated considerably from the orgiastic behaviour of the Hornets so the cool wetness was a welcome relief. 
 
    “I am glad, but we kept you up too long. Rest, my beloved Queen. Rest and recover, because tomorrow you will be treated to much the same.” 
 
    “Shit, Christine’s going to kill me.” She mumbled as she considered the bakery. 
 
    Oldeera smirked. 
 
    “That would just not do, honey.” 
 
    Even as the queen spoke, Cordelia’s eyes drifted closed and she began to doze. 
 
    It had been a long and amazing night, and though she didn’t want it to end, sleep gradually overcame her as her Hornets murmured sweet endearments into her ears. 
 
    Then Evadne showed up and ruined everything. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23: 
 
    Shadow Strike 
 
      
 
      
 
    Satisfied that she was well beyond the Amazons’ perimeter, Milly was once again working through the range of motion exercise. 
 
    This time she incorporated Kar’s spear into the graceful movements. It wasn’t something anyone had taught her but she gave it a try and it seemed to help. 
 
    Once she was warmed up, she began to run through everything that she had been taught, not just by Myrina and the Saenga, but also by Yana and her girls, especially Kar, who she had worked with the most when they were on the road. 
 
    Because of her body type, she couldn’t do the high kicks that the Amazons and Erica could, so under the tutelage of the two Amazon tribes they had been developing a fighting style best suited to her, focusing on quick, powerful strikes with her fists and spear, as well as low kicks with her hooves that would turn a man’s shins to powder. 
 
    She kept herself from crying out, from announcing her attacks to the night as she did when training with the Amazons, she didn’t want to be disturbed, not even by her sleeping lovers. 
 
    This night, she needed for herself. 
 
    At times, she set the spear down, throwing out her fists as she sparred with the night; at other times she would repeat the same move over and over, whether with her fists or with her spear, thrusting out again and again in an attempt to perfect her form. 
 
    All of this was what the Amazons had taught her, and even though she knew that she would gain very little from practicing alone, she was compelled to try. 
 
    She even tried to use the memory of Yana attacking her, still so fresh in her mind. Though the Amazon had been so fast she had caught barely half of her attacks to begin with, and had managed to block far less. 
 
    Still, she struggled on, parrying invisible blows that had otherwise gotten past her guard. 
 
    She worked at it for an hour, before she began to cry, then another hour after that, while tears of frustration intermittently streamed down her face. 
 
    She was soon damp with sweat, but the night’s chill kept her from overheating as she twirled and thrust the spear into the flesh of the shadows around her. 
 
    Yana’s words played in her head over and over the entire time. 
 
    You have to be faster! 
 
    You are too soft! 
 
    Kar would be asha- 
 
    It was too much. 
 
    She collapsed to the forest floor, resting on her knees and weeping into her hands. 
 
    She stayed that way until a rumble in the distance caught her attention. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    An explosion rocked the entire dome and splinters raced all along the smooth surface in the light of the solar lanterns. 
 
    Despite her exhaustion, Cordelia sat bolt upright as Hornets scrambled all around her. 
 
    “What is happening? Oldeera!” The baker’s daughter cried out as the queen shot out from underneath her with impossible speed. 
 
    Within seconds the two Hornets who had been pampering Cordelia had dressed the queen in her armour as her other warriors likewise armed themselves. 
 
    The entire hive went from near-dormant to downright warlike in a matter of moments. 
 
    Another explosion rocked the domed building and Cordelia’s arm shot out on the mattress to steady herself. 
 
    Oldeera caught a lance from the wingless girl handing them out. 
 
    “I don’t know! But someone is going to die for this!” 
 
    With her furious Hornets at her back, she quickly swarmed out of the hive, Cordelia calling after them. 
 
    But the rage that burned in the warrior queen’s breast withered as she took in the sight of the black winged figure casually hovering in the night sky and casting globes of darkness at the wall of her home in the moonlight. 
 
    “Took you long enough, I can’t believe I had to knock more than once. Were you fucking in there or something?” 
 
    The Chimera’s voice was cold and mocking as she called to the queen, while the Hornets buzzing in the air around her. 
 
    Oldeera recovered quickly, turning to one of her girls. 
 
    “You know your mission! Go, my seneschal! Warn Myrina! We will hold her here for as long as we are able!” 
 
    The Hornet shot into the night faster than the eye could follow, making a beeline for the cottage. 
 
    Evadne didn’t blink, in fact she yawned at the dozens of Hornets around her. 
 
    She raised one hand straight into the air, her fingers spread wide, and abruptly a heavy miasma of darkness choked the night, tiny motes of shadow hung in the air like dust in a sunbeam. 
 
    “So here’s how this works. You come with me, along with the rest of your hive, or I kill all your girls. And if that isn’t enough of a threat, I’ll also go and kill everyone in podunksville over yonder.” 
 
    She vaguely gestured towards Kettering. 
 
    Oldeera drew herself up, her wings and the wings of her fighters buzzing around her. 
 
    “I have a better idea you ugly bitch! We turn you into a pin cushion, then we tear out your eyes and take it in turns to fuck the eye-holes with our lances!” 
 
    In unison the Hornets all leveled the selfsame weapons at the Chimera. 
 
    “That… was pretty graphic for a queen.” Evadne nodded, almost with respect. 
 
    Oldeera charged, her hive right behind her. 
 
    “Oh bother.” Evadne pouted even as a shield of darkness formed at her front. 
 
    But Hornets were some of the deftest flyers around, and they parted around the sudden obstruction with ease. 
 
    Starting with Oldeera each one took a stab at the Chimera’s flanks as they flew past her. Dozens of weapons each struck home as the swarm streamed by and flowed upwards in a perfectly ordered spiral. 
 
    But although she wasn’t wearing her dark armour, Evadne’s natural fortitude was enough to resist the glancing blows from the barbed weapons, reducing what would otherwise be grievous injuries into little more than paper-cuts. 
 
    As the Hornets swarmed around her again, she sighed. 
 
    “You’re being difficult.” 
 
    Oldeera shifted her grip on her lance and drew her chin up at the condescending words. 
 
    “We have not even begun to show you difficult!” 
 
    The warrior queen lunged in with her lance outstretched, but she had to swerve at the last moment to avoid the Chimera’s snake tail. 
 
    But a queen never attacks alone, and her Hornets were just as annoyed as she was. 
 
    Dozens of fighters darted in after their monarch, and Evadne had to cross her arms over her breasts and fold her wings around herself as their lances struck home with more force. 
 
    On the defensive as the speedy flyers swarmed all around, stabbing at her, she dropped ten feet before unfurling her wings again, knocking the Hornets away. 
 
    The barbed lances had the Chimera bleeding in several places, but the wounds were still minor, and the pain they inflicted was inconsequential to the dark monster. 
 
    Evadne raised her hand again as the Hornets prepared to charge. 
 
    “I’m bored.” 
 
    Without warning the heavy miasma of darkness suddenly detonated, each of the tiny motes of shadow letting off a pop as a concussive wave overtook the sky in a split second, dropping the stunned Hornets out of the air. 
 
    The sudden absence of their buzzing wings was deafening, though it was quickly followed by the numerous thumps of their bodies hitting the ground. 
 
    Still in the air, Evadne looked down at her handiwork, while dazed monster girls were trying to get back to their feet, their wings twitching spastically. 
 
    She set down amongst them, her own wings folding to her back. 
 
    “Huh, wasn’t sure if that would work. Okay then, where did that pesky queen go?” 
 
    With all of the Hornets laid out around her she was having trouble spotting her quarry. 
 
    “Silly insects, thought you could sting me, but you don’t even know what I am. You get to live though, take the queen and you take the hive. Come on out queenie! Or I start pulling off wings!” 
 
    The Hornets were starting to pick themselves up off the forest floor, still ready to die in defense of their queen, but Evadne seized one by her antennae and held her aloft as the wounded girl shrieked in agony. 
 
    “This one looks tired of flying, I’ll start with her.” 
 
    Evadne gripped the poor creature’s wings, but before she could deliver on her horrible promise a furious Cordelia burst out of the broken side of the dome, the wingless Hornet right on her heels, though she went in search of her queen as per her bond-mate’s orders. 
 
    The brunette was brandishing a lance of her own, naked save for the crown askew on her head, and she recklessly flung herself at Evadne. 
 
    “Leave my Hornet alone you fuck-head!” 
 
    With a cry she brought the weapon down on Evadne’s head with all her strength. 
 
    But it rebounded off, and the Chimera barely flinched, though she did release the whimpering Hornet. 
 
    Evadne turned to the fiery woman, her expression one of puzzlement. 
 
    “What… was that?” 
 
    The desperate fear in Cordelia’s heart for her new bond-mates made her crazy and she wanted to buy time for the wingless Hornet to help Oldeera to escape, so she channeled all of the stupid bravado that she had ever learned from Brandon. 
 
    “That was a stick! And this is a kick to your balls!” 
 
    Cordelia drew her foot back, aiming her little foot at Evadne’s groin, but before she could deliver the kick Evadne’s snake tail snapped forth and wrapped around her throat. 
 
    She was overpowered instantly and her face quickly turned red as her hands pattered at the serpent’s body choking her, the lance falling to the ground. 
 
    Evadne eyes tracked over the flailing naked girl for a moment, and then she smirked. 
 
    “Isn’t that precious? You were fucking in there. Okay bug-queen, come on out or I pop the head off of your feisty little pet.” 
 
    “No!” Oldeera’s voice cried out from amongst the Hornets. 
 
    The wingless girl had helped her to her feet, but the queen had landed badly, one wing broken from the fall and her left arm hanging useless at her side. 
 
    All the same though, she could not sit still in the face of a threat to her bond-mate. 
 
    Though her hive had recovered their weapons and mostly regained their feet as well, they were still shaking off the effects of the Chimera’s magic and were helpless in the face of the evil woman’s threat. 
 
    “Oh good, this one is important then. Here’s the deal, all the bugs come with me. This pretty little sack of human gets to stay with her organs still on the inside. You really should-” 
 
    Out of nowhere Milly sprinted out of the trees and body-slammed the Chimera from behind, holding her spear in a bar in front of her exactly as Yana had done. 
 
    Evadne stumbled forwards at the sudden blow from the enraged Minotaur, while Cordelia slid out of the grasp of her tail. 
 
    The Hornets didn’t waste the distraction. 
 
    Three of them scooped up the naked girl and flew away on unsteady wings, while several of the others who were able likewise fled with their wounded queen and sisters. 
 
    The evil monster girl was furious at being interrupted again and turned to slaughter the pitiful creature. 
 
    “You worm! I’ll-” 
 
    But she didn’t finish as Milly’s fist connected with her jaw and snapped her head to one side.  
 
    A Minotaur had more strength than an Amazon, and an angry Minotaur was stronger still, the cow girl had put all of that power into the blow and the Chimera felt it. 
 
    Acting on instinct, Evadne’s snake tail lashed out with a sharp hiss sizzling past its wicked fangs, but the surprisingly quick cow parried it with a deft twist of her spear and smacked it to the earth with a mighty overhand swat of her off-hand. 
 
    Just as Yana wanted, Milly wasn’t thinking, the instincts that the Amazons had been hammering into her had taken over. 
 
    The snake was still dazed from the powerful swat, so the Minotaur stomped one foot down and pinned its head to the ground with her hoof before driving her spear in a downward arch, piercing completely through its body and deep into the forest floor. 
 
    Evadne shrieked at the unexpected pain, but managed to knock the girl back with a solid backhand to her chest, though her tail remained stuck to the ground as Milly lost her grip on her spear. 
 
    With the Minotaur out of her face for a moment, the Chimera gripped the snake with both hands and tugged on it with a grimace, looking like nothing more than a woman whose dress had gotten snagged on something. 
 
    “I am going to drink every ounce of your blood! You have no idea who you are fu-” 
 
    Once again she was interrupted when Milly lunged in and seized her shirt with both hands. With a terrifyingly loud low, the Minotaur slammed her head forwards in a vicious head-butt before Evadne could react to the sudden grip. 
 
    This wasn’t a move anyone had taught her, she was just pissed off.  
 
    Once, twice and then yet again she smashed her forehead into the Chimera’s nose as dark blood splattered across the cow’s angry face, until Evadne’s shirt was torn from her chest, her pale breasts spilling into view. 
 
    The evil monster stumbled back while the Minotaur cast the shirt aside, her arms held out to either side, fists clenched and muscles tense as she bellowed another challenge at her foe. 
 
    The force of the blows had broken Evadne’s nose and caused her weight to tug painfully on her wounded tail. She was aghast at the amount of punishment the cow had inflicted in a matter of seconds. 
 
    And Milly was far from finished. 
 
    While Evadne was distracted with her hands cupped to her broken face, the Minotaur seized her spear and tore it free of the snake-tail-thing, the sudden loss of support causing the dark monster to curse and stumble as her wings flapped, struggling to retain her footing. 
 
    She is just a fucking cow! No match for Chimera! 
 
    But even as the desperate thought went through her mind, Milly gripped the spear of Kar Brael with both hands and used the same spinning thrust maneuver that Myrina had been teaching her to drive its bladed tip completely through Evadne’s midsection with another bellowing low. 
 
    There was a long pause as both monsters absorbed the shocking turn. 
 
    Evadne blinked as she looked down at the spear protruding from her belly, then back up into the face of her attacker, crazily noting that her soft blue eyes seemed wildly out of place on her warlike face. 
 
    Milly sucked in a breath as the lull in battle allowed her to find her words. 
 
    “That was for KAR! You… you big meanie!” 
 
    Having delivered her most devastating insult, the Minotaur exhaled through her nose, her lips tight as she snorted aggressively. 
 
    The woods were suddenly still as the two glared at each other, each now gripping the spear between them with both hands. 
 
    They stood like that for several seconds; the grievous wound had marked the end of Milly’s assault and had restored Evadne’s calm. 
 
