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    Introduction 
 
    Legacy of the Valkyrie is the second book in a series that continues the tale of Nameless and his bond-mates as they travel into the wilds in search of the mysterious Volka. 
 
    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! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This book is dedicated to the patient folks on Deviant Art, for being patient and stuff. Also big thanks to those who said nice things on Amazon, cuz that was neat too.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prologue:  
 
    A Mother’s Love 
 
      
 
      
 
    Gundr threw her shield out, blocking the blast of fire from the metal beast. Then she gave a resounding cry as she poured her divine power into her raised sword of light and brought it down with all her strength, cleaving the tank in two. She breathed heavily from the exertion. 
 
    “Mother! The house on the right! They’re pinned down!” 
 
    Screams of terror sounded from the remains of the house in question as the only wall still standing was shredded by bits of fiery metal. 
 
    Her daughter, her brave, beautiful, wonderful daughter, cast herself into the fray on wings of gold, her shield blocking the barrage from the humans advancing on the non-combatants cowering behind the wall. With the younger Valkyrie covering them, the innocents now had a chance to escape their burning village. 
 
    Sadly all they had to offer them at this point was a chance, so overwhelmed were they. 
 
    “Dominar! More of them coming in on the left flank!” 
 
    Gundr flapped her wings at the warning cry from a former member of the Third Host who had mistakenly called her by her old title. She recovered her breath and flew once more into the midst of the terrible conflict. 
 
    The thunderous roar of the humans’ weapons tore through the night, just as the battle-cries of the Valkyrie resounded to meet them. The fighting continued unabated for several minutes until the various flights of warriors broke the back of the latest assault and the soldiers retreated. 
 
    Angelic trumpets sounded across the heavens as the Dominar of the Fourth Host called for her angels to regroup once more. 
 
    Gundr and the other members of her flight headed to join the rest of their people in the sky above the village, but one of the death-machines hidden in the snow-clad trees landed a glancing blow from its main gun that sent her careening for a moment before she was able to regain control of her damaged wings. 
 
    “Mother!” 
 
    “Gundr! Are you well?” Astrid called out as the flights took their formations once more. 
 
    Several girls moving to cover her, their shields directed at the enemy, blocking more oncoming fire so that Gundr could recover.  
 
    She gave a flap of her wings, and though she could feel that she had lost more than a few feathers, she could still fly. 
 
    “I am, Dominar!” She called back as she regained her altitude, the word still unfamiliar on her tongue. 
 
    Seeing that she was indeed alright, the Dominar turned back to her sisters to address them again. 
 
    “Steady sisters! Steady! You all know what is at stake this night! There may yet be survivors! We must hold the line!” 
 
    There were grim nods from the gathered Valkyrie; they all knew how the battle would end at this point. 
 
    Privately, Gundr thanked the goddess for Dominar Astrid; she was able to fly with her daughter this night only because there was one more worthy than she to lead them all. 
 
    “Another wave is coming Dominar!” One of their spotters called out. 
 
    “So soon? Truly they must be desperate to finish this! We shall make them pay for their recklessness! Lightbringers, do your duty!” Astrid commanded. 
 
    As ordered, Gundr and her daughter joined the other Lightbringers in the van and swooped down on the enemy, once more scattering their advance with their own fearless charge, though it was not without cost; friends that Gundr had known since she was a fledgling died all around her. 
 
    The van broke apart when they swept into the streets, each flight searching for survivors in the village that was again swarming with their ancient foe. 
 
    “Come sisters! There are more lives to save this night! Over here! To me!” 
 
    Gundr felt another surge of pride as her daughter gave a rallying cry and brought the embattled Valkyrie together to meet a further volley from the human’s machines. They formed a wall and their shields clanged and rattled but were unyielding as the four remaining Valkyrie in their flight put themselves between the enemy and their precious targets. 
 
    “Friends! We will buy you time! Save yourselves!” Gundr called back at their helpless charges. 
 
    “What about you!?” One of them sobbed as a blast from a side alley took down one of Gundr’s remaining sisters. 
 
    “We do not matter now! All that matters is that you get to safety! I beg of you, flee!” 
 
    With that she could spare them no more of her attention as she turned to face the new threat and her shield began to rattle and shake again. 
 
    “Daughter!” 
 
    Gundr called in warning, and her daughter turned her shield just as another tank let loose a devastating barrage that would have ended her. As she held back the assault her mother and the one other remaining member of their flight fell upon the tank from above, destroying it and killing its masters within. 
 
    “You are fortunate Gundr! To have so canny a daughter!” 
 
    “She is my joy.” Gundr smiled. 
 
    But the smile fell off her face when she saw that the Valkyrie who had just spoken was no more, her body crumpling to the ground in a heap even as she turned to address her. 
 
    “Daughter! We fly alone now! To me!” 
 
    “Yes mother!” Her daughter flapped her wings to join her. 
 
    She and her daughter flew from one building to the next, but they could find no more survivors and far too many dead as the trumpets sounded once more. 
 
    “Truly the goddess has blessed me. Show me a Valkyrie that is as graceful in flight.” Gundr said to no one in particular as they joined the other angels in the air. 
 
    After receiving reports from all of the surviving Valkyrie, Astrid addressed the much diminished host one final time. 
 
    “The rearguard has confirmed that the village is empty. Even now our surviving charges flee into the uncertain safety of the night. But the enemy is tenacious still, despite their losses! We must buy more time…” 
 
    Even as she spoke they all knew what that meant, Dominar Astrid took a moment to scan the faces of her weary sisters in flight. 
 
    “Warriors of the Fourth Host, it has been the greatest honour of my life to have been your Dominar. Now I ask you to fly with me one final time, for the goddess calls us home!” 
 
    With that the Dominar herself took the center of the van, and all of the remaining Valkyrie formed around her, looking down at their enemy… only to see that he too was nearly spent. 
 
    Everything that the humans had left was now arrayed against them just at the edge of the tree line below, across the snowy field from the village. 
 
    Once more Gundr could not hide her pride as her daughter spoke to those nearest her. 
 
    “We will give our friends all of the time that we can, if that means striking down every last one of these poor fools then so be it! Sisters! Now is not the time to hold anything back!” 
 
    They charged. 
 
    But the power of their enemy was bent, not broken, and Valkyrie were torn from the sky by the dozen even as they collided with the final row of death-machines and their desperate masters. 
 
    Gundr’s arms and wings were weary, but she fought shoulder to shoulder with her beloved daughter, and that was all the strength she needed. 
 
    Together they took part in the final stand of the Fourth Heavenly Host. 
 
    Together they witnessed the fall of Dominar Astrid, mightiest of the Valkyrie, who took five death-machines with her. 
 
    Together they stood until they had to fight back to back, as there were no more Valkyrie at their flanks. 
 
    Together they stood, until together they could stand no more. 
 
    Gundr died in the arms of her beloved daughter even as the night had finally grown still. 
 
    She died with a smile on her lips.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1:  
 
    Mentors 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless the orphan woke to the familiar sensation of a woman’s moist tongue working over his sandy brown hair. His muddy eyes opened and the five-foot-naught nineteen (almost twenty) year old smiled at Milly, his buxom Minotaur. 
 
    At six foot six the blue eyed beauty dwarfed him in size. Her own chocolate coloured hair was tussled around her horns from sleep, though her bed-head did nothing to detract from her loveliness. 
 
    She paused in her grooming when she realized that he was awake. 
 
    “Good morning Master.” She whispered, returning his smile. 
 
    “Morning. What time is it?” 
 
    “I don’t know, it’s early. Just after dawn?” She gave his hairline another lick.  
 
    Now satisfied with her work she settled her body against his, her head resting on his shoulder and her impressive breasts pressed tight to his right side. They spoke in whispers, not wanting to wake the other girls. 
 
    “How long have you been awake?” Nameless yawned, tears welling in his squinted eyes. 
 
    “Not long, just enough to fix your hair.”  
 
    She ran her hand over his chest and stomach under the covers, while he similarly trailed his fingertips over her naked back. 
 
    “Oh is that what you were doing, here I thought you were taking advantage of me in my sleep.” He teased. 
 
    Her height put her ass out of reach so he settled for lightly pinching her side to drive home his point. 
 
    She let out a surprised moo, and then giggled. 
 
    “That tickles!” 
 
    “I could spend a lifetime finding all the different ways to tickle you.” 
 
    They lay together, half dozing, making loving pillow talk for several minutes.  
 
    Eventually Milly propped her chin on his shoulder, looking him in the eyes she traced one finger over the thin scar on his chin. 
 
    “Hard to believe you got this only a couple weeks ago.” 
 
    His eyes were closed again and he considered going back to sleep as he absently responded. 
 
    “Mmmm, it stung like mad, but it was still one of the best days of my life.” 
 
    Her smile was radiant, and she bit her lip as her look turned coy. Her finger drew down his chin and over the matching scar on his chest, then much lower until she was lightly stroking the tip of his morning wood. 
 
    “Do you want me to take care of this?” 
 
    He flinched. 
 
    “Ah! No thank you, I’m actually kind of sore.” He said plaintively. 
 
    She giggled again. 
 
    “I’m not surprised! The last few weeks have been pretty rough.” 
 
    Though she was referring to the sex, they had been rough in other ways. In less than two weeks, Nameless had gone from being a lonely uneducated orphan, to being bonded to five monster girls.  
 
    On his left, Erica the Katje slept in the arms of Ophelia the Flutterby. While Nina the Gigas, the newest girl, slept on the loveseat in the front room. For some reason she held herself back from sleeping with them. 
 
    His fifth girl was absent, them having never even met her before. Her name was Volka, and she had helped him to bring Nina out of the darkness of her own mind. It turned out that Nameless was a rather special orphan: he was an Empath, able to sense the emotions of any monster girl whose heartstone he had touched. With this power he was able to save not only Nina but Erica as well. 
 
    Now they all hoped to save Volka. 
 
    She wasn’t trapped in her mind like the others, but she was trapped. Though her voice had faded from his mind he could still feel her, a golden flicker guiding him eastward. 
 
    Milly’s hand on his cock gave a light stroke. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to suck on it for you?” She whispered as her lip jutted out in an adorable pout. 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “I’m sure. Actually, I do want something…” 
 
    “Name it!” She said immediately. 
 
    Rather than voicing his desire he pursed his lips out absurdly and made kissing noises while squinting his eyes shut. 
 
    Her look turned incredulous at the comical expression on her bond-mate’s face, then she laughed and obliged. Raising up on her arms and straddling him, his erection poking into her stomach as her soft breasts smooshed against his chest. 
 
    Still squinting, he couldn’t make out her features as her face hovered over his, so he didn’t see how she bit her lip as she looked upon the love of her life, basking in the sight of him. 
 
    He has a silly side that I haven’t seen much of yet… 
 
    She leaned down and pressed her lips to his, kissing him repeatedly, tiny noises of suction coming from their lips as warmth flooded her breast. After a minute she pulled back, but he continued to pucker his lips, so with another giggle she kissed him some more. 
 
    His hands found the sides of her head, gripping her gently over her floppy ears just below her horns. Their kiss deepened as he abandoned his mocking pose, unable to help himself, he ground his erection against her stomach. 
 
    Their tongues grappled and she settled more of her weight on him, resting on her elbows now, gentle lows of pleasure escaping her at the feel of his hardness. They parted again, breathing heavily, his hands still cradling her head. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want me to…” She trailed off suggestively as she moved her hips in slow circles, teasing his cock with the flesh of her tummy. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “Yeah. I am really sore.” He massaged her ears for several moments, gripping them in his fists near her head and slowly stroking outwards; “Actually, I’m kind of hungry.” 
 
    Her eyelids had fluttered closed at the attention he was paying to her ears but she opened them again at his words. 
 
    “Oh, so I don’t get to suck you, but you get to suck me?” 
 
    Again the adorably pouty lip. 
 
    “Life is unfair.” He said tragically. 
 
    Her pout changed to a smile before she shifted herself upwards. 
 
    “You’ll have to shimmy down a bit. The headboard is in my way.” 
 
    He squirmed underneath her while she lifted herself back to give him room. Soon enough he was positioned underneath her chest, her nipples hanging on either side of his face. 
 
    “Fresh milk, yum!” 
 
    He guided the tip of her right breast to his mouth as she lowered herself again, her flesh pillowing around his face as he began to suckle at her. Her sigh of contentment turned into a low of pleasure as he began to suck in earnest. 
 
    Nothing in life was more satisfying for Milly the Minotaur than feeding her loves, which is just as well, because no meal could be more satisfying to them than her milk. As the creamy warmth flooded Nameless’s mouth, Erica’s eyes fluttered open. 
 
    “Breakfast?!” She half shouted blearily. 
 
    Milly rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Of course the kitty wants her cream, well you will have to wait your tu-!” 
 
    Her teasing was cut short as she let out another low of pleasure. Nameless had slipped one hand down between her legs and palmed her mound. 
 
    Erica arched her back and gave a mighty yawn, her mouth open wide and her feline tongue curling. 
 
    “Morning lovers.”  
 
    The cat-girl gave her dark-purple hair an expert twist to shift it out of her way as she turned onto one side, her head propped in her hand as her weight settled on her elbow. Now facing them, her back, pert butt and black furred tail were still pressed against the sleeping Ophelia. 
 
    “Good moooo-rning.” Milly breathed out as one of their master’s questing fingers slipped inside of her. 
 
    There was a muffled wet grunt from under her breast, and Nameless’s other hand snaked out to give Erica an awkward pat on the hip by way of greeting. 
 
    She purred and took his hand in hers, greatly enjoying the sight of her bond-sister and her master in each other’s arms. 
 
    “Want me to suck you off while you’re having breakfast?” She arched one eyebrow questioningly as she threw the covers down over Milly’s rump. 
 
    She directed her question at the side of the Minotaur’s teat as she could barely see her master’s face underneath it. 
 
    Milly huffed, rocking herself on his probing finger now. 
 
    “No, he’s sore.” 
 
    Her pouting tone was undercut by a deep groan as he slipped another finger inside her. 
 
    “Shame. Oh well, we have been working him pretty hard. We should save some for Nina.” Her fingers intertwined with his and she started to use her thumb to massage his palm. 
 
    Milly didn’t respond, too absorbed by her master suckling her breast while energetically fingering her. She was lowing almost continuously now, her eyes closed and her mouth hanging open as she approached orgasm. 
 
    Ophelia stirred, rolling over and hugging Erica, spooning her from behind in her sleep, her folded wings fluttering slightly under the covers. 
 
    A sudden urge took Erica and she pulled herself somewhat out of Ophelia’s sleepy embrace and ran her tongue over Milly’s ear, drawing the velvety skin into her mouth and nibbling teasingly. 
 
    The effect was immediate and dramatic as Milly came around Nameless’s thrusting fingers, giving one long resonate low of pleasure that filled the room as her sister teased her ear. Nameless didn’t stop working his fingers until his hand began to cramp up, wanting his devoted Minotaur to get every drop of pleasure that she deserved. 
 
     Her voice was enough to finally wake Ophelia, who sat up, her violet wings fluttering the blankets off as she gave an elegant stretch, revealing her nakedness to the room. Her translucent skin struck a sharp contrast with Erica’s own rich tan. She looked down on the others with a warm smile. 
 
    “Good morning dears.” 
 
    “Morning hot stuff!” Erica chirped over her shoulder. 
 
    “Good-ah!- morning.” Milly managed.  
 
    Her orgasm over she slumped against Nameless, only moving when he began to pat her back in panic and she realized that she was smothering him with her breasts.  
 
    “I see you three have gotten an early start, though I also see that our master is more than ready to greet the day!” She leaned over Milly rear-end, her blue-black hair forming a curtain around her face and tickling the Minotaur’s cheeks as the Flutterby spotted his turgid cock between her spread thighs; “Would you like a morning blowjob my love?” 
 
    “He’s sore.” Milly and Erica answered immediately and then began to giggle together. 
 
    Nameless shifted, patting Milly’s side with his wet fingers. 
 
    “Had enough?” She pulled her weight off of him so he could speak. 
 
    “Never, but I’m too full now.” He licked around her pert nipple, cleaning up after his meal. 
 
    “Good because I’m starving!” Erica said with enthusiasm. 
 
    “Just remember to leave enough for Paul, we don’t know how long we’ll be gone, it wouldn’t be fair to him to let the rent slide.” Ophelia chided gently. 
 
    “Yeah, but that old farmer is so sweet on Milly I’m sure we’d be okay!” 
 
    Milly let out another startled moo as Erica all but leapt over Nameless and gamely flipped her onto her back and settled on top of her, the Katje’s greedy mouth quickly finding her nipple. 
 
    “All the same.” Ophelia frowned, her arms crossed. 
 
    Erica gave a thumbs-up gesture, eagerly suckling at Milly’s breast. 
 
    “We should be okay. We’ve been giving him most of the profits for the last couple days. And we already have enough saved for the trip.” Nameless offered as he sat up and stretched, giving his over-worked hand a shake. 
 
    Minotaur milk was a precious commodity, because aside from being delicious, it was very good for speeding the healing of minor injuries, especially broken bones. 
 
    Ophelia gave him a kiss, enjoying the sweet taste of her bond-sister’s milk on his lips, her hand running down his chest and finding his softening cock. 
 
    “Are you sure I can’t-” 
 
    He flinched at her touch. 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    “Oh dear, you really are sore.” 
 
    “I’ll be okay, the milk will help. I’m going to have a shower while Erica finishes her breakfast.” 
 
    Just after Nameless got out of bed and went into the washroom Nina wandered in from the front room, at three-foot-nothing she was by far the shortest member of the household. 
 
    Rubbing at her eyes with one tiny red fist the Gigas gave a brusque greeting. 
 
    “You’re loud.” 
 
    “Good morning Nina dear.” 
 
    Ophelia’s violet wings gave a single beat of the air to carry her out of bed and land in front of Nina, she then leaned down to give the surprised giant a tender kiss on the lips. 
 
    “Don’t any of you have clothes?” Nina groused. 
 
    She was taken aback at the nearness of the naked butterfly, though her eyes worked their way over her curves. Unlike the others, she slept in shorts and a baggy shirt. 
 
    “We do, but it is nice to sleep naked. It is more intimate and it makes it much easier to do naughty things together when the mood strikes.” Ophelia gave a saucy wink as she ran her hands over Nina’s cheeks. 
 
    Nina broke away from her and went to use the bathroom, more flustered than ever. She was inside for only a moment before the girls in the room heard a yelp from Nameless and Nina bolted out again, her red skin darkened considerably in a blush. 
 
    “Why is everyone always naked!?” She demanded as she stomped her way back into the front room. 
 
    Her bond-sisters couldn’t help but laugh at her discomfiture, though Ophelia at least had the decency to try to hide her mirth. 
 
    They went about their morning; a pattern had begun to emerge for the newly minted family, though drinking from Milly before milking her into their six gallon pail was a break from the routine. 
 
    While Nina took her shower, Ophelia and Erica took it in turns to brush, dry, and style each other’s tresses in front of their new armoire in the bedroom. They had purchased it just a few days prior for the girls’ use. 
 
    “You are going to save me a fortune at the salon in Wayfelt. You have an incredible gift dearheart.” Ophelia sighed happily as she tilted her head side to side to examine her look in the mirror. 
 
    Erica had done her dark locks in an elaborate knot at the back of her head, held in place with a couple of strategically placed sticks. 
 
    “I don’t know, it’s just something I picked up over the years.” The Katje gave a dismissive shrug. 
 
    Milly and Nameless lounged together on the bed waiting for the other girls, their own short hair needing only a quick comb with their fingers, or in his case Milly’s tongue. Neither of them liked to hear Erica sell herself short, and the Minotaur wasn’t about to keep quiet about it. 
 
    “Well if you hadn’t than I wouldn’t have been able to make this!” 
 
    She slipped one finger into the chocolate coloured braid around Nameless’s neck and gave what, to her, was a gentle tug, nearly pulling the diminutive man over on the bed. Milly had made the braid with her neigh-indestructible tail hair to hold her heartstone for him, its blue light twinkling from between the intricate strands. 
 
    “They’re right Erica, you’re amazing.” Nameless voiced his agreement as he adjusted the braid around his neck. 
 
    Ophelia turned away from the mirror and planted a quick kiss on the Katje’s nose, being a few inches taller than the kitty all she had to do was lean forwards slightly. 
 
    “Right, now how would you like me to do yours?” She raised an eyebrow elegantly. 
 
    Still a little embarrassed by all the praise, Erica gave her head a shake. 
 
    “I don’t know, surprise me?” 
 
    Ophelia shifted around behind her and Erica sat on the little stool, unable to stop herself from purring as the older girl massaged her scalp and ran her fingers through her hair, searching for inspiration. 
 
    “Mmm, well, I don’t have your skill, so maybe just twin tails below your ears?” She gathered most of Erica’s hair into a great handful as she purse her lips in thought; “No, I can do a nice braid down your back at least.” 
 
    Erica’s eyes flew open at a sudden thought. 
 
    “Tails! Definitely tails!” 
 
    Ophelia looked a bit skeptical as their eyes met in the mirror. 
 
    “Are you sure dearheart? It’s not very elaborate.” 
 
    “Yeah but…” Erica shuddered and licked her lips; “Handles.” 
 
    The Flutterby was confused for a few seconds before her eyes widened in realization and she too gave an aroused shudder, her hands finding Erica’s ears and giving them a vigorous massage for several seconds. 
 
    “Oh you are a handful aren’t you kitty?” She leaned down and kissed the top of her head. 
 
    Erica purred while Milly and Nameless shared a confused shrug on the bed. 
 
    Nina came out of the washroom at that point roughly drying her own short red hair with a towel much too large for her. She was clad now in a more rugged pair of shorts and a black tank top, the toned muscles of her shoulders and upper arms naked to their gaze. 
 
    “Want us to do something with your hair Nina?” Erica asked as Ophelia set to work with a comb. 
 
    “Like what? Eat it? It’s just hair.” 
 
    They were all pretty sure that Nina wasn’t trying to be rude, but she was really good at it nonetheless… 
 
    Soon enough they were all washed and clothed, and were loading up their little cart with the milking pail to bring to Paul’s barn to be bottled. While Milly hoisted the pail into place, the farmer in question arrived, a few of his Cockatrices in tow. 
 
    “Ho the house! You lot enjoying the morning?” 
 
    “Hello Paul! Yes, quite a lot actually.” Milly said with a bright smile. 
 
    If the Minotaur had to list her favorite humans in the world, Paul Fletcher would come in second to Nameless. The old farmer had been nothing but kind and gracious to her since the day they met and she had grown to love him dearly. 
 
    “Ha! I’ll bet! Well, I’m just passing through. The girls are so antsy these days with that Dragon around they need several good walks a day to keep them from vibrating all their feathers off!” 
 
    “Oh dear, will they be alright?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “Sure they will! My brave little hens ain’t afraid of nothin’!” 
 
    Contrary to his words the flighty Cockatrices looked ready to bolt at any sudden noises, their wide eyes rolling in their heads as they scanned for hints of danger. 
 
    “I’ll bet.” Erica said, though her voice sounded unconvinced. 
 
    “Is Sadie up yet?” Nameless asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so. Xalanth is, though I honestly don’t know if she even sleeps!” 
 
    He gave a wave as he continued on his walk.  
 
    Sadie Essig was another Empath and had come to meet him when she learned of his existence several days ago. As far as any of them could tell, Xalanth had simply carried the white-haired woman in her arms and flown her to Paul’s place. 
 
    They had a somewhat busy morning; they bottled the milk and brought it to market, then spent some time browsing the various stalls and shops after it all sold, buying anything they thought they might need and a few things that they just plain wanted. 
 
    They stopped for a quick lunch at Tom Loskins’ bakery, his daughter Cordelia quickly turning pink and fleeing into the back. Though Tom had been kind to him in the past, his daughter had been quite cruel and when Erica first met her she had given her an earful. 
 
    Tom merely shook his head at his daughter’s strange behavior as he took their order. As they ate, Nameless took a moment to again focus on Volka in his mind. 
 
    Even though he knew she wasn’t in any danger it had been a frantic couple of days. They were all eager to set out and had worked hard to finish thatching the roof and to make the necessary preparations to leave. 
 
    It was because of their frantic preparations that they decided to take a break later that afternoon, especially after Sadie had informed them that she would be leaving the next day when they were returning from the market. 
 
    The two Empaths sat on Nameless’s shaded porch, the sun hot in the sky. While they conversed they watched Milly, Erica and Ophelia in the field. Milly was happily grazing in the warm light, her jaw moving at a placid pace as she sat on her thighs in the long grass. Ophelia flew in loopy circles overhead, her diaphanous gown flowing behind her as she enjoyed the sun on her wings. 
 
    Meanwhile, Erica was hunched not far from Milly, her wide-eyed gaze locked on the circling Flutterby. The only movement from her was the occasional flick of an ear and her tail swishing behind her. 
 
    “Four girls, and a fifth out there somewhere. I would say that you are a lucky man, but honestly it sounds exhausting.” Sadie commented with a slight shake of her head. 
 
    She was wrapped in a light shawl, her eyes half closed in the warmth of the afternoon, though the Katje’s behaviour had caught her attention. 
 
    Remembering how sore his privates were that morning, Nameless couldn’t help but admit that she had a point. 
 
    “Do you have any advice?”  
 
    In the days since he rescued Nina from her darkness Nameless and the older Empath had grown closer and he greatly valued her opinion. 
 
    “Heavens no! I have never been with anyone other than Xalanth!” 
 
    “R-really?” 
 
    “Does she seem the type to share?” She chuckled. 
 
    “Er, no I suppose not.” 
 
    Nameless watched as Erica got up from her crouch and began to stalk Ophelia, freezing every time she thought she might have been spotted. 
 
    “What do you know of Dragons?” Sadie inquired, her eyes open now. 
 
    “Just that they are very strong and I guess they really like hoarding treasure.” He replied absently.  
 
    His focus was on his Katje’s predatory behaviour. 
 
    She nodded at his words.  
 
    “You are partly right, they are amongst the most powerful of beings, but as for the treasure, well, Dragons have no use for material things like gold or baubles.” 
 
    “Oh, the stories always talk about how protective they are of their treasures…” 
 
    His voice trailed off as Erica froze again; her legs shifting underneath her, tamping the ground down to get a good grip. Ophelia had swooped over that spot several times in her somewhat random flight. 
 
    “She is really protective of you… wait, are you her, um, treasure?” He managed to tear his attention away from his bond-mates as he made the connection in his mind. 
 
    “Very good, my friend. And she guards me most jealously! Don’t think that I resent it though, the love of a Dragon is no minor thing!” 
 
    Sadie allowed him a few moments to absorb the implications. Her attention on Erica again, who was gathering herself to do something drastic. 
 
    “Dragons are capricious to be sure, proud and dangerous. And when a Dragon bonds with someone all of that intensity focuses on protecting, and enjoying, her bond-mate. As an Empath you must be cautious if you ever encounter an unbonded Dragon, she would likely try to collect you and I’m afraid that they aren’t the kind to share their wealth with other girls-” 
 
    Her voice cut off as Ophelia swooped near Erica who then flung herself upwards with incredible dexterity. The winged girl gave a startled half-scream as the Katje collided with her mid-air, wrapping all four of her limbs around her legs and pulling her to the ground below. The pair was quickly lost to sight as they tumbled into the waist high grass. 
 
    Milly jaw stopped working as she stared in astonishment at her bond-sisters, then she shrugged and returned to her grazing with a happy moo. 
 
    Great peals of warm laughter erupted from Sadie as she listened to Erica and Ophelia wrestling on the ground. The Katje’s attack was expected, but no less entertaining to witness. 
 
    “Like I said, exhausting!” 
 
    Nameless blushed but didn’t really understand why. Ophelia’s high-voiced protestations to Erica went unheard as the Katje continued to buffet her with all four limbs, playfully wrestling with her prey and alternating between growling menacingly and purring. 
 
    Xalanth and Nina came on to the porch from the direction of the pond. They had taken a liking to each other, though that might have more to do with being two of the most powerful beings within a thousand miles than any shared interests... 
 
    “What has transpired?” The Dragon rumbled, her gaze scanning for danger in the field. 
 
    “Ophelia is being ravished by a terrible beast, while we are watching helplessly.” Sadie spoke lightly. 
 
    Xalanth’s neck nearly snapped with the speed she turned her head to look at her lover. 
 
    “My lady? Are you well?” 
 
    “With you nearby, how could I not be?” Sadie fixed her ardent gaze on the armoured woman. 
 
    Nameless didn’t even think a Dragon could blush. 
 
    The time spent on Paul’s farm had clearly been good for Sadie’s health: her cheeks were rosy, her eyes were bright and she was giving the Dragon more than a few hinting looks. 
 
    Nina looked between the two then shrugged and set her hammer down before hopping into Nameless’s lap. She shifted her tiny butt on his groin until she was comfortable and his penis was beginning to harden. 
 
    “Try to contain yourself. I just needed a place to sit.”  
 
    Despite her words she smiled privately at his obvious arousal. 
 
    They sat together in silence for several minutes. Ophelia and Erica’s impromptu wrestling match had apparently ended, although the couple had yet to emerge from the long grass. There were more than a few giggles heard from where they had landed. 
 
    Finally Sadie broke the silence, Xalanth had settled onto the porch beside her. 
 
    “My dear Dragon, would you be so kind as to join me for a walk?”  
 
    Her tone was artful, guileless… and full of heat. 
 
    “Of course!” Xalanth replied immediately, her voice much higher than usual. She coughed to regain her composure; “Of course, milady.” 
 
    They got up and left, wandering into the field past Milly and the pair in the grass, heading towards the massive tree at its center. 
 
    Nina snorted. 
 
    “I get the impression those two haven’t ‘gone for a walk’ in a long time.” 
 
    Nameless gave an awkward shrug, unsure what to do with his arms now that Nina sat in his lap. 
 
    “Miranda should be back tomorrow shouldn’t she?” She asked. 
 
    Miranda was an Aegis operative that had helped them in the past, and after it was discovered that he was the only Empath able to use his powers, she and her three bond-mates had been assigned to protect him. 
 
    “I think so, I don’t know how much supplies she plans on bringing, but Wayfelt is only a few hours walk from here.” 
 
    There was a long pause, during which Ophelia and Erica emerged from the grass, picking shoots from each other’s hair. 
 
    “Erica told me that you and Milly ran there to save her when she was a Tenebrae?” 
 
    “Er, well… Milly ran, I was too tired and had to ride in the cart.” 
 
    “Heh, weakling.” 
 
    Nameless squirmed in discomfort. His time spent in Nina’s mind, and his connection to her heartstone, told him that she didn’t mean it in a bad way, but still… 
 
    Nina huffed her annoyance at her restless perch. 
 
    “Hold still, or are you trying to get off on my butt?” 
 
    He was saved from trying to stammer out a response by Milly coming onto the porch, she had finally eaten her fill. She leaned into him and gave him a couple of affectionate licks across his cheek and hairline, then turned and gave Nina the same treatment, much to the tiny giant’s chagrin. 
 
    “I still don’t get the licking.” She muttered. 
 
    “Ready to try on your new shoes?” He asked his loving cow. 
 
    “Oh! Yes please!” 
 
    He had picked up the shoes from Rory the local blacksmith several days prior and they had sat in a corner ever since, still in the wooden box. 
 
    Several minutes later they were all gathered in the living room while Nameless fiddled with Milly’s feet. 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    Nameless gave one last adjustment to the ankle straps on the metal shoes. He originally thought that they would nail to her hooves, like a horse, but Paul had simply given him a level glare when he mentioned it. 
 
    “Perfect, Master!” The Minotaur exclaimed. 
 
    “Well, give them a try then.” Erica told her with just as much excitement, she had always worried about her sister’s feet. 
 
    With one hand on each of Nameless’s shoulders Milly hefted herself on to her hooves. She tottered a few steps past him… and then promptly fell over on one of the love seats. 
 
    Unfortunately it was already occupied, and Ophelia gave an indignant squawk at the sudden weight of the six foot six cow girl. 
 
    Nameless winced, Erica let out a quick laugh before stifling it with her hands and Nina rolled her eyes with a huff of impatience. 
 
    “I am so sorry!” A blushing Milly stammered. 
 
    She tried to lift herself up off of the Flutterby, but struggled with the softness of the plush cushions. Ophelia’s face was smooshed in between the cow’s large breasts and so her conciliatory reply was muffled by tit-flesh. 
 
    “Ah! Sister, that tickles!” Milly giggled, still working to keep her weight off of the smaller girl. 
 
    Ophelia murmured something again, this time her tone was questioning. Milly’s only response was a giggle then a deep low at whatever Ophelia was doing underneath her. 
 
    Nina huffed again, crossing her arms over her chest. 
 
    “Seriously? We have shit to do! Didn’t you and Erica just get off in the field? How can you be ready for more already?” 
 
    Milly finally managed to roll off of the rumpled Flutterby who pulled her deft fingers from the cow’s now-unbuttoned jean shorts and turned to give the Gigas a kind look. 
 
    “Quite simply, dearheart: love.” The elegant woman answered as she sat up and smoothed out her gown then slipped a single moist digit between her lips to lick off her bond-sister’s juices; “When you are in love, sex with a lover is a beautiful thing and can be quite irresistible.” 
 
    She ran her hand over Milly’s cheek affectionately, and then leaned in for a quick kiss which the Minotaur happily returned. A few tender moments later they parted, heat in their eyes. Ophelia shook her head to clear the haze of desire. 
 
    “But you are right. We do have things to do. And the first seems to be getting our bond-sister used to her new footwear!” 
 
    Milly blushed deeply and Erica shrugged. 
 
    “Well, really, what do we have left? We’ve packed our bags, and we have everything that Paul suggested we bring. All we need is the old hag and her sluts to get back from Wayfelt with their crap and we can leave, right?” 
 
    Nameless winced at her harsh words; the Katje and the Aegis operative really didn’t get along. 
 
    “We still need to close up the cottage, there is no telling how long we’ll be gone. We should bring in the panels for the solar stove, and make sure the cistern… is… sealed.” He trailed off at their grinning faces; “What?” 
 
    “Nothing dear, you just sound so very responsible.” 
 
    “Yeah baby, you know I love it when you take charge.” Erica’s eyes were hooded as she purred. 
 
    “Oh come on! Don’t you people ever get enough?” 
 
    Nina stamped one tiny foot and one of the floorboards gave a sharp crack as it broke under her incredible strength. 
 
    A silence filled the room until Erica, ever tactful, spoke her mind. 
 
    “Nina, it’s been a couple days since you bonded, how come you haven’t taken a turn on our man’s meat pole yet?” 
 
    Nina’s red skin darkened in a blush. Her jaw worked in frustration as she glared at the Katje before abruptly stomping out of the room. 
 
    “Was it something I said?” Her brow furrowed in puzzlement. 
 
    Nameless sighed. With everything that had been going on, from getting the roof done to preparing for their journey, he and Nina hadn’t had a chance to be intimate. Or rather, Nina had held herself back while he had been intimate with the others. 
 
    It didn’t help that he had no idea how to broach the subject with her; his other girls were all quite vocal and even aggressive about sex, but Nina was uncharacteristically bashful and he had no idea why. 
 
    “Don’t worry Master, I’m sure it will be alright.” 
 
    Milly pulled him into a hug, nestling his head between her soft breasts, it was his favorite place in the world to be. 
 
    “We will talk to her, dearheart. In the meanwhile we really do need to get things squared away here, the plan is to leave as soon as Miranda shows up tomorrow right?” 
 
    “Not just Miranda, that Amazon, um… Yana? She said that she and her warriors would come with us as far as Bramblewood.” Nameless said with a shrug. 
 
    The Amazons made him nervous; nearly as strong as Milly and far more dangerous, the militant girls had a reputation for war and violence. It certainly didn’t help that his first encounter with one nearly ended with him having his head torn off. 
 
    “I suppose, they must want to give you some kind of honour-guard. When you saved Nina you made quite the impression on them dear.” Ophelia smiled at him. 
 
    The unassuming man was uncomfortable with all of the praise and attention and he didn’t really know how he was supposed to respond to it. 
 
    “W-Well, anyways, let’s get to work.” 
 
    Several hours later, and with the cottage finally ready for their absence, Nameless left the girls inside and went to sit by the pond for a rare private moment, which is where Paul found him in the evening. 
 
    “You still totin’ those hearts around in your bare hands like a damn fool?” The old man said by way of greeting. 
 
    “N-No, I put them in here.” 
 
    Nameless held up a repurposed coin purse that held Erica, Nina, and Ophelia’s heartstones. 
 
    Paul shook his head and muttered under his breath. 
 
    “Hellfire boy, they ain’t marbles… Here-” The old man handed him a simple leather bracer with a curved metal plate on it that had several rounded indentations in it; “-don’t know where that Clint idiot scored himself a Witch-charmed bracer but he, uh, ‘forgot it’ in my barn while we were talking. You put a girl’s heart in one of them slots and only you or she can remove it. It ain’t fancy, and no doubt the girls deserve something prettier, but it will keep ‘em safe when you’re in the wilds.” 
 
    Nameless stammering out his gratitude. 
 
    “Bah! It’s not like I paid anything for it! And it’s more for them than for you. It makes my teeth hurt the way you treat those hearts sometimes.” 
 
    As he accepted the bracer from the old farmer, Nameless noticed that his arms had several nasty scratches on them. 
 
    “Are you alright?” He gestured with the bracer at Paul’s injuries. 
 
    The farmer brought one forearm up, then squatted down and joined the young man on the ground. 
 
    “Yeah, I just gave the hens some news they didn’t like.” 
 
    Not wanting to pry, Nameless just waited for the kindly old man to continue. 
 
    “I’m old, Nameless. Feel it in my bones, even with Moon-Pie’s milk helpin’.” He sighed; “Which is why I have a favour to ask of you.” 
 
    “Anything.” Nameless responded immediately, his eyes on the man’s face. 
 
    Paul looked out over the water, needing a moment before he continued. 
 
    “I know you got a full plate, especially with all this ‘Empath’ business, but I’d like for you to look after my flock when I’m gone.” 
 
    “Oh! Um...” 
 
    Nameless was more than a little surprised and uncertain what to say. 
 
    “They know you, and they trust you. None of my regular hands have the patience to manage them and I worry for the little cuties. They’re one of the most naïve breeds I’ve ever encountered, and honestly many people feel they’re more trouble than they’re worth. Mind you I’m not asking you to bond with them! Just… look after them, and if you can find them someone who might be worthy of ‘em...” Paul gave a shake of his head; “Take some time and talk it over with your girls, taking on a Cockatrice flock is a helluva chore afterall!” 
 
    Nameless simply nodded, realizing that Paul was right. He couldn’t agree to this without the girls weighing in on it, especially after he bonded with Nina without talking with them first. 
 
    “I will Paul, we’ll talk about it. Just… don’t go anywhere anytime soon okay?”  
 
    He couldn’t help but swallow at the sudden lump in his throat. 
 
    Paul Fletcher had been a major influence on him in recent years: helping him find work when he couldn’t on his own, teaching him how to care for Milly, and ultimately being an endlessly reliable font of wisdom for the often clueless orphan. 
 
    In many ways he was the closest thing Nameless had to a father. 
 
    Paul gave him a gruff slap on the back. 
 
    “Don’t get soft on me boy! I ain’t about to call it quits yet. Just want to be ready for when I do.” 
 
    Nameless nodded mutely. 
 
    Paul sighed and fetched out his pipe, banging it out against a rock before filling it again. 
 
    “Yeah, I ain’t going nowhere until I find out how this adventure of yours turns out. Which reminds me” Paul turned and gave him a stern look; “Don’t you go an’ get yourself done in neither!” 
 
    Nameless nodded again. 
 
    “I won’t, I promise.” 
 
    “Thing is boy,” Paul continued seriously; “You got a protective streak in you about a mile wide. That scar on your chin is proof of that! Sadly you didn’t get any sense of self preservation to go along with it. Moon-Pie wasn’t in any danger from that idiot’s whip, but you stepped in front of her anyways, and that is all well and good in the middle of civilization, but out in the wilds it’ll only put you, and your girls, in more danger.” 
 
    Nameless wanted to argue but he knew that Paul was probably right so he simply listened. 
 
    The farmer struck a match with his thumb and lit his pipe, taking several hearty puffs to get the tobacco to catch. 
 
    “It’s a hard thing to watch someone you love face danger, even harder when you know you can’t do a damned thing to help them! Just promise me that you won’t go rushin’ in trying to save some girl who don’t really need savin’.” 
 
    “I promise.” Nameless repeated. 
 
    Paul gave a jerky nod. 
 
    “Good, so long as you use your brain for something other than keepin’ your ears from whistlin’ you’ll be fine. Now get some sleep, or whatever sleep you can with those girls all over you! I’ll see you off in the morning.” 
 
    With that he got up and, smoking his pipe, wandered back into the grass towards the path home. 
 
    “Goodnight Paul.” Nameless said quietly. 
 
    The conversation with Paul had a profound effect on Nameless and he considered the implications of it as he got to his feet and walked back to the cottage. 
 
    He had barely gotten through the door though when his Katje promptly kicked him back out again. 
 
    “Sorry lover, us girls are having a private talk.” She said as she shut the door in his face. 
 
    His startled expression gave way to a wan smile as he settled on the porch to wait.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2:  
 
    A Giant Problem 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erica turned her back and leaned against the door, looking at the other girls in the living room. 
 
    “Now! Where were we?” 
 
    “I believe we were cornering Nina to find out why she has held back from having sex with our master.” Ophelia said. 
 
    The Gigas gave an indignant huff. 
 
    “Look, it’s no big deal. I’ve just never actually had sex so…” The giant shrugged. 
 
    “Wait, what about… what about Marcus?” Milly asked as she loomed over the recliner, massaging Ophelia’s shoulders. 
 
    “He never saw me that way, even when I thought I wanted him to.” 
 
    “So you are a virgin…” Erica purred. 
 
    The Katje sat down beside her on the loveseat and draped her arms over Nina’s shoulders and all but wrapped herself around the tiny Gigas. 
 
    “N-no, that isn’t what I said.” The suddenly nervous girl stammered, her head tilting away from the Katje’s predatory grin. 
 
    “Oh, so you’ve been with girls?” Milly asked as she rubbed a knot out of Ophelia’s neck and the Flutterby moaned slightly. 
 
    Nina was silent. 
 
    “Have you been with other girls before dearheart?” 
 
    Ophelia’s eyes were hooded at the pleasure of Milly’s touch. 
 
    Nina looked extremely uncomfortable, especially as the purring Katje began to groom her hair, after several licks worth of silence, the Katje spoke again. 
 
    “So if you’ve never been with a man, and you’ve never been with a woman… have you ever had an orgasm before?” 
 
    “No, but that doesn’t mean anything!” 
 
    Erica slowly, almost reverently, shook her head as she considered the implications and licked her lips. 
 
    “Oh my sweet little girl, you are in for a treat!” 
 
    “I am not little! I am Gigas! And I am the mountain!” Nina snapped, annoyed by the cat girl’s smug attitude. 
 
    The cottage went silent. 
 
    Erica had stopped purring, worried that she had offended her newest sister. Ophelia broke away from Milly’s embrace and settled in front of the giant while the Katja reluctantly released her. 
 
    “Nina, you are strong, you are mighty… out there.” She pointed one finger at the door; “But in here, you don’t have to be, when we get into the lowlands, into the wilds, you can protect all of us. But in here with your bond-sisters you can be soft, you can be weak…” She leaned in and kissed the tiny girl’s bow-like lips. 
 
    Erica’s hands returned to Nina’s shoulders as Ophelia’s tender kiss lingered. 
 
    “Being a virgin is nothing to be ashamed of Nina, believe me! I know all about being ashamed. I am a whor… no… I was a sex-slave. I wish I could be a virgin again, to give my first time to our master and my bond-sisters. You are really lucky! Please, let us help you with this; let us give you your first orgasm!” 
 
    Nina relaxed somewhat under Ophelia and Erica’s sincere words, her rigid posture loosening as the pair continued to run their hands over her body. A slight gasp escaped her lips and the flush of her face lessened, until the Katje’s ran her rough tongue over her cheek. 
 
    “Ah! Your tongue, why is it so rough suddenly?” 
 
    Erica chuckled as she licked her cheek several more times while Ophelia leaned back to give her better access. 
 
    “Will you be soft for us Nina? Will you be soft for your sisters so that they can pleasure you?” Ophelia whispered, her violet gaze locking the Gigas’s red eyes in place. 
 
    Nina almost looked frightened, which was a bizarre sight on the powerful monster. 
 
    “You’re going to p-pleasure me?” 
 
    “Until you beg us to stop? Yeah, anytime lover. We are bond-sisters, we are lovers, and we are friends.” 
 
    Erica nuzzled into her neck from the side. 
 
    “Friends?” 
 
    Nina’s tone was skeptical. 
 
    “Of course. Did you think our man was the only one?” Ophelia quirked an eyebrow. 
 
    The giant didn’t answer, clearly she had. 
 
    “Oh lover, we are your friends, now do your friends a favour?” Erica’s gentle tone took on a commanding edge; “Strip. Lie down. And spread your legs.” 
 
    Nina hesitated for a moment before she slipped off of the loveseat and stood, her knees actually wobbled a bit. When she didn’t immediately comply with Erica’s command to strip, the Katje pulled her shorts down for her. 
 
    “Nina, you aren’t wearing any underwear!” Ophelia exclaimed. 
 
    The girl’s puffy lips were naked to the sight of her bond-sisters. 
 
    “N-no, I don’t own any.” She blushed. 
 
    “Neither do I, we can get you some though, if you want.” Milly offered from the recliner. 
 
    She had taken Ophelia’s seat to watch the more experienced pair deal with the sensitive Gigas, her eyes searching over the halfway naked girl’s body. 
 
    “Yeah lover, a dainty pair of panties would look super sexy on you! Ooh maybe a tight little black thong!” Erica enthused, still nuzzling her face into Nina’s neck as she traced her hands down her trembling thighs. 
 
    “I don’t-ah- I don’t do dainty!” She tried to complain, but Ophelia lightly drew her middle finger over her slit and caused her to gasp. 
 
    “Perhaps not, but I’m sure our master would like to see this sexy side of you…” Ophelia hinted with a warm smile. 
 
    Nina’s red skin darkened again and she bit her lip, conflicted. 
 
    “Well, anyways, lie down, because your pussy looks delicious!” Erica urged impatiently. 
 
    But before Nina could move, Ophelia tugged on her shirt until the Gigas raised her arms so that the older girl could pull the fabric off over her head, bringing her small breasts into view. Her tiny nipples were almost the same dark shade of red as her hair. 
 
    Now completely naked, she hopped back onto the couch, her legs shakier than ever as Ophelia and Erica ran their hands over her, massaging and stroking her thighs, waist and chest. 
 
    The Flutterby leaned over her and pressed their lips together again, and this time the Gigas returned the kiss. Meanwhile Erica slipped down in front of the love seat, her hands resting on Nina’s knees… 
 
    And promptly discovered that she was nowhere near strong enough to pull them apart. 
 
    “Um, Nina, spread your legs?” 
 
    She was thrown a bit by her inability to simply part the girl’s thighs. 
 
    And I thought Milly was strong! 
 
    Nina’s tongue was now being sucked into Ophelia’s mouth, and her flat tummy heaved revealing the bottom of her ribs as she all but panted into the Flutterby’s kiss. Her legs slowly parted. 
 
    Having composed herself, Erica started at her ankles and began to kiss her way up her calves, then her thighs. Nina’s kiss with Ophelia intensified as the girl let out a tiny moan. Some of the Flutterby’s fingers had found Nina’s tiny breast and were kneading it firmly, gradually working her way to the erect nipple before giving the tiny bud a hearty pinch. The Gigas gave a squeak of pleasure. 
 
    Ophelia had picked up on Nina’s need for a firm hand. 
 
    Thoroughly enjoying the show, Milly had one hand gripping her own breast under her shirt while she slipped the other into her unbuttoned shorts and began to slowly work over her clit. 
 
    Erica’s mouth had reached and then passed Nina’s wet nether lips, instead the kitty placed sucking kisses on her naval, licking upwards long enough to claim her other breast, sucking and nibbling at her sensitive nipple. 
 
    “Ah! Cat! Dammit!” 
 
    Nina broke off the kiss with Ophelia just long enough to curse at Erica’s boldness before Ophelia covered her mouth with her own again. 
 
    As she nipped at Nina’s tit, Erica’s hands stroked over her thighs, working their way towards her sex without ever going there. Nina squirmed underneath the caress of the gifted lovers, her pleasure mounting without either of them ever touching her moist pussy. 
 
    “Really dearheart, you’ve never had an orgasm? Never pleasured yourself?” Ophelia murmured, gliding her lips over Nina’s, their noses rubbing together. 
 
    Nina found herself unable to respond, so she just gave a jerky shake of her head. 
 
    “Then I think we should stop teasing you, Erica?” 
 
    Taking the older girl’s cue, Erica relinquished Nina’s breast from her mouth and drifted down between Nina’s legs and without preamble began to give her puffy labia quick licks ending at her hooded clit. 
 
    The giant’s squirming stopped as she nearly jumped out of her skin from the sudden foreign sensation. She gasped, and Ophelia took her face in her hands and looked into her wide eyes. 
 
    “Cherish this moment, dear. Erica is quite talented. Honestly, you couldn’t have picked a better first for this.” 
 
    Nina’s mouth formed an ‘oh’ as Erica began to alternate between long licks and sucking kisses to her tiny clit. 
 
    The Katje’s working tongue soon had the girl on the very edge, and she felt the pressure building inside her, but then she realized something was totally wrong about the situation. She let out the breath that she had been holding and took another to speak. 
 
    “No! Wait!” 
 
    “You’ve waited long enough, lover.” Erica briefly said before licking over the tiny girl’s pussy. 
 
    “No, please!” Nina gasped; “I-I want him… to be here!” 
 
    There was a pause from everyone, and then Milly abruptly pulled her hand out of her shorts and bolted to the door. There was a crash as she burst through and a squawk from Nameless on the porch. 
 
    “Milly what are you-” 
 
    Within a few seconds Milly had carried him inside, his feet dangling as she unceremoniously plopped him on the loveseat while Ophelia drifted back to give him room. 
 
    “She needs you to watch her, Master.” Milly said. 
 
    The panting Nina reached out one hand which he took with a nervous smile, the sight of the tiny naked girl alone would have been shocking, but add in the Katje’s face between her thighs… 
 
    Erica all but attacked her pussy again. 
 
    “I feel it! Oh damn, puny it’s so good!” Nina gasped out and nearly crushed his hand in hers. 
 
    She began to buck against Erica’s face. Unable to keep her still, the Katje merely gripped her thighs and latched onto her clit again with her sucking lips to move with her as she climaxed for the first time. 
 
    Not wanting to take away from Nina’ pleasure, Nameless bit down on the inside of his cheek to distract from the pain in his hand. 
 
    Nina whole body went rigid and her breathing halted entirely as Erica drew her cheeks together to apply incredible sucking force on her clit. The Gigas quivered and then let out her breath explosively as she moaned at the unbelievable pleasure Erica was giving her. 
 
    Even in her state she managed to clue in to the fact that she was hurting her bond-mate so her grip softened on his hand, though she didn’t release it as she writhed on the loveseat. Erica’s face was wet from her work on Nina’s little pussy, and she was far from finished, if anything her pace intensified as she kissed, licked, and sucked all over the Gigas’s smooth pussy to prolong and intensify her climax. 
 
    After a good half minute of this Nina slumped into the cushion, she was still trembling slightly, but the waves of ecstasy had finished washing over her. At last Erica let up the pressure, lifting her messy face from her sister’s privates. 
 
    “Oh dear.” Ophelia had a slight frown on her brow. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Erica asked, as she began to clean Nina’s juices from her face with one paw. 
 
    “Well, when our mate had sex with you and Milly, that was a threesome, and when he had sex with me while you two helped, that was a foursome…” 
 
    “Soooo…” The Katje looked puzzled. 
 
    “Well, there is really no such thing as a ‘fivesome’ dearheart, so when our man takes dear Nina here and we all join in… I’m afraid that is called an orgy. My mother would be so ashamed.” 
 
    She looked genuinely remorseful as she placed a dainty hand on her cheek. 
 
    “Ophelia, lover… did you just make a joke?” Erica’s mouth had formed a slight ‘oh’ even as Nina’s juices dripped off of her chin. 
 
    Before anyone could answer though Milly let out a deep moan of her own, apparently after dropping Nameless on the seat she had returned to playing with herself and was just now finding her release. 
 
    “That’s hot.” Nina mumbled. 
 
    “It really is.” Nameless agreed, his erection painfully obvious through his trousers. 
 
    Erica stood up and stretched. 
 
    “That was fun, you have a delicious little pussy, and I can’t wait to see our master put his dick in it.” 
 
    Ophelia shifted over beside Erica and planted several loving kisses all over her bond-sister’s wet face. 
 
    “I would very much like to see that as well, dearhearts.” 
 
    Milly could only groan her agreement, still recovering from her own quick orgasm. 
 
    Nameless gave Nina a long look, his muddy brown eyes searching for her red ones. 
 
    “Um, do you want to…” 
 
    He wasn’t sure how to finish. 
 
    Nina drew one hand down her body, tracing over her hollow naval before running one finger over her pussy, and giving him the most heated look she had ever given anyone. 
 
    She held up her wet finger facing him. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    The other girls shared a quick laugh. 
 
    “So… bedroom?” Milly asked the room. 
 
    They took it in turns to look at each other, and then Nameless smiled. 
 
    “Bedroom.” He confirmed with a nod. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “It’s so big.” 
 
    The tiny giant marveled at the sight of Nameless’s erect cock as she lay with her upper body propped on her elbows, eager to see what all the fuss was about. 
 
    They were all on the bed now, Ophelia and Milly were kneeling over Erica who was spread underneath them, the pair felt she deserved a reward for what she had done for Nina. 
 
    “Well, it’s above average anyways.” 
 
    The other girls gave Erica shocked looks and the Katje’s sat upright with her hands shooting over her mouth as she realized what she had just said. 
 
    “Ah! I mean! It’s the biggest cock I have ever seen!” 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help but laugh at her lame recovery. 
 
    “It’s okay baby, I’m not a big guy so having a big penis would be weird.” 
 
    “Our master doesn’t have an ego about such things.” Ophelia murmured; “In fact, I don’t think our master has an ego at all.” 
 
    “We should give him one.” Milly announced with heat in her eyes as she licked her lips. 
 
    “Are you gunna fuck me now or what?” Nina groused. 
 
    Nameless laughed again, nervously this time as he positioned himself between Nina’s knees, his erection hovering over her slit. He leaned in and kissed her, having to hunch down to match her diminutive height, their shared passion growing by the second. 
 
    The sight of her getting off from Erica’s working tongue had aroused him greatly and he was eager for them to finally have their first time together, though he quickly realized that her size was an issue: he was short, but he still towered over her three feet. 
 
    “Okay weakling, seriously, it’s time to fuck me.” 
 
    He agreed immediately, pulling her thighs towards him to better position her. As he fumbled with trying to get the angle right, Erica threw a pillow at him. 
 
    “Under her ass, raise her pussy up for you. Honestly Master, do I need to do everything today?” She mocked gently before letting out a meow as Ophelia and Milly pushed her back down onto the mattress. 
 
    Nina raised her hips for him to slide the pillow under her and with the height difference now made up for, he nudged his cock at her slit, then again, and then yet again. 
 
    “We’re way past the teasing stage here puny.” She frowned up at him. 
 
    “S-Sorry, I’m trying.” 
 
    Nameless leaned back a bit, and then took his cock in one hand to better aim himself. He pressed the head directly against her moist labia and pushed as hard as he dared. 
 
    Her pussy remained unyielding. 
 
    Nameless was flustered at that point, and he shifted back onto his thighs. 
 
    “What’s the hold up?” She demanded, propping herself onto her elbows again. 
 
    Wordlessly he pressed his hand against her pussy, and tried to slip one finger inside her.  
 
    Only to discover that her inner muscles were clenched so tight he couldn’t get his finger in more than a quarter of an inch. 
 
    “Nina, you need to relax…” 
 
    She looked confused, then a bit annoyed. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about? This is me relaxed!” 
 
    “No I mean, down there. You need to relax here.” He palmed her mound in demonstration. 
 
    Her confused look didn’t change. 
 
    “Let me see.” Erica sat up and broke away from Milly and Ophelia, shooing away his hand as she settled next to Nina. 
 
    After a few moments of pawing between the legs of an increasingly agitated Gigas, the Katje gave a low whistle. 
 
    “Wow, and I thought my pussy was tight!” 
 
    “Whatever, that’s a good thing right?” Nina huffed, embarrassed by all of the attention on her privates. 
 
    “Only if he can get inside you lover.” 
 
    Nina’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid, he just needs to try harder!” 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes at the giant’s continued rudeness. 
 
    “Any harder and he would have broken his dick off!” She argued. 
 
    Nina sat up and crossed her arms over her chest, downright angry now. But Nameless interceded before things could get any more heated. 
 
    “Girls please! This isn’t helping!” 
 
    The tension in the room had mounted, and he didn’t like the emotions he was sensing from the girls heartstones: irritation, worry, sympathy. 
 
    Humiliation. 
 
    For a moment, through the annoyance, he could sense that Nina was humiliated. 
 
    “Nina? It’s okay. I’m sure if you just relaxed a bit more-” 
 
    “I already told you, I am relaxed!” Nina cut him off; “I have never been so relaxed in my fucking life! Can’t you people understand that?” 
 
    Angry tears rolled down her cheeks and she wiped them away before hopping out of the bed. The others reached towards her, worry in their voices. 
 
    “Wait! Don’t go dearheart, we can figure this out!” Ophelia called after her as she fled from the room. 
 
    Milly let out an emotional low as sympathetic tears slid down her own cheeks. 
 
    Nameless looked down at his dwindling erection, confused. 
 
    Erica crossed her arms and whined. 
 
    “Well this blows.” 
 
    ___________ 
 
      
 
    The following morning was a subdued one. 
 
    Nina had once again slept on one of the loveseats, despite their pleading with her to join them back in bed. The atmosphere was awkward and punctuated by stilted conversation. 
 
    “Nina… it’s okay.” Nameless tried yet again. 
 
    “Are you stupid? No it isn’t.” She snapped. 
 
    “I-I’m sorry.” 
 
    She swore. 
 
    “Again with the apologizing. Look, lots of people don’t get to have sex, it sucks but whatever, I’ll deal with it. Let’s just find Volka.” 
 
    Fortunately Miranda’s arrival provided a welcome distraction for the agitated group. 
 
    The grey haired and grey eyed woman met them at their porch flanked on either side by Jan and Kala while Jezebel clung to her back, being only slightly taller than Nina the Gripau looked like an odd rucksack. 
 
    “Morning kiddies. Who’s ready for an adventure?” The Aegis operative asked in a dry voice. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed though as the perceptive woman took in the mood of the group. 
 
    “Good morning Miranda, thank you for doing this for us.” Ophelia said politely into the ensuing silence. 
 
    Miranda took a long look at Nameless, who struggled to meet her eyes, then she snorted. 
 
    “Just following orders, no need to make a fuss.” 
 
    Jan laughed. 
 
    “Hey, if the butterfly lady with the nice tits wants to make a fuss, I’m all for it! Feel free to jump up and down for joy!” 
 
    Ophelia blushed prettily and Erica let out a low growl. 
 
    The Wolfen was incorrigible and her attitude managed to break through the dreary morning mood. The dour Nina actually gave a snort of laughter at her teasing. 
 
    “Where are Yana and the others?” Milly asked with a quick glance at the Gigas. 
 
    “She and her warriors wait on the edge of town. They didn’t want to make a spectacle.” Kala said. 
 
    The blonde Amazon carried a hefty pack that looked to contain everything her party could ever need. 
 
    Miranda shook her head. 
 
    “Four Aegis operatives and this whole clan? Don’t think we can avoid a spectacle at this point. We ran into Sadie on the way here, she and Xalanth are waiting at the farmer’s place to say goodbye, and I’m not big on making a Dragon wait, so if you lot can haul ass that would be great.” 
 
    At her words Nameless and the others leapt into action, quickly donning their traveling clothes and shouldering their prepared bags, they had one last cart-full of Minotaur milk, which they would leave with Paul before they set out. 
 
    Nameless took the opportunity to strap on the bracer that Paul had given him, then set each of the three heartstone into the indentations. True to Paul’s word none of the girls could remove any stone but their own, whereas Nameless could remove them all. It also turned out that he was the only one who could take the bracer off. 
 
    “Neat! Though couldn’t someone just chop your arm off” Jezebel said cluelessly. 
 
    More than one of them blanched at her question, though once again Nina found it hilarious. 
 
    Since the weather was nice Milly and Erica were wearing their normal clothes, their hardier gear stowed in their bags, though Milly had once more donned her shoes. 
 
    Ophelia looked… odd. Though she still wore an open backed crop-top to accommodate her wings, for the first time in Nameless’s memory she had eschewed her traditional flowing dresses for a pair of stretchy black pants. 
 
    He found that he rather liked what the tight fabric did to her tushy. 
 
    “Hey buddy, her eyes are up there.” Jan whispered in his ear causing him to nearly jump out of his skin. 
 
    The Wolfen had snuck up on him while he was admiring Ophelia’s assets and her laughter followed him as they left the cottage. 
 
    When the others set out across the field Miranda took Nameless by one arm and held him back at the edge of the porch while waving the rest of the group away, Jezebel now clinging to a flustered Milly’s back. 
 
    It was becoming increasingly clear that the frog girl didn’t do a lot of walking, instead clinging to those around her. 
 
    “We’ll catch up.” Miranda said gruffly before turning to him as the others reluctantly continued on; “Alright kid, spill it. What did you do?” 
 
    “N-Nothing.” He stammered. 
 
    Miranda was a force of nature when it came to this sort of thing and she wasn’t about to let it go. 
 
    “Bullshit ‘nothing’! You’d think we’d walked into a funeral this morning it was so bummed out in there!” 
 
    Nameless struggled with the embarrassment of the situation, and then realized that if anyone could answer his questions about monster girls it would be her. 
 
    “H-How much do you know about Gigas? Er- Gigases?” 
 
    She tilted her head. 
 
    “Some. And it’s Gigas, what’s the problem?” 
 
    “It’s, well, it’s Nina…” 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes and nodded. 
 
    “Since she’s the only Gigas you’ve ever met, I’d figured that much out already. What. Did. You. Do?” 
 
    Nameless swallowed; in the few days that she had been gone he’d forgotten how intimidating she could be. 
 
    “We-we tried last night. S-sex I mean.” 
 
    Miranda softened a bit, her expression shifting to concern. 
 
    “Tried?” 
 
    Remembering the feeling of humiliation that Nina had felt, Nameless mustered his courage and explained the problem to the older woman, blushing furiously the whole time. 
 
    “Well, I’ll admit, I’ve never heard that one before.” Miranda sighed; “Sorry kid, this time I don’t have an answer for you, since this is purely a… ah, mechanical problem. You two will just have to figure this out on your own. But you said she was embarrassed?” 
 
    Nameless nodded. 
 
    “She was humiliated, and ashamed? I want to comfort her but when I try she gets angry with me.” 
 
    Miranda was nodding. 
 
    “She is a warrior kid, amongst the very strongest, so long as she has her hammer of course. And warriors are proud Nameless! You think Kala lets me be on top?” He blushed again at the mention of her sex life; “I’ve never bedded a Gigas so I can’t help with that, but every breed has their quirks and kinks, as you’ve no doubt discovered.” 
 
    He gave a weak laugh. 
 
    “My advice? Stop trying to comfort her, and start trying to talk with her. Suss out the problem and fix it. Be direct, which as I recall is the same advice I gave you about Milly not too long ago.” 
 
    He nodded earnestly, remembering how her advice had helped with their budding relationship. 
 
    “We should catch up with the others.” He said. 
 
    “In a minute.” 
 
    He didn’t bother hiding his puzzled expression as she undid the top button of her uniform and removed an ornate necklace with a blue stone nestled in it, or when she pulled up the hem of one leg of her pants to reveal a silver anklet with a yellow-green stone likewise mounted in it. 
 
    They were a match for Kala and Jezebel’s eyes. 
 
    “My girls were hanging on to these for me while Jan and I were hunting your cat. Go ahead, give them a fondle.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Once again she rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Even with Sadie helping you’re still a bonehead. If you hadn’t touched Jan’s heartstone in the bathhouse me, her and Erica would probably all be dead right now. So I figure just in case you know?” 
 
    He finally clued in and awkwardly touched both of the stones, doing his best to fight down the wave of unfamiliar emotions that came from them as he did. 
 
    “You wanna fuck me yet?” Miranda asked with a smirk. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Huh, I must be losing my touch with the ladies.” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “I thought Jan was the one who did the teasing.” 
 
    “She’s rubbing off on me, something you’ll never get to do, now let’s get going.” 
 
    She turned from his stunned expression with a smirk and the pair quickly caught up with the others. 
 
    Shortly thereafter they all arrived at Paul’s and found Sadie and Xalanth waiting. 
 
    “Good morning my friends.” Sadie said with a warm smile. 
 
    “Lady Essig. Xalanth.” Miranda nodded; “You two heading out now?” 
 
    Xalanth shook her head, her arms crossed over her chest. 
 
    “Not as yet, we wait on Goodman Fletcher who is tending to his flock. I would have words with him.” 
 
    Nameless’s eyes widened, he couldn’t tell if that was a good thing or not… 
 
    They spent several minutes in the drive making small talk and saying their goodbyes while Xalanth waited for Paul’s return. Eventually the old man and his Cockatrices emerged from his barley field. The man stopped whistling at the sight of the eclectic group. 
 
    “Well this is a sight! Aegis, good to see you! Shoulder healed up?” 
 
    “Yeah, Minotaur milk and Dryad magic, pretty potent mix...” 
 
    Miranda’s voice trailed off as Xalanth huffed out some smoke and approached Paul and his girls. The huddled Cockatrices squawked in fear, which drew her attention. 
 
    Her powerful green eyes turned and took in the sight of them. 
 
    “Flighty daughters of snake and stone, you need not fear my wrath, you are as innocent as when your kind first emerged from the aether.” Her penetrating gaze shifted to Paul as she addressed him; “Goodman Fletcher, my lady has told me that you have loved and sheltered these girls for many years, protecting them from a harsh world while gaining nothing in return. This deed makes you a worthy man, as does the aid you have provided to the young Empath and his bond-mates.” 
 
    Paul waited with a puzzled expression at the sudden praise. Xalanth looked back at Sadie who smiled at her and nodded before the Dragon continued. 
 
    “But it is the hospitality and friendship that you have shown my world-weary lady that has earned you my gratitude. Though her powers remain diminished, her spirit is much restored, as she has shown me repeatedly since yesterday.” Sadie’s smile widened, her cheeks pink at the Dragon’s wry words; “I believe your company had no small hand in her recovery, and so I have a gift for you.” 
 
    Her eyes closed and she drew herself up before him, her wings unfurled and her armoured breasts swelled as she pulled in a deep breath. 
 
    Paul looked more than a little nervous… until she breathed fire on him. 
 
    Then he looked utterly terrified. 
 
    Her breath was a warm cascade of gentle orange flames that swept his wispy hair back. His eyes all but bugged out of his head as her fire continued to flow over him for two very long minutes. 
 
    His poor Cockatrices looked ready to fight a dragon to save him but fortunately the flames ended before they had mustered the nerve. 
 
    When the power around him finally dissipated, Paul stood rigid for several seconds before he managed to choke out a question. 
 
    “Wha- what did you just do to me?” 
 
    Xalanth offered a rare smile. 
 
    “You will discover soon enough, I think. I bid you farewell... Drakkan-freend.” 
 
    With that she took Sadie in her arms and without delay took to the sky with a mighty leap. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Milly asked him once the dust had settled from Xalanth’s abrupt takeoff. 
 
    Paul looked stunned, and his Cockatrices swarmed around him protectively. It took him a few minutes to shake away his stupor. 
 
    His eyes still wide, he turned to the concerned Minotaur. 
 
    “I-I’m fine. I’m fine?” His tone was unsure as he began a self check. 
 
    “A Dragon just gave him a gift and called him friend. Let’s give him a minute.” Miranda murmured. 
 
    They stuck around for five minutes or so, waiting until Paul had regained his composure. At last he all but shooed them out of his driveway. 
 
    “I tell you I’m fine! You got a lot of walking ahead of you, and it’s rude to keep the Amazons waiting, now git!” 
 
    As they hurried down his drive he watched them leave with a slight frown, then he looked to his hands for a long moment, still wondering at Xalanth’s mysterious parting gift.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3:  
 
    Behind the Warleader 
 
      
 
      
 
    The companions walked briskly through Kettering, and sure enough Miranda was right about them creating a spectacle. The various townsfolk openly gawked at the nine of them as they purposefully trod out of town, the eclectic group obviously carrying enough supplies for a long journey. 
 
    Nameless would have been self conscious but he found that his concern for Nina and Volka drove all the attention from his mind. 
 
    Just as promised they met up with Yana Brael and her tac-team outside of town and the Amazons formed around them while they set out on their quest. 
 
    They would journey first to Wayfelt, then take the long road east until they descended into the lowlands and the wilds beyond. 
 
    As they left his home behind it quickly became apparent that Nameless had a reputation amongst the warrior women. And despite his own worries he found himself growing increasingly uncomfortable under the intense scrutiny he received from them. 
 
    One in particular sidled up to him as he walked and launched into conversation. 
 
    “Well met Valkyrja! I am Kar, third behind the warleader.” 
 
    Though like all of the other Amazons she was quite tall, Kar was built differently than Yana and Kala, less muscular and more lithe, a stalking panther rather than a charging lioness. Her long dark-blonde hair was kept in a loose ponytail flowing down her back. 
 
    She carried the typical Amazonian spear but also wore a brace of throwing knives on her wrist. Her sparkling blue eyes held a joyful warmth that the numerous scars on her honey coloured skin did nothing to diminish. 
 
    It was that warmth that Nameless picked up on, finding her to be less intimidating than the others and so he was able to remember his manners… mostly. 
 
    “Er, hello. I-I’m Nameless.” 
 
    “Indeed you are! Make no mistake, your name, or lack thereof, will soon be known to all those who stand against the darkness!” 
 
    “Um... thanks?” 
 
    “Ha! Modesty is not a virtue my people are used to! Truly, you behave as if you are not Valkyrja at all!” 
 
    “What does that word even mean?” Erica huffed from Milly’s right, none too happy with the attractive woman’s nearness to her master. 
 
    “It means that you have bonded with a great man, and this makes you great as well, little sister.” Kar said affectionately. 
 
    Erica didn’t know how to respond to that. 
 
    “You are pretty great kitty.” Milly said with a big smile for the often insecure Katje. 
 
    “I do believe it refers to someone who has been blessed by the Valkyrie.” Ophelia called from above them. 
 
    Her fluttering wings carrying her in lazy loops around the group, though Yana had quickly requested that she not go far when she first took flight. 
 
    Kar nodded up at the flying woman. 
 
    “Indeed! You brought the Gigas out of her darkness, and she nearly took my head off with that hammer of hers so getting as close as you did speaks of great courage.” 
 
    “Or stupidity.” Nina said with a snort. 
 
    She trailed along behind them, her mood somewhat improved at the memory of him saving her. 
 
    Kar chuckled at the giant’s words. 
 
    “Still, your man brought a girl out of total regression. Such a feat has not been accomplished since the time of the Valkyrie. And after this achievement you set out on a quest into the wilds to rescue yet another lost girl?” She shook her head, impressed; “You can understand, I think, why myself and the other unbonded amongst my war-sisters have taken an interest in your husband!” 
 
    Nameless had turned tomato red; he was thoroughly unaccustomed to such flattering words, and from a total stranger no less. 
 
    “Th-thanks?” 
 
     Kar abruptly sidled up to him, one firm breast pressed against the top of his shoulder as her hand trailed down his spine while they walked. 
 
    “Valkyrja, you have many women to satisfy, what is one more? I assure you, I am a very skilled lover…” She whispered down at him, her voice husky as her hand drifted ever lower. 
 
    Reading the woman’s intentions, Milly firmly grabbed her hand to remove it before she reached his ass. The Amazon resisted, but her strength wasn’t a match for the protective Minotaur. 
 
    Kar looked at her arm and gave a low whistle, impressed. 
 
    “Well done youngling! You are strong, yet you have so few scars?” 
 
    “I don’t like hurting people, unless they mess with my mate.” Her chin jutted out pugnaciously as she spoke. 
 
    She drew him close to her side, he would have been embarrassed by her protective stance, but he was too flustered by the woman’s forwardness and so he leaned into her embrace. 
 
    “Mmm, a gentle nature, and clearly he appreciates it… I shall have to work on that, we warriors are so rarely gentle!” 
 
    Nina frowned, their failure the other night still fresh in her mind. 
 