    She was a creature of singular focus and dark purpose, and being impaled did nothing to change that, so despite the agony in her belly she cocked her head to one side as she measured the young monster girl before her. 
 
    After a moment the wounded Chimera chuckled, though another grimace flew across her face at the pain the laugh brought out in her gut. 
 
    “I have to admit -aahhh- I wasn’t expecting that. Not from a dumb herd animal. It takes a lot to impress me. Well done. But the sad thi-urgh-” She spat a gob of black blood onto the ground, before spreading her bloody lips into a sneer; “The sad thing is you think you’ve won.” 
 
    Abruptly shadows burst out from the dark monster with the force of a small bomb, and the stunned Minotaur was thrown back several feet before slamming into the glossy dome and slumping to the earth. 
 
    The Chimera stood tall as liquid shadows swirled around her, forming her black armour with the tinkling sound of breaking glass. 
 
    While the darkness flowed up her body she glared at the weapon impaling her. 
 
    Without the eyes of her snake she couldn’t tell if the tip was barbed or not, so with a cry around new-formed fangs she deliberately pushed the spear the rest of the way through her midsection, one hand gripping the slippery haft behind her while the other pushed from the front. 
 
    Once the offending weapon was free from her gut it slipped from her bloody and trembling claws while the wound was quickly staunched as her obsidian armour formed over it. 
 
    Even with her determination though, she couldn’t help but gasp at the pain. 
 
    So when her glaring black eyes found her enemy again she ground her teeth together as her anger peaked. 
 
    “An entire hive of Hornets didn’t need me to use this power. But you...” 
 
    Her voice was now resonating and deep as she panted from the dark power consuming her. 
 
    Milly regained her feet and gave her head a shake to clear the daze before she matched the Chimera’s glare. 
 
    But Evadne the ancient Chimera was far more experienced in battle than Milly the gentle Minotaur, and without the advantage of surprise, the younger monster knew she was in trouble. 
 
    Her courage never faltered, and, unarmed now, her fists rose defensively just as she had been taught. 
 
    It ended quickly. 
 
    The Chimera lunged in and methodically worked past the Minotaur’s guard to slam her elbow into Milly’s cheek just below her eye. 
 
    The cow girl’s head snapped back and her whole body rebounded off of the dome again, the wall cracking from the forceful impact of her skull. And Evadne soon followed up with a knee to her stomach that stole the wind from her lungs. 
 
    A couple of blows later and Milly was on her knees, while the Chimera gripped the beaten and insensate monster by one horn and cruelly bent her head backwards to expose her throat. 
 
    The dark creature drew her other hand back, deadly claws extended. 
 
    “You impressed me, so you die clean.” She hissed. 
 
    Milly struggled weakly in her grip as she saw her death coming, barely conscious but still willing to fight. 
 
    But before the Chimera could drive her natural weapons home, an angel kicked her in her already broken nose. 
 
    Volka had folded her wings close and dropped the last thirty feet in a shallow dive over the dome, her armoured boot extending to catch Evadne square in the face. 
 
    While the dark creature spat blood and cursed, the Valkyrie quickly regained her feet and dropped into a defensive crouch with her shield braced, Milly slumped against the dome behind her. 
 
    Evadne snarled. 
 
    “Three times in a row I’ve been interrupted!” 
 
    “Demon-touched! You fall this day!” The Valkyrie proclaimed on the heels of Evadne’s complaint, though she had yet to draw her sword of light. 
 
    Black blood splattered out of the dark monster’s gushing nose and mouth as she stared death at the Valkyrie. 
 
    “You couldn’t best me with the Amazons at your back! How do you hope to do so alone while shielding the cow?!” 
 
    Volka smiled grimly and gestured with her chin past Evadne. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not your opponent. She is.” 
 
    She then turned and threw her body over Milly, her glowing wings and shield forming a solid golden barrier as Evadne couldn’t help but look behind her. 
 
    A deafening roar caused a wave of trees to fall to the earth like so many blades of grass in a storm, and the mossy forest floor of the clearing was ripped up to reveal the raw dirt beneath as the earthen mass joined the flying debris to slam into Evadne and part around the dome behind her. 
 
    While Volka’s defensive magic weathered the storm for her and her bond-sister, the Chimera had to cross her arms before her face and brace her legs to counter the assault. 
 
    Her demonic armour was a match for mere debris, but the force behind it was another story. 
 
    After several moments, the roar ended and Evadne’s narrowed eyes looked to find its source. 
 
    It didn’t take long. 
 
    A tiny figure holding a massive hammer stood in the moonlight falling into the new clearing in the woods, dreadful intent writ across her face. 
 
    There was a beat, then the little giant pounded one fist against her breast aggressively. 
 
    “CHIMERA!!” 
 
    Once more the shockwave of the mountain’s challenge caused Evadne to stagger back, though there was no more plant life to demolish, the way to the giant’s enemy having been laid bare by her rage. 
 
    “Gigas! here?!” Evadne cursed at the new threat. 
 
    Her focus was so firmly locked on Nina she didn’t even notice as Myrina and Helena darted through the rubble behind her and hefted the barely conscious Minotaur away from the fray. 
 
    The Amazons’ blood screamed at them to leap into battle with the creature that had so injured their friend, but their hearts knew this was not their fight so they focused on getting Milly clear. 
 
    Evadne took a couple of steps towards the tiny red girl, but faltered when she realized that her tail was limp at her back, her nose was thrice broken, and despite her armour, her belly was on fire from the Minotaur’s spear. 
 
    She was in no condition for a battle of this magnitude. 
 
    And to make matters worse, despite the Valkyrie’s words, once the Minotaur was safely away Volka soared over Evadne and did a flip in midair to reorient herself and land beside the Gigas. 
 
    Without delay the blonde angel quickly enveloped her bond-sister in her protective golden aura, which would make the Chimera’s own magic all but useless. 
 
    With the Valkyrie’s support, Nina charged. 
 
    Evadne measured the odds against her: if she wasn’t wounded then she could take the Valkyrie, given time she could wear her down and get past her inviolable shield. But there was no wearing down a true Gigas, and the little red girl could match Evadne’s strength, even augmented with the powers of entropy as she was. 
 
    She ground her teeth as she was forced to concede that she couldn’t hope to prevail against such overwhelming odds. 
 
    It truly galled her to have to leave empty-handed, especially after all of the injuries she had sustained, but the unexpected presence of such powerful monsters was too much for her in her weakened state. 
 
    Her internal struggle over, she took to the air with a couple of flaps of her dark wings, her wounded tail hanging limp and barely touching the ground beneath her. 
 
    “Another time.” She called out. 
 
    Darkness swirled around her as she prepared to slip into the shadow realm to escape. 
 
    But the mountain would not be denied. 
 
    “No! NOW!” 
 
    Nina halted her charge long enough to draw her hammer behind her with both hands and hurl it with all of her might. 
 
    Before the liquid shadows could completely envelope Evadne and allow her to escape, the massive black meteor slammed into her armoured chest, disrupting her spell and knocking her through the side of the Hornets’ hive. 
 
    Her body shattered the thick internal walls one after another until she lay in a dazed heap deep inside the ruined dome. Glossy rubble fell all around her as the already damaged structure began to collapse in on itself. 
 
    Impossibly, her armour bore the blow and no doubt saved her life, but cracks were now splintered all across its surface and the dark power that sustained it faltered as it began to flake off of her. 
 
    With great effort she rolled the hammer off of her chest, only to clutch at the searing pain in her stomach, the exposed wound from the cow’s spear bleeding profusely yet again. 
 
    She wheezed and coughed, more dark blood spattered out of her mouth and across her front. 
 
    “Yeah, d-definitely another time…”  
 
    Through the massive hole she had left in the side of the dome she could see a golden light blazing towards her. 
 
    And so, before the Valkyrie could reach her and finish what the Minotaur and Gigas had started, the prone Chimera gathered the last dregs of her strength to summon the swirl of smoky shadows again and slip into the cold embrace of darkness. 
 
    A minute later, Volka and Nina both stood beside the bloody hammer in the spot where Evadne had just been lying. 
 
    Nina’s grip on her hammer was tight as the mountain grumbled at the failed opportunity to crush her foe. 
 
    “Chicken-shit.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24: 
 
    Call it a Win 
 
      
 
      
 
    Cordelia was drinking Amazon brandy from a teacup in Paul Fletcher’s kitchen, her hands shaking despite the alcohol bolstering her. 
 
    “So that… thing… was the reason the Amazons and your hive came to Kettering with Nameless.” 
 
    It wasn’t so much a question as it was a statement. 
 
    Oldeera sat on a stool beside her while the old farmer worked on her broken wing, her arm already splinted. 
 
    “Yes. Forgive me honey, but I could not tell you. It was classified.” 
 
    Cordelia nodded, the one-eyed Aegis guy had said pretty much the same thing. 
 
    The wounded Hornets were scattered around the kitchen and the living room, making the spacious house seem small as their injuries were tended to by the farmer, the old Aegis guy, and the various warriors who were still able. 
 
    Milly meanwhile was standing near the sink holding a pack of ice to her head while Myrina and one of her warriors wrapped a bandage over her broken ribs. Nameless stood as close as the working girls would allow, holding the Minotaur’s outstretched hand close to his face, frequently kissing her knuckles while the Amazons patched her up. 
 
    “So she came here for him? Because he’s an Empath… thingy?” Cordelia asked. 
 
    She had to work hard to keep the accusation out of her voice while she spoke. 
 
    Oldeera sighed as Paul finished applying a sticky resin to her wing. 
 
    “No. I don’t think she even knew he was here. I believe that she was here for me.”  
 
    Working much like the splint for her broken arm, the clear resin cast would eventually flake off on its own, staying in place long enough to allow her wing to heal. 
 
    “That’ll do ya, no flying for you anytime soon though eh?” 
 
    She grimaced but nodded at the old farmer’s words. 
 
    “Oldeera?” 
 
    Cordelia’s voice was level. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?!” 
 
    Her half shout drew the attention of everyone else in the kitchen. 
 
    Nameless looked up from his bond-mate’s hand at the baker’s daughter. 
 
    She was wearing a bathrobe entirely too big for her, and had a nasty purplish bruise all around her neck from Evadne’s tail. 
 
    He drew in a breath and let it out with a gust. 
 
    “Oldeera, classified or not, she deserves to know.” 
 
    The Hornet queen spared a glance to Aegis Booker, who sighed before offering an explanation. 
 
    “That was Evadne, she and her bond-mate have been abducting monster girls. We don’t know why just yet, but it can’t be good.” 
 
    Cordelia opened her mouth but Nameless spoke before she could. 
 
    “They’re recruiting.” 
 
    A hush filled the room at his words. 
 
    “Think about it. They’ve been taking girls from all over right? But so far it has been mostly the more docile breeds, Lambda and Lapines, the occasional warrior, but not nearly as many. Right?” 
 
    He looked to Booker, who nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, sounds about right.” 
 
    Nameless turned back to Cordelia, and the intensity in his gaze suddenly made sense as she considered the seriousness of the situation. 
 
    “Maybe whatever they are planning needs more than just the docile breeds. Maybe they need more warriors, and correct me if I’m wrong but if they snatch a Hornet queen then they have the hive as well?” 
 
    He looked to Oldeera this time who likewise nodded. 
 
    “It would be quite the coup for them.” She admitted. 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense! How does kidnapping a bunch of girls accomplish anything? It’s not like they can really control them or anything, even if they got their hands on their heartstones the girls wouldn’t do anything… evil!” Cordelia sputtered. 
 
    Nameless shook his head and closed his eyes as the most obvious fact in the world slammed into him. 
 
    “Except they can. They can definitely make them violent, and I think they can control them too.” 
 
    Once more the room looked to him and he opened his eyes to meet their surprised looks. 
 
    “We already know that Jonathan can create Tenebrae, as he created so many in the past. But what good does that do him? None. Unless he’s also figured out a way to manage them, to direct the darkness within them. I think that was the whole point of his experiments.” 
 
    “That can’t be possible.” Myrina protested. 
 
    She had finished bandaging Milly’s side and pulled the injured girl’s overalls back up over the wrapping. 
 
    Volka strode into the room from outside; she had been scouting around from the air to see if there was any trace of the wounded Chimera. 
 
    “I fear that it is… If the darkness has someone, another like them, to give them commands. During the war, Tenebrae on the field would always yield to the strongest amongst them, not that it meant much when their only aim was destruction. Really it was much like pack animals determining who gets to feed first.” 
 
    For the briefest moment, Nameless knew that it was exactly like that as he felt another of Volka’s wartime memories drift to the surface. 
 
    Erica had slipped into the house on the Valkyrie’s heels, she had likewise been sneaking through the woods. With her natural skill and all of her training the Katje was able to move through the darkness with more stealth than even the Amazons. 
 
    “So Jonathan is using one Tenebrae to... control the others?” 
 
    Nameless shook his head. 
 
    “Her eyes. They were black. They were always black.” He mumbled to himself. 
 
    “Son?” Booker inquired. 
 
    “Evadne, it has to be. Who else could it be?” 
 
    “That’s not possible. She lived at the bastion for years, even before Jonathan was in his coma, I met her more than a few times and sure she was always ice cold but-” 
 
    “All of her people are dead, Aegis Booker. Murdered by humans. Can you think of another girl with a better reason to turn?” Nameless insisted. 
 
    Once again Cordelia was at a loss, only following half of what everyone was saying. 
 
    “What the fuck are you people talking about?! Tenebrae now too?” 
 
    Volka nodded her agreement with Nameless. 
 
    “I saw her face again this night. Even beyond the demonic aspect, there is no love in her heart, only hate.” 
 
    Milly winced as she lowered her arm over her injured side and turned to the Valkyrie. 
 
    “But… how would she be in control?” 
 
    “You forget, we all forgot. She is demon-touched. Her soul is no longer her own, at least, not all of it. She is bonded, so Jonathan holds some of it, the forces of entropy hold some more. I think that between them she is able to hold onto her consciousness, to be able to function despite the rage, hate and grief trying to overwhelm her.” 
 
    But Erica shook her head. 
 
    “Volka, that isn’t possible, Jonathan wasn’t alive when the war ended! I mean, was he?” 
 
    “Here is what I think, and at this point it is pure speculation. I believe that after her people were all killed, she made her pact with the demon, or demons. It would not have been difficult, as her people had already been making the preparations to do so. Then she gave in, let herself turn into a Tenebrae. And for their part of the bargain, the demons kept her from going mad long enough to find a bond-mate. An impossibility but for the existence of the Empaths.” 
 
    “Trusting a demon with your sanity sounds a little bat-shit crazy to begin with.” Paul observed. 
 
    “You haven’t met Evadne.” Booker sighed. 
 
    Volka took a moment to move through the kitchen and gently fold her wings around Milly as she embraced her. 
 
    “I am glad you are safe, sister. You fought valiantly, never again doubt your worth. Any of the herds that I went into battle with would be glad to count you amongst their number. Your ancestors are proud of you.” 
 
    Tears welled in Milly’s eyes at the angel’s words as they shared a short kiss. 
 
    Cordelia’s foot was tapping with her impatience. 
 
    “I keep hearing about Tenebrae, which is bad enough, now you fuckers are bringing demons into the mix?! What the hell is a demon of entry-opy anyways?” 
 
    Volka unwrapped herself from her bond-sister, one arm still held delicately around her waist as she stood opposite Nameless. 
 
    “Entropy is the very embodiment of chaos, decay and disorder.” 
 
    With her free hand she set her winged helmet on the counter of the crowded kitchen. 
 
    “I could tell you any one of the many creation myths, but I will spare you, none of them are very original anymore, and the actual truth is all but lost. Suffice to say, the demons of entropy are very real. In some ways they are the exact opposite of the Valkyrie, who are filled with the divine essence of creation. But the demons cannot be in this world, life itself is toxic to them. So they exist beyond the veil. Some might tell you that they claim the souls of the wicked when they cross over to the other side, the demons drawn to their dark hearts. This I do not know. What I can say is that dark and wicked hearts seek them out for their terrible power, as has happened a few times in the past. During the war, some of the Chimera considered using entropy to strike down our enemies, to turn the tide against the Empire. The other magic users persuaded them to turn away from that dark path.” 
 
    The one-eyed Aegis member shifted in his seat. 
 
    “And then the empire wiped them out, which gave her all the reason in the world to make a deal with the demons.” 
 
    Volka nodded at Booker’s words. 
 
    “She gave a piece of her soul away in exchange for her power. We do much the same when we bond with our chosen mates, but it is a natural union for us and we do so in exchange for love. And so where we cannot help but love our bond-mates, Evadne cannot help but hate all life, as the demons do. There is no undoing what she has done, she is lost. I know of no way to save one such as her.” 
 
    “I do, I’m going to hit her again. Really, really hard next time.” Nina spoke for the first time. 
 
    The Gigas was calmer now, but still smoldering. 
 
    Volka flashed a wan smile at her tiny bond-sister. 
 
    “It would be a mercy, I think.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Nina shook her head and the deep anger in her voice filled the room, causing dishes and cups to rattle on the counter at the mountain’s ire. 
 
    “No mercy. She killed Kar, she tried to kill my man, now she fucked with my Milly. I will pull out her bones while she yet lives and crush them before her eyes. She will beg for death long before I grant it.” 
 
    Cordelia paled at the terrifying and grim pronouncement, while Milly spoke in a breathless voice into the ensuing silence. 
 
    “Nina, I’m okay, really.” 
 
    At the gentle cow’s words, the Gigas reined in her temper, and hugged the Minotaur around her thighs, her hands gripping her ass and her face nuzzled in her crotch. 
 
    “I know you are, and like Volka, I am so proud of you it’s crazy. You punctured that cunt like no one else has managed to.” Though her voice came out muffled by Milly’s shorts, they could all hear the emotion in it; “You are worthy to call yourself the mountain’s mate. But you should never have been in that position, not alone, I let my guard down again.” 
 
    Milly let out a little moo, simultaneously touched and concerned by her bond-sister’s words. 
 
    Nameless reached down and rested his hand on Nina’s shoulder. 
 
    “You didn’t fuck up, I did.” 
 
    She stepped back from Milly and glared at him. 
 
    “Oh fuck off! You aren’t blaming yourself for this too!” 
 
    “Nina, it was stupid of me to think that we could just live, to come home and hope that everything was going to be okay. We should never have come back here, not while they were out there. Bad enough what happened to Oldeera and Milly, but we put Cordelia in danger too.” 
 
    “I put myself in danger dumbass!” Cordelia snapped; “This Eva-dine chick fucked with my Hornets so I wacked her in the head! How was I supposed to know her skull was so thick?” 
 
    Three of the Hornets snuggled against her with possessive looks on their faces, while Paul chuckled at the fire in her voice as he helped the last of the wounded girls to her feet. 
 
    “Look kids, somebody once told me that the first step to trouble-shooting is finding who to blame. But that’s a load of horseshit. Now, you can spend all night fretting over it… or you can look at it like this: no one died. We got some broken bones and fractured wings sure, but no one is dead. Whereas this Chimera is most certainly going to wake up tender in some places, if she wakes up at all! Cuz from what I hear Moon-Pie done poked a hole clear through her, and then Nina went and delivered her the hardest ranged-spanking in history. Maybe she came here for the hive, maybe not, but for her trouble she left with nothing but a hole in her belly and I imagine some broken bones to call her very own.” 
 
    His eyes scanned the room. 
 
    “In other words, I say we patch up our hurt, bunk down for the night, and call this one a win.” 
 
    Aegis Booker smiled. 
 
    “Well said, Mister Fletcher.” 
 
    Paul crossed his arms as he looked at the Aegis council member. 
 
    “‘The hell doesn’t anyone call me ‘Paul’ no more? I’m only ninety seven!” 
 
    Volka spoke with a slight grin. 
 
    “Mister Fletcher is right, Miranda should be here soon, and you and I will then have to see to our task, Husband. Hopefully with it, we may find some of the answers we need.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Paul saw to his numerous house guests, Brandon Dixon stumbled through the woods in the night; he had been walking for hours and though it was really late and he was tired, he was also angry enough not to care. 
 
    Nameless talked down to him, Cordelia rebuffed him, then that damn Minotaur assaulted him, and now even Dillon was being a dickhead! 
 
    The brash teen was determined to show them all. 
 
    What he wanted to show them, he wasn’t sure, but he knew he wouldn’t find it in Kettering, or safe on the road. No, he needed to go into the trees; everyone knew that monster girls lived in the woods around Wayfelt, not the crazy violent ones either, but nice soft ones like the Blomma. 
 
    Which is why he all but crowed in delight when he spotted a gathering of the flower girls at the crest of a hill beside a large pond. 
 
    Without a greenhouse to protect them, their petals were folded around them against the cold. 
 
    Brandon’s fatigue was chased away by a surge of lust at the sight, Blomma, at least the ones he knew, were always up for it. 
 
    He shifted his bag to one shoulder and approached, loosening his jacket in anticipation of some sweet flower pussy. 
 
    “Hey cuties! Who wants to have some fun with me?” 
 
    No response. 
 
    He sauntered up to the giant flower buds, running his hand over the outside of the petals before choosing a juicy looking pink one. 
 
    His voice was low as he murmured at the sleeping girl and pattered his fingers teasingly over the closed bud. 
 
    “Wakey wakey little flower, I have a present for you.” 
 
    Still no response. 
 
    Brandon licked his lips with nerves, still aroused, but confounded by the unmoving flowers; in his two previous trysts with Skinner’s Blomma, they had practically bloomed when they caught wind of him and his mighty penis. 
 
    He tried to wake several of the others, but none moved, so he returned to the pink one and considered the obstacle before him. 
 
    Then he got stupid. 
 
    He found the seam of her petals and began to pry into it with his fingers, it came apart with a tacky tearing noise, but he was undeterred while he worked his hand inside. 
 
    As he forced the flower apart he smirked and peaked in to the warm and lush interior. But rather than the familiar sweet smell of nectar, he smelled something more akin to tree sap, and it was too dark inside to see the girl within. 
 
    “Got a present for you cutie, and you’re gunna lo-” 
 
    There was a clipped scream and a little purple fist connected with his face, knocking him back onto his ass as the petals parted just enough to reveal the furious naked girl in the cold light of the moon. 
 
    “What kind of asshole wakes up a hibernating Blomma?!” 
 
    His hand on his bloody nose, Brandon started to protest, but already the other flowers were moving, their yawning occupants poking their heads out and rubbing at their eyes. 
 
    “Dilli, what is it, what’s going on? It’s too cold to be awake right now!” One of them said while shivering in the night’s chill. 
 
    “This butthead woke me up! He just reached right in and stuck his dumb face into my petals!” 
 
    The others all quickly shared in her indignation. 
 
    “What a jerk!” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Who does that?! Bastard!” 
 
    Brandon regained his feet and tried to stammer out an apology as all of the various coloured girls shouted at him. 
 
    Abruptly vines reached out of the ground and gripped his legs, tearing him from his feet. 
 
    “Hey! Wait I just-” 
 
    “You’re just a dick! And I think you need a swim, you big dummy!” 
 
    “You tell him Dilli!” 
 
    The vines dragged him towards where the hill sharply dropped down into the pond below. 
 
    “Enjoy the water buttmunch!” 
 
    “Wait! Wait! I’m sorry I didn’t-” 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    The vines released him with enough momentum to send him tumbling over the crest of the hill, bushes and small trees did nothing to halt his descent before he flew off a small drop-off and splashed into the water. 
 
    It was cold. 
 
    Brandon shouted and flailed under the surface at the sudden frigid water enveloping him; the pool was surprisingly deep and in his struggle his bag slipped off of his shoulder and sank to the bottom. He worked his arms and legs to get to the surface, but his sodden clothes were dragging him down and he was quickly losing energy. 
 
    He was tired to begin with and the cold sapped his strength, while panic filled his breast and his lungs burned with the need for air. 
 
    His arms stilled in their struggle as fatigue claimed his impressive muscles, his legs kicked, but with less force. 
 
    I’m going to die. 
 
    The dreadful realization had barely made itself known when suddenly strong hands seized him and began to drag him to the surface. 
 
    Bursting free of the water with a gasp, Brandon drew in a breath that was half stinging air and half pond water, triggering a desperate and painful coughing fit. 
 
    “Stop struggling you dolt! I have you!” 
 
    A woman’s gravelly voice berated him while he flopped around and gasped for more air. 
 
    Too weak to argue, he let the woman help him to shore. 
 
    He wasn’t sure which was colder: the water or the night’s air on his skin when he was out of it. 
 
    “Dammit! Why didn’t you wait for Jez?” Another female voice called out. 
 
    “No time, start a fire! I’m freezing my tits off! Fuck that’s cold!” 
 
    Brandon looked to his saviour, her steely grey eyes meeting his as water sluiced off of them both. 
 
    A large Wolfen loped up to them and helped her to her feet, wrapping her in a thick blanket and briskly rubbing at her shoulders. 
 
    The Wolfen turned to one side. 
 
    “Kala! Get a fire going, and someone bring another blanket for the kid!” 
 
    Despite the chill, Brandon bristled. 
 
    “I-I’m n-not a kid!” He managed to cough out. 
 
    The big wolf girl rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Fine, someone bring a blanket for the fully-grown bonehead!” 
 
    A short time later a fire crackled as Brandon huddled over it, though he couldn’t help but ogle his rescuer when she tore her sopping top off, her naked back facing him as the Amazon rubbed a towel over her before she pulled a dry shirt on. 
 
    He was still a teenager after all. 
 
    Once she was clothed, Miranda Holt turned to him. 
 
    “Okay numb-nuts, start talking.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 25: 
 
    Consequences 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once he had warmed up, Brandon sat around the fire with the grey-haired but still smoking hot lady and the equally hot monster girls and contemplated his chances of getting lucky with any of them. 
 
    He was nothing if not consistent, and despite the ordeal with the pond, he entertained several fantasies. Except maybe with the weird frog girl, he was a little worried what she might do to him with that crazy tongue. 
 
    And the Amazon actually, she looked like she’d been through a meat grinder, with bruises and bandages all over her, that and after his misadventure in Paul’s field he’d had enough of Amazons. 
 
    “So you’re from Kettering?” The smaller of the two Wolfen girls asked while toweling the woman’s hair dry for her. 
 
    The excitement over, the larger one was standing next to a four-wheeled cart with two large and sturdy-looking crates on it. It was weird: though she seemed to be guarding them, she spent more time looking at the crates than she did the area around them. 
 
    “Yeah, my father is the smith there, Rory.” 
 
    He mentally kicked himself: nobody cared who his father was! 
 
    “A worthy trade.” The wounded Amazon remarked. 
 
    “Well, what in the hell are you doing out in the woods?” Miranda asked. 
 
    He stretched his back to bring himself to his full height, pushing out his chest as he did. He was shirtless now, but it was a bit awkward to show off his muscles from underneath the blanket while simultaneously trying to keep himself close to the fire. 
 
    Regardless, she didn’t break eye contact. 
 
    “Uh, well I left.” 
 
    “Clearly. Why?” The woman said bluntly. 
 
    He was feeling a bit uncomfortable now and still wanted to impress them, even if it meant bending the truth, or breaking it. He’d even settle for the little frog thing at this point, though she hadn’t given him a second glance. 
 
    He puffed out his chest and spoke with nonchalant confidence. 
 
    “I’m a tamer, you know, just out here looking to find something worth my time.” 
 
    Five sets of eyes looked at him now and he wondered if maybe bending the truth was such a good idea... 
 
    “You have your paperwork?” Her tone indicated she wanted to see it, as did her outstretched hand. 
 