    “S-so how long have you been with the Aegis?” 
 
    The woman seemed quite happy to walk alongside them, and Nameless felt it would be rude to ignore her so he did his best to make small talk despite her handsy approach to breaking the ice. 
 
    “Since the warleader was tamed by Aegis Booker.” 
 
    “Tamed? Really?” 
 
    These girls struck him as anything but tame. 
 
    “Indeed.” Her tone was light; “It is a thrilling tale if you wish to hear it?” 
 
    Nameless nodded, curious. She tilted her head in thought, deciding where to begin. 
 
    “It was many years ago, Juni, the Undine on her back, had bonded with him a few years prior, making his promotion to operative official. He was in the wilds far to the north, chasing down a man wanted for murder. Unfortunately for the scum he ran into us instead! We made short work of him, but then this dashing stranger burst out of the bushes, an Undine’s water surrounding him, prepared to do battle with the man we had freshly dispatched.” 
 
    She was getting into her story now, so were Nameless and the others for that matter. 
 
    “Seeing that he was of the Aegis, the warleader sought to challenge him, to test his mettle and see if he would make a worthy mate.” She shook her head in awe; “I will never forget that fight for as long as I live! She moved like lightening, and yet this human matched her blow for blow! They fought for nearly ten full minutes, neither gaining an advantage over the other. He was human though and his endurance waned, and so her victory seemed assured. Until he did the unthinkable…” 
 
    She trailed off dramatically, pleased to note that her audience was so rapt with attention. 
 
    “What did he do?” Milly breathed out. 
 
    Many of the other Amazons were also listening now as Kar finished her tale. 
 
    “He let her hit him in order to get through her guard.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Erica was skeptical. 
 
    “‘Is that it?’ she says!” Kar chuckled; “The blow did cost him an eye!” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    Nameless jaw dropped and Kar laughed at their appalled expressions as did more than one of the Amazons around them. 
 
    “Anything less and he would have lost! He allowed her to crush his eye so that he could maneuver himself to deliver a final throw, taking the warleader to the ground. She is one of the strongest fighters amongst our people and it was one of very few times in her life that she has been laid low, and by a human no less!” 
 
    She laughed again. 
 
    The others laughed as well, albeit a bit nervously. All of them thinking the same thing: Amazon courtship was brutal. 
 
    “The rest is history!’ She continued with a dismissive wave of one hand; “She surrendered her stone to him almost immediately after regaining her feet and bandaging his eye, and soon enough she joined with Juni as his wife. That left the rest of us with a choice: fight it out to determine the new warleader and continue to live as we had, or follow her and her new husband to the Aegis.” 
 
    “Wow.” Erica breathed. 
 
    “Indeed, she is a great leader and so it was no choice at all, though truly I think more than one of us had their eyes set on Aegis Booker as well! So impressed were we with him.” She tilted her head and her expression turned thoughtful; “Except young Kala, though I imagine it would be too strange to couple with the same man as your sister.” 
 
    “Wait, so Kala really is Yana’s sister?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Yes, though she is many years younger, and is as yet un-blooded. That is something we all know she is eager to change, so it is good that she married such a shrewd woman as Aegis Holt, keeps her out of trouble.” 
 
    “Except when she tries to murder our master for no reason.” Milly muttered while shaking her head slightly. 
 
    Kar’s eyebrow rose incredulously. 
 
    “Well now! It would seem I am not the only one with a story to tell! And I would also like to hear how you all bonded to your husband. I’ll admit I am a sucker for a good love story!” 
 
    It took a while but Nameless and the others soon told Kar of their initial meetings, with each other and with Miranda and her bond-mates. 
 
    She was a good audience, gasping at all the right moments, and laughing when appropriate. 
 
    In fact, she laughed so hard she had tears streaming out of the corners of her eyes when they recounted how Jezebel and Kala had ambushed him, having mistaken him for a rapist. 
 
    “Because you are so tiny! Ha!” She gasped in a breath and smacked her thigh repeatedly. 
 
    Nina laughed nearly as hard, as she hadn’t heard the story either. Though the other girls didn’t find it as funny, and more than a few dirty looks were shot at the back of Kala’s head where she walked beside Miranda and her bond-sisters. 
 
    They travelled in silence for a while after that, until Erica broke it again. 
 
    “Hey, I’m curious, the other Undine who was with Miranda, um Nadia? Nalia? She walked with us on the way home from Wayfelt. So how come Juni rides in that big jug thing?” 
 
    The mirth left Kar’s face as her look turned grave and she heaved a sigh before she spoke. 
 
    “A few years ago, a smuggler set a warehouse we were raiding ablaze, brave Juni stayed behind to try to contain the fire, but she ran out of water and was badly burned.” She shook her head, her tone mournful; “She is afraid to leave the water at all now, save to join her husband and wife in bed.” 
 
    “That’s awful.” Milly said with a sniffle. 
 
    Kar nodded solemnly before continuing. 
 
    “I have never seen my warleader angrier than she was that day, so rest assured the woman who set that fire met a bitter end on the point of her spear. After that she pledged to always carry enough water for her sister-wife to never have to fear fire again. And that is no mere jug either! A Gnome formed that gourd out of her clay and Xalanth herself fired it, so it is well nigh indestructible.” 
 
    She had a slight grin then as her look turned wistful. 
 
    “Ever since I was a little girl I’ve wanted to see Dragon-fire.” 
 
    So intrigued were they by her story that none of them thought to mention they had seen it that morning… 
 
    They walked on, thoughtful expressions on their faces as they considered the back of Yana, who walked alongside Miranda, deep in their own conversation. Juni was partly emerged from her water, leaning over Yana’s shoulder to join in the conversation, her blue skinned back exposed to them. 
 
    “It must be very heavy…” Ophelia observed. 
 
    Kar shrugged. 
 
    “Indeed, but she does not see it as a burden. And beyond doubt, I have witnessed her strength grow from carrying it all this time and I suspect she could match even you Milly. There are none amongst our number who could best her in combat now. And woe-betide any foe who angers her to the point that she actually sets that gourd down!” 
 
    As they walked Nameless found himself relaxing around the friendly woman. It certainly helped that she quit trying to grab his ass, and even though she expressed more than a passing interest in bonding with him, she was being fairly polite about it. 
 
    Nameless was pleased to note that after a few miles Milly seemed to be accustomed to her shoes, happily clopping along the packed dirt of the road. This meant he had plenty of time to worry about his own feet which, after several hours, were stiff and sore. 
 
    Fortunately they made camp in the late afternoon a few miles east of Wayfelt, and he quickly realized that he was the reason, the rest of the party fully capable of traveling for several more hours if need be. 
 
    “It’s your first day on the road kid. I remember you said this Volka chick wasn’t in any imminent danger so let’s not overdue it.” Miranda told him as she and Kala worked to set up their tent. 
 
    The experienced operative had taken one look at the gathering clouds and pronounced that it would rain in a few hours. 
 
    “Aye Valkyrja, save your strength. My warriors and I will see to the physical needs of your journey, at least as far as we are able.” Yana agreed. 
 
    Nameless wanted to object but he was pretty tired from the long walk. 
 
    “Yeah, we’d be happy to see to your physical needs.” Another Amazon chimed in while deftly setting up a simple lean-to, her words gained a laugh from the others. 
 
    “Tread carefully Tiana! You may anger both a Minotaur and a Gigas if you do not!” Kar threw back with another laugh. 
 
    The easy camaraderie between the Amazons was quite charming to the orphan and he felt a bit wistful, the problem with Nina still hung over him and his girls. And so after they had set up their own big tent Nameless took Miranda’s advice and tried talking with her again. 
 
    “Um… Nina?” 
 
    “What?” She said flatly. 
 
    Not a great start. 
 
    “I-I just wondered if we could talk a bit.” 
 
    The other girls had frozen in the midst of setting up their bedding at the start of the conversation, not daring to interrupt. 
 
    “You gunna say you’re sorry again?” She flopped down onto her bedroll in the corner, her hammer hitting the ground with a heavy thud beside her. 
 
    “Do you want me to?” He kept his tone as level as he could. 
 
    She sat up and considered him for several seconds before shaking her head. 
 
    “No, I don’t. But would it be okay if…” She trailed off and took a breath. 
 
    He waited, and after a few more seconds she let out a gust of air and continued. 
 
    “Would it be okay if I apologized to you? To all of you?” 
 
    There was a beat. 
 
    “Oh Nina, dearheart…” Ophelia fussed; “You have nothing to apologize for!” 
 
    Milly nodded and Erica spoke quickly. 
 
    “Yeah! Look, I should have been more patient with you!” 
 
    Nina huffed again. 
 
    “You fuckers need to learn how to accept an apology. I mean, do you know how many times in my life I’ve offered one? I was being an ass-hat.” 
 
    The all shared a nervous laugh at her candid words. 
 
    “Nina, I promise, we’ll figure this out. Together.” Nameless swore, meaning every word. 
 
    But she was shaking her head again. 
 
    “No, we need to focus on finding Volka, though if you lot want to bone I’m okay with it. In fact, I’d be mad if you didn’t.” 
 
    More nervous laughter. 
 
    “That sounds lovely dear, but first we have things to take care of. It is way past time for us to properly milk Milly, and I imagine she would appreciate it.” 
 
    Milly raised both hands in front of her to protest but a nodding Erica was already tugging on her shirt. 
 
    “Come on hot stuff! Show us the goods!” 
 
    A few minutes later and Ophelia and Erica were both suckling at Milly’s breasts. Being unable to realistically milk her while they traveled, they had decided to simply drink their fill from her whenever they had a few moments but that first day they simply hadn’t had a chance. 
 
    She mooed in satisfaction; feeling definitely spoiled as she sat on her thighs and fed her sisters while her master stood behind her and rubbed her shoulders. 
 
    “How are your feet?” 
 
    Nameless spoke softly, not wanting to ruin the relaxed atmosphere that had abruptly settled over them. 
 
    “They’re fine. These shoes are great…” She sighed, utterly blissed out at the feeling of Erica purring against her nipple. 
 
    Of the two girls Erica was definitely the more active suckler, while Ophelia certainly enjoyed Milly’s milk she was much more polite about getting at it. Nina had made a hasty exit, saying that she needed to talk with the Amazons about something while Erica was still wrestling Milly’s shirt off. 
 
    “And the other thing?” He was trying to be delicate, so it was no surprise that she missed his cue. 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    “It’s just, you were so upset when I bonded with Nina and we really haven’t had a chance to talk much about it.” 
 
    “Oh! Master, it really is okay now!” 
 
    “Are you sure? It went from the two of us to the six of us in just a few days, and after last night…” 
 
    She leaned back into him as he worked his fingers into her neck muscles, Erica and Ophelia both watched from her breasts. 
 
    “I never told you about the arena did I?” She asked. 
 
    Her eyes were distant while her fingers absently played with Erica’s ears and Ophelia’s hair. 
 
    “No, you never did, though I saw some of it in Nina’s mind.” 
 
    He didn’t want to pry into her painful past but if she wanted to talk about it then he would certainly listen. She thought for a few moments and then began to speak again. 
 
    “The worst part was seeing how it upset Erica, and knowing that Brant only did it to hurt her. There was an entry fee you see, and he knew since I didn’t want to hurt anyone that he was just throwing the money away. But he was willing to do it to keep my sister in line…” 
 
    Tears formed in Erica’s eyes and she made to pull away from Milly’s pink nipple, but the Minotaur held her in place. 
 
    “Kitty isn’t done her meal yet.” She scolded quietly. 
 
    Erica tried to protest but Milly shook her head. 
 
    “It’s okay Erica, I am not scared anymore and he needs to know what Nina did for us.” She smiled down at her beloved sister. 
 
    Erica met her eyes for a long moment, then nodded and continued to drink her fill. Ophelia was finished though and gently wiped at her lips with a wet cloth. 
 
    “I would like to know as well dearheart.” She said quietly and ran the soft fabric in a circle around the cow’s moist nipple. 
 
    Milly lowed again, eyes closing briefly with pleasure, and then continued her tale. 
 
    “It was a horrible feeling, knowing that he was paying money to hurt us. And it went on for months, and then one day I was put in the ring again… and this little girl shows up! I was pretty mad that they wanted me to hurt someone so small, and I thought it was a horribly cruel joke… right up until she hit me.” 
 
    Oddly, she smiled at the memory. 
 
    Milly caught Ophelia’s furrowed brow and explained. 
 
    “Every time I was in the ring, I was always terrified of what the other girl would do to me, because I knew that the more I was hurt, the more Erica would be hurt. But from that day onwards, whenever the little red girl was in the arena with me, I knew that I had gotten lucky. The spectators wanted a fight but neither of us gave them one, not really. She would hit me, because she had to. But after the first time it was never even hard enough to leave a bruise, she was just pushing me over. She was the only one who I could count on to let me lose without hurting me.” 
 
    Milly suddenly spoke louder. 
 
    “I was always so grateful, and wished I could thank her in some way. Come back inside please Nina, join us?” 
 
    There was a rustle from outside, and Nina walked into the tent. They all looked up, even Erica, with her acute hearing, had missed her presence outside the tent. 
 
    “I told you, it wasn’t like I was doing you a favour or anything. It just wasn’t right to fight someone who didn’t even want to be there.” Nina studiously avoided looking at Milly’s bared breasts. 
 
    “Maybe not, but you still did it.” Ophelia said warmly as she fluttered over to the diminutive girl. 
 
    She took the Gigas by the shoulder and led her to stand with the others. 
 
    Erica had finally drunk her fill, and after a few quick licks to Milly’s nipple she turned to Nina. 
 
    “Yeah, you did, and we’ll always love you for it. Now our sister wants to thank you, and I think I know exactly how.” She grinned; “So I hope you’re hungry!” 
 
    “What?! No, I’m fine thanks!” Nina tried to back pedal but Ophelia hugged her from behind and whispered something in her ear. 
 
    Nameless didn’t catch it but Erica did. 
 
    “You did promise, lover.” Her smile was smug. 
 
    “That was-! I said I would lick her pussy, not suck on her tits!” 
 
    Milly pouted, and Nina suddenly looked guilty. 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Same thing! Milly has too much milk right now so we all need to pitch in, and that includes you, now drink up!” 
 
    Nina opened her mouth to say something else but Milly’s pout was working its way through her defenses. That and her eyes kept flicking back to Milly’s naked breasts, a curious hunger in her belly. 
 
    She had drunk her milk before; there was no way she couldn’t have in the time they had already spent together. Though drinking a glass from the icebox was a teensy bit different… 
 
    She vacillated some more, so Nameless shifted down in front of Milly in a bid to take the pressure off the Gigas. 
 
    “I actually wouldn’t mind a drink myself.” Calmly he hefted her breast to his lips and licked her nipple into his mouth. 
 
    Milly managed to hold back on letting out another moo at her master’s attention, instead keeping her gaze fixed on Nina, pleading with her eyes. 
 
    Mighty warrior or not, Nina was no match for Milly’s loving stare and soon stood next to her kneeling master, both hands hefting Milly’s massive breast to her lips. 
 
    “It’s okay Nina, I need this. Will you please help me out again?” 
 
    Nina groaned at Milly’s words and stamped a petulant foot, causing the tent walls to shake from the impact. 
 
    “This is just so weird!” 
 
    Ophelia rested one hand on Milly’s shoulders and shook her head down at the Gigas. 
 
    “It really isn’t dearheart. It’s the most natural thing in the world, and the best thing I have ever tasted.” She gave Milly’s shoulder a firm rub. 
 
    The Minotaur smiled in response, biting her lip at the memory of Ophelia’s face between her thighs... 
 
    Nina would have hesitated some more, but Erica snuck up behind her and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Time for talking is done sweet-cheeks, now it’s time for some tit-sucking action. Or are you too scared?” 
 
    That did it. 
 
    “I’m not afraid of anything you dumb cat!” 
 
    The determined Nina abruptly engulfed Milly’s nipple and sucked forcefully. 
 
    Milly yelped at the almost violent suction but quickly recovered as her cream flooded the red-skinned girl’s mouth. Nameless once again marveled at the rich flavour; he doubted anything in the world could be as satisfying. Soon enough Nina felt the same way. 
 
    “We’re family now Nina, you can trust us. We’ll never hurt you, or let you deal with this shit alone.” 
 
    Erica surprised everyone with her heartfelt words as she stroked Nina’s hair behind her ears with her fingers. The Gigas continued to suck on Milly’s nipple, studiously ignoring the Katje. 
 
    Ophelia let out a breath and gave Erica a worried look, the cat girl stretched out her hand and they entwined their fingers. 
 
    “We’ll figure it out. She’ll come around.” Ophelia murmured, low enough that only Erica could catch it. 
 
    Erica squeezed her sister’s hand in response. 
 
    Nameless and Nina continued to feed, and as they did he hesitantly outstretched his arm and put it around her narrow shoulders, giving her a hug. He felt her tense up in his arm, but didn’t release her. 
 
    Milly leaned her head down and began to groom the pair of them with her tongue, but that quickly proved to be too much for the Gigas. She released the cow’s nipple with a wet pop and stammered out a thank you before fleeing to her corner of the tent and flopping onto her bedroll on her side facing away from them. 
 
    The Minotaur’s shoulders slumped, and Nameless hugged her around the middle. He was also done with his meal so he nestled his face between her soft breasts and breathed her scent deeply as she returned his embrace. 
 
    “We’ll figure it out.” Ophelia said again, louder this time.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4: 
 
    Dreams Come True 
 
      
 
      
 
    Rain pattered against the canvass of the tent, the staccato beat against the taut fabric echoing within. A heavy silence hung over the inhabitants, Nina was dozing in her corner, still struggling against her new family’s intimacy. 
 
    Nameless lay on his back, he could hear the boisterous voices of the Amazons outside, either in their own tents or on guard duty. Milly was astride him, riding him slowly to keep the noise down. Ophelia and Erica flanked him on either side, Erica licking at his cheek lovingly while Ophelia suckled on his earlobe. 
 
    The Minotaur’s breath came in slow shaky draws as she worked to pleasure herself on her master’s cock, her breasts swaying in the dim light as her hips rose and fell with agonizing slowness. He had asked her to do what felt good for her and she was happy to oblige. Her sisters each held one of her hands to help her balance herself, their fingers entwined. 
 
    All the while Nameless worked his hands over her body, the velvety hide of her thighs, her sensitive sides, and her massive chest. He worked her breasts gently, enough to greatly enhance her pleasure without drawing out her milk. 
 
    He had long since learned that a woman’s breasts needed a gentle caress more often than a firm grope. 
 
    After several minutes of lovemaking she paused with his cock deep inside her and hunched over to kiss him with the same agonizing slowness, though he had to tilt his head upwards for her to be able to reach his lips. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, slowly working it in gentle circles around his, he took the opportunity to seal his lips around her wriggling muscle and suckle the pink flesh. 
 
    She let out a barely audible low of pleasure as her sisters added their lips to his, kissing and licking at either side of her cheeks. Ophelia shifted to her floppy ear, running her tongue over the velvety skin within. Their kiss broke, and Milly shifted her lips to her Katje sister and Erica was happy to match her passion. 
 
    Nameless rested his head back again, greatly enjoying the view of her and Erica making out over him. After a few minutes of this, his cock was throbbing within the tight wet sheath of her pussy. He began to shift his hips as much as her weight would allow, absently trying to increase the pleasurable sensation. He continued to work her mounds between them in a circular motion, massaging at her chest while she made out with their kitty. 
 
    After a few minutes Milly broke off her sucking kiss with Erica, who gave one last lewd lick over her face. The cow then turned to Ophelia, who slipped her tongue out of her ear and met Milly’s lips for the same treatment, swirling their tongues together, the gentle wet smacking of their kiss barely audible over the patter of the rain. 
 
    Milly’s lips parted from her sister’s, a string of saliva broke between them as she leaned back again. She gave her master a long look and slowly raised her hips again, withdrawing his cock out of her warmth at a measured pace. She paused with just his sensitive head inside her, gazed deep into his eyes for a breath, then dropped down and rapidly took him to the hilt again. She repeated this process several times, her breathing increased in tempo as she rode him faster, wet slapping noises could be heard where his cock penetrated her folds. 
 
    She bit her lip in an attempt to quiet herself, her dewy blue eyes glistening in the moonlight filtering in through the canvass of the tent. 
 
    Ophelia and Erica moved to help the couple stay silent. Ophelia sat up and put her mouth back over Milly’s; hugging her body to the Minotaur’s side she straddled her thigh, grinding her own naked folds against the velvety hide. The cow’s gentle lows were trapped by her sister’s lips as their tongues dueled. Erica likewise kissed Nameless again, his eager grunts muffled by her open mouth. 
 
    No words were spoken, the group was wrapped up in the moment, and all knew that their climax was imminent. 
 
    A pair of red eyes watched from the darkness as a tiny figure in the corner squirmed in desperate desire. 
 
    Milly’s eyes went wide as she mooed her pleasure into her sister mouth, giving several jerky hops on her mate’s erection as her inner muscles clamped down on his length while she orgasmed. 
 
    Nameless was in heaven, pinned by his loves he could only kiss Erica with all of his passion as he erupted into Milly’s pussy without warning. Spurt after spurt of his cum painted her inner folds, and she gave several more messy hops on his cock as she continued to low deeply at his warmth spreading within her. 
 
    She leaned over again, breaking away from Ophelia’s kiss to once again kiss her man. Their mutual climax seemed to last forever as his cock continued to unload into her greedy pussy. They ran their lips over each other’s with loving care, devotion written on every movement as their hips continued to move. Finally she took him deep and they were still. 
 
    After that the pair took several moments to catch their breath, then Milly hugged Nameless tight to her breasts and rolled him over on top of her, with Erica shifting to give them room. 
 
    He lay with his head sandwiched between her breasts for several moments, neither of them quite willing to uncouple their privates just yet. 
 
    Her chest rose and fell, raising him up and down, up and down while they recovered from their bliss. 
 
    At last he shifted back on his haunches and pulled his cock out of her warmth, his rapidly softening member chilly in the air for all of three seconds before Ophelia popped it into her mouth and sucked him clean. He let out a gasp of pleasure at her attention, a single tiny spurt of cum shooting across her tongue.  
 
    He then shifted back some more as Erica placed her head right next to the Flutterby’s, though her target was Milly’s wet pussy. 
 
    She nestled her mouth over Milly’s slit and licked her deep, savouring the mixed taste of her master’s cum and her sister’s pleasure as the cow worked her inner muscles to push his load into the cat’s mouth. 
 
    All the while Ophelia licked and sucked her sister’s juices off of his cock. 
 
    Erica managed to draw a great deal of his wad out of Milly’s pussy; her cheeks billowed out slightly with the amount. She shifted up the Minotaur’s body, with her every move tracked by Milly’s blue eyes. Erica raised one eyebrow questioningly as she hovered over Milly’s face, her arms bracing her weight on either side of the Minotaur’s head. 
 
    In response Milly simply opened her mouth wide, and stuck her tongue out slightly. Nameless watched, and Ophelia, seeing his attention elsewhere, let his flaccid cock fall out of her mouth and turned in curiosity. 
 
    Erica leaned down and released his load from her lips and onto Milly’s waiting tongue, one hand lightly holding the Minotaur’s dimpled chin to keep her head still to receive her treat. 
 
    Ophelia and Nameless shared a breath of desire as Milly and Erica shared his load, swirling their tongues together before eventually swallowing the mess of salty cum. But as enjoyable as the sight was, Nameless was exhausted, and after a little bit more sucking and licking to clean up, they all settled down to sleep. 
 
    Nameless reclined against Milly’s side, his head nestled on her shoulder and hugging one ample breast to his face while Milly wrapped her arm around him. He felt Erica against his back, licking at his hair a few times with a mesmerizing purr as she nestled against him for the night while Ophelia settled onto Milly’s other side. 
 
    Without ever saying a word, they were all lulled to sleep by the gentle patter of rain on canvass. 
 
    All the while Nina restlessly stirred in her own bedroll, thoughts in turmoil. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The next day passed much the same as the previous, Kar once again joining them on the road and telling them of the many adventures that she and her sisters had shared over the years. 
 
    Her easy and outgoing attitude was ingratiating, and her bawdy stories and jokes frequently had Nina and Erica laughing to the point of tears, even Ophelia couldn’t help but giggle at the Amazon’s low-brow humour. 
 
    By the time they were setting up camp in the evening it was like she was an old friend they had known for years. At one point Nameless clearly overheard Erica and Ophelia taking about how attractive Kar was. 
 
    He certainly agreed with them, but was wise enough not to say anything about it. He knew that he wasn’t likely to be so easily forgiven for lusting after yet another girl. 
 
    “Last night, that was really special wasn’t it?” Nameless remarked with a bashful glance at Milly as he handed Ophelia a tent pole. 
 
    Milly’s smile was radiant as her hands went to her cheeks, a pink blush spreading prettily over her skin. 
 
    “It was one of the best nights of my life, with you and my sisters.” She agreed shyly. 
 
    Erica and Ophelia both smiled, working together to raise the canvass of the tent over the skeletal frame of poles. 
 
    “Milly, are you… are you happy?” 
 
    She looked at him in surprise. 
 
    “Of course! I didn’t even know that someone could be this happy!” 
 
    “It’s just, I wonder, about the future.” 
 
    “What do you mean dear?” Ophelia cocked her head questioningly. 
 
    “I mean, the last few weeks have been incredible, and chaotic. But… I’m not sure how to ask this…” 
 
    “You can put it in my butt anytime lover.” Erica grinned cheekily and reached over to pinch his ass as they finished smoothing out the taut fabric. 
 
    He yelped at her sharp clawed grip, much to her amusement. 
 
    “I have been known to enjoy a bit of anal play…” Ophelia commented coyly. 
 
    “That’s not- that’s not what I meant!” 
 
    “Well, don’t keep us in suspense. What did you mean?” Nina asked drily. 
 
    She sat on her hammer with her chin resting in her palms, too short to be much help with setting up the large tent. 
 
    “I mean, what do you want out of life? And I don’t just mean sex!” He spoke in earnest. 
 
    Erica looked at him in thought, realizing that he wanted a real answer as they all ducked into their shelter and began to unroll their bedding. 
 
    “I don’t know. I… I never dreamed of anything beyond what I have now: Milly safe and a good man to sex up whenever I want. Not to mention the added bonus of a kinky Flutterby and a surprisingly shy Gigas…” She openly ogled Nina’s ass and Ophelia’s cleavage as the pair crawled around on the floor of the tent, readying themselves for sleep. 
 
    Ophelia smiled, her cheeks flushed slightly. Nina frowned and focused on rolling out her bedroll, once again in the corner. 
 
    “I’m the same, Master, I never wanted anything more than Erica healthy and to have someone I love to give my milk to.” Milly ran one hand through his hair while he stripped his shirt off. 
 
    “What about you, Ophelia? Nina?” He asked, leaning into Milly’s caress. 
 
    Nina answered before Ophelia, surprising them all a bit. 
 
    “Not long ago I would have had an answer, I wanted my own smithy, to work in silver and gold. Right now though, all I want is to find Volka and pay her back for saving me.” Her eyes flicked to his for a fraction of a second before going back to her bedding; “Also the sex stuff, I want that.” She said the last part almost accusingly. 
 
    There was a chorus of giggles from her bond-sisters, and more than a few speculative looks. The awkwardness was still there, but so was the love. After the spate of mirth died down, Ophelia heaved a sigh. 
 
    “I don’t know dear, I spent so long pretending to be something I wasn’t, that is, pretending that we weren’t bonded. My only dream was to be with you.” 
 
    “What about the orphanage?” 
 
    She tilted her head to one side and gave him a long look. 
 
    “Why are you asking this now dear? What brought this on?” 
 
    He helped Milly out of her shirt and then pulled her to his side with one arm around her waist, her hand drifted around his shoulders to return the hug with a gentle low at his attention. 
 
    “I guess, I’ve been thinking a lot about the future. Rory suggested I get a trade, but I’m an Empath too, I want to help girls, like Erica and Nina and Volka. Other than that I just wanted to know what you all wanted out of life. I want to help you get everything you ever dreamed of.” 
 
    The sincerity in his voice made more than one of his bond-mates weak in the knees as he continued. 
 
     “I never dared to have dreams, not really. I did so badly in school that I honestly thought that I would be chopping and stacking firewood until I was old and grey. But now… we have the cottage, we have money, and suddenly I have the opportunity to do something with my life. Please, if you want something, tell me, okay?” 
 
    There was a chorus of affirmatives from the girls. 
 
    Milly licked his neck and face several times, then leaned in and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “I already have everything I ever dreamed of, but I promise that I will think about it. But I also want the sex stuff. Put it in my mouth again later?” She gave one last lewd lick. 
 
    He shivered as her breathy words tickled his ear and hardened his cock. 
 
    Erica snorted a laugh, her acute hearing picking up on Milly’s heated request as she and Ophelia stripped together. 
 
    Ophelia raised one eyebrow questioningly at the Katje, who merely smiled before leaning in for several sucking kisses on the Flutterby’s lips. 
 
    “Milly’s being naughty.” She murmured into her mouth. 
 
    Nina flopped down and wrapped her blanket around herself, in turmoil once more. Sensitive to this, the others opted to call it a night with minimal shenanigans. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It was late at night, the camp slumbered save for the Amazons standing watch around their perimeter. 
 
    “Milly, are you still awake?” Erica murmured from her place between the Minotaur’s breasts. 
 
    The Katje was draped across the cow girl’s body, using Milly’s large bust as pillows with their thighs intertwined. To her right Nameless slept in Ophelia’s arms, while Nina still slept in her corner. 
 
    Milly was dozing, but gave her head a shake at Erica’s voice, her ears flopping slightly from the movement. 
 
    “Wah… Erica? Still hungry?” 
 
    Half-awake she moved to free her nipples for her sister’s use, but Erica put her hands over Milly’s to stop her. 
 
    “No baby, I’m actually full for once.” She sighed as she settled back on to Milly’s breasts. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah… well actually, I dunno.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Milly blue eyes shimmered in the dim light as her brow furrowed in concern. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about what Master was saying earlier, and I’m… I’m scared Milly.” 
 
    Milly gave a gentle low and wrapped Erica in her arms, holding her tight to her chest. The Katje fought to hold back a sniffle. 
 
    “Why?” Milly asked after a long pause. 
 
    “You ever feel like we’re in over our head?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, Ophelia is more mature than all of us, and she knows how to play house and stuff. And Nina is crazy strong, stronger than you even…” She trailed off. 
 
    Milly waited. Her eyes wide now as she noticed that Erica’s ears were flat to her head with agitation. Erica drew in a shuddering breath before speaking again. 
 
    “We’re going on this big adventure, and I don’t know the first thing about… about anything!” 
 
    “Neither do I.” Milly whispered. 
 
    “And our man, he is so important! Do you see the way the Amazon’s treat him? The way Kar wants him?” Milly merely nodded; “And here is this Katje whor- this Katje, who doesn’t know how to do anything other than suck cock.” 
 
    “That isn’t true!” 
 
    “Yeah it is, and don’t get me wrong! Cuz’ I could spend the rest of my life with Master’s dick in my mouth! But… how does that help him once we get into the wilds?” 
 
    Milly struggled to respond, not finding any answers forthcoming. 
 
    “I don’t know how to help him Milly, and that scares the hell out of me.” Erica’s voice broke at the end as tears began to trail down her cheeks. 
 
    Milly mooed softly, attempting to comfort her troubled sister. She held her while she whimpered. After a couple minutes she pulled her face out of her breasts and looked deep into her emerald eyes. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    Erica sniffled and nodded. 
 
    “Good, because you are a big dummy.” 
 
    Erica meowed plaintively at her sister’s words. They were actually pretty harsh for the gentle Minotaur. 
 
    “You are strong and clever, way more clever than I am.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    Milly used the back of two fingers to pinch Erica’s lips closed, awkwardly distending them as she gave another muffled meow. 
 
    “Hush, you are faster than any of us, and you understand humans better than anybody I know. I’ve seen you haggle and argue and deal with men who I was afraid to even talk to!” 
 
    She released Erica’s lips and ran her fingers over them in a soothing gesture. 
 
    “Before I met you I was so scared all the time, all anyone seemed to want from me was my milk or my muscles, I couldn’t give them either but was too afraid to say so. Then I met you and you’ve never been afraid to speak your mind! You showed me how to stand up for myself, to look them in the eye and just say no. You are my best friend and my precious bond-sister. I love you Erica, and whatever comes, we will face it together. We will protect our bond-mates together.” 
 
    Her fingers shifted from Erica’s lips and hooked under her chin to pull the cat’s mouth to hers. She kissed her with everything she had, her tongue wrestling with the surprised girl’s. 
 
    Erica began to purr, her eyes fluttered closed as she brought her hand up to Milly’s cheek. She suckled at Milly’s tongue, and ran her own over her teeth, her lips mashed together as quiet noises of suction accompanied their kisses. 
 
    Milly slid one arm down Erica’s naked back, delighting in the feel of the soft skin under her palm. Her hand stroked over Erica’s tail, pulling just hard enough to make the Katje squirm in pleasure, her hips arching upwards involuntarily. After a few moments of torment she palmed one globe of Erica’s ass and gave it a healthy squeeze. 
 
    Erica let out a moaning purr, her tail flicking back and forth as she worked one hand under herself to fondle Milly’s chest. At the same time, she parted her thighs and ground her moist sex against the Minotaur’s hip. 
 
    Milly mooed when Erica drew her other thigh between her legs, pressing her soft tanned flesh tight to the cow’s pussy and grinding against it. Their kiss broke as Erica ran her soft tongue from Milly’s chin to her hairline, then even further, lavishing one horn with a long lick. 
 
    “So beautiful, Milly, my sister.” She whispered before running her tongue into Milly’s ear. 
 
    Milly hugged her tight as she leaned her head back and lowed into the air of the tent. Erica began to grind against her faster as she nuzzled into the creamy skin of her exposed neck. 
 
    “Hold on a sec lover, I want to try something.” 
 
    Erica sat up, while Milly gave a disappointed huff. Erica couldn’t help but giggle at the cow’s mournful expression. 
 
    “Spread your legs for me.” She spoke firmly, but still quietly. 
 
    Neither wanted to wake the others, this night was for them. 
 
    Milly complied, her breath coming in shallow pants as Erica sat up and deftly positioned herself. One of Milly’s legs was cast over Erica’s shoulder while her own leg was bent at the knee and resting across Milly’s stomach. 
 
    Their pussies were mashed tightly against one another. 
 
    Both of Erica’s arms hugged the velvet hide of Milly’s thigh between her breasts, she gave her sister a long look below her. Milly’s eyes were wide, her expression innocent. 
 
    Erica thrust her hips forwards, grinding her moist pussy into Milly’s. The Minotaur gasped, and then lowed again in pleasure. 
 
    Erica smiled, her eyes locked on Milly’s face. 
 
    She thrust again. 
 
    Her hips gyrating in a slight circular motion, their labia parted as their juices flowed. Milly bucked against her, nearly throwing her off, but the agile Katje held on. She began to rock back and forth over the Minotaur, the tempo of her thrusting hips increasing as the sound of wet flesh slipping against wet flesh filled the heavy silence of the tent. 
 
    Milly reached one hand up in invitation and Erica released her thigh with one arm to entwine their fingers together. 
 
    The Minotaur whispered one word. 
 
    “Harder.” 
 
    Erica paused, and held Milly’s gaze while she ran her rough tongue up her calf to her ankle, licking at the velvet of her hide and ending with a sucking kiss to the side of her hoof. 
 
    She obliged. 
 
    Erica rutted against her, she began to purr in earnest as she leaned forwards to bring their clits together. 
 
    Milly used her free hand to lift one heavy breast to her lips, licking over her own nipple in a lewd display meant to excite her partner. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Erica’s hips gyrated even harder, and Milly’s free breast wobbled unsteadily from the Katje’s thrusting while Erica’s own breasts rubbed against the Minotaur’s thigh. 
 
    Milly began to low over and over as she felt ecstasy wash over her, her grip on Erica’s hand tightened almost painfully as she thrashed and bucked beneath her. 
 
    “Cum for me lover, cum for your sister.” Erica’s voice came out in a husky breath as the cat continued her thrusting. 
 
    Milly came. 
 
    Her breath caught and she froze, her only movement a slight jerking of her hips to stimulate her clit against Erica’s. The Katje kept thrusting, her own orgasm rapidly approaching as she watched Milly’s face flush with pleasure. 
 
    Milly let out her breath in a long deep low, her desire not to wake the others lost in the face of the intense pleasure. She jerked and shuddered as Erica began to thrash on top of her. 
 
    “Me, baby! I’m gunna- me too-” Erica’s words were lost as she began to yowl and thrash, her pussy convulsing around nothing as she ground it against Milly’s. 
 
    Milly’s orgasm over now, she lay back and watched as Erica took her own pleasure, her eyes hooded and a warm smile on her face as she watched her beloved kitty orgasm against her. She cooed encouraging words and held her tight as Erica collapsed on top of her, gasping and yowling in sheer bliss. 
 
    Erica drew in a long shuddering breath once the worst, or best, of the stimulation was over. 
 
    “Well, that was new.” The cat panted against Milly’s breasts, once more using them as pillows. 
 
    Milly giggled and scratched at the happy cat’s ears. 
 
    Nina groaned from her corner of the tent. 
 
    “Again?!” 
 
    The two lovers took a few moments to savour their bliss before Erica responded to Nina’s complaint. 
 
    “Shhh Nina, some of us are trying to sleep.” 
 
    Nameless and Ophelia, pretending to be asleep themselves, shared a smile. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The following morning Milly and Erica approached Kar while she and the other Amazons were eating breakfast. They spoke with her for long enough to make Nameless curious and so he wandered over. 
 
    “-If you are certain this is what you want, though I should warn you if we are to do this I will not hold back.” Kar was saying to the pair. 
 
    “It is. It’s what we need.” Erica’s face was determined. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Nameless asked. 
 
    “It would seem your wives want to learn how to fight. And I would be honoured to teach them. We won’t be leaving for a little while, so we shall begin after breakfast.” 
 
    Several other Amazons had been drawn to the conversation and promised to help, a couple offered to help spar with him but he quickly, and politely, refused their heated offers. Instead he spent that morning watching two of his loves get the crap beaten out of them by enthusiastic Amazons. 
 
    Erica was the first to hit the dirt, her eyes wide as she tried to catch her breath. 
 
    “You are fast, but you are all instinct youngling, admittedly this is how your people fight.” Kar said as she squatted down beside the poor cat’s head; “But if one has fought with Katje before, as I have, then it is all too easy to see what you will do next.” 
 
    “How come none of you ever wear any underwear?” Erica managed to gasp out. 
 
    Kar smiled and winked down at the Katje in the dirt. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know? Now, what you need is to learn new instincts, and learn to be unpredictable. Your speed is an asset only as long as your opponent doesn’t know what you intend to do with it. Now take a moment to recover, and watch how your sister fares.” 
 
    With that she stood and approached the waiting Minotaur. 
 
    Milly fought very differently than Erica; the Katje was all speed and reflexes, whereas the Minotaur was pure strength. But like Erica she too was soon flat on her back in the dirt, although she hadn’t had the wind knocked out of her. 
 
    “Why do you hesitate? You are stronger than me, but you hold back! Do you think that you might injure me? I can see your feeble punches coming from yesterday! Your body betrays your every move to those who know how to read it and all of your strength is useless if you are not willing to use it.” 
 
    Kar spoke bluntly but not unkindly, and as she helped Milly to her feet she offered her a slight smile. 
 
    “I can respect your reticence to harm others, but what I am teaching you is self-defence! Remember Milly, if someone seeks to harm you or your loved ones they deserve to face your wrath.” 
 
    Milly swallowed, and then nodded, her eyes taking on a determined set as Kar began to show her how to carry herself in a fight. Meanwhile another of her sisters sparred with Erica, with much the same results as before. 
 
    Each time the girls hit the ground Nameless winced sympathetically, he wasn’t very happy with the situation, but he understood why they needed it. 
 
    After nearly an hour of punishment, Yana whistled to get their attention. 
 
    “That is enough for this morning Kar, otherwise they won’t make it to tonight.” 
 
    The Amazons all shared a chuckle at that.  
 
    “As you say Warleader. Come sisters! The road calls to us.” Kar helped Milly to her feet yet again and patted her heartily on the back, brushing the dust off, her hand giving Milly’s tail a stroke and her rump a healthy squeeze while she had the opportunity; “We shall continue this tonight, if you are still willing.” 
 
    Milly smiled and Erica nodded, albeit with less enthusiasm then she had before they had started. 
 
    “Are you girls okay?” Nameless asked as they joined him. 
 
    “I’m okay Master, the arena was much worse, and the Amazons are really very nice!” 
 
    The Minotaur was far more durable than Erica, and Nameless caught the Katje giving her a somewhat dirty look. 
 
    “My butt hurts, and not in the good way.” She meowed. 
 
    “If you want I can train you instead.” 
 
    Something in the way Nina spoke made Erica lean away from the Gigas and her nonchalant stare. 
 
    “Um, no thanks Nina, I think the Amazons are good.” 
 
    Nina nodded, and then gave the Katje a rare smile. 
 
    “It’s cool that you’re learning how to fight. You can protect the weakling for me while I go and hit stuff with my hammer.” 
 
    Erica and Milly shared a worried look as Nina walked away. 
 
    The pattern continued for several days as they journeyed towards the outskirts of so-called civilized lands, passing a few farming communities that reminded Nameless a great deal of his hometown. 
 
    Mornings and evenings Milly and Erica worked with the Amazons to learn the basics of unarmed combat. It was usually Kar who led them in their training, though one morning Yana took over for her. It took them a long while to get going that day. Yana was very thorough in her instructions. 
 
    After Yana had finished training with the girls and they had set out that day Nameless caught a glimpse of Juni in her gourd, whispering at a floating ball of water she had formed with her hands. 
 
    “Hey Miranda I have a question.” 
 
    He took a few moments to formulate his query. 
 
    “Well, spit it out.” 
 
    “What is the difference between an Undine and a Naiad?” 
 
    Miranda frowned, never a good sign. 
 
    “You serious?” 
 
    “Um… yes?” 
 
    She let out a frustrated breath at his dithering response. 
 
    “This is primary school stuff...” 
 
    “Hey! I don’t know either!” Erica’s tone was indignant. 
 
    “Me neither…” Milly added shamefacedly. 
 
    Miranda paused in her purposeful gait, her eyes going from one monster girl to the next then she shrugged. 
 
    “Well, you two never got to go to school right? So you get a pass but he-” She jerked a finger at Nameless; “-did, and should know better.” 
 
    Nameless was regretting ever asking the question. 
 
    “An Undine is an elemental, a Naiad is a spirit.” Evidently feeling that he had squirmed enough, Miranda explained; “And before you ask, an elemental has power over her element, in this case water. She can control it and use it as a focus for her magic, such as the Undine do when they cast their voices through the water.” 
 
    “The Sacred Current!” Juni piped in, her head popping out of her gourd long enough to correct Miranda before dropping down again. 
 
    The ball of water she had been whispering at suddenly flew out of her hands only for Jezebel’s tongue to lash out and catch it before it struck Kala’s head. 
 
    It was an odd little game that they had begun playing a few days prior. 
 
    Miranda fought to hold back a roll of her eyes while Yana smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, that.” 
 
    Milly looked thoughtful as Miranda continued to lecture them, while Nameless’s attention began to wander. The Minotaur looked so cute when she was thinking… 
 
    “Pay attention!” Miranda snapped at him. 
 
    “Gah! Yes!” 
 
    “As I was saying-” She held him pinned with a stern glare for a moment; “An elemental uses the element, whereas a spirit is the element. A Naiad, for example, turns into living water when she claims a pool. A Wisp becomes the wind, a Brand becomes fire, and a Gnome becomes earth.” 
 
    Yana chuckled and rapped one knuckle against Juni’s gourd. 
 
    “Well, it’s more like clay, otherwise they wouldn’t move much.” 
 
    This time Miranda couldn’t stop from rolling her eyes at the correction. 
 
    “Anyways those are just the basic primordial ones you should have learned in school. I’m not getting into the aetheric crap unless you start taking notes.” She glared at Nameless again. 
 
    “A spirit may embody an element, but we elementals can use it in all kinds of neat ways that a spirit can’t!” Juni’s voice suddenly sounded from the canteen on Milly’s pack; “Plus! Plus! You’ll never accidently drink an Undine!” 
 
    Nameless eyes widened at the implication. 
 
    “You could drink a Naiad?” 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes again. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Pfft, says the human…” Juni said, and then flinched as Jezebel’s tongue shot over her gourd and slurped at Yana’s cheek. 
 
    Yana grimaced and Kala smiled. 
 
    “Point.” The younger Amazon declared. 
 
    “Hey! No fair! I was distracted!” 
 
    That evening while the girls worked their bodies, Miranda decided to begin working Nameless’s mind. Together they went over various things that he should know from school but didn’t, such as the basic monster breeds, as well they went over the Aegis charter in excruciating detail. 
 
    Nameless was a poor student but Milly and Erica’s determination had inspired him to better himself, and Miranda was a surprisingly good teacher. That and there really wasn’t much else to do except watch the girls get their asses kicked. 
 
    “So are there any humans living in the lowlands?” He asked the following morning while he pored over a map and Miranda lectured him. 
 
    “There are a number of monster girl villages and most will have humans living in them.” She responded with a yawn, she wasn’t a morning person at all; “There might even be a few ballsy tamers out there as well, but other than that it will probably just be us.” 
 
    He nodded absently as he measured the distance from Kettering to the edge of the wilds with his fingers. 
 
    “We still have a lot of walking to do don’t we?” 
 
    “Yeah, Kettering is only considered out of the way because it’s not on any major trade routes, but Bramblewood is another story altogether, it’s deep in the lowlands. People think of it as the gateway to the wilds, though the road turns into a rough trail long before we get there. In all honesty it would be kind of nice if we didn’t need to go that far.” 
 
    Nameless closed his eyes and focused on the golden flicker just on the edge of his awareness, trying to rectify his sense of Volka’s location with the map in his hands. 
 
    Miranda waited patiently, she’d seen him do this a few times by this point. 
 
    He began to shake his head after several breaths. 
 
    “Wherever Volka is, it’s very far away. She doesn’t seem any closer now than when we left…” 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “Yeah I was afraid of that. Well, Bramblewood will be our last chance to resupply, after that we’ll be relying on our own ability to forage, and any friendly monsters we come across. Now let’s get ready, Yana will want to leave soon.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5:  
 
    Promises 
 
      
 
      
 
    Evadne was feeling restless as she stalked the halls of the Bastion. Her wings were folded at her back and her tail writhed behind her. She was clad all in black, her shirt and pants a match for her hair and wings. 
 
    She considered her surroundings as she walked: the curtains over the windows, the little chairs beside the doors in the hall, and the pictures hanging from the walls. Little indications that humans infested the place; she remembered when they were a rare sight, when monsters had to practically hunt for a mate. 
 
    Now the whole world was crawling with them. 
 
    “Excuse me.” 
 
    A tiny voice interrupted her musings. 
 
    She glanced down at the little boy tugging at her hand. He had hopped off of one of the chairs in the quiet hallway and approached her. 
 
    “I can’t find my mom.” 
 
    The boy’s light-brown eyes welled with unshed tears as he sniffled. 
 
    She stared into his tiny face for a long time, her own black eyes doing nothing to unsettle the innocent child. He looked to be about five or six, though Evadne was never any good at guessing people’s ages. 
 
    Being well over a thousand years old made it difficult. 
 
    Evadne sighed again. 
 
    “Come on then.” 
 
    She took his little hand in hers and continued her walk through the halls. The boy had to scramble to keep up with her purposeful stride. 
 
    “What’s her name?” 
 
    The boy sniffled again, rubbing his free hand over his nose and wiping away the snot. 
 
    Gross. 
 
    “Um, her name is Ceecee- um-” He furrowed his brow as he tried to work the syllables out; “Ca-cee-lee-ah.” 
 
    “Cecilia. Right. Is she a member of the Aegis?” 
 
    The boy nodded and Evadne resigned herself to searching for his mother. It’s what was expected, after all. 
 
    “Um, how come, how come you’re all in black?” 
 
    “You talk a lot.” 
 
    It was the fourth thing he had said to her, which by her estimate was four things too many. 
 
    “Are you sad? When I’m sad my mom scratches my back.” 
 
    Evadne ignored him. 
 
    “If you’re sad, um, if you’re sad you can have this.” 
 
    He was still tottering along unsteadily at her side, but had managed to get his hand into his pocket and pull out some kind of sweet. 
 
    She stopped and stared at his grubby hand and the wrapped candy in it, considering it for a moment before taking it with yet another sigh. 
 
    The boy beamed at her, proud to have helped. 
 
    “Kyle!” 
 
    A woman in a familiar grey uniform had rounded a corner and spotted the boy and the black-clad monster girl. 
 
    “I told you to wait in the mess hall!” The harried woman scolded as she walked towards them. 
 
    “But I had to pee!” The child protested. 
 
    As his mother scooped him into her arms, Evadne released his hand and considered the woman for a second. 
 
    “Are you Cecilia?” 
 
    The woman blinked in surprise, unsettled by the dark gaze. 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    Evadne turned and walking away. 
 
    “Thank you?” The woman’s uncertain voice followed her, but she ignored it. 
 
    She left the mother and child behind, resuming her pacing through the emptier parts of the Bastion. 
 
    “Evadne?” Sadie’s voice called to her from behind several minutes later. 
 
    She turned to face the white-haired woman. 
 
    “You’re back.” Her voice was neither friendly nor unfriendly. 
 
    “We are. How is he?” 
 
    The Chimera shrugged. 
 
    “Asleep.” 
 
    Sadie had to fight to not roll her eyes. In all her years she had never met a bonded monster who acted so completely indifferent to her bond-mate. 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to give you false hope. But the new Empath is strong. Stronger even than Jonathan was at that age.” 
 
    Evadne’s only reaction was to quirk one eyebrow. 
 
    Sadie continued. 
 
    “If there is anything left of him to save, Nameless is the best and only chance left to us.” 
 
    Again with the raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Us? There is no ‘us’. There is you, there is me, and then there is the useless sack of meat upstairs.” 
 
    Sadie frowned, annoyed with the dismissive attitude. 
 
    “I miss him too Evadne, he was like a son to me.” 
 
    Evadne turned and walked away. 
 
    Sadie shuddered, even though she knew what the monster girl was like she still found herself unsettled by her coldness. 
 
    As she stalked away Evadne unwrapped the child’s candy and flicked away the paper wrapper before popping it into her mouth. 
 
    Her teeth crunched down on it hard. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Several days into their journey Nameless noticed a distinct change in the terrain: the cleared areas for farming grew farther and farther apart and the narrow birch trees seemed to have swallowed them. That and the road went downwards far more than up as they steadily descended into the lowlands. 
 
    When they set up camp again one afternoon Milly and Erica approached Kar for their training, the duo had shown some improvement, though this time the Amazon had something else in mind for Erica. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    She pulled one of her throwing knives from the brace on her wrist and handed it to her. Puzzled, the Katje took it. 
 
    “It would be good for you to have something to fight with other than your claws, go ahead. See if you can hit that tree.” 
 
    She pointed at a tree maybe a dozen feet away. 
 
    Skeptical, Erica held the blade as Kar showed her and took aim. A few seconds later and there was a dull thunk as the small knife sank into the bark of the tree. 
 
    “Well done!” Kar’s eyes were wide with surprise at the Katje’s throw. 
 
    So were Erica’s. 
 
    “Hey! That was easy! How come you didn’t have us do this from the start?” 
 
    Kar snorted and laughter came from where the others worked with Milly. 
 
    “Bah! Show us that it wasn’t beginners luck youngling!” Called out Riya. 
 
    The other Amazon was currently sitting on Milly’s rump while the Minotaur lay face down in the dirt. 
 
    Wordlessly Kar handed Erica two more knives. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    They sank into the bark on either side of the first. 
 
    The laughter stopped. 
 
    Kar walked to the tree and pulled the knives out one at a time before stalking to Erica and handing her all three of them. 
 
    “Again, this time, aim for that tree there.” 
 
    The Amazon pointed at a tree easily twice as far away as the first. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    Thunk. 
 
    The knives drew a neat line up the bark of the distant tree. 
 
    “Okay, this is really fun!” Erica’s tail swished happily. 
 
    Jan whistled low. 
 
    “Could you do that?” She asked Kar. 
 
    Kar’s reply was slow in coming. 
 
    “Yes, but only after a great deal of practice.” 
 
    At this point most of the others had gathered around at the Katje’s impressive display. 
 
    Once more Kar retrieved the knives and handed them to Erica, and while she did Yana scooped up a large branch. 
 
    “Here. Hit it with as many as you can.” 
 
    Without any warning the Amazon leader gave the branch a toss, the wood sailing upwards while spinning slightly. 
 
    Erica’s face took on a look of intense concentration and she surprised them all by throwing herself in the air as well, twirling gracefully as she let the knives fly one after another. 
 
    A few moments later and Yana was scooping up the improvised target, the three blades sticking out of it at odd angles. 
 
    “Could you do that?” The Wolfen asked Kar again. 
 
    Kar shook her head. 
 
    “Not on purpose.” 
 
    Yana handed the small knives back to Erica again. 
 
    “You’ve never held a blade before?” 
 
    Erica’s mirth was gone, her eyes wide and her ears were flat to her head at the woman’s intensity. 
 
    “Nothing but scissors, I swear.” She said defensively. 
 
    Yana kept her stern look on her for several more seconds, then looked to Kar and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Kar sighed and knelt on the ground next to Erica’s hip. 
 
    “Hey! What are you-” 
 
    Kar removed the holster from her own wrist and lifted up Erica’s shirt to strap it to her tanned leg, lengthening the straps as she set it high enough on her thigh that her shirt would keep the tops of the blades hidden. 
 
    “It’s my own fault. You just showed all of my sisters that you were better with my weapon than I am! Will Milly take my spear next I wonder?” She complained. 
 
    “Oh, no I couldn’t-” Erica began. 
 
    “You can and you will.” Yana said sternly; “You are a natural at this and it would be folly to pretend otherwise. Just remember that it is a very different thing to throw those at something living.” 
 
    Erica gulped audibly at the imposing woman’s words. Then she let out a high pitched meow as Kar did something under her shirt that caught her off guard. 
 
    As the Amazon got to her feet she spoke with a mischievous smirk. 
 
    “I think that now I understand the appeal of this underwear you’re always on about, it is a nice colour on you!” 
 
    Erica the former sex slave blushed deeply as the others laughed at Kar’s teasing words. 
 
    Yana chuckled as well. 
 
    “Come, we should sup. And Erica? Practice with those knives until they are as familiar to you as your claws, then practice with them some more. Your husband’s life may someday depend upon your skill with them.” The warleader ordered. 
 
    With that the group broke up to cook and eat dinner. 
 
    Milly sidled up to Erica as they walked over to Ophelia and her little fire. 
 
    “Still think you won’t be any help to Master?” She said with a warm smile. 
 
    Erica took a few more steps, her fingers fiddling with the knives at her thigh, then turned to Milly and gave her a smile that was downright predatory. 
 
    While they sat around the fire waiting for the meal that Ophelia was preparing for them Erica couldn’t stop playing with her new knives. 
 
    “Puny weapons, but you seem to be good with them.” Nina offered, again sitting on her hammer. 
 
    Erica flashed them all a hint of her dark panties when she reluctantly sheathed the knife she was playing with, and then turned to the Gigas with a curious look on her face. 
 
    “What’s the deal with that thing anyways?” She asked while nudging at Nina’s seat with one clawed toe. 
 
    Nina shrugged. 
 
    “I made it. When people piss me off, I hit them with it.” 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes and sighed, she had expected more of a response. 
 
    “But how did you make it? And isn’t it connected to your strength somehow? And why do people call it a gravity hammer?” She pressed. 
 
    Nina gave her a long look, and seeing that the cat wasn’t going to let the matter drop she explained. 
 
    “Years ago someone started a dumb rumour that our hammers are so heavy that they have their own gravity. The name stuck, but you’ll never hear a Gigas call her hammer anything other than what it is: a hammer. As for the rest, we begin to forge them when we’re children. Once the hammer is complete, we become adults.” 
 
    “So it’s a rite of passage…” Ophelia mused as she stirred the pot over the fire; “But there is magic at work, it is far heavier than it should be and it makes you stronger when you hold it.” 
 
    Nina shrugged again. 
 
    “I don’t know about magic, for me it was instinct. When I was little more than a baby my mother gave me a piece of heated iron to play with. It just seemed the right thing, to work and fold it tightly together in my hands. That’s how it started, just playing. But once I had used all of my strength to tightly pack the iron together and it had cooled, she reheated it for me and added more.” 
 
    They were all listening attentively; Nina wasn’t overly chatty so they wanted to hear about her past. 
 
    “This went on even after she died, though I had to do the heating myself. It’s kinda hard to explain, but it’s like… the more I worked on it, the more it became a part of me. Until eventually when I set it down, I felt weaker. But at the same time folding and squeezing the iron also made me stronger. I could feel it in my bones as my hammer slowly began to take shape.” 
 
    As she spoke, one hand was resting on her weapon, almost lovingly. 
 
    “So your mother gave you molten metal to play with… when you were a baby.” Erica voice was disbelieving. 
 
    “Yeah. Why? What did you play with?” 
 
    “Yarn.” The Katje replied immediately; “Soft, fluffy… harmless. Yarn.” 
 
    “That’s stupid. How are you supposed to kill someone with that?” 
 
    Nameless bit his lip not to laugh at Nina’s obvious confusion. 
 
    “What about you Milly, what did you play with?” He inquired as he lifted the pot of the fire and Ophelia ladled their dinner out into bowls. 
 
    Milly tilted her head in thought then shrugged. 
 
    “I don’t remember. I just remember the net, and if I strain really hard, maybe my mother’s voice?” 
 
    Nameless’s jaw dropped at her words. 
 
    “You were caught in a net?” 
 
    “I suppose. Yeah?” She looked a bit self-conscious. 
 
    “Oh dear, you never said anything.” 
 
    Ophelia fussed as she wiped her hands clean and fluttered over to comfort the Minotaur. 
 
    “Kinda normal for monsters like us. I remember my mom’s face while she dangled the yarn in front of me but after that it was just one shit-head after another holding my stone and telling me what to do.” Erica’s voice was subdued. 
 
    “Wow, you two had really shitty childhoods.” 
 
    Nina reached over and awkwardly patted the Katje’s knee. 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes at the Gigas’s crude attempt at sympathy. 
 
    “Not all of us got to play with red-hot iron.” 
 
    “Yeah, and that’s sad.” Nina insisted. 
 
    The fire popped and snapped and they were silent as they ate their meal. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Awhile after dinner Nameless went into the bushes to relieve himself, and as he walked back into camp he ran into Kar, his cheek firmly pressing against one of her breasts for a moment. 
 
    “Oh, s-sorry Kar!” 
 
    He stumbled back a bit, a soft blush on his cheeks. 
 
    “No harm Valkyrja, in fact you are welcome to bury your face in my bosom whenever you please!” 
 
    “Ah, th-thank you?” 
 
    She sighed at his reticent response. 
 
    “May we speak for a moment?” 
 
    Curious, he simply nodded and she set her back against a nearby tree and examined him in the fading light. 
 
    “Tell me Valkyrja, why do you fear me?” 
 
     His jaw dropped at her earnest question. 
 
    “I don’t! I mean, yeah maybe I was a bit nervous at first, but with everything that you and the others are doing for us, I really don’t!” 
 
    “Perhaps I should rephrase-” She tilted her head slightly and her voice was subdued; “Why do you fear my touch?” 
 
    “Kar…” 
 
    “I know that you have many loves, and I think you know by now that I wish to count myself amongst them. The day I knelt with my sisters and watched you risk everything that you are to save Nina…” She shook her head with a wistful smile; “There was no doubt in my mind that I had found the man worthy of my heart.” 
 
    He was speechless at her words. 
 
    “You are a great man, and not just because you are an Empath, or Valkyrja, though the knowledge that you could bond with me is certainly a factor in my attraction. But it is none of that that stirs me here…” She took his hand with surprising gentleness and pressed his palm to her taut naval before continuing; “No, what sets my loins on fire is the simple things, like way your forehead creases with worry when you think about the pain of others, the compassion you show to people you have never met. And the way that you always think of yourself last when indeed you should be first.” 
 
    Her sparkling blue eyes held his muddy browns in a firm embrace for a long moment as she pulled his hand lower until his fingers slipped under her hide skirt, through a patch of downy hair and found her moist nether lips. 
 
    “Your humility makes me wet.” She whispered. 
 
    His face was on fire by then, heart pounding in his ears. He tried to stammer out a response, any response, but was ultimately unable to say anything. 
 
    “Did you know, that I have lain with many worthy men and women, but none have so captured my interest as you have? I can think of no other whom I would give this to.” 
 
    She released his hand which he hesitantly withdrew from her privates, and then she held up a glittering blue orb between her fingers. 
 
    Her heartstone! 
 
    He knew he had to be careful how he handled the situation, with all that she was doing for Erica and Milly, he considered her a friend, and he would be lying if he said that he felt nothing for the beautiful woman. 
 
    “K-Kar… you are amazing, and anybody would be… truly lucky to accept this gift.” He took her hand in both of his, his wet fingers brushing against her stone as he closed her fist around the beautiful blue orb; “And I am really touched that you would trust me with it…” 
 
    She sighed and her eyes closed, a single tear trailing down her cheek. 
 
    “But?” 
 
    He waited for her to open her eyes again before he nodded. 
 
    “But.” He repeated simply. 
 
    Since he had touched her stone he was able to sense the sting of rejection but also that she understood the source of it. 
 
    “It isn’t your decision to make is it?” 
 
    He shook his head and laughed a bit, his own eyes beginning to tear up at the emotional moment. 
 
    “No, it really isn’t.” 
 
    They both took a second to compose themselves. 
 
    “I understand, forgive me for putting you in this position. Truly you are a good man.” She leaned down and gently brushing her lips against his forehead. 
 
    “Tell that to Nina.” He sighed ruefully. 
 
    She shifted away from him and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Is your Gigas giving you some trouble?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry, it’s nothing.” 
 
    But she wasn’t having any of it, pulling him over to sit on a downed log with her. 
 
    “Tell me, perhaps I can help. I know how a warrior thinks.” 
 
    Her smile was so kind… 
 
    Sensing her earnest desire to help him, he couldn’t help but open up to the warm-hearted Amazon. 
 
    He explained the situation to her, how they had failed to have sex, and subsequently how Nina had withdrawn from them in their tent at night, and the advice that Miranda had given him. 
 
    Kar considered his words for a long time, before speaking carefully. 
 
    “There are two types of mates that an Amazon will seek out. Those that are strong, and have the resolve to dominate her in her own bed, where every coupling is an invigorating contest of wills between the two…” 
 
    “A-And the other?” 
 
    “The other is what I hope to find with you: someone to provide for, and to protect. A gentler lover, who is not afraid to submit to my strength, this does not make you inferior mind! It is just how my breed works; our instincts guide us to challenge the strong and to protect the weak.” 
 
    He blinked at the insight into the Amazons’ psyche. 
 
    “I imagine that Nina is similar, but also different. Tell me, when you first tried to bed her, were you in control or was she?” 
 
    Thinking back on the event his eyes widened in realization. 
 
    “She was. She was very vocal and actually kind of pushy…” 
 
    He felt guilty for saying it, but he knew as he did that it was true. 
 
    Kar nodded as he confirmed her suspicions. 
 
    “Were you and I to couple this night, I would submit to you gladly.” She drew her hand with a dry rasp over their improvised seat; “I would lean over this very log and spread my thighs for you and allow you to take your pleasure from me however you desired, my body would be yours to command.” 
 
    He gulped audibly at her words. 
 
    “But other Amazons would want you to bend them over. They would go to their knees only if you made them.” 
 
    She licked her lips, thinking about going to her knees for him. 
 
    “Our instincts govern our behaviour, and by extension our bodies. I believe that the problem you face with Nina is not, ah, mechanical? As Miranda suggested, but rather instinctual. You need to tap into those instincts to get her body to submit, nay, to make her body submit to you. That is my advice to you, I hope it helps.” 
 
    He thought for a long time about what she had said as they sat together in the woods. After several quiet minutes he turned to her and spoke with heartfelt gratitude. 
 
    “Thank you, Kar, thank you so much!” 
 
    She smiled coyly. 
 
    “Does this mean you’ll bend me over the log?” 
 
    Her teasing tone had returned and for once he didn’t blush, but rather smiled at her heated offer. 
 
    “Kar, I meant what I said. I would take you right now, if I could. You deserve to have everything that you want.” 
 
    Her look turned smug. 
 
    “I haven’t given up on what I want yet, Valkyrja.” 
 
    His smile faded a bit. 
 
    “I won’t ask you to, but I don’t want you to get hurt.” 
 
    Her sudden laughter came in great peals that danced into the woods. 
 
    “You may be a great man, but Miranda is right, you are also kind of stupid!” 
 
    He felt a little hurt until she leapt up and clamped her hands to his face and pulled his lips to hers, leaning down and kissing him energetically. 
 
    When she finally broke away her smile was wide. 
 
    “Do not fear for my heart, you kind little man! I am an Amazon warrior and can take any heartache that you could possibly dish out! Now, I think we should return to the others before they suspect that I am sucking your cock in the woods!” 
 
    She paused and moistened her lips with her tongue before she spoke again, her voice low. 
 
     “Unless… you want me to suck your cock in the woods?” 
 
    She slowly let her jaw drop down and showed him the inside of her wet mouth in the fading light, though the corners of her open lips twitched as she fought to hold back a grin. 
 
    While he knew that she was teasing him again, her offer was still very real and it took him a moment to find his voice as a heavy wave of arousal washed over him and he wasn’t sure whether it came from her heartstone or from himself. 
 
    “N-No thank you Kar! I think we should definitely head back.” 
 
    He privately hoped that she didn’t notice the bulge in his pants… 
 
    Her mouth closed with a smirk and she gave him another quick peck on the lips which he couldn’t help but return before they walked back into camp. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After they had settled in their tent for the night Nameless decided a conversation with the girls was in order. It took him a few minutes to gather his nerve, and then he took a deep breath before confessing. 
 
    “Kar kissed me.” 
 
    There was a couple seconds of silence as the others absorbed his words. 
 
    “Oh dear.” Ophelia sighed. 
 
    “Yeah I figured she might try something.” Erica said while balancing one of her knives on its point. 
 
    “You turned her down?” Milly was calm. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean kind of.” He said evasively. 
 
    Erica flicked the knife up in the air and caught it between two fingers with a knowing look. 
 
    “Let me guess ‘not my decision to make’?” 
 
    “Er-” 
 
    “Heh, pussy.” Nina snorted. 
 
    Ophelia settled beside him on their bedroll. 
 
    “Dearheart, why don’t you tell us what happened?” 
 
    He blew out a breath and nodded, recounting their conversation from earlier, though he left out what her advice had been regarding Nina. When he finished the others were quiet for a time as he nervously awaited their words. 
 
    “Oh relax lover!” Erica crawled over to him and butted her head against his side; “Like I said, I knew she was going to try something. Honestly if I didn’t already have all the pussy I could eat I would happily have a romp with her!” 
 
    His eyebrows retreated into his hairline at her words. 
 
    “She is very attractive, and very kind.” Ophelia mused. 
 
    “Yeah, when she isn’t kicking my butt.” Milly smiled. 
 
    Nameless took a moment to gather his thoughts. 
 
    “You aren’t… mad?” 
 
    The girls laughed, and Nina snorted again. Erica nuzzled into his neck. 
 
    “Baby, she’s our friend! And she has more than once asked us if we would be okay with her joining us so it’s not like this is a big shock. Though I’m a little annoyed she went around us and tried to give you her stone like that.” She finished with an indignant huff. 
 
    Nameless remembered the look on Kar’s face when he turned down her offer, and the sense of disappointment she had felt… 
 
    Then he remembered the look when she held her mouth open for him, the erotic opportunity still hung over him and his blood heated again. 
 
    Picking up on his emotions, Nina spoke her mind again. 
 
    “I think you’re just upset that you didn’t get to have the smoking hot Amazon suck you off.” 
 
    Privately Nameless had to admit she wasn’t wrong; Kar was very attractive and the thought of her on her knees before him… he shook his head in an attempt to clear the fog of arousal. 
 
    “Master, I like her a lot. She’s been nothing but kind to all of us. But I think we should focus on finding Volka, not finding more girls to play with!” Milly said. 
 
    He nodded vigorously. 
 
    “I know! I swear, I didn’t mean for this to happen!” 
 
    “Relax dearheart, we really aren’t mad. But I think Milly is right, we need to find Volka before anything else, after all, she should have a say in things like this.” 
 
    Nameless felt a surge of guilt, he hadn’t even thought about that. 
 
    He considered it for a moment, his encounter with Volka had been surreal. She really was a mystery, he knew more about any one of the Amazons that journeyed with them then he knew about her. 
 
    Please, find me? 
 
    Her last request to him echoed in his head and he closed his eyes to focus on her light in his mind, willing himself closer to it, but it was no use. He would have more luck reaching up and touching a star in the night sky. 
 
    “Master? Are you alright?” Milly’s voice was concerned. 
 
    He was startled to realize that he had tears on his cheeks. 
 
    “Sorry! It’s just, she is so far away. I feel like we will never find her. Like she wasn’t even real.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” Nina said bluntly; “Don’t be a pussy, we will find her and of course she’s real. She saved my life and I will repay that debt.” 
 
    Nameless shared a grateful look with her; even with all that was going on with them he was glad of her words and her company. 
 
    “Thank you Nina.” 
 
    Her fierce promise seemed to settle the issue as Erica curled up beside him. 
 
    “Glad that’s sorted. Now, since Kar clearly aroused you so much, I think this need to be taken care of don’t you?” 
 
    The Katje squeezed his cock through his pants. Nina rolled her eyes, but she was smirking. 
 
    “You do that, I’m sleeping.” She flopped down in her corner once again. 
 
    The others gave her a disappointed look, long enough that she spoke again. 
 
    “I told you, I don’t want you, any of you, to hold back on my account. Now would someone please suck his dick so we can all go to sleep.” 
 
    They chuckled at her words. 
 
    Remembering everything that Kar had told him, Nameless spoke with resolve at the tiny girl. 
 
    “Someday soon Nina, we will figure this out, I promise you that.” 
 
    The Gigas considered his demeanor for several moments, her lips pursed in thought. 
 
    “I’m going to hold you to that.” She muttered finally. 
 
    She rolled on her side facing away from them and was soon snoring gently into the stillness of the night.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6:  
 
    Remnants of the Past 
 
      
 
      
 
    A tall man with thick glasses delicately swept a soft-bristled brush across the impossibly smooth stone wall before him. He worked patiently to shift the dirt out of the indented markings that the diggers had uncovered earlier that day. The man absently tapped the dust from his brush as he leaned back and mouthed the ancient letters. 
 
    “Medical, or medicine… this one is easy: emergency… this one is keep… safe? No, it’s storage!” His eyes lit up as he finished his translation; “Emergency medical storage!” 
 
    He hopped from one foot to the other excitedly before calling out. 
 
    “Bask! Bask! I’ve made a discovery!” 
 
    He couldn’t keep himself from excitedly waving his arms from his place in the deep quarry beneath the hot sands. 
 
    A sandy haired Troglodyte swore as she turned to witness the foolish man recklessly sprint towards her, weaving in and out of shackled men who were working picks and shovels in the uncooperative earth. 
 
    “Desert’s-breath, what is it now?!” 
 
    The Trog’s armed and armoured brethren turned away from their charges for a moment to follow his progress, hints of amusement in their eyes, before returning their attention back to the rough looking men in the quarry. 
 
    Only the worst criminals were sent to the dig-sites in the Sansee Wastes. 
 
    The willowy man finally reached her and she greeted him with crossed arms. 
 
    “I’ve made a discovery!” His hands were resting on his knees as he panted from his exertion. 
 
    “And I have told you not to run in this heat! You are going to kill yourself and then I am going to kill you!” 
 
    Her thick tail swishing to and fro, belying her agitation. He gulped several times then continued as if she hadn’t spoken. 
 
    “The markings on the north side, I’ve deciphered some of them: emergency medical storage!” 
 
    He swallowed again as he sought to tell of his discovery while still trying to catch his breath. 
 
    She gave him her best stony glare, the kind that made the murderers and rapists in the quarry below cower before her and beg for mercy without her even needing to draw her massive blade from its sheath on her back. 
 
    But the four-eyed man was utterly oblivious. 
 
    “Bask, do you realize what this means?” 
 
    She hissed at him. 
 
    “When you consider this with the other markings I’ve translated… Bask, I really do think that this was a hospital!” 
 
    Her tongue flicked out, tasting his sweat on the air. The taste of him made her groin bloom with desire. 
 
    It was becoming harder to resist the urge to either kill him or fuck him. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So we could be on the brink of the greatest archeological find in two centuries! Imagine what we could learn! Advanced medical techniques, maybe even some intact machinery!” Sweat poured off of him but he was heedless of it. 
 
    She sighed in exasperation. 
 
    “So what do you want me to do about it?” She clarified between gritted teeth. 
 
    “Oh! Um, shift the digging to the north side? I think we’re close to breaking into another chamber there.” 
 
    Her tongue flicked out again of its own volition, the taste of his sweat too sweet to resist despite her impatience. 
 
    “Will it be a space full of worthless junk and rubble like the last three?” 
 
    “Bask!” His tone was scandalized; “Junk?! Really now, those were intact pieces of history!” 
 
    “You told me one of those pieces of history was for cutting toenails.” 
 
    “History, Bask!” 
 
    She groaned, and then gave a sharp gesture with one hand to attract the attention of her second in command. 
 
    “Sila, get the diggers re-positioned to the north side. It seems we are going to make another discovery.” 
 
    “As you command, Bloodletter.” 
 
    Her second managed to keep a straight face when she turned to deliver her orders. 
 
    “Anything else?” Bask demanded of the skinny man. 
 
    He mopped the sweat from his brow with a dirty rag. 
 
    “Hmm?” He replied absently. 
 
    The Trog leader prayed for patience before speaking through her teeth. 
 
    “Is. There. Anything. Else?” 
 
    “Hmmm, no, not that I can think of.” His smile was oblivious. 
 
    He was insufferable! 
 
    “I swear, when I agreed to let you manage my dig I did not expect you to be so… so infuriating!” She hissed at him. 
 
    “Oh! Speaking of digging we’re going to need more tools, some of the men are actually using rocks. Rocks Bask!” 
 
    “How terrible.” She grumbled. 
 
    “Yes, terribly inefficient. Anyways, I’m going back to the shade of my work bench, it’s quite hot out here you know?” 
 
    She hissed at him again. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Far to the west a large party was working their way through the lowlands. They had long since left the light coloured birch trees and the nice wide road behind. They now had to navigate a narrow trail winding its way through much harsher dark pines. It had rained all morning and the path was often slick with muck. 
 
    It had been a few days since Kar had given her knives to Erica and made her pass at Nameless. She and the Katje were striding next to each other in silence, their focus on their footing on the wet trail. 
 
    Once they reached the bottom of the hill Erica abruptly turned to Kar. 
 
    “So yeah, you kind of lit a fire in my man’s pants the other day.” 
 
    Kar measured the Katje’s words. 
 
    “I, I am sorry, Erica. I shouldn’t have done it, I know I shouldn’t have done it. But I just… I had to know if the attraction was mutual or if I should give up.” 
 
    Erica smiled. 
 
    “Kar, you’re smoking hot, even when you’re sitting on me you’re smoking hot. So yeah, mutual attraction. I’ve even seen Nina checking you out. But you know we can’t do anything about it until we find Volka right?” 
 
    Kar was nodding fervently. 
 
    “No of course, I understand perfectly!” 
 
    Erica giggled. 
 
    “You’re acting like I’m gunna try and scratch you!” 
 
    Kar relaxed at the Katje’s laughter and took a moment to consider the shorter girl. 
 
    “Do you want to scratch me kitty? That could be fun, we could play rough.” 
 
    The cat licked her lips and her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Naughty Amazon, maybe I should punish you…” 
 
    Her voice trailed off though as her ears swiveled to one side, her expression shifting to one of confusion as her eyes widened. 
 
    “What the fu-” 
 
    A dark vine shot out of the surrounding dense undergrowth and attempted to snag the Katje, but her reflexes were too fast and she flipped back out of its reach. 
 
    “Hey! This stupid plant is trying to get me!” She called a warning to the others as they came down the hill and more tendrils began to spring forth. 
 
    “Damn! It’s a Man-eater!” Kar shouted, back pedaling and twirling her spear to cut through several vines with its bladed tip. 
 
    Erica leapt and dodged them, at one point snagging a heavy branch above her with all four paws and hanging upside down nearly fifteen feet in the air. 
 
    The grasping vines, somehow sensing that she wasn’t easy prey, turned on the others as a hollow roar sounded from deep in the bushes beside the trail. 
 
    The other Amazons quickly joined Kar, a protective barrier forming around Nameless and the others as Yana began to shout orders. 
 
    “Why is it trying to catch us girls then?” Milly asked. 
 
    Three of the vines had wrapped around her waist and were vainly trying to pull her into the bushes, but the powerful monster didn’t even budge, instead she just looked down at them with her arms held out to the sides, her expression puzzled. 
 
    “I think that’s just what it’s called dear!” Ophelia called down. 
 
    She had landed on a branch near Erica, out of range of the vines and trusting in the stronger monsters to deal with the threat. 
 
    While the embattled Amazons held off the vines Nina blew out her breath in annoyance and hefted her hammer. 
 
    “Fine! Stupid plant.” She stomped off into the woods, directly towards where the vines were coming from. 
 
    “Nina!” Nameless called out. 
 
    “Relax kid, remember what I said about messing with a Gigas? This will be over in a second.” 
 
    Miranda had taken refuge behind Kala and Yana, Jezebel clinging to her side. 
 
    Indeed, it was only a few seconds later that they heard a muffled thump and a terrible shrieking wail from the trees and abruptly the vines went limp. 
 
    Jan was wrapped in two of them and stayed on the ground long after their grip on her had slackened, her tail wagged vigorously as she rolled in the churned earth. 
 
    “Save me Mistress, it’s got me!” She called out dramatically, one hand outstretched to Miranda. 
 
    “Oh no! Jan!” Jezebel cried. 
 
    Jan stopped struggling immediately at the gullible Gripau’s distress. She gave the small girl a frustrated look. 
 
    “Dammit Jez! Do you know how rare it is that I can get her to roll in the mud with me?” 
 
    “Not today puppy, now get up.” Miranda ordered drily. 
 
    “Oohh! Do you think there is another one out there?” 
 
    Jan’s voice was hopeful as she cast the vines off of her and luxuriated in the delightful feel of the mud on her skin. 
 
    Yana wore an amused smirk on her lips as she wiped the blade of her spear. 
 
    “Not likely, they are solitary creatures. They usually claim a large area to hunt in.” 
 
    The speed with which she had swung her weapon was astounding to witness. 
 
    With resounding cracks several trees fell in the direction of the Man-eater, and a few moments later Nina stomped out of the dense bushes, cursing with every step. She was covered from head to toe in plant gore, and even as she broke out of the undergrowth a great gob of green sludge slid down the side of her head and hit the forest floor with a wet plop. 
 
    Her face was a thundercloud. 
 
    “If there is another one, someone else can kill it.” 
 
    Milly pulled the vines down her waist, and then walked under the tree where Erica was now sprawled on a branch, her tail flicking side to side in agitation. 
 
    “You coming down kitty?” 
 
    Erica’s wary gaze was following the angry giant. 
 
    “Nah, I think I’ll stay up here. Safer.” 
 
    “What did it look like Nina?” Ophelia asked as she flew down to the girl’s side. 
 
    She soaked a kerchief in water from her canteen and then knelt down to help the Gigas clean the gore off her face. 
 
    “I dunno, like a big plant with teeth?” Nina shrugged, squirming a bit before resigning herself to Ophelia’s ministrations. 
 
    Kar stepped forwards and offered the Flutterby a towel that Juni had soaked for her, Ophelia’s dainty hanky not up to the task of cleaning the gore-covered Nina. 
 
    “A remnant of the war, a mixture of Dryad magic and the cunning of the Witches, they were created to strike down any man who entered their territory, but the years have made them indiscriminate.” Kar spoke grimly; “We were fortunate. There is a reason that they have not been hunted to extinction. Were we not accompanied by a Gigas my sisters and I would have had a hard fight to overcome those vines and reach the beast.” 
 
    The trees had taken on a sinister bend as Nameless looked around them, anxiety plain in his features. 
 
    “It’s alright kid, like Yana said: they claim massive swaths of land. In fact with this thing hunting here this whole area will be free of anything remotely hostile to humans. The locals must know better and simply avoid the thing. The fact that no one in Bramblewood set up some kind of warning on the trail or bothered to contact the Aegis is kind of annoying though.” 
 
    Miranda had tilted Kala’s head to one side as she spoke and frowned; the young Amazon had blood on her neck. One of the man-eater’s vines had slipped past her whirling spear and caught her just under her jaw. As Miranda broke open her first aid kit and began to dab at the blood with a cotton swab the Amazon’s eyes hooded, enjoying the rare occasion of having her wife fuss over her. 
 
    “Indeed, and with that excitement over we should continue onwards.” 
 
    Yana spoke decisively and the other Amazons took her words as the order they were and the party quickly began to move again. 
 
    They didn’t make it more than a few miles down the trail though when suddenly Milly pitched over forwards and landed in the dirt. 
 
    “Milly!” Erica exclaimed, quickly kneeling at the Minotaur’s side. 
 
    “Ow.” She complained as she picked herself up on to her knees. 
 
    “Oh dear, your shoe…” Ophelia fussed. 
 
    One of her shoes had caught on a hidden rock in the trail and had bent from her weight when it was torn from her hoof as she fell. 
 
    Kar and another Amazon gamely hauled Milly to her feet as Nina took the shoe from Ophelia. 
 
    “No big, I can fix this. Just need a hot enough fire.” 
 
    Yana had turned back from leading them and nodded. 
 
    “Easy enough to arrange, we were nearly ready to set up camp again anyways, Bramblewood should be just a couple of miles away and it would be better not to try to find lodging at such a place.” 
 
    “We still need supplies though…” Jan said but Miranda was shaking her head. 
 
    “And you and I need to go over those maps and I still need to properly dress that wound.” 
 
    She pointed at Kala’s neck. 
 
    “We can get the supplies!” Erica volunteered. 
 
    Ophelia readily agreed. 
 
    “Yes, I believe that I know everything that we need so it is no trouble.” 
 
    Kar brusquely whipped the mud off of Milly’s front before she spoke with a frown. 
 
    “Bramblewood is very isolated, places like that tend to draw the seedier sort of people.” 
 
    “Yes, Kar is right, but if she goes with you I’m sure it will be fine.” Yana said with finality. 
 
    Nameless stepped forwards then and took Erica’s hand. 
 
    “I’d like to go as well if I may. I’m kind of curious what a town on the edge of the wilds would be like.” 
 
    Miranda frowned and looked to be on the verge of objecting but then she tilted her head in thought. 
 
    “That’s actually not a bad idea, three monster girls alone in such a place would look odd, but if a tamer was with them no one would bat an eye. And even off the beaten path as it is, Bramblewood still has laws. Just don’t draw attention to yourselves eh?” 
 
    While the Amazons helped build a fire for Nina, Miranda, her girls and Yana were deep in conversation about the best way forwards as they pored over her maps. 
 
    Soon Milly watched in fascination as Nina worked to fix her shoe, using her massive hammer as an anvil while she tapped away at the glowing metal with one firm knuckle. 
 
    Though they trusted Kar implicitly, both monsters couldn’t help but worry a bit for their master’s safety.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7:  
 
    On the Edge 
 
      
 
      
 
    Before long Nameless and the three girls were walking into Bramblewood, which turned out to be a collection of wooden buildings surrounded by a crude palisade. 
 
    Loud music, crude voices and raucous laughter greeted them as they walked into town. It was a rough and tumble place and the appearance of the imposing Kar did nothing to change that, though the locals did make a point of getting out of her way as she strode down the muddy street. 
 
    As far as Nameless knew the only people that lived here were trappers, tamers, and the people who ran the shops that supplied them. And though the unshaven men did give the Amazon a wide birth, there were a great many leers directed at Erica. 
 
    One particularly drunk man stumbled out of a nearby pub, shook his head to clear it, then his eyes grew wide as he took in the sight of her. 
 
    Her ears flattened at his lewd smile. 
 
    The man stumbled towards them, tripping over his own feet and landing in the mud before getting up right in front of her and Nameless. 
 
    “Hey… you-” He hiccupped, then his cheeks billowed out in a barely contained belch as he leaned towards the younger man; “She’s a new one! Are you -hic- open for business?” 
 
    Nameless’s jaw dropped, Erica hissed at him, and Ophelia gasped, but Kar simply put her hand to the man’s forehead and pushed him over in the mud and kept walking. 
 
    He was snoring a second later. 
 
    “Places like this bring out the worst in men like him.” She sniffed; “We should hurry and get what we need.” 
 
    Sadly this was but the first of many such encounters in the muddy streets, and it soon became clear as to why. 
 
    One of the larger buildings in town was a flamboyantly painted three story affair with a number of lingerie clad Katje lingering all around it; some were actually curled up on the open window sills even as high up as the third floor. 
 
    “The… Cat-House?” Nameless read off the large sign over the front door. 
 
    “Hey sugar, only eighty bits for the best ride of your life.” One cream-coloured Katje had spotted him and called out in a husky purr. 
 
    She was wearing nothing but red underwear and a similarly red feather boa. As she spoke Nameless finally clued in as to what, exactly, the Cat-House was… 
 
    “Let’s keep moving, unless you want to spend some coins?” Kar said coldly. 
 
    Nameless was pink by then, but he sensed something from one of the heartstones on his arm. 
 
    Erica was mortified. 
 
    “Erica…” 
 
    The emotion was quashed as quickly as it came and the Katje grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the whore-house. 
 
    “Come on Master! Kar is right, we need to get our shit and get out of this place.” 
 
    “A-Alright.” 
 
    But he saw her wipe away a hot tear from her cheek. 
 
    Kar caught the exchange and also saw the look on Erica’s face. So when the next man made a pass at the Katje, she seized him by the shirt and threw him into a pile of rubbish bins against the side of one of the rough wooden buildings. 
 
    “The next drunken fool to proposition my friend will taste the end of my spear!” 
 
    She called out loudly for all of the nearby men to hear. 
 
    Ophelia sighed. 
 
    “So much for not drawing attention.” 
 
    But at least Erica wasn’t likely to receive any more offers. 
 
    “Thanks.” Erica’s voice was tiny. 
 
    “Bah, make no mention of it, sweet girl. And just ignore these scum. I have not seen a single man since we walked through those walls, only greedy boys!” 
 
    “That hurts my feelings a bit.” A voice drawled. 
 
    They turned to see a man in a wrinkled security uniform sauntering up to them. 
 
    “The name’s Jared, and I’m the law out here. You know, technically you just committed assault.” 
 
    He sounded apologetic as he gestured at the downed man with his other hand resting on his hip. 
 
    Kar laughed. 
 
    “Will you detain me then? Do you think you have the strength to master me?” 
 
    He was shaking his head before she finished though. 
 
    “Nope, no one is going to master or detain nothing. Just mind you don’t commit more than assault. If bodies start dropping I’ll have to get involved. And try to go easy on these men. They’re hard workers when they’re sober.” 
 
    Kar sniffed again. 
 
    “Drunk or no, we are all judged by our actions. So if another one of these boys bothers her again, I will keep my promise. This Katje is no trollop for you or your friends to play with.” 
 
    With that she turned away and they kept moving, the lawman’s eyes tracking them all the while. 
 
    After they had stocked up from the local provisioner they were stopped one more time, though by a much different person. A tiny monster girl with dark brown hair, rounded grey ears and a skinny pink tail tugged on Nameless’s pant leg. 
 
    “Hey! You need any more supplies? I know a better place! Great prices!” The little girl shifted from one foot to the other excitedly. 
 
    Ophelia frowned at the sight of the young girl, barefoot in the muck and clad in worn clothing. 
 
    “Goodness dearheart! Where are your parents?” 
 
    The little girl shifted back on her heels. 
 
    “Don’t have any.” She said defensively. 
 
    Ophelia tsked. 
 
    “Well, then who takes care of you?” 
 
    Nameless recognized her tone immediately, he had heard it many times before. If there was one thing Ophelia understood above all else, it was children. 
 
    The little mouse girl smacked one fist to her chest, though her eyes shimmered a bit. 
 
    “I take care of me! Cuz I’m tuff.” 
 
    Ophelia adopted her best stern look. 
 
    “Young lady, you are far too young to take care of yourself. Now why don’t you come with us and we can get you something to eat?” 
 
    The girl’s brave expression faded a bit and she swallowed as her eyes flicked to Nameless for a moment. 
 
    “I won’t, I won’t have to do any grown-up stuff will I? Cuz the girls from the Cat-House warned me about that.” 
 
    Nameless grimaced but it was Erica who replied. 
 
    “Kiddo, if someone tries to make you do anything like that I promise you it would end very badly for them.” 
 
    She was twirling one of her knives between two fingers and the little mouse smiled at the Katje’s posing. 
 
    “Okay! Just let me get my bag!” As she turned to leave she paused; “My name’s Mishka!” 
 
    She scampered away and slipped under a nearby porch. 
 
    But Kar was shaking her head. 
 
    “Ophelia, this urchin will play on your compassion and no doubt try to steal from us, we should leave.” 
 
    The Flutterby shifted to face Kar and the warrior actually stepped back at the heat of her glare. 
 
    “Of course she will! And in the process of stealing from us she will get a hot meal and a warm bath. Two things she clearly needs.” Her look softened and she smiled confidently; “I spent three years working with children just like her in the slums outside Algrade, so believe me when I tell you there isn’t a trick this girl could pull that I haven’t seen before!” 
 
    Kar still looked skeptical but she didn’t off any more objections. 
 
    Mishka soon returned with a small canvas sack over her shoulder, though now she looked a little shy. 
 
    “I told you my name…” She hinted. 
 
    “Yes you did dearheart. My name is Ophelia, but you must call me Mistress Ophelia.” 
 
    The girl blinked her wide eyes. 
 
    “How come I gotta call you that?” 
 
    Ophelia reached down and crooked her fingers under the mouse girl’s chin to turn the girls face up to meet her kind eyes. 
 
    “Because dearheart, it shows me that you are willing to behave, and only if you are willing to behave can we be friends.” 
 
    The girl’s jaw jutted out pugnaciously. 
 
    “What if I don’t wanna?!” 
 
    Ophelia fixed her with a firm look that Nameless hadn’t seen since she caught him trying to sneak cookies into his bed at the orphanage. She didn’t say anything, because really, she didn’t need to. 
 
    The little mouse swallowed, her bluster gone as quickly as it came. 
 
    “I wanna.” 
 
    The Flutterby nodded. 
 
    “I know you do dear. Now, we were headed back to our camp to make dinner if you would like to join us.” 
 
    But the mouse’s round ears flattened to her head. 
 
    “You aren’t staying in town?” 
 
    “No, our friends are outside of town waiting for us, now come along dear.” 
 
    They took a couple steps away but the mouse girl remained unmoving. 
 
    “I can’t do that.” Her voice was as tiny as she was. 
 
    Ophelia put her hands on her hips. 
 
    “And why not?” 
 
    Mishka shifted her weight from one foot to the other. 
 
    “I can’t tell you that.” 
 
    Erica’s eyes widened and she squatted down slightly to bring herself to Mishka’s height. 
 
    “Mishka, where is your heartstone?” She asked slowly. 
 
    The girl swallowed, her look turning fearful. 
 
    “I-I can’t tell you that either.” 
 
    Kar, her interest piqued now, crouched down next to Erica, though she was still much taller than either of them. 
 
    “You are far too young to be apart from your heart little one! Did someone take it from you?” 
 
    Mishka was looking very uncomfortable. 
 
    “I see, well, since you can’t leave, and can’t tell us where your stone is, can you at least tell us who holds it?” 
 
    She opened her mouth, about to say something, but a familiar voice cut into their conversation. 
 
    “Well now! What is going on over here? Mishka you run along now and stop bothering these nice folk!” 
 
    Jared’s voice distracted them from Mishka, but as they turned to him Erica called out. 
 
    “Hey wait!” 
 
    The little mouse had scampered away, quickly disappearing underneath the nearby porch. 
 
    Ophelia rounded on Jared and her ire was plain to see. 
 
    “Why did you interfere!? Clearly that child is in need of help!” 
 
    Jared put both hands in front of himself defensively. 
 
    “Whoah, easy! Look she’s a nice enough kid, but I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had people complain to me about her stealing from them.” 
 
    Ophelia’s wings fluttered in agitation. 
 
    “And whose fault is that? Who looks after her? Who makes sure she’s eating healthy and that the men-” She spat out the word like it was rotten in her mouth; “-in this cesspool aren’t taking advantage of her?” 
 
    A hint of anger took hold of Jared’s features. 
 
    “Look lady, you’re new around here, so I’ll let that slide. But if any one of the men in town was ever stupid enough to mess with her like that… well let’s just say they would find themselves in a dirt house with a thick roof over their head. That I promise you. As for who looks after her, well, the ladies of the Cat-House do! At least as much as she lets them. Don’t be fooled by those big round eyes of hers neither! She would have cleaned you folks out of coins and been back on the street in an hour looking for the next sucker to come along!” 
 
    Ophelia’s didn’t look convinced as she crossed her arms over her breasts. 
 
    Jared sighed. 
 
    “Look, I know she’s troubled and I wish we could do more for her, I really do. But you can’t save everyone.” 
 
    Nameless surprised them all by nodding and speaking for the first time. 
 
    “I’m sure that you do what you can, and I’m sorry for the trouble.” 
 
    He crooked his arm in Ophelia’s and pulled her away from the lawman. 
 
    “What?!”  All three girls said in unison. 
 
    “It’s no trouble really, you seem like decent folk.” Jared said in a conciliatory tone. 
 
    “Come on girls, we’ve caused enough grief for the lawkeeper, can’t you see he’s just doing his job? Now all of you be quiet! We’re leaving!” 
 
    Erica and Ophelia followed him, the command in his voice clear. Kar did as well though the look on her face spoke of future violence and indeed as they headed back through town she was unable to keep silent. 
 
    “What is the meaning of this!?” She seized him by the shoulder; “I thought I knew your heart but-” 
 
    “But clearly there is something very wrong in this town and Mishka is part of it. And we’re not going to figure it out from inside a jail cell.” He reasoned. 
 
    “W-Wait, what?” Erica stammered. 
 
    Ophelia tilted her head to one side. 
 
    “You were lying just now…” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I think we should go talk to that nice girl at the Cat-House.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8:  
 
    Undercover 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nina quenched Milly’s shoe by having Juni pour water over it, and shortly she was helping the Minotaur put it back on, wrapping the straps around her ankle with care. All the while the Undine watched in fascination, she didn’t wear shoes at all, so ones made of metal were all the more peculiar to her. 
 
    “Thank you.” Milly said shyly. 
 
    She and Nina really hadn’t spent all that much time alone together. 
 
    “No sweat.” Nina muttered. 
 
    “Nina? You aren’t holding back from us because of me are you? Because of how upset I was when you first bonded to Master?” 
 
    Nina shook her head. 
 
    “No. Don’t be an ass.” 
 
    Milly lips quivered at the sudden insult. 
 
    “I-I’m not an ass!” 
 
    “You are if you blame yourself for shit that isn’t your fault like the weakling does.” Nina spoke blithely as she finished tying the last strap before cracking her knuckles. 
 
    Milly stood up and put her hands on her hips, about to let the little giant have a piece of her mind when Nina asked a simple question that deflated her immediately. 
 
    “What’s it feel like? When he’s inside you?” 
 
    The Gigas was looking at her hammer instead of the Minotaur. 
 
    Milly blinked rapidly, and then sat down again. She reached out and laid her hand over Nina’s. 
 
    “It’s the most amazing feeling: the sense of fullness, and of his pleasure, but also the sense of how badly he wants it to feel good for you as well.” 
 
    She wore a blissful smile. 
 
    Nina huffed. 
 
    “Okay, now you are an ass.” 
 
    The Minotaur’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “What?! You asked-” 
 
    Nina gave her a stern look. 
 
    “Yeah, and you were supposed to say, ‘meh, it’s okay’ or ‘his dick is alright, but Erica’s tongue is better’. Literally anything else to make me feel better about missing out on it.” 
 
    Milly humphed and crossed her arms. 
 
    “I’m not an ass.” She repeated with a pout. 
 
    Nina reached out and slapped her thigh with enough force that the cow girl flinched. 
 
    “It just sucks you know? Laying in the corner and listening to you try to be quiet while he fucks your brains out, all while feeling his desire, and his stupid guilt.” 
 
    Milly dropped her pout and her look turned pleading. 
 
    “Nina, you don’t have to feel that way! You were with Ophelia and Erica, and you enjoyed that!” 
 
    “Yeah, that was pretty great actually…” 
 
    The Gigas shrugged again, and then squirmed a bit when she realized that Milly was staring at her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Let’s do it.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    Milly turned pink as she made her offer clear. 
 
    “Have s-sex.” 
 
    The Gigas blushed as well at the Minotaur’s words, arousal blooming in her at the offer. 
 
    “You’re joking.” 
 
    But Milly took her diminutive face in both hands and forced her to meet her kindly gaze. 
 
    “I want us to get closer Nina, we are bond-sisters, now and for all time. You ran away from me once already, are you going to do it again?” 
 
    Nina was transfixed: her eyes were so blue… 
 
    She swallowed at the sudden tension between them. 
 
    Milly was serious. 
 
    “I-I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to, well, really I can’t make you, and I’m probably not the best choice for this, Erica and Ophelia both have way more experience and are way prettier than me and they know how to-” 
 
    She was beginning to babble when Nina cut her off. 
 
    “Wait, you think you’re not pretty? Have you even seen your tits?” 
 
    Milly blush deepened and she pressed her arms together, enhancing her assets for Nina’s eyes. 
 
    “D-do you like them?” 
 
    It took a few moments for Nina to answer. 
 
    “Sorry, what?” She had been distracted, her eyes boggling at the expanse of cleavage before her. 
 
    Milly giggled, and then turned earnest again. 
 
    “I want to make you feel good, like Erica did at home. I want to show you that it is okay to feel good.” 
 
    Their faces drifted closer, lips barely inches apart, their hot breaths tickling each other’s lips. 
 
    Suddenly Juni let out the breath she had been holding as she desperately needed air. In their intimate moment the pair had forgotten that she was right there with them and in a bid to remain unnoticed the nosy Undine had involuntarily stopped breathing. The two heads slowly turned, still inches apart as Juni offered a sheepish smile. 
 
    “Um, sorry?” 
 
    “Hey water-thing.” Nina began. 
 
    “Y-Yes?” 
 
    “Fuck off.” 
 
    Juni gave a quick nod. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She scampered across the camp and quickly flowed back into her gourd on Yana’s back. 
 
    The two bond-sisters turned to face each other again. 
 
    “Where were we?” Milly asked coyly. 
 
    The heat rekindled as the tension began to mount once more, drawing tight as a bowstring as they drifted closer and feathered their lips over each other’s for the briefest of moments. 
 
    “Ah! Milly there you are, and I see your shoe is fixed! Let us continue your training while we await the others’ return!” 
 
    Tiana, second behind the warleader, had caught sight of them and walked over with an eager smile on her face. She greatly enjoyed working with the buxom Minotaur. 
 
    Her smile disappeared right quick however when the Gigas scooped up her hammer and stalked towards her with murder in her eyes. 
 
    “We can train later!” She shrieked as she ran for her life, the tiny girl in hot pursuit. 
 
    “Oh we’re training now!” Nina shouted as she pulverized rocks, bushes, trees and just about anything else that stood between her and the fleeing Amazon. 
 
    Milly and the others caught up to them a few minutes later, Nina had Tiana trapped far up a tree, clinging to it with all four limbs even as the Gigas shouted at her while removed one massive portion of the trunk at a time with mighty two handed swings of her hammer. 
 
    “This is why-” 
 
    Smash. 
 
    “You don’t-” 
 
    Crack. 
 
    “Twat-block-” 
 
    Crash. 
 
    “The mountain!” 
 
    Tiana gripped the shaking trunk as the tree dropped one section at a time, her doom rapidly approaching. 
 
    “Waaah! Yana! Save me!” 
 
    But Yana merely shook her head with a mixture of awe and amusement on her face. 
 
    “Tiana, if you truly twat-blocked Nina you should have to pay the price. May the Valkyrie watch over you!” 
 
    Fortunately for her, Milly, sweet, merciful Milly, walked up behind Nina and hugged her, whispering in her ear before taking her hand and leading her into the trees. 
 
    No one followed. 
 
    “You alright there Tee?” Jan called out. 
 
    The mighty Amazon sniffled, still clinging to the tree even as it tottered. 
 
    “I peed a bit.” 
 
    She didn’t let go of the tree even as it fell on top of her. 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    Yana and the others shared a laugh before returning to their tasks, leaving their foolish sister to think long and hard about the consequences of pissing off a giant. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless and the girls approached the garish building; the night was just getting started so most of the Katje were still lingering around the porch and the window sills rather than working inside. 
 
    “Back again little guy? Fancy a taste of something fresh, still only eighty coins…” 
 
    The cream-coloured Katje’s eyes flickered to Erica when she mentioned something fresh. 
 
    Nameless was so far out of his element it wasn’t funny, but fortunately Erica wasn’t. 
 
    “My owner might be interested, but he’s a bit shy around girls he doesn’t know.” 
 
    The Katje on the porch pouted a bit. 
 
    “That’s so sad! But I bet we could get him over that shyness right quick…” Her voice trailed off as Erica began shaking her head. 
 
    “No you see, he has a particular… preference, when it comes to girls like us.” 
 
    The other girl’s eyes narrowed slightly. 
 
    “And what kind of preference would that be?” 
 
    “Oh you know, he likes to be in charge.” 
 
    The girl’s smile returned and she gestured grandly with the boa around her neck. 
 
    “Well what a coincidence! Because I love a man who takes charge.” 
 
    But once again Erica was shaking her head. 
 
    “He likes it… when girls have to do what he says.” 
 
    The Katje’s expression turned slightly suspicious and her arms dropped to her sides. 
 
    “We don’t offer that service here.” Her tone was neutral, though her eyes were speculative. 
 
    Erica sighed mournfully. 
 
    “Oh that’s too bad, you see, he had a very successful season and was looking to treat himself. Say, three hundred?” 
 
    The woman considered her proposition for a few seconds. 
 
    “Six.” 
 
    Greed was naked on her face. 
 
    “Four.” Erica countered. 
 
    “Five, and he can go twice.” 
 
    “Four fifty, and he only goes once, weak constitution.” 
 
    The whore gave him a long look up and down, and then snorted. 
 
    “Yeah, I believe that. Alright sold, but I’ll have to take some precautions.” 
 
    Erica smiled. 
 
    “I would be disappointed if you didn’t.” 
 
    The girl went inside. 
 
    “Okay, what just happened?” Nameless queried. 
 
    Erica turned and gave him a serious look. 
 
    “What happened is I got you an hour alone with a whore, so don’t waste it.” 
 
    He was in a bit of a panic at that. 
 
    “W-what am I supposed to do with her?” 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes as if he was being thick on purpose. 
 
    “Find out what she knows about Mishka, of course.” 
 
    But Ophelia frowned and Kar shook her head. 
 
    “Forgive me but I don’t see that happening, these girls strike me as the closed mouthed type.” 
 
    “You’re right, they are. Unless an Empath holds their heartstone and asks them straightforward questions about the well-being of a child.” 
 
    Their eyes all widened. 
 
    “So when you said he likes to tell people what to do…” Ophelia breathed. 
 
    Erica gestured towards the Cat-House with one hand. 
 
    “Right now she’s arranging things so that the two of you will be alone in a room locked from the outside, and then she’ll give you her heartstone so that you can play. Don’t try to leave with it though, that would be a very bad idea.” 
 
    “But I thought you couldn’t order a girl to have sex, and she said they don’t offer that service!” He argued. 
 
    The Katje rolled her eyes again. 
 
    “Yeah, you can’t order her to fuck you, that’s what the money is for. But you can order her to do all kinds of other weird shit. And of course she said they don’t offer that service! Drives up the price. Normally this would cost two hundred coins, maybe two-fifty, tops. Did you see the way her eyes lit up when I led with three? Plus if they didn’t offer that service then there would be no chance of one of them getting lucky and bonding with a customer.” 
 
    Nameless felt a hint of sadness from Erica’s heartstone and after a thoughtful moment he closed his eyes as he realized the truth. 
 
    “It gives them hope doesn’t it?” 
 
    She was quiet for several seconds before responding in a low voice. 
 
    “It did for me.” 
 
    Kar put her arm around her and pulled her into a quick hug. 
 
    “That life is over for you, dear Erica.” The Amazon looked to Nameless; “She returns. Do you have enough coins?” 
 
    Nameless gave a quick nod before the girl came back out onto the porch and threw her boa over his shoulders and took him by the hand. 
 
    “Okay baby, I made the arrangements, but your girls will have to wait downstairs. You and I get to play in the big bedroom.” She giggled. 
 
    She led them into the garish interior, and the smell of the place washed over him: alcohol, perfume, sweat and sex. 
 
    He could not have been less aroused. 
 
    Money changed hands and she led him to a set of stairs going up the back wall. 
 
    “We’ll be down here waiting, sir. Enjoy yourself.” Erica called to him as he climbed the stairs. 
 
    “This couch is sticky.” He heard Kar complain. 
 
    As he ascended the stairs his mind was racing, he wanted to get answers, to figure out what was happening with the little girl that they had only just met, but the light of Volka still called to him in his mind and he couldn’t help but feel like they were wasting time. 
 
    The double doors of the gaudy bedroom closed together with a loud click, the Katje leaning against them with both hands behind her back, gripping the brass handles. 
 
    “Well baby, I have to admit, this is a rare treat for me. Not a lot of men around her are willing to shell out the coins for this kind of special service.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    Nameless was still a bit flustered by the situation and couldn’t help but try to stall. 
 
    She smiled as she sauntered towards him, her soft white tail flicking back and forth as she purred. 
 
    “You can call me Grace, and yours? 
 
    “Nameless.” 
 
    She smirked as she held up her peach coloured heartstone. 
 
    “Sure you are baby. And your hour starts… now.” She dropped the stone into his palm with a wink. 
 
    He closed his eyes as his hand closed around the stone, her emotions flooding into his mind. 
 
    Smug satisfaction, a hint of arousal, and buried underneath it all the tiniest flicker of hope. So tiny, in fact, that if he hadn’t been looking for it he wouldn’t have sensed it at all. 
 
    He opened his eyes again; her head was cocked to one side watching him. 
 
    Curiosity. 
 
    “Just so we’re clear baby, you only get to cum once, but we can cuddle for the rest of the hour if you pop off too soon. Now how do you want me?” 
 
    He sighed, realizing that he had tricked this girl and feeling a little guilty about it. But then he thought of Mishka, out in the muddy streets with no shoes on. 
 
    “I was hoping that we could talk for a bit.” 
 
    She had crawled up onto the big bed, the creamy colouring of her hair, ears and tail contrasting sharply with the red coverlet and her red panties. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah baby, I can do dirty talk.” She arched her back and shook her tushy at him as she purred. 
 
    He shook his head vigorously, deciding to be more direct. 
 
    “Actually I want to talk about Mishka.” 
 
    The Katje froze. 
 
    “Um… what?” 
 
    “I want you to tell me about Mishka.” 
 
    Disappointment and disgust. 
 
    Fear. 
 
    “Look, we don’t deal in kids here.” 
 
    Her fear was mounting, he held her stone and he wasn’t what he was supposed to be. 
 
    “It’s not what you think. I met Mishka earlier tonight, me and my friends tried to help her but then the lawkeeper showed up and she ran away. Please don’t scream. I don’t feel like having my ass kicked by the man on the other side of the door.” 
 
    She let out the breath that she had drawn in to do just that, but then she realized that he had only asked her not to scream, not told her. 
 
    “Why do you care?” 
 
    Nameless frowned. 
 
    “Why don’t you? A child is out there right now, in the muddy streets alone. Why isn’t everyone in this town looking for her to make sure she is safe?” 
 
    Contempt, she didn’t like him judging her. 
 
    “I’m not judging you, I’m just trying to understand.” 
 
    “Sounds like you are to me.” 
 
    Nameless was losing patience. 
 
    “Okay, let’s try something else. 
 
    He closed his eyes once more. He’d never done this on purpose, or with someone who wasn’t a Tenebrae, but Sadie had told him that it was all instinct so he just sort of pushed himself into where he felt her emotions coming from. 
 
    When he opened his eyes he was staring at Grace but the room had dropped away all around them, instead they were surrounded by giant balls of yarn and feather boas, seeming to go for as far as the eye could see. 
 
    Hello Grace. 
 
    Her fear had returned and was rapidly becoming panic so he worked quickly to sooth it. 
 
    It’s alright, you are safe, I promise. 
 
    His sincerity was an actual physical presence within her mind, so she couldn’t help but believe that he meant her no harm, but she was still pretty freaked out to see him in her happy place. 
 
    W-What is happening?! 
 
    Her voice echoed all around them and the figure before him looked around in surprise. 
 
    We’re inside your mind. 
 
    He gave her a second to absorb that. 
 
    Bullshit. 
 
    Maybe a second was too long, so he again thought of another tactic. 
 
    Go ahead, think of something, a memory, a wish, anything. 
 
    The image of an imposing man wearing black popped into being around them, he was guarding the doors to the bedroom, a hefty cudgel at his side, and she hated him. 
 
    That’s Francis, he’s here to keep you safe. He’s actually kind of a bastard but he does his job so you girls put up with him. 
 
    H-How can you possibly know that? 
 
    I told you, we are in your mind, and I can see what you’re thinking. No, that’s not right, I can feel what you’re feeling? The thoughts are kind of just, attached to it, I guess. 
 
    The confusion was plain on her face and in the air around them. 
 
    That makes no sense. 
 
    Look, I don’t have time to explain everything, but I really do need your help. Here, maybe this will make it more clear. 
 
    With that, he pulled where before he had pushed and her consciousness flooded into his mind. 
 
    Whoa… 
 
    Instead of yarn and feather boas, they were in the cottage, the indistinct forms of Milly and the others wandering around inside, the light of their anchors plain to see. 
 
    And now we are in my mind, and there is something I want to show you. 
 
    It took Grace a few moments to collect herself, looking at him and down at herself before looking far into the distance. 
 
    What is that light? It’s so beautiful… 
 
    Startled, he looked in the direction she was pointing and realized that Volka’s light was twinkling far away, and despite the distance it really was quite beautiful. 
 
    He gave a mental sigh, they were getting off topic. 
 
    That… is someone else I hope to help, but right now all I want to do is help Mishka. 
 
    The image of Mishka’s fearful face filled their shared consciousness. 
 
    With a thought he recalled the encounter with her out in the street, and the cottage fell away as the entire scene repeated all around them. Ophelia was once more trying to help her but inevitably Jared showed up and the little mouse girl ran off again. 
 
    He said that you girls look after her, is that true? 
 
    Grace was slow in answering, still bemused by her surroundings. 
 
    Yeah, I mean, kind of. We try to make sure she gets enough to eat and stuff, but a house full of cats isn’t really a great place for a mouse, she’s made a little place for herself in one of the crawlspaces. 
 
    Images of Mishka in the Cat-House popped into being around them as her memories flowed unbidden into his mind. The little girl was scurrying to and fro, playing in out of the way corners to keep out from underfoot. 
 
    How the hell are you doing all of this? 
 
    I’m not, you are. You are sharing your memories of Mishka with me. 
 
    Another scene played out, Grace was teaching Mishka her letters, the two of them cuddled together on her bed. 
 
    Abruptly a brutal stab of remorse and fear cut through the scene as an image of Francis throwing a kick at Mishka popped into being. She had spilled something on his leg, some kind of juice that Grace had given her. 
 
    Fortunately she was quick and scurried away from him before his boot made contact with her vulnerable ribs, though she couldn’t escape his harsh words. 
 
    Grace let out a gasping sob in their mind. 
 
    Y-You’re right, he is a bastard. 
 
    It’s alright, it wasn’t your fault. 
 
    Yeah but I didn’t do anything, I didn’t say anything. 
 
    Another image popped into being, this time it was the little mouse hiding underneath one of the divans in the main room downstairs, crying pitifully from Francis’s verbal abuse. 
 
    Grace had seen her, and though she felt terrible for the poor girl, she was in heat and had a customer waiting for her. 
 
    This had happened just a few days prior so the memory of it was fresh in her mind. The cat sobbed again, a dark wave of guilt colouring the scene around them. But he pushed it away from her with his words. 
 
    Don’t dwell on past mistakes! All that matters is that you’re doing something now! 
 
    His thoughts were passionate. 
 
    It took her a few more seconds to compose herself, so he thought more warm thoughts at her, showing her the love and compassion that he knew she was capable of in an effort to help bolster her resolve to do the right thing. 
 
    It worked. 
 
    Her image swallowed her tears and looked him straight in the eyes. 
 
    Where do I even start? 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Kar, Ophelia and Erica were waiting downstairs, Nameless had been gone for almost the full hour and they were beyond impatient. 
 
    They spotted the lawkeeper entering the main room, evidently looking to treat himself, but then his eyes landed on them and he scowled. 
 
    “Well now, I thought you lot had skedaddled.” 
 
    They stayed seated, doing their best to look like they belonged there. Several curious Katje faces surrounding them. 
 
    “Our owner decided he wanted to spend some time with one of the girls here.” Erica answered as calmly as she could. 
 
    “Well, that’s an interesting coincidence, since I told you these were the good folk who looked after Mishka.” 
 
    Kar snorted. 
 
    “Yes, a very interesting coincidence. But certainly not an illegal one.” 
 
    Jared gave her a stern look. 
 
    “I told you folk not to stir up trouble. I don’t like trouble-makers. Now I think it would be best if you got the hell out of my town.” 
 
    Kar stood from the sticky couch and leaned on her spear. 
 
    “Is that so, little man? You would drive us out for no reason? I find that curious.” 
 
    But as she spoke Nameless and Grace came down the stairs, their arms around each other, they were both laughing and whispering together. 
 
    “Thanks so much Gracie! That was something special!” 
 
    He gave her tail an affectionate stroke and she leapt away giggling as she pulled it out of his reach. 
 
    “Oh, go away you! Unless you have more coins to spend….” She purred. 
 
    “Nope, I’m afraid you cleaned me right out! Girls, let’s go! Oh! Hello again, Jared wasn’t it?” 
 
    He turned to face the other man, his expression one of innocent surprise. 
 
    The lawkeeper gave him a long look, suspicion plain on his face. 
 
    “Thought you were leaving.” 
 
    Nameless smiled and gestured grandly all around them. 
 
    “We were, but I saw that cream-coloured dessert earlier and I had to try a piece before we headed back to our camp.” 
 
    The girls were once again shocked by his duplicitous behaviour, he nearly had them convinced. 
 
    Jared shook his head slowly. 
 
    “Well now that you’ve had your ‘dessert’…” 
 
    “We’re on our way of course. I think after Gracie here I’ve seen the best that Bramblewood has to offer.” 
 
    He wrapped his arms around Erica and Ophelia and led them outside. 
 
    “Who are you?” Ophelia whispered as they walked down the street away from the whorehouse. 
 
    “Right now, I’m just a guy looking to get back to his camp.” He muttered back. 
 
    Kar walked along beside them, the evening was in full swing, so the Cat-House was getting busy behind them. 
 
    Erica whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Did you learn anything or-” 
 
    “Not here.” He mumbled at her. 
 
    Once they approached the palisade and the crude gate leading out into the wilderness Nameless pulled the girls into the shadows of a squat building near the wall. 
 
    “Kar, we’re being followed.” 
 
    “How can you-” 
 
    “Shh! They’re almost here, two men, both armed.” 
 
    Kar gripped her spear and smiled in the moonlight. 
 
    “Only two?” 
 
    It was over quickly; she lashed out with the butt of her weapon and rendered them unconscious with two solid thwacks and then hastily dragged them into the shadows by their ankles. 
 
    “Okay, now what?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “Now you fly back to camp and get Miranda and the Amazons. This is bad.” He answered grimly. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “We have to find Mishka, she’s the key. If the Amazons show up, he might just kill her to cover it up.” 
 
    Ophelia gasped. 
 
    “Wh-” 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t have time to explain, go get Miranda and the others, the Aegis needs to be involved like, yesterday.” 
 
    “Lover… you’re shaking.” Erica whispered. 
 
    He was, the strain of lying and the truths he had learned that night had him terrified, but fear also drove him on. 
 
    “Go Ophelia, get help while we save Mishka.” 
 
    “Okay, be careful dearheart.” She nodded and flew off, her wings barely making a sound as they carried her away into the night. 
 
    He swallowed his fear. 
 
    “Where are we going now Valkyrja?” Kar asked. 
 
    He took a steadying breath and pointed back into town. 
 
    “We need to go break into someone’s house.” 
 
    Kar’s mouth opened, but she closed it quickly.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9:  
 
    Heroics 
 
      
 
      
 
    The three of them stood before the door of one of the many squat wooden structures in town. It was locked, but not by anything Kar couldn’t get through easily. 
 
    She kicked it off its hinges. 
 
    As they entered the darkness of the house Nameless whispered to Erica. 
 
    “We’ll need your eyes. He wouldn’t have wanted to risk it being stolen, so it will be somewhere accessible but hidden, maybe a secret compartment or-” 
 
    “Or maybe it’s sitting on the table right there.” Erica whispered pointing at the little yellow stone. 
 
    Nameless looked at it, surprised. 
 
    “He must not have had time to put it back in the secret compartment.” Kar said drily. 
 
    Despite the seriousness of the situation Nameless couldn’t keep from blushing a bit. 
 
    He picked up the precious stone, and knew immediately who it belonged to. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s hers.” 
 
    “So when he told her to ‘run along’ when we were trying to talk to her…” Erica said. 
 
    “She didn’t have a choice.” He nodded grimly. 
 
    “That man will die by my hand.” Kar swore. 
 
    He wrapped the stone in his hands and closed his eyes, but almost immediately he opened them again. 
 
    “Dammit, they have her!” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “The Cat-House! In the basement!” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Poor little Mishka, do I need to go home and get your heartstone or are you gunna tell me what I want to know?” 
 
    Mishka was on the ground, Jared and Francis looming over her while several other men lounged around the well-attired room, the lawkeeper had called everyone in after he had learned that the men he had sent to trail the strangers were missing. 
 
    “But, I didn’t say anything! Honest!” Her bottom lip quivered. 
 
    “Not this time, but you didn’t exactly keep your distance now did you? Nor did you just tell them that you still had your heartstone.” Jared’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I-I don’t have my heartstone. I’m n-not a liar.” She whimpered. 
 
    Francis snorted in contempt as Mishka began to hyperventilate. 
 
    “Yes you are, you’re a bratty little thief that is way overdue for a beating!” 
 
    He seized her by each shoulder and lifted her off her feet, shaking her in frustration. 
 
    “Easy you idiot! You’re going to set her off-” 
 
    There was a yowl and a crash from upstairs. 
 
    Jared frowned and tilted his head at one of the men by the exit. 
 
    “Go see what that is.” 
 
    The man made it to the top of the stairs before the door burst open in his face and knocked him sprawling. 
 
    “Battle!” Kar shouted as she charged down, quickly knocking two others down while Nameless and Erica slipped in behind her. 
 
    Francis was the first to recover, drawing a thick cudgel from his belt after roughly tossing Mishka’s still form to the floor. 
 
    His cruelty cost him dearly as a hissing Erica leapt into the air, rebounded off a beam and landed on the bouncer’s shoulders, two of her knives drawn. 
 
    Before he had time to do anything else she stabbed him in either side of his neck. The sight of Mishka slumped in his arms had set something off in her and she didn’t hesitate. 
 
    Kar was laying into the men all around with the haft of her spear, breaking bones and bowling men over, meanwhile Nameless scrambled across the floor in the chaos of the sudden melee, a booted heel grazed his chin before he reached the poor mouse girl and pulled her into his arms. But no sooner had he regained his feet when someone slammed into his back and he crashed to the floor beside Kar. 
 
    As the Amazon took up position over him he noticed for the first time that the mouse was completely still. 
 
    “Mishka? Mishka!” Nameless gently patted the girl’s cheek but she wasn’t moving. 
 
    Kar quickly realized that, though surprised, the men in the crowded basement were recovering quickly and greatly outnumbered them, so she gripped Nameless by the scruff of his neck and pulled him to his feet even as she fended off the crude strikes of the rapidly organizing men with her spear. 
 
    “Go! Get her out!” 
 
    Nameless nodded and clumsily carried the girl up the stairs; she was slightly smaller than Nina but surprisingly heavy. 
 
    Erica gracefully vaulted over the men that stood between her and Kar, the pair standing together for the briefest of moments before sharing a quick look and fleeing up the stairs. 
 
    “Don’t just stand there you morons, after them!” Jared ordered as he knelt next to a flailing Francis. 
 
    The men poured up the stairs and out the front entrance of the Cat-House while the three supposed rescuers leapt into the muddy street. 
 
    Unfortunately Erica was limping, she had twisted her ankle when she made her vault back to land next to Kar, and combined with Nameless’s burden they didn’t get very far before they were once again surrounded, their backs to the wall of a shop just two doors down from the whorehouse. 
 
    Kar leveled her spear at the surrounding men while Erica, knives in hand and covered in Francis’s blood, stood beside her, her tanned skin looking slightly green in the torch-lit streets. Nameless held the unconscious girl in his arms, desperately trying to rouse her. 
 
    “Who then will be the first to die?!” Kar snarled. 
 
    Jared tsked his tongue chidingly. 
 
    “That would be poor Francis. And here I told you not to cause any more trouble, now you’re cutting on honest folk and kidnapping helpless little girls. Give the girl back and come quietly or this whole thing will get really ugly.” 
 
    He spoke mostly for the benefit of the mob behind him; many of those in it were customers from the Cat-House who had gotten caught up in the excitement of the lawkeeper’s pursuit of the apparent criminals. 
 
    Kar spat in the mud at his feet. 
 
    “This thing was ugly long before we arrived you worm! I serve the Aegis, and this girl is now under my protection! Would you do battle with an entire Amazon tac-team?” 
 
    The other men were beginning to look nervous and uncertain at her words. 
 
    “Ah, she’s lying. This lot came in to town alone! We all saw. There ain’t no way an Aegis team would be all the way out here!” 
 
    The men, bolstered by Jared’s words, gripped their improvised weapons tighter. Kar was taller and stronger than any one of them but they were still greatly outnumbered… until a familiar gravelly voice called out. 
 
    “You sure about that?” 
 
    Heads whirled to see Miranda, Kala, Yana and all of the other Amazons stalking purposefully towards them, Ophelia fluttering above them. 
 
    Jared paled as his mouth fell open in surprise. 
 
    The mob folded in on itself, men tripping over each other to back away from the imposing women. 
 
    “J-Jared? What now?” 
 
    One of the nervous men called out. 
 
    “Now someone explains to me what the fuck is going on around here.” Miranda snapped. 
 
    Once again the man looked to Jared, but the Aegis operative’s voice cut like a whip. 
 
    “You don’t look at him! You look at me! You think because you live in the lowlands we don’t care what happens out here? As far as I’m concerned every one of you is bound by law! Someone better start talking. Now.” 
 
    Nameless wasn’t listening, all of his focus on the poor girl in his arms. 
 
    “Miranda! We need help! She’s not breathing!” 
 
    Yana quickly shouldered her way through the crowd. 
 
    “Juni! You’re up.” 
 
    The Undine flowed out of her gourd, the blue skinned girl gracefully somersaulting over Yana’s shoulder and landing barefoot in the mud before kneeling next to Nameless and putting the back of her hand to the poor girl’s forehead. 
 
    “Can you do something!? Use your, um, water-magic or something?” 
 
    He was truly frantic with worry. 
 
    But Juni just shook her head. 
 
    “No, but I can do this. WAKE UP!” 
 
    And just like the game she played with Jez she dropped a ball of water on the tiny girl’s face. 
 
    Nameless’s gaped. 
 
    “Wh-” 
 
    But Mishka stirred in his arms, her eyes fluttering open and she yawned. 
 
    “Wha happ-nd?” She mumbled as she rubbed her fists into her eyes to clear the water from them. 
 
    Juni smiled at Nameless’s stunned look. 
 
    “She’s a Dormaus. When her kind gets a fright they play dead. Pretty convincing right?” 
 
    Nameless had certainly been convinced. 
 
    “I’m still waiting for someone to tell me what is going on in this town.” Miranda said, glaring at the crowd. 
 
    But something caught Kar’s attention. 
 
    “Dammit! Where did he go? Where is Jared?!” 
 
    The lawkeeper had slipped away while they were distracted by Mishka. 
 
    Fortunately he didn’t get far. 
 
    “Hey! This is the bad guy right?” Jan called out. 
 
    She was dragging an unconscious lawkeeper through the mud by his ankles, and was thoroughly coated herself, her tail wagging as it was the second time today she had gotten to roll in the mud. 
 
    Meanwhile Jez sat on the lawkeeper’s stomach, his hands bound by her powerful tongue. 
 
    With Mishka awake and her heartstone returned to her the truth soon came out of the tearful mouse girl: Jared had been running a smuggling ring for stolen monster girls. So-called tamers who had gotten their hands on their heartstones would seek him out and for a percentage he would broker the sale to whatever shady individuals had use for them.  
 
    He had taken to running his business out of the Cat-House basement, and Mishka had inadvertently witnessed a meeting between him and his associates from her little spot in the crawlspace. 
 
    Unfortunately Francis caught her and Jared took her heartstone. In order not to rouse suspicion from the Katje there, she was allowed to roam free as usual but was ordered not to leave town or talk about her heart at all. 
 
    What he didn’t realize is that several of the Katje had gotten suspicious about what was going on, though they had kept quiet until Nameless pulled Grace into his mind, too afraid of the corrupt lawman. 
 
    As far as anyone could tell, most of the locals of Bramblewood were oblivious to these activities. Though Jules, the owner of the Cat-House, was also complicit and was soon kneeling in the mud with him. 
 
    “Well now what are we supposed to do?” One of the Katje whores complained. 
 
    “Yeah, how are we supposed to run the business side of things without Jules?” 
 
    “You could always stop selling your bodies for sex…” Nameless suggested. 
 
    But the Katje looked at him like he was crazy. 
 
    “Hey, a girl’s gotta eat, and it just so happens our favorite meal is dick. These guys aren’t so bad, you know, after a bath.” The girl smiled at the surrounding crowd. 
 
    “But this is no place for a child!” Ophelia snapped. 
 
    “You’re right, it isn’t. Which is why I want to take her away from here.” Grace spoke up. 
 
    The Katje had taken charge of the little Dormaus, wiping away her tears and holding her close. 
 
    “Wh-what do you mean?” Mishka asked with a sniffle. 
 
    “Yes what do you mean?” Miranda repeated with a level tone. 
 
    “I mean I want to take care of her, like I should have been doing already. I have enough money saved to settle somewhere else, I’ll find another job and I will take care of you Mishka. That is, if you want me to.” Her voice was small. 
 
    “B-But why?” 
 
    Grace smiled and gestured at Nameless. 
 
    “Him, he’s the one who showed me another life. Being a whore is hard work, and I think I’m ready to work hard at something else.” 
 
    “This is not a small commitment you’re talking about!” Miranda said; “And besides, this will need to be approved by the Aegis.” 
 
    “But, aren’t you the Aegis?” Erica asked. 
 
    “I don’t handle adoption cases!” 
 
    Grace and Mishka’s faces fell. 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “But I can direct you to someone who does, though I’m not making any promises!” 
 
    After the hubbub died down some and Jared and the rest of his compatriots were bound, stripped and strung in a row by the Amazons, Miranda was debriefing a very frazzled Nameless. 
 
    “And how did you know we were being followed?” She was saying. 
 
    “I-I didn’t, but Grace did, she left the Cat-House right after we did and saw the two guys coming after us. I still had her heartstone and was sharing her thoughts at the time…” 
 
    Miranda gave him a long look before shaking her head. 
 
    “Damn kid, that was pretty slick. You might actually have some talent for undercover work you know.” 
 
    He shuddered. 
 
    “I don’t want to ever have to do that again!” 
 
    Erica was scratching her head. 
 
    “So, you read minds now?” 
 
    He groaned internally as he remembered Grace’s skepticism from before. 
 
    “No, it’s, oh man. I feel things, right? So if you’re mad at say, Miranda, I would know that, and I might even pick up on why. And I knew about those men because Grace was afraid for us. But if Miranda took you off to the side and whispered a secret at you, well, unless it upset you or made you happy, I wouldn’t be able to just pluck it out of your head, at least I don’t think. I don’t exactly have an instruction manual.” 
 
    Erica was looking dubious, but then she began to purr as she had a naughty thought. 
 
    “Can you tell what I’m thinking now?” 
 
    He closed his eyes and focused on her heartstone on his arm…  
 
    Then blushed crimson as she thought long and hard about how much she loved having his cock stuffed in her mouth. 
 
    “Erica!” 
 
    She grinned and gave his cheek a few quick licks. 
 
    “Okay, I like this new trick of yours. And we are totally doing that later.” She decided. 
 
    He chuckled with her for a few moments, but felt a dark wave pass over her heart. 
 
    She had killed a man. 
 
    His blood was still on her skin, she could still taste it. 
 
    “Kitty?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Not really ready to deal with that yet, okay baby?” 
 
    “A-alright, but whenever yo-” 
 
    “I know.” She cut him off; “I know, you’re here for me. I know.” 
 
    To one side, Kar studied her carefully. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “That was quite the adventure we had.” Kar remarked as she smiled at Ophelia who was handing her a bowl. 
 
    It was a large group that sat around their little fire that night, Kar had joined them for a late dinner as they had grown quite close and it was to be their last night together. They were also joined by Mishka and Grace, as Ophelia was determined to see the child fed. 
 
    “Yes it was, and thank you Kar, for keeping us safe throughout it.” The Flutterby’s smile was warm as she ladled out a healthy portion of soup into Mishka’s bowl. 
 
    “I can’t believe I missed out.” Nina complained. 
 
    Milly pouted. 
 
    “Did you really miss out though?” 
 
    Surprisingly, Nina blushed. 
 
    “Wait, what did I miss?” Erica asked, looking between the two. 
 
    “Oh nothing, Nina and I just had a nice chat while you were gone.” Milly said artlessly. 
 
    “What kind of ch- oh!” 
 
    Erica looked between them with wide eyes, Milly’s cheeks turned a bit pink as she joined Nina in her blush. 
 
    “I know what that means.” Mishka said accusingly as she blew on her soup. 
 
    “Eat your food dearheart.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Ophelia.” She said automatically. 
 
    Nina shifted her hammer over to sit next to Kar. 
 
    “So the little pussy landed himself in trouble and you bailed him out eh?” 
 
    Kar tilted her head in thought and then nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, let’s go with that.” 
 
    “Hey!” Nameless complained. 
 
    “Well, thanks for looking out for him while I was otherwise occupied.” 
 
    Kar smiled and gave Nina’s bottom a healthy squeeze as her voice turned husky. 
 
    “If you really want to thank me, you can show me what you and Milly were talking about earlier.” 
 
    Nina declined the teasing invitation, firmly removing Kar’s hand from her ass. 
 
    But the Amazon did get the offending limb back so that seemed like progress. 
 
    “She seems to be doing better, right?” Grace asked Ophelia. 
 
    The worried Katje was watching Mishka slurp down her soup. 
 
    “She is, children are resilient. Something you will learn soon. They are also petulant, argumentative, willful and must become the center of your world. Are you certain that you are ready for that?” 
 
    The Flutterby’s expression was kindly but her voice was serious as Grace swallowed. 
 
    “I have to be, for her.” 
 
    Ophelia smiled. 
 
    “That’s how it works dearheart. It is a truly good thing you are doing for her, but where will you go?” 
 
    “Garland, the scary Amazon with the blue girl on her back said they will be taking Mishka and the prisoners to Garland. So I’ll tag along and then see if the Aegis will let a whore raise a kid.” 
 
    She exhaled with a shudder at the hopelessness of the proposition. 
 
    Ophelia reached over and patted her knee. 
 
    Mishka kept eating her soup. 
 
    While they all ate Nameless noticed that Kar kept glancing at Erica at regular intervals, waiting for something. The curious Empath watched her, and watched Erica. 
 
    The Katje had grown quiet, while the others talked about this or that, her eyes were on her untouched food. 
 
    Abruptly she excused herself, and Nameless made to follow her as she all but fled from the fire, but Kar placed her hand on his shoulder and pressed him back into his seat. 
 
    “Forgive me Valkyrja, but it is better that I speak with her.” 
 
    The Amazon quickly followed the Katje into the darkness of the trees. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10: 
 
    Departures 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erica was retching into the bushes, her empty stomach trying again and again to vomit without success. Though she had changed her clothes and washed up, she could still smell Francis’s blood all over her, the stench had grown and grown as they sat around the fire. 
 
    She had killed a man. 
 
    She had killed him, and she didn’t care. 
 
    She should care right? 
 
    No, she did care! 
 
    Her body gave up its convulsions and she was able to lean back against a tree, her forearm over her eyes as turmoil overwhelmed her. 
 
    “You are blooded, young warrior.” 
 
    Kar’s solemn words broke through the Katje’s trance. 
 
    “Wh-what?” 
 
    “You took a life to save another, and now you can’t figure out what to feel about it.” 
 
    Erica swallowed the hints of bile in her mouth then turned to face the Amazon, her eyes burning as she lashed out. 
 
    “Well then why don’t you tell me how I’m supposed to feel!?” 
 
    “What is her name?” 
 
    Erica’s head shifted back. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Kar lunged forwards and seized her by the shoulders, hefting her off the ground so that their faces were inches apart. 
 
    “Her name, warrior! What is the name of the child who even now sits by your cook-fire safe and whole?!” 
 
    Kar’s voice was harsh and demanding, her blue eyes held Erica’s greens in place, demanding a response. 
 
    “Mishka, you know her n-name is Mishka.” 
 
    “Mishka, good. You must never forget that name. She is your talisman in this.” 
 
    “And what the hell is that supposed to mean?!” 
 
    The Katje’s ire returned and she struggled in the Amazon’s grip but was unable to break free. 
 
    Kar gave her a little shake to still her. 
 
    “Would you take back what you have done?” 
 
    Erica worked her jaw, trying to find the words but was unable to, so Kar asked a different question. 
 
    “Would you trade that one man’s life for Mishka’s?” 
 
    The cat shook her head emphatically. 
 
    “How about ten of him, or a hundred, or a thousand? How many evil lives is one innocent Dormaus worth?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know.” 
 
    The Amazon’s grip slackened and she set the Katje back on the ground, though she kept her hands on her shoulders. 
 
    “The answer… is all of them. I cannot tell you what to feel right now, but I can tell you what not to: Guilt.” 
 
    Erica had tears running down her cheeks as she stared up at the compassionate expression on Kar’s face. 
 
    “If you feel it coming on you, feel the blood of that man, or see the dead look in his eyes. Crush it. Picture little Mishka’s smiling face instead, hold her in your thoughts. The girl who now has a chance at a far better life than she had, all because you did what needed to be done.” 
 
    Erica was crying in earnest, and Kar pulled her tight to her breast, stroking her hair as she continued to guide her through her turbulent emotions. 
 
    “You are different now, this is regrettable, but again you must think of the alternative. You won’t ever be the same, but you mustn’t push your friends and family away, instead hold them close, and reaffirm to yourself what you fight to protect. I hope you don’t need to kill again. But if you do, don’t hesitate to protect your loves out of a misplaced sense of guilt.” 
 
    She wept the entire time that Kar spoke, clutching at the Amazon’s hide halter-top and nuzzling her face into her cleavage. 
 
    The Amazon stroked her ears and hair, not hushing her or comforting her as she would a child, but speaking to her the entire time. 
 
    Telling her exactly what it meant to take a life. 
 
    It was what Erica needed to hear. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The next day several of the Amazons stayed in Bramblewood with Mishka, Grace, and their new prisoners. Meanwhile Yana, Kar and a few of the others journeyed with them for a few miles until the smaller pines began to be supplanted by mighty red cedars, the ancient trees eventually replacing the younger growth altogether. 
 
    The woods here had clearly not known the swing of man’s axe in centuries and were breathtakingly beautiful. The carpet of moss seemed to absorb sound so there was a calm hush over everything, broken only by the occasional deep creak of one of the behemoths around them. 
 
    With the peace he found in those trees the sense of anxiety that Nameless had felt at the chaos of the previous day faded away. 
 
    Yana drew her girls to a halt and turned to speak with them all. 
 
    “At last we are in the wilds. And this is where we must leave you, duty calls us back to civilization, though it was good to be amongst real trees again.” She smiled wide, the warm expression almost strange on her face as she stepped forward and pulled Miranda and Kala into a hug; “I was overjoyed when Kala bonded to you, and now you head into the unknown on a quest worthy of song. Know that I will be thinking of you.” 
 
    “Me too!” Juni enthused, throwing herself over Yana’s shoulder to join in the now-slightly-damp hug. 
 
    Miranda patted her wet shoulders awkwardly while Kala returned her sister’s embrace, the two Amazons dwarfing the Aegis operative. 
 
    While they held each other, the other Amazons took their own turns to say their goodbyes to Nameless and his girls, after nearly a month together he knew that he would miss the company of the steadfast women and was quite happy to return their often-intimate embraces. 
 
    Most of the hugs and farewells ended soon enough and Yana turned to face Nameless. 
 
    “After you rescue this mysterious Volka, my husband would very much like to see you at the Bastion. He and the council want to meet you, and I imagine the Lady Essig would be glad of your company again.” She stood tall and raised her spear in a salute which her Amazons mirrored; “Good fortune on your journey. May your quest meet with success and your adversaries meet with a grisly end!” 
 
    “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.” Miranda smiled wryly. 
 
    Yana directed a pointed look at Kala, and managed to make the powerful Amazon squirm. 
 
    “Indeed, though it would be good experience for my sweet little sister.” 
 
    Jan’s tongue lolled out in a grin. 
 
    Yana raised her spear again. 
 
    “Farewell Valkyrja and farewell friends!” 
 
    With that she turned and stalked away. The blue-faced Juni popped her head out of her gourd again to wave at them enthusiastically as Yana and her warriors departed. 
 
    The last to leave was Kar, who gave them all a wistful look, clearly wanting to go with them. After a moment she pulled Milly and Erica into her arms. 
 
    Her hug with the duo was lingering, and all three of them had tears standing in their eyes when they broke apart. 
 
    “Thank you Kar, for everything, thank you so much.” Erica nearly sobbed. 
 
    Kar reached out one hand and wiped away a single tear from the cat’s cheek with her thumb, then placed a hand on her shoulder and the other on Milly’s. 
 
    “Gentle Milly and fierce Erica, remember what my sisters and I have taught you. Practice with Kala when you can. Keep each other safe and we will meet again I’m sure. After all, I have not yet given up on bedding your husband. Or you for that matter!” 
 
    Her hands slipped down from their shoulders and she gave each of their breasts a quick squeeze before breaking away. 
 
    Milly blushed and Erica giggled at the Amazon’s wandering hands. 
 
    She turned to Nameless and Ophelia and pulled them close. 
 
    “Goodbye Kar. Thank you for everything and I promise you, we will consider your proposal.” Nameless heard Ophelia whisper on the other side of Kar’s head as she embraced them both. 
 
    The Amazon’s grip tightened and her head shifted to give them each a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “I don’t know what you said to Erica last night, but thank you.” Nameless added, hugging her tighter. 
 
    He had felt Kar soothe the turmoil in his kitty and was enormously grateful. 
 
    “You are so very welcome Valkyrja, though in fairness I did not do it for you. All the same though, if you want to express your heartfelt gratitude by finally nutting in my mouth, I’m sure Yana wouldn’t mind me sticking around for an hour or so.” 
 
    He vainly tried to push down his arousal; it was definitely a fantasy they shared. 
 
    Fortunately she didn’t press the issue, instead turning from his blushing face to stand before Nina; the pair of warriors didn’t share a hug but rather a steady look. 
 
    “Keep them safe for me War-sister.” Kar said seriously, reaching down and clasping arms with the tiny girl. 
 
    Nina gave a rare smile. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Kar turned away and jogged to catch up with the others. 
 
    The group watched her and the other Amazons wind their way through the giant trees back towards Bramblewood until finally Nina spoke up. 
 
    “We still have hours of light left, no sense in wasting it staring at toned Amazon ass.” 
 
    Miranda snorted and Jezebel looked scandalized. 
 
    “Right, well, into the wilds we go.” Nameless declared with a hint of trepidation in his voice. 
 
    The rest of the day’s journey was uneventful and they soon made camp at the bottom of a sheltered gulley. With their numbers greatly diminished, it was a somber night; the boisterous voices of Yana and her tac-team were dearly missed. 
 
    But Nameless and the girls mostly missed Kar, she had been a constant companion throughout their journey, and her absence was sorely felt. 
 
    “Has anyone given any thought as to how we get back after we save Volka? I’m completely lost.” Erica asked. 
 
    Nina was gnawing on a slab of meat that she had roasted over the fire, blood on either side of her mouth; none of them were quite sure where she got it from, or even what it was. She jabbed one finger skywards, then drew a line down into the trees. 
 
    “North.” She grunted around a mouthful. 
 
    “How can you-” Nameless started to say. 
 
    “Stars.” She grunted again, cutting him off before spitting out a piece of cartilage. 
 
    Erica frowned; the stars were hardly visible through the trees overhead. 
 
    “We’ll have to set our own watch tonight, no more Amazons to cover our asses.” Jan spoke through a toothy yawn. 
 
    Miranda grunted her agreement as she checked the dressing on Kala’s neck. 
 
    Jezebel was high above them in the trees, the Gripau easily scampering up the massive trunks. 
 
    “I don’t see anything from up here!” She called down happily. 
 
    The little froggy loved to climb. 
 
    “All the same Jez, we need to take precautions.” Miranda said as she gave one last smoothing gesture over Kala’s bandage. 
 
    “How can we help?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    Miranda cheek twitched and she gave her a quick look. 
 
    “No offense Ophelia but maybe you better let us take care of it.” 
 
    The Flutterby’s head shifted back on her neck slightly in surprise. 
 
    “Oh! Um, of course, Miranda. If that is what you think is best.” 
 
    Soon enough the much diminished party was bedding down while Jan and Kala took it in turns to watch over their rest. 
 
    Close to midnight on their first night a heavy rain picked up, pattering against their tents throughout the night until finally ending early in the morning, so even though the sun was shining bright through the branches of the mighty cedars the mossy ground was quite sodden for their second day of travel. 
 
    As promised Miranda and her girls took over watch duties from the Amazons, despite Nameless and his girls protestations. The Aegis operative simply didn’t trust the inexperienced group with the important task, perhaps with the exception of Nina. 
 
    But the Gigas didn’t see the need for a watch at all, simply saying that she would crush anything stupid enough to wake her up. 
 
    On the third afternoon the party found themselves walking along a game trail, carefully skirting the edge of a steep slope alongside a rushing river. 
 
    Something in Miranda’s words the other night was bothering the kindly Ophelia and so she gave a flutter of her wings to carry herself back to land beside the grey haired woman. 
 
    “You need something?” The operative asked as she picked her way along the trail. 
 
    “Yes actually.” 
 
    After the Flutterby spoke there was a long pause until Miranda sighed and turned to face her, lifting her eyes from the treacherous path. 
 
    “Well?” She prodded. 
 
    “I can’t help but get the impression that you don’t approve of me.” Ophelia said carefully; “And I am just wondering why that might be. Because we’ve been traveling together for a month and you have barely said anything to me in all that time.” 
 
    Miranda considered the woman for a long moment, before slowly shaking her head. 
 
    “It’s not that I don’t approve of you, Ophelia. It’s just… well shit.” Miranda shifted her posture, belying her impatience; “Look, I’ve only really met one other Flutterby before you, and believe me when I say she was the most conniving, self-serving, manipulative cunt that I have ever had the misfortune of knowing.” 
 
    Ophelia’s eyes widened at her bluntness. 
 
    “May I ask, what did she do that angered you so much?” 
 
    Miranda began to walk again as she threw over her shoulder. 
 
    “She popped my cherry.” 
 
    Once again the delicate Flutterby was taken aback by Miranda’s frankness. She gave another flutter of her wings to catch up with her as the Aegis operative kept walking. 
 
    “I’m sorry that you had a bad experience with one of my kind, but you know that wasn’t me.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know that. Don’t worry about it. It’s just a knee jerk thing.” 
 
    “It’s just, I don’t want there to be any bad feelings between us, you are so very important to my master.” 
 
    Miranda sighed and stopped to turn to the Flutterby again. 
 
    “Look I don’t trust easy, been burned a lot. But it’s clear that you at least try to have the kid’s best interest at heart. So that’s good enough for me, I’ll get over it.” 
 
    Ophelia decided not to press the issue. 
 
    “Thank you. I think it is good that we cleared the air.” 
 
    Miranda snorted out a laugh. 
 
    “I’m not one for the touchy feely crap, but sure. Consider the air cleared.” 
 