    “N-no, I mean, it was uh… it was in my bag! So it’s at the bottom of that lake by now.” 
 
    He was quite proud of the spark of inspiration that led him to that lie, until the Gripau hopped on to the smaller Wolfen’s back. 
 
    “No problem, I’ll get it!” 
 
    “What? Um n-no, don’t worry about it!” 
 
    “Oh but we are so very worried.” Miranda said drily and gave the little monster girl a nod. 
 
    As the frog left accompanied by the smaller Wolfen, he wondered what he had just stepped in. And though he managed to maintain his nonchalant tone, he was feeling a bit desperate inside. 
 
    “Anyways, I should probably get going so, um, thanks for the blanket.” 
 
    She gave him a level look. 
 
    “Soaking wet and with Aegis operatives asking to see your paperwork? Really?” 
 
    He swallowed and scrambled for something, anything, to deflect the woman’s attention elsewhere. 
 
    Then thought of that stupid twerp back in Kettering. 
 
    “Hey I know at least one guy who has no paperwork probably!” 
 
    She arched one eyebrow as he continued. 
 
    “Yeah, it takes a lot of work to become a tamer right? There’s this creepy little orphan kid, back home in Kettering! He’s still a teenager I think, but he’s got like a bunch of girls with no papers I bet…” 
 
    He trailed off at the startled look on her face. 
 
    “You speak of Nameless?” The Amazon’s tone was neutral as she picked up her spear. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s this weird little brat, probably stole those girls or something.” 
 
    Despite her injuries, he didn’t even see the Amazon stand up before he felt the razor-sharp blade of her spear pressed underneath his chin, the weapon tilting his face up to meet her glare; her blue eyes wide enough that the whites made a stark ring around her irises in the firelight. 
 
    There was a pause before she spoke, her voice promising death. 
 
    “Speak ill of our Valkyrja-datta again, and I will kill you.” 
 
    Miranda quickly got up and put one hand on the Amazon’s arm to still her. 
 
    “Kala, easy. I am not digging a grave tonight.” 
 
    With great reluctance Kala lowered her spear. 
 
    Brandon, meanwhile, was struggling not to void his bladder at the sudden promise of violence. 
 
    Miranda sat down again. 
 
    “Okay kiddo, time to get real. Jez and Jan will be back in a bit, your shit in tow. We both know you aren’t a tamer. Hell, Nameless would do better in these woods than you have! He certainly wouldn’t have been stupid enough to pester a patch of hibernating Blomma!” 
 
    Kala laughed shortly as she threw another log on the fire, though she winced and held her side for a moment. 
 
    “He would likely bond to one or more of them! His appetite is the stuff of legend!” 
 
    Brandon swallowed, one shaky hand gripping his neck as he felt for blood from the Amazon’s spear. After a moment he shook his head, missing what she had said about Nameless entirely. 
 
    “I just, I left Kettering okay, that’s not a crime right?” His voice was wheedling. 
 
    The soaking wet Wolfen spoke from behind him with a growl. 
 
    “No, but lots of other things you did tonight are, obstruction for one. We’re super important Aegis people, and you’ve got us chasing our tails and wasting our time.” 
 
    The equally soaked frog girl clung to her back, one hand holding his sodden bag. 
 
    “Yeah, obstruction! There’s no paper in here at all! Not even any for wiping!” 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    “So you left, good for you. What? You had a fight with your dad? Rory wasn’t it? And now you’re off into the big bad world to prove you aren’t whatever he thinks you are. Sound about right?” 
 
    Brandon was surrounded by irritated women and he felt more than a little trapped. He was used to dealing with irritated women, Cordelia was a handful after all, but not this many at once, and not ones who clearly weren’t at all impressed by his physique. 
 
    That and the Aegis lady’s words were hitting a little too close to the mark for his comfort. 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re talking about!” 
 
    Miranda’s shook her head slowly. 
 
    “Kid, if we hadn’t heard the Blomma making such a fuss, you’d either have drowned, or been dead from exposure by morning. And so far you’ve been so busy staring at my tits that you can’t seem to recognize the uniform covering them. The only one here who doesn’t know anything is you. Now stop with the bullshit, get your head out of your ass, and answer my damn questions.” 
 
    He blushed furiously at being called out so plainly. And so, with the overt pressure from her, something gave inside of him and suddenly he wasn’t a tamer or a criminal mastermind, or anybody of any consequence really. 
 
    Instead he was just a confused and frightened teenager. 
 
    “A-am I in trouble?” 
 
    Her glare softened, but only slightly. 
 
    “Why don’t we start with your name?” 
 
    He swallowed a sudden lump in his throat, unsure where it had even come from as he tried to explain his reasoning. 
 
    “It’s Brandon and-” 
 
    “Last name?” She interrupted and he felt a surge of anxiety to see that she had taken out a notepad and was writing the information down by the light of the fire. 
 
    Everything suddenly felt more official, more real. 
 
    He coughed to clear his throat as a chill that had nothing to do with the water overtook him. 
 
    “Dixon. My last n-name is Dixon.” 
 
    “Okay, Brandon Dixon, and the next of kin is Rory Dixon of Kettering?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Hmm, age?” 
 
    “He’s forty three.” He mumbled. 
 
    She glared at him. 
 
    “Not your dad’s age, what the hell would I need your dad’s age for?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “Oh, s-sorry, I’m eighteen.” 
 
    She grunted and wrote it down. 
 
    “Okay, now that we have the ‘who’, let’s get to the ‘what’. What were you doing out here Brandon?” 
 
    It took him several moments to regroup as she stared at him expectantly. 
 
    “That kid… Nameless, he came back to town surrounded by all these monster girls. And he’s such a little-” He hesitated to finish the thought as he noticed the Amazon’s eyes narrow; “I just wanted to prove to everyone that I could do it too, ya know?” 
 
    Miranda blinked. 
 
    “‘Do it too’? Do you even know what he did?” 
 
    He squirmed. 
 
    “Well, he’s some kind of super tamer now right?” 
 
    She startled him with an abrupt snort, while the Wolfen’s tongue lolled out in a grin as well. 
 
    “He’s just as clueless as you are! The difference is, he knows it! All those monsters he’s surrounded by? Those aren’t girls he tamed, at least not on purpose! The little shit’s in love, many times over. It’s kind of irritating really.” 
 
    “And entertaining!” The grinning wolf girl added. 
 
    “Oh.” Brandon mumbled. 
 
    “And more importantly, he does in fact have papers for those girls. Further, he’s also read the Aegis charter, back to front and many times over. I know because I’m the one who made him read it. With a bit of preparation, he could probably even challenge the tamer certification test.” 
 
    Miranda flipped her notebook closed and shivered, Kala once again rubbing at her shoulders. 
 
    “Sounds to me like you’re just like most kids your age: stupid and mostly harmless. But I’m still going to have to do this. Brandon Dixon, you are bound by law.” 
 
    His stomach flopped and dread filled him. 
 
    “You’re arresting me?! For what?” 
 
    She gave him a disbelieving look. 
 
    “Where the hell have you been the last thirty minutes?” 
 
    His eyes boggled in confusion, so she began to count off on her fingers as she laid it out for him. 
 
    “One count of assault on an untamed monster girl that could lead to grievous bodily harm. One count of endangerment of Aegis personnel that could also lead to bodily harm. One count of fraudulent representation and one count of obstruction of Aegis representatives in performance of their duties.” 
 
    The Gripau shook her fist at him over Jan’s shoulder. 
 
    “And ten counts of being a butthead!” 
 
    “Jez!” Miranda snapped. 
 
    Though the two soaked monster girls could handle the cold better than the humans, they were still drying themselves by the fire. 
 
    “I do-don’t know what any of that m-means.” 
 
    He was starting to come apart now, though he fought to keep his tears at bay. 
 
    “Yeah I figured as much. So we’ll start with the Blomma since the school in Kettering isn’t worth whatever shit they built it out of. When it gets too cold at night they have to seal off their petals with a mixture of their nectar and the sap from their stems in order to hibernate until spring, which is why people that want to farm said nectar build greenhouses to keep them warm through the colder seasons.” 
 
    She pointed with her pen past the pond towards the top of the hill where the Blomma were. 
 
    “Right now that poor girl whose petals you pulled apart is struggling to stay awake while working to seal off her flower again before her core temperature gets too low. Fortunately we were on hand with some emergency heating packs so she should be fine. Which, by the way, is why I am sitting here freezing my ass off instead of warm and toasty with those same packs! And that brings us to the endangerment charge, because pneumonia is a thing that happens to people that go swimming at night in the fall.” 
 
    “But I d-didn’t ask you to-” He began to beg. 
 
    “If I hadn’t gone in after you, you would have likely drowned, and since I only ended up in the drink as a direct result of you messing with the Blomma, that makes you culpable for my condition as well. Once again though, I have a fire and lots of warm bodies so I should be fine. Having said that, if either myself or that Blomma suffer any long term effects from your actions…” She paused ominously to measure the effect her words were having on the foolish young man; “Those charges will stick, and between the two, that’s up to ten years in a dig-site.” 
 
    At that pronouncement Brandon couldn’t help it anymore and he began to sob in despair; he simply couldn’t believe how badly this was going for him. 
 
    “The last two counts, while they typically don’t carry a digging sentence, are still not great. When someone in an Aegis uniform is asking you simple questions, lying about being a tamer is about the most bone-headed thing you could do. That’s what ‘fraudulent representation’ means by the way. The obstruction charge is simple: I asked you questions, you lied. And like Jan said, you wasted our time.” 
 
    Her words had reduced him to a blubbering puddle. 
 
    “For the fraudulent representation, you’re looking at a fine of twenty-five hundred coins, maybe a six month dig if the court is feeling harsh. The obstruction charge isn’t so bad, it varies depending on the situation but I’d say just a fine, five hundred coins probably.” 
 
    Brandon was begging and pleading while tears and snot made a mess of his face, but she just kept talking, mercilessly ruining his life. 
 
    “So to sum up, due to your activities tonight you could be looking at a total fine of three thousand coins and ten years in an Aegis dig-site. Sorry kid. But this is the real world. Actions have consequences.” 
 
    She stood and shivered as she got closer to the fire while Brandon’s world ended. 
 
    Miranda watched him out of the corner of her eye as he stared at the ground and blubbered. She gave Jan a surreptitious nod to make sure she was watching the miserable kid too. 
 
    Her Wolfen winked and grinned while Jez hopped off of her back to dry off by the fire. 
 
    Eventually he got his breathing under control with several audible gulps. 
 
    And just as she expected, he jumped to his feet and ran for his life. 
 
    “Hey! He’s resisting arrest now too! That’s another ten years buddy!” Jez shouted after him. 
 
    Miranda smiled and shook her head. 
 
    “Five at most, Jez, and only if he gets rough.” She corrected mildly. 
 
    As they watched him flee, Lilly came over from the cart. 
 
    “Shit Miranda, you really charging him with all that?” 
 
    She scoffed. 
 
    “Of course not, but you saw what a knucklehead he was. Kid needs a good kick in the ass, so I’m giving him one.” She yawned and then shivered again; “Jan?” 
 
    The Wolfen was practically vibrating in anticipation, her wide eyes tracking Brandon’s flight. 
 
    “Fetch.” 
 
    With a howl of glee she sprinted after the terrified teenager. 
 
    Lilly watched her go with a disapproving frown. 
 
    “That Wolfen plays too much.” 
 
    Miranda shrugged as she watched the chase. 
 
    “Meh, keeps her happy. Can you build up the fire and set out some more blankets for when Jan comes back with her stick?” 
 
    Lilly nodded as Miranda turned to face Kala. 
 
    “And baby, please wrap me in those big strong arms of yours, because I am still freezing!” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Back at Paul Fletcher’s farm, an Amazon was eating crow. 
 
    They had opted to have Milly stay in Paul’s guest room while she recovered. But she was feeling more than a little self-conscious with everyone fretting over her. 
 
    So she had stepped outside with Volka to get some air before bed only to be greeted by all of the Saenga girls as well as Yana and her warriors. The Amazons had taken up guard outside once the wounded were tended to. 
 
    Yana went to her knees, Kar’s spear in her hands. 
 
    She had a hard time meeting Milly’s wide eyes. 
 
    “This spear. It was given to you in trust. And I betrayed that trust.” 
 
    Milly disagreed emphatically. 
 
    “No, Yana! It’s alright!” 
 
    But the warleader shook her head. 
 
    “Always so quick to forgive those that wrong you. You are a better woman than I.” 
 
    She stood and approached the Minotaur, holding up the spear. 
 
    “I tried to clean it, but just as when Kar wounded her, the stain of that creature’s blood will not come out.” 
 
    Evadne having pulled the spear through her, the weapon was now completely and permanently stained black. 
 
    “There is no washing away the taint of entropy.” Volka said while placing her hand on the haft; “But that just means that this is an effective weapon in the fight against it, no harm will come of its use. Do not hang any shame on it.” 
 
    Yana nodded. 
 
    “I do not. There is no shame this night, at least, not for this spear, nor its rightful owner.” 
 
    She glanced down briefly at the thought of her own recent behaviour. 
 
    “Yana…” 
 
    “Milly, I should never have spoken to you as I did. I should never have… you…” The Amazon warrior shook her head and gripped the spear tightly as tears welled in her eyes; “You are more worthy to carry the black spear of Kar Brael than any warrior I have ever known!” 
 
    With a sob she held out the weapon and Milly took it with some reluctance. 
 
    The Minotaur was blushing heavily, and Volka, sensing her discomfort, spoke then. 
 
    “Thank you for your words, but my bond-sister needs to rest.” 
 
    “Of course, Lightbringer. Rest Milly, regain your strength, my sisters and I will stand with the Saenga to guard your family while you sleep, I swear it.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    In the morning Brandon was dragged back to Kettering by Miranda and her bond-mates. 
 
    The miserable teen was broken, and he looked it. 
 