    Nameless had picked his way back up the treacherous trail while they spoke, curious as to why they were lagging behind so much, and so was right beside Ophelia when she stepped away from Miranda and stumbled, a gust catching her wings off guard and pulling her towards the downwards slope. Acting on instinct he leaned over to grab her but his weight was too much for the eroded bank of the trail. 
 
    The ground suddenly washed out from under them in a deluge of mud and the pair slid downwards. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11: 
 
    Getting Wet 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless felt the mud slide out from under him and he tried to release Ophelia, realizing the terrible mistake that he had made in his attempt to help her. But she held him tight, unable to get her wings in play before the weight of the sodden earth pulled her down with him. 
 
    Erica hissed and Milly bellowed in panic. 
 
    The pair slid down the steep slope, mud completely enveloped them as they rapidly descended and the deafening roar of shifting earth and water quickly drowned out the panicked cries of their companions. The slide made short work of the river’s embankment and they were pulled under the rushing water. 
 
    They struggled together and managed to break the surface coughing and sputtering. They fought hard to stay together and to swim to the steep embankment, but neither of them were strong swimmers and so they couldn’t overcome the current and reach the safety of the shore. 
 
    The racing watercourse pulled them far downstream in a matter of moments while they fought to keep themselves above the surface. 
 
    When they finally did manage to gain some headway against the current, Nameless actually touching the long grass along the bank for the briefest of moments, they heard an ominous roar and shared a panicked look as safety slipped between his fingers. 
 
    A few seconds later the river carried them over a massive waterfall. 
 
    Nameless’s stomach rose into his throat as they plummeted together, the whistling of the air joining the roar of the falls. Ophelia, far more comfortable in the air, unfurled her sodden wings and managed to slow their descent. And although she was nowhere near strong enough to support his weight as well as her own in flight, she was able to use her wings to angle them away from the deadly falls, her grip desperate as she grit her teeth. 
 
    After a fall that lasted forever the pair hit the water of the small lake below with a crash and broke the surface a few moments later, gasping and sputtering. 
 
    They were a sodden mess from the tumble and the ride downriver but fortunately neither of them was hurt worse than some minor bumps and scrapes. Though their limbs were shaky with exhaustion from the sudden rush of activity when they made it to shore, and it took them several minutes to recover. 
 
    Ophelia regained her composure first, shaking out her sodden clothes on the rocky shore as she stood and looked at him. 
 
    “Oh dear, how far did we fall?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know, are you a-alright?” He coughed out as he joined her on his feet. 
 
    “I’m fine dearheart, and so are you. Please calm down okay?” 
 
    He did his best to swallow his fear. She was right about calming down: the others would sense his distress, and that might make them do something reckless. He could easily picture any of the others deliberately jumping into the rushing water to get to him. So he took several deep breaths, and closed his eyes to think thoughts of safety at his mates far away. 
 
    When he opened them again Ophelia was looking at him with a smile on her muddy face. 
 
    “Thank you dearheart, I feel better already.” She scanned the massive cliff face above them; “That waterfall must be nearly eight hundred yards! It is breathtaking.” 
 
    Milly carried both of their bags as it was no burden at all for her, so they had no clean clothes to change into. Instead they stripped out of their muddy garments and waded into the water again to clean the grime off of themselves and their cloths. 
 
    After several minutes of scrubbing they were as clean as they could get without soap, so Ophelia took the clothes and hung them from some branches high in the trees to dry in the sun. Absently, Nameless had handed her the bracer with the heartstones in it as well, not wanting the wet leather to chafe his arm. 
 
    Despite their predicament, the sight of the naked butterfly flying up and down was quite arousing for him. 
 
    She noticed his interest and smiled, but then her look grew pensive. 
 
    “Tell me dearheart; is it still strange for you, to see me this way?” 
 
    He could sense a tiny hint of anxiety from her heart in the trees above, but wanted to actually think on his response in order to give her an honest answer. 
 
    “I think… I think we were both waiting for this for so long. I think maybe I knew somehow, about the bond I mean. You always were the center of my world when I was younger. And you weren’t the only one holding back! After I left, I worried that I was in the way while you cared for the children so I tried not to visit too often.” 
 
    She gave him a loving kiss, before she flapped her wings a couple times to hang the last of the clothes, then she landed and took his hand before the pair went back into the small lake at the base of the cliff. 
 
    They basked in the cool water for some time, finding it preferable to sitting in a sodden mess on the shore while waiting for their clothes to dry and for the others to find them. He could sense their worry had subsided but the other girls were eager to link up with them again. 
 
    He used his love for them as a warm beacon, the same as Volka was doing for him, in the hopes that it would make their search easier, though as he did it occurred to him that Jan could probably find them by smell alone. 
 
    “Dearheart?” 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    His head was laid back into the water, and despite their predicament he almost felt like he was back in the pond outside their cottage. 
 
    “We have nothing else to do but wait, I wonder if we could talk some more?” 
 
    He shifted up in the water, pulling his head off of the surface as he met her gaze. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She smiled, and then sighed. 
 
    “Master, my love, we haven’t spoken about… well, about your father.” 
 
    He felt a chill that had nothing to do with the water, she had revealed to him only recently that his father had been murdered when he was just a baby, and he still wasn’t sure how he felt about it. 
 
    “Honestly, there always seems to be something more important going on so I haven’t really thought about it much…” He shrugged. 
 
    “Perhaps, but it was a terrible thing that I kept from you.” She whispered. 
 
    “Ophelia, I’m not mad at you for that! Everything you did was to protect me.” He raised one hand out of the water and cupped her cheek before turning away, his expression pensive; “Really I don’t know what I am supposed to feel. I was an orphan before I knew about it and an orphan after.” 
 
    “Dearheart, I am still so very sorry.” 
 
    She pulled him into her arms and he let her, leaning into her as her breasts smooshed against his back. 
 
    “It’s okay Ophelia, really. It’s hard to feel sad for someone I never knew, especially after meeting all of the girls. So much has changed, for all of us.” 
 
    She giggled with her chin resting on his shoulder. 
 
    “Yes. Though to be honest, I never pictured myself having bond-sisters. Whenever I indulged in a fantasy regarding you it was just the two of us.” 
 
    “And now?” 
 
    She gave him a coy look. 
 
    “The last few weeks have been really special for me too you know, Erica and Milly are incredible, so much love to give, and such adventurous bedmates!” 
 
    “And Nina?” 
 
    He was almost afraid to ask. 
 
    “Ah… Nina.” Ophelia’s mood shifted lower; “We need to be patient with her, she isn’t like us. Above all else she is a warrior, and her breed is so very different from mine.” 
 
    “Had you ever met a Gigas before her?” He asked, turning out of her embrace to face her again. 
 
    She regarded him, her violet eyes serious. 
 
    “No, I’m afraid I don’t have much experience with warriors, and the giant breeds are nearly as rare as Dragons! But you saw something in her, right? In her mind when she was… well, when she was lost?” 
 
    He nodded slowly. 
 
    “Yeah, she was strong, even as a Tenebrae she was so strong, but she was also so sad and alone. That man, Marcus, I think he actually thought of her as a friend, long ago. But at the end, she was just a tool to him. He was… he was really awful to her. She trusted him, and he used her. And when she killed him to protect those Aegis girls, she felt like she would be alone forever.” 
 
    He sighed at the painful memories that he had shared with the Gigas while trying to pull her out of the darkness. 
 
    “We are her family now.” Ophelia whispered with steel in her voice; “We need to be patient and give her space, but we also need to show her that she isn’t alone anymore. Though it seems that Milly at least made some progress the other day.” 
 
    He nodded, just as determined as she was to help Nina relax around them. 
 
    “Yeah, though she hasn’t said anything about it, I was so caught up trying to help Mishka that I missed it. But a while ago, Kar told me that I should try to tap into her instincts, that I need to make her body submit to me.” He sighed and gave her a loving look; “All I want is for her to be happy, and you for that matter.” 
 
    “I know dearheart. And I also know that this is the first time that we have been alone together since that night on the porch…” Ophelia said with one delicate hand raised to her cheek, her breasts just below the surface of the water. 
 
    Her gaze was heated and Nameless couldn’t help but blush at the memory that her words invoked. It was the first time they had done anything sexual together. 
 
    “O-oh is that so?” 
 
    “It is. It was only a few weeks ago but so much has happened that it feels like years…” 
 
    “That was… a really good night.” He regained his composure as he took her hand in his, gently playing with her fingers under the surface. 
 
    “That night… tell me dearheart, was that your first handjob?” 
 
    Nameless’s eyes widened somewhat. 
 
    “Er… no, Erica…” 
 
    “Oh dear.” Ophelia pouted; “I wanted to be your first at something. I know Milly was your first for sex…” 
 
    “And my first b-blowjob.” He added, trying to be helpful but realizing that he failed utterly by the sulky look on her face. 
 
    Ophelia heaved a wistful sigh and ran her hand over her wet hair, slicking it back. 
 
    “I don’t want you to think that I am not happy, I love my new sisters dearly. It’s just, with everything happening so fast, and after pining for you for so many years… well, you can’t blame a girl for trying to take advantage of some alone-time.” 
 
    She shifted closer to him in the water, and he jumped in shock as he felt her fingers curl around his member. 
 
    “O-Ophelia, now?” He looked around for any sign of witnesses. 
 
    “Why not? We’re both naked, and we have nothing else to do, and no one is around so…” 
 
    Her shoulder sloshed the water of the surface a bit as she pumped her fist around his cock a few times. 
 
    “Ah, Ophelia, you are my first for something.” 
 
    “I am?” She gave his cock another squeeze as she paused, her head tilted to one side. 
 
    “You were my first love.” He managed, his eyelids fluttering from the pleasure of her grasping palm. 
 
    A few tears, all but hidden by the moisture of the lake, rolled down her cheeks. 
 
    “You loved me?” She whispered. 
 
    “Of course I did! We talked about this that night on the porch, remember?” 
 
    She looked thoughtful for a moment, her hand had released his member and now she held him with both arms over his shoulders, her breasts lightly pressed to his chest just below his collarbones. 
 
    “I remember asking you about the first time you masturbated.” She said archly looking down into his face. 
 
    He swallowed nervously, his hands had found their way to her hips, and after a brief pause he encircled her waist and gave both cheeks of her pert ass a healthy squeeze under the water before moving his hands to hug her around the middle. At this point his erection was pressed against her thighs with his head nestled against her warm center. 
 
    “I remember that too.” He leaned in and kissed her on her chin, a tender peck. 
 
    “You told me you were thinking about me when you did it…” 
 
    She kissed his nose, by some unspoken agreement they avoided each other’s lips as they placed gentle kissed onto their cheeks, chins and noses. 
 
    “I was.” He couldn’t help but grind his erection against her sex slightly; “You were the only one I ever fantasized about.” 
 
    They paused with their kissing. 
 
    “Really? But there were some older girls at the orphanage…” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “At best they ignored me, at worst, well…” 
 
    He tilted his head as he considered the once painful memory of Sophie and her friends tormenting him. 
 
    With some surprise he realized that it didn’t bother him anymore. It seemed that having four girls constantly showering him with affection and fulfilling all of his sexual fantasies was enough to get the once lonely orphan over his hang-ups with women. 
 
    Well, three girls. He really did need to do something about Nina. 
 
    “Are you alright Master?” Ophelia leaned back slightly to see the look on his face. 
 
    “I am. I really am. Anyways, you were the only woman I ever thought about, while doing that.” 
 
    He pulled her close again, her hardened nipples pressing into the skin of his chest as he kissed her properly. The kiss started out chaste enough but quickly grew in hunger as their lips parted and Nameless boldly slipped his tongue into her mouth. In response, Ophelia ran the tip of hers along the underside of his, then swirled it around and bathed his muscle in pleasure. 
 
    Their noses were pressed firmly to each other’s cheeks and they could each feel the other’s eyelashes battering their skin as the made out passionately. 
 
    When they broke apart she giggled and he quirked an eyebrow up questioningly. 
 
    “Always so eager, dearheart. It’s charming.” 
 
    He blushed a bit at her words, realizing that when it came to kissing he was pretty aggressive. 
 
    “Well, um, how would you like me to kiss you?” 
 
    She tilted her head and smiled. 
 
    “My sweet Master, you can kiss me however you like.” 
 
    She could tell he wasn’t satisfied with that answer though. 
 
    “Very well, shall I teach you?” She drifted in close again and placed her hands on his cheeks, tilting his face up to hers. 
 
    “This is one lesson I really want to learn.” He said seriously. 
 
    She licked her lips. 
 
    “In the heat of the moment, it’s okay to thrust your tongue in and go wild, none of us will mind! But in the beginning, start slow.” 
 
    She tilted her head down and feathered her lips against his by way of demonstration. 
 
    “Work up to it, hold yourself back. Let your partner’s anticipation build.” 
 
    She kissed him just on one side of his mouth, then shifted his head to one side and kissed the other. 
 
    “With girls with social grooming instincts-” She abruptly gave his face a broad lick and he moaned. 
 
    She then shifted his head to the other side again. 
 
    “And for girls without them.” She pressed her lips to his cheek with gentle suction. 
 
    His heart was pounding. 
 
    Ophelia was very skilled at seducing him. 
 
    “Eye contact is important, as you know.” 
 
    Her violet eyes were so beautiful. 
 
    “But when passion rises, closed can be better. Focus on what you feel, what your partner feels.” 
 
    Her eyes fluttered shut and he mimicked her as she leaned in to kiss him again, this time her lips parted and he felt her breath in his mouth. She deepened their kiss gradually, her tongue slipping out of her mouth to run over his lips. 
 
    She broke apart again, and he involuntarily following her lips with his for a moment as she pulled away from him. 
 
    “If you pace yourself and start slow, it’s not so jarring when you heat things up a bit.” 
 
    This time when their lips met she swirled her tongue around his and he couldn’t help but wrap his arms around her back. His throbbing need pressed against her thighs. 
 
    Her master loved the intensity of their kiss and his arousal was conveyed to her through her heartstone, as was the feeling that spurred him on. 
 
    He loved her so much it made her wings flutter slightly under the water. 
 
    Several minutes of sucking kissing passed before they finally broke apart again, both breathing heavily. 
 
    “Dearheart, I love you so much.” 
 
    “I love you too, my Ophie.” He smiled, using his childhood name for her. 
 
    She giggled, than hugged him close once more, resting her cheek against his and slipping her tongue over his earlobe before pulling it between her teeth and giving it a gentle nibble. After a few seconds of tormenting his delicate flesh she whispered directly in his ear, causing him to shiver. 
 
    “Tell me Master,” She drew the word out, knowing that he found it flattering; “When you fantasized about me, back then, what was I doing?” 
 
    She could feel his skin heat up as he blushed. 
 
    “Oh! Well, uh-” 
 
    “Because whatever it was, just say the words and I’ll do it for you now.” 
 
    Under the surface she ran one smooth leg up his, her calf stroking his as she ground their pelvises together. 
 
    He groaned at the sensation of her skin running over him and at the idea that one of his oldest sexual fantasies was about to be realized. 
 
    “You were, ah! You were sucking me, but using your b-breasts at the same time.” 
 
    She paused for a moment. 
 
    “A titty-fuck?” She tilted her head to one side as he flinched at the foul language, she rarely cursed; “I would have thought that Milly had done that for you by now, she’s certainly equipped for it!” 
 
    He shook his head, unable to speak as a slow smile spread across her face. 
 
    “So… you could say that I am your first?” 
 
    He laughed, and she chuckled with him for a few moments but then her look turned heated. 
 
    “Let’s get to shore. I want to taste you, and then I want you to make love to my breasts until you cum all over them.” She winked, then smirked; “Did you know that Erica can smell it?” 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    It was all he could manage to vocalize. 
 
    “I asked her about it a while ago, we all get off on your scent, but for her it’s more intense and lasts a long time.” She licked her lips and shot him a smoldering look with her beautiful violet eyes; “Make a mess of me Master; I want my bond-sister to smell it on me when we get back to her.” 
 
    Nameless sloshed through the water as quickly as he could, dragging her with one hand, frantic with need as Ophelia laughed behind him. 
 
    Soon enough they were at the shore, and the chill of the water sluicing off of their naked bodies was nowhere near enough to put out the fire of their passion. 
 
    Ophelia quickly found a mossy boulder for him to sit on and he plopped himself down, eager as a puppy.  
 
    She stood before him in all of her naked glory, her blue-black nipples pebbled and dripping with dewy drops from the lake. A damp wind brushed Nameless’s face as Ophelia fluttered her wings to get the water off of them. She pulled his face between her breasts, enveloping him with her warmth. He basked between her damp mounds for several seconds, enjoying the intimate contact. 
 
    “You’re shaking dear.” She pulled away from him. 
 
    “I-I can’t help it. Look what you’ve done to me!” He gestured wildly at his rock-hard cock. 
 
    She giggled and bit her lip. 
 
    “That’s nothing compared to what I am going to do to you.” 
 
    He groaned involuntarily as she sank to her knees with tantalizing slowness, kissing her way down his chest and stomach before coming to rest in the soft moss at the forest’s edge. His weight was on the boulder, more leaning than sitting, as she ran her hands up his thighs. 
 
    “Master, you are too worked up, I think. You are about to burst aren’t you?” She smiled wide at his desperate nod; “Well that’s okay, actually, we need some kind of lubricant. I guess we’ll just have to do it twice! Do you think you can cum on these twice dearheart?” 
 
    She hefted her breasts for his gaze and again he could only nod in response. 
 
    “Then let me relieve the tension for you. Just tell me when you are going to finish.” 
 
    Without any more teasing she gripped his cock tightly and dropped her lips over it. She swirled her tongue over his aching head for a moment before she began to suck him fast and hard, one hand working his length while the other fondled his testicles. Wet noises came from her working lips as she bobbed on his cock much more aggressively than she ever had before. 
 
    Her single minded purpose, combined with all of the foreplay in the water soon had him curling his toes and fighting to hold back. She took it as a challenge and worked his length between her lips even harder. Her tongue bathed his rod as she sucked with all of her might and he couldn’t help but entwine his hands in her wet hair and pull her to him tightly. 
 
    The whole purpose was for him to cum as quickly as possible but in his excitement he forgot to warn her of his impending climax. 
 
    He shouted out inarticulately and she gave a surprised squeak as he bobbed her head one last time and began to unload into her mouth, his cum spurting across her tongue in great ropey lengths as he cried out his release. He gyrated his hips on the mossy boulder as he worked his tip between her lips and spurt after spurt filled her mouth. 
 
    Ophelia, at least, remembered their goal and kept herself from swallowing his load. Instead, when her mouth was full, she released the suction of her lips from his head and drooled out copious amounts of his seed onto his still raging cock. She worked his cum over his cock with her hand while he continued to spray into her mouth, her lips once more sucking his head as he filled her mouth again. 
 
    Nameless bucked and thrashed on the boulder, his orgasm seeming to never end, his hands still held her head to him, but now he merely held on for dear life. Cum dribbled from his balls and into her working hand. Ophelia pressed her breasts tight against his legs in an effort to catch as much of it as she could. 
 
    Her master always surprised her with how much he could produce and soon enough her mouth was full again, this time she allowed herself to swallow, moaning at the taste and feel of his salty-bitter load slipping down her throat. 
 
    His spurting cock subsided and Nameless gasped a desperate breath. He shuddered and uncurled his toes from the mossy forest floor. His eyes fluttered open and he released her head as his hand fell limply to his sides. He looked down at the first love of his life and his eyes widened at the sight of her. 
 
    She had managed to keep his cock between her lips for the duration of his pleasure but copious amounts of his cum found its way onto his member and her cheeks as she worked his length still. Her eyes were locked on his now and she moaned at the pleasure in his gaze. 
 
    “Ophie, ah, my Ophie...” 
 
    She removed his cock from her mouth with one last sucking pop, before her lips closed firmly. His eyes widened as he realized she still had a mouthful of his wad. 
 
    She looked directly into his soul and gave him a saucy wink as she opened her mouth to show him the copious white cum swirling around her mouth. She then cupped her hands below her chin and forced it out with her tongue, the semen coating her chin before collecting in a pool in her cupped hands. 
 
    “Naughty boy! You were supposed to warn me so I could get you to cum on my chest!” She mocked warmly. 
 
    He chuckled shakily in response. 
 
    “I’m sorry my love, that was too intense, can you ever forgive me?” 
 
    She licked his seed from her lips and gave a slow swallow as she took in the remnants of his load. Her violet eyes were unblinking as her lips turned into a petulant expression. 
 
    “I suppose, but only if you make it up to me by grinding your big cock between my breasts until you explode again.” 
 
    He smiled down at his messy Flutterby’s act. 
 
    “Oh however shall I endure such ruthless torment?” He deadpanned. 
 
    “Somehow, I think you will survive dear.” 
 
    His toned turned serious as he cupped her face in his hands. 
 
    “I love you, butterfly lady. So much that it’s almost scary.” 
 
    She moaned at his touch and at his words, her eyes finally flickering closed. 
 
    “And I love you too, sweet boy, you are the master of my body and the mate-of-my-heart.” 
 
    Her words were solemn, but her deeds were not as she held her cupped hands underneath his flagging penis, awkwardly tilting his length upwards and meeting his gaze again as she flicked her tongue against his overly sensitive glans. 
 
    “Ah! My girl, my love, mine!” 
 
    “Yours.” She confirmed before suckling his head back into her mouth. 
 
    She worked his tip delicately; her purpose to restore his fatigued flesh, not make him cum again. 
 
    Not yet anyways. 
 
    She was eager to fulfill one of her master’s oldest fantasies. 
 
    Her breasts had caught some of his semen from his release but what she held in her palms, as well as what she had drooled on his cock, is what she would use to lubricate him for what came next. 
 
    It took her several minutes of gentle sucking, interspersed with many words of loving and filthy encouragement, to get his cock back into a workable state. 
 
    Once he was panting with desire again she shifted herself back. 
 
    “I think I better lean back against the stone now, otherwise most of this is going to dribble off of me.” She gestured with her cupped palms, still holding his wad in her hands. 
 
    Eager to get started he shifted and helped her position herself, making sure that her wings were comfortable against the moss of the stone. She was squatting on the ground now, slightly reclined against the rock as he took in the sight of her, deliberately ogling every inch of her as she lewdly spread her legs for him to admire her naked lips, the patch of blue-black hair above her slit accentuating the sight of her pussy. 
 
    “Beautiful.” He murmured before taking up position in front of her, his legs on either side of hers. 
 
    His cock was already wet from her saliva and his own seed but she worked both of her hands around it, thoroughly coating it in cum. She twisted her grip on his slick cock, working her hands in opposite directions and spreading his seed around his flesh. 
 
    Once he was ready, she released him and shifted her hands to press her breasts together with one hand on either side, forming a tight warm space for his cock. 
 
    “Please Master, make love to your Ophie’s chest and cum all over her?” 
 
    He didn’t need to be asked twice. 
 
    He squatted slightly, bringing the tip of his cock to the underside of her breasts, once there he gave her one final look before seizing her head with one hand and hoarsely repeated a single word from earlier: 
 
    “Mine.” 
 
    “Yours.” She whispered back. 
 
    He thrust his well lubricated cock upwards between her ample breasts, her dark nipples poking into his stomach as he paused with his cock enveloped by her pillowy warmth. It was a very different feel from her hands or mouth, much softer, and with less pressure, but warm and slippery from his cum and her saliva. 
 
    He gave a few exploratory thrusts, his tip poking out of the top of her breasts slightly at the end of each one. Wet squelching noises filled the air and she moaned for his benefit. 
 
    “That’s it dearheart, use my body, make such a mess of me that our mates will be driven wild when I tell them what we did!” 
 
    He bucked his hips wildly, his eyes locked on hers. She deliberately opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue for him to see, showing him that she was his, that if he wanted he could take her any way that he desired. 
 
    The trust they shared made his knees weak but did nothing to slow his excited thrusts as his cock pistoned between her yielding mounds. 
 
    “Do you want my cum?” He panted, both hands on her head now, steadying himself for each thrust. 
 
    “Yes, all of it!” 
 
    “On your breasts?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Your face?” 
 
    “Mmmm, yes!” 
 
    “In your mouth?” 
 
    “Always!” 
 
    He was really getting into the dirty talk and the pace of his thrusting had her flesh jiggling as he held nothing back. She rocked back and forth against the mossy rock, licking her lips and panting  
 
    “You want to lick it all up? Swallow it?” 
 
    “Oh yes, cum on my breasts and I will lick them clean while you watch!” 
 
    He moaned at her words. 
 
    “I’m so close!” 
 
    “Give me everything!” She cried out. 
 
    He gave several more thrusts while she pressed her breasts together as tight as she could. Abruptly he was cumming, he shoved himself between her tits until his tip was poking out the top and his first shot sprayed across her hungry lips. Her tongue lashed out pulling his seed into her mouth even as he continued to spurt. He forced her willing head to tilt down so she could lick at his spurting cock-head while her hands worked her breasts over his length. 
 
    Her mouth quickly filled and she didn’t hesitate to swallow once more before he leaned her back and she accepting his load across her face. He drew a line from her chin to her eyebrow, one eye closed as cum dribbled into it. On impulse, he pulled his hips back slightly, releasing her head with one hand as he took his cock and dragged it up and down between her tight breasts, thoroughly coating her tight cleavage. 
 
    Her hand quickly replaced his on his shaft as she used his cock to paint herself. She hefted one breast with one hand while the other drew circles around her nipple with his still-cumming cock. 
 
    He moaned non-stop as yet more seed exploded outwards from his aching balls. His one-handed grip in her hair was nearly painful and she loved it. Her chest thoroughly coated, she decided that she needed more of him on her face so she dragged his cock over her lips, licking at him as she jerked him off with his tip pressed into her supple cheek. 
 
    Once more he gripped her head in both hands, her damp hair between his fingers as he pushed his cock tight to her face. 
 
    “Ophelia! Take me deep!” 
 
    Without waiting for her response he pulled her head down and thrust himself forwards, fortunately her hand still held him and guided him between her lips as yet another spurt fired across her tongue. Once he was inside her mouth, her hand fell away to massage his balls as he thrust into her throat as deep as he could. His hips spasmed several more times as he continued to unload directly down her gullet, thrusting his cock-head in and out of her throat as she swallowed repeatedly to massage him. 
 
    At long last his rampaging cock calmed down, his torrent dying down to a dribble. 
 
    He pulled his length out of her throat until just his head remained in her mouth, and she suckled at it lovingly for several seconds, swallowing everything that he had. He pulled himself out of her sucking lips, grinding his aching cock between her eyes as she licked at his cum covered balls. One last little spurt fired onto her forehead as she tended to his tightened sack. 
 
    They stayed like that for several minutes. She licked every inch of him clean until he finally had to shift around again to sit down, then she spent several more minutes between his knees doing as she promised, lifting one breast after another to her waiting mouth, circling her own nipple with her tongue and sucking up his cum wherever she could reach. 
 
    All the while she watched him watch her. 
 
    At last the mess was cleaned up as best as they cared to. 
 
    “Was it everything you imagined?” She settled down against his thigh, idly running one finger through her nether lips. 
 
    “Everything and more.” He replied with a husky chuckle as he pet her head, his hand gentle now. 
 
    “You have a bit of a dominant streak in you that I wasn’t expecting.” Her look up at him was coy. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we can switch whenever you like.” 
 
    She chuckled but then her eyes widened. 
 
    “Nina! I think that maybe that is what she needs, for you to take charge like you just did with me!” 
 
    He agreed. 
 
    “Yeah that’s pretty much what Kar said.” 
 
    She smiled up at him, hope in her eyes. 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you enjoyed yourself dearheart. But we should really get dressed and look for the others.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Wha-” 
 
    Stand up, sit on that rock and spread your legs.” 
 
    “M-Master?!” 
 
    “You heard me, you made me cum twice without you, now show me your pussy so I can return the favour!” 
 
    It was his turn to lick his lips and she gave him a wide eyed look, then stood on shaky legs and leaned on the rock, her wings unfurling and fluttering with agitation as she spread her knees and offered her moist cleft to him. 
 
    He shuffled forwards and buried his face between her legs, her delicate curls tickling his nose as his tongue pressed as deep as he could into her pussy. She squeaked at his sudden invasion, than moaned as he wriggled his slick muscle into her tight tunnel. 
 
    “Oh dear! Master, that feels so good!” 
 
    He laughed into her snatch and then leaned back, she gave a disappointed huff that turned into a gasp of pleasure when he slid two fingers inside of her without warning. 
 
    “There was something else that I wanted to try, ever since Milly did it to me.” 
 
    He changed his mind about their position, lying down in the moss. 
 
    “Sit on my face.” He ordered. 
 
    She complied, her knees on either side of his head as her pussy hovered over his lips, but he shifted her upwards. She was about to ask what he was doing when all of the air left her lungs as his mouth found its goal and he worked his tongue into her asshole while slipping his fingers back into her pussy. 
 
    “Oh my! That is nice!” She cried out 
 
     His fingers in her pussy were at an awkward angle so he slipped them out and shifted his thumb into place instead, his other digits splayed over her naval. 
 
    He crooked his thumb deep into her pussy while she moaned and gripped his hair with both hand. His tongue still deep in her ass, his other hand slipped under her and began to grope and knead at her taut ass cheek. 
 
    She gasped in a desperate breath as she struggled to get used to his invasion of her most intimate places. 
 
    “Milly, ah! Milly did this for you?” 
 
    Rather than halt his tongue’s progress into her back passage he moaned out an affirmative sound into her puckered hole. The vibration of his moan caused her to flinch slightly, his nose tickling her moist lips. She released her hold on his hair with one hand and instead began to draw circles around her clit underneath his fingers. 
 
    “Such a- oh my! Such a naughty cow she is!” 
 
    He moaned his agreement again and her breath began to come in fits and bursts as she approached her climax. Her fluttering wings were widespread now, fanning him with cool air as he pleasured her. 
 
    “So good, don’t stop Master! Never stop!” 
 
    Her fingers working over her clit were frantic as he gave her ass a firm squeeze and plunged his tongue in as deep as he could, moaning constantly to add to the pleasurable sensation. 
 
    She began to let out clipped screams as she climbed to the heights of ecstasy until she finally let out one long scream as she plunged over into sheer bliss. 
 
    She bucked against his mouth, riding his face through her pleasure. He held her in place between his hands, gripping her ass tightly with one while the other continued to torment her tunnel with his thumb, vigorously working her sex to prolong her climax. 
 
    She eventually calmed down, moaning slightly. But he wasn’t done with her yet. 
 
    “Dearheart, what-” 
 
    “Twice.” His voice was muffled by her cheeks as he pulled his tongue out of her pucker long enough to tell her his intention before resuming his work. 
 
    “Oh dear, I’ve created a monster.” She let out a happy sigh as she settled back onto his face. 
 
    He worked over her nether regions with hand and tongue, this time at a much more leisurely pace. 
 
    Sadly, their bliss was interrupted when a man’s voice called from the trees. 
 
    “Good job kid, you made the whore nice and ready for us!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12: 
 
    The Mountain 
 
      
 
      
 
    A bolt of fiery red light shot out of the trees and hit the rock that Nameless had leaned against with a heavy thud. A split second later the boulder exploded in a bright flash. The concussive wave from the explosion knocked Ophelia off of him and she sprawled onto the ground a few feet away. 
 
    “That was the only warning shot you get! Try to fly away and I take your pretty wings off!” The rough voice called from the trees as over a dozen figures emerged from the woods all around them. 
 
    The men were unwashed and rough looking, and there were more than a few unpleasant leers as they took in the sight of the naked Flutterby while she picked herself up off the ground. 
 
    The apparent leader came out last, holding a sinister looking rod tight to his hip, the lost-tech blaster casually aimed at Ophelia. 
 
    “What a pretty little bug! She’ll be worth a few bits, right boys? Alright, here’s the deal kid, fork over the heartstone and any supplies you have, then you can stumble back towards civilization in one piece!” He smiled crookedly, his yellowed teeth visible through his scraggly beard. 
 
    The man sauntered forwards until he stood over the smoking remains of the boulder. Nameless’s ears were ringing and he was scared shitless, but he still managed to scramble to his feet and place himself between Ophelia and the deadly weapon. 
 
    “Master no…” She whimpered and clutched at his back, trying to stop him from putting himself in danger for her. 
 
    “Oh ho! We got ourselves a hero!” 
 
    The men laughed. 
 
    “Stop! Please, just leave us alone!” Nameless shouted boldly. 
 
    The reaction he got was the leader cracking him in the stomach with the butt of his weapon. 
 
    “Shaddup kid! The girl is ours now, now give up the stone!” 
 
    Nameless retched a bit from the blow, after a few seconds he caught his breath again and stammered out. 
 
    “Please just l-leave us alone, I d-don’t have her stone!” 
 
    Luckily none of the men spotted the fabrics dangling in the branches above. 
 
    His words earned him a sharp crack across the face from the man’s fist. 
 
    “Look, clearly the nanny stole you away from mommy and daddy. She’s a demented criminal! Don’t hold out on us for her, now be a good little boy and turn over her stone, we won’t hurt her, honest.” 
 
    His flat tone of voice told a different story than his words, as did the continued laughter of the men around them. 
 
    “Oh for fuck’s sake, I’m twenty years old you asshole!” 
 
    He’d actually turned twenty on the road to Bramblewood. 
 
    The man rocked back on his heels, surprised at Nameless’s angry words. 
 
    “Twenty? Seriously?” 
 
    “Er, boss, let’s get on with this eh. I’m losing wood over here.” 
 
    The leader shot an irritated glare over his shoulder and the man who spoke up clamped his mouth shut. Satisfied that he wouldn’t be interrupted again, the leader huffed and turned back to Nameless, still hunched before him. 
 
    “Okay, so you’re a big boy, then I got no problem with leaving your body looking like that rock. Her heartstone. Not gunna say it again.” 
 
    With that he leveled his weapon at Nameless’s face and Ophelia let out a scream. 
 
    “Please, I’ll do whatever you want! Just don’t hurt him!” 
 
    “Ophelia no!” 
 
    Once again he tried to shield her as she clung to his shoulder but the man slammed him in the temple with his weapon, this time knocking him to the ground, Ophelia dropped to his side with an anguished cry. 
 
    “Okay, lost my patience with him, here’s the deal girlie: you give me and my boys the same treatment you gave the little squirt and maybe I spare him, but only if he coughs up the stone! Now get to work!” 
 
    With that the man roughly undid his trousers with one hand and pulled free his half-flaccid penis, his other hand still gripping his deadly weapon. 
 
    Ophelia swallowed, her eyes averted from the disgusting sight to Nameless’s prone form, one hand cradling his head in her lap as the man waddled closer, bringing his foul meat in front of her face. 
 
    “If I do as you say, you won’t hurt him?” She asked, turning her gaze up to the man, resolve in her voice. 
 
    “That’s what I said.” 
 
    He roughly grabbed her by the hair while his men hooted and hollered, some of them openly stroking themselves in anticipation of their turn with their prize. 
 
    “Open wide bitch and look up at me with those pretty eyes of yours while you suck my cock.” He shifted his hips to waggle his hardening member in her face. 
 
    Nameless whimpered from the ground, utterly helpless as Ophelia grimaced at the unwashed man’s stench. The brute gave her head a shake, and she swallowed again before doing as he said, placidly opening her mouth, resigning herself to what was to come. 
 
    He laughed as he inched his cock towards her lips, clearly wanting to take his time and enjoy himself. 
 
    Even dazed as he was, seeing her treated this way was sickening to Nameless, and he had never been so angry with anyone in his life. 
 
    Neither had Nina. 
 
    There was a crash from one side as a pair of trees were toppled and, still clutching the Flutterby’s head, the man turned just in time to see the mighty Gigas bring all of her wrath down on him. 
 
    He was pounded into the rocks under the weight of her hammer. She had leapt into the air at the edge of the trees and brought it down on his head with such force that it didn’t stop moving until it hit the ground with a wet splat, his body reduced to a pulpy mess. 
 
    Everyone present was frozen in shock at the gory sight; his arm had torn free of Ophelia’s scalp, taking a few of her hairs with it. 
 
    It was one of the few pieces of him still intact. 
 
    Nina’s red eyes were wide as she shouted at the other men, her voice an earth-shaking roar. 
 
    “You think that you can take from the mountain?!” 
 
    In stark terror, one of the other men brought his own weapon to bear on the Gigas, firing several shots at her, each hitting her with the same concussive thump before exploding. 
 
    After the smoke cleared from his volley he saw that not only was she still standing but her murderous glare had shifted to him. 
 
    “You think the mountain won’t claim its due?!” 
 
    She roared again before leaping straight at him and swinging her hammer in a one handed grip into his side. 
 
    The weapon didn’t slow in the slightest as his broken body was flung into a tree, his limp form now impaled on several broken branches ten feet in the air. 
 
    Two men, terrified of sharing their comrades’ fate, tried to flee into the woods but were greeted by Jan’s teeth and Kala’s spear. 
 
    Neither lasted long. 
 
    A third man leveled yet another blaster at the new arrivals but collapsed to the earth with a gurgled scream when a trio of familiar blades sprouting from his neck and face. He struggled to rise but was trampled underfoot by an enraged Milly who charged out of the trees and made a beeline directly for her master. 
 
    With an aggressive low she shouldered another man aside, knocking him into a painful cartwheel that ended with him upside down and unconscious against a tree nearly twenty feet away. 
 
    As the men scrambled in the ensuing chaos, metallic pops and cracks sounded all around as little lost-tech canisters landed at their feet, some releasing noxious gas that caused them to double over wheezing while others blinding them with searing light. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t take his eyes off of Nina, even when she had killed the man-eater she was more annoyed than anything. Now he glimpsed the true power of a Gigas and his heart pounded in primal terror. 
 
    She laid into the men with all of the inevitable fury of an avalanche. 
 
    Fearful cries and burst of broken flesh split the air as she pulverized them with her hammer and with one bare hand, all the while cursing and roaring out her rage. 
 
    “Come here you puny little fuck!” 
 
    She seized one man by the ankle and repeatedly swung his entire weight into the ground until there was nothing left to swing, his body bursting apart into bloody chunks. Another fled from the stinging smoke only for Nina to similarly grab him by his knee, her grip instantly crushing the joint as she hurled him with incredible force across the lake, his shriek cut short when he collided with the solid cliff near the waterfall at least eighty feet away. 
 
    Meanwhile Milly wrapped herself protectively around him and Ophelia, oblivious to the gore that covered them both. 
 
    Some of the remaining men had crude weapons but all of them were too afraid to use them. Jan, Kar and Nina were taking them down methodically as they were boxed in by the smoke; several tried to flee into the water only to be taken out by massive stones hurled by the enraged Gigas. 
 
    Within a few minutes, all of the men lay dead save the one Milly had rendered unconscious. 
 
    Nina was panting, not with exertion but with rage. The fire of battle still in her blood, she wheeled around and looked for something to kill. She held her gory weapon at the ready as she scanned the bodies of the men, searching for any hint of life. 
 
    Her bloody clothes were in tatters, and the blaster had left several odd scorch marks across her body, the puny weapon not strong enough to pierce the flesh of a Gigas. 
 
    Nameless felt sick. 
 
    He clung to Milly, Ophelia doing likewise, both of them too shocked by the grisly turn of events to form a coherent sentence. 
 
    “Well, that was a thing.” Miranda said grimly, emerging from the trees with Erica and Jezebel in tow; “Everyone alright?” 
 
    Jan and Kala quickly nodded, both warriors surveying the carnage that Nina had inflicted, respect on their faces as they cleaned the blood from their weapons, Kala with a piece of a dead man’s shirt, Jan by merely licking her bloody chops. 
 
    Milly was too busy frantically licking at Nameless and Ophelia’s faces to answer. 
 
    Nina didn’t seem to hear her, her gaze had fallen on the unconscious man and her eyes narrowed as she stomped towards him with deliberate intent. 
 
    “Nina! Alive! I need to question him!” 
 
    Miranda placed herself between Nina and the downed man, but the Gigas simply walked through her. 
 
    “Dammit Nina, I need him alive!” She stumbled back from the giant, tripping over the uneven rocks. 
 
    Nameless wiggled free of Milly’s grasp to see the tiny giant with her hammer raised, prepared to crush the helpless man. 
 
    “Nina! Stop! Please!” He all but sobbed at her, his head pounding from where he had been struck. 
 
    His voice was the only one in the world that could have given her pause at that moment, and even then she considered ignoring his words. 
 
    Reluctantly, she lowered her hammer to her side. 
 
    There was a collective sigh. Nameless was pulled back into Milly’s arms. 
 
    After recovering her knives Erica joined them, her own anger had been a match for Nina’s and just as Kar had told her, she didn’t hesitate. 
 
    “Wh-wha-” Ophelia dazed voice emerged from Milly’s breasts. 
 
    “Don’t look lover, it’s not pretty.” The Katje said quietly as she caressed the Flutterby’s hair. 
 
    “These men hurt our master, I-I will not mourn for them.” Ophelia’s voice was thick with emotion but despite her brave words she paled at the gory surroundings. 
 
    “Nor should you.” Miranda muttered and then glared at Nina, arms crossed in front of her; “I told you to wait on my order.” 
 
    Without taking her eyes off the unconscious man the Gigas pointed towards Nameless with her bloody hammer. 
 
    “I wait on no order but his. These men earned their deaths, I was happy to oblige. Wake this one up and ask him what you will Miranda, then he gets the same.” 
 
    Ophelia was clinging to Nameless now, her breath coming in gasps as she tried to come to grips with what almost happened and what had happened. Erica and Milly both were bathing her face with their tongues, comforting her the only way they knew how. 
 
    “Shhh, lover you are safe, Master is safe. Nina saved you.” 
 
    “You’re both okay.” Milly added, as much for her own benefit as for her bond-sister’s. 
 
    Erica leaned back suddenly and licked at her lips, recognizing the taste. 
 
    “Lover, what were you two up to?” She purred at the Flutterby who looked a bit sheepish, her shaking subsiding somewhat. 
 
    Ophelia leaned in for a hug and whispered in the Katje’s ear. 
 
    “Oh you naughty bitch!” The pair giggled together, though Ophelia’s laugh was tinged with hysteria. 
 
    She had regained some of her composure faster than one would expect, certainly faster than Nameless did: the only thing keeping him sane was his concern for her! 
 
    “Let’s get you lot cleaned up and dressed and get away from this mess, leave these fuckers for the buzzards.” 
 
    Miranda had sifted through the belongings of the men and gathered up each of the three lost tech weapons. Two were broken by Nina’s hammer, but the third was intact and she frowned before bundling them all together in a spare blanket and strapping it to Kala’s bag. 
 
    Studiously avoiding looking at the carnage around them, Ophelia, Nameless and Nina washed up in the water while Jez climbed up and brought down their mostly dry clothes. They walked a ways into the trees, Kala hefting the unconscious man over her shoulder before Nameless and Ophelia ducked into the privacy of the trees to dress, closely followed by Nina, Milly and Erica. 
 
    “So, you got your first titty-fuck today Master?” Erica bumped her hip against his while he buttoned his pants with shaky fingers. 
 
    Nameless was numb, he wanted to laugh, to cavort and play, to make love to his girls. But he couldn’t shake the feeling of helplessness he felt on the ground looking up at that man about to force himself on Ophelia. At the same time he was sickened by the brutality of the man’s end, the way Nina had utterly pulverized him. 
 
    He began to shake again, so his Flutterby stepped in front of him and put her hands on either side of his face. 
 
    “Dearheart, I am alright, the ordeal ended before it could even begin. Please, try to calm down.” 
 
    He nodded and swallowed. 
 
    “I’m s-so sorry.” He managed to stutter out while tears seeped out of his eyelids. 
 
    She shook him, her grip on his head painful. 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” Her eyes were wide as she snapped at him; “You are no more to blame for the actions of those men then I am!” 
 
    Startled at her vehement response he was held in place by her stern look until he gave a shaky nod. She suddenly hugged him tight, whispering in his ear. 
 
    “I was so afraid for you dearheart, please don’t make it worse by trying to take on the blame for all of the evil in this world.” 
 
    “I won’t.” He promised, his voice muffled by her breasts. 
 
    Nina wanted to say something, but didn’t know what, so instead she just finished changing into a pair of bloodless clothes, her eyes on the trees where Miranda and the others were waiting with the unconscious man. 
 
    Once they were all clothed, Ophelia walked up to the Gigas who turned to meet her. 
 
    “Nina, dearheart.” She knelt to bring their faces to the same height; “Thank you for saving us, for saving me.” 
 
    Nina looked surprised, as if she expected a rebuke instead. Her surprise increased when Ophelia gripped her face just as she had Nameless’s and pulled her in for a deep kiss. After a few moments of kissing, her rigid posture eased somewhat. 
 
    The Flutterby pulled away, and Nina’s lips following her of their own volition, not quite ready for the passionate kiss to end. 
 
    “And I think that this has gone on long enough, don’t you?” Ophelia tilted her head at the Gigas. 
 
    “What do you mean?” She breathed. 
 
    “You failed to have sex with him one time, and that was weeks ago! We aren’t just going to give up on you. You deserve our master’s love just as much as any of us. And I for one am through waiting for you to act on that. You and Master: Tonight.” She declared with a note of finality as she got back to her feet. 
 
    Nina was about to argue, and for that matter so was Nameless, but Ophelia actually stomped one delicate foot. 
 
    “Tonight!” She repeated at the pair of them; “None of us sleeps until we figure this out!” 
 
    Erica stepped up beside her and wrapped one arm around Ophelia’s waist. 
 
    “We’ll help, with whatever you need lover.” She promised Nina. 
 
    “That’s what bond-sisters are for.” Milly murmured, flanking Ophelia on her other side. 
 
    Nameless stood apart from them, all of their attention on Nina. He pictured her as she was not fifteen minutes ago, covered in gore and raging. 
 
    He shook his head, Ophelia was right. This had gone on long enough. 
 
    Tonight. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While the others got themselves clothed and sorted in the relative privacy of the trees, Miranda and her girls contemplated the problem of the unconscious man. 
 
    He had groaned a few times while Kala carried him but was otherwise unresponsive. 
 
    Miranda paced a bit while Kala and Jez poked, prodded and slapped at him, Kala with her hand, Jez with a stick. 
 
    “You’re worried Mistress.” Jan said. 
 
    “You’ve read the same reports as me.” 
 
    Jan sheepishly scratched the back of her head. 
 
    “I may have skimmed them a bit.” 
 
    Miranda stopped pacing to give Jan a withering look that had no effect on the incorrigible Wolfen. 
 
    “Barely a month ago we lost one of Lilly’s pack to a flamer, or did you forget?” 
 
    Jan flinched, and then nodded, subdued at the memory. 
 
    Miranda softened her tone somewhat. 
 
    “Sorry puppy. I didn’t mean to snap at you, but this is something that the council is very worried about. It’s a growing problem all over the city states, and now here? In the middle of bum-fuck nowhere, we find not one but three functioning blasters?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess we should be worried.” Jan admitted. 
 
    “We need answers, and this guy is our only lead.” She threw a thumb at the unconscious man, whose eyelids twitched slightly when she referred to him. 
 
    Kala’s eyes narrowed and she began to speak loudly. 
 
    “It is useless, he suffered a terrible blow and I doubt he will awaken ever again. Stand aside. I can at least spare him a lingering death in the woods.” 
 
    She motioned Jez away then pressed her spear against the insensate man’s chest and prepared herself to drive the weapon home. 
 
    “I’m awake!” The man stopped pretending at the Amazon’s threat. 
 
    “Obviously.” Jezebel rolled her strange eyes: “Not gunna save you though, this time we actually get to kill a rapist!” She hopped in place excitedly. 
 
    “Hey now! None of that!” He stammered out, trying to get to his feet. 
 
    Miranda roughly kicked his legs out from under him. 
 
    “Stay on the ground! Kala if he tries to get up again, go lethal.” She ordered. 
 
    “As you say, my love.” Kala said, planting her spear on his chest again. 
 
    “Hey, fuck off with that shit! You ain’t got no jurisdiction out here! This is the wilds!” He bravely declared. 
 
    “Oh noes, we have no jurisdiction? We better let the attempted rapist go then.” Jan said in a falsetto voice, her hands on either side of her face and eyes wide in pretend fright. 
 
    Jezebel halted her hopping in indignation. 
 
    “What!? We can’t let him go! Just look what he and his friends tried to do!” 
 
    The Wolfen gave her a long look, then leaned in and licked her from her chin to her hairline. 
 
    “Jezebel, my sweet little froggy, how is it that we’ve been together for over a decade and you still haven’t mastered sarcasm?” 
 
    Miranda pursed her lips, hiding a smile. 
 
    “So wait, you aren’t letting me go?” The man was perplexed. 
 
    Kala blew out a breath. 
 
    “We should get the answers we need before the Gigas comes back. She won’t like seeing him awake.” 
 
    He paled. 
 
    “You’re right. So let’s get started. It’s pretty clear to me that you lot are a bunch of wanted crims, maybe even escaped cons judging by some of the tattoos. Hiding out in the lowlands to avoid the Aegis and prey on any girls you can find out here, so the only thing I need to know is where the hell did you get the blasters from?” 
 
    The man swallowed but didn’t answer. 
 
    “I’ll go and get Nina.” Jan said, turning towards the trees. 
 
    “Wh-who is Nina?” 
 
    “Oh you met earlier, little red girl with the big hammer?” Jan tossed over her shoulder as she kept walking. 
 
    “Wait! Wait, come on! I’ll talk!” 
 
    “Well?” Miranda prompted. 
 
    “We just had them for protection, honest!” 
 
    “And for attempted rape. Don’t try to bullshit me! Tell me where you got them from! NOW!!” Miranda snarled at him, her patience gone. 
 
    Kala pressed her spear harder into his chest, a single pearl of blood gathered at the tip and he winced in fear and pain. 
 
     “It was Georgie! The one the little red bitch squished! He had the hook up!” 
 
    “Give me a name!” Miranda demanded, not giving the man an inch. 
 
    She knew that she had to keep him talking so that he didn’t have time to make things up. 
 
    “He never gave us a name I swear!” 
 
    “Then where?” 
 
    His chest was rising rapidly as panic took him. 
 
    “If I tell you, you have to keep the red bitch off of me!” 
 
    “You tell me or I hand you to her myself!” Miranda countered. 
 
    His eyes rolled with fear, his bravado completely gone now. 
 
    “Oakridge! She was in Oakridge!” 
 
    “She? You don’t have a name but you know it was a woman?” Kala hissed in disbelief and leaned some more weight onto her weapon. 
 
    He squirmed in pain on the point of her spear. 
 
    “He said she had great tits!” He all but howled, gripping the bladed edge of the spear in a desperate attempt to relieve the pressure, blood streaming from his hand. 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    “He remembered her tits but not her name? Ugh, men!” 
 
    “That’s all I know, please stop stabbing me!” He whimpered, still trying to dislodge Kala’s spear. 
 
    “Kala, enough. Tie him up until I can figure out what to do with him.” 
 
    Kala removed her spear and pulled her bag off her shoulder to get some rope. While her attention was away the man’s fear got the better of him and he scrambled to his feet, but before anyone had time to react Nina’s hammer flew out of the trees and bowled him over into a bloody heap. 
 
    “Well, that’s done.” The Gigas called as she emerged from the trees. 
 
    “Hey! That was our rapist!” 
 
    Jezebel had been the closest at that point and had to wipe blood off of her face as she glared accusingly at the giant. 
 
    “No, he was my rapist. I called dibs and everything.” 
 
    “Dammit Nina!” Miranda said in exasperation. 
 
    “What? He was trying to get away, I stopped him.” She shrugged unapologetically as she picked up her bloody weapon. 
 
    Kala crossed her arms over her ample breasts, the rope forgotten in her irritation. 
 
    “I would not have let him get two steps!” 
 
    “I didn’t let him get one.” Nina countered immediately, casually wiping the man’s blood off of her hammer. 
 
    “Can’t fault her math.” Jan murmured. 
 
    Miranda glared at the tiny red giant, and Nina matched her glare with a nonchalant stare of her own. 
 
    “I told you before: you get your answers, he gets dead. Don’t know why you’re surprised.” 
 
    Miranda drew in a deep breath then released it. 
 
    “I suppose I’m not, but I kind of hoped you would have calmed down by now.” 
 
    “Do I not seem calm?” One delicate red eyebrow rose as she casually tossed the man’s carcass into some bushes to spare her sisters the sight of it. 
 
    “You and Xalanth could be twins.” Miranda groaned. 
 
    “Aww, thanks!” 
 
    “It wasn’t a compliment!” 
 
    “How is comparing me to a Dragon not a compliment?” Nina laughed. 
 
    Miranda jaw worked as she tried to find words to reply. Finally she stomped off, Jan in tow, the Wolfen having the sense to hide her grin from her agitated mistress. 
 
    Nina blinked and called out after them. 
 
    “What did I say?” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, the stars bright in the sky, they made camp and bedded down for the night, their tents far enough apart to afford the disparate groups some privacy while some sought quiet words and sleep, and some not… 
 
    “You’re still worried about the blasters aren’t you?” Kala played with Miranda’s hair, trying to get her to come out of her thoughts. 
 
    They were sharing a bedroll, Miranda resting her body against Kala’s. Jan and Jez were both on watch somewhere outside the tent. 
 
    Miranda thought for a moment before she replied. 
 
    “The council needs to know about this, it’s the first real lead we’ve had and it isn’t much. Someone is flooding the market with firepower and all we know is that there might be a woman in Oakwood who has a nice rack.” She sighed. 
 
    “Indeed, Yana and the others told me of the weapons they faced when they rescued Nina.” 
 
    Miranda nodded seriously. 
 
    “It seems like every raid we launch encounters them, and the last few have had losses on our side.” 
 
    “Have you had a chance to speak with Lilly?” 
 
    “No. But I know that she probably hasn’t finished drinking and fucking half of Garland by now. She doesn’t handle loss well.” 
 
    Miranda drew in a long breath before letting it out with a sigh. The Wolfen pack leader was an old friend of hers and she had lost one of her warriors in a raid on a roving tent town a few weeks ago, the very same place that had turned both Erica and Nina into Tenebrae. 
 
    Miranda opted to change the subject, slightly anyways. 
 
    “But what about you? You finally got your wish. You’re a blooded warrior now.” She crooked one finger and ran it over her bond-mate’s cheek. 
 
    “Yes, I am.” Kala’s jaw was set. 
 
    “How do you feel about that? Taking a life isn’t easy.” Miranda said as she nuzzled against her Amazon. 
 
    “Honestly? I don’t know.” Kala muttered. 
 
    She had indeed been waiting for the chance to become a blooded warrior, it was one of the reasons she was so eager to join in Nameless’s quest. 
 
    “You know I’m here for you, my big strong warrior woman.” Miranda said with a loving kiss. 
 
    Kala leaned her head into the kiss, though she wasn’t in the mood for anything beyond it. 
 
    When they broke apart she pulled Miranda close, resting her cheek against her hair. 
 
    “After our mother died and Yana took over raising me, I trained so hard to be worthy of such an amazing sister. And when I met you and Jan and Jez… I trained even harder to protect my new family.” 
 
    Miranda said nothing, she knew all of this of course, but she wanted her pet to say whatever she needed to say. 
 
    “Those men, I don’t regret killing them, or at least the few that Nina didn’t get around to!” She snorted, her rapid exhalation tickling Miranda’s hair; “But, I don’t think I could do what Jan has had to do. I-I don’t think I could ever take the life of a Tenebrae.” 
 
    Miranda’s eyes widened. For years Kala had pleaded with her to join her and Jan on their missions. With the Lady Essig unable to use her power for nearly a decade, any poor girl who fell into darkness had to be killed in order to protect the world from their wrath. It was a rare occurrence but the unpleasant task of tracking and ending them had fallen to senior operatives such as Miranda and Jan. 
 
    “Three.” 
 
    “My love?” 
 
    “Three. That’s how many Tenebrae Jan and I have had to kill, Erica would have been the fourth. Well, actually she wouldn’t have been since she would have killed us.” She sighed, a lump in her throat at the memories of the innocent girls they had to end. 
 
    They were silent for a time, and then Miranda sat up, the blanket falling from her shoulders and revealing her nakedness to the blonde girl’s eyes. 
 
    “Three girls, in almost ten years. It seems like a small number, but for us it was always the most dreaded assignment and it took months for us to shake off that horrible feeling after each one.” 
 
    Kala nodded, with one comforting hand on Miranda’s waist. 
 
    “But now, with the kid in play… he saved two girls in like a week!” Miranda huffed. 
 
    Kala smiled. 
 
    “So you think we won’t have to kill any more Tenebrae?” Hope was in her voice. 
 
    Miranda straddled the Amazon’s abdomen, her hands balancing herself on the bottom of Kala’s ribcage as she looked down at the beautiful blonde woman. 
 
    “I think that the little shit nearly died today. He might be an Empath but he is also a big fat stupid idiot when it comes to his own safety. Seriously! They were having sex in the middle of the wilds like a couple of fucking teenagers!” She gave a disgusted snort; “So I need my Amazon warrior to watch out for him, to protect him, just as you have been. Because I don’t know if me, or Jan, could take down another Tenebrae either, not after that night in the woods with that bitchy cat.” 
 
    Miranda finished by leaning down and taking Kala’s face in her hands and kissing her ardently. Their kiss lasted for several breaths, when they finally broke apart Miranda once again settled herself comfortably against the Amazon. 
 
    They snuggled together for a few minutes before Kala spoke again, the last words before they both sought the comfort of sleep. 
 
    “I will, I will protect him, for you and for Jan.” Kala pledged fiercely. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13: 
 
    Letting Go 
 
      
 
      
 
    While Miranda and Kala talked in their tent, a much different but similarly important conversation was happening in Nameless’s. 
 
    He and Nina were sitting together on his bedroll, the others hanging around their little fire just outside to give them a bit of privacy. 
 
    “You are afraid of me.” Nina said quietly. 
 
    “N-no.” 
 
    “Yes you are.” She sighed; “Is it because I keep calling you a weakling and a pussy?” 
 
    Nameless’s face took on a strained look. 
 
    “That doesn’t really help.” 
 
    “But it’s a compliment!” Her voice became insistent. 
 
    “H-how so?” 
 
    “Because, you’re like a Lambda-wool blanket that I can wrap all around myself, soft and warm. I don’t know how to be so soft. I don’t know how to be like that big walking marshmallow Milly.” 
 
    “Nina… you can be soft, I know you can. You were at the cottage, when it was just you and the girls, right? And I know something happened between you and Milly while we were in Bramblewood.” 
 
    “I suppose. Milly and I, yeah we fooled around a bunch and Ophelia didn’t really give me a choice in the cottage.” 
 
    Nameless gave a shaky smile. 
 
    “Yeah, she is good at that.” He sighed morosely; “Nina, I am not equipped for this, for adventure and bandits and… and blood.” 
 
    Nina took his face in her hands, and turned his eyes to face hers. 
 
    “Those men tried to kill you, so I killed them. They dared to threaten my mate and one of my bond-sisters, they brought it on themselves.” Her voice was firm. 
 
    “I-I know that, Nina I do.” Nameless was having trouble meeting her gaze; “I don’t regret what happened, I just don’t know what to do now. I can’t, I can’t get the images out of my head!” 
 
    Nina sighed, then released his face and stood before him. With abrupt movements she pulled her tank-top over her head, revealing her perky breasts with their dark red nipples. 
 
    “Nina! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Replacing those images with something else.” Her voice turned sad as she untied her shorts and pulled them down; “I know we can’t, that we couldn’t- that I failed- before. But I want you so badly it burns here.” She laid one hand just below her naval. 
 
    Nameless put his hands on her hips and held her. 
 
    “You didn’t fail, I did! I needed to be strong for you and I wasn’t! I know we can do this, if we couldn’t then there wouldn’t be any Gigas at all would there?” 
 
    She shrugged, trying to play off their night in the cottage as she settled into his lap, his arms slipping from her hips to around her back, her smooth red skin warm in his hands. 
 
    “It’s fine. Whatever. I can’t be soft and you can’t be hard. What a pair we make.” 
 
    Nameless studied her face intently for several moments while her eyes watched him placidly. His eyes narrowed as he sensed the brutal disappointment that she tried to hide from him. He also remembered everything that Miranda, Kar, and Ophelia had suggested and came to a decision. 
 
    “Put my cock in your mouth.” 
 
    Her jaw fell open in shock, her eyes huge. 
 
    “I’m telling you that I want you to suck my dick, right now.” 
 
    His voice was firm but she looked at him from her place in his lap as if he had gone crazy. 
 
    He shifted his arms behind her, gripping her by the hair firmly with one hand while the other squeezed her tiny butt. 
 
    “Big strong Gigas you may be, but you are my Gigas. Now suck my cock.” 
 
    A deep blush took her cheeks, she felt that heat again, that burning in her center at his words. She licked her lips, still unmoving. 
 
    He gave her ass a firm spank, and she let out an odd squeak, he could sense her growing arousal from his words. 
 
    She just needed one last push. 
 
    “Are you my Gigas?” He demanded pulling her face to his, eyes still locked on hers. 
 
    She nodded her head vigorously, earnest but confused by this bizarre change in his attitude. 
 
    “Really? Because my Gigas would suck my cock when I told her to, so what are you waiting for?” 
 
    She licked her lips again and got off his lap, sliding to the floor of the tent. She hesitated as she looked at his crotch, and he shifted forwards to give her better access. 
 
    “Unbutton my pants.” 
 
    She obeyed, fingers trembling. 
 
    Why am I shaking? 
 
    “Now pull the zipper down.” 
 
    Again she did as she was told. 
 
    He lifted his hips up and pulled his pants and underwear down all at once, suddenly her face was inches from his erection. 
 
    “I don’t know how.” She spoke at last in a whisper, naked vulnerability in her tone. 
 
    He placed one hand on her head applying some pressure as he pulled her face towards him while his other hand pointed his cock at her lips. 
 
    “I do. Open your mouth.” 
 
    She shuddered. 
 
    This was so unlike him, her tiny pussy lips were getting wet just from his commanding tone. She was many thousands of times stronger than him, she could break a mountain with her mighty hammer, but she could not resist as he pulled her face towards his erect penis. 
 
    She parted the cute bow of her lips, a string of saliva stretched between them. 
 
    He stopped with his glans just outside her mouth. 
 
    “Stick out your tongue and lick me.” 
 
    Slowly, shaking still, she complied. Her tongue darted out and gave him a quick lick. 
 
    He frowned at her and she thought she might die. 
 
    “Lick me harder. Lick your master’s cock.” 
 
    She flinched at that word, her pussy convulsing at the pleasure that it caused to course through her. 
 
    He noticed. 
 
    “Say it. Tell me who I am.” 
 
    For once in his life his voice didn’t falter. 
 
    Her warm breath caressed his sensitive flesh as she panted at his power over her. 
 
    This is it! This is what I have been craving! I love that he is soft, but here I need him to be strong, stronger than me! 
 
    “M-Master” She whimpered out. 
 
    “Louder.” 
 
    “Master.” 
 
    “Again, louder.” His tone was unyielding as a single tear trickled down her cheek. 
 
    “Master!” 
 
    “Tell the world who I am!” 
 
    “You are my Master!” 
 
    More tears. 
 
    “Again!” 
 
    “You are my Master!” She was outright crying now. 
 
    He paused at her steady tears. 
 
    “Are you a weakling?” 
 
    His words stung her and she shook her head slightly. 
 
    “But you are crying. Surely only weaklings cry?” 
 
    “But! That’s because you-” 
 
    He pressed his thumb to her lips to silence her. 
 
    “Nina. You think that you can’t be soft, and that I can’t be hard. I just showed you that is bullshit. I made you cry, and I did it because you needed to, because I love you, never doubt for a second that I love you. Part of loving someone is loving everything about them. You are so strong and I love that about you even when it terrifies me, but when we tried to make love before, that strength got in the way. So you need to be weak. Can you be soft for me? Because, clearly, I can be hard for you.” 
 
    He waggled his hard cock in front of her face to drive home his point before pulling back a bit so that she could speak. She let out a girlish giggle and wiped at her tears, his hand still held her head, but was comforting now instead of demanding. 
 
    “I can! I can Master! I can be soft, let me show you please?” She parted her cherry lips again invitingly. 
 
    It was his turn to shudder; her open mouth, her breath… before he had just been trying to break through to her, sex wasn’t the end goal. Now though, as she offered him her tiny mouth he felt raw lust surge through him. 
 
    “Are you sure? I know you’ve never really been keen on the idea of blowjobs.” 
 
    She reached down, sliding her fingers over her pussy lips and gathering some moisture from herself. As he watched in puzzlement she brought her hand out again to show him the glistening dew on her fingertips. 
 
    “This is how ‘keen’ I am on the idea, Master. You were so hot before, and even when you’re an emotional weakling you still make me so wet. I can suck it for you. Whenever you want, I will suck it for you!” 
 
    He groaned from her erotic promise, as her lips parted and her tongue darted out again, no longer hesitating she swirled the tiny muscle over his cock-head. His eyes fluttered closed as he stroked her hair with his hand, letting her go at her own pace. 
 
    Soon she began to place sucking kisses all along his erection, growing bolder by the second as the taste of his flesh caused her to shudder in ecstasy. 
 
    After a few minutes of kissing and licking the length of him, she abruptly popped him into her mouth, and his eyes snapped open. 
 
    “Teeth! Nina, no teeth please!” 
 
    She hummed against his cock in understanding and spread her jaws as wide as she could to get her teeth off of him. She wasn’t like the other girls. Despite her breed, her status as a giant, her mouth was tiny and it quickly became apparent that she couldn’t take much more than his head passed her lips. 
 
    As she noticed this, her hands came up and replaced his on his cock, stroking his length with a two handed grip while she suckled on his head. She was uncoordinated and really not very good at it, but Nameless didn’t care: she wanted to do this for him and he of all people knew that she would get better with experience. 
 
    He placed his other hand on her hair, massaging her scalp while she sucked him. 
 
    “Good girl. Nina, I love you. Thank you.” 
 
    She hummed happily at his praise and the vibration it sent through him made him shudder with pleasure. 
 
    “Ah! D-do that again!” 
 
    She gave a questioning hum. 
 
    “Oh wow, that feels so good!” 
 
    She giggled around his cock at his immediate response and then began to hum in earnest, taking deep breaths through her nose after each long vocalization into his flesh. 
 
    She began to bob her head slightly, squeaking sucking noises coming from her lips as the vacuum over his glans lost its seal occasionally. He wasn’t stroking her head anymore, instead he held on for dear life as pleasure coursed through him. 
 
    He could feel his release rapidly approaching and he wanted to give the inexperienced girl plenty of warning. 
 
    “Nina, I’m g-going to cum soon, you can finish with just your hands.” 
 
    She gave a negative sounding hum and sucked harder. He felt his balls tighten as she dragged her lips over his sensitive skin. 
 
    She was determined to see the task through. 
 
    Soon enough she got her wish. 
 
    “C-cumming, Nina I’m cumming!” 
 
    Her eyebrows shot up as the first wad of his semen shot over her tongue. Then her brow furrowed as the musky flavour filled her mouth, but she kept working him, her cheeks filling up rapidly. Soon her mouth was overflowing and she had to draw her head back, still stroking his spurting cock with both hands as her master groaned his release. The red skin of her face was quickly coated with white as he unleashed his seed on her, his load seeming all the more copious given the diminutive size of her face.  
 
    “Nina, oh wow Nina!” 
 
    His cock well lubricated now, she stroked him faster as he continued to cover her with his love. Her hands now worked the head of his cock along with his length and the pleasure was intense. Her grip was unyielding and the powerful monster would never grow tired from such a simple task so she kept stroking him through his release. 
 
    He squirmed underneath her hands, the pleasure nearly enough to break him, and he gasped and panted as he shot wad after wad into her face and her hair. His grip on her head was iron as he ground his hips into her working hands, seeking and fearing the overwhelming stimulation of her touch. 
 
    Eventually his spurting died down, reduced to a few dribbles. There were several moments of poignant silence as she finally released his cock from her hands. 
 
    “Holy shit! That was incredible! Look at her face!” Erica spoke from behind him. 
 
    The girls had come back into the tent when they felt his excitement growing, not wanting to miss the show. 
 
    “Oh, dear, he did make a mess didn’t he? I’ll fetch a towel.” 
 
    “No need.” 
 
    Milly dropped down beside a cum-blinded Nina, Erica quickly joining her. 
 
    Nina’s mouth was full so she couldn’t give more than a questioning hum as the girl leaned her back away from him. 
 
    “Relax lover, Milly and I are just cleaning you up.” Erica drew her rough tongue over Nina’s face, collecting a great gob of his seed into her mouth and swallowing with a shudder. 
 
    Milly did the same on the opposite side, and soon enough the pair had the tiny girl’s face clean. 
 
    Able to see again she looked between the pair and the deflated Nameless. Her jaw was held low with her lips tight, her cheeks were billowed out slightly and the corners of her mouth curled downwards at the taste in her mouth. 
 
    “Nina, you can spit it out. It’s okay I don’t mind.” Nameless told her. 
 
    “Yeah, or you can share it in a nice messy kiss.” Erica licked her lips at the idea. 
 
    But Nina shook her head slowly, and then looked directly at him as she audibly gulped down his load. 
 
    It took her two swallows. 
 
    He shuddered at the intense expression on her face when she did it. 
 
    “That stuff tastes as disgusting as it looks.” She remarked calmly. 
 
    “Then why did you swallow it dearheart?” Ophelia handed her a damp cloth. 
 
    Nina shrugged and wiped at her face. 
 
    “Did you see the look on his face when I did? Plus it made me wet.” Her look turned coquettish; “Did you enjoy my first blowjob Master?” 
 
    He nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Actually lover, that was a hummer. A blowjob has a lot more motion to it.” 
 
    The Katje licked at Nina’s face again, savouring the lingering taste of their bond-mate’s pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, okay; well, whenever you want Master, I’ll give you a hummer and I’ll swallow all of your nasty cum.” 
 
    The other girls giggled at her lascivious promise. 
 
    He dropped down in front of her and kissed her deeply, unperturbed by the faint taste of his seed on her lips as her arms wrapped around his neck and his hands found her perky ass and squeezed. 
 
    After several intense tongue-wrestling seconds, he pulled away. 
 
    “Nina, I am definitely going to want another one of your hummers. But you really don’t need to swallow if you don’t like it.” 
 
    She pushed her ass back into his grip with a slight moan before she spoke. 
 
    “Master, I used to taste blood on a daily basis, today in fact. Believe me, your cum is a huge improvement, and besides…” Her cheeks darkened in a blush; “It really did make me wet.” 
 
    His hands still on her ass, he looked long into her eyes and then slipped one finger between her cheeks, applying slight pressure to her pucker then sliding deeper between her legs as she leaned forwards even further to give him access. 
 
    “Please, Master? I want to try again.” She whispered. 
 
    He nodded, drawing his digit through her juicy cleft then crooking his finger inside of her amazingly tight hole. She trembled; he still could only get one finger barely inside her. 
 
    “Be soft for me Nina.” He whispered. 
 
    She closed her eyes for a moment, her shoulders tense and her inner muscle tightened around his invading digit for a moment, then her whole body relaxed with a sigh. 
 
    He slid his finger in to the second knuckle. 
 
    “I’m going to make love to you Nina.” He said with determination. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    He kissed her again, utilizing every trick that Ophelia had taught him earlier to ramp up her excitement. Her tiny tongue massaged his as she shifted her hands to the hair on the back of his head and held his face to hers. They broke apart after several seconds. 
 
    “Lie down and spread your legs.” 
 
    His calm instruction, the way he had taken charge before, everything about him now made her feel delightfully weak. She complied, lying back onto the bedroll and looking up at him. 
 
    Slowly she spread her knees, her puffy labia parting slightly as she shifted herself, the pink of her inner folds contrasting with the deep red of her skin. 
 
    He pulled off his clothes before shifting himself to kneel between her legs. None of the other girls moved, too enraptured to disturb the unfolding scene, though Erica had pulled her shirt up and was working her clit in slow circles through her panties. 
 
    He place one arm on either side of her head, his penis dangling as he hunched over her and leaned in for another kiss on her bow like lips. 
 
    Despite cumming just a few minutes ago, the excitement of finally being with Nina had aroused his flagging cock once more. 
 
    “I’m going to make love to you Nina.” He repeated, more firmly this time. 
 
    She whimpered and he kissed her neck, then the hollow between her collar bones, then lower. 
 
    “But first I’m going to taste all of you.” 
 
    Her chest rose and fell while he lavished her perky little tits with his tongue, planting one sucking kiss after another until he reached one of her hardened nipples. He drew it between his teeth and bit down gently. 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    “Master, please…” 
 
    “Shhh… you are mine.” He shifted his face into the tiny valley between her breasts; “And I want all of you tonight.” 
 
    He kissed his way lower, stopping at her stomach and swirling his tongue into the depths of her little naval. She was sweating now, the feeling intense as her master sought to pleasure her. 
 
    He planted several brief pecks in a line from her belly button down to her pussy, his eyes flicked up to lock with hers before he flicked his tongue over the hood of her clit. Then he drew the tiny nub between his lips and suckled. 
 
    She let out a moan. 
 
    He didn’t spend long on her clit, instead his tongue drifted lower, parting her lips and tasting her. She couldn’t help but gently writhe her hips into his working mouth, his hands found their way to her sides and she gasped again as he slid them up her body to cup her breasts. 
 
    He squeezed tenderly while plunging his tongue as deep as possible into her wet tunnel. She began to pant, her breath coming in shaky fits as she squirmed beneath him, her hands on top of his as he rhythmically worked her breasts. 
 
    ‘Master… so good!” 
 
    He fucked her with his tongue, plunging the muscle into her over and over as she bucked her hips to meet him. 
 
    “I’m- Ah! Master! I’m cumming!” 
 
    He reacted by squeezing her breasts as hard as he could, it would have been painfully hard for anyone else, but he could sense that it was exactly what she needed. Her hands shot down to his head and held him tight to her spasming pussy as she arched her back, mouth open in a silent scream as tiny tears of agonizing pleasure coursed down the side of her face and into her hair by her ears. 
 
    Her grip on his head was painful but he endured, not stopping his work on her pussy as she nearly broke his jaw grinding against his mouth. Her juices coating his face as he worked her pussy over mercilessly, until at long last she slumped back into the bedroll, drawing in a great breath and relaxing her death-grip on his head. 
 
    He continued to tongue-fuck her, his grasping hands still tight on her chest. He wanted her to get as much pleasure as possible out of the experience. 
 
    Eventually she began to giggle. 
 
    “Master, if you keep that up you’re gunna make me cum again, and again, and again. Please make love to me?” 
 
    He laughed into her pussy; withdrawing his tongue from deep inside her while she gave a moan at the sudden chill of the air on her wet slit. 
 
    With a wink he licked her from the bottom of her pussy up her entire body and ending at her lips. 
 
    To one side, Erica had dropped to her knees and was frigging herself rapidly while moaning. 
 
    “Ffffuck Master, so hot!” 
 
    He and Nina watched as the Katje yowled and thrashed with self-induced paroxysms of pleasure. 
 
    Ophelia let out a tsking noise. 
 
    “Erica, this is supposed to be Nina’s night.” 
 
    “Naughty kitty!” Milly giggled. 
 
    “No self control, that one.” Nina huffed out a breath. 
 
    The irony of her statement wasn’t lost on any of them, least of all her. 
 
    “Are you ready Nina?” He asked, once again looming over her with his cock dangling between her legs. 
 
    “Yes, take me?” 
 
    Everything from her wide eyed expression to the way her arms were curled in front of her spoke of vulnerability. 
 
    He leaned down and pressed his lips to hers, kissing her passionately. Then he sat up again and gripped her thighs, her whole body was limp and she let him maneuver her into place. 
 
    He held her legs apart and took a long look at the small girl. Her red eyes were still wide, and she was panting through slightly parted lips. There was a little drop of his cum still just under her ear, wordlessly he reached down with one finger and scooped up the semen then pressed it to her lips. She suckled at his finger, tasting him once more. 
 
    While one hand still held her thigh, the other drifted from her mouth to grip his hardened cock, he gave himself a couple strokes to fully harden his flesh before pressing it to her tiny slit. Unlike before, when leaned forwards he almost immediately sank in a half inch. 
 
    She moaned, and he smiled down at her. 
 
    “My Gigas, so strong, yet so soft.” 
 
    He pushed himself into her slowly. One inch, then two. 
 
    Seeing that she was in pain, he drew himself out a bit. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered open. 
 
    “Why did you pull back?” 
 
    “You winced. Does it hurt?” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, but in the best way anything has ever hurt in my life! I want more, please?” 
 
    He nodded, then gripped both of her thighs tightly and rocked himself a full three inches inside of her. 
 
    Her mouth opened wide and her breath wooshed out of her in a moan. 
 
    Out of the corner of his eye he could see Milly and Ophelia holding each other, Milly’s hands working their way over the Flutterby’s body as the pair watched their master make love to their bond-sister. 
 
    He pulled himself out an inch, and then thrust in again, more than half of his cock was inside her now. 
 
    She was still so tight, if she wasn’t so wet he wouldn’t have been able to get inside her at all. Her inner muscles were clamped on his cock so hard that it almost hurt, but as Nina said, in the best way ever. 
 
    “Master, I love it!” Nina gasped out. 
 
    “It’s addictive right?” 
 
    Erica had recovered from her orgasm and was watching the two while lying on the ground near them, her head propped on her hand. 
 
    “Yes!” Nina cried out as he thrust into her again. 
 
    “Now do you see why we sleep naked?” Ophelia panted. 
 
    Milly was kissing her neck while hugging her from behind, Ophelia’s wings folded low between them. The powerful Minotaur held her off the ground with one arm under her breasts while her other hand worked in circles over her clit. 
 
    With just over half his cock inside her, Nameless knew that he couldn’t go any further. It was enough though, so he began to rock himself back and forth, churning her insides with his manhood as she moaned and squirmed under him. 
 
    Her second orgasm came out of nowhere, she was silent for a time, and then suddenly her muscles clamped down on him so hard he could barely move. Her breath came in fits and bursts as she cried out her release again. He shifted his hands from her thighs to her tiny breasts, cupping them and squeezing them as hard as he had before. 
 
    Her hands locked on the back of his as she wriggled in ecstasy. 
 
    Despite the awkward angle Nameless managed to hunch over enough to kiss her while she came down from her orgasm, though she had to tilt her head upwards to meet his lips. It actually reminded him of how he and Milly would make love when she was on top of him. 
 
    Her tongue assaulted his as she wrapped her hands around his head. Her inner muscles had relaxed so he was able to begin the slow grind again. 
 
    She slumped into the bedroll beneath them, a goofy grin on her face. 
 
    “Okay, that was awesome.” 
 
    He chuckled as he slowly pistoned in and out of her pussy. 
 
    “It was, though I was a little worried that I wasn’t going to get my cock back. You are so very tight, pet.” 
 
    She quirked her head to one side at his words then winked. 
 
    “This time, that’s a good thing right?” 
 
    “Oh yes, definitely.” He let out a slight moan as he felt his own release approaching. 
 
    “Do it… fuck me as hard and fast as you need to. I want to see you cum again.” 
 
     She flopped her arms above her head submissively, one elbow resting in her other palm. He ran his hands from her breasts and down under her arms, then stroked up her biceps and took both of her wrists in his hands, pinning her. 
 
    She shuddered at the position, so open and vulnerable. 
 
    “Take me.” She whispered again. 
 
    He did. 
 
    Pulling his cock out so that just his head was inside her he thrust into her again, less than five inches was all she could take so he didn’t try to go further than that. He began to pound her tiny quim, his balls swinging back and forth as he rode her. 
 
    He was panting now; sweat trickling down his forehead as his pleasure built. 
 
    Nina began to moan again, the look on his face while he mounted her more than enough to lift her back up to the peaks of ecstasy. 
 
    “Cumming!” His voice was hoarse from the effort. 
 
    He thrashed into her once more as his cum burst out, spilling deep into her pussy. 
 
    The feel of his warm seed flooding into her was enough to send her over the edge again and she cried out with him. Spurt after spurt of his hot cum filled her, he had maybe three inches inside her now as he gyrated his cock slightly to stimulate his sensitive flesh while he unloaded. 
 
    A third voice joined theirs as Milly’s frantic pace on Ophelia’s clit caused the Flutterby to cry out her own bliss. 
 
    Nameless let out one last groan as he settled on top of Nina, his cock still inside her. Her cheek was tight to his chest while he lay on top of her. 
 
    “Baby, I think you should roll over. I told you before, the girl sleeps on the guy!” Erica teased. 
 
    Nina recovered first, and surprised them all by easily lifting him off of her and rolling over, his cock slipping out of her as she did so. 
 
    She splayed herself out on top of him, her pussy against his stomach as she kissed his face repeatedly. 
 
    “Thank you. That was amazing.” 
 
    He returned her surprising kisses. Still a bit shocked at her having flipped him over so easily. 
 
    “You’re welcome, you’re always welcome.” 
 
    “Wow, that actually hurt.” 
 
    He furrowed his brow in concern. 
 
    “I’m sorry, did I do it too hard?” 
 
    “No you dumbass! I meant that as a good thing! Not much can make me feel pain, but this, this warm soreness in my snatch, it’s just about the most wonderful thing I’ve ever felt.” 
 
    She slid down his body a bit and settled her head on his chest. 
 
    He chuckled at her words, even her more hurtful ones. 
 
    “Ni---na.” Erica said in a sing song voice. 
 
    She had slunk over to the blissful pair and was fiddling with the giant’s hair with one claw, her head settling on his shoulder so that her nose was almost touching Nina’s. 
 
    “What?” The Gigas asked cautiously, her eyes narrowed at the cat’s nearness. 
 
    “Well lover, it’s just… you have this nice big juicy wad of Master’s cum inside of you, and I would be happy to help you with that.” The Katje lewdly drew her tongue over the red skinned girl’s face. 
 
    Nina gave her a long look, and then giggled. She shifted over a bit and kissed the cat on the lips. 
 
    “Fine, but you have to share it with our sisters.” 
 
    Milly gave a snort of amusement at the petulant look on Erica’s face, while Ophelia gave a wan smile, her hair was a mess and she was still breathing heavily. Milly had not gone easy on her. 
 
    Nina rolled over, still on top of him, her butt now pressing into his stomach. 
 
    “Hold my legs apart?” She turned her head slightly to ask him, her head now resting on his shoulder. 
 
    He laughed and held her thighs for her from underneath, spreading her pussy wide as Erica descended between their legs, stopping long enough to lick and suck his cock clean of their juices while he groaned at the sensation. 
 
    The cat began to purr as her mouth covered Nina’s mound, the taste of their master’s cum making her shudder with desire. 
 
    “Mmmm, okay, I want sex. Lots of sex.” Nina closed her eyes and sighed at the Katje’s efforts. 
 
    Ophelia and Milly drifted over and settled on either side of them, wanting to share in the intimate moment. 
 
    They each took a turn to lean over and kiss both of the lovers, Nina especially, as Erica worked her tongue deep into their bond-mate’s pussy. 
 
    “Sisters, thanks for pushing me to do this.” Nina said as Erica brought a mouthful of cum to share with Milly. 
 
    The Flutterby leaned in for another lingering kiss. 
 
    “You are so very welcome Nina, you saved my life today. You saved his life today. And I won’t ever forget it.” 
 
    Nina cupped her face in one hand, and then gave her a serious look. 
 
    “I will always protect you. Next time though, maybe don’t get naked and start boning out in the wilderness all by yourselves ‘kay?” 
 
    Ophelia nodded. 
 
    “Next time, we’ll have you to watch over us, and to join us?” 
 
    Nina’s smile returned. 
 
    “Oh yes, we’re going to fuck a lot.” 
 
    A gentle snore sounded beneath her and they all looked down and realized that Nameless had drifted off while they talked. 
 
    Nina’s look turned incredulous. 
 
    “He only came twice! What a fucking weakling!” 
 
    The other girls all burst out laughing at her indignation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14: 
 
    Pain 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next few days of travel proved largely uneventful as they worked their way through the massive trees. After they had gone over the falls they seemed to have reached a plateau and no longer had to climb downwards, though their direction remained the same: East, always heading the way Nameless felt Volka in his mind. 
 
    The change in Nina was dramatic: she was flirty, talkative and altogether much more pleasant to be around, though she was still not to be trifled with, as Jan learned when she made a wry comment about her attitude change and found herself being drowned in a shallow creek until Jezebel tearfully begged Nina to stop. 
 
    They were just setting out in the morning on the third day since the attack when they found themselves abruptly facing a large force of wild looking Amazons. 
 
    The girls came out of nowhere, many actually dropping down from the branches above before leveling spears at them. In a matter of seconds a line of fierce looking women blocked their way forwards. 
 
    Unlike Yana and her people, these women had a feral edge to them; they had feathers and beads braided into their hair and a broad band of red face-paint traveling across their eyes. 
 
    A voice called out from their midst. 
 
    “You are trespassing on our lands! Turn back now and we will spare your lives!” 
 
    While the others still recovered from the shock of suddenly being faced with the wild blonde warrior women, Nina responded in a fairly typical fashion… 
 
    She slammed her weapon into the ground, the moss doing nothing to blunt the shock of her blow and her hammer caused a minor quake throughout the forest as she drew the Amazons’ attention. 
 
    When the rumbling stopped she placidly examined her nails while she leaned on the handle. 
 
    “Just so you know, that wasn’t me trying. I will crush anyone who threatens my weakling, my sisters, or my friends.” 
 
    “And yet you dare come onto our land and threaten us?!” Another Amazon demanded. 
 
    “Not a threat. I’m just telling you that I will kill you all if you fuck with me.” 
 
    Erica laughed nervously as Ophelia leaned in to whisper to the Gigas. 
 
    “Nina dearest, that is a threat…” 
 
    Nina huffed. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you’re right. ‘Kay, I dare threaten you.” 
 
    Despite Nina’s promises of violence the Amazon stepped forward, disdain in her eyes as she gestured towards Nameless. 
 
    “We will not be subjected to the pathetic attentions of such a weak man, look at how small he is! His penis must be truly tiny!” 
 
    Nameless blushed scarlet and all of his girls looked ready to respond, but to their surprise it was Kala who leapt to his defense, leveling her spear at the offending Amazon. 
 
    “You speak as the ass of a donkey! He is Valkyrja, so named by the warleader of the tribe of Brael! I defend his honour and spit on your insolence Neucta!” 
 
    The other Amazon paled in anger at the apparent insult but Miranda spoke before she could. 
 
    “Kala! Calm down! Look, we mean no disrespect. My name is Miranda Holt, we’re with the Aegis. Some of us anyways.” She had both hands up in a placating gesture. 
 
    An older Amazon with more feathers in her hair then the rest stepped beside her angry sister and took a long look at Miranda, especially her uniform, before nodding her head. 
 
    “Indeed you are. You have my apologies Aegis, for the hostile welcome. The last humans we encountered in the wilderness tried to steal some of our daughters away from us.” She turned to Kala; “But a challenge has been made. The reputation of your warleader is known to us little sister. What are you called?” 
 
    Miranda put her face in her hand and muttered a curse as Kala took another step forward, shoved the haft of her spear into the forest floor and pounded one fist to her breast proudly. 
 
    “I am Kala Brael! Blooded warrior and sister to Warleader Yana. I am wife of Aegis Miranda Holt and sister-wife of Jezebel the Gripau and Jan the Wolfen. I challenge this slug who dares impugn the good name of the noble man known only as Nameless, family unknown. His deeds have earned him the title of Valkyrja, bestowed by my warleader in the presence of all here and I will defend his honour unto my death!” 
 
    The surrounding Amazons murmured amongst themselves, excited by this brash young woman’s words. The one Kala insulted narrowed her red-painted eyes, her anger undiminished as her grip on her own spear tightened. 
 
    The older Amazon walked out of the trees and took Kala by the chin firmly, jerking her head from side to side as if to check her resolve. 
 
    Kala remained determined, meeting the woman’s gaze with fire in her eyes. 
 
    “Very well, Kala of Brael. I am Alcaia, chieftess and warleader of the Saenga tribe, the Aegis is welcome amongst us and your grievance is lawful.” She nodded before she turned to face the angry Amazon; “What say you Myrina, will you accept her challenge or will you withdraw your words against this tiny man?” 
 
    The other Amazon’s eyes hadn’t left Kala. She stepped forwards and likewise stuck her spear in the ground. 
 
    “This child is no warrior! She has no scars, her skin is smooth as a babe! I will meet her insolence with blood! I am Myrina Saenga, second behind my warleader. I am as yet unwed and feel no need to recite my deeds to a dead woman.” 
 
    Nameless felt the situation had gotten out of hand and broke away from the others to put himself in front of Kala. 
 
    “No! No blood! I won’t have people killing each other on my account! Kala please, stop this!” His head turned between them. 
 
    He couldn’t help but notice that Myrina did indeed have far more scars than Kala and he was afraid for her. 
 
    “A noble sentiment, tiny man.” Alcaia acknowledged with a nod; “But words have been exchanged that must be answered.” 
 
    With that she clapped one hand against her thigh, a signal for her warriors to form a loose semi-circle around the two combatants with the open end filled by the interlopers. The chieftess stood between the two Amazons, giving Nameless a pointed look to withdraw from the field. 
 
    “Introductions have been made. This man, who is said to be Valkyrja, has asked that no blood be spilled. As warleader I proclaim this request a valid one. This contest shall not be to the death, but until one submits or cannot continue.” 
 
    She looked between the two women and they nodded at her command, mirroring each other. 
 
    “Then settle this.” With that she stalked away to join the ring of warriors surrounding them. 
 
    Kala and Myrina began to circle each other, their spears remained thrust in the earth much to Nameless’s relief. Both sets of eyes roamed over their opponent, searching for weakness. Nameless stood next to Miranda, who looked more than a little irritated, but he could tell that she was also a bit worried. 
 
    The fierce looking Myrina broke the circling pattern first; lunging forwards with a mighty cry, her hands clenched together as she brought the hammer of her fists down on Kala’s raised arms. 
 
    Kala grunted and threw one foot back from the impact, bracing herself against the other woman’s strength. Clearly Myrina sought to dominate her physically as she brought all of her muscle to bear, pressing down on the younger girls arms. 
 
    But Kala abruptly ducked and twisted away from her, throwing her off balance and driving her knee into her gut as she doubled over. Myrina’s breath flew from her lungs from the impact, but she managed a fierce backhanded blow across Kala’s face as she regained her footing. 
 
    The two parted, blood flowed from Kala’s lip and Myrina grimaced as she tried to keep her breathing steady. But the reprieve was short, as both girls began to exchange rapid kicks and punches. The fierce exchange ended when Kala took a heavy blow to the side of her head from Myrina’s fist, and though she threw a kick to Myrina’s groin that caused tears to spring up in her foe’s eyes, she was dazed and stumbled to one side. 
 
    Myrina quickly pressed her advantage, slapping an awkward punch from Kala aside, she spun around the younger girl and got beside her, working her arms around her head and locking her clenched fist with her other elbow. She bent her over and bore down hard on her arms, trying to force the now red-faced Kala to submit or pass out. 
 
    But Kala Brael had trained under the mightiest Amazon in the Aegis. While still doubled over she maneuvered her feet so that one leg was behind Myrina’s and then shot her head upwards, knocking her back and tripping her. 
 
    Myrina spun as she fell, hitting the mossy ground with a solid ‘ooph’. And Kala was quick to pounce on her, pinning her knee against the downed woman’s side and putting all of her weight on it. 
 
    She landed three blows in rapid succession on Myrina’s head, even as the pinned girl did her best to guard with one arm. 
 
    “Yield!” Kala punched the older Amazon again. 
 
    Myrina cursed, stunned from the rapid beating. But she was determined to continue, even though she was unable to escape from Kala’s hold. 
 
    So Kala hit her again, and then again, and then yet again. 
 
    The Amazons in the circle began to shout, encouraging Myrina to yield as well, their thirst for violence quenched by the young Amazon’s impressive display. 
 
    As Kala raised her fist to deliver another heavy blow, she paused, having heard something the others hadn’t. 
 
    “What was that?” She demanded and the circle fell silent. 
 
    “…I yield.” Myrina mumbled, loud enough for all to hear. 
 
    The whole fight had lasted barely two minutes. 
 
    Without delay Kala stood up, and then reached an arm down to the other girl. Surprised, Myrina took it and was pulled to her feet. They each searched the other’s face, their arms still clasped together. 
 
    “It is my loss. You battle well, little sister.” Myrina admitted at last, no hint of shame in her voice. 
 
    “As do you, but there is still the other matter between us.” Kala said pointedly. 
 
    Myrina nodded, albeit grudgingly and broke away from her, turning to face Nameless. 
 
    “I apologize for my words against you, tiny man. If Kala of Brael claims you to be Valkyrja, than I will acknowledge this. But I must ask; how did one so small gain such a lofty title?” 
 
    Kala’s chest was heaving from her exertions but she had breath enough to explain. 
 
    “By saving two of our number from the darkness within.” 
 
    A confused hush fell over the Amazons, and they parted around him, each one trying to get a better look at him. 
 
    Alcaia’s eyes opened wide in wonder. 
 
    “An Empath…” She breathed. 
 
    The confusion gave way to awe as they realized who, or rather what, he was. 
 
    “Why didn’t we just lead with that?” Nina complained. 
 
    The fight over, Erica strutted out into the circle proudly. 
 
    “Yup, that’s my man! He’s like, a really powerful Empath or whatever. And don’t get any ideas about his penis either! He’s got all the snatch he needs!” She finished with her hands on her hips. 
 
    There was a startled silence, then Alcaia laughed uproariously and soon the others joined in. 
 
    “Fear not little sister! Your man is well and truly claimed. And our honoured guest! But alas we hunt for those that sought to steal our daughters from us and cannot welcome you to our village properly.” 
 
    Miranda’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Just over a dozen strong? Tattoos and lost tech weapons?” 
 
    Alcaia nodded seriously. 
 
    “You know of our foe then?” 
 
    Kala spoke before Miranda could. 
 
    “I became a blooded warrior but two days ago when we encountered them. They are dead to a man.” 
 
    Another excited murmur went through the Amazon’s at the news. 
 
    “You are certain of this?” Alcaia asked quickly, and when Kala nodded she gave a hearty smile; “You and yours have done us a great service then, Kala of Brael! Warriors! We return to the village to properly welcome our new friends!” 
 
    The Amazons thrust their spears in the air and gave a resounding ululation. 
 
    They travelled swiftly for the morning and a fair chunk of the afternoon to reach the Amazons’ village. They had turned mostly north and the change of direction chafed at Nameless but he was just glad they weren’t trying to kill each other anymore. 
 
    Soon enough they were led into a scattered collection of huts against the base of a cliff and dozens more Amazons came out to greet the returning war party, curiosity on their faces. 
 
    Nameless and the others also spotted more than a few scantily clad humans amongst their number, both men and women. 
 
    “I’d say those boys were pussy whipped but with the amount of pussy they get I don’t think they’d mind.” Jan joked. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a lot of muscle.” Milly said with her head tilted to one side. 
 
    “I believe it is the preference of many Amazons.” Ophelia remarked, sizing up several of the muscular men. 
 
    “Meh, they look weak to me.” Nina sniffed. 
 
    Nameless would have been worried, but being able to sense his girls’ emotions he knew the heavily muscled and mostly naked men did little to nothing for them. 
 
    Since it had turned out that Alcaia’s party had been tracking the men that Nina and the others had killed, the Amazon leader set her sisters to work preparing a great feast while she drew Miranda aside for a private conversation. 
 
    “Come! You must be weary from your journey, with Alcaia in council with the Aegis it falls to us to see to your comfort!” Myrina spoke heartily; “Sisters! Our guests need baths, let us show them how the Saenga treat their friends!” 
 
    Her attitude had been completely reversed by the encounter in the trees, and she seemed eager to smooth away any ill feelings. 
 
    The response from the other Amazons to her words was enthusiastic and they soon learned why, evidently the village was settled near a large natural hot spring, and as they were led to the cliff’s edge they could see the steam wafting through the air. A broad pool abutted the rocky wall, with steaming water flowing from several points in the jagged stone. 
 
    “Since you are all wed, it would be inappropriate for us to bathe you separately, so we shall all go together.” Myrina proclaimed. 
 
    As they got to the water’s edge Nameless couldn’t help but think that her good humour stood out in stark contrast with the multiple bruises on her face from Kala’s beating. But his train of thought was disrupted when Amazons began to get naked all around them and slip into the steaming water. 
 
    “Wait wha-” His eyes boggled as he tried to find a safe place to rest them. 
 
    While his discomfort mounted, the other girls shared quick looks before shrugging and stripping as well, all except for Jezebel, who wore one of her pink bathing suits and was reluctant to remove it. 
 
    Seeing his reticence, Myrina called out to reassure him as she wiped the war-paint off of her face with a wet cloth. 
 
    “Fear not Valkyrja, your achievements will make up for other -ah- shortcomings.” She said delicately as her eyes flickered to his crotch. 
 
    Erica huffed as she unhooked her throwing knives from her thigh and dropped them on top of her shirt. 
 
    “Shortcomings my ass!” She said as she stalked over to Nameless. 
 
    Without warning she unbuttoned his pants and dragged them down his legs. 
 
    “Alright bitches! Feast your eyes on the Nameless God!” She declared loudly as she made a grand gesture with both arms at his penis. 
 
    “E-Erica!?” 
 
    The poor orphan tried to cover himself, but to his utter dismay Milly walked up behind him and held his arms off to the sides. 
 
    “I’m with Erica, your thingy is awesome and I’m tired of people saying otherwise!” Her jaw was jutted out aggressively. 
 
    Jan barked out a laugh, Jezebel covered her eyes with a squeak and Kala joined the other naked Amazons in taking healthy looks at his exposed junk. 
 
    Myrina’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “But- but that’s- it’s too big!” 
 
    Ophelia leaned in and whispered to the mortified Nameless. 
 
    “It’s just their way dearheart. Don’t be embarrassed, you have nothing to be ashamed of here.” 
 
    Nameless groaned, then turned and leveled a glare at the smug Erica. 
 
    “It’s above average.” he said flatly. 
 
    He was receiving more than a few speculative looks now, and not just from the women either, some of the men had wandered down to help their wives bathe... 
 
    As the hubbub surrounding Nameless’s junk died down and they all slipped into the shallow steaming water, the Amazons broke into pairs and descended on the eight of them, Miranda still off with Alcaia. 
 
    They quickly learned what the Saenga girls meant by ‘hospitality’ as they were bathed and massaged from head to toe. 
 
    Much to Nameless’s chagrin, Myrina and another girl from the war party had claimed him and were working soapy washcloths all over his body. 
 
    He looked around helplessly to see that Milly and the others were not only getting the same treatment, they were enjoying it immensely. He could hear Milly lowing and Erica purring in contentment. 
 
    One of the Amazons bathing Jan let out a tiny yelp when the Wolfen did something under the water, no doubt pinching her someplace private. She gave a shake of her head and smiled at the impish wolf girl. 
 
    “Be at ease, Valkyrja, no one shall harm you here, or seek to take what isn’t freely given.” The Amazon working his stiff shoulders said with a warm smile. 
 
    “Indeed, I have dishonoured myself enough for one day! Look upon your wives. See how relaxed they all are? Well, almost all of them.” Myrina shot a concerned frown at Nina. 
 
    The Gigas apparently did not like the idea of anyone but her master and bond-sisters touching her with such familiarity. The two Amazons who intended to bathe her had failed to even get her into the water, and both were panting from the effort of tugging at her shoulders while the tiny naked girl simply crossed her arms and looked on in amusement, one leg crooked against her hammer. 
 
    At last the naked pair threw up their arms in defeat and stomped away while Nina gave a private smile and jumped into the water of her own volition. 
 
    “I’m told it took Yana and several of her warriors, not to mention a grove of Dryads, to subdue her.” Kala remarked, her eyes were hooded as her own back and shoulders were massaged. 
 
    “Truly? You were an enemy of the Aegis little warrior?” One of the Amazons tending to Ophelia asked. 
 
    Nina frowned at being called little but let it go as she doggy-paddled in the water and settled in Nameless’s lap with a happy sigh. 
 
    “Not exactly. Don’t remember it much. Ask him.” Was the only explanation she offered as she took the soapy cloth from Myrina and began to bathe herself. 
 
    Myrina frowned at her rudeness, but quickly realized that Nina was beyond such things. Then she gasped as another realization struck her. 
 
    “She was one of the Tenebrae that you saved.” 
 
    “Er, yeah, a bit.” He mumbled into the water, while his arms encircled the little red girl in his lap, hugging her self-consciously. 
 
    Kala called out again. 
 
    “A bit? Ha! Her stone was black as pitch when he went after her! Even the Lady Essig had given up hope. I was there, I watched with my sisters as he held her hour upon hour until he finally managed to pull her out of the darkness.” 
 
    He kind of wished she would stop talking. 
 
    If the looks he was getting were awed before, they were well and truly thunderstruck now. 
 
    The silence lasted for nearly a full minute before Myrina broke it. 
 
    “Her stone held no light, and yet you saved her?” She said solemnly, before bowing her head to him. “Now we know your worth, Valkyrja. And our own deeds pale in comparison.” 
 
    Around the shallow pool Amazon heads were bowed towards him before resuming their task. All the while Nina ignored the conversation around her, focused on her bath. Until abruptly she turned in his lap and kissed him hard. 
 
    “What was that for?” 
 
    “Cuz.” 
 
    She shrugged, then sniffled a bit and quickly wiped away a single tear from her cheek as she turned back and settled in his lap once more, her butt cheeks resting against his penis. 
 
    Sometime later they finished their bath and were briskly toweled off by their hosts. All except Nina, who snagged the towel away from the helpful girl and when she made to object the giant absently took her hammer in one hand while her other grabbed the Amazon by the ankle and threw her far out into the water. 
 
    Nameless drew in a sharp breath, but the Amazons found the incident hilarious. 
 
    “Be wary sisters! A true giant is in our midst!” Laughed one of the other girls. 
 
    Ophelia sighed. 
 
    “Nina dear, you are being quite rude.” 
 
    “I am? To who?” The giant wore a confused look. 
 
    Ophelia struggled for a moment, then just hung her head and sighed again. 
 
    “Nevermind.” 
 
    “If you say so.” Nina went back to toweling her legs dry. 
 
    After that they were clad in flimsy robes and led to the center of the village where Myrina gestured grandly in invitation for them to sit around their stone-ringed fire pit. 
 
    “Honoured guests, our husbands and wives gathered much of the forest’s bounty for you, and our hunters speared a wild boar that I am told has been roasting all day.” 
 
    The wide variety of nuts, berries, mushrooms and juicy pork was a nice change from their standard traveling fare and the group tucked in heartily. 
 
    They ate and drank for a time, and as night fell a great fire was lit and they sat around it in a big circle. 
 
    Alcaia and Miranda had rejoined them by that point and the Amazon leader turned to Nameless in his place of honour to her right. 
 
    “Aegis Holt tells me that though you are an Empath, and a powerful one at that, you are fairly ignorant of my people?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I wasn’t much good in school.” He mumbled awkwardly. 
 
    Alcaia nodded with a serious expression. 
 
    “Then the honour shall be ours to tell you of one of the most important events in our history, as we saw it.” She stood and looked around the fire as the conversation halted; “Sisters, a telling is needed for the Empath. Who will speak now of the loss of the golden ones?” 
 
    Something in her tone seemed rhetorical, as if she already knew who would answer. And sure enough a somber hush fell over the crowd as all eyes turned to a single girl, a young Amazon who bowed her head at the sudden attention. 
 
    She stood, and Nameless was struck by her eyes: every other Amazon he had met had various shades of blue, but hers were such a light hue as to be nearly white. 
 
    “I will tell it, if he will hear it.” Her voice was melodic and soft. 
 
    Alcaia looked at him, clearly waiting for something. 
 
    “Um, sure?” 
 
    She nodded at the young girl whose demeanor shifted utterly as she leaned towards the fire and spoke in a ringing tone. 
 
    “Hear me sisters! And hear me, honoured guests! I am Escrya, daughter of Alcaia and these words were passed to me from my mother’s grandmother as was her duty, and is now mine. I speak to you of our fallen sisters; the light-givers, the righteous swords and shields that defended us all in our time of need. I speak of the noble Valkyrie!” 
 
    Nameless and the others were suddenly rapt with attention as her voice rose and fell in cadence; she leaned down and turned from side to side, addressing the entire crowd around the fire. 
 
    She was a gifted orator. 
 
    “Before the calamity, before the great ashfall when magic and fell-science ruined the world, the long war had hit its peak. The death-machines that man had created to match our strength belched fire and spat steel on every battlefield. But we endured, because we were strong! We stood with the other warrior tribes and together our numbers were beyond the count of the stars above!” 
 
    She took a moment then to offer a nod of respect to Jan, Nina, and surprisingly Milly, who blinked several times in astonishment. 
 
    “But even then, we could not be everywhere, and too many times our enemy would slip though our lines to kill or enslave our helpless sisters.” 
 
    She paced around the fire, making a point of meeting the eyes of everyone in her audience, however briefly. 
 
    “On one such occasion, a vast host of death-machines outmaneuvered us, and in this failure was wrought the doom of our beloved friends. The men directing the machines were cruel and unrelenting in their goal, and they were intent on filling the holds of their metal beasts with slaves.” 
 
    She spoke of the machines in a hiss, and Nameless found himself hating these men who had been dead for centuries. 
 
    “By the time we learned of our error, the men were well beyond the reach of our spears. And it was on a night far colder than this one, in the mountains to the north and west of here, that they found their prey. Alas, time has forgotten who lived in that village, all that is remembered is that they were innocent, exactly what the dark hearts that drove the machines craved.” 
 
    She began to stalk around the fire, crouching slightly as if to imitate men sneaking in the night. 
 
    “They made to surround the village of unsuspecting girls, to cut them off from any hope of rescue. But as they took their places, the night’s stillness was shattered by a trumpet call from the heavens above and golden light lit up the sky! The Valkyrie had come!” 
 
    She leaned her head back and threw her arms out, and more than one Amazon raised a balled fist in the air, though none dared break the silence the girl had wrought upon them. 
 
    For his part, Nameless had to stop himself from leaping up and pumping his own fist, he at least knew, or thought he knew, how the story ended. 
 
    “Can you picture it? Sisters? Friends? Can you imagine the sight of the heavenly warriors heading into battle? Their glorious wings spread, their shields held before them as they flew in perfect order into the fray.” 
 
    Her tone turned morose. 
 
    “But war is costly. And above all else, the warriors of light believed in sacrifice. Throughout the bitter conflict, Valkyrie after Valkyrie had given up their lives in exchange for others. This whittled their numbers down until all that remained was a single golden host. Barely a thousand took to the sky that fateful night.” 
 
    She looked him straight in the eyes, having paced around the fire to loom over him, and he swallowed at the intensity of her gaze. 
 
    “They threw back one assault after another, outnumbered and cut off, even as the warrior tribes ran through the night to reach them. The death-machines were not unbreakable, and a single Valkyrie was worth a dozen of them! But each Valkyrie that fell was an irreplaceable loss, and as the night wore on the field was littered with the dead and dying. The Valkyrie had never before been pushed so far, but retreat meant the lives of those they had sworn to protect. So they fought on, well past the point that any other warrior would have given up or fallen back, they fought on…” 
 
    She paused, before tilting her head back to stare into the starry sky and all but scream into the night, a mixture of pride and grief choking her voice; 
 
    “Even as their daughters and mothers and sisters died around them, they fought on!” 
 
    Around the circle every Amazon leapt to her feet and threw her arms out and recited the three words, tears streaming down their faces. 
 
    Even through the emotional haze Nameless saw that Kala had joined them in their recitation, and realized that what he was witnessing was a ritual passed down through the generations that was shared by all Amazons. 
 
    He was humbled that they had deigned to share it with him. 
 
    But Escrya was not finished. 
 
    “They fought and bled and died, and they knew that their doom approached. With so many dead how could they not? But our enemy’s numbers dwindled as well and the men had nowhere to retreat, as our people were nearly upon them. But alas! If only we had arrived even an hour sooner! When we finally came upon the field of battle the metal beasts had all been vanquished, and the enemy? Dead to a man. The Valkyrie? Gone.” 
 
    She nodded continuously as tears stood out on her cheeks. 
 
    “You know the story: the rise of the Aegis, the nameless hero who bore the shield of the one Valkyrie said to have survived the battle…” Her voice dropped to a whisper again; “But do you know what it was like for us? To come upon that field and see all of our beloved friends lying dead in the dirty snow? Their bodies piled amongst broken machines and twisted metal. What it was like for us, to see their golden feathers hanging in the frozen air...” 
 
    She seemed ready to collapse, and Nameless realized that it wasn’t with grief. 
 
    It was with rage. 
 
    “Imagine it, friend.” She spoke through gritted teeth as her eyes locked with his once again; “Imagine our pain, imagine our grief, our fury… now imagine what we did with it.” 
 
    Nameless swallowed, more than a little afraid in the face of her anger. 
 
    “Always before we fought with our heads, we fought with tactics and goals. Our objectives were clear, because the Valkyrie made them clear: protect our sisters. But on that night we failed to protect them, the ones we loved the most.” 
 
    She broke away from him and began to pace up and down the line of standing Amazons. 
 
    “And so we cast aside reason! We cast aside doubt! In our anger we cast aside everything good that the Valkyrie had taught us, and we embraced the only thing that made sense in the face of so much pain: we embraced vengeance!” 
 
    Once again the Amazons raised their fists into the night sky and spoke the single word in unison, their voices an angry chorus. 
 
    “None of our foe remained on that bloody field, for the Valkyrie had spent their lives well. So we sought out another, and when they were all dead there, we sought another after that! We were heedless of our own losses as we pressed on, for every warrior that fell only fueled the fire of our rage. And so the war that had dragged on for a century or more was decided in a matter of days as we tore through the ones responsible for the fall of our golden sisters!” 
 
    She stopped her pacing and began to breathe heavily, her cheeks puffing out with each exhalation as her fury finally overcame her. 
 
    She all but snarled as she continued. 
 
    “We tore down their towers!” 
 
    She kicked a log over. 
 
    “We tore down their citadels!” 
 
    She flipped the massive table full of the remains of their dinner. 
 
    “We tore down their cities!” 
 
    Amazons were jumping out of her way, letting the girl vent the rage of her ancestors on another log as she brought both of her fists down and broke it into splinters. 
 
    “We tore down their world!” She screamed. 
 
    The girl whirled from the wreckage around her, her blonde hair flailing about her head as she searched through the crowd, looking for one face, his face. 
 
    Blood dripped from her hands as her mad eyes locked on his and as she stalked towards him, he couldn’t help but take a step back. 
 
    “And at last-” She gripped his shoulders with her bloody hands and leaned against him; “At last-” 
 
    She shuddered and bowed her head in front of him, and he distinctly heard her sob as her tears flowed once more. She gathered herself to speak again, her face downcast. 
 
    “And at last, we tore down their emperor.” She spoke quietly now. 
 
    She raised her face to meet his wide eyed stare, her grip on his shoulders relaxed and she shifted her hands to hold his neck, her embrace was almost intimate, even with the blood she smeared into his skin. 
 
    “But our grief remained, and the Valkyrie… were still dead.” 
 
    She leaned forwards and pressed her forehead to his as she wept. 
 
    There was a long silence as they held that pose, broken only by the occasional snap from the fire. 
 
    Then Alcaia spoke. 
 
    “Well told daughter. Come, drink and recover from your exertion.” 
 
    Her voice was gentle as she coaxed Escrya away from him and rubbed her hand briskly over her shoulder while the teller drank from the offered mug, draining it in one long draw. 
 
    Nameless let out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding, and then turned to look at his friends and lovers. Tears marked their faces, even Nina’s eyes welled, though she fought against it. 
 
    As Escrya drank, silence settled around the fire again. 
 
    Until Miranda’s gravelly voice broke it. 
 
    “From their sacrifice, a better world was born Escrya, daughter of Alcaia. Take solace in that.” 
 
    Like most of the circle, she was standing with a drink in her hand and she raised it in salute to the young Amazon. She still wore her dusty grey uniform, the emblem of the Aegis glinting proudly in the firelight. 
 
    Escrya turned to her and looked her up and down with tears still in her eyes, then her gaze fell on the emblem on her breast and she nodded in agreement. 
 
    Nameless was in awe. Even he had known that the Amazons were close with the legendary Valkyrie. But to have it explained to him, in such intimate visceral detail, was illuminating to say the least. 
 
    He now had some sense of just how close they had been. 
 
    “So when Yana called me Valkyrja…” His eyes went wide. 
 
    “She paid you the highest compliment an Amazon can give.” Myrina said, before quaffing her own drink; “But come, Alcaia! This is not the good time that we promised our guests! Let us drink the ambrosia draught and make this a night they will remember for the rest of their lives!” 
 
    Her tone had turned playful as she sought to lift the heavy mood that had settled around the fire. 
 
    Alcaia gave her a long look, and then nodded in agreement, matching her smile. 
 
    “You are right. Daughter?” She turned to Escrya with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    The young Amazon shifted away from her and wiped one last tear from her cheek before she too smiled. 
 
    “Yes, my auntie is right! We drink the ambrosia draught and we revel, for though our golden friends are gone, we yet live! We have good food in our bellies and drinks in our hands, and we have new friends to entertain! Not to mention lovers to keep our beds warm! Sisters! We revel!” 
 
    Once again she demonstrated her gift for oration as she urged the other Amazons out of the funk that she had created with her telling. 
 
    “Shit.” Miranda muttered. 
 
    “What’s the ambrosia draught?” Milly asked innocently. 
 
    “A stupid fancy name for a mixture of Amazon brandy, Blomma nectar and some other crap.” Miranda said with a resigned sigh, then she poked her finger at Nameless; “And you at least have to drink it, it would be a horrible insult to refuse.” 
 
    “But isn’t Blomma nectar…” 
 
    “Yeah kid, you’re in for a long night.” 
 
    He swallowed nervously. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15: 
 
    Too Much 
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning, Nameless woke with the worst headache he’d ever had in his life, worse even then when the man hit him with the butt of his weapon a few days prior. 
 
    His mouth was dry and tasted foul as he worked his tongue and lips over his teeth in an attempt to moisten it. He let out a rasping groan as his eyes opened, the light spilling in from outside was a terrible spear being driven into his brain. 
 
    “Gah! Blurg- Bright!” He moaned. 
 
    Blearily and with great care he sat up. 
 
    Ophelia, Nina, Milly and Erica were all completely nude and sprawled around him. He noticed immediately that both of Ophelia’s pale butt-cheeks had hickies all over them. As he tried to make sense of the scene another thing caught his attention. 
 
    His dick hurt. 
 
    He tried to stand up but immediately fell over on top of Milly as the world spun. 
 
    She woke up as he pulled himself off of her soft chest. 
 
    “M-Master?” 
 
    Her beautiful blue eyes were foggy with exhaustion. 
 
    “What, what happened?” He managed. 
 
    She swallowed, seeming to be in much the same shape as he was. 
 
    “We had… a lot… of sex.” She panted. 
 
    It occurred to him that in all of their love-making sessions, no matter how vigorous, he didn’t ever remember seeing her so exhausted. 
 
    “Are you a-alright?” 
 
    She slowly sat up. One of Erica’s paws was draped over her shoulder and fell to the cushioned floor with a dull thump as she rose, the Katje remained unmoving. 
 
    “Maybe? I’m really sore… down there.” 
 
    Her eyes flickered to her naked groin. 
 
    “Oh Milly, I am so sorry.” 
 
    But as much as he wanted to comfort her he suddenly felt nauseous and had to stumble out of the hut to be sick on the ground outside. Nameless had never been drunk before and so he had never had a hangover. 
 
    He really didn’t like them. 
 
    After he finished retching he sat on his thighs and looked around, his mind still fuzzy. 
 
    It was late morning, and the Amazon village was bustling with activity, even as he sat naked in the dirt. 
 
    “Well done Valkyrja! You drank and reveled with the best of us!” An Amazon squatted down in front of him, giving him an eyeful of her privates beneath her hide skirt, and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder; “The cries of ecstasy from your wives resounded all throughout the village for most of the night, and greatly enhanced our own lovemaking! My poor husband was in much the same state as you a few hours ago! Do not worry, I shall fetch someone to tend to your needs.” 
 
    She gave his shoulder another pat before standing up again. He wanted to go back inside, but found that his legs didn’t work. 
 
    At least three more Amazons took a moment out of their day to repeat their own congratulations before he finally recovered enough to crawl back inside. 
 
    Milly was asleep again. 
 
    “My pussy hurts.” Nina was awake and rubbing gingerly at her privates. 
 
    “Sorry.” He mumbled. 
 
    “You should be. I can’t believe I’m gunna say this. But that was way too much.” 
 
    He swallowed, tasting bile and trying to piece together his memories from the previous night. Then he paused and gave Nina a long look. 
 
    “Did I try to bite you?” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “You did more than try, you gnawed on my tits for over an hour.” 
 
    He stared at her tiny breasts, but didn’t see any evidence of his teeth. 
 
    She stretched and then winced as her hand shot down to her privates again. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, I asked you to. I don’t know how many times I got off while you were doing that and the others took turns eating me out.” 
 
    “Bleargh…” Erica sat up abruptly, her hair and ears a tangled mess of dried fluids. 
 
    He definitely remembered giving her more than one facial. 
 
    She looked at him in a complete daze. 
 
    “E-Erica?” 
 
    Her eyes rolled back into her head and she flopped back down onto her back, when he crawled over to see if she was alright he found her snoring softly again. 
 
    More and more memories came back to him over the next few minutes. 
 
    There was a lot of wild dancing, a lot of drinking, and as Milly had said a lot of sex. A knock sounded on the hut wall and Escrya poked her head inside through the woven cloth that served as a door. 
 
    “I was told that you were finally beginning to stir, and so I bring remedies for you.” 
 
    She held a tray of drinks before her. 
 
    He flinched back, the memory of burning liquid going down his throat suddenly flashing into his mind. 
 
    She smiled, picking up on his distress. 
 
    “Don’t worry, this isn’t ambrosia, it’s just a simple tea for aches and pains. We trade with an alchemist for the mixture and he is very gifted.” 
 
    She took in the sight of the exhausted group, except Nina, who was standing now and pulling on her clothes, her only complaint was of her sore privates. 
 
    Escrya shook her head with a wry smile. 
 
    “You gave a fine accounting of yourself. We do not drink the ambrosia draught often, so it is good that you held nothing back. I shall leave this with you, and when you are recovered there is food prepared. Though you might, ah, want to bathe first.” 
 
    Her nose crinkled slightly. 
 
    The only one who didn’t suffer any ill effects from the draught was Nina, though it had made her as incredibly horny as the rest of them. On the other hand, poor Ophelia was completely insensate. 
 
    Blomma nectar alone was a powerful liquor for her people, but when combined with the brandy the effects were incredibly potent and it took a long time for them to rouse her. 
 
    Having drunk their tea and pulled on their clothes, they met up with Miranda as they stumbled towards the hot springs, and she suggested that they spend another day with the Amazons to completely recover from the effects of the ambrosia draught before continuing on. 
 
    “Believe me I’m sympathetic, we drank it when Kala bonded with me. I woke up halfway convinced I’d been mugged.” 
 
    Jan’s tongue was lolled out in a grin. 
 
    “That was one of the few times I managed to get you into the mud with me!” 
 
    An hour later he and the girls were much recovered and were soaking in the hot springs. A handful of other bathers were there as well, but they were giving them their privacy. 
 
    “Let’s never have sex again.” Nameless said as he floated on his back. 
 
    The tea may have helped with his head but his penis was still incredibly raw. 
 
    Erica meowed in distress. 
 
    “Are you kidding?! Last night was awesome! Do you think they’ll let us take some of that stuff with us?” 
 
    The other girls all gave her aghast looks. 
 
    “What?” Her ears flicked and she blinked. 
 
    Milly shook her head slowly. 
 
    “Kitty, you are truly a monster.” 
 
    Another half hour in the water and they were mostly recovered, except Ophelia who was far paler then usual and couldn’t seem to get her hands to stop shaking. 
 
    As they drifted back into the village and had breakfast, or lunch as was the case for the hardy Amazons, Milly asked if they had any containers that they could borrow and was quickly provided with a large clay pitcher. 
 
    “After they have been so nice to us I think we should give them a gift. Do you think they would like some of my milk?” 
 
    Nina snorted. 
 
    “If we ever meet anybody who doesn’t like your milk, I’ll eat my hammer.” 
 
    Milly blinked, and then giggled at the image. 
 
    After they had eaten they returned to the privacy of their hut to milk Milly, drinking a fair amount of the restorative cream themselves to help with their hangovers. Soon enough their pitcher was full and they rejoined the others. 
 
    The Amazons were tending to their normal chores around the village but were very communal so it was easy to find Alcaia. 
 
    “What’s this?” She asked, curious as Nameless handed her the pitcher. 
 
    “Some of Milly’s milk, it’s um, a gift I guess?” 
 
    “Minotaur milk! A gift indeed! You have my thanks, and you War-sister!” She nodded at Milly who beamed at her praise. 
 
    “We’ll have more later today, probably another pitcher full.” Nameless offered, scratching the back of his head awkwardly. 
 
    “That is very generous of you! There may just be enough then for everyone in the village to have a small glass after dinner, a more welcome treat would be hard to come by!” 
 
    Erica was nodding. 
 
    “Yeah we’re kind of spoiled that way.” She leaned her head against the side of one of Milly’s breasts and purred as the Minotaur licked her ears several times. 
 
    Alcaia’s smile was warm as she considered the precious pitcher in her hands. 
 
    “I’d better store this someplace cool until tonight then.” 
 
    With that she took her leave. 
 
    They found themselves somewhat at loose-ends at that point. So they walked around the village, greeted with friendly waves from the villagers as they went about their day. Eventually Ophelia begged off and returned to rest in their hut, it was just as well, as the others were a bit worried about her. She had barely spoken all morning, though her hands had finally stopped shaking. 
 
    “She really shouldn’t drink.” Nina commented as the Flutterby stumbled off. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, it took her what, two days to recover last time?” Erica commented. 
 
    “Something like that.” Nameless nodded. 
 
    “I’ll go with her, I don’t like leaving her alone like this.” Milly said and followed the Flutterby. 
 
    The remaining three watched her catch up to, and then pick up, the Flutterby. 
 
    “We should tell Miranda we might need to stick around for more than one day.” Erica observed. 
 
    They spent the remainder of the day nursing their respective hangovers and visiting with their new friends, fortunately the Amazons had more tea which they generously supplied to Ophelia when Nameless mentioned how ill she had become and by that evening she was well enough to join them for dinner again. 
 
    Not surprisingly the Minotaur milk was well received by the villagers, so Nina wouldn’t need to eat her hammer. 
 
    “You travel east?” 
 
    They were deep in discussion with Alcaia as they sat around another fire, this night was a much more mellow affair than the previous. 
 
    “Aye, well, at least until the kid’s magic compass picks a new direction.” 
 
    But Alcaia was shaking her head. 
 
    “I should warn you, there is not much east of here, only the grasslands until you hit the great Sansee. Forgive me Aegis, but I pray your journey does not take you that far.” 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “Yeah I’ve been saying that since day one, believe me. But that’s where he says we’re going.” 
 
    All of those nearby who had caught the gist of the conversation wore grim expressions. 
 
    After a few somber moments, Alcaia nodded. 
 
    “Very well, we will outfit you as best as we are able, we rarely venture any distance into the wastes, or for very long. But we have an old wagon that you may take with you, if you use it to carry ample water and are cautious then hopefully we shall meet again.” 
 
    Miranda thanked the Amazon leader for her generosity but Alcaia waved her hand. 
 
    “Think nothing of it Aegis, you and the Empath are our honoured guests, and many of my unbonded warriors have taken a shine to you. Should you survive the Sansee and return with this mysterious Volka, you may find yourselves inundated with marriage proposals.” 
 
    Miranda snorted. 
 
    “You Amazons do love your heroics but do you think the kid could handle any more women?” 
 
    She crooked a thumb at Nameless, who was surrounded by the other girls, a barrier between him and the unbonded Amazons. 
 
    Alcaia smiled. 
 
    “If what we all heard last night was any indication I think he could, the Empath is young and vigorous. And I think you could handle another Amazon yourself! Kala and Jan are impressive, as I’m sure is little Jezebel, but imagine a Saenga warrior standing at their side!” 
 
    A number of the Amazons around them were giving Miranda flirty looks, until Jan chortled at Alcaia’s words. 
 
    “Yeah, like we need another Kala.” 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes as the looks turned petulant. 
 
    “Don’t be rude puppy.” 
 
    “Indeed, sweet sister.” Kala hugged Jan from behind and murmured in her ear; “Should you dishonour us in front of our gracious hosts, I shall have to punish you.” 
 
    Jan’s tail began to wag between Kala’s legs and she turned to meet the Amazon’s gaze over her shoulder. 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    Fortunately the Amazons did not take offence and Alcaia laughed. 
 
    “Perhaps I spoke too soon… you do seem to have your hands full with this one!” 
 
    Miranda smiled. 
 
    “Lady, you have no idea.” 
 
    After they had supped, Nameless and the others retired early, still worn out from their previous night’s activities. 
 
    “Sleep well Valkyrja.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Ophelia was dreaming. 
 
    Or rather, she was having a nightmare. The stench of an unwashed man’s penis under her nose was cloying and she couldn’t escape it, a rough grip holding her immobile by her hair. 
 
    But that wasn’t the worst of it. The worst was seeing Nameless lying on the ground, unmoving. The man had hit him again and again with the butt of his weapon until his head had broken apart under the onslaught… 
 
    She woke with a start, sweat covering her as she struggled to shake off her nightmare. The stench still lingered in her nostrils, but it was the sight of her master on the ground that had woken her. 
 
    The Flutterby looked to him in the dim firelight that trickled in to the hut, Nina was draped across his snoring form and the presence of the giant was a great relief to the frightened woman. 
 
    “Ophelia? Are you okay?” 
 
    Milly sat up beside her, rubbing sleep from her eyes. 
 
    She swallowed, though the Amazon’s remedies had greatly helped with her hangover, she still felt weak, and the night-terror had certainly not helped. 
 
    “I’m fine dearheart, just a bad dream.” 
 
    Milly let out a gentle low, the deep noise reverberating around the hut and Ophelia found it as comforting as Nina’s presence. 
 
    The Minotaur pulled her into her arms. 
 
    “I am so very lucky, to have such strong bond-sisters.” Ophelia sighed. 
 
    Despite her words she felt a lump in her throat as tears sprang to her eyes. Sensing her distress, Milly began to groom her hair with her tongue, her instinct to care for her sister. 
 
    Her arms and her tongue soon relaxed the Flutterby to the point that she shed some much needed tears, she cried softly into Milly’s breast for a time while the steadfast monster held her close. 
 
    Ophelia sniffed and wiped at her cheeks, then gave a weak chuckle. 
 
    “Thank you dear. I’m okay now, I promise.” 
 
    Milly caressed her hair with one hand while her other held her tight. They lay down together and soon the Minotaur’s breast rose and fell slowly as sleep reclaimed her. 
 
    Ophelia un-wrapped Milly’s arms from around her and ducked out of the hut to pee. 
 
    The others slumbered on despite the Amazons’ now-raucous behaviour around their fire. She could hear them talking loudly and praising her master for his vigor the night prior, they were wondering if he and the girls were up to a second such performance tonight. 
 
    She shuddered at the memory of the horrible morning, the tea had helped immensely and she fully intended to see about obtaining the recipe. After she had relieved herself she walked back towards the hut, not trusting herself to find it from the air. 
 
    As she neared their quarters she spotted Jez, who was sitting in the dirt propped against one of the other huts. 
 
    “Jez, are you alright?” Ophelia approached the green skinned girl, concern in her voice. 
 
    “No! I’m not alright!” She cried as she gave a great hiccup; “I’m hungry! And I’m horny!” 
 
    “Oh! Well, let’s get you something to-” 
 
    Before she could finish her thought Jez’s tongue shot out and wrapped around her ankle. 
 
    “Jez what-” 
 
    “Ah tow oo ah wash ungy!” 
 
    Ophelia blinked, trying to make sense of the inebriated girl’s words. Jez rolled her eyes and abruptly yanked the beautiful butterfly off of her feet with a jerk of her head. 
 
    Miranda had opted for a late night soak instead of partaking in the Amazon’s second night of revels; she knew that Amazon parties tended to get a little crazy when they got into their mead and brandy. 
 
    Which is why she wasn’t surprised in the least when she rounded a corner and found Ophelia clawing at the ground and trying to dislodge one dainty foot from Jezebel’s distended throat. 
 
    She just stared while toweling at her hair. 
 
    “Miranda! Please tell her I’m not food!” Ophelia squeaked. 
 
    Jez made a noise of disagreement and swallowed, pulling another few inches of Flutterby ankle into her mouth. 
 
    Miranda tilted her head as she worked the water out of one ear while considered the situation, eventually she shrugged and walked away, turning her head and speaking over her shoulder. 
 
    “After she’s done eating, tell my little froggy that I’ll be waiting in our hut, I have another job for that magical tongue of hers!” 
 
    Ophelia cried out after her but Miranda was already gone. 
 
    She needn’t have worried though as it was only a few seconds later that Jez released her, Miranda’s erotic promise too much to pass up. The Gripau hopped unsteadily after her bond-mate while Ophelia flopped down onto her back and let out a long-suffered sigh. 
 
    Escrya found her like that a few minutes later. 
 
    “Are your quarters so unsatisfactory that you prefer the bare ground?” The young Amazon asked, her voice uncertain. 
 
    Ophelia opened her mouth, but then realized that she had no idea where to begin, so instead she just sat up as Escrya helped her to her feet. 
 
    “No dear, the quarters are quite lovely.” 
 
    Escrya nodded, then quirked her head as she regarded the Flutterby, curiosity writ on her features. 
 
    “Forgive me if this is too private a question, but how do you manage to share your husband amongst so many wives?” 
 
    Ophelia smiled wryly at the Amazon’s words then leaned in and spoke in a conspiratorial whisper. 
 
    “Group sex.” 
 
    Escrya blushed to the roots of her hair. 
 
    “I, that is, what. But… huh?” 
 
    “I won’t pretend that it doesn’t have its challenges, but I love my bond-sisters dearly and we work together to make sure no one gets left out. I don’t know what the future holds for you dear, but I hope it holds the kind of love that we have found together. And if I may make a suggestion?” 
 
    Escrya nodded, wide eyed at the older woman’s candid words. 
 
    “Stay open to the possibilities. And never be afraid to revel in a good thing. That is something I learned the hard way.” 
 
    The young Amazon considered the unexpected advice for a few moments with a slight frown. 
 
    “Thank you, Ophelia.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Jezebel arrived at the hut just after Miranda. 
 
    “Enjoy your meal?” Miranda teased, spreading her legs slightly, the towel she was wearing parted as her thigh slipped out. 
 
    “Not yet, but I will!” The drunken frog exclaimed. 
 
    Miranda gave a surprisingly girlish giggle as Jez hopped into her arms, taking them both down in a heap. 
 
    They kissed deeply, Miranda’s tongue working over the slick surface of Jez’s. 
 
    “Mmmm, my little froggy, you taste like booze. I hope the Amazon’s mead hasn’t messed with your libido.” 
 
    “O-of course not!” The Gripau had a bit of trouble bringing her mistress’s face into focus as she sat up. 
 
    Miranda smiled and casually teased at Jez’s nipple through the fabric of her bathing suit. 
 
    “Yeah? You’re ready to put your tongue to work for me baby?” Her voice was breathy as her excitement mounted. 
 
    She pulled her towel off entirely and spread her legs, but placed her hand over her sex, blocking the Gripau’s hungry gaze. 
 
    “I am! I want it so bad!” Jez all but whimpered. 
 
    Miranda took pity on her, removing her hands and leaning back on her elbows. 
 
    “Then make me scream.” Her wet pussy was exposed now, her labia slightly parted from the position of her legs. 
 
    Jez froze for a long moment, her body perfectly still as she simply stared at Miranda’s proffered sex. 
 
    Miranda smiled at the frog’s drunken expression. 
 
    “Tsk, maybe I should take care of this myself?” 
 
    But before her legs could fully close Jez’s face shot between them and Miranda gasped as her pet began to furiously tongue at her clit, her narrow and muscular tongue slathering all over her sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Oh! Good froggy!” Miranda gasped and then leaned back to enjoy the ride. 
 
    Jezebel was no stranger to eating pussy, though drunk and horny as she was her technique suffered somewhat. 
 
    Miranda hardly noticed. 
 
    “Shove it in me, baby!” 
 
    Jez was happy to oblige, the cherry-sized bulb on her tongue slipping into Miranda’s tight tunnel with ease. Her lubricated muscle began to pump in and out of her mistress at a brisk pace before her jaws widened and her tongue rapidly turned into a blur of motion as Miranda’s moans filled the room. With Jez’s mouth held wide open around her pussy the older woman could feel the little monster’s hot breath all over her sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Wife! I have- oh! I see my sister has already found you!” Kala had burst into the hut and quickly took in the erotic scene before her. 
 
    Miranda’s eyes were glazed as she caught sight of the beautiful Amazon. 
 
    “Fuck her Kala! Make her scream into my pussy when I cum!” 
 
    Kala paused for a moment, surprised at the urgent demand, then smiled. 
 
    “I shall my love, I shall reward my beloved sister-wife for servicing you so!” 
 
    Jez made a questioning noise but didn’t stop slurping at Miranda’s pussy. Kala placed her knees on either side of the frog’s cute little butt, then slipped her hands underneath the stretchy fabric to caress Jez’s green tushy. 
 
    The Gripau moaned as Miranda writhed beneath her, gasping in pleasure. 
 
    “Shhh, I want to see our wife cum.” The Amazon said. 
 
    She took one hand and placed it on the back of Jez’s head, adding a gentle pressure and encouraging the frog to push her face even deeper into Miranda’s nether regions. Meanwhile her other hand slipped between the frog’s cheeks and she worked one long finger into the tiny girl’s wet slit. 
 
    Jez made an odd squeaking noise as her tongue paused for a moment, her legs parted slightly as Kala began to drive her finger in and out of her tight folds. 
 
    “Don’t stop! Please never stop!” Miranda cried out, desperately clasping at Jez’s head and Kala’s hand while grinding her hips into the Gripau’s face and pinching her own nipple with her free hand. 
 
    Jez resumed her tongue work, her own hips beginning to buck against Kala’s working hand, she now had two fingers inside her and the smaller girl’s tight tunnel was pleasantly full as Kala began to finger her in earnest. 
 
    The sight of the Amazon’s arm working behind Jez was enough to help Miranda to her peak, and the slippery tongue rapidly plunging in and out of her while Jez’s nose pressed against her clit was more than enough to send her over the edge. 
 
    Miranda let out a gasping sob and bucked against Jez’s face, her hand still clawing at Kala’s as the Amazon worked over the Gripau’s privates with vigor. The older woman bucked again and couldn’t hold back her scream of ecstasy as Jez’s tongue plunged as deep as she could take it over and over. 
 
    At last Miranda slumped back, her pleasure mostly over, though the frog still plumbed her depths even as her own pussy muscles contracted spasmodically around the invading fingers. 
 
    “Cum for me dear Jezebel.” Kala ordered as she slipped her hand off the back of the Gripau’s head and began to massage her narrow shoulders. 
 
    Jez’s own screams of pleasure were muffled by Miranda’s privates as the Aegis operative squirmed under the continued assault on her now overly sensitive privates. 
 
    Jez had barely finished crying out her release when Jan plowed into the hut. 
 
    “Did I miss all the fun?” She spoke eagerly. 
 
    Kala pulled her sopping fingers out of Jez’s tight pussy and licked the girl’s juices off. 
 
    “Hardly, I still need to punish you.” 
 
    Jan smiled wolfishly. 
 
    Over by the fire the Amazons had heard Miranda and Jez achieve orgasm and shared knowing looks, the party quickly broke apart in twos and threes as lovers sought the privacy of their own huts to enjoy the rest of their night. 
 
    Escrya remained by the fire though, considering Ophelia’s words for a long time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16: 
 
    Desert Nights 
 
      
 
      
 
    Milly and Kala pulled the wagon through the woods together, even burdened as it was with water and supplies it proved no match for their strength, though more than once they had to enlist Nina’s help to pull it through a stubborn bush or outright lift it over a babbling creek as there were few trails and no roads this deep in the wilds. 
 
    Even after everything he had seen her do, the casual displays of her enormous strength still made Nameless wonder. 
 
    They traveled for several days from the Saenga village without seeing another living soul. The terrain changed dramatically in that time; the mighty cedars tapering off in the first few days, and they found themselves crossing great fields of waving wild grass. 
 
    Nameless didn’t even realize how much he missed the open space until they left the last of the trees behind. Milly certainly appreciated the change as she didn’t need to eat much for the next several days, simply pulling up the long bladed fodder and munching happily while they walked. 
 
    But the fields of wild grass soon became patchy and water became scarce as they found themselves winding around foothills with sparse vegetation and the temperature rose. 
 
    Within a few days of leaving the trees behind the arid foothills dropped away as well and the group found themselves looking out into endless shifting dunes of sand, the sun-blasted landscape completely devoid of life. Erica whistled and even Kala looked intimidated.  
 
    “I didn’t know that there was this much sand in the whole world.” Nameless breathed in awe. 
 
    “The Sansee Wastes.” Nina declared; “Five hundred miles across and twice as many north to south.” 
 
    “You’ve been here before?” Erica asked. 
 
    The heat of the day had matted her hair to her head and caused her black-furred ears to droop. 
 
    “I crossed it years ago, with Marcus. My home was on the other side.” 
 
    “Was?” 
 
    Nina glanced up at Ophelia’s questioning tone, and noticed that the Flutterby’s wings were drooping just like Erica’s ears. While the last few days had been hot, even at their hottest they weren’t this bad and it was still only morning. 
 
    “My home is wherever the little guy is, and wherever my sisters are.” She spoke without sarcasm or irony. 
 
    “Truly a warrior’s journey! We shall brave this wasteland together and prove our merit!” Kala spoke with determination, recovering from the awesome sight. 
 
    “Didn’t you prove it yesterday?” Jan muttered. 
 
    “And the day before that?” Erica added with an impatient huff, she glared out at the shifting sand with a frown. 
 
    Kala smiled, unperturbed by their cranky words. 
 
    “The way of the warrior is one of endless challenges to overcome, brave sisters.” 
 
    “Some are better avoided.” Nina’s voice was serious; “Honestly Master, I’d hoped we would have found her before getting this far. Are you sure she is out there?” 
 
    Nameless closed his eyes and shifted his focus to the beacon that was Volka’s mind. 
 
    “I’m sure. East, she’s still to the east.” 
 
    “I am fine with the heat, but Marcus nearly died crossing this place.” Nina spoke with concern. 
 
    “Is she at least closer now? We’ve already come so far.” Jezebel ventured. 
 
    The poor frog girl was suffering the most, her skin already dry and flaking. 
 
    Nameless’s eyes were still closed. 
 
    “Yes, I can’t say how far, it’s hard to explain but her light is much brighter then it was even just a few days ago.” 
 
    “Can she speak to you yet? Maybe we can get her to meet us halfway.” Miranda remarked sarcastically through chapped lips. 
 
    Nameless shook his head with a pained expression. 
 
    “Right, we’ll rest here until nightfall, our best bet is to travel at night and sleep during the day. Also, no more sex.” Nina crossed her arms and gave them each a stern look. 
 
    Miranda nodded, though the others looked surprised at her words. 
 
    “Sex wastes energy, not to mention fluids. And no drinking from Milly either, I don’t know much about Minotaurs, but taking any kind of fluid from someone in the desert just isn’t a good idea.” 
 
    Erica pouted at Nina’s words but nodded, unwilling to risk harming her sister just to get at her favorite meal. 
 
    “We’ll follow your lead Nina.” Milly promised. 
 
    “The Amazons geared us up well enough. I honestly thought that all these jugs of water were a bit much, but given how thirsty I am already…” Jan trailed off. 
 
    “Yeah, speaking of which, everyone take one of these.” Miranda doled out small capsules from a metal container in her bag. 
 
    “What are they?” Nameless asked. 
 
    “Salt tablets. I just hope I brought enough.” 
 
    Nina looked at her curiously. 
 
    Miranda shrugged. 
 
    “I wasn’t crazy enough to cross the whole damn thing, but I have been to Karmest before.” 
 
    Nameless knowledge of geography was just as lacking as his knowledge on everything else, but Miranda’s daily tutoring had been going on for over a month by this point so he had made some progress and knew that Karmest was a city far to the south, on the edge of the wastes. 
 
    “We should make some shade and rest up. Tonight, when the temperature drops we’ll head out.” Nina said while staring at the shifting sand. 
 
    Given that she was the only one any of them knew who had crossed the wastes before, they deferred to Nina’s judgments and set up the canvass of their tents to give themselves some respite from the scorching sun. 
 
    It was a miserable day. 
 
    Even just the day before they remembered there at least being the occasional cool breeze in the foothills, but here on the edge of the wastes the air was hot and heavy, unmoving. They all tried to catch some sleep in the meager shade, but the heat was ever present. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t imagine moving out from under the canvas for any reason. Everything they did, even talking, seemed to sap them of energy, so words were infrequent. 
 
    At last night fell and the temperature dropped considerably. They were all tired, even Milly and Kala looked ready to lie down but they gathered their gear to set out. 
 
    Nameless watched with some interest as Nina stood on her hammer and lifted the wagon up while Miranda and Kala removed the wheels, they had tried pulling it into the desert but the narrow wheels had immediately sunk into the loose sand. 
 
    Miranda broke the silence as they took their first few steps into the dunes. 
 
    “We have two dozen pitchers of water left, once we crack open the tenth, we turn back. I want a bit extra just in case.” 
 
    Nina merely grunted in agreement, no one else responded. 
 
    Soon enough the temperature could be called downright chilly and everyone found themselves putting on extra layers from their bags. 
 
    “How could it get this cold?” Erica demanded as she pulled on another shirt. 
 
    “No moisture in the air to hold the heat. Just be glad it isn’t winter, or it would be below freezing.” Miranda said quietly. 
 
    They made little progress their first night, the group was simply too tired from the heat of the day and from trying to travel when they normally slept. Despite his exhaustion the sense of Volka’s nearness spurred Nameless on well past his own breaking point but he was near to collapse when they finally stopped again. 
 
    The temperature began to rise just before dawn and they set up their tents again. The second day was worse than the first for heat, but they were all so exhausted it didn’t matter. Only Nina remained unaffected by the high temperature and their grueling journey. 
 
    She kept glancing at the others while they rested, hiding the concern on her face. Her memory turned to Marcus and how she had to drag him through the sand towards the end of their crossing. 
 
    She knew she couldn’t drag them all. 
 
    The second night was a bit better, they were more rested and with the lower temperature there was some muted conversation as they traveled. At one point Ophelia looked over at Miranda as they crested yet another dune. 
 
    “What were you doing in Karmest?” 
 
    “Aegis business.” She grunted, her attention more focused on staying upright on the shifting sand. 
 
    “We were there to bust a smuggling ring, Harpy eggs.” Jan said with aplomb. 
 
    Miranda spared a moment to give her mate an exasperated look. 
 
    “Oh come on! It was ten years ago!” Jan said defensively. 
 
    The operative’s frown deepened. 
 
    “What’s the point of having kickass adventures if you can’t brag about them later?” Jan pouted. 
 
    The ensuing spat was enough to still conversation for the next several hours. 
 
    By the third night they had adapted somewhat to travel in the desert, though they still tired easily and had to be careful not to overexert themselves. 
 
    As they walked Nameless wondered at the starry sky. The air was so clear in the desert that the stars were incredibly vibrant at night. As he marveled at the beauty above, one of the beauties below hugged him around the waist. 
 
    He looked into Erica’s face. 
 
    “I miss touching you.” She whispered as she gave his cheek a rasping lick. 
 
    The lack of sex over the last few days and nights was upsetting to the ardent cat. 
 
    “I know, but we have our whole lives for that.” 
 
    Erica took a deep breath, her nose now pressed against his neck. 
 
    “Maybe, but I miss your scent on me all the same.” 
 
    He smiled as she nuzzled against him some more. 
 
    “Soon enough kitty, we’ll save Volka and then we can go home again.” 
 
    “After we go to Garland.” She pulled back from him with one eyebrow raised. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “I suppose I can’t really refuse an invitation from the Aegis can I?” 
 
    She pursed her lips in thought for a moment, and then smiled. 
 
    “Well if we are guests of the Aegis they’ll have a nice big bed like we shared with Milly that first day.” 
 
    He blushed a bit, that first day had ended with a vigorous handjob from Erica and some cum swapping between both girls. 
 
    “We are going to need a bigger bed in the cottage, especially if Volka is as tall as Milly.” She continued. 
 
    “I haven’t really thought about it to be honest.” 
 
    “Hmmm, there’s a lot of things you haven’t done yet.” She purred. 
 
    “Oh, like what?” 
 
    “You still need to give me a good spanking.” 
 
    His eyes nearly bugged out of his head as his jaw dropped. 
 
    “Oh don’t look at me like that!” She couldn’t help but laugh at the look on his face in the moonlight. 
 
    His shock passed soon enough and he gave a rueful laugh of his own. 
 
    “Is that something you really want?” 
 
    She nodded then gave him a lustful look before pressing her cheek to his and whispering in his ear. 
 