    Mud was caked to his whole body, especially his pants from when the Wolfen had bodily tackled him to the ground, and he sullenly stared at the ground as they walked. 
 
    He didn’t remember ever being as scared as he was when he heard the wolf girl growling and snapping at his heels while he fled through the trees. 
 
    And to make matters worse, after she tackled him to the ground, she seemed to relish rolling over and over in the cold mud with him, so he was completely covered when she dragged him back to their camp. 
 
    So now they were walking back into Kettering with Brandon filthy and chafing, though they had at least given him a blanket to stave off the morning chill. 
 
    At one point he had meekly asked if he could ride on the cart since he had lost his shoes in the pond, but Miranda had very firmly denied his request, pointing out that a couple hours walking in bare feet wouldn’t kill him. 
 
    He still struggled to come to terms with the events of the previous night, but his attention was once again drawn to the wagon when he heard an odd chuffing noise from one of the crates. 
 
    “Wh-what’s in there anyways?” 
 
    “Silence prisoner!” The little frog commanded while shaking her fist at him from her perch on the bigger Wolfen’s back. 
 
    “Jez, dial it back a bit.” Miranda sighed; “The contents of those crates are classified. Best you just forget you-” 
 
    “Mistress.” Jan halted with both ears perked up. 
 
    The experience operative picked up on her pet’s concern immediately. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I smell something.” She gave another sniff; “Lilly?” 
 
    The pack-leader joined her in snuffling at the air while Brandon disconsolately kicked his feet against the dirt, oblivious to the sudden alarm suffusing the women with him. 
 
    “I smell it too, Hornet blood, Minotaur too, and something fouler-” 
 
    She drew another long sniff and whirled to the side of the road. 
 
    “And someone trying to sneak up on us.” She growled. 
 
    An Amazon emerged from the woods with her hands up peacefully, Brandon recognized her as the one who had wanted to mount his head on a spear. 
 
    She waved at them as the two Wolfen relaxed slightly. 
 
    “Helena?” Kala asked. 
 
    “The Lightbringer saw you coming. Come then, our Valkyrja-datta awaits at Paul’s.” 
 
    “Why didn’t Oldeera just send one of her-” 
 
    Helena’s eyes flicked to Brandon and she shook her head slightly. 
 
    “There’s been a development, everyone is fine. Though Kar’s spear is much blacker than it was.” 
 
    “Her spear?” Miranda’s eyes widened as she took her meaning; “Is the farmhouse secure?” 
 
    “Nina’s there, and so is your sister.” She nodded at the bruised Kala 
 
    The wounded Amazon’s eyes widened at the news. 
 
    Miranda snorted. 
 
    “Okay, so yes. Lead on then.” 
 
    Helena stopped at that point as her attention fell on Brandon. 
 
    “What of him? If you are taking him to be executed, then I gladly volunteer the use of my spear.” 
 
    Brandon whimpered while Miranda raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You two have met then?” 
 
    Helena’s eyes flicked to the crates. 
 
    “Yes, but it is of no importance, we have more pressing concerns.” 
 
    A few minutes later Miranda and her girls pulled the wagon up Paul’s drive. 
 
    They arrived just in time to see a Dragon land, a slight woman with white hair in her arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 26: 
 
    Shadow’s Twin 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once Xalanth and Sadie were informed of the contents of the crates, conversation was eschewed in favour of getting the Tenebrae the help they needed. 
 
    Though there was a tense moment where the Dragon leveled her attention, and her glowing green eyes, on Brandon and the poor teen nearly wet himself. 
 
    With all of the new arrivals the farmhouse was even more crowded than before so Paul chased most of the Amazons back outside. 
 
    Lilly likewise stayed on the porch with Brandon, though the Dragon’s stare had practically made it unnecessary to guard the trembling youth. 
 
    The Hornets had quickly left as well, taking their bond-mate with them. Barely half of them were still able to fly, so Oldeera had to leave matters of security in the hands of Xalanth and Nina. 
 
    The two powerful monsters easily forced the Tenebrae to their knees on the rug in Paul’s living room in front of Volka and Nameless. 
 
    The Valkyrie drew in a steadying breath as she saw firsthand that man’s folly still existed a thousand years after her sisters sought to find a means to combat it. 
 
    “We need to help these poor girls.” She announced. 
 
    Nameless quickly agreed, pushing his concern for Milly to the back of his head while he and Volka focused on the two Tenebrae. 
 
    Miranda handed him their heartstones and with some relief he saw that they weren’t nearly as dark as Nina’s, or even Erica’s had been. 
 
    “Okay, maybe this time we should get comfortable first?” 
 
    Within seconds Booker had pulled one of Paul’s overstuffed chairs behind Nameless and the younger man shot him a grateful look as he sat down, Volka kneeling beside him. 
 
    “I am fine here. Let us proceed, Husband.” 
 
    She put her hand atop his and he nodded quickly before closing his eyes. Now protected by Volka’s golden aura he reached out to one of the stones in his palm. 
 
    But to his great surprise, both stones reached back. 
 
    It was a disorienting experience, not unlike crossing your eyes while looking at two very similar objects, bringing them together to form one imperfect whole. 
 
    He hesitated for a moment, opening his eyes and looking to Volka, but her expression was just as confused. 
 
    “Volka, what is this?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “I have no idea. These girls, whoever they are, they are like twins, but that is obviously not possible.” 
 
    He looked to the two girls held in place by Xalanth and Nina, one Lambda, one Lapine. 
 
    Once again he closed his eyes and considered the two heartstones in his fist, but the same strange sensation reached out to him again. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Sadie’s concerned voice cut through the darkness and caused him to tear himself free of it again. 
 
    “Sadie! Here, you can sense this right?” 
 
    Volka extended her aura out to the older Empath and she placed her hand over the Valkyrie’s and closed her own eyes. 
 
    After a moment a look of shock took her face just as it had Nameless’s. 
 
    “It’s like… they share the same soul, but not quite?” She spoke with great uncertainty. 
 
    She, Nameless and Volka exchanged worried looks while the rest of the room exchanged confused ones. 
 
    But Nina simplified the matter for everyone. 
 
    “Can you help them or not?” 
 
    Though she was far stronger than the bunny girl she held pinned to the floor, the poor creature still squealed and hissed at her and the giant’s annoyance was plain to see. 
 
    Sitting up slightly Nameless again looked to Volka. 
 
    “Yes, I think. We have to try, right?” 
 
    The Valkyrie nodded firmly. 
 
    “I agree, but Lady Essig, please stay back. I must focus solely on keeping my husband safe as we navigate this mystery.” 
 
    The white hair woman reluctantly moved back after a worried glance at her Dragon. 
 
    Nameless took a deep breath to steady his nerves. 
 
    “Well, here goes.” 
 
    Yet again closing his eyes, he sought out the strange double soul-image as he and Volka were pulled into the darkness before them… 
 
    In the living room everyone else could only watch. 
 
    Their eyes were closed for several minutes, but the room started suddenly when Volka cried out and fell over on the floor while Nameless likewise slumped in the chair, unconscious. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While the others were dealing with the Tenebrae, Oldeera stood in the wreckage of their hive, her fingers interlaced with her bond-mate’s. 
 
    “It’s a good thing you two got out when you did, honey.” 
 
    Cordelia huddled against her with a blanket over her shoulders as she too took in the destruction. 
 
    “What a mess.” 
 
    Oldeera shrugged at the young girl’s lament. 
 
    “Hives rise, and hives fall.” 
 
    “Glad you’re being all philosophical about it, but I still really liked it in there, even if I was completely lost outside the bower.” 
 
    She rested her head on Oldeera’s good shoulder. 
 
    “I suppose, it being the place where I found my queen, it was special.” 
 
    Oldeera conceded before she turned her head and kissed Cordelia’s hair. Two more of her Hornets snuggled in to her other side, keeping the chill in the air at bay and providing more hands to hold her with. 
 
    As one of the Hornets’ fingers slid under the blanket and over her stomach Cordelia winced slightly. 
 
    “My abs still hurt.” She confessed. 
 
    “It was a magical night, before the disruption.” 
 
    She merely nodded as she remembered the haze of pleasure that had consumed her, in the cold reality of day it seemed more akin to a dream. 
 
    “I-I don’t know where to go from here Oldeera.” 
 
    The queen let out a breath. 
 
    “If I might make a suggestion?” 
 
    Cordelia nodded against her shoulder. 
 
    “You should go somewhere with a shower. You stink, my Queen.” 
 
    They shared a giggle. 
 
    “Do you have any money? We could go to the bathhouse, the morning rush should be over.” 
 
    “I do, and we could.” Oldeera spoke carefully; “Or you could bathe at home, and face your family. Preferably in that order, for their sakes.” 
 
    Another quick snort of laughter but then Cordelia sighed. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it’s time to face the music, I’m not sure who I’m more worried about: Dad or Christina.” 
 
    Both. 
 
    The answer was both. 
 
    “But I mean after that, I don’t know what to do after that. Some major secrets were just dropped on me, and I already had the new bond-mate thing to worry about.” 
 
    Oldeera and her Hornets pouted adorably. 
 
    “Are we a cause of worry for you honey?” 
 
    Cordelia settled her head on the queen’s shoulder and spoke drily. 
 
    “You mean after you were all almost killed? Or before, when I had to figure out how our two very different lives fit together?” 
 
    “Fair point. But my hive is no longer pledged to the Aegis, in fact it is not my hive, it is yours. We will do anything for you honey.” 
 
    “But you still want to work with the Aegis, right? Especially now, with the crazy chick out there?” 
 
    Oldeera nuzzled her face into Cordelia’s hair, breathing in her heady scent; even unwashed it was intoxicating to the freshly bonded queen. 
 
    “What I want… is to rest my wings for a time, to heal the wounds that were inflicted on my sweets and to pick up where we left off last night. We don’t need to make any decisions today.” 
 
    Cordelia sighed. 
 
    “Yes we do. Nameless was right, at least about the whole putting-people-in-danger thing.” 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “We can’t stay in Kettering.” 
 
    Even as she said the words it broke her heart a bit, not for herself but for her dad and younger sister. 
 
    Worse, she wouldn’t be able to explain the situation to them, not without putting them in danger. 
 
    Now she understood Nameless’s point, when they spoke behind the bakery. 
 
    She would do anything to keep her family safe. 
 
    “The fact is, unless the Aegis catch up to that bitch, she could come after you again if we stay out here right?” 
 
    “She might.” 
 
    Cordelia let out a shaky breath. 
 
    “So like I said, I don’t know where to go from here.” 
 
    Several moments passed as the Hornet queen considered her words. 
 
    “Well… if it helps at all, we do still have a hive set up in Garland. In a place of honour too, at the top of one of the old-world spires.” 
 
    Cordelia’s eyes narrowed at the mention of a spire. 
 
    “The top? Like, how high are we talking?” 
 
    Oldeera chuckled throatily at the irony in her bond-mate’s concern, afraid of heights yet bonded to some of the best flyers in the world. 
 
    “There’s stairs, I think.” 
 
    Cordelia groaned. 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe-” Her eyes widened suddenly; “Have you ever been to Algrade?” 
 
    Oldeera shrugged. 
 
    “A number of times. Why?” 
 
    “In all the chaos, I never told you. Christine got accepted at the university.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful!” 
 
    Cordelia nodded. 
 
    “It is, but she admitted to me the other night that she was really nervous about living in such a big city. Especially with all the shit you hear about the slums.” 
 
    Oldeera smiled slowly. 
 
    “The slums aren’t as bad as people make them out honey, but perhaps having her beloved sister and all of her scary Hornets around might make your sister feel safer?” 
 
    The young woman smirked as she kissed the brow of one of the other Hornets. 
 
    “I don’t know about scary… kind of warm and fuzzy actually.” 
 
    The Hornets squirmed, one of them buzzing her wings slightly behind her, causing her bond-mate’s whole body to shudder at the massaging sensation. 
 
    Once again Oldeera buried her face in her hair. 
 
    “Oh honey, now you’re just being mean.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Volka eyes fluttered open sometime later, while Nameless remained unmoving. 
 
    “She’s awake! You okay there missy?” Paul asked anxiously. 
 
    She allowed him to help her up, and quickly moved to put her hand on her husband’s cheek. 
 
    “I-I’m fine. And so is he, apparently.” 
 
    “The hell happened?” Miranda growled. 
 
    The angel shook her head slightly, her eyes unfocused as she stared at Nameless. 
 
    “An experiment, I suspect. Aegis Booker, it is as you feared, Jonathan did this to them. Once he forced them into the darkness, he bound them together. Likely he pulled them both into his mind, and forced their memories together, making them confused as to where one began and the other ended. We fixed that first, but when we did...” 
 
    “Like a rubber band snapping?” Sadie observed as she came to understand what happened. 
 
    “Just so. We were simultaneously together, and yet I was in one mind, he was in another, something had to give, and when it did it was… jarring.” 
 
    Erica licked her lips anxiously. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re alright now?” 
 
    Volka smiled reassuringly. 
 
    “We are. It was a shock but I took the worst of it and he recovered quickly. He has been in the Lapine’s mind ever since, whatever Jonathan did, my husband is finding it easy to undo, they should be-” 
 
    A gasp came from Nameless and the Lapine on the rug and their eyes fluttered open as they sat up. 
 
    Nina hauled her charge to her feet, though she kept one hand on the Lapine’s wrist just in case. 
 
    Everyone was quick to notice that the bunny girl’s eyes were dusky brown once more as she looked to all the faces in the room. 
 
    And focused on Nameless with a look of utter adoration. 
 
    “Master…” She whispered. 
 
    The room drew in a collective breath. 
 
    And then exploded. 
 
    “You greedy little peckerwood!” Paul shook his head. 
 
    “Come on!” Erica whined. 
 
    “I’m going to strangle you!” Miranda glared at him. 
 
    Nameless rolled his eyes and gave the Lapine a stern look. 
 