    “When I’m a good kitty, I like to be scratched behind the ears. But when I’m a bad kitty, I need to be spanked.” 
 
    He cupped the back of her head and massaged at her scalp, drawing another purr from her. 
 
    “Erica my love, you’ve always been a good kitty to me.” 
 
    She leaned back and nodded with mock seriousness. 
 
    “I guess I’ll have to work on that.” 
 
    They were silent after that as Kala called out to them, they had fallen behind the others. 
 
    Traveling in the desert, though exhausting, was also monotonous. 
 
    Until it wasn’t. 
 
    If it weren’t for Nina, several mornings later their journey would have ended. 
 
    A massive wall of golden sand engulfed the horizon and raced towards them with terrifying speed, the wind coming up from seemingly nowhere. 
 
    Nameless clung to Milly and Ophelia in shock at the impossibility of the wall of death descending on them. 
 
    Nina merely reacted; she unloaded the containers of water from the wagon carefully before tipping the whole thing on its side, scattering the non-essentials as the brutal sandstorm bore down on them. 
 
    “Get to cover, all of you! And wrap your faces!” She barked. 
 
    She spent the next several hours propping the wagon up in the face of the storm while the rest of them huddled in the leeward side of it. They had soaked rags from their canteens and covered their mouths with them to keep the dust out of their lungs while they endured the desert’s wrath. 
 
    But Nina was the mountain, and she scoffed at the weakness of the desert. 
 
    They all heard her more than once, taunting the storm that had engulfed them even as the wind howled. 
 
    “Go eat a dick! I’ve punched avalanches into submission you dusty bitch! You think a little sand in my ass-crack is gunna slow me down?” 
 
    The desert, perhaps sensing that it could never conquer the tiny mountain, gave up in the early afternoon and they spent an exhausting hour salvaging what they could from their scattered supplies before they retreated under shade to rest again. 
 
    They were all bleary eyed by nightfall but set out as the moon rose; the coolness of the air once more causing them to put on extra layers. 
 
    As they walked ever deeper into the endless dunes, Nameless sidled up to Nina and reached out absently to take her hand; she turned to him but said nothing. 
 
    “Thank you, for always protecting us.” He whispered finally, leaning down slightly. 
 
    “No big.” She sniffed. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    She blushed in the moonlight, heat at her center. Erica smiled privately, her ears tilted towards them. 
 
    “I love you too.” Nina murmured, looking at her feet. 
 
    Nameless smiled and squeezed her hand. 
 
    “What was your home like? I saw it a bit in your mind, but it was hazy. You lived in a mountain right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I had a nice big cavern, lots of echoes.” She gave him a curious look; “Why?” 
 
    “I want to get to know you better. Sometimes it feels like we’ve been together for years, but it’s really only been a few weeks. And even after the nights we’ve spent together, I realized that what I don’t know about you far outweighs what I do.” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “You said you wanted a forge right?” 
 
    “Yeah, I miss making things other than corpses with my hands.” 
 
    He grimaced slightly at the memory of her killing the men who assaulted him and Ophelia. Then spoke with some hesitation, afraid she was going to call him an idiot again. 
 
    “Could we maybe build one? At the cottage I mean.” 
 
    She stopped walking and turned to him, eyes wide. 
 
    “You’re not just saying that ‘cause I keep sucking you off are you?” 
 
    “What!? No! Of course not!” 
 
    “Because I’ll suck your dick every day and every night if you give me a forge again.” 
 
    “That’s not what I- Nina!” He was blushing as he tried to regain his composure. 
 
    Erica stifled a laugh. 
 
    “Oh! You could bend me over my anvil!” 
 
    Nina’s eyes drifted into the distance as her imagination got the better of her. 
 
    “N-Nina!” 
 
    Erica’s laughed out loud, unable to hold it in. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Milly asked. 
 
    “Master is going to build Nina a forge. She’s happy about it.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice.” The Minotaur said with a wan smile. 
 
    Nina’s fantasy ended and she grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him down for a deep kiss. 
 
    “Once we get out of this desert I am going to break you, tiny man.” 
 
    Her heated promise made his knees shake a bit. Before he could stammer out a response though, their conversation was abruptly cut short as the ground around his feet exploded upwards and he was blinded by the spray of sand as he felt himself wrenched high in the air. 
 
    “MASTER!!” The others screamed. 
 
    The other girls watched in horror as a giant serpentine form swallowed him whole before diving back below the sand. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    When he came to his senses the first thing Nameless noticed was that he was naked save for his bracer. Naked and very wet. The next was a dull whooshing roar that seemed to be coming from all around him. 
 
    He was in some sort of fleshy cave, illuminated by a soft pinkish light that emanated from everywhere at once. 
 
    A woman’s voice was humming happily from nearby. He groaned and tried to sit up on the strange fleshy floor, his eyes adjusting to the odd coloured light. 
 
    “Oh! You’re awake! I’m so glad! I thought you might have hit your head when I introduced myself!” Her feminine form drifted near him and spoke over the strange rustling noise. 
 
    He was having trouble getting upright, and he realized that the entire room was shifting about as she talked with him, his stomach roiled a bit at the constant motion. 
 
    “Sorry! Let me stop moving and then we can get to know each other!” 
 
    A few seconds later the room was still, the strange roar had stopped, and Nameless was able to take a good look at his captor. 
 
    Her hair was shockingly pink, long and slick with moisture. She was as naked as he was, her perky breasts coated in some sort of thick slimy substance. Her skin was whitish pink and his eyes nearly fell out of his head when he saw that her lower body terminated in a large fleshy mass that disappeared into the darkness behind her. 
 
    She hovered nearer, licking her lips as he tried to slide backwards on the moist floor. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid, I won’t hurt you. I’m going to take care of you!” 
 
    “N-no thank you!” 
 
    “Aw…” She pouted; “Don’t be like that! We can do so many things together, you’ll love it...” 
 
    Her eyes focused on him as she stuck out her tongue and ran it up his ankle as the floor flexed upwards, moving him closer to her. 
 
    “Please stop that!” 
 
    She shuddered in ecstasy at the taste of him. 
 
    “Mmm… sorry, I’m getting ahead of myself. I’m Jubby, what’s your name?” 
 
    “Nameless.” 
 
    “Really? That’s so sad! Well I’m going to call you cutie!” 
 
    She licked his leg again, this time not stopping as she drew her tongue from his ankle all the way up to his groin. 
 
    His hands shot down to cover himself. 
 
    “Stop that! And where are we?” 
 
    She giggled at his shyness. 
 
    “Sweet cutie, you’re inside me of course!” 
 
    His jaw dropped as she drew her length against him, her naked flesh coming fully in contact with his torso. 
 
    Her pink eyes were hooded with desire as she gazed into his. 
 
    “Wh-where are my friends?” 
 
    “Mmm…” She licked his chest; “What friends cutie?” 
 
    He flinched as she planted a sucking kiss on his nipple. 
 
    “Th-the ones I was travelling with!” 
 
    “Oh! I don’t know… I heard you talking through the sand and knew that I just had to meet you. I didn’t really pay much attention to anybody else…” 
 
    Clearly the girl was hot for him, but Nameless wouldn’t be deterred. 
 
    “Please, let me go, they must be so worried about me!” 
 
    Her lower lip jutted out in a pout. 
 
    “I’m worried too you know? You’ve been inside me for a while and you haven’t even cum once!” 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    “Sure you can, I’ll help.” 
 
    The feel of her naked flesh against his was unbelievable; the viscous fluid that coated them had a very mild, sweet taste to it and his tongue and lips were buzzing a bit from where it had gotten into his mouth. 
 
    His protests faltered at the intense feeling as her body enveloped him tighter, his grip loosened on his junk. 
 
    She moaned against him. 
 
    “That’s it, oh cutie, you taste so good. Please cum all over me, let me taste all of you!” 
 
    He felt a sudden stab of anxiety from the stone around his neck. 
 
    His eyes snapped open and he struggled against her. 
 
    “Milly!” 
 
    Somehow he managed to extricate himself from her lithe body as her pout returned with a vengeance. 
 
    “Who is Milly?” 
 
    “She’s my bond-mate and she’s so afraid right now, they all are!” 
 
    Focusing now on his mates, he could sense their worry, except for Nina… 
 
    She was… annoyed. 
 
    He could sense that she was close too, all of the practice trying to track down Volka made it easy to pick up on the fact that Nina was much closer than the others. 
 
    Jubby’s eyes widened and wet tears spilled down her cheeks. 
 
    “You’re bonded?” 
 
    Mutely he nodded. 
 
    “I-I am so sorry, I didn’t know!” She wailed. 
 
    “That’s alright, can you please let me go now?” 
 
    But her wail turned into a desperate sob. 
 
    “I want a bond-mate! I’ve been looking for so long, it’s not fair! I finally have a man inside me and he’s… he’s taken!” 
 
    Nameless tried to shift himself nearer to comfort her but the strange cave they were in suddenly pitched sideways and Jubby gave a pained scream. 
 
    “Ow, OW! Stop that! OW! That really hurts!” 
 
    They were tumbling rapidly now and the now terrified girl clung to him. 
 
    “Cutie! OWIE!! Cutie, please save me!! It’s biting me!” 
 
    He heard the strange dusty wooshing roar from all around them and suddenly it felt like gravity had given up its hold on them. Both of them screamed and grasped at each other. His stomach rose into his throat, his vision locked on the terrified girl clinging to him, they hung in the air for a few seconds. 
 
    Suddenly it was over, gravity returned with a whumph and the girl cried again in fear and pain as both of their weights settled on the fleshy floor. 
 
    Several moments later light spilled into the cave, its brightness contrasting with the pink light that Jubby exuded as it fell on the dazed pair inside. Nameless was further disoriented when he realized that dawn must have broken while he was unconscious. 
 
    “Okay bitch, give me back my weakling!” Nina’s voice came from towards the light. 
 
    Shaking his head to recover from the vertigo, he saw her silhouette at the entrance to the strange tunnel-like cave. She was holding the opening wide with one arm, her other clutching her hammer. 
 
    “N-Nina?” 
 
    She was covered from head to toe in dust and dirt, even worse than when she had weathered the sandstorm for them. 
 
    “Pinky I’m not gunna say it again, release him or die.” She said with her hammer now leveled at Jubby. 
 
    The poor girl only gripped him tighter in stark terror. 
 
    “Die it is then.” 
 
    “NINA STOP!!” 
 
    She paused, hammer raised and head tilted to one side at his sudden shout. 
 
    “You’re scaring her!” 
 
    Her tiny mouth opened and her head shifted backwards on her neck, incredulous. 
 
    “I’m scaring her?! She ate you! This giant worm thing burst out of the ground and swallowed you! I only barely managed to grab onto the ass end of it. I thought you were going to die!” 
 
    “Um, well I’m not so please calm down?” His words came out plaintively. 
 
    Nina gave a great huff. 
 
    “Right, well whatever, both of you get out of there now.” 
 
    Jubby sobbed at her words, still clinging to him. 
 
    “Look Pinky, either you come out or I come in and drag you out.” 
 
    The menace in her tone was painfully clear. 
 
    “Please no… I didn’t know, I’m sorry! Please don’t rip my tongue out!” 
 
    Jubby gripped at him, pawing him in desperation and Nameless couldn’t help but wrap one hand around her, his other covering his genitals again. 
 
    “Nina! Please stop, can’t you see how scared she is?” 
 
    “Bu-but she tried to eat you!” 
 
    “No! I wasn’t, I swear I didn’t! I just wanted to have sex with him!” 
 
    Nina’s jaw dropped again then worked for several seconds as Nameless and Jubby huddled together. 
 
    With the light from outside he had an obvious realization. 
 
    This whole thing is her MOUTH! 
 
    At last he managed to get to his knees and crawl his way towards the entrance in the narrow passage, Jubby softly crying as she hovered beside him, his arm held tight in hers. 
 
    The entrance widened, four triangular segments breaking away from each other as the monster girl’s larger mouth opened wide. 
 
    Nina grabbed him as soon as he was close enough, all but ripping him from Jubby’s grasp and wrapping him in a tight embrace, her cheek smooshed against his penis as he stood to his full height on the sand. 
 
    “Ugh you’re all slimy, and where the hell are your clothes?” She murfled into his flaccid cock. 
 
    He placed a hand on Nina’s head and stroked her hair, his other draped over her back returning her hug. 
 
    “I dunno, I woke up like this.” 
 
    He could see the others running towards them in the distance, stumbling through the sand in desperation to reach them. 
 
    “I-I have them, they’re right here.” Jubby ended with a squeak at Nina’s glare. 
 
    From the pink darkness within her, the muscles along the floor worked a tight bundle towards them. Jubby stooped and picked it up then brought the bundle to him in both hands. 
 
    SHE is the TONGUE of this thing! 
 
    Wordlessly Nameless accepted his clothes back from the girl, trying not to make a face at their sopping state. 
 
    “You better get dressed, otherwise Jan will make fun of your penis and I’ll have to kill her.” 
 
    Jubby squeaked again and drifted back a bit. 
 
    Nina helped to steady him in the shifting sand while he pulled his pants on. 
 
    He could hear the others shouting in the distance now, fully clothed and sopping wet he took a few steps towards them. 
 
    Jubby followed, hovering at the edge of her mouth with a forlorn look on her face. 
 
    He turned back and got a good look at her exterior body for the first time. 
 
    She was a massive dusty brown serpentine creature. Nearly forty feet long, her body was splayed out over the sand. In the growing morning light he noticed a series of nasty purple bruises against her carapaced flank and realized that Nina must have been hitting her in her attempt to save him. 
 
    “Jubby, what are you?” He gasped out. 
 
    “Lonely.” She sobbed out simply. 
 
    Nina crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    “How come I came out of this looking like the bad guy?” 
 
    The others arrived and took in the bizarre scene, and no sooner had Nameless turned to greet them then Milly wrapped him in her arms and crushed him to her breasts, lowing desperately. 
 
    “…the dust cleared and you were both gone!” Erica was saying between frantic licks to what she could reach of his hair through the other girl’s arms. 
 
    Milly was so upset she wasn’t able to do more than hold him and lick at his face and Ophelia wasn’t much better off, her arms wrapped around them while her wings fluttered behind her, lifting herself to match the Minotaur’s height. 
 
    It took several minutes and a whole lot of hugging before the girls were satisfied that he was alright. 
 
    All the while Jubby watched longingly from inside her mouth, wringing her hands. 
 
    For her part Nina was sulking until Milly released Nameless and lifted the girl off her feet and into her cleavage. She had to release her hammer into the sand to accommodate the Minotaur’s fierce embrace. 
 
    “Milly wh-” Was all she got out before Milly pressed her lips to hers, her muscular tongue forcing itself into the Gigas’s tiny mouth. 
 
    Her eyelids fluttered from the pleasure as her tongue wrestled with Milly’s in a frantic kiss. 
 
    Several moments later Milly was holding her cheek to cheek and whispering into her ear. 
 
    “Thank you for being alright and for saving our master. I love you so much!” 
 
    Nina squeaked as Milly drew her tongue over her dirty face from chin to forehead several times. 
 
    “Not to ruin the moment but what the hell?” 
 
    Miranda gestured at Jubby, her eyes were wide. 
 
    “This is Jubby, she didn’t mean any harm I think. She was looking for a bond-mate.” 
 
    “Well then why didn’t she eat my mistress, she’s way better than you!” Jezebel said rudely. 
 
    The frog had been increasingly bitchy during the daylight hours, the punishing sun hitting her the hardest. 
 
    “Oh, do you have a penis?” Jubby asked Miranda, suddenly interested in the austere woman as she gave up her hand wringing. 
 
    Miranda gave her a level look while Jan sniggered and even Kala had to choke back a laugh. 
 
    “What I do have is a need to get us out of this desert alive. Your antics just cost us most of our water.” 
 
    Her voice was grim. 
 
    “What?!” Nameless pulled free from Milly’s embrace as he looked for signs of their supplies. 
 
    “She crushed the wagon when she grabbed you, most of the pitchers broke. We have enough water now for maybe two days.” Ophelia said quietly. 
 
    They had been traveling into the desert for over a week. 
 
    Jubby looked guilty again, but then brightened. 
 
    “I can get you water! I know where to find some!” She said, her form bobbing in the air in excitement. 
 
    “Really?” Hope was in his voice. 
 
    “Yes! It’s the least I can do, and then when I get back the grey lady can show me her penis!” 
 
    The speed with which she dove into the ground was jarring as her serpentine form burrowed into the sand beneath them. 
 
    A silence fell over the group as the heat began to steadily rise in the morning air. 
 
    “Erica, why are you staring at Miranda’s crotch?” Milly asked. 
 
    The Katje shook her head as Miranda, Jezebel and Jan glared at her. 
 
    “What? It would explain a few things.” 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “Well, now what?” 
 
    Nameless closed his eyes and focused on Volka. 
 
    “She is so much brighter now, I feel like I can practically reach out and touch her!” 
 
    Despair was in his voice, if they had to turn back when they were this close… 
 
    The Aegis operative gave him one of the longest looks of her life, measuring his words carefully. 
 
    At last she sighed. 
 
    “At this point it doesn’t matter what direction we go, even if we rationed the water we’d never make it out of the desert. If the big worm girl comes through for us then great. Otherwise we’re all dead. So we go on. Who know, maybe Volka will turn out to be a Naiad.” 
 
    Despite her caustic tone and the seriousness of their predicament Nameless felt a wave of relief. So they salvaged what they could from the remains of the wagon, waited for nightfall and set out into the sand once more. 
 
    Even rationing their water they ran out three days later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17: 
 
    Beneath the Sand 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jubby swam through the ancient desert, she knew that the currents, the ebb and flow of the sand, were ever changing, but she could have sworn the underground spring was this way… 
 
    If she traveled too far north she would run into that cavern with all the nasty spiky metal-bitey things that always chased her and burned her when she got too close, so she tried her best to give it a wide birth, swimming through ancient ruins that had been beneath the sand for centuries. 
 
    The priceless ruins held no interest to her though, her sense of the shifting sands focused instead on the odd little trickle and shuffle that would indicate water. 
 
    These were the first people she had met in a long time and she was determined to befriend them, and she knew that the only way of doing that would be to find them water. 
 
    The giant worm paused, she had heard it… 
 
    She strained, focusing all of her attention on her sensitive skin, and felt it again! 
 
    Excited now, she swam through the sand towards the noise as it grew stronger by the second. But in her eagerness she completely missed another noise. 
 
    A metallic skittering noise. 
 
    She poked her head into the underground cavern and stuck out her tongue, her vision having no difficulty with the low light, Jubby smiled as she saw the flowing water of the underground stream as it drained into a large pool, though her face fell a bit when she realized that she would have to worm her way over the unyielding stone of the cavern floor to get to it, not an easy task for the behemoth creature. But she was determined, and heaved her bulk free of the sand, panting with the effort. 
 
    When she finally reached the edge of the pool several minutes later she drank her fill before filling her mouth, but even as she did there was a flash of green light and she felt a familiar burn on her carapace. 
 
    She let out a squeak as she pulled her tongue into her overflowing mouth, holding her breath even as she flopped her massive body on the stone floor of the cavern, desperate to get back to the safety of the yielding sand. 
 
    The metal-bitey things were all over her now, and though she crushed more than a few in her desperate thrashing they were burning her again and again while her tongue let out a burbling scream underwater. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    None of them had anything to drink in well over a day. 
 
    No one spoke, each of them lost in daydreams of rushing rivers and the multitude of babbling streams in the rainforest that the Saenga lived in. Only Nameless thought of something other than water; Volka’s light was blazing in his mind now and it kept him moving, indeed he outpaced them all. 
 
    But it wouldn’t matter if they didn’t find water soon, though none of them had the heart to tell him so. 
 
    Miranda knew that at most they had another day before people started to collapse; already Jezebal was no longer clinging to Kala but was being carried limply on the Amazon’s back, the miserable frog girl had been hit the hardest by the heat during the day and now the lack of water had dropped her. 
 
    The Aegis operative felt overwhelming guilt at having brought her into the desert in the first place. She should have stayed behind with the Amazons; they could have looked after her. 
 
    She shook herself out of her helpless reverie as she watched the back of Nameless’s head as he purposefully strode ever deeper into the desert. 
 
    Fucking kid got us all killed. 
 
    But she stomped on the thought even as it arose, she knew that it was just bad luck that had done them in. 
 
    She was roused from her grim thoughts when Ophelia fluttered back down out of the night sky, the Flutterby had taken to flying high above them in the night, hoping to spot something in the endless dunes. 
 
    Vain hope, Miranda knew, but again she didn’t have the heart to say anything. 
 
    They all looked to Ophelia but she simply shook her head sadly before Milly pulled her into her arms. The bond-sisters took a few moments to comfort each other. The steadfast Minotaur was no longer producing milk and she hated the empty feeling in her breasts. 
 
    It reminded her too much of what it was like before she had bonded. 
 
    It wasn’t until the night was mostly through that Nameless at last turned from his headlong pace and took a long look at the others. 
 
    They were a bedraggled bunch. 
 
    Nina’s shoulders were slumped in defeat, her hammer being dragged limply behind her; even giants need to drink. 
 
    Nameless tried to think of something, anything to say, but even if he had the words he didn’t know if he could muster the strength to speak them. 
 
    The worst part was knowing how badly he had failed them all. His own girls were bad enough but the sight of Jez limply riding Kala’s back broke his heart. 
 
    He was overwhelmed with grief for a moment, but then Ophelia once more fluttered down from above. 
 
    “Light!” She gasped out hoarsely when she landed amongst them. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Jubby burst through the surface of the sand, in the same area that she had left them. 
 
    She was still bleeding a bit in a few places where bits of metal were sticking out of her carapace, and the stinging burns from the metal-bitey things throbbed. 
 
    But she was determined not to let her new friends down. 
 
    She poked just the tip of her pink tongue out of her mouth, her carapaced lips held tight to keep her precious payload inside her as her face emerged and looked around. 
 
    Only to discover that they were gone. 
 
    Her good mood evaporated and she fretted at their unexpected absence. She’d told them to wait here hadn’t she? 
 
    As she scanned the horizon, straining her senses again, this time to feel the tiniest of shuffles that might indicate footsteps, she at last gave a shrug. 
 
    They had been heading this way before so maybe they kept going. 
 
    The massive creature dove back below the sand. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” Erica’s eyes were dull and her ears flat at Ophelia’s words. 
 
    The Flutterby desperately licked at her parched lips, trying to moisten her mouth enough to speak again. 
 
    “Light! In the distance!” 
 
    “Surely it is the dawn…” Kala trailed off though as Ophelia shook her head. 
 
    “Firelight.” She coughed out. 
 
    Miranda gripped her by her shoulder. Trying to wet her own lips to speak. 
 
    “How far?” 
 
    Ophelia took a few steadying breaths. 
 
    “A few miles at most.” 
 
    They all shared hopeful looks. 
 
    “That way?” Nameless pointed. 
 
    She looked puzzled. 
 
    “Yes but…” 
 
    “Volka.” Was all he said. 
 
    Their hopeful looks turned to excitement at the name. 
 
    Miranda’s eyes widened in surprise after the sun rose a few hours later. 
 
    “That’s a dig-site!” 
 
    “Good, they’ll have water!” Erica exclaimed. 
 
    But Miranda grabbed her by the arm before she could take more than a single step. 
 
    “They’ll also have a full complement of guards who will be very curious as to why we are way the hell out here!” Her voice was hoarse and croaking but the intensity of her gaze was impossible to miss. 
 
    “Well, whatever, the Aegis runs these things right?” 
 
    Miranda gave a quick jerk of her head to the negative. 
 
    “No we have no formal outposts in the Sansee. Which means that this will be run by a tribe, contracted out by the Aegis. We are way outside my jurisdiction, and only the nastiest prisoners get sent into the wastes. Which means the girls guarding them won’t be soft. We will need to be on our best behaviour.” 
 
    “They’ve spotted us.” Jan commented, shading her eyes with one hand. 
 
    “Right, I’ll do the talking. The rest of you, look harmless.” 
 
    “That shouldn’t be too difficult.” Ophelia gave a sidelong glance at Kala and Nina. 
 
    Both warriors were gripping their weapons and sizing up the approaching figures. 
 
    The hazy shapes revealed themselves to be twenty armed and armoured Troglodytes. Nameless’s eyes nearly popped out of his head at the speed with which they moved over the sand, they almost seemed to fly across the top of the dunes and with military precision they quickly surrounded the group. 
 
    Miranda put her hands in the air before her. 
 
    “Peace, warriors, I am-” 
 
    “Trespassing.” One of them said in a flat voice. 
 
    “Not long for this world.” Another hissed out. 
 
    “It’s not like that, we are looking for someone.” 
 
    One of the more imposing monster girls stepped forward and leveled a massive blade at Miranda’s chest. 
 
    “The humans here are all convicted criminals with life sentences. You will not take any of them away from here, alive or dead. I will happily wear your skin if you try.” 
 
    Kala puffed out her chest and raised her spear at the woman who dared to utter such threats at her beloved wife. 
 
    “Insolent wretch! I am Kala, wife of-” 
 
    “If you are about to challenge me to single combat then you are wasting your breath Amazon. We Trogs care nothing for your foolish honour. We take pride in winning wars not waging them. Continue to brandish your weapon and we will leave your carcasses to dry in the sand.” The leader snapped. 
 
    Nina rolled her eyes, she had heard enough. 
 
    “Look lady, if you and your sisters are gunna start some shit, I’m gunna start squishing lizards.” 
 
    The Trog paused, sizing up the mighty Gigas. 
 
    “We may fall to your hammer, if you can catch us with it, but your companions will all bleed out into the sand. 
 
    Nina narrowed her eyes dangerously as her grip shifted. 
 
    “This is ridiculous! I am Miranda Holt, Aegis Special Operator First Class. We aren’t here for a fucking jail break! How the hell would we even have known where to find you?” 
 
    The leader gave her a long stare, which Miranda returned with a fierce frown of her own. Finally the lizard woman lowered her weapon, slowly. 
 
    “If you are really with the Aegis, then we have no quarrel with you. I am Bask, this site is under my supervision. I would ask why you are out this far into the wastes, but I really don’t care. Leave this place at once. Aegis or not, you are still an outsider.” 
 
    Miranda shifted her weight onto one leg and put her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Do we look ready to travel anywhere? We lost our water a few days ago.” 
 
    The Trog snorted with contempt. 
 
    “Then you will die, softskin. The Sansee is no place for the weak or foolish.” 
 
    “It wasn’t our fault! This big dumb snake thing knocked our wagon over!” Erica protested vehemently. 
 
    Bask hissed, her glare leveled on the Katje, but before she could speak there was a commotion from the dig-site. 
 
    “Bask! I’ve made another discovery!” 
 
    The lizard woman’s shoulders slumped as the group looked past the armoured Troglodytes at the tall man stumbling through the sand toward them. 
 
    “Shifting sands!” Bask cursed; “That man will be my end!” 
 
    Surprisingly, several of the warrior women smiled, one even laughed for a moment before quickly regaining her composure. 
 
    “Bask! I was right! Seriously! I was right this time!” the breathless man caught up to them, panting in the heat and oblivious to the tense nature of the confrontation; “The eastern section, past the north… just like I said it would. Diggers broke through. Whew… hot today!” He gripped a stitch in his side. 
 
    Bask held herself back from throttling the tall man, barely. 
 
    “Martin! This isn’t the time for-” 
 
    She drew herself up in an attempt to re-establish her authority but he talked over her as if she had never spoken. 
 
    “Oh! Goodness, we have guests! Hello! I’m Martin, Martin Green!” 
 
    “Hello Martin, a pleasure to meet you. My name is Ophelia.” 
 
    Of all the weary travelers only she remembered her manners. 
 
    “You look exhausted! Come down to our camp and have a cool drink!” 
 
    “Thank you. That would be lovely.” 
 
    Bask was dumbstruck for five whole seconds as Martin took the weary Flutterby by the arm and began to lead her towards the quarry. 
 
    “Martin! They are trespassing-” 
 
    “Oh and Bask, please have your sisters reposition the diggers, I don’t want them going into the new section until I’ve had a chance to take some samples.” 
 
    With that he began to walk back to the dig-site, chatting animatedly with Ophelia. 
 
    The lizard woman’s face was a particularly bright shade of pink. One of the other Trog’s leaned in and whispered in her ear, and she managed to regain her composure somewhat. 
 
    “Well! I guess we are entertaining guests now! Fine! You will follow us, don’t talk to any of the prisoners. In fact, don’t even look at them!” Her voice verged on hysterical. 
 
    The Trogs quickly surrounded them and they followed after Martin and Ophelia. 
 
    Despite Bask’s warning regarding the prisoners, Nameless and the others couldn’t help but look around as they descended into the quarry. 
 
    It seemed that the sand had been shifted away to reveal the bedrock beneath and the diggers then began to, well, dig. 
 
    All around were men in chains, they were filthy and gave them sullen looks with dark eyes, ever mindful of the Trogs guarding them. 
 
    They were led into a series of tents at the bottom of the pit. Everywhere were tables with maps and archeological tools, as well as one table where ancient items were laid out with great care. Martin had clearly been busy. 
 
    “So you see, I believe that this was a hospital! And a big one at that!” 
 
    Martin chatted animatedly with Ophelia as he poured water from a pitcher for her and the others. 
 
    They were too thirsty to be polite and quickly drank what he had poured for them. 
 
    “Slowly kids, too much water too fast will make you sick.” 
 
    Disciplined Aegis operative though she was, it took all of Miranda’s willpower not to gulp down the precious water herself. 
 
    Kala unslung Jez from her back and together with Jan they worked to get the dehydrated frog to drink. 
 
    It took them nearly five minutes to rouse her. 
 
    All the while Martin kept right on speaking as if Miranda hadn’t said anything at all. 
 
    “-have yet to break into the main structure, it’s been kind of challenging finding it to be honest, but we know it’s there!” 
 
    Nameless, glass in hand, closed his eyes. 
 
    For the first time since they set out on their journey, Volka’s light was pointing in a different direction. 
 
    Slowly his eyes opened and his gaze shifted downwards. 
 
    “Below us…” He breathed. 
 
    The other girls’ eyes widened. 
 
    “Hmm?” 
 
    Martin, at last realizing that no one was listening to him, was watching Nameless with a puzzled expression. 
 
    “I can feel her, she is so close.” Nameless took a gulp of water to clear the lump in his throat. 
 
    Milly pulled him into her arms with a gentle low. 
 
    Nina began hefting her hammer and examining the ground. 
 
    “Hey four-eyes, what’s down there?” 
 
    The giant pointed where Nameless had directed her. 
 
    Martin adjusted the spectacles on his nose, taken aback by the Gigas’s bluntness. 
 
    “Down there? Well, nothing, at least I don’t think.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Miranda snapped, losing patience with the scatter-brained man. 
 
    “Well, we just broke into another chamber, on the eastern wall there, and I am convinced that…” He trailed off though as Nameless was shaking his head. 
 
    Martin had been pointing in almost the opposite direction of where he sensed Volka. 
 
    “She is that way.” He emphatically pointed down. 
 
    “Er, pardon me, but who?” 
 
    “Volka. Pay attention.” Erica chided. 
 
    “Oh, er sorry?” 
 
    The archaeologist was flummoxed; none of his notes indicated anything that deep, unless… 
 
    “So how do we get to her, I mean, I could just start swinging but who knows what would happen then. I might end up crushing her.” Nina frowned. 
 
    “You will do no such thing!” Bask broke into the conversation for the first time. 
 
    “I will do whatever it takes to find my bond-sister. Get in my way and I will kill you and everyone you love.” 
 
    The glare that Nina fixed on Bask caused even the battle hardened Trog to step back a bit, reconsidering the wisdom of letting the powerful Gigas onto solid ground in the middle of her dig-site. 
 
    If necessary she and her sisters could have run circles around the giant in the dunes, inevitably wearing her down, it would have been a long battle but she was confident that they had a good chance of triumphing in the end. 
 
    Not here though, not when she could simply break the very earth at their feet and throw it at them. 
 
    “Nina, easy. We’re guests here.” Miranda cautioned. 
 
    Nina rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Please don’t get in my way because I will kill everyone you love?” 
 
    “Aha!” 
 
    Martin had shifted back to his notes again and leapt up holding a scrap of paper, cutting through the sudden tension. 
 
    “Bask! Remember, last year, that system of hallways, we stopped exploring after that cave in.” 
 
    Her forked tongue slipped out between her lips in agitation, her eyes still on the Gigas. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “At the time, I made a note, and it does head in that general direction…” 
 
    “Well, what are we waiting for? We’ve rehydrated, let’s go get Volka already!” Erica said. 
 
    Nameless was in complete agreement, but it was quite apparent that Jezebel wasn’t up for spelunking. 
 
    “I’m fine! Let’s go find this lady and get out of this dumb desert.” She mumbled. 
 
    But Kala pressed her back down onto Martin’s cot. 
 
    “You nearly died out there, beloved Jezebel, no more adventures for you until you’ve regained your strength.” 
 
    Jez swallowed the lump in her throat. 
 
    “But I’ve come so far, I don’t want to be left behind, not when we’re so close.” 
 
    Her strange eyes welled with unshed tears, but Miranda shook her head. 
 
    “Baby, we almost lost you… just wait here, please?” Her voice faltered. 
 
    Nameless and the others stepped out, wanting to give the gruff Aegis operative some privacy with her girls. It was readily apparent that the exhausted Gripau wasn’t going to take ‘no’ for an answer, but fortunately Jan managed to calm her. 
 
    “Look Jez, I’m gunna stay as well. I don’t feel like going down some dusty hole, not when I could stay here and share this nice bed with you!” 
 
    Calling the narrow cot a ‘nice bed’ was generous to say the least, but it did the trick and soon the group, now lacking Jan and Jez, were being led down into the dig by an enthusiastic Martin and a small group of Trogs led by a reluctant Bask. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18: 
 
    The Final Push 
 
      
 
      
 
    “This is where they first broke through, haven’t been in this section much since. See how smooth the walls and floors are?” Martin gestured with the crude torch in his hand; “Imagine if we could unlock such mysteries! Imagine being able to build like the ancients did!” 
 
    Nina flicked one smooth wall, a chip of stone breaking free from where her finger struck. 
 
    “I dunno, the ancients were a bunch of dick-bags.” 
 
    Again Martin was at a loss for words, the giant’s dismissive attitude towards his life’s work confounded him as they moved through the strange smooth-walled chambers. 
 
    “Er… anyways, up ahead is where the cave-in happened.” 
 
    They hardly needed him to tell them that. A few minutes later the narrow hallways suddenly ended in a pile of rubble, the jagged rocks completely blocking the way forwards. 
 
    “One of the men says he spotted a shaft leading down on the other side. I assumed it was simply the basement access.” 
 
    Milly scratched at her head. 
 
    “I don’t understand, you said you couldn’t find the structure but aren’t we in it?” 
 
    He was nodding before she finished speaking. 
 
    “Yes! But you see this place has been here for so long, the bedrock on which it was built has shifted, sand filling in the gaps, then hardening into stone as it was packed together by-” 
 
    While he rambled off an explanation to Milly, Miranda nudged Nameless. 
 
    “Well kid?” 
 
    He was smiling. 
 
    “This is the way, she is definitely through there.” 
 
    He was pointing at a downward angle towards the rubble. 
 
    Bask spoke up. 
 
    “We need to be careful, the diggers never made it far beyond this point. Point of fact, two of them never made it back.” 
 
    The way she said it made them think it bothered her not at all that two of her prisoners met their end beneath the pile of rubble before them. And while it was clear she didn’t like being down there with them, she was even more loathe to leave them unsupervised. 
 
    Nina, Milly and Kala began to pull at the rubble. They worked at the pile for the better part of an hour. Martin examining the walls and chatting their ears off the entire time, while the Troglodytes simply hung back and glared, uninterested in helping the strangers with their digging. 
 
    At length Nina shifted a boulder many times her size to one side and gave a triumphant smile. 
 
    She had exposed a narrow opening and the way forwards was clear, the light of the Trog’s torches illuminated the hallway on the other side of the rubble. 
 
    “This is as far as we go, if you want to die in another cave-in that is your business.” 
 
    Ophelia frowned at the terse Trog commander. 
 
    “What about the men who died here?” 
 
    Bask shrugged. 
 
    “That’s what prisoners are for. And don’t give me that look softskin, they were both rapists, their death was quicker than either deserved.” 
 
    Before they could get into yet another argument with the unfriendly Trog, Miranda smacked an orb from her bag against the wall and gave it a shake, the mixture within beginning to glow. 
 
    “Were going, I’ve come way too far not to solve this mystery.” 
 
    The others were in complete agreement and they worked their way through the tight opening, the Troglodytes and Martin remaining behind the rubble. 
 
    Barely forty feet through the opening and the hallway ended at a smooth pair of metal doors, which Nina and Milly quickly pulled apart. 
 
    Miranda’s light spilled into the opening, illuminating the remnants of a pulley system above them with strange ropes made of metal that descended down a shaft into darkness below. 
 
    The operative pointed at the mechanism. 
 
    “A levitator. There’s a whole bunch of these things that the machinists managed to get working back in Garland at the Bastion, though you won’t ever catch me riding any of the blasted things.” 
 
    “So how do we get down?” Erica asked as she peeked over the edge. 
 
    “Easy, you got rope right Blondie?” 
 
    Kala gave an indignant snort at Nina’s words even as she handed her a long coil of rope from her pack. 
 
    “I’ll lower you down one at a time, then tie this off and hop down after you.” 
 
    Nameless blinked. 
 
    “Hop down?” 
 
    Nina nodded. 
 
    “Yup. Though you aren’t going first, way too squishy.” 
 
    “I could fly down dearheart.” 
 
    But Nina shook her head at Ophelia’s offer. 
 
    “You’re just as squishy.” 
 
     She was already tying the rope around Kala’s waist while the Amazon held her arms to either side, puzzled at her intentions. 
 
    “Wait, what if it isn’t long en-” 
 
    Before the Amazon could finish her question Nina pushed her over the edge. 
 
    It was becoming very clear that she was as eager as Nameless to find Volka as the rope went taught and they heard Kala cursing from several feet below. 
 
    “You could have warned me!” 
 
    Nina began to lower her down. 
 
    “You’re a warrior aren’t you? Don’t be a wuss. Give nineteen frantic tugs and scream at the top of your lungs if it turns out I’m dunking you into lava or something.” 
 
    Miranda walked to the edge before Kala got too far down and cracked another glowing sphere to drop down to the Amazon. 
 
    “Careful love.” She called before turning to Nina with a stony glare; “The next time you drop one of my loves down a dark hole I’m going to kick you in the pussy.” 
 
    Nina shrugged as she continued to lower the blonde warrior. 
 
    “It’s your foot.” 
 
    Miranda grit her teeth at the brusque giant, and within a few minutes the rope went slack and Kala’s voice could be heard from far below. 
 
    Nina pulled the rope up, now free of the Amazon. 
 
    “Sounds like its safe, so who’s next?” 
 
    Shortly Nina had lowered them all down the shaft and they were waiting for her. The rope unable to hold the weight of her and her hammer, she simply hopped over the edge and landed spectacularly barely two seconds later, crushing the remains of the levitator car with her impact. 
 
    They were in a narrow passageway, though the ceiling of this one was reinforced with steel beams. 
 
    “This looks like some kind of bunker.” Miranda said to no one in particular. 
 
    “She’s this way.” Nameless was eager to continue onwards. 
 
    Volka was shining brighter than ever. 
 
    “Easy kid, let’s take a sec to get our bearings.” 
 
    Nameless paused and squirmed in place, anxious to continue on, his eyes locked on the only way forwards. 
 
    Miranda looked back up the shaft and gave the rope a couple of hearty tugs. 
 
    Nina stood beside her. 
 
    “Hundred foot climb, it’ll suck with my hammer but that’s a problem for later.” 
 
    Miranda nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, I can hear Martin up there actually, he’s excited about something.” 
 
    Kala snorted. 
 
    “At least someone is having fun.” 
 
    “If that jackass and his bitchy friends were more helpful they could at least pull us back up. Though he would need to take two seconds away from archaeologizing to do it.” Erica complained. 
 
    “Master? Where are you going?” Milly drew their attention to Nameless. 
 
    He had taken several steps into the darkness again. 
 
    “I can’t, Milly. She’s so close, it actually hurts. Like the sun is in my mind, I have to get to her.” 
 
    Miranda gave him a measured look. 
 
    “Alright, but everyone stay together.” 
 
    The group started down the narrow corridor. They didn’t get far before they found a strange pair of thick sliding steel doors. The doors were hanging at an odd angle and as a result there was a small gap near the bottom. Erica’s ears swiveling forwards before Nina wordlessly gestured for them to hold back for a moment, she dropped her hammer and slipped in through the narrow gap. 
 
    “Nina wait!” Erica called. 
 
    But no sooner did she call out then there was a flash of sickly green light and the hammerless Gigas was thrown back through the doors, her tiny body widening the gap as she flew down the hall towards the levitator shaft, Ophelia barely leaping to one side before the Gigas landed just passed her. 
 
    “Nina!” Nameless gasped. 
 
    But he didn’t take more than two steps towards her when they all heard the odd chittering sound that had given Erica pause from the room the Gigas had just involuntarily vacated. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Miranda cursed; “Everyone back! Now!” 
 
    The fear in her voice was plain as she removed a pair of canisters from her belt and chucked them at the door. 
 
    Her throw was well timed. Her canisters struck the ground just as the most bizarre creature that any of them had ever seen emerged. 
 
    Astride Nina’s hammer, it looked like a giant metal spider; about the size of a small pony, the strange chittering that they had heard had come from its metallic feet striking the smooth stone of the floor. A sinister looking rod sat atop its back, the tip glowing cherry red and smoking faintly. 
 
    Miranda’s canisters burst, a sticky gel-like goo exploding outwards and enveloping the creature’s front legs as it fired another burst into one wall, the light was blinding but Kala did not pause in her leap forwards. She brought her spear down on its front with a resounding clatter. 
 
    The rod on its back swiveled to point at Miranda. 
 
    “Shit.” Her eyes widened. 
 
    Another flash of light, a grunt, and an aggressive low from Milly. 
 
    Erica had tackled Miranda just as the creature’s weapon unleashed another blast of deadly green energy at her, at the same time Milly charged and bodily slammed into the still-stuck creature. 
 
    The Minotaur leapt into the air and brought both hands down in a fearsome hammer strike, bending the lost-tech blaster with the first blow, and outright snapping it with the second. 
 
    The skittering creature’s main weapon was rendered harmless, but it was far from vanquished, there was an awful tearing as it worked several of its legs free and slammed Milly back into Kala, the pair hitting the ground hard. 
 
    Erica desperately snatched a canister from Miranda’s belt and chucked it at the spider-monster, but the inert canister merely bounced off the front of the metal monstrosity and drew the attention of the glowing red eyes on its front as it worked two more of its legs free. 
 
    “You knucklehead! You need to break the seal first! Move!” 
 
    Miranda all but tossed Erica off before she sat up and snatched another canister from her belt. 
 
    More goo exploded around the creature’s front, hampering its vision as well as ensnaring its legs once more. It looked like the creature would again make short work of the new obstruction but Milly was on her feet again and she was pissed. 
 
    She slammed into the metal beast, this time raining heavy blows on its back again and again bellowing all the while. 
 
    Its movements finally ground to a halt as sparks flew and the shrieking of protesting metal filled the corridor. 
 
    She would have left it at that but she didn’t know if Nina was alright, and so the angry Minotaur hit it many more times, reducing the ancient machinery to scrap. 
 
    She stood with one of the creatures legs in her hands; she had been using it as a club towards the end. There was a long silence broken only by her heavy panting. 
 
    “Fuck that hurt.” Nina complained from behind them. 
 
    “Nina-!” 
 
    “Lover-!” 
 
    “Dearheart-!” 
 
    Nina was already patting away the worried hands as she picked herself up off the floor. 
 
    “I’m fine, see?” She gestured at the nasty bruise on her side through her burnt clothing; “Just knocked the wind out of me. So stupid, trying to be sneaky, should have gone in hammer first.” 
 
    Miranda was nodding. 
 
    “Yeah we go in weapons drawn, because no fucking way is a Seeker guarding a hospital!” 
 
    Kala was nodding but with Milly’s help Nina had torn through the goo to recover her hammer and was shaking her head. 
 
    “No, I go in weapon first, you wait here. Once I know it’s clear I’ll come get you.” 
 
    More than one voice was raised in objection but Nina stomped one tiny foot, the impact causing the floor to crack and they all looked around, worried about another cave in. 
 
    “Without my hammer a few of those blasts would have killed me! Just one would’ve been enough to take any one of you apart. Yes even you Milly! So unless you are all suddenly as durable as me, I’m going in alone. Argue and I fold you into a pretzel and you still get left behind.” 
 
    With that she snatched the orb from Kala’s hand and stomped towards the door, this time she widened the opening with a single smack from her hammer and slipped inside. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    After the brief flurry of activity Nameless was trying to be patient. He could tell that if they were in the open, Volka would be within sight, maybe even within earshot, but the dangers of the subterranean vault made her seem further away than she was. 
 
    Erica nuzzled against his side, seeking the comfort of his touch, he could sense her nerves were taut as a bowstring and so he took a few moments to try to think soothing thoughts while he scratched her ears. 
 
    “What’s a Seeker?” Milly asked as she nudged at the creature’s remains with one hoof. 
 
    “A creature born of nightmare.” Kala whispered, her eyes haunted. 
 
    “A machine, not alive.” Miranda corrected; “The disposable flankers of the Divine Republic. They used them to track and kill monster girls that they couldn’t otherwise enslave.” 
 
    Nameless blinked. 
 
    “Like the Amazons…” 
 
    Kala shared a mournful look with him. 
 
    “After the cataclysm the warrior tribes spent many years and many lives wiping out the surviving swarms. They rarely hunted alone.” 
 
    “Kala, dearheart, I am so sorry.” Ophelia whispered, resting one hand on Kala’s shoulder comfortingly. 
 
    Miranda placed her hand on Kala’s other shoulder and gave her a quick squeeze. 
 
    “They were quick and could be quite stealthy above ground, and their main gun is no joke either. We were very lucky.” The operative finished quietly. 
 
    “But how could it possibly still be alive after all this time?” Nameless protested. 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “It wasn’t alive in the first place kid, and just look around you, the Empire built shit to last.” 
 
    They were all silent until Nina returned over a half hour later. 
 
    “No more spider-dicks. And you’re right: not a hospital.” 
 
    As they all ducked through the door, Miranda’s lights revealed row upon row of metal racks disappearing past the reach of the glowing orbs, each was covered in centuries of dust that had managed to get into the formerly sealed chamber from the desert above. 
 
    “What the hell…” Erica brushed away some of the dust to reveal familiar looking rods slung on each rack. 
 
    They were loaded with lost-tech blasters, just like the bandits in the woods had used. 
 
    Miranda whistled low. 
 
    “Well kids, this is not what we were expecting to find now is it?” 
 
    “Indeed. It is a good thing we made it in here before the prisoners did!” Kala remarked as she hefted one of the rods, a grim look on her face. 
 
    “There must be hundreds of them.” Ophelia said in a hushed voice, her wings fluttering in agitation; “Enough to fight a war!” 
 
    Nina absently gave her butt a reassuring squeeze through her tight pants. 
 
    “Thousands actually, enough to win a war. But don’t worry, we found it first.” 
 
    Erica shook her head. 
 
    “But I don’t understand, Martin said that the writings he’d deciphered all indicated that this was a hospital, right?” 
 
    Nameless stepped over to stand next to her; the Katje had backed away from the racks as if they were loaded with poisonous serpents. 
 
    It would be better if they were. 
 
    “Martin is a dipshit. This is an armoury. A bigger one than any I’ve ever heard of.” 
 
    Miranda took the blaster from Kala and examined it closely. Her brow was furrowed in concentration. After several seconds she put it back and turned to the group. 
 
    “Right, listen up. No one touches anything. Kala, secure the door. We cannot let anyone else in until we get an ordinance disposal team out here to sweep the place. Kid, is your girl in here?” 
 
    Nameless nodded, wide-eyed at Miranda’s serious demeanor as Kala took up position by the door. 
 
    “She’s there, I can feel her. She’s right there.” 
 
    With one hand he gestured into the darkness between the rows of deadly weapons, his other hand took hold of Milly’s as he felt her anxiety spike. 
 
    “I saw another door that way. Thicker.” Nina offered. 
 
    “Right, you take your girls and get her, we’ll stay here if by some miracle any of the prisoners makes it through the Trogs. Take this.” She handed him her light orb; “Remember, touch nothing. These things are armed.” 
 
    The Gigas gave a dismissive snort. 
 
    “I can break them all right now if you want.” She rested her hammer on her shoulder. 
 
    “Nina, do you know what powers these things?” Miranda crossed her arms. 
 
    The giant jerked her head from side to side with a huff. 
 
    “That’s because no one does. What we do know is that their power sources can be very unstable if damaged. The ordinance disposal people train for years to be able to render these things inert. Don’t. Touch. Anything. I refuse to be the ones responsible for turning this part of the Sansee into a glassy crater. You might survive that, but we certainly wouldn’t.” 
 
    Nina huffed again, but nodded her assent. 
 
    “Fine whatever, let’s go and get Volka already.” 
 
    Nameless was in complete agreement, he didn’t care about the weapons around them; all he cared about was getting to Volka. He led them towards where he sensed her presence, the light of Miranda’s orb dimming behind them as they walked through the racks of deadly weaponry away from her. The orb in his hand casting skeletal shadows on the floor, haunting images formed from the arsenal around them. 
 
    The armory was enormous, the roof supported at regular intervals by squat pillars reinforced with metal, and it was several minutes before they stood in front of the massive metal door that Nina had described. It was clearly very thick and had a strange wheel attached to the center of it. 
 
    “Here! She’s right here! Volka!” Nameless rested both hands against the vault door, a helpless look on his face as he shouted for the girl he had yet to meet. 
 
    Milly tried to turn the wheel but it wouldn’t budge even with all of her strength behind it. 
 
    “Sister, here, I’ll do it.” Nina stepped forwards and stood on her hammer, raising her height to the level of the wheel. 
 
    Nina took it in a firm grip and heaved, there was a shrieking of protesting metal and the ancient wheel abruptly came off in her hands. 
 
    “Oops.” The Gigas held up the now-useless piece of metal. 
 
    “Well shit.” Erica muttered; “Now what?” 
 
    Nameless had been growing increasingly frantic: they were so close! Weeks of travel, facing dangers that he never knew existed, abused by bandits, drugged by Amazons and nearly dying of thirst in the desert; all to be stuck so close to their goal. 
 
    He wasn’t about to be foiled by a stupid door! 
 
    “Nina! Break it down, please?” 
 
    Nina looked at him, still standing on her hammer. She tossed the wheel aside with a clatter and nodded. 
 
    “Right, everyone stand back and cover your ears. This place has stood for centuries but this will be loud.” 
 
    The group did as she said and backed off, Ophelia and Erica both huddled in on either side of their master while Milly took up a protective stance in front of them. 
 
    Nina hopped off of her hammer and hefted the mighty weapon. She placed her hand on the door, ostensibly checking it for signs of weakness. After a few moments she just shrugged. 
 
    “Oh whatever. Hey Volka! If you can hear me: duck!” 
 
    She brought her hammer against the door with a mighty swing. A reverberating gong echoed through the chamber and dust billowed up from the floor from the shock of the impact. The girls huddled even closer around their bond-mate as they were blinded by the sudden cloud of particles thrown up by the shockwave. 
 
    When they blinked away the grit they saw that the door still stood, though it now had a significant dent in it. 
 
    “Oh what the fuck! Stupid door, two hands it is then.” 
 
    Nina seemed to take the still-standing obstruction as a personal affront and hefted her hammer with both hands. 
 
    “You lot better back up further. I’m getting serious over here.” 
 
    They scrambled to comply, nearly knocking over one of the racks in their haste. Nina hardly waited for them, as impatient as Nameless to meet the woman who had saved her life so many weeks ago. 
 
    She brought her hammer against the door again, this time hitting it with a great deal more of her considerable strength. The door all but exploded inwards and there was a deep rumble from the other side as the small room within caved in on itself. 
 
    “Nina!” Nameless was horrified. 
 
    “Again, oops.” 
 
    While the dust slowly settled Nina looked a little sheepish as the group surged forwards towards the crumbled entryway. 
 
    A pile of rubble was all that they could see. 
 
    “Nina, what have you done?” Ophelia’s was horrified. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to! That door was a big jerk!” 
 
    “Was the whole room a big jerk too!?” Erica demanded, hands on her hips. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “ENOUGH!!” Nameless shouted, his eyes were closed, he was trying to think, to feel, but the agitation of the girls wasn’t helping him concentrate. 
 
    Nina flinched back and her lip dropped into a pout, Milly wordlessly put her hands on her shoulders from behind and pulled her close to her thighs. 
 
    Volka! Are you alright?! 
 
    He cast his thought towards where he had last sensed her. 
 
    There was a long pause. 
 
    Husband? 
 
    Volka! 
 
    I must have drifted off, why are you yelling at me? 
 
    I’m not! 
 
    Hmmm… 
 
    Okay I was a bit, but that’s because I was worried! Are you okay? 
 
    Why wouldn’t I be? 
 
    But the cave in! 
 
    There was a cave in? I didn’t notice, I was asleep, as much as I can be anyways. 
 
    Her mental voice was mildly curious, than she realized something. 
 
    Husband… you came for me? You found me? 
 
    There was a quiver in her voice. 
 
    Of course I did! But Nina caused a cave in, how are you still alive? 
 
    I have endured for centuries. Mere rocks pose no danger to me. 
 
    Can you get out? 
 
    Not on my own, forgive me, my strength wanes. It took everything I had to help you save the Gigas, and to light your path for so long has made me… sleepy. 
 
    Nameless opened his eyes and examined the rubble before them. 
 
    “Nina!” She flinched back, expecting a rebuke; “Nina, I’m sorry for yelling, Volka is fine but we have to dig her out, please?” 
 
    The Gigas recovered quickly. 
 
    “Of course Master!” 
 
    She shifted her hammer to one hand and began to pull at the rubble before them, digging with Milly’s help towards their buried sister, Nameless directing them all the while. 
 
    At last Nina pulled aside one last jagged slab easily twice her size, but her look turned puzzled. 
 
    “Um, what the fuck?” 
 
    She reached towards the strange object that she had unearthed but found that even with all of her strength she couldn’t budge it, not even a little bit. 
 
    So imagine her shock when Nameless impatiently pushed by her and pulled it free with one hand. 
 
    It was an ornate heater shield. 
 
    A familiar glowing orb was set at its center, the light illuminating the tiny chamber and the awed faces huddled around it. Nameless reached out and lightly brushed his trembling fingers across the surface of the golden heartstone, warmth suffusing his being, reminding him of the warmth he had felt when he had first touched Milly’s stone several weeks prior. 
 
    “Volka? What-” 
 
    Is something the matter Husband? 
 
    “Is this… you?” 
 
    Yes, you hold all that I am within your hands, and I must say it is good to be held again! 
 
    “But, what are you?” 
 
    There was a sense of confusion from Volka. 
 
    What do you mean? I am a Valkyrie of course. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19: 
 
    Living Legends 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shortly afterwards a very queasy Nameless showed Miranda the shield and told them what Volka had said in his mind. The Aegis operative was speechless, but her reaction was nothing compared to Kala’s. 
 
    The Amazon’s spear clattering to the smooth stone of the floor as a single tear made its way down her cheek. 
 
    “Do not jest, Nameless. Not about this.” She whispered into the darkness of the underground vault. 
 
    Nameless shook his head slowly, his wide eyes on the stunned blonde. 
 
    “I would never, and that was before Escrya told us that story in the Saenga village. I would never joke about this. I-It’s what she said… she said that she was a Valkyrie.” 
 
    He held up the shield so that they could get a better look at it. It was ornate, yet crafted with function in mind. Kala gasped out a sob as she looked upon it, the first Amazon to do so in a thousand years. 
 
    Volka was silent in his thoughts again. Almost immediately after she told him what she was, she declared that she needed to rest. As she had said, her recent exertions had gravely weakened her. 
 
    Kala fell to her knees, silently weeping. 
 
    “Kid, you need to stop making the impossible possible. It’s fucking with my world-view.” Miranda muttered. 
 
    The gruff woman’s eyes were dewy as well. 
 
    Nameless considered the older woman while Ophelia handed Kala one of her many hankies. 
 
    Miranda Holt had dedicated her life to the Aegis, an organization named after the very shield in his hands. So it was understandable for her to be moved by the discovery. 
 
    “Why did you join the Aegis?” 
 
    His sudden question caught her off guard, and she tilted her head in thought as she pondered it. She considered him for a long moment; the other girls were more than a little curious as well. 
 
    “The uniform.” She said at last, then turned to place an arm over Kala’s shoulders; “You okay there babe?” 
 
    Kala’s sobbing subsided as she managed to compose herself, though she made Ophelia wince and Nina snort out a laugh when she noisily blew her nose on the dainty handkerchief. 
 
    “I am fine, my love. I am better than fine! Never would I have dreamt of such an occurrence. A Valkyrie! You say she rests?” 
 
    She got to her feet and turned to Nameless, the eagerness in her voice somewhat unsettling to the smaller man. 
 
    “Y-yeah.” Nameless stuttered. 
 
    “Then let us leave this place! Let us bring her into the light where she belongs!” 
 
    With that she turned and shouldered her way through the blasted opening and over the wreckage of the Seeker. 
 
    “Well, you heard the lady, move it people.” Miranda ordered, waving her arm after her. 
 
    Kala handed her spear to Miranda and climbed up the rope first. She then pulled them up one at a time, sweating from the exertion but in her eagerness she didn’t care. Only Nina and Milly remained at the bottom when the Amazon was finished. 
 
    “This is gunna suck.” Nina groaned. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Milly blushed, she couldn’t climb very well with her hooves and even Kala would struggle with her weight. 
 
    “No big, see you at the top.” 
 
    Nina leaned in and kissed the front of Milly’s crotch through her jean shorts while squeezing her ass with both hands, causing the Minotaur to giggle and blush. 
 
    The climb wasn’t a problem for the powerful monster but it was awkward to do it while carrying her hammer with her off hand. 
 
    Eventually she pulled herself over the ledge at the top, took the rope from Kala and pulled Milly up. 
 
    They found Martin and Bask down a side passage they had uncovered with their digging earlier that led to a chamber that the archeologist was excited about. 
 
    “Hmph, thought you lot died.” The Trog sniffed. 
 
    “Goodness, is everyone alright?” 
 
    Martin’s distracted concern stood in contrast to Bask’s indifference. 
 
    “We’re fine. Thanks for all your help.” Miranda snapped and Martin squirmed a bit, but Bask just sniffed again; “Whatever, I’m over it. Bloodletter, get your people out and keep them out.” 
 
    “And why would I do that?” Her voice was hostile. 
 
    “Because the fucking Aegis is telling you to! I am invoking the charter. This site is now under Aegis jurisdiction.” 
 
    Bask’s eyes widened as she considered the severity of Miranda’s tone. 
 
    “Quarantined?” 
 
    “I’ll explain outside, secure your prisoners. Now.” 
 
    The lizard woman’s curiosity outweighed her irritation and so they wasted no time and they soon emerged into the light of the afternoon sun. 
 
    Nameless’s eyes blinked rapidly as they adjusted to the brightness outside, tears welling to combat the stinging sensation of the light. 
 
    The reaction of the Troglodytes as they brought Volka into the dazzling light was much more composed than Kala’s. In fact, once Miranda told them exactly what was beneath them they were far more concerned with keeping their prisoners away from the arsenal below the sands. 
 
    Bask sprang into action, barking orders that sent Troglodyte’s sprinting in every direction to carry out her commands. 
 
    “All inmates are to be locked in their cages until further notice! If any prisoner objects, make an example for the others! I want triple head counts to account for them all! Sila! I want guards posted on this shaft day and night, four bodies per shift!” 
 
    “But what about the excavation?” Martin wrung his hands in consternation. 
 
    “This site is shut down by authority of the Aegis.” Miranda spoke first to the now-despairing archaeologist before turning to the imposing Trog; “You and your fighters are to guard this dig until such time as an ordinance disposal team can get here.” 
 
    “But! My work!” He whined. 
 
    “You can carry on your work, just not here. Unless you want to join those men in their cages?” Miranda barked. 
 
    She was in no mood to argue. 
 
    “It will be as you say Aegis.” Bask hissed. 
 
    She didn’t like having her authority usurped but she knew what was at stake. If the weapons below found their way onto the black market the consequences would be dire. 
 
    “Bask!” In desperation Martin turned to the Trog. 
 
    “Silence! The Aegis has given me an order.” She snapped at the surprised man before turning back to Miranda; “How long before your people can get here?” 
 
    “They’ll make it a priority believe me, a few months at most. Do you have enough supplies to last that long?” 
 
    “If we don’t then the prisoners will just have to start dying.” Bask shrugged. 
 
    Nameless shuddered at her callous attitude, but given what he knew about the men being herded into their cages he couldn’t muster much sympathy, he hadn’t forgotten how men like them had treated Ophelia in the woods. 
 
    “Right, in the meantime we need to gather supplies for the return trip.” 
 
    She and Bask broke away from the others, deep in conversation regarding what provisions the lizards could spare. 
 
    As they walked away, Kala couldn’t take her eyes off of Volka’s glinting shield. 
 
    She had soaked a rag from a canteen and handed it to Nameless who was cleaning the grime and dust of centuries off of it. Once he was finished as best as he could she helped him to strap it to his left arm, shifting the witch-charmed bracer to his right. 
 
    “What a sight you make, Valkyrja!” 
 
    She once more had tears standing in her eyes as the shield gleamed in the desert sun. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    “Yes, yes I am. You sweet man! You have found something that my people have mourned the loss of for centuries. I-I am honestly unsure how I feel right now. I have so many questions!” 
 
    Ophelia placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “It’s alright dearheart, feel whatever you need to feel. This is nothing any of us were expecting!” 
 
    Kala nodded, and then her eyebrows leapt into her hair. 
 
    “Wait, how are you even able to lift it?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It is said that only the Valkyrie could wield their shields.” 
 
    Nameless looked down at the face of the shield and sighed. 
 
    Kala wasn’t the only one with questions. 
 
    The weary group reunited with Jan and Jez and spent the rest of the day huddled under the shade of Martin’s tents. They had been awake for nearly a full day now and needed some much needed rest. 
 
    The camp, already militaristic, was even scarier now. A few prisoners had complained about being put back in their cages and just as Bask had ordered were made examples of. 
 
    But with the men locked up and the various entrances to the dig now under heavy guard the camp eventually settled down as the sun faded and fires were lit. 
 
    When the sudden flurry of activity from the lizard women had finally ceased, Nameless had a sudden thought that was important enough to brave the ire of the Trog leader and distract from his weariness and the weight of the shield on his arm. 
 
    He left the shade of the tent and found Bask watching the setting sun at the top of the quarry along with several of her sisters. 
 
    “Um Bask?” 
 
    “What?” Her tone was cold as she looked down at the little man. 
 
    Somehow, even with the callous warriors all staring at him, Nameless found his voice. 
 
    “I w-was just wondering if you could help me with something.” 
 
    “Haven’t we done enough?” 
 
    Before he could lose his nerve he quickly explained about the mysterious Troglodyte that had saved him as a child, but her look had turned to one of amusement. 
 
    “We don’t all know each other softskin.” 
 
    “No o-of course not! But I just thought that maybe…” He trailed off, realizing that he wasn’t sure what he had thought. 
 
    She considered him for a moment, and then shared a glance with one of her sisters. Privately she admitted to herself that it was pretty ballsy of him to just walk up by himself and start talking to them at random. 
 
    Trogs respected strength, and not just physical strength, so she decided it cost her nothing to offer him some insight. 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t help you, except for maybe one thing. Iron stud in her ear?” 
 
    Nameless nodded in earnest before she continued. 
 
    “The mark of a life-debt. It seems your father did her a great service somehow and she swore herself to him until she could repay him.” 
 
    “So, he tamed her?” 
 
    She snorted while the other Trog’s hissed in amusement. 
 
    “Ha! No, if that were the case then she wouldn’t have needed to mark herself in his service. Whoever she was, she held her stone still.” 
 
    Nameless nodded, it was more information than he had before. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He turned to go back down into the quarry, the Trogs’ eyes following him for a moment. Bask speculated as to what the hell made the little runt so special to earn the hearts of so many women, but then she glanced down at the shield on his arm and had to admit that finding a lost Valkyrie was pretty damn special. 
 
    His girls and Miranda had been looking for him, and met him at the top of the quarry but before they went back down there was a great rumbling from the sands beneath their feet. 
 
    “Ah not again!” Nina groused. 
 
    Jubby burst out of the sand in the center of the group, scattering the travelers and the Trogs with her bulk. She kept her front section pointed skywards as her segmented jaws parted and her nude tongue slipped out, arms outstretched as she slapped her hands to her cheeks and shot out a spurt of water from her lips. 
 
    “I found water for you! I told you I would!” She exclaimed. 
 
    The worm-like creature was oblivious to the stunned Troglodytes surrounding them or the chaos that her abrupt arrival had caused. 
 
    There was a sloshing sound coming from her mouth and her hair was slicked back by more than just her own saliva. It was readily apparent that her entire mouth was full of precious water. 
 
    Of the lizard girls, Bask was the first to recover, though her demeanor had shifted to near-reverence. 
 
    “By the scales of the Great Mother, a Tarkona!” She addressed Jubby with respect in her voice; “Greetings sand-sister, I never thought to see a Sandworm in this life, my grandmother told me many stories of your kind!” 
 
    “That’s nice, look guys I found water!” 
 
    She splashed her precious payload at Nameless and company, barely acknowledging Bask at all. 
 
    Almost immediately Nameless spotted the many jagged bits of metal and the awful burns along her carapaced side. 
 
    “Jubby, what happened to you?” 
 
    “What happened is I found water, just like I said, now… show me the grey lady’s penis!” 
 
    She pronounced the last bit as if it were an order from on high, one hand gesturing imperiously at Miranda and with her chin held high, and then she giggled and blushed. 
 
    Nina and Erica both laughed and the Katje added her voice to Jubby’s. 
 
    “Yeah Miranda, whip it out!” 
 
    The Aegis operative glared at her. 
 
    It took a little convincing but eventually a very disappointed Jubby came to understand that Miranda did not in fact, have a penis. 
 
    After the hubbub had died down and introductions were made, Bask had her sisters store the valuable water from Jubby’s mouth. Then the Trogs moved their cook fires up to share a meal with the legendary Tarkona. 
 
    To them Jubby was even more impressive than Volka. And after a good long sulk at Miranda’s genital situation, Jubby had quickly set her sights on the only male not spoken for or caged in the dig-site below. 
 
    She and Martin chatted excitedly, her pink tongue resting on her elbows at the bottom of her mouth while he sat just on the edge of her armoured outer jaw. 
 
    As an archeologist he found her insight into the desert floor fascinating, and as a lonely monster girl she found his crotch just as fascinating. 
 
    Even Nameless recognized the signs in her: her pink skin was flushed and she was biting her bottom lip while Martin spoke. 
 
    Which is why he wasn’t surprised in the least when she suddenly flew out of her mouth and seized him and dragged him inside, her segmented jaws closing behind her. 
 
    Bask and the other Trogs all paused for a couple of seconds, then shrugged and went back to eating, though the leader’s gaze lingered on the Sandworm for several seconds. 
 
    “So we’re not leaving tonight?” Jan asked. 
 
    She sat with Jezebel dozing in her lap. The frog had recovered much from her ordeal but still tired easily. 
 
    Miranda shook her head. 
 
    “No, I spoke with Bask and with Jubby. The Trogs are going to give us the provisions we need and the big girl is going to carry us across the desert in the morning.” 
 
    “That’s… awfully generous of them.” Erica’s voice was skeptical. 
 
    “It really isn’t.” Miranda shook her head; “Bask and her people are stuck here until the Aegis arrive so it is in their best interest to gear us up and get us out of here as quickly as possible. And Jubby owes us big time for the whole leaving us for dead in the desert thing.” 
 
    “I suppose.” The Katje glanced over at Jubby’s mouth again. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Er, Jubby? Not that I don’t appreciate a closer look at your anatomy, but this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.” 
 
    Martin was lying flat on his back on the bottom of her fleshy mouth, his glasses askew while the muscled tongue that was Jubby hurriedly unbuttoned his shirt, her wet body draped over him. 
 
    “Second man in a week I get my mouth on, no way he’s getting away.” She muttered to herself, intent on disrobing him. 
 
    “Er, the thing is Jubby, I already have someone, so-” 
 
    “WHAT!? You’re bonded too!?” She wailed. 
 
    Her fingers halted in their work as she pulled herself off of him and clasped both hands to the sides of her head in anguish. 
 
    He squirmed underneath her, his eyes looking away from her face. 
 
    “Well, not exactly, it’s more of a- well it’s a bit of a crush, you see.” 
 
    “A crush.” Her words came out flat. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I’ve been wandering the sands for two and a half centuries looking for a mate, and you want me to back off… because of a crush?” 
 
    “Er, well… if you don’t mind?” 
 
    “Who?” She demanded; “Who is this bitch that you won’t fuck me over?” 
 
    “Well now, no need for name-calling.” 
 
    She glared at him, pinned to the floor as he was he could do nothing but answer her question. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Well, that’s easy to fix.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Bask and the others lingered by the fires, still working at their meals, the Trog’s thoughts were dark. The Aegis showing up was a pain in the ass and now they had to stop digging, which left the prisoners at loose ends, never a good thing. That, and Martin had been gobbled up by the Tarkona and she had to fight down a surge of jealousy. Though she wasn’t entirely sure who she was jealous of… 
 
    Most of the others around the fires had forgotten about the scatter-brained archaeologist entirely by that point but they remembered right quick when the Sandworm suddenly reared up and opened her mouth to engulf the startled Troglodyte leader. 
 
    The people around the fire once more looked at each other, then resumed eating.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20: 
 
    Tearful Elation 
 
      
 
      
 
    The return trip across the desert was made far easier and much faster by Jubby. The jubilant girl swam just above the surface of the sand, the weary group awkwardly clinging to her back as her tongue gripped the top of her mouth, her naked breasts resting on her carapace as she chatted with them, her conversation focusing mostly on how great Martin was and what great sex they had. 
 
    Given that she was saving them days of weary travel they did their best to politely listen as she gushed about her new relationship with Martin and, surprisingly, Bask. 
 
    “And then they had sex again!” She finished telling them for the fourth time. 
 
    Even Ophelia’s smile was looking a little fixed by that point. 
 
    “So what now?” Nameless turned to Miranda. 
 
    The orphan really didn’t like this mode of travel, the blur of the sand moving past them was dizzying and he scrambled for something, anything, to distract from the motion. 
 
    “Well, given that you just made the most important discovery in a thousand years it seems we ought to tell someone. Don’t you think?” 
 
    He nodded. The shield was still strapped to his arm. He was reluctant to put it down, the golden heartstone at its center gleaming in the light. Kala glanced to it often, seemingly afraid it might disappear at any moment. 
 
    “So we go to Garland?” 
 
    “Yeah, I need to report on the arsenal anyways.” 
 
    He spent a few minutes in thought as Jubby chattered in the background. 
 
    “This changes everything doesn’t it?” 
 
    Miranda gave him an incredulous look. 
 
    “Ya think?!” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The reaction of the Amazons of the Saenga tribe to the shield on Nameless’s arm was much the same as Kala’s had been. The patrol that spotted them was silent with awed reverence as they guided them back into the village. 
 
    “Truly you are Valkyrja, more so than any that have ever carried the title before you.” Alcaia managed to whisper as she used one shaking hand to caress the face of the shield he held before him. 
 
    Escrya was so emotional that some feared she might need to be taken away to recover herself. It was the teller’s duty to ensure that the Amazons never forgot the Valkyrie and their sacrifice, and she had to relive that loss with every telling. 
 
    Nameless doubted that he would ever really understand the implications of the shield on his arm to someone like her. 
 
    Eventually she stumbled to her knees in front of him, took his face in both hands and kissed him with such fierce hunger that he ended up flat on his back with her astride him. Her wet cheeks were pressed into his as her tongue invaded his mouth. 
 
    Milly pouted, Erica crossed her arms and Nina’s eyes narrowed as Nameless did his very best not to reciprocate the passionate kiss, though he couldn’t help his burgeoning erection. 
 
    She was an attractive girl and a really good kisser… 
 
    His heart was pounding when their lips eventually parted. 
 
    “When you were here before… you had our respect Valkyrja, now you have our eternal love. I have no doubt our daughters will forever speak of you with reverence. Were you not already claimed, I would take you this very moment.” 
 
    Her pale blue eyes were locked on his, her hands holding his face in place as her thumbs wiped her tears off of his cheeks. 
 
    “Yeah, too bad about that.” Erica said. 
 