    “Not funny Chelsea.” 
 
    She giggled as she wiped at her eyes and gloated at the shocked and angry expressions around her. 
 
    “Kinda funny.” 
 
    But her amusement ended when she saw the Lambda held tight in the Dragon’s grip next to her. 
 
    She looked back to him while gnawing her lip anxiously. 
 
    “You’re going to help her too, right? Please? In our mind, well, she had it way worse than I did!” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Yeah. Volka? You okay?” 
 
    The angel’s eyes held a glint of amusement at the Lapine’s joke. 
 
     “Wow, are you really a Valkyrie?” The bunny wondered while Nameless and his angel turned to the second girl. 
 
    “A story for another time. Husband, this time we go together.” 
 
    They dove into the Lambda’s mind. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless was in another farmhouse, though this one was shrouded in darkness, and he could feel Volka’s arms around him and the light of his anchors glowing in his mind. 
 
    A woman and her children were crying and it broke his heart; at their feet was a man, a good man, who had died to protect them, an axe lay broken at his side. 
 
    No, that wasn’t right; he died to protect someone else, someone who was hiding from them. He looked around the house and spotted her crouching behind a big beam in the front room, watching her family greave. 
 
    You can come out, I won’t hurt you. I’m here to help. 
 
    She clutched the beam tighter and hid her face from him. 
 
    It’s my fault. 
 
    It was the same thing he had heard from every Tenebrae that he had ever dealt with and so he knew how to deal with it. 
 
    I’ve been down that road before, so I’ll just say: nope. 
 
    His mental body crossed his arms in front of himself in a big ‘x’ while he shook his head. 
 
    Walnuts, she came with walnuts. I hate walnuts. 
 
    The huddled figure sobbed in desperate fear. 
 
    Who did? Show me, please? 
 
    I… I can’t, this is my fault! He’s dead because of me, all my fault. She loved him, she loved him so much and now he’s gone! She’ll never forgive me for this! 
 
    Husband, this is a real memory, if somewhat skewed, Evadne killed this man. 
 
    Yeah, I can practically feel her in here. 
 
    The sudden crack of a walnut shell resounded throughout the house, the Lambda flinched and Nameless gave a mental shudder. 
 
    She is but a shadow within a memory. No harm can come from her. Focus on the Lambda. 
 
    Right, um, what’s your name? 
 
    I did this. My fault. 
 
    He sighed and reflected on the similar situation he had faced in Chelsea’s mind, misplaced guilt amplified beyond reason. 
 
    This time he opted for a more aggressive tactic. 
 
    You killed that man? 
 
    Finally she came out from behind the beam, her eyes wide in shock as she met his gaze. 
 
    What?! No! I loved him… I think, didn’t I? 
 
    If you loved him, then why did you murder him in front of his family? 
 
    Shut up! I didn’t do that! You… you don’t know what you’re talking about! 
 
    So you’re saying you didn’t kill him? 
 
    Yes- I mean no! No, I didn’t kill him! 
 
    He nodded with an audible ‘ah’ as if a great mystery had been solved. 
 
    I think I understand now, but if you didn’t kill him, why are you feeling such guilt over it? 
 
    Be-because it was my fault! I think? 
 
    You tell me, I wasn’t there. 
 
    It was… no, I was telling Jordan a story. And we were all happy, and then… she came. She came, and, and she… 
 
    The overwhelming shame subsided but it was still a terrifying memory, so Nameless tried a different tact. 
 
    He used the light of Nina’s anchor to bolster the sheep’s wavering resolve so that she could face the dreadful memory unafraid. 
 
    It worked, perhaps a little too well. 
 
    The Lambda made an aggressive bleat and tilted her head down as she looked around for someone to ram with her spiral horns. 
 
    She took my mistress’s husband from her! She took Steve away from his children! And then she dared to take me from my Mel! I will ram her to the ground and trample her face into the dirt! I will crush her skull and stomp on her spine! I will wear her bones as I- 
 
    Volka’s dry voice broke into the angry sheep’s tirade. 
 
    Husband, too much Nina, I think. 
 
    He quickly agreed and drew back the light of his giant’s anchor. 
 
    Way too much. Danna? It is Danna right? 
 
    Yes? 
 
    She was a bit dazed now that he had pulled Nina’s rage out of her. But the shadows had fled from her eyes, and colour returned to her mind and its memories, though the sight of the weeping woman remained. 
 
    You want to see your mistress? You want to see Mel and her children? 
 
    Her lip trembled and she gave a mournful bleat. 
 
    More than a-a-a-anything! 
 
    Okay, then it’s time to wake up. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    With Danna awake she sat near Chelsea on Paul’s couch, the two swapping shy glances, though Nameless noticed the sheep girl was squinting a great deal. 
 
    “Aside from the weirdness at the beginning, that seemed… way easier then when you saved me.” Nina observed quietly. 
 
    “It was.” Volka agreed before turning to Nameless; “And that was a very clever trick you did with Nina’s anchor. Something I never thought of. Though I am curious, Nina? Did you feel anything a few moments ago?” 
 
    The Gigas shrugged. 
 
    “Horny. Still pissed at Evadne. Same as before. What the fuck is an anchor?” 
 
    The Valkyrie was staring at her intently. 
 
    “But did you feel… more, ah, ‘pissed’ than normal?” 
 
    “Hard to say. Why?” 
 
    “Empathic magic, as used by humans anyways, is a relatively new branch of magic. And it is important to watch out for any pitfalls. Our husband used your strength to bolster Danna so that she wouldn’t be afraid. If either of you feel anything unusual please let us know!” 
 
    Nina shrugged, while the squinting Lambda swallowed. 
 
    “Is my… wool going to turn red or something?” 
 
    “A distinct possibility.” Volka nodded gravely. 
 
    Nameless quickly reassured her otherwise and soon the conversation turned serious again. 
 
    “It was easier than before. The emotions they felt, they weren’t real, or at least, not the way they were feeling them. Danna felt somewhat responsible for the death of her bond-mate’s husband. So Jonathan took the guilt from that memory and he blew it wildly out of proportion, to the point that it was all that she could feel.” 
 
    The Lambda shuddered, and Chelsea put an arm over her shoulders and rested her hand on hers. 
 
    Sadie’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Such a thing, I see how it would work, but you are right, it wouldn’t take another Empath long to undo it.” 
 
    “Yeah, if he wanted to invest the time though, he could mess up a monster girl really badly. I think, with you two at least, he was trying something new.” 
 
    “The whole mind swap thing?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Though what he hoped to gain from it, I have no idea.” 
 
    “Do either of them know why they were in that warehouse?”  
 
    Miranda asked him, her look intent. 
 
    Surprised, and realizing that the whole room was hanging on his every word, Nameless chuckled and deliberately nodded his head towards the two former Tenebrae. 
 
    “Miranda, wouldn’t it be better to ask them?” 
 
    She opened her mouth to snap at him, but then her cheeks turned a bit pink and she clamped it back shut. 
 
    He wasn’t wrong. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Brandon had decided that a life of adventure wasn’t for him. 
 
    The Amazons and the grouchy Wolfen frightened him to be sure, but a fucking Dragon was something else entirely. 
 
    He genuinely believed the green scaled woman was going to kill him with just that one look. 
 
    So he sat quietly on the porch, waiting for the Aegis woman to finish with whatever she was doing in Paul’s Fletcher’s house, and for her to finally seal his fate. 
 
    Fortunately his fate had nothing to do with the Dragon, as an hour later he was standing in front of his dad’s smithy with Miranda and the smaller of the two Wolfen. 
 
    “Rory Dixon?” 
 
    “That’s me.” 
 
    Rory rubbed at the stubble on his chin as he considered the sorry sight of his son, bedraggled, filthy, barefoot, and wrapped in a blanket. 
 
    “My name is Miranda Holt, with the Aegis. Your son has gotten himself into some serious trouble.” 
 
    Brandon’s head hung low as she spoke. 
 
    Rory sighed. 
 
    “So I see, he wanted to make his own way in the world. And now look at him.” 
 
    To his surprise the Wolfen standing behind his son winked at him with a smirk. 
 
    Rory spent the next few minutes hearing of his son’s activities, as well as the charges against him, though he raised an eyebrow at the harshness of them. 
 
    “What happens now?” He asked slowly. 
 
    “I can authorize leaving him in your custody if you want, even though he’s over fifteen, I can make an exception, I don’t see him as being a flight risk.” 
 
    This time the Wolfen snickered and the woman had to elbow her in the ribs. 
 
    Rory was beginning to cotton on to what was happening and gave a slow nod at her raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Well I don’t know. You see, he stormed out of here in a huff, talking about being a man now. Seems to me he can handle this on his own.” 
 
    “Dad… please.” 
 
    The pleading expression on his son’s face was difficult to see, even for a gruff man like Rory, so instead of beating around the bush he nodded at the Aegis women. 
 
    “How does this work then? I sign some form or something?” 
 
    “Yes, you sign a form, and guarantee your son’s good behaviour, if this case goes to trial then it will be his recent behaviour that can tip the scales in his favour, maybe even keep him out of the dig-sites.” 
 
    Brandon’s ears perked up at that little scrap of hope. 
 
    Rory rubbed at his chin some more. 
 
    “And what does that entail? Good behaviour I mean?” 
 
    The grey haired woman shifted her weight to one leg. 
 
    “He’ll need to get a job, and he’ll need to keep that job. He’ll need to toe the line and stay out of trouble with the local lawkeeper. I saw that he had a couple of property infringement emoluments in his record, so he’ll definitely need to avoid another one of those.” 
 
    Desperation was written across Brandon’s face as his eyes begged his father to sign the papers. 
 
    But Rory wasn’t about to let him off the hook so easily. 
 
    “I don’t know, he screws around a lot, this sounds like way too much work for him.” 
 
    Miranda nodded her understanding. 
 
    “I understand. Come on then Jan, we’ll take him back to the compound in Wayfelt to await his arraignment. Thank you for your time, Mister Dixon.” 
 
    Brandon gaped in despair at his father who was still stroking his chin. 
 
    “Well, I suppose I could sign for him. But just so we’re clear though, if he doesn’t get a job, doesn’t toe the line, the charges come back and the Aegis comes to take him away?” 
 
    Miranda’s look was almost comically grave. 
 
    “With a vengeance.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Fair enough, where do I sign?” 
 
    Miranda held out a clipboard with a blank sheet of paper on it and had Rory sign and initial it in several random places while keeping it from Brandon’s view. 
 
    “Alright then, Rory Dixon, I leave your son in your capable hands. And Brandon…” 
 
    He gulped but met her severe glare. 
 
    “I don’t want to have to come back here, understand?” 
 
    Her threat was clear and the cowed teen nodded vigorously. 
 
    Rory gripped his son by the scruff of his neck, though somewhat gentler than the last time he had done so, and led him inside with a final nod to the two operatives. 
 
    “Thank you Aegis, come on boy, you need a bath. And apparently we need to have another talk.” 
 
    As Miranda and Jan turned to leave, her Wolfen gave her behind an affectionate squeeze. 
 
    “We should look into working with the truancy board Mistress, because that was fun!” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless walked quietly down the hallway as Milly drifted off again. 
 
    The Minotaur had barely slept the previous night, and they were loath to move her to the cottage unnecessarily, as Paul wanted to monitor her condition, so she was napping in his guestroom. 
 
    She was going to be fine, but to see all of the various injuries she had suffered in the last day or so caused her master’s chest to tighten. 
 
    It was early evening, and in the kitchen Xalanth stood behind Sadie, who was sipping at a cup of tea that Paul had just handed her. Booker had Juni erect a water column in the bathtub so that he could speak with the other councilors with her magic while the Saenga Amazons had gone back to the cottage with his other girls. 
 
    “She is well?” The Dragon rumbled. 
 
    He nodded, unable to speak around the lump in his throat. 
 
    “I am glad. She is a kindly soul, and she fought valiantly against a creature far beyond her. The world needs more like your Milly.” The Dragon sighed, smoke drifting from between her lips; “Would that we had arrived sooner, I could perhaps have ended this nightmare.” 
 
    Sadie reached up and patted at Xalanth’s clawed hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “What was it you said to me once? Don’t dwell on would-haves or could-haves, deal with what is.” 
 
    The Dragon quirked an eyebrow. 
 
    “I said that?” 
 
    Sadie smiled and tilted her head as she sipped her tea. 
 
    Xalanth leaned down and kissed her lady on top of her head. 
 
    “I am very wise, then.” 
 
    Paul propped himself against the kitchen counter and crossed his arms. 
 
    “In all the excitement I forgot to ask what brings you out here? So much going on these days a simple visit seems unlikely.” 
 
    Sadie set her cup down and gestured for Nameless to take a seat across from her. 
 
    “Forgive me Paul, I know it chafes at you to be ordered about in your own home, but I would like some privacy to speak with Nameless if I may.” 
 
    But as Paul leaned away from the counter the orphan shook his head. 
 
    “Anything you have to say to me.” He said simply. 
 
    Sadie measured the young man’s words for a few seconds. 
 
    “Very well, then. Nameless, with what Ophelia told me when you were brought to her orphanage, and from what you learned from Jonathan’s memory Xalanth and I have been looking for your family.” 
 
    His head shifted back on his neck in surprise. 
 
    “But… my parents are dead.” 
 
    She smiled kindly. 
 
    “Yes, but you had other family, my friend. Not to mention a right to know where you came from.” 
 
    His jaw dropped but Paul didn’t miss a thing. 
 
    “You said ‘had’?” 
 
    The older Empath let out a mournful sigh. 
 
    “I am so sorry, but it seems that the last of your family, your father’s parents, your grandparents, died last winter. They were both in their eighties and from what we were told they went peacefully.” 
 
    He was in shock. 
 
    “Last winter?” 
 
    Unbeknownst to him, tears began to flow down his cheeks. 
 
    Wordlessly Paul handed him a napkin and placed one gnarled hand on his shoulder as the young man wiped the unexpected moisture away from his face, confused at his own reaction. 
 
    Sadie quietly nodded, waiting for him to compose himself. 
 
    “Who- I mean, what-” He swallowed and closed his eyes as he ordered his thoughts; “What were their names?” 
 
    “Your grandfather’s name was Gregor Armstrong, your grandmother’s Joleen Levesque. They had two sons, your uncle David who died a few years prior, some kind of accident. And… your father.” 
 
    She watched his face as his eyes opened at the mention of his sire. 
 
    He took a few breaths as his emotions got the better of him for a moment. 
 
    “And h-his?” 
 
    Her voice was steady as she answered. 
 
    “Your father’s name was William.” 
 
    He let out a shuddering gasp as the name hit home. 
 
    “William?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “From what we were told, most of his friends called him ‘Will’.” 
 
    He couldn’t keep himself from burying his face in the napkin and the three people in the room were silent as his shoulders shook. 
 
    After a time he pulled his face from his hands, and his voice was almost pleading as he repeated. 
 
    “They died just last winter?” 
 
    “I’m afraid so.” 
 
    “But that’s so recent…” 
 
    Once again the occupants of the room let the young man process the information, Paul gave a quiet sniff and a cough as he blinked rapidly. 
 
    Nameless suddenly looked up, his eyes hopeful. 
 
    “Wait, what about, what about my mother?” 
 
    Sadie regarded him carefully, as if ensuring that he was ready for more information. 
 
    “Like you, your mother was an orphan. According to her birth papers, her mother, your other grandmother, died in childbirth. The father was marked as deceased. Your mother’s name was Kendra Wilburn, though she chose to take your father’s name when they married.” 
 
    Nameless took in a shuddering breath. 
 
    “William and Kendra… Armstrong?” 
 
    Sadie merely nodded. 
 
    Nameless heard a clinking of glass behind him before Paul dropped a drink in front of him, two fingers-full of amber liquid at its bottom. 
 
    He quaffed it without batting an eye, the burning alcohol warming him to the tips of his toes as he absorbed the fact that he was truly alone in the world. 
 
    “There is more.” Sadie began. 
 
    “Cass?” He replied with intuition that briefly surprised the older woman. 
 
    After a moment, she nodded again. 
 
    “We were told that you never saw Kendra without her best friend, a Troglodyte named Cass. They must have been very close. We don’t know the full extent of their relationship though.” 
 
    Nameless coughed, the burning in his throat overtaking him for a moment. 
 
    “When we were in the Sansee, the Trog there said that she had a life-debt. After being inside Jonathan’s mind, I thought it was to my father. I guess maybe it was to my mother?” 
 
    Sadie sighed as she had to deliver yet more bad news. 
 
    “I’m afraid we will never know. Cass died ten years ago. As far as we can tell, Evadne caught up with her in Karmest. From the lawkeeper’s reports it was… not pleasant.” 
 
    Nameless felt a surge of hatred overcome him, but it was quickly replaced by guilt. 
 
    “She was tortured wasn’t she? Evadne trying to find me after Jonathan went into his coma? Like my dad, she died protecting me.” 
 
    “Nameless I-” 
 
    “It’s fine. I get it.” He blew out a breath while shaking his head in amazement; “How did you two possibly learn all of this?” 
 
    Smoke swirled out of Xalanth’s mouth as she answered him in her rumbling voice. 
 
    “Patience, and some luck. My lady and I have a great deal of experience in finding people. Many times we have searched for other Empaths.” Her voice dropped into a deep growl that would have made Nina shiver; “To discover that Evadne was hunting them as well is… galling.” 
 
    Flames licked her lips as she spoke the last word, and for once Nameless wasn’t intimidated by the Dragon, instead sharing in her anger. 
 
    “Thank you, both of you. I’m going to go check in with the girls at the cottage, Paul could you-” 
 
    “I’ll look after Milly. Go be with your bond-mates.” 
 
    He held his composure through the quick farewells, and even out of the house. 
 
    It wasn’t until he reached the edge of the stone bridge near his field that he broke down. 
 
    Of all the revelations that evening, even that of his parents’ names, what disturbed him the most was how recently his grandparents had died. 
 
    He slumped against the railing of the bridge, and just as he had done in recent nights he looked up at the night sky, the faint burble of water a minor distraction from his inner turmoil. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27: 
 
    All that Remains 
 
      
 
      
 
    Paul Fletcher’s barn was far cleaner than a barn had any right to be. The main reason for that was this was where they bottled Milly’s milk, though it still had several bales of hay stacked against the back wall. 
 
    It was here that Booker and his girls had ended up for the night, once Milly had gone back to the cottage for the night, Xalanth had claimed the guestroom for her lady and none dared contest her claim. 
 
    And it was here that Juni woke from a nightmare of fire consuming her. 
 
    It was a familiar dream, and relief washed over her immediately as she felt the swirl of water around her. 
 
    She was in her gourd, propped against the hay where Booker and Yana slept. 
 
    Rather than resting in the entirely too flammable hay with her bond-mate and her bond-sister, the Undine had settled in the cozy bottom of her mobile home. 
 
    But even as sleep crept up on her again, she felt the gourd being carefully lifted as Yana shouldered the sturdy strap and headed outside. 
 
    “Yana? What is going on?” 
 
    She poked her head out and yawned at the back of the Amazon’s head. 
 
    “Forgive me Juni, I did not mean to wake you, not yet anyways. I needed a private word while our husband slept.” 
 
    “O-okay.” 
 
    Juni had been worried about the Amazon for a while now. She had been so mercurial since Kar’s death, and after what had happened with Milly… 
 
    Once they were outside, Yana set her down again and fell to her knees as she turned to face the Undine in her jug. 
 
    Juni’s face peeped apprehensively over the edge. 
 
    They had been together a long time, but she had never seen the Amazon act as she had been lately. 
 
    As if reading her thoughts, Yana’s hand cupped the water elemental’s cheeks. 
 
    “Sister, forgive me. I have been so angry of late that I have not behaved well, to Milly, to you, to anyone.” 
 
    “Yana…” Juni whimpered as a lump formed in her throat. 
 
    “Juni, I am leaving.” 
 
    Her stomach flopped at the words. 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    Yana’s hand covered her mouth at her outcry, not forcefully, but insistently. 
 
    “My love, I have to go away for a time.” 
 
    “Yana, why?!” 
 
    The Amazon warleader turned and looked into the night. 
 
    “Because I have to end this madness.” 
 
    Juni’s eyes were wide as tears welled in them. 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that I have no patience for the councilors to debate on how to respond to this opportunity that Milly and Nina have handed us.” 
 
    Juni frowned in puzzlement, so Yana clarified. 
 
    “Evadne… her armour is not impenetrable, Kar showed us that, and now so have Milly and Nina. She is wounded. Even she will take time to recover from the beating she received.” 
 
    Juni reluctantly nodded. 
 
    “Yes, but she’s still too powerful Yana!” 
 
    “Maybe, but she isn’t the only one who is vulnerable now.” Juni’s eyes widened at Yana’s words; “If I take down Pym, then it’s over. A bonded monster bereft of her master is barely a husk of what she was. And without him she can create no more Tenebrae.” 
 
    Juni squirmed in consternation as she grasped the Amazon’s plan. 
 
    “We should talk to Master about this! You don’t even know where they are!” 
 
    She was pleading, but the Amazon shook her head. 
 
    “We both know what he would say, what the council would say. They would all advise caution and restraint, but there is a time for words, and a time for bold action.” 
 
    “Okay, but, you’re taking the others with you right?” 
 
    Her heart filled with dread as Yana smiled sadly. 
 
    “No, I will not risk their lives in this. It is something I have to do alone. I’ll have a much better chance at catching them unawares if I act unaided anyways.” 
 
    What she did not say, what she was too ashamed to say, was that she believed that her war-sisters would only be a hindrance to her in her quest. 
 
    “And I have some idea of where to look. The rest of the Aegis is trying to hunt a Chimera, so I will hunt a man. Jonathan is human and as such he has human frailties, these are what will lead me to him. I will find him, and then I will kill him.” 
 
    She pressed her hands to Juni’s cheek, brushing her thumb over her moist face. 
 
    “Don’t leave me.” Juni sobbed and gripped Yana’s hand with both of hers. 
 
    “Shhh… my love, someone needs to take care of our husband while I am gone.” Yana jaw tightened as she continued; “When these Neucta took Kar from us… I was too arrogant. And I can’t forgive myself for what I said to Milly! Especially after she faced Evadne alone like she did. I am no longer worthy to call myself a warleader. Kar would be ashamed of me.” 
 
    Juni shoulders were shaking with silent tears as Yana leaned in close and pressed her lips to her wet hairline. 
 
    At length the Undine pulled the anklet containing her sister’s heartstone from her foot. 
 
    The Amazon couldn’t leave without it, but Juni knew that if she withheld it, Yana would take it. 
 
    The soul within, though it loved her dearly, belonged to the man sleeping in the barn and only his words could sway her this night. 
 
    Yana pushed the platinum-blue anklet into her cleavage and kissed Juni again, on the lips and with far more passion. 
 
    “This is yours forever and always. And I will return it before you know it, you’ll see. Take care of our husband, little sister, and watch for my return. I go to end this nightmare.” 
 
    She snuck back inside to return her bond-sister to the warmth of the barn without waking their husband. 
 
    Yana spared his sleeping face a momentary glance, a silent farewell to the man who held her soul. 
 
    While the Undine sobbed miserably in her gourd, Yana Brael, truly free of its incredible weight for the first time in years, slipped into the night as quickly and quietly as smoke on a breeze. 
 
    The mightiest warrior within the Aegis began her hunt. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Yana ran through the night, Nameless was pacing around the front room of the cottage, his breath coming in fits and bursts and his ears burning. 
 
    Grandparents! I had grandparents! 
 
    All his life he had felt detached, unmoored from the unknown entities that had brought him into the world. On the few occasions when he had dwelled on his parents, it was as an abstract ideal, a concept from the distant past. 
 
    Like all orphans he dreamt of them coming for him one day, but those were just the fancies of a wounded child. 
 
    People who had grandparents had roots, they had aunts and uncles and family history. 
 
    Sadie and Xalanth had brought his childish fantasies crashing into present reality and his nervous pacing had set his bond-mates on edge. 
 
    Ophelia reached out to him tentatively. 
 
    “Dearheart-” 
 
    “I had a family.” 
 
    “What-” 
 
    He stopped and stared into his Flutterby’s confused face. 
 
    “I had a family!” 
 
    She blinked and took an involuntary step back from his uncharacteristic outburst. 
 
    He began to pace again as he articulated everything that he had been feeling since Kar’s death. 
 
    “They took my family away from me! They took my father, my mother. And now…” Both hands gripped his hair in consternation as he explored the implications; “I had grandparents! I could have known them! Just a year ago and I could have known them!” 
 
    Even when he found out that his father had been murdered, he couldn’t bring himself to mourn; how do you mourn for a stranger? But now… 
 
    Abruptly he slammed his fist through the door of one of the cabinets. 
 
    Silence hung heavy in the room as he panted and his hand bled. 
 
    “Lover I- I don’t know what to say.” Erica’s voice broke. 
 
    He reeled on the Katje. 
 
    “Erica, she tried to kill Milly! She tried to take her away too!” 
 
    Volka’s wings flapped slightly in agitation as she held her hands up in a gesture of peace but before she could say anything Ophelia held her arm out and forestalled her, allowing the young man to continue. 
 
    He flailed his arms as he paced once more, blood streaming down his hand and flicking onto the floor. 
 
    “She tried to kill Milly, and she would have succeeded, she would have taken her away just like she did Kar and it- it meant nothing to her!” 
 
    He slammed his injured fist down on the counter and swept several plates off, the sound of the porcelain disks shattering on the floor would have been deafening if he hadn’t been screaming along with it. 
 
    His face was a blotchy mess of anger and tears, his eyes wild and nostrils flaring. 
 
    “And Cass! This poor woman, my mom’s best friend! Tortured! Before I was born they were taking from me! And my whole life other people took! Sophie! The kids at school! And, and those pigs in the woods tried to take you, Ophelia!” 
 
    Silently, Nina wrapped one arm around Erica’s hips as the Katje cried in the face of their master’s turmoil. 
 
    But the woman who had raised him had heard enough. 
 
    Ophelia strode forwards as Nameless vented his chaotic emotions, many that had been pent up for years. She seized his shoulder and spun him towards her as she all but shouted in his face. 
 
    “What are you going to do about it then?!” Her voice was demanding, challenging. 
 
    He faltered as she confronted him, confusion replacing his anger as he came to understand that he had no ready answer. 
 
    “I-I don’t-” 
 
    She slapped him across the face; the crack of her palm against his cheek drawing a gasp from the other girls. 
 
    “Not good enough! Milly gave it her all! She trained and fought as hard as she could! Erica, Nina, Volka… they all would have done the same! Even girls who aren’t bonded to you risk everything! Kar and Cass both gave up everything! All for you!” 
 
    Her voice was now as loud as his had been as she forced him to face his grief head-on, to feel things that his instincts had always taught him to suppress. 
 
    Limply he held his fingers to his reddened cheek. 
 
    She had never hit him before, even as a kid, no matter what he had done. Not ever. 
 
    “Well?! You aren’t a little boy anymore, you are a man! You are OUR man! Tantrums are for children, men take action! They make decisions and then work through the consequences! So what are you going to do?!” 
 
    Her question hung in the air between them, her face flushed as she too breathed heavily from the emotional outburst. 
 
    The other girls were holding their breaths, even Erica’s tears had halted at the shock of seeing the composed Ophelia strike their bond-mate. 
 
    He looked deep into her face as he absorbed her words; her pale cheeks were splotchy and red, flushed with her own anger, one strand of her hair had come loose from the bun that Erica had done up at the back of her head, it hung over one eye and tickled at her cheek. 
 