    She was doing her best to keep the disapproval out of her voice, but was shocked when Escrya suddenly leapt off of him and grabbed her, kissing her with the same level of passion as she stood and pulled the smaller girl tight to her chest. 
 
    “Look, before this turns into a massive orgy with the poor little bastard getting squished by all the girls who want to bone him, I’m hungry.” 
 
    Nina’s eyes were on Alcaia as Escrya lifted Erica so her paws dangled off the ground. 
 
    Alcaia laughed and wiped tears from her face. 
 
    “Indeed, mighty Nina. And you will be fed this night, a grander feast the Saenga has never known! And as you can imagine, we are all eager to hear the story of how this miracle came to pass!” 
 
    The Amazons of the Saenga tribe took her words as an order and the gathered villagers began to prepare, beginning, unsurprisingly, with bathing their weary guests. The mood in the water was jubilant, laughter abounded, interspersed with the occasional bout of tears from the emotional Amazons as they celebrated the return of the Valkyrie. 
 
    The speculative looks that Nameless had received the first time he bathed with the Amazons would have been a welcome change to the looks he received now. They treated him, and by extension the girls bonded to him, with a veneration that he hardly felt he deserved. 
 
    Nina had tried to resist the Amazons again but they had learned from their previous encounter and a half dozen of them pounced on her at once. She didn’t want to hurt them by struggling too much, so she relinquished her grip on her hammer and was carried into the water and pampered and massaged to the point that even the taciturn Gigas relaxed. 
 
    Escrya bathed him along with two other girls, and despite the awkwardness of the situation he couldn’t help but unwind a bit as they rubbed their hands over his weary body. 
 
    She had regained her composure, though she couldn’t seem to stop smiling as she lathered up his chest and stomach, more than once drifting even lower and briefly soaping up his privates. 
 
    “Do not doubt, Valkyrja, my words from before. Should you desire it, I would claim you as my husband.” Her gaze was heated. 
 
    The Amazon working his right side laughed heartily. 
 
    “There is not an unbonded Amazon in the world that would not spread her legs for this one! Even those who are bonded would be willing. My own wife would likely give me a free pass with him if I asked her!” 
 
    “Do not be crass, Hila!” The Amazon on his other side chided. 
 
    They were older, and from what he gathered both were bonded, which is probably why they were bathing him instead of the unbonded girls, although Escrya seemed to be a special case. 
 
    It occurred to him that she may have some of the answers that he sought as she stood before him and lathered up his hair, his face closer than he was comfortable to her well-formed breasts. 
 
    “Um, E-Escrya?” 
 
    “Yes Valkyrja?” 
 
    She laughed suddenly as she said the word. 
 
    “Sisters! The highest compliment we have is almost inadequate for this man!” 
 
    There was a chorus of laughter around them. 
 
    “But forgive me, you were going to ask me something?” 
 
    She settled back into the water, pulling her breasts out of his face. He nodded slowly as all of the burning questions in his mind came out at once. 
 
    “Do you know why I am able to carry her shield? And do you know why she is a shield? Or how she survived for a thousand years underground? And how could she have bonded with me if I never touched her stone?” 
 
    The words came out in a rush. 
 
    Escrya blinked a few times. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can answer all of your questions, only she could, I think. But one mystery at least I can solve for you.” 
 
    He nodded as she massaged his neck, holding him just a bit too close. 
 
    “The Valkyrie were… nay... they are warriors but they are also one of the spirit breeds. Their own legends say that their goddess gave her life to birth them into this world and her divine essence suffused their beings. Just as the primordial spirits epitomize their elements, so too do the Valkyrie epitomize their goddess’s nature.” 
 
    He was silent, as were most of the bathers within earshot. 
 
    “This essence is where their divine powers come from, and it is not easily extinguished. But just as the other spirit breeds, their corporeal forms can be killed. She likely used the power of the divine essence within herself to transfer her spirit into her shield, abandoning her body before it died. I have heard legends that the Valkyrie had the power to do this, but it wasn’t something they did lightly. The primordial spirits are much more changeable, shifting back and forth nearly at will. But for the spirits of the aether a change like this would likely be irreversible… and, well, a shield cannot wield itself!” 
 
    She shook her head sadly. 
 
    “I think perhaps they would prefer to die and look upon the face of their goddess, rather than trap themselves in such a state. Though she will eventually diminish and perish, as the essence will inevitably burn itself out to keep her alive throughout the millennia.” 
 
    “So she is alive?” 
 
    “Very much so! Just look at the light of her heartstone! We had thought that the Aegis of old wielded the shield of a deceased Valkyrie, a final gift from our dearest friends. I suspect now that was not the case. As for why you can carry her shield, well, in truth you cannot, she is carrying it for you. A Valkyrie’s spirit is unyielding, and by forging their shields with their heartstones they transfer that indomitability into them.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he looked to the shield that he had left propped against a large stone on the shore of the steamy bath. Amazons stood at attention all around it, forming a half circle facing outwards, protecting the treasured artifact while Alcaia herself knelt before it and burnished the ornate surface with oils from a bowl held aloft by a wide-eyed Amazon child. 
 
    It veritably gleamed now under her treatment. 
 
    “And your other question, how she bonded with you, I do not know. I have never heard of such a thing. In truth when you spoke of Volka and your quest I thought you might be mistaken about the bond. Forgive me for doubting you.” 
 
    He gave her a rueful smile. 
 
    “I doubt myself all the time. It would be pretty stupid to get upset when others do the same.” 
 
    Her answering smile was breathtaking and she leaned in to kiss him again, but stopped herself as she saw his other girls tense a bit. 
 
    “Forgive me sisters, I forgot myself for a moment.” 
 
    She tilted her head towards Milly and the others, who were beginning to finish their own baths. All except Nina who floated on her back, blissed out as four Amazons used all of their strength to firmly massage each of her limbs, making up for the fact that she didn’t let them pamper her last time. 
 
    Not surprisingly Ophelia forgave her immediately as she stood on the shore and fluttered her wings to shed the water before lifting her arms to allow the Amazons to towel her naked body dry. 
 
    “That’s alright dear. I think we have some idea of just how important this is for you and your sisters.” 
 
    Alcaia had finished polishing the shield and now held her head low in a brief prayer towards it, after a moment she tilted her head back and opened her eyes as she spoke into the air. 
 
    “Indeed, and I suspect that it will fall to my daughter to devise the telling of this day. You are a humble man, but I fear that you will have to grow accustomed to being revered by my people. Truly it would help if you did take an Amazon to wife, if for no other reason than to keep the others at bay. You were very attractive as an Empath, but now… you are something beyond desirable.” 
 
    Miranda, who had been silent up to that point as she enjoyed her own massage, gave a snort, though the fit operative drew no small share of looks herself. 
 
    Alcaia stood up and then reached down to embrace the Amazon child to her hip. 
 
    “Remember this day, little one! And when you are older, tell all you know of the time that Nameless the Valkyrja and his companions brought the shield of Volka back into the world!” 
 
    The girl nodded earnestly. 
 
    “But come! I think that he is thoroughly bathed, Escrya! And I think it would be best to get the temptation of his touch away from you!” 
 
    The Amazons all laughed, while to his surprise Escrya blushed crimson at her mother’s words. Her and the other two girls led him out of the water and patted him dry with towels. 
 
    Thoroughly relaxed now, they soon feasted with the Saenga tribe once more. 
 
    The food provided was… excessive. 
 
    Their first meal with the Saenga had been more than generous and they had all eaten their fill, but now it was as if they were having two feasts at the same time, though thankfully no mention was made of the ambrosia draught. 
 
    “You journey to Garland?” Alcaia inquired of Miranda. 
 
    “Yeah, there was a major weapons cache under the sand and we need to contain it before it falls into the wrong hands. That and I think maybe I should tell my superiors that we found a flippin’ Valkyrie.” 
 
    Alcaia chuckled. 
 
    “Indeed you should. If you do not object I would like to send some of my warriors with you, at least until you reach the edge of the wilds, though many will want to go beyond, if you will allow it.” 
 
    Miranda shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, I figured you would. Just try to leave somebody behind to mind the children.” 
 
    There was a chorus of laughter from those in earshot. 
 
    Myrina stood and turned to Alcaia. 
 
    “I will lead them Warleader, in penance for my foolish words against him, and to ensure that our people do not cause them over-much grief when entering the world of men.” 
 
    Alcaia nodded, trusting in the experienced Amazon’s judgement. 
 
    “Mother, I will go with them as well, if you will permit it.” Escrya spoke. 
 
    Her mother frowned, considering her daughter for a beat, before finally nodding. Her eyes shifted to Nameless; he wore an indulgent smile on his face as one of the younglings was playing with Milly’s braid around his neck. 
 
    “He has more wives than I have ever heard of, and rightly so! Just… don’t get your heart broken, daughter.” 
 
    The teller nodded seriously. 
 
    “I go to learn what I can of their journey, so that one day I may pass it on to the children who come after. My stone is bright, and I will keep it close. Unless he asks, I will not offer myself to him again.” 
 
    The serious conversation was cut short by a squealing giggle as Nameless abruptly tickled the adolescent Amazon in front of him. 
 
    “Truly a day of joy.” Alcaia murmured. 
 
    As the light faded the younger children were taken to bed, the excitement of the day enough to tire even them. The older children were allowed to stay up as their elders ate and made merry around the fire. But soon enough eyes began drooping, Erica already slept, her head purring in his lap as he absently stroked her ears. 
 
    “What happens now?” He asked Alcaia. 
 
    Despite the late hour and the long day, he found that he wasn’t tired at all as he nursed a mug of tart fruit juice. 
 
    The older Amazon gave him a warm smile, her own bond-mate cuddled to her side and snoring softly. Nameless never did catch her name… 
 
    “Now you rest, beloved Valkyrja. You and yours are free to remain here for as long as you desire.” 
 
    “Er… no thanks. Not that your home isn’t lovely! It’s just…” 
 
    “Home is elsewhere, we understand. But home is far away, and you are all weary, I can see it. Your quest is complete, so rest amongst us or as long as you need.” 
 
    He turned to Miranda, only to discover that she was asleep as well, her head in Jan’s lap. 
 
    “I’m not, geeze, I’m not keeping everyone up am I?” 
 
    Myrina smiled from her place to Alcaia’s left. 
 
    “I doubt many of us will sleep this night.” She said wryly. 
 
    She and another Amazon were exchanging heated looks through the fire. 
 
    “Still, maybe I should turn in. This one, at least, needs her beauty sleep.” 
 
    He scratched Erica’s ear for emphasis. 
 
    “Yeah, because she is so ugly.” Nina nodded. 
 
    Nameless opened his mouth to object, but realized that he had phrased that poorly. 
 
    “I’ll take her Master.” Milly knelt beside him and pulled Erica into her arms. 
 
    The kitty gave a quiet meow but soon was purring softly into Milly’s cleavage. Many eyes were on them as they retired for the evening, and it was readily apparent that Alcaia had ordered guards posted at the entrance to their hut. 
 
    With the last of the Valkyrie inside, the Amazons were taking no chances. 
 
    As they settled inside, the sound of the Amazons still reveling around the fire and in their own huts was not enough to keep them from drifting off to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21: 
 
    Legacy 
 
      
 
      
 
    They took Alcaia up on her offer and spent two more days with the hospitable Saenga, but the urgency of the arsenal under the sand had Miranda insisting they depart on the third morning. 
 
    Alcaia addressed them, while the entire village gathered to see them and the Amazons who would accompany them off. 
 
    “I bid you farewell dear friends. Myrina and her warriors will keep you safe, as will my daughter. She was right, I think, about one thing. The title of Valkyrja is not quite enough for you anymore, and so I have conferred with the other elders and we have a new name for you. You are our Valkyrja-datta, blessed and beloved!” 
 
    The Amazons surrounding them bowed their heads to him. 
 
    “Um, and what does that mean?” 
 
    Alcaia considered him for a moment. 
 
    “It means that we love you.” She said simply. 
 
    Once again the humble orphan found himself overwhelmed by the regard that the Amazons had for him and as he looked around, he realized that Alcaia wasn’t exaggerating. 
 
    Every Amazon in sight wore a warm smile for him, and every unbonded girl was blushing slightly and holding out their heartstone for him, their meaning clear, though fortunately it seemed he wouldn’t need to respond to the multitudinous offers. 
 
    Alcaia pulled him into a motherly hug, both arms wrapping over his shoulders and holding him close to her breasts. 
 
    “I meant what I said about wedding an Amazon, and I humbly ask that you consider my Escrya to wife. She is young, and in many ways she is reckless, but she is warm.” She murmured in his hair before leaning back and planting a kiss on his forehead; “But know that whatever you decide, the women of the Saenga will always love you.” 
 
    “Th-thank you.” 
 
    With their farewells said and accompanied now by several dozen eager Amazon warriors they set out into the forest. 
 
    It quickly became apparent that their guides knew the land far better than Nameless and the others as they traveled towards Bramblewood; they avoided dead ends and natural obstructions with ease and made excellent time back to civilization. 
 
    Though one thing they hadn’t counted on was the Amazon’s desire to make their trip as comfortable and easy as possible. When they had journeyed with Yana and her girls they had seen to their own meals and worked with them to set up their camps in the afternoons. 
 
    But the Saenga would have none of it, and on their first night three Amazons all but tackled Ophelia when she tried to start a fire, the Flutterby intending on preparing them dinner. 
 
    “You need not worry about such things! You are still our guests! Rest your beautiful wings and let us prepare something for you.” 
 
    Ophelia was more than a little put out. 
 
    “But… I like to cook!” She objected. 
 
    The three girls didn’t seem to hear her and set about rapidly preparing them dinner. At last she sighed and let it go. 
 
    Surprisingly Miranda took it all in stride, the independent woman never voicing any objections to the Amazons waiting on them hand and foot. 
 
    When Nameless drew her aside and asked about it she shook her head. 
 
    “Kid, I don’t think you yet fully appreciate what this all means. I have heard the telling of the fall of the Valkyrie more times than I can count from the Amazons while working with the Aegis, and that was before bonding with Kala! Their entire society has been in mourning for a thousand years. Look at how happy they are! They would gladly carry us on their backs for the rest of the journey if you suggested it.” 
 
    Nameless gave a weak laugh, nodding at Jezebel, who was currently clinging to one of the Amazons’ backs. 
 
    The frog noticed his attention and quirked her head. 
 
    “What?” She asked innocently. 
 
    Miranda chuckled with him. 
 
    “Well, carry the rest of us anyways.” 
 
    But her smile soon faded and her look turned serious. 
 
    “When we get out of the wilds, you need to be careful.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because whether you like it or not, you have tremendous power now. And when word gets out, the movers and the shakers of the city-states will either want to befriend you to use that power, or they will consider you a threat, though I don’t think any of them would be stupid enough to try anything. The idea of every Amazon in the world descending on them should dissuade them from that!” 
 
    “Indeed!” Kala declared fiercely; “My people would leap at the chance to trample your enemies underfoot and grind them into dust!” 
 
    “But! I’m just… me! Sure I’m an Empath, and yeah I found Volka, but you all helped! In fact, you did way more than I did! I shouldn’t get all of the credit! This is getting a bit silly isn’t it?” 
 
    Miranda nodded. 
 
    “Maybe, but it is what it is. We’ll talk to the council, and to Sadie, they’ll no doubt have advice for you. But they’ll want to use you as well, albeit with the best intentions. For now though, let’s just allow these girls to take care of us, it costs us nothing and they very much want to do it.” 
 
    He sighed before nodding his agreement. 
 
    She wasn’t finished though. 
 
    “One other thing, heartstones are still a commodity, as unusual as that may seem to you since everyone seems to just want to throw theirs at you. They’re worth money, though by Aegis law the girl has to approve the sale. So don’t doubt for a second that those heartstones were offered in jest! I think you could easily gather up a vast fortune if you wanted to just start playing matchmaker for the Amazons.” 
 
    But Nameless was shaking his head. 
 
    “I don’t want that! I don’t want to be rich! I just want to go back to our cottage and live in peace!” 
 
    Her smile turned a bit sad. 
 
    “Kid, in a very short time, you will be as well known as the Aegis herself. I’m sorry, but we won’t be able to keep this under wraps like we could the whole Empath thing. The Amazons need- no, they deserve to know about Volka. Word will spread, hell I imagine Alcaia is already sending out messengers to the other tribes!” 
 
    Nameless felt his stomach drop a bit, the image of a horde of Amazons descending on his home just to thank him was a little overwhelming and he was starting to feel queasy at the thought of drowning in a sea of heartstones. 
 
    Later that evening, while the Amazons talked around their fires he all but fled to their tent, the weight of everything crushing him. 
 
    I’m just a dumb orphan! I’m not special, not really… 
 
    Milly found him lying on his back on his bedroll, desperately trying to reconcile himself to his new reality. She didn’t say anything, just lay down next to him and pulled him over and into her arms. 
 
    They lay like that for some time, until finally she spoke into the air of the tent. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    He was laying mostly on top of her now, his head nestled against her warm breasts while she ran her fingers through his hair. He pressed his face deep into her flesh, his cheek smooshing against her and forcing his lips to purse as he responded. 
 
    “Not really. I’m sorry baby, but I’m kind of losing it over here.” 
 
    His voice was shaking. 
 
    She mooed softly and ran her tongue through his hair slowly, hugging him even closer. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He sat up, meeting her eyes with an aghast expression. 
 
    “Why?! They’re treating me like some kind of… of hero or something!” 
 
    She smiled at him, her warm blue eyes asking nothing of him. 
 
    “Silly Master, you were a hero long before we got to this point. Or have you forgotten?” 
 
    She bit her lip as she pressed her thumb against the scar on his chin. 
 
    “But-!” He tried, but she shifted her fingers over his lips and shushed him. 
 
    “You are my hero, and Erica’s, and Ophelia’s-” She pulled him back down to lie against her; “And Nina’s and Volka’s. Is it so bad to be a hero to the Amazons as well?” 
 
    As he considered her words he saw Ophelia settle against Milly’s side, then Erica and Nina settle opposite her, their eyes all tracking his. 
 
    “But I don’t know how I’m supposed to act around them…” He sighed. 
 
    “You aren’t supposed to act at all dearheart. They love you because of what you did, and because of who you are. Just keep being you. Be the man who we all fell in love with.” 
 
    Sounder advice I could not have given myself. 
 
    Volka’s voice echoed in his head and by the startled looks on the faces of all of the girls, in their heads as well. 
 
    They leapt up and surrounded the shield at the foot of the bedroll, Nameless picking it up once again. 
 
    “Volka! You’re awake?” 
 
    Truly Husband, I was not asleep, exactly. I was… dormant, but aware. I have gleaned a great deal since you brought me out of the darkness. And I am much aggrieved by the pain that the loss of my sisters has caused to our friends, the Amazons. 
 
    “So are you… all better now?” Erica looked around, unsure where to direct her voice. 
 
    In a manner of speaking, sweet Erica. My power is not limitless and recent events have caused me to exhaust much of it. But now that I am with our husband his strength flows into me through our bond and is gradually restoring me. 
 
    Nameless lifted the sparkling shield, his eyes locked on the heartstone at its center. 
 
    “But how? How was any of this possible? How were we able to form the bond from so far away? And why-” 
 
    Nina cuffed the back of his head lightly, dazing him. 
 
    “How about letting her answer one?” 
 
    There is much to speak of, but one thing I must know myself. Does the Aegis still stand? 
 
    Ophelia spoke first. 
 
    “Of course! For a thousand years now!” 
 
    Volka gave a mental sigh of relief that they all felt. 
 
    That is heartening to hear. And peace, truly, is there peace? 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, there are still some shitty people out there that cause trouble, but no like, big wars or anything.” Erica answered. 
 
    Bittersweet happiness flooded Nameless’s breast before Volka’s voice sounded in their minds again. 
 
    Then my sisters did not die in vain. 
 
    None of them knew exactly what to say to that. 
 
    “Volka, are you, are you going to be okay?” He offered. 
 
    I am. My sisters of old are gone, but I have new sisters now. And though I have met you all in our husband’s thoughts and in our journey together, I still would like to get to know you better. 
 
    “That goes for us as well dearheart.” Ophelia smiled; “But I think we all would still like to know the answers to our master’s questions.” 
 
    Indeed, well then allow me to explain. I believe that the Amazon- Escrya?- told you that we Valkyrie are spirit as well as flesh. Well, my spirit sought yours out when you were trying to save Nina, as your sacrifice that day was a veritable beacon for my soul. And when I found you in her mind, you were so desperate and so selfless that I could not help but love you. It is not physical contact that is required for the bond to form, but spiritual. It is just that to most creatures their physical and spiritual selves are one and the same. 
 
    “But not for Empaths and Valkyrie?” 
 
    You speak truth, gentle Milly. I could never have struck a bond with an ordinary human across such a vast distance, which would be why I have spent the last thousand years alone. 
 
    “That sounds… just awful!” Nameless shuddered at the idea of being trapped in the dark for so long. 
 
    Perhaps.  But I endured because I must, and now here we are! I told you it was good to be held again, but that was an understatement. You holding me in your arms like this is… the most joyous experience of my long life. 
 
    Her mental voice was thick with emotion and Nameless felt himself tearing up at the palpable sense of elation that came from her heart at her words. 
 
    “Yeah, I get that.” Nina nodded. 
 
    “Okay, but how did you end up in that vault thingy?” Milly inquired. 
 
    Volka sighed mentally. 
 
    A question I have asked myself countless times throughout the centuries, believe me. 
 
    Nameless had a sudden thought. 
 
    “Volka, can you um, talk like this to anyone?” 
 
    I can, and I agree with your thoughts on this. The Amazons have waited long enough. 
 
    Nameless nodded and together with the other girls he carried Volka out to meet Myrina, Escrya and their sisters. 
 
    “She has recovered her strength?” Escrya could barely contain the eagerness in her voice as he purposefully strode towards her. 
 
    Nameless opened his mouth to respond but Volka beat him to it. 
 
    I have indeed Escrya, daughter of Alcaia. 
 
    Even with the gravity of the situation Nameless had to bite his cheek not to laugh at the pole-axed expression on Escrya’s face. 
 
    “Wh-what!?” 
 
    Forgive me. We have not been properly introduced. I am Volka Gundrsdotter, Lightbringer of the Fourth Host. 
 
    Escrya’s eyes were still absurdly wide as she stared at the golden heartstone in the center of the shield. She swallowed nervously before she was finally able to speak. 
 
    “W-well met Volka, daughter of Gundr. You cannot know the honour and joy that I feel to hear your voice this day!” 
 
    The other Amazons had gathered around them at that point and by their expressions Nameless knew that they could all hear Volka as well. 
 
    “What’s a Lightbringer?” He asked no one in particular. 
 
    “The fastest flyers of the Valkyrie, they led the charge into battle.” Escrya answered immediately. 
 
    Indeed, you are well taught. It was our duty to guide our blades into the hearts of our enemy, though in our last battle I fear that duty brought us to ruin. 
 
    Miranda gave a grim nod, her and her girls having joined the wide-eyed Amazons surrounding him. 
 
    “Yes, but I’m sure that the descendents of the monster girls you saved that night would be pretty grateful.” 
 
    Nameless sensed a hint of puzzlement from Volka 
 
    Monster girls? What monster… ah, I see. It would seem that the truth of that terrible night has never come to light. 
 
    The gathered crowd shared confused glances at her words. 
 
    “What do you mean?” He tilted the shield up a bit so he could look at the heartstone directly, uncomfortable with talking to thin air. 
 
    There were no monster girls in that village other than us. 
 
    Gasps of shock came from the gathered warriors. 
 
    “But… the stories!” Kala gasped. 
 
    Her gaze shot to Escrya for a moment, seeking the teller’s wisdom, but it was clear that Escrya was just as confused. 
 
    Volka gave another mental sigh, an odd sensation that Nameless doubted he would ever get used to. 
 
    I am afraid that my sisters and I kept a secret from your ancestors and all of the other tribes. And that secret brought about our ruin. We were called to battle that night not to protect monsters, but to protect humans. 
 
    The continually stunned expressions on the faces of the Amazons would have been amusing to Nameless if he didn’t have one to match. 
 
    “Okay… um, what?” Jan asked. 
 
    Not all humans fought for the Divine Republic, for if they did then our peoples would have died out long ago, as we would never take mates who were not willing. 
 
    “But why weren’t there any other monster girls in the village?” Myrina asked. 
 
    Nameless felt a wave of regret that was not his own at the Amazon’s words. 
 
    Because we never told anyone that it existed, at least, not until we found out that the Empire knew of it. I can see that you are owed an explanation, and so I shall provide it. 
 
    Volka took a few moments to collect her thoughts as the gathered crowd waited with what little patience they could muster. 
 
    You no doubt know that the Empire would torture and abuse their slaves in order to create Tenebrae to unleash upon the battlefield, and that it fell upon the Valkyrie to save them from the darkness of man. 
 
    In point of fact, Nameless did not know any of that, though most of the others certainly did. 
 
    “Indeed, I have told of this many times, as it was told to me.” 
 
    For years the Valkyrie had been dealing with the Tenebrae problem, but our numbers dwindled and so we sought another solution. In secret, we took aside a number of brave men and women, volunteers all, and we exposed them to the divine essence in our souls in an attempt to impart unto them our gift of empathy. 
 
    All around wide-eyed women were staring at Nameless, whose own mouth was hanging agape in surprise. 
 
    In short, the village my sisters all died to protect held the future of peace between man and monster. It held the first few generations of Empaths and their families. We had succeeded beyond our wildest expectations. A single Empath, bolstered by the will of a Valkyrie, could save dozens of girls, whereas before it would take several Valkyrie working together to save but one. Humans better understood the nuances of the turbulent emotions in the hearts of the Tenebrae. And after all, it was humans who created the darkness, so it stood to reason that they would be the best choice for cleansing it. 
 
    Her mental tone turned somber. 
 
    But alas the Empire discovered our secret, and sought to end the threat, which is why they sent so many against us that night. In their minds the men and women who had volunteered to be the first Empaths were traitors to their own kind, abominations tainted by the magic of the enemy. The Empaths were the last and best hope that we had for peace and so my sisters and I had no choice but to throw everything that we had into their defense. We saved as many as we could, punching through the enemy line and buying them enough time to flee into the night before turning to hold back the wrath of the Empire. 
 
    Nameless shuddered; while Volka spoke he experienced a flash of terrible violence in his mind, the briefest of memories of the desperate battle that she and her sisters had fought so long ago. 
 
    All so that his ancestors could live. 
 
    “Volka I’m-” 
 
    Do not! My love, do not seek forgiveness for something that happened centuries before you were born! 
 
    Her voice was passionate in his mind but quickly turned conciliatory. 
 
    Forgive me, but my sisters gave their lives willingly… just as my mother gave her life willingly, and I must ask that you not disregard that. 
 
    He felt her grief, undiminished by time, though it was held in check by her iron-clad will. For the briefest of moments an image of a beautiful woman flashed into his mind, her rich blonde hair in twin plaits down the sides of her smiling face and a winged helm atop her head. 
 
    “Was that… Volka, was that your mother?” 
 
    She was quiet for a long moment and when she at last broke the silence her voice, though still aggrieved, was also incredibly proud. 
 
    Yes, that was Gundr Ranveigsdotter. She was Dominar of the Third Host once upon a time, but with so few of their numbers remaining they were folded into the Fourth and she gave her position to my own Dominar, Astrid, in order to fly beside me. We flew together that night for the first time in many years and together we witnessed the fall of the Valkyrie. Even as the enemy was defeated she died in my arms. 
 
    The Amazons bowed their heads at the Valkyrie’s grief. 
 
    “Then let us drink to your mother, daughter of Gundr. And remember her for her courage and her sacrifice.” Myrina offered. 
 
    She and a number of others were uncorking familiar looking bottles and Nameless had to fight hard to suppress a shudder as he recognized the Amazon brandy for what it was. 
 
    Volka’s mood improved dramatically at his reaction, her amusement plain. 
 
    Do not drink if it would make you ill, my mother would be the first to tell you so! 
 
    But Nameless reached out and took a bottle from a surprised Escrya and without hesitation he took a good swig, even managing to swallow the burning liquid without coughing. 
 
    “To Gundr.” He wheezed out as he held the bottle aloft in a toast afterwards. 
 
    The Amazons mirrored his pose, though they drank far more deeply than he had and with less ill effects. 
 
    Volka’s mild amusement had turned to true mirth at his expense. 
 
    I think perhaps Nina and Miranda are right. You are kind of an idiot! But… thank you. 
 
    “I don’t understand, if there was an entire village of Empaths, how come there are so few now?” Milly asked. 
 
    “Maybe the gift doesn’t breed through all of the time, or maybe there are a whole wack of them out there and they just haven’t touched any heartstones yet?” Miranda suggested. 
 
    As you say, the gift only breeds through about one third of the time, which is why the village had many ordinary humans in it, ungifted children of Empath parents. But still this is troubling. There should be many Empaths by now… And this makes the presence of the Saenga warriors all the more welcome. Thank you, sisters, for helping us to protect our husband. 
 
    Nameless wanted to object, he didn’t like the thought of being protected. 
 
    “If you say one word of protest I will stand you on your head.” Nina said from beside him. 
 
    She had relieved one of the Amazons of her bottle and was drinking deeply; the Gigas was quite comfortable with a ring of Amazon spears protecting him while he slept. 
 
    He let out the breath he had drawn in to voice his objections, deciding that he didn’t want to be stood on his head. 
 
    “So, now what?” Erica asked. 
 
    Miranda yawned and stretched. 
 
    “Now I am going to bed, we still have a long ways to go before we make it back to civilization. If you can call Bramblewood civilized.” 
 
    A wise course, though I can see that Escrya and her sisters have many questions yet. Husband, if you would permit me to stay with them, I have no need of rest this night. 
 
    Nameless blinked at the looks on the Amazons’ faces. He didn’t know that the warrior women could make puppy-dog eyes… 
 
    “Of course! You don’t need my permission for that!” 
 
    Ah, but I do, for you see, you alone are able to wield me, so wherever you set me is where I must remain until you come for me. 
 
    He was so not comfortable with that. 
 
    “Okay, well, where would you like to- um… sit?” 
 
    At her request he positioned her against a moss-covered log, with the Amazons swearing many oaths of gratitude. 
 
    The last thing he saw before ducking back into their tent was a crowd of eager warriors seating themselves around the fire-lit shield, like children waiting for an elder to tell them a story. 
 
    And indeed, at nearly eleven hundred years old, Volka was about as ‘eld’ as one could get. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22: 
 
    The Long Walk 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few days after Volka had awoken they walked together through the monolithic cedars. 
 
    Erica pursed her lips and considered Escrya. 
 
    “So how come you know so much about Valkyrie and stuff? You don’t look very old to be all grown-up and wise.” 
 
    “Do I not? I recently celebrated my one hundredth birthing day.” 
 
    Erica’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “What!? Seriously?” 
 
    Escrya looked at the Katje with one canny eye, a smirk taking her lips. 
 
    “Perhaps, or perhaps I spent a great deal of my childhood in the company of my great grandmother, who passed along all of her stories to me to safeguard until I can similarly pass them on to the next generation.” 
 
    The Katje frowned and her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “I didn’t know that Amazons could be bull-shitters.” 
 
    Escrya chuckled. 
 
    “It is a necessary skill for a teller.” She said with mock seriousness. 
 
    Her mockery continuing right up until Volka’s booming voice entered their minds. 
 
    Indeed? I would have thought forthrightness would be the trait of a good teller! 
 
    Her tone was severe and silence fell upon them all as Escrya went pale and stammered in the face of the Valkyrie’s abrupt condemnation. 
 
    They all held their breaths for a few moments. 
 
    But then again, Valkyrie are notorious pranksters so what would I know? 
 
    Her tone had suddenly turned playful and looks of shock took up residence on the faces of those who had heard her. 
 
    Oh dear, did I do it wrong? I have not had anyone to practice my sarcasm on in so very long. 
 
    Erica began to laugh and was soon joined by the others, while Escrya ruefully shook her head. 
 
    “It would seem I still have much to learn of our golden sisters. Sarcasm indeed!” 
 
    Meanwhile Milly was walking beside Nina with a thoughtful look on her face. She had been quiet for some time, even when the Gigas had chortled with the others. 
 
    “What’s bugging you? Back problems?” Nina nodded as she stretched one arm up and poked the underside of one of Milly’s breasts. But the Minotaur was oblivious to her teasing. 
 
    “No I was just curious about something.” She looked around and, realizing that she suddenly had a large audience, her cheeks reddened slightly; “But it’s not important!” 
 
    “Well now you have to tell us dearheart, it is certainly more important than Volka’s silly jokes!” 
 
    I do have a good one about a Harpy and a camel… 
 
    The looks of shock on the Amazons’ faces at her continued silly behaviour were highly entertaining to the others. 
 
    Milly spoke with hesitation, her eyes meeting Escrya’s for a moment. 
 
    “It’s just, I’ve been wondering, with all the talk about Amazons and Valkyrie, you know so much about your people. And I remember back when you told us, um, about the fall of the Valkyrie. You said all of the warrior tribes fought alongside you and you looked at me too…” 
 
    Escrya blinked. 
 
    “But of course! The charges of the Minotaur herds were legendary! Did you not learn of this as a child?” 
 
    Milly hung her head, shamefaced. 
 
    “No, I didn’t go to school or anything. And I’ve so rarely ever seen another Minotaur, and never really spoken to one.” 
 
    Escrya moved to walk beside her, distressed at the cow girl’s embarrassment. 
 
    Volka dropped her joking behavior and her voice became serious in their minds. 
 
    Your people have always been gentle, but so very strong. And during the war, with far too many in need of protection, they stood shoulder to shoulder with all of the warrior tribes and did what needed to be done. As Escrya has said, the sight of the herds heading into battle was breathtaking. But alas, it was also costly. I have seen far too many of your ancestors lying slain on the field. 
 
    The jovial mood that had diminished at Milly’s shame disappeared altogether at Volka’s remembrance. And once again Nameless was treated to a sight of a war long over, the grief that Volka felt made the images of piled up Minotaur bodies truly vivid in his mind. 
 
    She had lost so many friends. 
 
    Forgive me, I do not mean to inflict my memories upon you. 
 
    She worked hard to shake aside her reverie. 
 
    He swallowed as he too struggled to compose himself, the sight had been horrifying, and many of the faces looked far too similar to Milly. 
 
    “I-It’s alright, you have been through a lot, more than I can even imagine. And so if you need to tell silly jokes, or to… to remember these terrible things in order to make your peace with it. Please don’t hold back.” 
 
    There was a long silence as they all awaited Volka’s response. 
 
    She eventually spoke in their minds with emotion. 
 
    I was right. You are so very easy to love! Such selflessness. To willingly bear witness to the horrors of war, just to ease my pain. Thank you, Husband. 
 
    He swallowed. 
 
    “You’re so very welcome, wife.” 
 
    Though he turned crimson at the word, his voice was steady and he was pleased when she giggled at his first use of it. He could tell that she really liked him calling her his wife. 
 
    Escrya put her arm across Milly’s waist as they walked and spoke earnestly. 
 
    “I do not know all there is to know about the history of your people, Volka would know more, but I can at least tell you some. And Erica had mentioned that the two of you were training with the warriors of Brael? If you would like, I am sure that my own sisters would be happy to assist you with this. I did not witness Kala’s fight with Myrina. I am told it was impressive, but I am sure that the Saenga could build upon what the Brael have taught you.” 
 
    Myrina and many of the Amazon warriors readily volunteered, the kindly girls eager to help the gentle Minotaur however they could and Milly’s mood improved drastically, she had dearly enjoyed training with Kar and the others. 
 
    “Awww crap, I’m about to get my ass kicked again aren’t I?” Erica mewled. 
 
    And indeed she was. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    With the Saenga leading the way they made it back to Bramblewood in a few more days. To say that they drew shocked looks when they resupplied there was an understatement. They were a memorable group and the addition of all of the Saenga Amazons made quite the impression on the locals as this time Miranda insisted they all stick together to avoid further misadventures. 
 
    “As Alcaia has commanded, most of our number must leave you here. Though I and several others will continue on, at this point we must trust in your judgement as we journey now into the world of men which we have little experience with.” 
 
    Myrina was looking around at the rough and tumble inhabitants of Bramblewood and did nothing to hide her frown. 
 
    “Don’t worry, it gets better, kinda.” Nina offered. 
 
    It was painfully obvious that the Amazons who would be returning to their village were not at all happy to leave, but their warleader had been clear in her orders so leave they did, though not after they each took a moment to bid Nameless, Volka and the others a fond farewell. 
 
    He wondered at what he had done in life to have so many beautiful women take it in turns to bury his face in their breasts while they embraced him. 
 
    After they had resupplied in Bramblewood, they once again opted to camp outside of town before resuming their trek the next morning. While they journeyed Milly and Erica continued their training with the remaining girls of the Saenga, learning as much from them as they had from Kar and the others. 
 
    Nameless likewise resumed studying with Miranda, though now Volka provided her own insights that often offered a very different picture than the one that he was expecting. 
 
    “So Garland is nestled in a valley in the mountains about fifty miles to the northwest of Wayfelt, and the Bastion is at the center of the city right?” 
 
    Miranda nodded. 
 
    “Yup, and let me tell you kid, for a little farm boy it will be a sight to behold.” 
 
    Curious, the land has changed much, but the area you describe was once part of the Divine Republic… 
 
    Miranda nodded. 
 
    “That’s not surprising. The Bastion is a pretty impressive structure, certainly not something anyone could build today.” 
 
    I see. I suppose that is alright then, after all, it is just a building. All that matters is who inhabits it. 
 
    “That’s very big of you.” Miranda said. 
 
    Nameless felt a hint of amusement from Volka at Miranda’s dry response. 
 
    Husband, this woman is very droll, I like her. 
 
    “Glad you approve. So I’m curious, what have you and the Amazons spent so much time talking about all these nights in the woods?” 
 
    Volka considered Miranda’s question for a time then responded honestly. 
 
    Them mostly, the Amazons have always kept an oral history, which binds their culture together, but tellings change with time and the teller, so some details are inevitably lost. I told them what I could of their ancestors. While they in turn told me of themselves since the calamity. It has been… pleasurable to speak with them so simply. 
 
    “How so?” Nameless asked. 
 
    You forget the world I come from. The Amazons I know today are far removed from those of yesteryear. 
 
    “In a good way or a bad way?” Miranda asked with a quirked eyebrow. 
 
    A good way, friend Holt. The Amazons today have an innocence about them that was sorely lacking before. During the war they eagerly took the van, to spare their sisters certainly, but also because they reveled in the chaos of combat. Often it fell to myself and the other Valkyrie to reign in their savagery. And while I can see hints of this in them still, it is as a sleeping dragon. Peace has allowed them to remember how to be kind, as they were long before I was born. It is something I am dearly glad to see. Thank you, for your part in that. 
 
    Miranda once again looked puzzled. 
 
    “My part?” 
 
    Do you not seek to keep your wife from forgetting herself in the heat of combat? I understand that she has only recently taken a life. Speaking as one who has taken many, I can see your influence at work in young Kala. You are good to her and I am grateful for this. 
 
    For once, Miranda was at a loss for words. 
 
    Retracing their steps through the rough pines and then the light coloured birch proved monotonous. Just as Yana’s team had, the remaining dozen Saenga warriors watched over them at night, not taking no for an answer. Most nights they stayed up quite late with Volka anyways, as she told them of their ancestors and they kept a wary eye on their surroundings. 
 
    And just like that, they found themselves surrounded by farmland, and more than a few gaping farmers. It was like coming home; Nameless felt like he could cross any one of the fields they passed and find himself in Paul’s yard. 
 
    Nina and Erica had picked up on his relief at leaving the trees behind and so they kept thinking naughty thoughts at him, making a game of it while he tried to hide his embarrassment from Miranda, her girls, and the Amazons. 
 
    He failed utterly. 
 
    “What in the hell has gotten under your collar kid? I’ve seen tomatoes that had less colour!” 
 
    “N-nothing, just hot out here.” 
 
    At that moment, Nina and Erica had joined forces and were imagining an erotic encounter with him in some of the high grass all around them. 
 
    “Do you need to rest Valkyrja-datta?” Escrya loomed over him, her voice concerned. 
 
    Then Nina and Erica got really devious as they whispered together and the pair focused on how jealous they would be if Nameless mounted the poor girl right there in the middle of the road. 
 
    But he was on to their little game and so he fought fire with fire, thinking long and hard about doing exactly what they were picturing, focusing on just how attractive he found the Amazon, her luscious curves, her full lips made for sucking his... 
 
    “You win!” Erica screamed and closed her eyes while shaking her head. 
 
    Nina meanwhile was staring death at the oblivious Amazon. 
 
    “I like this new game.” He said as he recovered from the secret embarrassment. 
 
    Volka had been silent throughout the entirety of the exchange, though her amusement had mounted by the second. 
 
    As do I Husband, but it is hardly fair to poor Escrya to have such thoughts about her without her knowledge. Allow me to even the playing field then. 
 
    “What do you- oh! Oh my…” Escrya’s eyes widened and then her colour was a match for his. 
 
    Volka had passed along his fantasy about her in vivid detail, and Nameless was mortified when he realized it. 
 
    Fortunately, mercifully, the Valkyrie had not included Miranda, so the Aegis operative’s look was simply confused as her head swiveled between all those in on the joke, until finally she threw up her hands and walked away from the lot of them to join Jan and Jez at the rear, swearing under her breath. 
 
    “In truth, I have no experience with such things but if you desire this from me, it is yours.” 
 
    Escrya’s voice was barely more than a whisper as she blushed and licked her lips for his benefit. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Nina had heard enough. 
 
    She stomped over and picked him up by the legs with one arm, lifting him straight in the air and carrying him away, helpless. 
 
    Milly and Ophelia meanwhile had not been part of the game, but had sensed Nameless’s half of it and were sharing amused looks at how it had played out. 
 
    All the while Volka laughed in his mind. 
 
    “Volka can be a bit devious can’t she?” Ophelia remarked. 
 
    Milly nodded her agreement and then the Minotaur’s brow furrowed as she considered the Valkyrie’s behaviour over the past several days. 
 
    “I think she’s trying to figure out the world now, and how she fits into it.” She spoke slowly, uncertainly. 
 
    “That’s… probably very true.” 
 
    Ophelia tried and failed to hide her surprise at the Minotaur’s astute observation. 
 
    Nina carried a protesting Nameless for nearly an hour before finally setting him down when he complained of his legs falling asleep. 
 
    “So we’re in agreement, no more games like that.” Erica said with a pout. 
 
    “You two started it…” He muttered. 
 
    “Yeah, well I’m ending it.” Nina still had death written on her features. 
 
    He patted the air placatingly. 
 
    “It does bring to mind Alcaia’s suggestion when we left the Saenga though.” Ophelia remarked. 
 
    At the puzzled looks of the others she continued. 
 
    “About taking an Amazon, to wife, I mean.” 
 
    Nameless jaw dropped and Nina was now glaring at Ophelia, though she stopped when Erica spoke. 
 
    “You’re talking about Kar.” The Katje’s head tilted and she had a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    Ophelia nodded, and Nameless wasn’t sure what to say or even who to say it to. Fortunately Milly made it unnecessary. 
 
    “Kar was so kind to me and Erica. Even when she was sitting on me or grabbing my butt. I… I wouldn’t be against it, I mean. Not right away but maybe once we get home and things calm down a bit…” 
 
    “I like her, she’s hot, like Milly said, even when she was kicking my ass. We flirted a lot. And she helped me deal with my shit after Bramblewood.” Erica declared. 
 
    Nameless was frowning, wondering at exactly what was happening. 
 
    There were a few minutes of silence. 
 
    “Nina?” Ophelia prodded. 
 
    The Gigas was deep in thought. 
 
    Finally she spoke with a shrug. 
 
    “Meh, she’s probably a beast in the sack, so sure. Plus she did teach you two how not to die so easy, and kept the weakling from biting it in Bramblewood.” 
 
    Love is beautiful, and from what you have told me of this Kar, she is as worthy of it as anyone. Though the pleasures of the flesh are lost to me, so perhaps my opinion is not so important. 
 
    Nameless frown ended at that and he spoke immediately and passionately. 
 
    “Your opinion matters enough that we crossed the desert to get it! Maybe you don’t have a body, but you still have a voice!” 
 
    The other girls nodded in agreement and he knew that if Volka had a face she would be smiling warmly at him. 
 
    Such sweet words you speak of me! Very well then, I will share my opinion. I have seen in your mind that you desire this woman, the effect that she had on you during your travels is apparent, and while it would fade with time it is enough to show me that you truly care for her. As do my bond-sisters, clearly. What I would suggest then is more time. We should spend more time with her, get to know her better, there is no need to rush into anything. 
 
    They were all silent for a long time, walking together, surrounded by other Amazons, who were curious as to what they discussed but respectful enough to give them their privacy. 
 
    “Trust a Valkyrie to be all wise and stuff.” Erica admitted finally. 
 
    Ophelia nodded. 
 
    “Still it would be good to see her again, her and the others.” 
 
    They were all in agreement on that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23: 
 
    Bastion of Hope 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Welcome to the Bastion, kid.” 
 
    Nameless was speechless. Never before had he seen such construction, even the vault under the sand paled in comparison. The tower in the middle of the city before them swept up hundreds of feet into the sky, its polished mother-of-pearl surface gleaming in the sunlight. He could see numerous winged silhouettes flying to and from the massive structure; various breeds of monster girls going about their lives without realizing that they were part of a grand spectacle that made Nameless feel very small indeed. 
 
    Jan laughed at his awestruck expression as Miranda continued. 
 
    “This has been the headquarters of the Aegis for the last three hundred years, Xalanth graciously allows us to use it after the Ogres trampled the old headquarters into dust.” 
 
    Nameless blinked. 
 
    “This place, it belongs to Xalanth?” 
 
    “Yeah, well as much as any place belongs to a Dragon. This was once a city of the old empire, after the ash-fall it was abandoned for years though. Then Xalanth decided she wanted to live in the tower and so it became hers. Rumour has it she’s eaten more than one pushy archaeologist who tried to study it. Heh, we should introduce her to that Martin idiot…” 
 
    Nameless swallowed, doubting that even Martin could be so oblivious in the face of the Dragon’s presence. 
 
    “It’s incredible.” He whispered. 
 
    It was late afternoon and the light of the sun struck the tower at the perfect angle to make it gleam. All around the city were similarly built spires, much smaller in scale but each one of which would have been an awesome sight all on its own. 
 
    Few structures from the old empire survived the calamity. Whatever you see before you is a remnant of a bygone age. 
 
    “Did you know of this place Volka?” Myrina asked. 
 
    I honestly cannot recall. War is chaotic; there were countless terrible battles and many long sieges. The details grow… fuzzy, over the centuries. 
 
    Once more Nameless witnessed events from the past, a sparkling city as Volka and her sisters flew over it. Then the same city, only now the buildings were ablaze in the night and lightning flew up from the ground to strike at the monsters flying overhead. 
 
    This time Volka didn’t apologize, though they shared the equivalent of a mental hug. 
 
    “Well, let’s not stand outside all day, I’m sure that Sadie will be thrilled to see you again dearheart, and eager to meet Volka as well!” Ophelia spoke up, and then gave Erica and Milly’s tails each a playful tug. 
 
    The pair were just as awestruck as he was at the sight of the massive structure but they shook it off at their bond-sister’s urging and the group continued into the outskirts of the city of Garland. 
 
    Though large, the buildings in town never seemed to be large enough to keep the Bastion from dominating the skyline. But the sights at street level were enough to distract from the massive structure. 
 
    Nameless had never seen so many different types of people, and so many different types of monsters. 
 
    If it weren’t for the Aegis operatives escorting them and the band of Amazons eyeing the crowd around them he would no doubt look like the country kid he was by the way he kept starring at everything. 
 
    They barely made it into the city proper when a commotion ahead caught their attention. 
 
    “You idiot! This order was nearly ready! Why did you change it now?!” 
 
    A man all but screamed in the face of the bunny girl trembling in front of him. 
 
    Miranda’s eyes narrowed and Jan growled slightly as the apron-clad stranger continued to berate the poor Lapine. 
 
    “Excuse me kid, Aegis business.” 
 
    Nameless nodded, equally unhappy with the man’s behaviour. 
 
    His tirade lasted right up until Miranda cleared her throat loudly right behind him. 
 
    “Now what-” He whirled in place only to stumble back at Miranda’s nearness; “Oh! Er, sorry Aegis.” 
 
    Even in her worn uniform she struck an imposing figure, especially when coupled with Jan and Kala flanking her on either side. 
 
    “You’re creating a disturbance.” She told him flatly. 
 
    “N-no, everything is fine.” 
 
    “It doesn’t look fine.” Kala growled. 
 
    “Really, it’s a misunderstanding.” His hands were up in a placating gesture. 
 
    “Her heartstone.” Miranda held out her hand. 
 
    His eyes widened nervously. 
 
    “It’s inside.” He mumbled. 
 
    Just like whenever Nameless pissed her off she enunciated every syllable. 
 
    “Go. Get. It.” 
 
    The man fled into the shop. 
 
    The Lapine was upset from the man’s yelling but she dried her eyes on her own apron and tried to speak, but Miranda forestalled her with one finger in the air. 
 
    “In a minute.” 
 
    The bunny’s ears drooped and she kicked at the dusty cobblestones disconsolately. The man emerged from the shop a couple minutes later, and wordlessly plopped the pink stone in Miranda’s palm. 
 
    “Thank you, Kala stay on him, you’re with me bunny.” 
 
    The bunny girl hopped to follow Miranda while the man wrung his hands as the mighty Amazon loomed over him, keeping him in place. 
 
    “Your name?” 
 
    “Lindsey ma’am.” Her voice was soft and breathy. 
 
    “And does he treat you like that a lot Lindsey?” 
 
    “No! This was all a misunderstanding, just like he said! I messed up an order and it’s going to cost him a lot of coins to fix it, it was all my fault.” 
 
    Miranda pursed her lips, and then called out to Nameless, who was trying to be unobtrusive in his eavesdropping. 
 
    “C’mere for a sec kid.” 
 
    She held the stone out for him, confused, he placed his hand over hers. 
 
    “She okay?” She murmured, too low for any but him to hear. 
 
    Nameless closed his eyes for a few moments, sensing the bunny’s emotions. He was quickly satisfied and opened his eyes again to address Miranda. 
 
    “She is afraid, but only that her owner might be in trouble. He treats her very well, but I guess today has been a rough one for him. He lost his temper, but it’s a rare thing.” 
 
    He spoke confidently, the surety he felt from the nervous, and slightly confused, Lapine’s stone enough for him. 
 
    Apparently it was enough for Miranda as well, as she walked back to join Kala and quickly handed the man back the tiny gem. 
 
    “Just remember the oath you took.” 
 
    “O-of course Aegis.” The man’s relief was palpable as he turned to the girl; “Sorry Linds.” 
 
    She abruptly hugged the surprised man around the middle. 
 
    “I’m sorry too sir, I swear I’ll work extra hard to fix this!” 
 
    “I know you will.” He stammered out, surprised and embarrassed at the public display of affection. 
 
    “Great, everybody’s happy. Let’s get back to it.” Miranda gave a jerky nod to the pair by way of farewell. 
 
    As they walked away Nameless turned to Miranda. 
 
    “Does that happen often?” 
 
    “You kidding? That’s ninety-five percent of the job right there! We do heartstone checks frequently, especially this close to headquarters. Although it usually takes longer, a lot of the time the girl doesn’t want to say anything bad about her owner, even when you’re holding her stone.” 
 
    Nameless nodded, lost in thought. 
 
    A half hour later Miranda led them into a massive cobbled square with one side abutting the wall around the aegis compound surrounding the Bastion, all along the other sides of the square were little carts and stalls selling everything imaginable. 
 
    But the most striking feature was in the center of the square; a raised dais upon which sat a large and magnificently carved marble statue: a young woman cradling a wounded Valkyrie in her arms, the Valkyrie had one hand on the woman’s cheek while the other was handing the woman her shield. Both were smiling warmly at each other. 
 
    When Nameless and the others stopped to consider the magnificent piece, Miranda offered an explanation. 
 
    “This is Divinity Square, and that is the statue of the Aegis and the last Valkyrie, it was carved eight hundred years ago. Used to sit in the old headquarters, but after the Ogres got their panties in a twist the ruling council at the time decided that the statue should be displayed publicly. It has countless enchantments on it to preserve it from the weather and from stupid teenagers with cans of paint.” 
 
    She considered Volka’s shield for a moment, while Nameless considered the shield on the statue with confused emotions. 
 
    Why do I get the sense that the sculptor got my nose wrong? 
 
    Miranda’s eyes widened at Volka’s wry thought before she let loose a barking laugh. 
 
    “Come on then, time to face the music. Kid, keep her covered for now. We can have the flock and gawk later when we aren’t in a rush.” 
 
    Several days prior, when they had first made it back into populated areas, Miranda had insisted that Nameless wrap the shield in a blanket to keep people from going nuts over it. At first Volka complained that it was itchy, but when Nameless made to remove it the Valkyrie had laughed that he had fallen for her joke. 
 
    Miranda and her girls led them through the gate of the walled compound, the guards on duty checking her identification before waving them through, though they couldn’t help but stare at the eclectic group. 
 
    The Amazons escorting them shared in some of the others’ astonishment at the scale of the building before them but were still intent on protecting him from anyone and anything so they showed little of it. 
 
    It quickly became apparent that word of their arrival had spread to the Aegis girls inside. 
 
    Nameless grew very self conscious as monster girls of every sort stared at him with curious and often hungry eyes: even if they didn’t know about Volka they at least seemed to know that he was an Empath. 
 
    He couldn’t help but be intimidated and leaned into Milly for support. The Minotaur wrapped an arm around him and began to return glares of her own, her meaning was clear. 
 
    Back off, this man is mine. 
 
    The looks of desire turned to pouts, especially when Erica, Nina and the wild looking Amazons joined in glaring with Milly, flanking him on either side. 
 
    Miranda led them into the large entry area, and they drew more than a few shocked looks. She sighed as she took in the size of the group and offered Nameless a shake of her head. 
 
    “I didn’t think this through, way too many people here to fit-” 
 
    “Miranda?” 
 
    Miranda turned and her fist came to her breast in an automatic salute to the uniformed woman in front of her. 
 
    “Ma’am.” 
 
    Commander Dawn Morrow returned the salute while at the same time giving a wondering shake of her head. 
 
    “Shit, we thought you died out there. Welcome back.” 
 
    Miranda smiled with one side of her mouth. 
 
    “Few close calls, but still alive.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    Dawn took in the sight of the Amazons and the four monster girls around Nameless, her curious eyes lingered on the short man for some time, finally she offered him her hand. 
 
    Her grip was firm. 
 
    “Mister Nameless, a pleasure to meet you, I’ve heard good things.” 
 
    “Um, it’s just Nameless actually.” 
 
    “Ma’am, don’t mean to rush the introductions but we need to talk, and I do mean right now.” 
 
    Her commander frowned at the serious expression then jerked her head in understanding. 
 
    “Right, my office.” 
 
    Dawn took a couple steps away, gesturing for Miranda to follow. 
 
    “While I’m in with Dawn why don’t you kids go and check out the city? Just don’t go too far from the square. And try not to get lost. Jan will find you later when we know what’s going on.” 
 
    The Wolfen smiled and touched one finger to the side of her nose before abruptly burying her face into one of the chestier Amazons’ cleavage and giving a long sniff. The girl stumbled back with an oath and a blush. 
 
    “Needed to get the scent.” Jan grinned. 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes and Dawn smiled. 
 
    “Behave puppy, we’ll see you all later.” 
 
    She followed her commanding officer, her sniggering bond-mates in tow. The rest of them took her advice. Excited to see what the city had to offer, they left the compound. 
 
    As Miranda requested, they mostly just browsed the stalls all around Divinity Square, the Amazons spent a great deal of time sitting on one of the stone benches in front of the statue. When Nameless and his girls were finished browsing they joined the warriors in considering the statue of Volka and the Aegis. 
 
    “My people used to make pilgrimages to see this work. I never understood why until now.” 
 
    Escrya’s voice was thick with emotion. As impressive as the city was, she and her sisters found all of the stonework cold and lifeless. The only exception was this one piece of art that touched on the topic dearest to their hearts. 
 
    Jan found them there some time later and escorted them back into the Bastion. 
 
    “Turns out Sadie and Xalanth are off somewhere, probably fucking on top of a mountain or something. You’re to meet with the council the day after tomorrow, guess you aren’t that important after all!” 
 
    With a wink she left them in their spacious quarters, Escrya, Myrina and her warriors were just across the hall in similar accommodations. 
 
    Erica waited about two seconds before jumping on the bed excitedly, her shirt flying up to reveal her tummy, her black panties and her knives. 
 
    “At last, a proper bed! And we are so going to break it!” 
 
    Ophelia sighed indulgently, Milly blushed and bit her lip, Nameless smiled as heat flowed through him and Nina dropped her hammer before tackling the Katje to do just that. 
 
    The bed survived the night, barely. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Erica awoke the following morning before the others. Rolling onto all fours she gave a great feline stretch on the spacious bed, her back arched and her mouth yawned wide while her tongue curled out. 
 
    Absently rubbing at her eyes she looked down at her beloved master as he slept. She smiled in amusement at the bit of drool at the corner of his mouth. She toyed with the idea of slipping under the covers to wake him with her rough tongue, but the kitty was feeling a bit selfish that morning. 
 
    “Master, wake up.” She leaned down and whispered in his ear. 
 
    He didn’t respond right away so she took his ear between her teeth and nibbled at it playfully. 
 
    “Mwah!” He woke, confused at the sensation. 
 
    “Morning lover.” She purred. 
 
    He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and turned his head to smile at her, then pressed his lips to hers for a tender kiss. 
 
    “Morning kitty.” 
 
    “Lover…” She purred at his affection while tracing one finger over his lips; “Can I sit on your face?” 
 
    Surprised and aroused at her request, he smiled. 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    He gave her another, more passionate kiss. 
 
    “Sweet…” 
 
    She shifted herself up as he drew the cover down a bit to give her room, moving quickly but quietly so as not to wake the others. She straddled his head, her body facing the smooth wall of their quarters with her legs resting on his shoulders and the pink pads of her feline paws face up on his lower chest. 
 
    She wanted to look down into his eyes. 
 
    “Spoil me lover.” She whispered as she lowered her pussy to his waiting mouth and ran one hand through his hair. 
 
    “Happily.” He responded before boldly thrusting his tongue out and parting her lips, lathing it over her inner folds. 
 
    She purred in satisfaction as her eyes fluttered closed. 
 
    He started with long slow licks; avoiding her clit he instead circled his tongue around her opening. She was soon dripping with desire. 
 
    One hand gripped her own hair behind her head as she settled more of her weight on to his face, purring even more intensely. 
 
    “Mmmm, so good Master.” 
 
    Encouraged by her words his hands reached out and grabbed her shifting tail, gripping the sleek black fur with his palms he pulled away from her. Stroking her slowly and rhythmically, when one hand reached as far as it could the other started at the base again. 
 
    She let out a gasping pant at his attention to her tail, and then began to rock on his face as her pleasure ramped up. 
 
    He planted a sucking kiss on her slit, then decided to escalate and thrust his tongue inside her and swirled it around against her inner walls. 
 
    The hand in her hair shifted down to tweak one erect nipple while her grip in his hair tightened. 
 
    She bit her lip and locked eyes with him. Her wide green gaze was intense and he found himself unable to look away. Prey caught in the eyes of a predator. 
 
    Her purring was interspersed now with little gasps and moans as her inner muscles clamped around his tongue. His hands released her tail and cupped her perky butt, kneading the tanned cheeks firmly and encouraging her to rock on his face faster. 
 
    “AH! Never st- ah! Never stop fucking me with your tongue!” She gasped out. 
 
    In her pleasure she was no longer concerned with waking the others, and there was some stirring in the sheets beside them. 
 
    To her displeasure he withdrew his tongue. 
 
    “I have to, if I don’t, I can’t do this.” 
 
    He swirled his tongue around her neglected clit, then drew it between his lips and sucked as hard as he could. 
 
    She yowled and thrashed at the sudden sensation on her sensitive bud, both hands latched on his hair as she ground her pussy into his face. 
 
    He stopped in his suction just long enough to mumble at her with her flesh still in his mouth as his hot breath washing over her sensitive skin. 
 
    “Cum for me kitty, I want to see it.” 
 
    He quickly latched on to her clit again as her breathing ceased, her mouth open wide as ecstasy took her, she thrashed her hips a few times while he continued to suckle, lick and nip at her clit. 
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head and a bit of drool trickle out of the corner of her mouth, at last she gasped in a breath and let out a surprisingly deep moan at the intense pleasure that he was giving her. Her hips spasmed and she thrashed some more. 
 
    His released one ass cheek and brought his hand back to give her bum a couple of firm swats, knowing that she wanted it. After several more paroxysms of pleasure she collapsed on top of him, her over-stimulated pussy shifting down off his chin as she folded herself around his head. 
 
    She lay like that for a couple of minutes, her head buried in his pillow. 
 
    “Is that what you were after this morning my love?” He spoke into her naval, his face now covered by her warm tummy. 
 
    Her only response was a satisfied purr. 
 
    They lay like that for a few more minutes, he began to stroke her tail again as she recovered. He nuzzled himself against her stomach, her yielding flesh surrounding his nose and mouth. 
 
    And then he ruined everything by blowing a raspberry against her skin. 
 
    She let out a surprised meow at the noise and the sensation as she rolled off of him. 
 
    “Aw! I was enjoying that!” She pouted. 
 
    “So was I.” 
 
    She couldn’t help but giggle at his antics. 
 
    Neither could the others. 
 
    There was a round of good mornings as the other girls greeted them. They had all slept well; the previous night’s activities and the luxury of a proper bed ensured that. 
 
    Nameless worked his jaw a bit, gave a stretch and propped himself up on his elbows to look at his girls. 
 
    “So, who’s next?” 
 
    Three hands shot into the air. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24: 
 
    Reunited 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a very pleasurable early morning they went out to get some fresh air after breakfast, but as they exited the Bastion a familiar group of figures all but charged them as they made their way towards the gate of the compound. 
 
    “Kar!” Erica called enthusiastically. 
 
    The loping Amazon had sprinted ahead of her sisters and scooped Erica into a warm hug which was soon joined by Milly. 
 
    Kar was laughing and crying as she broke away from them. 
 
    “I heard! We all heard! It’s really true isn’t it?!” 
 
    Without explaining she pulled Nameless into another hug, his face pressed into her firm breasts and he found that he was so happy to see her that he didn’t mind her bosomy embrace one bit. And everything that might have been between them from when they traveled together was back now in force, the memory of her heated offers, the friendly touches, all of it. 
 
    A lump formed in his throat as he returned her embrace with vigor. 
 
    While Kar clung to him fiercely he realized that the warriors were all crying happily around them and that news of their discovery must have spread to the Amazons in the city. There were a great many hugs to follow as the old friends were reunited. 
 
    The Saenga warriors held back a bit, sizing up the other Amazons, until they too were pulled into friendly embraces and some quick introductions were made. 
 
    “My husband told us much of your adventures. You wouldn’t believe the stories people are telling about you in the city! I swear every Undine for miles has been pestering Juni for details since last night!” 
 
    Yana wiped a tear from her face and pulled Nameless free from one of the other girls’ breasts only to put him into her own, he felt a pair of wet hands on his neck when Juni joined the hug over Yana’s shoulder. 
 
    The Amazons’ mood turned reverent as their embraces finally broke up and he shyly unwrapped the shield and held Volka up for all to see. 
 
    “Um, Kar, Yana, girls… This is Volka.” 
 
    Hail and well met, tribe of Brael, try not to suffocate my husband, I’m rather fond of him. 
 
    He couldn’t help it, he laughed at the look of utter disbelief on their faces at Volka’s warm and teasing voice in their heads. 
 
    It was the Saenga all over again, even the stalwart Yana openly wept. 
 
    They were creating quite the spectacle in the middle of the Aegis compound, uniformed people gawking at them from all sides and a harried looking official had to all but shoo them over to one of the spacious training areas around the tower. 
 
    So they spent a few hours catching up with the Amazons, he had set Volka’s shield on one of the equipment racks, where it looked very out of place indeed amongst the padded practice weapons. 
 
    All was going well… until Nameless was abducted. 
 
    Standing on one of the wooden benches around the sandy training rings, Erica was telling them all an only-slightly-embellished version of how Milly had destroyed the seeker in the vault beneath the sand, the Minotaur was red to the roots of her hair and receiving many pats on the back from the gathered Amazons at her victory. 
 
    But the Katje didn’t get to finish her story as a strange buzzing sound came from above. The gathered monster girls looked up in time to witness Hornets descending all around him. 
 
    “The queen requests an audience with the Empath.” One of them said in a firm voice. 
 
    “Um, what?” 
 
    “We are to bring you to her.” 
 
    Abruptly he was airborne, a Hornet gripping him under his arms on either side while one other tucked each of his legs under her arms. 
 
    He heard shouts of protest and saw the others scrambling below but they were quickly drowned in the buzzing of the Hornets and faded into obscurity when they shot into the air. He barely had time to be afraid of the great height they were at or to marvel at the incredible view before they flew into the side of one of the many spires in the city. 
 
    They set him on his feet gently and he swallowed his nerves as the Hornets formed up around him: he couldn’t tell if it was an honour guard or if he was a prisoner… 
 
    As he looked at his surroundings he gaped at the strange construction, the usual smooth stone had been coated in something that looked like opaque yellow melted glass, nearly a foot thick. Beneath his feet the surface was smooth but just as hard as stone. 
 
    The Hornets guided him into the labyrinth-like structure until he was well and truly lost in the yellowy hive. Eventually he was led into a massive room with hexagonal cubbies formed from the strange substance all around the walls. Many of them were occupied by other Hornets who appeared to be resting. At the center of the room was a massive circular bed surrounded by fine silk curtains of various yellow and orange hues. 
 
    “My Queen, we have brought you the nameless man!” The Hornet to his right proclaimed. 
 
    “Oh! Goody! I was so looking forward to this! You may go sweetie, I shall tend to my guest personally.” 
 
    “As you command, my Queen.” 
 
    The Hornets all around him suddenly broke away, some taking up position by the entrance while others settled into the cubbies in the walls. 
 
    The silky curtain was drawn back and Nameless found himself staring at one of the most voluptuous women he had ever met in his life. 
 
    Her hair was short and straw coloured, and an ornate golden circlet adorned her head, at the center of which was a bright yellow stone that he suspected was her heart. She had two segmented black antennae sticking up from her hairline and framing the stone in her crown. She also had the same insectoid wings as the others coming out of her back. 
 
    She was clad in a very sheer yellow negligee and he could clearly see her nipples through the fabric. 
 
    “Hi honey!” She said with a broad smile as the translucent wings on her back gave a rapid flutter and she was abruptly much closer to him than he was comfortable with. 
 
    “Um, hi?” 
 
    “Ooooh, you are just as bashful as I had heard. Come on honey, we have much to discuss!” 
 
    With that she took his hands in her surprisingly strong grip and half flew, half dragged him to the bed. 
 
    “Welcome to my bower, do you like it?” She gave a wave of one arm to their surroundings. 
 
    She had lain him down on the soft mattress and draped her form across his. Her ample breasts could have even given Milly competition as they pressed tight to his side. 
 
    “I-it’s nice?” 
 
    “It is isn’t it? But forgive me, I know who you are but you do not know me. I am Queen Oldeera, and you are most welcome in my chambers, and in my bed…” 
 
    Nameless squirmed as she finished her introduction with a seductive buzz from her wings. 
 
    “How can I help you, er, Queen?” 
 
    She poo-pooed his use of her title. 
 
    “No need for formality.” She giggled, her laughter doing distracting things to the flesh of her breasts. 
 
    “Okay, how may I help you Oldeera, and please remove your hand from my groin. My bond-mates wouldn’t like it.” 
 
    Her hand had drifted down and was cupping his penis through his pants, and though still taken aback by her nearness, he knew how upset the others would be at the queen’s forwardness. 
 
    She smiled at his words. 
 
    “Mmmm, I bet.” Her hand stayed where it was, if anything cupping his length tighter; “Here is the thing honey. I would very much like to count myself amongst those women who share your bed, and before you say anything you should know the kind of perks that come with bonding with a hive!” 
 
    His mouth had opened to object but she cut him off as she called out to the surrounding girls. 
 
    “Come then my sweets! My guest is even shyer than I expected, let’s show him what it means to own the heart of a queen!” 
 
    The silk curtains were cast aside as dozens of naked girls surrounded the bed on all sides. 
 
    The Hornets were built differently than their queen: while her breasts were large and her form shapely, they were slight of frame, with hardened muscles and small breasts that had formerly been covered in dark chitinous armour. 
 
    Nameless blushed under the intensity of their hungry gaze. 
 
    Oldeera’s eyes were just as hungry as she spoke to him while stroking his length through his pants. 
 
    “You see honey, when you bond with the queen you bond with the hive. Just imagine it, dozens of beauties attending to your every whim.” 
 
    She leaned back and slipped her negligee down to reveal her impressive breasts and Nameless found that his mouth was dry with nerves at the sight. 
 
    “Imagine your toes being sucked on by my loyal girls, their tongues going over every inch of you. Imagine grabbing any one of them at any time and stuffing your cock down their willing throats. Or imagine grabbing me and doing the same!” 
 
    She leaned towards his crotch and pressed her face to his engorged member and buzzed her wings again. 
 
    The vibration was intense. The whole experience was intense, too intense. He scampered back away from the aggressive girls, only to have hands descend on his shoulders from behind. 
 
    He was surrounded, and was feeling very trapped. 
 
    “And imagine honey, just imagine, your other girls being likewise serviced long into the night. My sweets derive their pleasure from mine so it wouldn’t take anything extra to make them happy.” 
 
    She reared up, pinching her nipples and biting her lip; evidently she was imagining it herself. Then she locked eyes with him and her expression turned grave. 
 
    “And imagine dozens of angry Hornets to unleash upon your foes. Our lances aren’t for show.” 
 
    “I don’t have any foes!” He squeaked as he tried to fend off the grasping hands of the Hornets all around him. 
 
    “And you never will with my hive watching over you.” She responded quickly as she began to crawl up his body again, her wings buzzing still. 
 
    “P-please let me go!” He pleaded. 
 
    “What?!” She stopped abruptly, her face a mask of shock; “You aren’t my prisoner honey! This is flirting!” 
 
    In his rattled mind he observed that Nina flirted with more subtlety. 
 
    She sat up and gave a single snap of her fingers and abruptly the other Hornets released him and began to clothe themselves, the chitinous armour once more covering their breasts from his view. 
 
    “It would seem I have made a miscalculation, you know, most men would have been all over me the moment they were carried in here.” 
 
    She sulked a bit as she pulled her lingerie back on, for all the good it did for her modesty. 
 
    Nameless breathed a sigh of relief as he slumped back against the bed. 
 
    “How come everywhere I go women just throw themselves at me? The Amazons, Jubby, and now this?” He said into the air, speaking to no one in particular. 
 
    “Simple honey, you are an Empath, many girls go their whole lives unable to find a bond-mate. But you can bond with anyone! And that doesn’t even take into account all of the things that you have accomplished. Don’t think I don’t know about that shield!” 
 
    She loomed over him again, and cupped his head in her hands, though somehow she wasn’t so terrifying now. Instead she was almost… motherly. 
 
    He sat up and threw his feet over the edge of the bed. The Hornets that had surrounded it were all in their cubbies again. 
 
    “But I already have five girls bonded to me!” He protested. 
 
    “Hmmm, you should know that just makes you even more desirable. It speaks of a good heart and loving nature.” Her voice was wistful now. 
 
    “I still don’t understand. You don’t even know me at all!” 
 
    “What is there to know? You are selfless, loving and gentle, everything beyond that is just details. You would be perfect for my hive!” 
 
    She buzzed up into the air and settled beside him where he sat at the edge of her bed. She looked down at him as they sat together. 
 
    “Seriously though honey, I am sorry that I frightened you, any other man in Garland would gladly sacrifice a limb to find themselves carried into my bower. So I just assumed you would too. It has been a long time since my Hornets have found someone worthy of sharing my bed! And it seems that it is true what they say, all the good ones are taken.” 
 
    Her sigh was morose and he couldn’t help but feel bad for the lonely queen. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You are too kind. At least jerk off on my tits once before you leave?” Her voice was hopeful as she licked her lips for his benefit. 
 
    He swallowed and shook his head. 
 
    “My bond-mates-” 
 
    “-Wouldn’t like it.” She finished for him, nodding her head with another sigh; “Very well then, my hive is pledged to the Aegis, but should you change your mind, seek me out and I will happily pledge it to you.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure how to respond so he simply gave her a wan smile. 
 
    There was a long pause between them as she regarded him, her face inscrutable. 
 