    She was his constant. 
 
    All through his life, she was there. 
 
    But seeing her so upset made him realize that she needed him to be constant as well, something he had never considered, even when he was at his most considerate. 
 
    She needed him to be strong, because Evadne had tried to take from her too. 
 
    First him, then Kar, and now Milly. 
 
    Nameless’s jaw clenched as his hands dropped to his sides, the confused expression fading from his face as determination took its place and he nodded as everything became clear. 
 
    “I’m sorry for losing it, Ophie. But I know what I want to do, and I can’t do it alone.” 
 
    After several deep breaths, Ophelia absently fixed the loose strand of her hair before tilting her chin down, knowing her love’s heart. 
 
    “You don’t need to ask, dearheart.” 
 
    The other girls, also sensing his intent through their own heartstones, each took a moment to consider before they likewise agreed. 
 
    He reached out and pulled Ophelia into a hug. 
 
    “Assuming they even let us, we need to go talk to Booker and Miranda in the morning.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “You’re sure about this?” Miranda’s voice was level. 
 
    At first, when Jan had roused her first thing in the morning and told her that Nameless needed to speak with her, she was annoyed at being woken, but now she understood the cause. 
 
    And he needed to be certain. 
 
    “I am. We’ve talked about it and I don’t see another way to go forwards.” He responded, his own demeanor a match for hers. 
 
    Her gaze turned to Aegis Booker, who was distracted with his worry for the missing Yana, but he took a moment to consider the young man’s request. 
 
    At last he tilted his head down in consent. 
 
    “It might actually keep him safer, and it would help to untie some of our resources, assuming Oldeera’s hive is still a resource.” 
 
    Miranda frowned but couldn’t fault the logic. 
 
    She turned back to Nameless. 
 
    “You know the words?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She nodded slowly, and then stood up straight. 
 
    Booker gave a shake of his head to clear his mind before joining her and addressing the determined young man. 
 
    “Alright son. Whenever you’re ready then.” 
 
    Nameless took a deep breath, gathering himself for what he was about to do, then began to speak, his voice steady. 
 
    “I swear to safeguard the hearts of the innocent. For their peace is my prosperity, their bond is my sacred trust, and their love is my eternal joy.” 
 
    All around them the other girls watched him; Ophelia wiped away a single tear as she smiled at the once nameless orphan while he spoke the thousand year old oath. 
 
    “Any who will join hands with these devoted girls will forever earn my protection, and any who will seek to harm them will incur my most terrible wrath.” 
 
    Milly was resting on the couch, Erica’s fingers intertwined with hers as their master swore his oath. While Nina, the very embodiment of wrath, gripped her hammer tight. 
 
    “In this I am the shield and I am the sword.” 
 
    Volka shifted in place slightly, the light of the rising sun streaming in through the window glinted off of her own shield. 
 
    Her eyelids blinked rapidly at the faded memory of another nameless young woman, speaking the same words so very long ago. 
 
    He drew another breath and looked straight into Miranda’s eyes and she shivered involuntarily at his intensity as he continued. 
 
    “I am the Aegis and this I swear on the blood of the Valkyrie.” 
 
    There was a long pause as the gravity of his oath hung heavy in Paul’s living room. 
 
    Miranda and Booker both abruptly shifted into a rigid posture and clapped their fists to their chests in salute. 
 
    “Welcome to the Aegis, kid.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Fallen Aegis 
 
      
 
      
 
    Adrian Shaw clawed his way through the mud, the wounds in his arm and his calf throbbed and he grit his teeth in agony, tears seeping from his eyes as he dragged himself out of the frigid river with his good arm. 
 
    In the back of his mind, the intelligent man knew he was dead. 
 
    If he didn’t bleed out, then exposure would take him. His torn uniform was soaking wet, and without any supplies or the strength to start a fire, he was screwed as night descended and brought its deadly chill with it. 
 
    He sobbed at the memory of Cheri smiling at him. 
 
    She was the first to be hit in the ambush. 
 
    She had just finished telling one of her stupid jokes when he saw the flash of light behind her, the smile fell off her face and she crumpled to the earth, dead before she hit the ground. 
 
    Chaos had erupted all around the ordinance disposal team as people with blasters poured out of the massive cedars on either side of them. 
 
    It was over quickly, only a few of the team had any actually combat experience, they were supposed to meet up with a village of Amazons to provide an escort for them. 
 
    Only Commander Killian had been fast enough to cast one of his strobes out before being torn apart by oncoming fire, the blinding light of his one grenade coming far too late to save his team. 
 
    Adrian and one of the terrified Truffles had made it to the edge of the tree-line in a desperate bid to escape the slaughter, but both were taken down by more blaster fire. 
 
    The only reason Adrian yet lived was because when his leg was hit his body had pitched sideways into the rushing river and the powerful current had carried him quickly away from his pursuers. 
 
    After tumbling around in the water for what seemed like an age, he regained enough of his faculties to struggle against the river, somehow managing to escape its grasp despite his injuries. 
 
    He sobbed again as he lay exhausted in the muck of the bank. 
 
    He was the only one left alive, people he had known for years. Dead. 
 
    His closest friends. Dead. 
 
    His bond-mate... 
 
    With clumsy fingers he pulled the locket containing Cheri’s heartstone out of his jacket. 
 
    The stone was grey and lifeless. 
 
    He gasped and pressed the cold stone to his lips as he wept, kissing its surface again and again, as if the feeble warmth of his lips could somehow revive the lifeless heart of the poor girl. 
 
    After a time, he set aside his grief, anger fueling him as he struggled to get out of the mud. 
 
    He was cold and queasy from blood loss, but he had to live! He had to warn the Aegis, he had to warn… somebody! 
 
    He stuck a stick between his teeth and bound his leg with his belt, afterwards vomiting into the sodden moss beside him from nausea and pain. But he had managed to stop the worst of the bleeding with the improvised tourniquet. 
 
    Eventually he recovered from the bout of nausea and next worked on his arm. 
 
    He pulled the wounded limb out of his jacket, biting down on another stick as he considered the nasty tear in the flesh of his bicep, prodding at it with trembling fingers, flinching each time as his teeth tore into the wood. 
 
    It was a graze, already the bleeding had stemmed, but it still hurt like hell as he wrapped a piece of his torn shirt around it. 
 
    Some time later, the man who refused to die stumbled through the undergrowth of the mighty cedar forest. His hobbled leg was braced with a crude splint and his sodden jacket had been turned into a sling for his arm, while he had stuck another long branch under his other arm to act as a crutch for his leg. 
 
    He was lost in the cold night, but unable to stop, as stopping meant death. 
 
    He forced himself to go on for an age, but despite his determination, his vision inevitably began to fade as the loss of blood, the exhaustion, and the cold took their toll on him. 
 
    Then, in the middle of a clearing in the massive trees, his heart nearly exploded when a branch snapped to one side. 
 
    Abruptly adrenaline shot through him at the sharp sound, chasing away the darkness around his vision as he turned and brandished his improvised crutch against the night. 
 
    He blinked in surprise. 
 
    Instead of more people armed with illegal lost-tech weapons, he looked upon the face of a gorgeous fair skinned woman with raven dark hair, her features illuminated by the rising moon. 
 
    She was dressed in a short sarong, tied at her hip with one leg completely exposed while the other was barely covered to just below her knee. 
 
    A dark shawl was draped over her shoulders and even in the dim light he could tell that she wore nothing else, the dark tips of her nipples peaking out of the knitted fabric. 
 
    A simple basket hung from her elbow while she was holding something in each hand, the two halves of the stick she had just broken to get his attention. 
 
    Adrian swallowed, unsteady on his feet but uncertain of the woman’s intentions. 
 
    “Mushrooms.” Her voice, throaty and with a strange accent, called out to him. 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    His own words came out in a rasp. 
 
    “The season for mushrooms is drawing to a close, that is what I am doing out here. But you, you smell of their blood.” 
 
    He blinked at the absurdity of her words, but didn’t have a chance to respond as she dropped the sticks and stepped closer to him on bare feet. 
 
    How she wasn’t half-frozen was a mystery to him. 
 
    “The question then, is why you are out this night. There are better places to bleed to death I think.” 
 
    Her eyes flicked to his seeping leg. 
 
    His mouth opened to respond, but a shout from one side caught his attention. 
 
    “Here! More tracks! He’s this way! Spread out, we can’t have any survivors!” 
 
    Without delay, Adrian stumbled forwards, dropping his crutch as he gripped the woman’s bicep. 
 
    “We have to move! They’ll kill you!” 
 
    She tilted her head, but allowed him to pull her along, a slight tilt to her lips as she smirked at his behaviour. 
 
    “Will they? I doubt that very much.” 
 
    Adrian didn’t catch what she said; he just knew that he had led his pursuers directly to her. 
 
    The thought of another woman dying in front of him was too much to bear. 
 
    They barely moved twenty feet before another shout sounded, much closer this time, and a flash of light broke through the darkness, a solid thump followed by an explosion sound to one side. 
 
    “That’s far enough!” A voice barked out. 
 
    “They are wrecking the best mushroom patches.” The strange woman complained at the same time. 
 
    She stopped as Adrian continued to tug at her arm, but she had planted her feet and with his injuries he hadn’t the strength to move her. 
 
    “Please, just go! It’s me they want! Run!” 
 
    In despair he placed himself between her and his pursuers. With his good arm he blindly pushing her behind him, his hand obliviously pressing at her breast, the shawl shifting to one side as his fingers sank into her yielding flesh. 
 
    “How forward you are. And yes, it is you they want. Instead they get me. Unfortunate.” 
 
    Her voice was steady, utterly calm in the turmoil of the night. 
 
    The pursuers poured out of the trees and Adrian saw that there would be no escape for either of them; belatedly he realized he had saved one canister when he had taken his belt off, a single strobe, it might have been enough to buy them a few seconds. 
 
    The reality was he hadn’t used one in years; his skill-set geared more towards disarming the weapons of the ancients, not using them. He cursed at his own lack of foresight. 
 
    But the pursuers hesitated. 
 
    “Who the hell is she?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter! We kill them both!” 
 
    Suddenly he felt a sharp pinch from his injured arm and he turned with a grunt of pain even as the assailants leveled their weapons at the duo. 
 
    The mystery woman was working his blood in circles between the pad of her thumb and her other fingers as she stepped around beside him. 
 
    “Blood of a protector. Gravely weakened, and ill with grief, but still very potent. This will do.” 
 
    She spoke loud enough for all present to hear, her words once more giving Adrian’s attackers pause. 
 
    Suddenly green light swirled forth from the strange woman; first from her eyes, then from her entire upper body, it hung there for a moment, all around her like smoke. 
 
    Then it rapidly coalesced on the blood coating her fingers, she kept working the now-glowing green fluid around for a few more seconds, murmuring under her breath. 
 
    As everyone in the woods watched, rapt with attention, she cast the light at the ground with a negligent flick. 
 
    It disappeared in the matt of moss at their feet. 
 
    There was a long pause as they all stared at the ground. 
 
    “What the fuck was that?” Someone finally asked. 
 
    Right as he broke the silence, light bloomed under the surface and spidered outwards towards him, as if following the system of roots below, and stopped at his feet. 
 
    He swallowed nervously. 
 
    “Guys, I don’t like thi-” 
 
    But he was interrupted when abruptly the moss beneath his feet exploded upwards and two green and ghostly arms burst forth, giant skeletal fists seizing him by each leg before ruthlessly tearing him in half and casting his remains with brutal force at two of his companions. 
 
    As the gory halves of his body struck home, taking the others to the ground, the corpse abruptly exploded in a shower of glowing green viscera. 
 
    To make matters worse, the enchanted remains burned like acid, and several of the others standing nearby screamed as their flesh was melted from their very bones. 
 
    One of the other men stumbled back, babbling in terror. 
 
    “Holy f-fucking hell! She’s a-a Witch!” 
 
    “Quickly! Before she can cast again!” A scar-faced woman desperately cried out in a bid to spur the others into action. 
 
    She had already shouldered her own blaster, but it was pointless. 
 
    Even as she and a few others fired their weapons, a green wall of force materialized out of thin air between them and their targets, protecting Adrian and the Witch from the barrage. 
 
    All the while, the mysterious dark haired monster girl was nibbling at a mushroom daintily held between her bloody fingers, patiently waiting for the crackling thunder of the weapons to subside. 
 
    “You underestimate the resolve of my defender, it seems. A single curse was all that was needed. Try to flee if you must, I don’t mind.” 
 
    She could have been remarking on the weather. 
 
    As Adrian realized he was still alive, dozens more green skeletal arms burst forth from the mossy earth, clawing all around at their desperate attackers as they vainly fired at the ground in a hopeless bid to save themselves. 
 
    The wounded Aegis technician, already nauseas from his injuries, was made even more so as the Witch’s spell worked its way through the frantic men and women that had murdered his team, systematically tearing them apart and reducing them to sizzling piles of goo. 
 
    Soon enough, all of his pursuers were dead. 
 
    “Oh bother. My mushrooms.” 
 
    Adrian swallowed bile as he turned to the woman beside him, in all the chaos her haul had spilled onto the ground. She went to her knees in the moss, picking them one by one, considering each carefully before placing it back inside her basket. 
 
    Her shawl was draped open due to her crouched position, the pale expanse of her breasts naked to the night’s air as the two globes swayed while she worked. 
 
    For a brief moment he absurdly thought he should be helping her. 
 
    Reading his intent, she spoke before he moved. 
 
    “Do not. You won’t have the strength to rise again. And I won’t leave my basket to carry you.” 
 
    “Who… are you?” 
 
    The Witch considered the last mushroom, clutched between her still bloody fingers, and then tore half of it off with her teeth, chewing the bloody meat of its top slowly before looking up at the wounded man. 
 
    “I am Olena. Come, my home is this way. Unless you are still determined to bleed to death?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End
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