    “I really should get back to my friends…” He said quietly. 
 
    Her antennae twitched as she nodded and snapped her fingers again. Without delay several Hornets surrounded him and carried him off. 
 
    After he was gone she had her Hornets draw her curtains closed. 
 
    “Well fuck.” She settled onto her royal bed and into a royal pout. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The sound of grunts and shouting voices greeted Nameless as he was returned to the Aegis compound. Milly and Erica were training with Yana and her Amazons once again, although this time they were both attacking Kar at once, presumably at her request. Apparently Yana had informed the girls that he wasn’t in any danger from Oldeera’s Hornets so they had simply carried on without him. 
 
    He stayed back and watched for a while as the trained. 
 
    “Move your feet apart Milly! Keep yourself balanced or she’ll topple you!” Once again Yana was taking a hand in their training, shouting instructions to them as they circled the other Amazon in the sandy training area; “Erica! She won’t fall for it so don’t even try.” 
 
    With a hiss Erica dropped the handful of sand she had picked up as Milly and Kar began exchanging heavy blows once more. 
 
    “Is this about that honour stuff? Cuz winning seems more important!” 
 
    Kar threw a feint at Milly before released her own fistful of dirt from her other hand into the Minotaur’s face. 
 
    “Hey!” Milly complained as she stumbled back. 
 
    Kar then tackled the disoriented cow around the midsection and brought the stronger monster down, Erica chose that time to leap onto her back but Kar promptly rolled off of Milly and onto Erica, the three now in the dirt, Milly coughing at the Amazon’s dirty trick while Kar quickly pinned the hissing Katje. 
 
    “Honour has its place, but not in a fight to the death. You’re right: all that matters is winning.” 
 
    Kar was breathing heavily as she held her face inches from the Katje’s, their noses almost touching. 
 
    They held that pose for several moments, and then her face began to drift lower and Erica’s eyes fluttered closed. 
 
    “You two going to fight or fuck?” Nina asked. 
 
    She was examining the craftsmanship of the Aegis practice weapons on their racks while her bond-sisters were sparring. 
 
    Kar shook her head slightly to clear it before lifting herself off of Erica. 
 
    “Fight now, fuck later?” The kitty said cheekily. 
 
    The Amazon returned her smile and bit her lip before helping her up. 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    Yana rolled her eyes. 
 
    “I think perhaps I should spar with you from now on, since you seem unable to focus with Kar?” 
 
    The threat in her words was painfully obvious. 
 
    “No, we’ll be good! Promise!” Erica squeaked. 
 
    Milly was still rubbing at the dirt in her eyes, her lip in a pout. 
 
    “How come I get a face-full of dirt and Erica gets promises of sex?” 
 
    Kar laughed as she fixed her loose ponytail before hauling Milly to her feet. 
 
    “Because you two did as instructed! You have clearly been practicing and have made great progress. If I hadn’t cheated you might have bested me!” 
 
    Yana nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Yes, your adventures have toughened you it is true, as has the time you spent with the Saenga, their fighting style is different from ours, less rigid and disciplined, more fluid and wild. But only good can come from learning many different ways of fighting.” 
 
    At the mention of the Saenga Nameless looked around until he spotted them working with some of the other Brael warriors, a friendly competition seemed to have sprung up between the disparate Amazons as Myrina and Riya squared off. 
 
    Arms encircled his waist and a familiar floral scent filled his nostrils as Ophelia rested her chin on his shoulder while her breasts pressed into his upper back. 
 
    “You should know dearheart; Nina fully intends to tie a rope around you to keep you from floating away again. We’re all going to help, Milly agreed to sit on you so you don’t squirm too much.” 
 
    She planted a kiss on his ear. 
 
    He was about to apologize, but then, he had been kidnapped. 
 
    “So this queen… was she very pretty?” 
 
    “Nope, not even a little bit.” 
 
    He was stupid but he wasn’t an idiot. 
 
    She giggled and kissed his ear several more times. 
 
    “And yet despite scaring you silly she seems to have aroused you in no small measure.” 
 
    One hand dropped down and cupped his crotch and squeezed rhythmically. 
 
    “Ophelia!” 
 
    They were blocked on one side by one of the racks of training supplies but still very much in public. And as he feared someone spotted them, though at least it was just Kar. 
 
    He met her eyes just as she finished pouring a bucket of water over her head, the droplets glistening in the sunlight as they rolled down her neck and into her cleavage. 
 
    The Amazon smiled at the sight of him and smiled even wider when her eyes slid down to where his Flutterby was fondling him. She then winked and trailed one finger over the water on her breasts and down to her taught naval, then held her mouth open for him, just as she had in the woods several weeks prior. 
 
    Once again he couldn’t tell if it was Kar’s arousal or his own that came over him in a wave. He groaned as his cock jumped in his pants and Ophelia caressed him. 
 
    “Then again, perhaps it wasn’t the queen at all. You really want her don’t you dearheart? Kar I mean, not the royal kidnapper.” 
 
    Ophelia was teasing at first but the more she sensed his emotions on the matter the less she teased, her grip on his crotch eased. 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything, we’ll do as Volka says and spend more time with her. I know that Milly and Erica especially have grown very fond of her, and I think Nina appreciates the idea of having another warrior around. For my part I won’t ever forget how she protected you in Bramblewood.” 
 
    She kissed his ear again and released him, then turned him around and rested her arms on his shoulders, her smile was as warm and understanding as it had ever been, she kissed him once on the nose. 
 
    The intimacy between them was broken however, by the sudden arrival of a Dragon. 
 
    Xalanth landed in the middle of the training ring, sending dust everywhere as she scanned the faces of the people and monsters in the compound. 
 
    Nina turned from the racks of weapons and spoke nonchalantly. 
 
    “Hey ‘Lanthy, where you bin?” 
 
    With her glowing green eyes, the Dragon took in the giant. 
 
    “Enjoying a tryst with my love, mountain-daughter. Miranda is in with the council again, and my lady meanwhile would like to speak with your lord if you can spare him.” 
 
    Nina caught sight of Nameless and gave him a once over. 
 
    She sniffed. 
 
    “Lord? There’s a fantasy we haven’t tried yet.” 
 
    The Dragon smiled at the joke. 
 
    He and his other girls couldn’t help but wonder at the casual way Nina addressed the Dragon, even though they had met Xalanth before they were still awestruck in her presence. 
 
    The Dragon followed Nina’s gaze and spoke to Nameless. 
 
    “The Aegis has already extended you hospitality on my behalf, but allow me to say that you and your escort are most welcome in my home, young Empath.” 
 
    She tilted her horned head at the Saenga Amazons, the warriors had kept their composure and Escrya bowed her own head in acknowledgment, though her eyes were wide and she didn’t say anything. 
 
    The training session broke apart, Erica wanted to check out the market quarter in the city proper so she and his girls left to do just that. While Yana’s people returned to their duties and the Saenga girls watched in awe, Xalanth flew Nameless to see Sadie after he had retrieved and covered up Volka again. 
 
    It was the third time that morning that he found himself airborne, he disliked flying but wasn’t about to tell the Dragon that as she carried him to the very top of the Bastion and flew them into the side of the massive building. 
 
    He was soon drinking tea with the white haired woman and her powerful bond-mate and filling them in on his adventures. 
 
    He had much to tell them. 
 
    The revelation that the Empaths were created by the Valkyrie was staggering to both Sadie and the Dragon. He wasn’t sure how they would take the news when he explained about their shared history. 
 
    Sadie did not take it well. 
 
    “Then we have failed them.” 
 
    She sighed and dabbed at one eye with her napkin. 
 
    Nameless protested but Sadie shook her head. 
 
    “We’re the last ones, Nameless. After we struck our bond, Xalanth and I searched for years for others. We found only three in all that time. One of them died young, the other just disappeared one day. When Miranda found you I had hope again, but it faded quickly. We really are the last ones, us and Jonathan. He is lost to us, and I have no strength left in me.” 
 
    Xalanth rested her claws on her shoulders comfortingly. 
 
    He tried his best to distract her from their status as an endangered species. 
 
    “Tell me, what was Jonathan like?” 
 
    Sadie shook off her despair and looked thoughtful for a moment as she considered how best to answer his question. 
 
    “Driven. Just like you, he couldn’t not help if he saw a girl who needed it. I learned early on to pace myself, but Jonathan would go from one girl’s tormented mind to another until he would collapse from exhaustion. Ultimately he burned himself out trying to save them all.” 
 
    Nameless could understand that sentiment, the thought of Erica or Nina alone in the darkness made him shudder. 
 
    “How did it happen?” 
 
    Sadie looked mournful. 
 
    “A Lapine was brought in. Her stone was completely black before the Aegis found her. They brought her to us and I told them there was nothing we could do, but Jonathan…” 
 
    “He tried to save her?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I don’t understand. You said he was burning himself out, but I have only seen two girls who had…” 
 
    “There was a massive surge in the number of Tenebrae about twenty years ago, we still don’t know why. This lasted for nearly a decade and only diminished about six months after Jonathan fell into darkness and I lost my strength. The Aegis were working in double shifts for all that time, trying to keep it quiet to prevent panic… they came down so very hard on anyone who violated the charter.” 
 
    They sat together in silence for several minutes as Nameless absorbed the information. Sadie watched him, sipping her tea while Xalanth began to rub her shoulders with her strong claws. She sighed and her eyes lidded somewhat at her mate’s affections, her moment of despair forgotten. 
 
    “So Jonathan is in a coma now?” 
 
    “Yes. He is just a few floors down from us in one of the towers. His bond-mate tends to him while he sleeps. I’ve tried to reach him but he is gone.” 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “I considered this, after your Gigas… but Nameless, my friend, an Empath going dark isn’t like a monster girl. His mind is a kaleidoscope of pain that he has absorbed from hordes of Tenebrae. To save him you would need to…” Her voice trailed off as her gaze shifted to the covered shield leaning against his leg. 
 
    “My lady?” Xalanth paused in her shoulder rub, her rumbling voice tinged with concern. 
 
    “She helped you with your Gigas right? Could she perhaps help you with this?” 
 
    I am Valkyrie, defender of the innocent, my will is as steel. Together we saved Nina and together we will save this Jonathan. 
 
    Volka’s voice reverberated in his skull like a trumpet call to arms. And from the shocked look on their faces, Xalanth and Sadie’s as well. 
 
    “You finished your nap sweetie?” He asked drily. 
 
    She had been silent since Xalanth had arrived. 
 
    She gave what sounded like a delicate snort in their minds. 
 
    Nap? How droll you are Husband, I merely wished to get the measure of our hosts. 
 
    “Wha, but… how?” 
 
    It was all Sadie could manage. 
 
    Now that I am united with my husband it takes no energy at all to reach out to those around him. In fact, I now draw my power directly from him, and he is young and full of vigor, as he has been demonstrating on a nightly basis with my bond-sisters. 
 
    His ears went bright red and Sadie tittered into her hand, while Xalanth barked out a laugh that filled the room with its rumbling peals. 
 
    Nameless discovered that it was a strange thing to see a Dragon laugh, strange and terrible as a chill went down his spine. 
 
    Do not fear my love. For all of the Valkyrie know of Xalanth Flame-tongue! She who battled alongside the Second Heavenly Host in the mountains on the northern front even before I was born. It was one of the worst engagements of the war and without her intervention many more would have perished. The Dragon is of noble heart, as is this worthy lady. 
 
    Sadie and Xalanth paused in their mirth. 
 
    “High praise coming from an angel, you have my thanks, warrior of light.” Xalanth inclined her head slightly; “And it is as you say, once upon a time I knew many of your sisters, knew them, and fought alongside them. Their loss pains me still.” 
 
    There was a pause, and Nameless could sense the deep sorrow that Volka felt at being the last of her kind, then her voice echoed in their minds again, this time with great solemnity. 
 
    Thank you, Flame-tongue. My sisters will rest easier knowing that a Dragon grieves for them. May the winds ever bow to the will of your wings, and may your precious lady find a reprieve from the darkness that she has endured. 
 
    Nameless picked up the shield and held it in front of him facing inwards, the faint glow of her stone visible through its covering. 
 
    “Are you alright? I know how hard it is for you to think about some of this stuff.” 
 
    I am well, although the feeling of your arms around me makes me nostalgic for the days when I might have been able to return your embrace. But the Aegis endures, peace reigns, and I am content. 
 
    Xalanth nodded. 
 
    “Yes, it endures. Though so does the darkness that the Aegis continues to contend with.” 
 
    Ever has it been so. Monster girls are not without their own foibles, but man is singularly gifted in this regard. Still, as long as those like yourself and your lady stand against it, the darkness will never win through. For our part, we should strive then to waken this Jonathan from his painful repose. 
 
    Nameless clenched his jaw in determination. 
 
    “Sounds like a plan.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 25: 
 
    Broken Dreams 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sadie brought them into a small room in a side tower that jutted off of the Bastion. It was occupied by a strange looking monster girl perched on a stool next to a bed with an unconscious man in it. 
 
    Evadne was an enigma to Nameless, she was clearly attached to the man prone on the bed at her side, but she was utterly indifferent to him and even to Sadie. She was also unlike any monster girl he knew of; her hair was black as night and she had large bat-like wings folded at her back that were an equally dark colour. But the most striking thing about her was her tail. 
 
    It was a massive snake. 
 
    Nameless had a hard time not shying away from it as it gave soft rasping noises against the floor of Jonathan’s room while writhing behind her, it’s tongue flickering out to taste their scent in the air. 
 
    “As I was saying, this is Nameless and he would like to try to help Jonathan.” 
 
    Evadne gave him a brief glance before turning to Sadie with a placid expression. 
 
    “This child wants to help… You can’t be serious, what could he possibly do?” 
 
    Sadie heaved a tolerant sigh. Evidently she was accustomed to the woman’s cold attitude. 
 
    “He is an Empath. And you would be surprised at what he can do, and has already done for that matter.” 
 
    For the first time Evadne displayed some emotion, her eyes widening at Sadie’s words. She stood, her wings whispering as they shifted with her. 
 
    She loomed over him, her eyes still so cold that they made him nervous. Her intense stare lasted far longer then was comfortable and he couldn’t help but squirm a bit at her look. 
 
    At last she spoke. 
 
    “Fine, come back in an hour.” 
 
    “I can try to help now-” 
 
    “In an hour.” She repeated. 
 
    Sadie sighed again, and then nodded as she and Nameless took their leave. 
 
    “I have to attend the council meeting. Miranda is still briefing them on your adventures and the weapons that you all found in the wastes. Will you be alright here by yourself?” 
 
    Nameless nodded, not wanting to be a burden simply because he found the monster girl in the room unnerving. 
 
    “I’ll be fine, Volka is here. We’ll go grab lunch or something.” 
 
    He smiled as he felt a warm pulse from her shield, she liked that he felt safe with her. His smile faded though as he thought about Evadne. 
 
    “Evadne… what is she?” 
 
    Sadie tilted her head. 
 
    “She is Chimera, very powerful.” She frowned as she continued; “In fact, she is the Chimera. Her sisters were all killed during the war. She is old, though I’ve never asked just how old. Anyways, I am going to be late, so I will see you after the meeting, and perhaps I will see Jonathan as well.” 
 
    She spoke with hope in her eyes and Nameless was determined not to disappoint her. 
 
    The Chimera is in pain. The grief she contends with is overwhelming. With her bond-mate in such a state and being the last of her people, she bears a terrible burden. 
 
    Volka knew exactly what that was like. 
 
    “Do you know what happened to them?” 
 
    Her people were rare even before the war and all were killed when I was still a fledgling. To my knowledge it was the most devastating weapon that the Empire ever unleashed prior to the calamity. I remember the fear and grief of my elders, but little details. It is a wonder that this poor creature was spared. 
 
    The girls were still out shopping so he wandered down to grab a bite to eat in the mess hall. Once more he received the now-familiar flirty looks from the gathered monster girls, but it seemed that word of his existing bonds had spread and so they left him in peace. 
 
    Especially after Escrya and her girls found him again and settled onto the metal benches all around him. 
 
    “It is difficult indeed to keep you safe Valkyrja-datta when you fly away from us so frequently.” Myrina complained. 
 
    One of the Amazons ran her hand over the metallic surface of the table and shook her head. 
 
    “Most of our village could fit in this one space, but there is no life in this room, where is the cook-fire? Where is the sense of community?” 
 
    He smiled, remembering their village and the warmth of their people. 
 
    Your protection is appreciated as always dear friends, though I believe that if there is anyplace to call safe it is as a guest of a Dragon and in the heart of the Aegis. My husband and I have a difficult task ahead of us, but your company is most welcome. 
 
    “If there is anything we can do to aid you Lightbringer, you have but to name it.” Escrya spoke for all of the Amazons. 
 
    Nameless opened his mouth but Volka once again surprised them all. 
 
    Know any good jokes? 
 
    He blew out his breath and laughed, his nerves forgotten for a moment. He spent more time pushing the food on his plate around with his fork then he did eating it. 
 
    Even with the Amazons around him he couldn’t help the knot of anxiety in his gut at the memory of the unconscious Empath and the apathetic stare of the Chimera. 
 
    Finally, and with the hour nearly spent, he gave up on lunch and, now accompanied by the Amazons, went back upstairs to the lonely tower to try to save the other Empath. 
 
    Evadne opened the door before he had a chance to knock. 
 
    “You come in, sit. The crowd behind you, sit in the hall.” 
 
    It was more an order than a sign of courtesy as she pointed at the stool beside the bed and then closed the door in Myrina and Escrya’s protesting faces. 
 
    He sat, Volka’s shield was strapped to his arm again but Evadne didn’t give the odd bundle a second glance as Nameless settled beside the bed. 
 
    “I d-don’t know how long this will take, you might want to get comfortable…” His voice trailed off as he took in the Chimera. 
 
    She was leaning against the closed door with her arms crossed. 
 
    She said nothing, merely giving Jonathan’s prone form a suggestive glance. Nameless swallowed, he couldn’t remember ever meeting anyone so unsettling. 
 
    But he was there for a purpose and was determined not to let anyone down. With deliberate movements he took Jonathan’s hand in his and closed his eyes. 
 
    With monster girls it was easy, his mind was always drawn to their heartstones, but with Jonathan there was no stone to focus on. He sat in awkward silence as he strained to find the mind of the man right in front of him. 
 
    Husband, you try too hard. You are looking for a presence when you should be seeking an absence. He is there, make no mistake. I can sense the darkness and so can you. Just relax and let your instincts guide you. 
 
    Volka was a whisper in his mind, and the gentleness in her tone actually made his eyes tear up. He wiped away the moisture quickly and drew in a deep breath before doing as she said. 
 
    Barely a moment passed before he understood what she meant. With the Tenebrae he had encountered it was an all-consuming darkness that had always tried to devour him, reaching out and attacking his mind when he opened himself to them. 
 
    But Jonathan was human, and his mind worked differently. His thoughts were a dark vortex, drawing Nameless inexorably closer until he began to panic. 
 
    It was a hole in the world that sought to suck him in and unmake him. 
 
    Steady my love. We go together, no harm shall befall you. I swear it. 
 
    He imagined he could feel Volka’s arms around him as together they fell into darkness. 
 
    It was unlike anything he had experienced before. 
 
    Erica and Nina’s minds had been inordinately painful, racked with guilt and shame. But they were still their minds. 
 
    Nameless and Volka swam in an ocean of chaos. 
 
    In his life Jonathan had worked with many Tenebrae, and the memory of the tumultuous pain of each one lived on in his mind. Despite his determination, Nameless knew that he would die in this hellscape if it weren’t for Volka. 
 
    Do not despair my love! He is here, I can sense him. You must reach out to him, in this task you are far better suited than I. While you seek I will shield you from the agony of these poor souls. 
 
    Nameless nodded, or thought about nodding. Then just as he had with Nina, he searched. 
 
    He didn’t have to look long. 
 
    Jonathan was wrapped in a dense veil of shadowy figures, choking him and torturing him even as Nameless watched. 
 
    I failed her. I failed her. I failed her. 
 
    Again and again, the tortured mind repeated the three words. 
 
    W-who have you failed? 
 
    Nameless tried to reach him, but the shadows abruptly slammed into him and pushed him away from the agonizing man, despite Volka’s protection. For a moment he glimpsed what had driven the light from these girl’s heartstones. 
 
    They tried many different ways, but each time a shadow or the fragmented memory of a tortured girl slammed into them and pushed them away. In the time he spent in Jonathan’s mind, Nameless witnessed every conceivable way that a monster girl could be exploited. 
 
    Usually captured as children, just like Milly and Erica, the monsters whose memories lived on in Jonathan’s mind were forced into physical and sexual slavery. 
 
    If they could fight or didn’t make good enough sex slaves then they were put into the arena, a small mercy is that very few arenas allowed fights to the death. 
 
    Guilt. 
 
    Survivor’s guilt, both for girls who were beaten to within an inch of their lives over and over, and for those that were forced to do the beating. 
 
    Rape. 
 
    Even the depravities that he knew Erica had endured paled in comparison to some of the things that evil men would pay for. Man’s darkest urges were laid bare all around him, visited upon monster girls even when they were children. 
 
    He would have vomited if he could, he would gladly have shattered his own mind into a million pieces not to witness the things that constantly tormented the Empath before him. 
 
    Be strong Husband! Everything you have seen here is mere memory! It can only hurt you if you let it! I swear upon the lives of my sisters, we WILL save this man and put a stop to the evil that he has faced! I will take on the burden of his memory of these poor girls. You must take on his emotions. 
 
    Nameless rallied as golden light suffused his being once more, chasing away the pain the horrible visions had instilled in him. 
 
    He was an Empath, bonded mate to the last Valkyrie, whose iron-will bolstered him. She and her sisters had given everything so that he could be, and even if it killed him he would earn that sacrifice. 
 
    He looked to the light of his other anchors, to the warmth of Milly, the passion of Erica, the grace of Ophelia, and to the mountainous strength of Nina. 
 
    He looked then upon the horrors of man and refuted them with a thunderous roar that would have made his Gigas proud. 
 
    Who have you failed?! 
 
    He didn’t ask this time, he demanded. 
 
    At last the chant ended as the shadows fled from his roar, revealing a crying child that looked upon the face of the stranger in his mind with tearstained cheeks. 
 
    Wh-what? 
 
    The child’s voice was tiny as Nameless willed himself closer, the indomitable will of Volka Gundrsdotter holding back the shadows as Nameless seized Jonathan’s mind with his own. 
 
    But he realized even as he did that what he held in his mind wasn’t all that Jonathan was. 
 
    It was but a single fractured piece, a memory of a boy looking into the dead eyes of his mother. 
 
    Volka gasped in realization. 
 
    It isn’t just his memories that are scattered! His very mind was broken by his ordeals! To save him, we must make him whole. Husband, do you have the strength for this? You will need to hold all of the pieces of him together even as we wade through the darkness here. I cannot aid you with such a task. 
 
    Nameless considered the shuddering, piteous creature in his grasp: an innocent child grieving for his dead mother. 
 
    He pulled him into his arms. 
 
    I am strong enough, I have to be. 
 
    With his proclamation they burst out of the circling shadows. Though now the memories of the girls chased them, grasping at his mind with thoughts made of broken glass, slowing them down as they tried to reclaim the boy from his grasp. 
 
    Even bolstered by Volka, It was slow, agonizing work. 
 
    Many times Nameless faltered, but each time he considered the boy in his arms, the terror and pain of a child who had witnessed his mother’s violent death. 
 
    He pulled his anchors closer, mentally hugging his many loves and drawing on their strengths. 
 
    It wasn’t Nameless the Empath that held the child now; it was Ophelia the nurturing Flutterby, or rather, his memory of her. 
 
    Not long after, they found another assailed memory, the child’s father giving him his first knife. He had been so proud, right up until he had cut his hand. The look of disappointment on his father’s face when he had taken the knife away was hammering the poor boy with shame. 
 
    Milly’s milk soothed the cut, and the shame along with it. 
 
    Nameless pulled him close too, holding two children now, though they didn’t seem aware of each other. 
 
    Each fragmented piece needed to be made well, and he had to hold them all together with nothing but his will. 
 
    The first girl that rejected a teenaged Jonathan’s offer of flowers met Erica’s wrath, the memory of the Katje losing her temper on Cordelia the baker’s daughter was more than a match for the haughty girl that part of Jonathan’s mind still dwelt on so many years later. 
 
    Nameless didn’t get a complete picture of the other Empath, just the most painful parts, but this still continued for an age, or a moment, Nameless wasn’t sure as they scoured the hellish field of endless pain while searching for the broken psyche of Jonathan Pym. 
 
    Huh, his last name is Pym. 
 
    Nameless’s mind was foggy and his grip on his many charges was slipping. 
 
    There had been so many memories to find, so many varying emotions, none of them good, and it felt like his own mind was cracking from the strain. 
 
    Focus Husband, we cannot keep this up forever. But I think we are nearly done. 
 
    Volka’s voice was the glue that held him together, her voice and the memory of the other girls whose anchors were always with him. 
 
    Right, focus. 
 
    The next memory was by far the strongest, and therefore the most tormented: another adult Jonathan, a poor bunny-girl in his arms, her mind going darker by the second. 
 
    No, no, no! Dammit I failed again! 
 
    Nameless and Volka had reached him; once again Volka was fending off the dark shadows while Nameless reached out to the other Empath. 
 
    Let her go, you can’t help her anymore. 
 
    Fuck you! You understand nothing! 
 
    Surprised at his vitriol in his response Nameless tried again. 
 
    I understand the pain you feel, please let me help you be free of it. You did everything you could, and now it is time to wake up. 
 
    The angry Jonathan looked at the mass of other Jonathans that Nameless held all around him. 
 
    What the hell are those? 
 
    They’re you, parts of you that were lost. I found them and now I want to put them back together. 
 
    Fear replaced the anger on the face of the older man. 
 
    Not him. I don’t want him. 
 
    Jonathan was pointing at the first child, the one who had watched his mother die and was crying still. 
 
    Nameless was straining to hold everything together, including himself, so he was out of patience. 
 
    Tough shit! He is part of you, and as far as I can tell, you can only leave this place if you’re whole and you can’t be whole without him! 
 
    Jonathan was shaking his head, though his fear had wavered in the face of Nameless’s intense response. 
 
    Look, I’ve been through hell and back trying to save you, I don’t remember half the shit I’ve seen in here but this much I know. This poor kid is part of what makes you the man you are today. You have to take him back or it will all have been for nothing, and if I did all this for nothing then I’m going to kick you in the balls when I get out of here! 
 
    Nina’s light was shining brightly around him. 
 
    Easy, my love. Go easy. 
 
    But Nameless was out of time. 
 
    Volka I can’t, if he doesn’t take them back I’m going to lose them. And I can feel it, they’ve, urgh… they’ve latched onto me. If they go then so do I, they’ll tear me apart! 
 
    The formerly angry Jonathan, now free of the shadows around him, released the bunny girl from his arms and she drifted away into nothingness. 
 
    What’s your name? 
 
    Nameless mentally shook his head. 
 
    Nope, not doing it. That joke is played out. Now take them! 
 
    Jonathan reached one indistinct hand towards him, uncertain. But his certainty became irrelevant as the child suddenly released Nameless and slammed into the other Empath, he stumbled back in fear and pain as the memory of his mother’s death rejoined his mind. 
 
    One after another Nameless’s burden eased as the various bits and pieces of Jonathan freed themselves from his grasp and followed the first one. 
 
    Each one hit him like a blow, but with each blow he became stronger as his mind reassembled itself. 
 
    Soon Nameless was crying tears of relief as the strain of the last piece left him. 
 
    We have done it! 
 
    The Valkyrie’s voice was triumphant. 
 
    Nameless looked to Volka, and saw the last of the shadows dissipating around her glowing form. 
 
    A voice spoke behind him. 
 
    Yes you have. And now I know who you are. 
 
    Nameless turned to face the other Empath, who was looking back at him with a frown on his face. 
 
    Jonathan willed another memory into being around them, and this one was more confusing and painful than any of the others that preceded it. 
 
    Because it didn’t belong to Jonathan alone, it also belonged to Nameless. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 26: 
 
    The Mighty 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jonathan’s eyes stirred and fluttered open, while Nameless was resting his forehead in his palm. 
 
    The darkness within the other man had been all-consuming and he found himself reeling from the experience as jumbled memories and the emotional torment of so many girls scattered his thoughts. 
 
    If it weren’t for Volka’s steady presence on his arm he would probably be in the same situation as Jonathan had been. As it was it took several moments for her to help him collect himself. 
 
    During that time Jonathan stood on shaky legs while Evadne, still expressionless, walked over from the door and helped him up. His eyes looked to Nameless, his expression unreadable. 
 
    “So they found the other one? Sadie is no doubt pleased.” 
 
    “A-are you okay now?” 
 
    Nameless had gathered himself but now had a splitting headache and his tongue felt thick in his mouth. 
 
    “And he grew up to be strong enough to pull me out of that hell. Impressive. And not at all anything we planned for.” He frowned, ignoring Nameless’s question entirely. 
 
    Jonathan and Evadne looked down at him and there was a sudden tension in the room. Nameless noticed even through the pain in his head and looked up to meet Jonathan’s eyes. They were dark brown and had no warmth in them. 
 
    “Are we done with the charade then?” Evadne spoke and her voice was colder than ever. 
 
    A chill went down his spine and he felt a sudden urge to flee, but when his eyes looked to the door he saw that the locking bar was bent into place, the Chimera had trapped him with them. 
 
    The last memory burst into his mind at her tone, this one stood apart from the chaotic jumble that he had experienced in Jonathan’s mindscape. 
 
    Evadne’s voice, a wounded Troglodyte, a man screaming to save his son. 
 
    A nameless baby crying. 
 
    My love, are you unwell? 
 
    Volka was heavy on his arm, his mind was reeling as he tried to make sense of the memory that Jonathan had all but thrown at him before he woke up. 
 
    But the other Empath spoke again. 
 
    “I nearly succeeded before the darkness took me, and I know what I did wrong now. Another Empath could undo everything though, so it’s good that he found us. Sadie’s power is broken but this boy is a complication we cannot afford. There is no getting around it. You need to get rid of him.” 
 
    A stunned Nameless didn’t have time to react as Evadne seized him by the throat, hefting him with ease. 
 
    Nameless! NO!! 
 
    Volka’s scream in his mind woke him from his stupor and he desperately fought against Evadne’s grip even as the Amazons began to pound on the door from the hall. 
 
    But the Chimera was far too strong. 
 
    Ignoring his flailing limbs she deliberately drew her arm back and flung him towards the window of the room with incredible force. His entire body smashed through the glass panes and he felt a horrible snapping in his arm and all along his left side as Volka’s shield hooked on the frame and was torn from his now shattered limb. 
 
    Time slowed to a crawl. 
 
    He was falling in an arc, Evadne’s strength was incredible and her throw had him sailing out and away from the tower. He saw the beauty of the building set against the blue sky as he plummeted. He could feel all of the girls screaming in his mind, all but Volka able to sense only his danger without context. 
 
    So this is how I end… 
 
    The entire turn of events was surreal and Nameless found himself more bemused than afraid. 
 
    NO!! I will NOT allow this! 
 
    Volka’s mental shout drew his attention to the broken window that was suddenly blazing with golden light. His vision blurred and he felt his vitality flow out of him. The roar of the wind, the pain in his side and the throbbing in his head all came rushing into his consciousness as time sped up again and it was too much. 
 
    His vision grew dark around the edges as his heart faltered at the energy being drawn from him. 
 
    Through the sudden haze he saw the sun descend on him upon wings of light. But he was falling so fast that the wind was whistling in his ears… 
 
    The light was faster. 
 
    Arms wrapped him in a firm embrace and he felt his face pressed to armoured breasts and his fall was arrested. 
 
    “I have you Husband! And I shall never let you go!” 
 
    For the first time Volka’s voice sounded not in his mind but directly above his head. 
 
    Nameless eyes opened in surprise, the pain he was in all but forgotten as he basked in the loving warmth of her angelic embrace. 
 
    She was tall, a few inches shy of six feet. Her thick wavy hair was long, strawberry blonde and flowed out of her winged helmet and framed her high cheekbones. Her wings seemed to be made of the same ethereal golden light that radiated from her eyes, and they were spread wide over him, her feathers shifting with the air currents as she glided to the earth. Nameless found that he could actually see through them if he squinted his eyes. 
 
    Her breasts were a match in size for Ophelia’s, though shining steel covered them. In fact, she was armoured from head to toe, though her midriff was exposed, her flat stomach naked to his gaze. 
 
    He absently noted that it seemed a poor design for armour. 
 
    While he could have spent an eternity studying her features in the warmth of her arms, through her wings he saw an inky darkness plummeting towards her exposed back. 
 
    “Look out!” He croaked in warning. 
 
    But the armoured Valkyrie was an experienced veteran and at his words she pivoted in midair and reflexively threw her shield out as the beam of absolute darkness plowed into them. 
 
    Her light dimmed, but only slightly, the dark energy of the attack broken by her shield with a dull gong. They hit the ground a few seconds later and Volka blocked a second and then a third beam from far above as Nameless tumbled painfully out of her arms. 
 
    They had landed in the square, near the statue of the Aegis and the last Valkyrie, which unsurprisingly bore a striking resemblance to her. There were a few shouts of alarm but mostly people just gawked at the wild spectacle. 
 
    “This is entropic magic! Forbidden to all life!” The Valkyrie was outraged as she glared upwards. 
 
    As yet another beam descended rapidly, she threw her hand to her hip to draw a sword of golden light from nowhere. She pivoted, bisecting the beam of absolute darkness with the glowing blade. 
 
    Perfect holes marked the ground wherever the beams struck, the cobbled stones simply gone as if they had never been. 
 
    “Come forth demon-touched! I am Volka, warrior of light, and I fear you not!” 
 
    Nameless looked up in time to see Evadne glide down from far above and land in front of them, Jonathan clinging to her side. 
 
    “Maybe you should fear me, little angel.” Her voice was cold. 
 
    “During the war your people flirted with the forces of entropy, Chimera, but they turned away from it.” Volka’s eyes narrowed; “What then has led you to this madness?” 
 
    Evadne clicked her tongue in irritation, for the first time showing a bit of emotion. 
 
    “I have no people. Just like you.” 
 
    Jonathan’s eyes were large as he took in the sight of Volka. 
 
    “A Valkyrie?! Impossible!” 
 
    “She will bleed.” Evadne said calmly, dropping him to the ground before taking an aggressive crouch before Volka. 
 
    “No! We have no time! We need to leave, now!” 
 
    Jonathan tried to pick himself up from the cobblestones on shaky limbs as he protested. 
 
    She ignored him. 
 
    Their landing had drawn quite a bit of attention from the gaping crowd and no doubt members of the Aegis would be there soon. 
 
    “I will leave when they are dead. Like you said, he is a complication.” 
 
    Volka placed herself firmly in front of Nameless, her shield braced before her, her glowing sword in a low guard at her side and her wings spread wide like a threatened raptor. 
 
    “Then call forth your dark magics you foul thing! You will not harm my love!” 
 
    Evadne abruptly darted forwards with a flap of her own bat-like wings, twin beams of absolute darkness leading her charge, but Volka matched her speed with a charge of her own, her brilliant sword and shield deflecting the dark attacks. Evadne hissed as her snake tail lashed out, the venom in its fangs dripping and sizzling wherever it struck the stones at their feet. 
 
    Her strikes were a blur. Nameless could barely even follow them with his eyes, but Volka was a Lightbringer, fastest of the Valkyrie, and her shield inevitably met each jab from the Chimera’s poisoned tail. They dueled across the cobblestones, the Chimera’s magic and striking tail foiled at every turn by Volka’s grace and inviolable shield. 
 
    Indeed, the Valkyrie began to gain ground against Evadne; she knocked the dark monster away with a slam of her shield and abruptly leapt back and into the air just long enough to give a powerful flap of her wings that sent a barrage of golden feather hurtling like daggers at the Chimera. But Evadne wrapped her own wings around herself and absorbed the blows with a grimace. 
 
    At this point the bewildered spectators had become a panicked mob, scrambling to get away from the deadly conflict. 
 
    “That actually hurt…” Evadne observed with a frown. 
 
    “Flee then, or I will show you far worse!” 
 
    But Evadne merely laughed; a strange sound from the normally emotionless monster girl. 
 
    “You have not seen my true power yet, little angel. And you will regret making me show it to you.” 
 
    Liquid darkness swirled up from the ground, enveloping the Chimera and radiating out from her as armoured shadows covered all but her face, even as her teeth elongated into horrible fangs dripping with venom. 
 
    The sun dimmed in the sky. 
 
    “Truly, you have traded away your soul.” Volka’s voice was sad. 
 
    Evadne’s response was to charge at her again with a hiss, her attacks now bolstered by darkness as Volka’s light shone all the brighter in the face of it. 
 
    But a loose cobblestone would prove to be the Valkyrie’s undoing; the treacherous stone turned under her foot and caused her to lose her balance for the briefest of moments, her golden wings flapped to regain her footing but it was too late. 
 
    Evadne twirled and slammed her darkness-wreathed tail into Volka’s exposed stomach, knocking the breath from the Valkyrie and sending her armoured form flying back dozens of feet to smash into a market cart. 
 
    Nameless was too afraid for Volka to be afraid for himself, even as the shadowy form of Evadne stalked towards him with one clawed hand holding up a ball of oblivion created just for him. 
 
    But before she could reach him and end it, a spear thrown with deadly force struck a glancing blow against her face. Though it barely cut her forehead, it served enough of a distraction for eight Amazons to place themselves between her and her supposed victim. 
 
    Yana and seven members of her team had charged through the fleeing crowd and quickly taken in the scene: the sight of Nameless bleeding on the ground, combined with the sight of the glorious Valkyrie was more than enough for the Amazons to decide whose side they were on and Tiana had cast her spear at Evadne, no doubt saving Nameless’s life. 
 
    “Stand down, dark creature! This insanity ends now!” Yana declared, with her own spear leveled at the Chimera. 
 
    Nameless would have breathed a sigh of relief as Yana and her girls put themselves between him and certain death, but he knew that Evadne was too powerful. He tried to gasp out a warning but couldn’t breathe properly. 
 
    “Stay still Nameless! You’re in rough shape, so just stay still for me okay?” 
 
    Kar knelt at his side briefly, her voice high but steady as she pressed him back to the ground while he clawed at her arm. 
 
    Convinced he wasn’t going anywhere, she joined her sisters and shifted her focus to Evadne, though she couldn’t help the desperate fear she felt at seeing him laid out like he was. 
 
    The horrible stabbing pains all down his side had begun to overwhelm his senses again as he struggled to find a position to lie in that did not cause him excruciating pain. 
 
    Evadne sniffed, unimpressed at the forces arrayed against her even as she kicked the spear aside. 
 
    “This ends when the boy is dead. If you wish to die as well, it makes no difference to me.” 
 
    Her voice was calm as she scanned the determined faces of the eight warriors. The entire square was gripped in twilight, as if the very sun was afraid to witness the Chimera’s brutality. 
 
    But a light still shone bright against the darkness. 
 
    With a cry, Volka used her wings to toss aside the last of the ruined cart and quickly flew over to land beside the Amazons in his defense, standing shoulder to shoulder with Yana. 
 
    “Ware her magic! I will shield you where I can, but I must protect my husband!” 
 
    She spread her wings to their full extent and a golden glow emanated out of her and enveloped the eight warriors who each stood a little taller as her divine essence flowed over them. 
 
    “I-I can help!” Juni’s face poked out of the gourd on Volka’s back as long tendrils of her enchanted water emerged as well, forming an odd halo around Yana’s head. 
 
    “Be careful Juni, and you sisters, she is far more powerful than any foe we have ever faced.” 
 
    Yana was too much of a professional to be distracted by the thousands of burning questions that the unexpected scene demanded. Instead she stayed focused and didn’t take her eyes off of Evadne. 
 
    Jonathan groaned, consternation written on his features. He had long since given up on getting Evadne to withdraw. Instead he stayed back to wait on the outcome, shaky still on legs that had barely moved in years. 
 
    A heavy tension hung in the now vacant square and Nameless bit his lip hard enough to draw blood in a desperate bid to distract himself from the pain wracking his broken body. 
 
    Evadne moved first, casting her arms forwards and shooting her darkness out of her palms directly at him, but once again she was foiled by Volka’s shield, a hollow boom sounded as each magical attack was blocked by the resolute Valkyrie. 
 
    Without delay, Yana and her sisters leapt into the fray with ululating battle cries. 
 
    Nameless was afraid for them, and rightly so as more beams of darkness slammed into two of the charging warriors, knocking them to the ground hard. 
 
    Fortunately the Amazon’s were known for their resilience, and bolstered as they were by Volka’s divine protections the magical blows that would have otherwise blasted a hole through them had merely stunned them. 
 
    But they remained unmoving on the ground and it was clear they were out of the fight. 
 
    “Run! Please all of you!” Nameless gasped out desperately. 
 
    But the Amazons would not withdraw. 
 
    A Valkyrie had taken to the field and they would fight at her side even if it meant their deaths. 
 
    While a few of her sisters flanked the Chimera, Yana and the others charged in, Volka shielding the mighty Amazons from yet more magical blasts where she could. Juni’s water shot out and began an oddly silent dance with Evadne’s tail, batting and parrying the darting serpent, the Undine protecting her sisters from its venomous bite. 
 
    With the Valkyrie and Juni covering them, Yana and two of her sisters managed to land several glancing blows with their spears on Evadne’s arms and shoulders, but they had little to no effect on her dark armour. 
 
    The Chimera smiled at their efforts even as she thrust her arm to the right and blasted her magic into another Amazon who had tried to get behind her, sending the girl sprawling at the feet of the statue of the last Valkyrie. 
 
    While she was distracted, Kar leapt in with an aggressive shout and drove her spear against the Chimera’s hip, managing to crack the shadowy armour and draw no small amount of oozing black blood. Evadne grimaced and turned into the blow before it could penetrate deeper, completing a half rotation before throwing her fist in a vicious backhand at the Amazon’s head. 
 
    Fortunately Kar was quick and brought her arms up in time to block the blow, but it still sent her careening back several yards until she tumbled to a stop right beside Nameless, her spear clattering to the ground at her side. 
 
    Volka blocked three more blasts, all directed at him, all the while the Amazons circled, trying to get past Evadne’s vicious tail. 
 
    For the briefest of moments, Nameless and Kar’s eyes met while she shook off the Chimera’s blow, the binding in her ponytail had come loose and her hair was in disarray around her face. 
 
    She regained her feet and recovered her spear with a curse, spitting blood onto the ground before tossing her weapon in the air and catching it in a reverse grip. She spun and cast it at Evadne with all her strength, throwing her whole body into the air and scissoring her legs to add torque to the powerful attack. 
 
    But the Chimera saw the spear coming and abruptly twirled with all the grace of a dancer, her tail forcing Yana and the other Amazons back as she snatched the projectile out of the air, then pivoted again and threw it straight at a surprised Kar. 
 
    Nameless watched in horror as the Amazon was impaled by her own weapon. 
 
    She stumbled back in shock, limply tugging at the haft between her breasts, and then fell to her knees with a confused look on her face before she slumped to the ground inches in front of him. 
 
    “NOOOOOO!!” 
 
    Yana cried out in fury even as Evadne let loose a deep-throated laugh. 
 
    The enraged warleader broke away from the others and landed several heavy blows in rapid succession on the Chimera’s blocking tail, lines of dark blood marking where she had struck her with her spear, while bits of shadowy armour like blackened glass broke away under her furious assault. 
 
    But even though Evadne hissed in pain from the wounds, they were superficial at best and her dark armour reformed around them. 
 
    And with one final blow Yana’s spear shattered. 
 
    Evadne again spun as her foot shot out and caught Yana in the chest, tossing her back, even as her tail threw back the other girls and she took back what little ground they had gained against her. 
 
    Nameless pulled himself to Kar’s side and cradled the mortally wounded Amazon’s heads with his good arm. His own agony was forgotten, and he did his best to shield her with his injured body while he again pleaded with the other girls to save themselves. 
 
    Volka, Yana and her three remaining Amazons recovered from Evadne’s latest assault and regrouped, once more placing themselves between her and Nameless. 
 
    “She has given too much of herself to the demons of entropy, you should try to gather your wounded and leave.” The Valkyrie said quietly. 
 
    “Like that will happen.” Riya said. 
 
    Blood trickled from her limp arm. Evadne’s tail had gotten past her spear and savaged her shoulder, and it was clear that the venom was doing its work as the resolute woman grimaced and fought to remain upright. 
 
    “I could never face Kar if I left now.” Another Amazon added with sorrow in her voice. 
 
    Tiana didn’t say anything; the rage on her face was a match for Yana’s as she scooped up one of her fallen sister’s spears and tossed it to her warleader. 
 
    “We will leave when this bitch is food for worms!” Yana said through gritted teeth even as she caught the spear from Tiana. 
 
    Volka gave them a grim smile. 
 
    “I thought as much.” 
 
    They braced themselves as Evadne stalked forwards, laughing once more. 
 
    Fortunately before she reached them, help arrived. 
 
    The heavy miasma of darkness that hung over the square was suddenly shattered by a booming roar, so loud that Nameless felt it in his bones even as it tore through the shadows, the shockwave ripping them apart and scattering the tattered remnants like rags in a storm. 
 
    “Eve! We need to go NOW!” 
 
    Jonathan pointed weakly at the sky and Nameless saw something that made him cry out with relief. 
 
    A green winged figure was rapidly descending on the combatants. 
 
    Xalanth had come. 
 
    The Chimera halted and looked up to spot the Dragon with a frown, a soft curse escaping her lips. She leapt back to stand beside Jonathan. 
 
    The Dragon landed with a crackling boom between them and Evadne, one hand on the ground and her wings outstretched as she cratered the stone beneath her. 
 
    She stood to her full height amidst the shattered cobblestones and quickly took in the sight of the wounded and the obvious cause of it. 
 
    She let out another snarling roar directed at the Chimera. 
 
    “What treachery is this Evadne!? You would strike down your own sisters with dark magic?” 
 
    “Sisters?” Evadne’s voice was mocking; “Silly Dragon, you know that I have no sisters. The humans saw to that.” 
 
    Nameless felt cold sweat bead on his brow when he realized she wasn’t even breathing heavily from the intense fight. In fact, the only sign that she had been fighting at all was the destruction surrounding them, a tiny mark on her forehead from Tiana’s spear, and the stain of dark blood from the wound Kar had left on her hip. 
 
    Xalanth crossed her arms in front of her chest. 
 
    “Revenge? For a crime committed by those long dead? You are a fool! You had my respect once, as bonded mate to an Empath you helped my lady to save many lives, or have you forgotten all of the good that you have done?” 
 
    “This gets us nowhere, Eve it is time to leave, unless you want us both to die here, our work left unfinished?” Jonathan broke in from his place behind Evadne. 
 
    Xalanth’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Jonathan! Awake at last, but part of this madness?!” She snarled, a hint of flame escaping her mouth; “No one is going anywhere, not until I understand what other evils you two have wrought this day.” 
 
    But Evadne smiled, and her tail snaked out and wrapped around Jonathan as darkness swirled around them both. 
 
    “Poor little Dragon, too old and slow to realize that she’s not the most powerful monster anymore.” Evadne’s taunting voice emerged from the swirling darkness. 
 
    Xalanth’s response was immediate and overpowering; she leaned her head forwards and cast her arms out to either side, clawed fists clenched as she unleashed her breath on them. 
 
    This was nothing like when she had breathed on Paul. 
 
    A raging torrent of Dragon-fire the likes of which had not been seen in a thousand years engulfed the pair utterly. 
 
    The air crackled as her flames poured from her gaping maw, the whooshing roar of the attack shattered every window in the city as an orange haze replaced the tattered remnants of darkness that Evadne had exuded. 
 
    The cobblestoned ground vibrated from the noise, loose pebbles dancing staccato against the heavier stones beneath them. 
 
    Xalanth breathed and breathed, her fire seeming to go on without end and Nameless screamed in primal terror: the heat was overwhelming and it wasn’t even directed at him. 
 
    When the flames finally subsided the ground all around where the Dragon’s targets had stood was molten slag and they were nowhere in sight. 
 
    “Too slow!” Xalanth snapped her teeth together in frustration. 
 
    Nameless found himself drenched in sweat as he gasped for breath in the aftermath. 
 
    Then a weak voice caught his attention and made him forget all of his discomfort. 
 
    “T-two wonders in one day, never thought to see either.” Kar coughed out, her head still cradled in his lap; “A Valkyrie in f-flight and true Dragon-fire. Lucky.” 
 
    She managed a grin, though it was marred by blood. 
 
    “Just, just hold on, help will come!” Nameless sobbed. 
 
    Helplessly he wiped the sweat off her brow and patted at her loose hair, not wanting to jostle the injured girl. 
 
    “No- no help for this. I can’t feel anything, my s-spine. Will die soon.” She coughed again, blood trickling from her lips. 
 
    “No, please… don’t go…” He begged pathetically, feeling tiny in the face of the inevitable. 
 
    “W-would you h-have taken me to wife?” 
 
    Her tearful eyes were full of hope. 
 
    “Yes, Kar yes! I’ll take you, just please stay with me!” 
 
    He held her in his lap, a disconcerting parallel to the statue in the square. 
 
    She half sniffled, half laughed. 
 
    “Knew… y-you’d c-cave.” 
 
    Her voice was weak, but smug, and his tears flowed in earnest as he clung to her. 
 
    “Husband. Back, please. There is naught to be done now but the duty I hold.” 
 
    Volka’s gentle voice reached out to him, and Tiana carefully lifted him away from her dying sister. His hand limply held her hair even as he was pulled away, the strands slipping through his fingers. 
 
    He looked on as Volka took his place at Kar’s side, removing her winged helmet and placing it next to the gasping woman. 
 
    “Speak your name, warrior.” She said quietly as she laid her hand on Kar’s cheek. 
 
    “K-Kar, I am Kar Brael, se-second behind the warleader.” 
 
    There was a strange eagerness in the Amazon’s face as she stammered her response. 
 
    “It is true. She bested me just this morning.” Tiana said somberly from over the sobbing Nameless. 
 
    “Well met again, Kar of Brael. I am Volka of the Fourth Host, or what remains of it, and I call you now to your final rest.” She gave a heavy sigh; “Too many times have I knelt as I do now, to bid a young warrior farewell. Such is as it must be however. Go, mighty Kar, you have earned your repose. You helped to save my love this day, and for that you have my thanks, as you depart, know that you will have a place in our hearts for all time.” 
 
    Volka leaned over her and pressed her lips to the Amazon’s, Kar’s gasping subsided and her face shifted to a state of wonder. 
 
    Then she grinned mischievously. 
 
    “Too b-bad, I was r-really hoping I’d get to n-nail your husband.” 
 
    She laughed through her bloody smile, but it was clear she was fading fast. 
 
    Volka returned her smile with a gentle chuckle of her own, while her hand stroked Kar’s matted hair. 
 
    “Our husband, Kar. But alas, it is not to be. Please… will you give my mother and my sisters my love?” Her voice was vulnerable. 
 
    “I-I will, I swear… I will.” Kar promised, her voice trailing off to a whisper as her determined expression faded. 
 
    As the gathered monsters watched, her chest stilled and the life faded from her eyes. 
 
    “Rest.” Volka whispered again. 
 
    She shifted her hand from the Amazon’s brow to draw her eyes closed as she folded her golden wings around Kar’s still body for several moments. 
 
    Yana and her sisters’ heads were bowed at the sight. Almost all of the other Amazons were wounded by Evadne’s wrath, but no others fatally. Nameless, still clutching his arm to his chest, staggered out of Tiana’s grip and to his feet. 
 
    His left arm and side was a shattered mess of broken bones and broken glass, and by the throbbing in his head he knew that he probably had a concussion, but he would stand on his feet while he mourned with the Amazons. 
 
    After a time Volka stood, withdrew her wings, and tucked her helm to her side. When Kar’s body was revealed again, her arms were crossed over her wound and her spear lay at her side, cleaned of her own blood, though the tip was stained black from Evadne’s. 
 
    She could have been sleeping… 
 
    Volka turned and took in the grief-stricken tac-team. 
 
    “It has been an age since I fought alongside your grandmothers’ grandmothers. I had dearly hoped that those days were done, that I would never again have to bear witness to the violent death of a friend. But evil has reared its ugly head in the heart of this place and I will stand with you until it is defeated, this I swear on the life of our fallen sister.” 
 
    Tears streaming down her face, Yana gave a jerky nod before speaking in a thick voice. 
 
    “Well said, Valkyrie of the Fourth Host, and honoured we will be to have you at our side. But your bond-mate is injured, as are many of my warriors. Juni?” 
 
    “Everyone already knows, help is coming.” Juni’s voice had a slight hitch and was tiny as it echoed out of her gourd. 
 
    “It is here.” Xalanth rumbled. 
 
    The Dragon had tactfully held herself back from the circle of grief, but now nodded towards the crowds of uniformed people pouring into the square from all sides, as well as dozens of winged figures, Hornets and otherwise, descending to secure the area. 
 
    And running in front of them all were several familiar faces. 
 
    The last several hours had been the most chaotic and tragic of Nameless’s young life.  And when combined with the injuries he had suffered, his body decided that now was as good a time as any to be unconscious, so he slumped back into Tiana’s arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27: 
 
    Aftermath 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless woke with a start. His eyes rolled around the room as he tried to make sense of his surroundings, and his memories. 
 
    Jonathan and Evadne. Volka! 
 
    Kar… 
 
    He put his face in his hands and discovered that his arm and side didn’t hurt in the slightest. In fact, he wasn’t in any pain at all. 
 
    “Dryad magic.” Ophelia said from his bedside as he examined his hands wonderingly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Three entire groves of Dryads were gathered to heal you in the square, the Aegis ordered it. It was… a sight to behold, the greenery is still there.” 
 
    She fluttered to his side, and pulled him into her arms. 
 
    “You’ve been out for a couple hours. You scared us.” 
 
    He swallowed passed the lump in his throat. Several questions ran through his head, but he pushed all but one aside while he breathed in Ophelia’s floral scent. 
 
    “Kar?” 
 
    Ophelia sighed. 
 
    “Yana and her girls were waiting for you to wake up before they laid her to rest.” 
 
    He squeezed his eyes shut tight at the burning tears that threatened to fall. 
 
    “And Volka?” His voice was unsteady. 
 
    “I am here.” 
 
    He turned from Ophelia and looked at the winged blonde woman standing before a floor length mirror examining her own reflection. 
 
    “It is a strange thing, to look upon your face after a thousand years.” She murmured with her attention focused on her own striking features. 
 
    He stood on shaky legs with Ophelia’s help and walked over to her. 
 
    “Volka?” He said again. 
 
    She turned to him, but then did something of a double take, as she was staring at the air several inches above his head. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He asked, looking up at her. 
 
    Bemused, she placed her hand flat against the top of his head, and then drew a line towards her breast. 
 
    “Husband, you are a good deal taller in your mind.” She said, then blushed slightly; “Forgive me, but I have not had form in so very long.” 
 
    “It’s alright.” He drew in a shuddering breath; “Are you? Alright, I mean?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I am. I took all of the divine essence that I needed from you, a terrible risk and I was not sure it was even possible. But I stand before you now, a Valkyrie fully realized once more.” 
 
    She turned back to the mirror and he did likewise. 
 
    A stranger stared back at him. 
 
    Weeks of travel and sexual exercise had changed him in ways he didn’t realize: he was the same short man he had always been, but now corded muscles had replaced the baby fat that used to cover his chest and stomach. His biceps, while not huge, were well defined, as were his abs. 
 
    White scars, on his chin and chest from Clint’s whip and the new ones on his arm, shoulder and left side from the broken glass and Evadne’s assault, stood out starkly against his sun-bronzed skin. 
 
    On top of this he hadn’t had a proper haircut since before he met Milly and so his hair was getting long and he realized that he had made a habit of pulling it behind his ears. 
 
    But the most striking thing were his eyes, red with grief and looking older by far than his two decades. 
 
    He didn’t recognize himself anymore. 
 
    Ophelia spoke hesitantly from behind him. 
 
    “Miranda and the council, they were waiting for you to wake up as well. We wanted to give you more time, but they insisted that you be brought to them as soon as you were able. I’m so sorry, dearheart.” 
 
    He buried his face in his hand even as Volka placed her hand on his shoulder, offering silent comfort as he fought back a wave of guilt. 
 
    “You mustn’t blame yourself.” Volka’s tone was gentle. 
 
    “I did this, I woke him up. I fixed him.” 
 
    “Nameless-” Ophelia began, but he cut her off, his head turning to look at her over his shoulder. 
 
    “Cass!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Her name, it was Cass!” 
 
    “What are you-” Ophelia was puzzled. 
 
    “It was all there in his mind! The reason there are so few Empaths, it’s because of them. The Trog with the sash and the iron stud in her ear? Her name was Cass. Just like Bask said, she was friends with my father. My mom… my mom was like me I think. Cass was helping my father to hide me, and they knew! Somehow Jonathan and Evadne knew where to find them.” He closed his eyes as he struggled to make the broken memories he had gleaned from Jonathan make sense; “Cass and my father fought against her when they came for us, when they came for me.” 
 
    Ophelia’s paled. 
 
    “Evadne and Jonathan… they came for you?” 
 
    A lump formed in his throat as he nodded. 
 
    “My f-father, he died protecting me. You were right Ophelia, to keep me a secret. If you had gone to the Aegis… Evadne would have killed every child in the orphanage just to get to me!” 
 
    She sobbed and Volka’s grip on his shoulder tightened. 
 
    “We have to stop them.” He said with a shake of his head, his mind reeling at the new knowledge about his past. 
 
    “We will, Husband. But we need the help of this council to do so.” 
 
    He nodded, threw on a shirt and allowed Volka to lead him out of the infirmary, absently he wondered where the others were but found out soon enough as they were standing guard in the hall, along with Escrya and her sisters, who wouldn’t meet his gaze. 
 
    Milly and Erica pulled him into an awkward hug and held him tight. 
 
    “Master… Kar.” Milly whimpered. 
 
    “I know, baby. I’m so sorry.” He closed his eyes tight as a few more tears seeped out into her cleavage. 
 
    Nina spoke and it was as the mountain as she stood apart from them. 
 
    “I swear to you all, the last Chimera will die by my hand.” 
 
    Her red eyes were wide and her grip on her hammer tight. 
 
    Volka frowned but said nothing while Erica sobbed against his shoulder. 
 
    Their hug broke apart all too soon. 
 
    Myrina looked like she wanted to say something, but closed her mouth and turned away again. 
 
    Nameless was troubled by her behaviour but knew that he couldn’t keep the leaders of the Aegis waiting. 
 
    “Sorry but I guess we need to go to this council meeting thing.” 
 
    “Yes, there is much that they must know of, and much I would learn from them.” Volka agreed. 
 
    A few minutes later they were in a round room with a semi-circular table arranged in a ‘C’ against the back wall. There was an awkward moment at the door when all but he and Volka were denied entry. 
 
    Fortunately Kala, Jan and Jezebel were there as well as Juni in her gourd. 
 
    “The chamber within is not large enough to accommodate us all.” Kala’s voice was full of grief as she urged them inside. 
 
    Within the chamber waited the five high-councilors of the Aegis, as well as Miranda, Yana, Sadie and Xalanth. 
 
    The image of the man, his father, in Jonathan’s memory screaming in agony suddenly overcame him for a moment as the faces in the room all turned to him. 
 
    “Nameless?” Miranda’s voice was uncertain as she called to him. 
 
    He shook his head, trying to clear the confusion of the other man’s thoughts. He looked up at the group of men and woman in front of him. 
 
    He was in the Aegis council chamber, about to be debriefed by their high command; he needed to get his shit together. 
 
    For Kar. 
 
    “I understand you’ve had a terrible shock, but anything that you can tell us about what in the hell happened this afternoon would be appreciated.” 
 
    Booker, that must be Booker. Yana’s bond-mate. 
 
    The Amazon loomed behind the one eyed man, barely contained rage and grief written on her face. 
 
    Meanwhile Volka stood beside Nameless with her shield at the ready, a faint glow permeating her body. Absently Nameless noticed that her sword of light had disappeared at some point. 
 
    While the council members were certainly in awe of the Valkyrie, Jonathan’s betrayal kept them focused on the task at hand. 
 
    Nameless shook his head again to help himself focus. 
 
    “He was experimenting. Trying to create Tenebrae, using his power to reach into their minds, find where it hurt the most and twist.” 
 
    Even as he said the words he could scarcely believe them. 
 
    Sadie gasped and leaned into Xalanth. The council began to mutter to each other. Finally an older woman with a cane and burn marks over her face spoke. 
 
    “Why? What could he possibly hope to gain by doing such a thing?” She addressed Sadie as much as Nameless. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s sick. We Empaths live in the emotional pain of monster girls, to heal it is instinctual. Why anyone would want to do the opposite…” Sadie shook her head, one arm encircling Xalanth. 
 
    Today had turned into a nightmare and she needed the strength of her Dragon. 
 
    “Is he insane then?” One of the other council members asked. 
 
    “No.” Volka’s clear voice rang out; “His mind is sound. He tried to slay my husband not out of hatred but out of necessity.” 
 
    The whole room went silent for a moment on hearing her speak. 
 
    “He believes that the other Empaths can stop him.” Miranda stated, cutting through the silence. 
 
    “Is there anything else you can recall?” Booker growled out. 
 
    Nameless looked into the man’s eye then shifted his focus to Lady Essig again. 
 
    “Sadie, you said there was a massive surge in Tenebrae before he went into his coma. That was their doing, their experiments. And he said something to Evadne, before she-” He swallowed, his throat tight with fear; “He said that he almost succeeded, and that your power was broken but another Empath would get in the way. It’s also how he fell into darkness, I think, because he certainly wasn’t trying to save that poor bunny girl.” 
 
    The facts were getting a bit jumbled now as he struggled to remember the moments leading up to Evadne hurling him out the window. 
 
    Volka draped one wing over him, offering silent comfort as she felt his fear rising again. 
 
    “Whatever he is planning, he must be stopped at all cost.” Booker spoke with grim resolve; “I move to enact a capture or kill order on the Empath Jonathan Pym. For willful creation of a Tenebrae, treason, attempted murder and whatever the hell else he’s guilty of.” 
 
    There was a deathly silence in the room, the councilors each mentally debating his words. 
 
    This wasn’t something they did lightly. 
 
    “Seconded.” The woman with the burn marks on her face raised her hand after a couple minutes of thought. 
 
    “Vote.” Booker raised his hand to match hers. 
 
    The remaining three council members eventually raised theirs as well. 
 
    “Motion carried.” The woman said. 
 
    “You are forgetting Evadne.” Xalanth rumbled. 
 
    Volka withdrew her wing from his shoulder as she stepped forwards to address the council in a grim voice. 
 
    “Indeed, the Chimera is unstable. And the power she wields is not her own. She was no doubt dangerous before she struck a bargain with the demons of entropy, now she is a foe not to be taken lightly.” 
 
    “Perhaps, but she will face the combined fury of all of the warrior tribes now, even if it costs us a thousand lives we will see this pair brought low!” Yana declared. 
 
    Her eyes were fierce and full of vengeance. 
 
    Volka began to glow as she moved to stand before the vengeful Amazon, Yana meeting her stern gaze with a defiant stare, though her lips trembled in the face of the angel. 
 
    “Let not your grief drive you to ruin, Warleader of Brael! I swear to you, Kar’s death will be answered for! But we must be cautious, for Evadne’s power is terrible!” 
 
    Xalanth nodded in agreement as the light faded. 
 
    “Indeed, the Lightbringer speaks true. I do not doubt your valour, Yana, but she will tear through a thousand warriors, and then a thousand more. The harsh truth is that were you and your sisters not protected by a Valkyrie’s aura, we would even now be mourning the loss of eight Amazons instead of one. If she truly has traded her soul away, then her magic would be a match for the oldest of Witches.” 
 
    Yana wanted to argue, to lash out, but Booker turned and took her hand. 
 
    “They’re right, love. But all the same, we have to do something. Never before has the Aegis faced a crisis like this.” 
 
    None of them had an immediate answer and as the silence went on Nameless grew increasingly uncomfortable in it. 
 
    “S-so what now?” 
 
    Volka returned to his side and once more folded her wings around him, suffusing him with her presence and strengthening his resolve. 
 
    “If it is true that an Empath might be able to stop them, then your safety is paramount.” The scar-faced women said. 
 
    “Does Jonathan know that he’s from Kettering?” Miranda asked. 
 
    Volka shook her head. 
 
    “I do not believe so. That man was too absorbed by his own dark thoughts to try to glean anything from my husband’s.” 
 
    Booker scratched his chin. 
 
    “Then he goes home, he has a Gigas and Valkyrie to protect him. In truth we couldn’t match that, but we can add to it.” 
 
    “A rapid response team? One of the hives?” Miranda followed the man’s thought. 
 
    Booker nodded. 
 
    “Yes, they’re mobile enough that they can outrun, or outfly, Evadne if she came for him. The Gigas alone would be enough to slow her.” 
 
    “If not kill her outright.” Xalanth snorted. 
 
    One of the other councilors shook her head. 
 
    “We sent a team to Bramblewood after Yana’s report of the lawlessness there. We’re short-staffed. And we need a security detail for the ordinance disposal team.” 
 
    “I hate to say it, but his safety is more important than the ODT people.” Booker sighed; “Nameless, as you are aware you have been under the protection of the Aegis since we discovered that you were an Empath. But Miranda and her girls simply aren’t enough anymore. Queen Oldeera and her hive will be taking over.” 
 
    “She’ll like that.” She snorted. 
 
    “No!” Nameless shouted. 
 
    Booker was startled, Miranda merely sighed. 
 
    “Look kid, I know the Hornet lady kind of kidnapped you but-” 
 
    “No one else is going to die for me!” The image of his father and of the bleeding lizard woman entered his mind. 
 
    And more recently of Kar dying in his arms. 
 
    Booker sighed, rubbing at his eye patch. 
 
    “Son, few things can fly as fast as a Hornet. The role of the hive will be to fly you to safety in the unlikely event that Jonathan finds you, not to try to take on Evadne by themselves.” 
 
    Nameless felt a bit foolish. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Volka stepped in front of him and spoke quietly but with conviction. 
 
    “Your strategy is sound, Aegis. For almost a hundred years I battled the Divine Republic’s death-machines alongside my sisters. Nothing this foul creature could throw at me could ever match that. I will stand resolute with my new sister Nina. Her hammer and my shield will destroy Evadne should she dare to darken our door with her presence. If such a battle were to take place it would go much easier if my bond-mates were taken away beforehand, so if this noble queen wishes to pledge herself to our husband’s defense we will gladly accept her offer.” 
 
    The matter settled Nameless was soon dismissed from the chamber, he and Volka stood with the girls and the Saenga Amazons again. 
 
    “Valkyrja-datta, forgive us, for we have failed you this day.” 
 
    Escrya’s shoulders were slumped in shame. 
 
    “Horseshit.” He snapped, surprising everyone with the ire in his tone. 
 
    Her head whipped up to look him in the face, slack-jawed. 
 
    “But, we left you in that chamber at the mercy of that, that creature!” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “And if you had been in the room with me you would be dead too. We already have to mourn for Kar, so don’t add your name to that list!” 
 
    Volka once more wrapped her wings around him and he felt his emotions calm as she spoke over his head. 
 
    “What my husband is trying to say, dear Escrya, is that you would not have been able to prevent any of the tragedies that occurred this day. The Saenga are blameless in this treachery.” 
 
    Escrya and her sisters stood straighter at the Valkyrie’s words. 
 
    “So what now?” Ophelia asked. 
 
    “What? Do we just… go home?” 
 
    A skeptical Nameless looked to Volka who nodded. 
 
    “Indeed, we return to this cottage I have heard so much about, we live our lives while remaining vigilant.” 
 
    Milly, her arms around Erica, looked at Volka with a puzzled frown. 
 
    “I don’t understand, Volka if you could take on this form why didn’t you do so before?” 
 
    The Valkyrie sighed at the question. 
 
    “Because I had to draw the divine essence out of him, it was a terrible risk and his heart nearly gave out because of it. I didn’t even think of it before, but with him in such peril… well, desperation makes one reckless.” 
 
    Ophelia shuddered and hugged herself. 
 
    “We need to have a long talk about all this magic crap. You can’t just make up the rules as you go along, that’s cheating.” Erica whined with a sniffle. 
 
    Myrina and Escrya had taken a few steps away and were deep in a whispered conversation, which abruptly ended when the teller turned to them. 
 
    “Forgive me friends, but if you are truly in as much peril as I have heard, then we cannot return home as we intended. We will go with you to Kettering.” 
 
    She raised her hands even as Nameless made to object. 
 
    “We will not try to battle the Chimera should she come for you! We know your heart in this matter. But other lives may be in jeopardy from your presence. We will shield the innocents around you so that Nina and Volka can focus on the enemy at hand.” 
 
    Nameless found that he couldn’t fault her logic, and felt another twinge of guilt at the thought of putting people in danger just by being around them. 
 
    He was worried about Paul. 
 
    Erica snorted, her subdued attitude at the death of Kar turned derisive at his concern for the old man. 
 
    “Paul would smack you silly for worrying about anyone other than yourself right now!” 
 
    As he thought of the old farmer he felt a wave of homesickness wash over him. He wanted to be back in the cottage, to sleep in his own bed, to swim in the pond. They’d barely moved in when they set out to find Volka. 
 
    “We’ll be home soon enough dearheart.” Ophelia rubbed his shoulder. 
 
    Miranda came out of the chamber then. 
 
    “Look there’s nothing more you can do here now. You should go and rest up, eat something, fuck.” 
 
    “What about the f-funeral?” Milly’s lip was trembling again. 
 
    Miranda’s eyes welled and she swallowed as Jez and Jan put their arms around her waist. 
 
    “Tomorrow, I think. For now, quit loitering around the council chamber, it’s against the law.” 
 
    Though she was trying to be her normal gruff self, Miranda was also hurt by Kar’s death. 
 
    The Valkyrie nodded at her. 
 
    “It is as you say, let us depart then.” 
 
    They made their way through the Bastion and to the spacious room provided for them, Myrina and her Amazons insisted on clearing the room first, and while Nameless wanted to object he knew if he did Nina would very likely hit him. 
 
    She had never known fear like she had felt when he was on the brink of death, none of them had. 
 
    After they had settled into the room, the Amazons took up position outside the door, giving them their privacy. 
 
    Once more he wanted to protest, but this time Nina did hit him, a sturdy smack on his thigh. 
 
    Alone at last the group settled into the comfortable room, each lost in their own thoughts and memories. 
 
    Nameless’s own troubled thoughts were emphasized by the emotions of the others: Milly, Erica, and Ophelia’s grief, Nina’s quiet rage and Volka’s regret as she replayed the battle over and over in her mind. 
 
    She gave a shake of her head and sighed. 
 
    “You are too perceptive love.” 
 
    Nameless sat on the window sill next to her. 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault either, you know.” 
 
    She smiled and took his hand in hers. 
 
    “I do, but it is the way of battle. The pain of loss makes one replay the same moment over and over, trying to change the outcome for the better. I wish I could’ve saved Kar, and for the rest of my days I will regret not being able to do so.” 
 
    He felt her regrets, for she had many, and worked to soothe them as best he could while still coping himself. 
 
    She sighed as she felt his gentle presence in her thoughts, then she released his hand and ran her fingers through his hair. 
 
    “You should not be so quick to cut it I think. You would look good with longer hair.” 
 
    Though her tone was teasing he could sense that there was a reason for the seemingly random thought. 
 
    “Do not concern yourself with it. It is hardly pressing.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It is now. I need something else to worry about other than…” 
 
    He couldn’t bring himself to say Kar’s name. 
 
    Volka pulled him close and held him for a time. 
 
    “Very well. You know that the others have all been looking for a means to do as Milly has done-” 
 
    She trailed her fingers over the braid around his neck. 
 
    “But my heartstone is part of my shield, and so my people have another token that we give to our chosen mates in its place.” 
 
    She held out one of her feathers for him. He could sense what she wanted and smiled at her in acceptance of it. 
 
    “Erica, I could use your help with this.” Volka called without looking away from her bond-mate’s warm gaze. 
 
    The Katje was there a few seconds later, wiping away more tears. She and Ophelia had been wrapped in Milly’s embrace on the bed, the three girls doing their best to comfort each other. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Volka held out the ethereal golden feather. 
 
    “I have not braided anyone’s hair in centuries, what would you suggest as being the best way to affix this into our husband’s?” 
 
    Ophelia and Milly wandered over to help while the Katje actually got a bit excited by the little project as she twirled the feather between two fingers while simultaneously running her other hand through his hair, but then she turned dubious. 
 
    “I think his hair might be long enough, if we keep it simple, but how will the feather stay in place?” 
 
    Volka winked. 
 
    “Magic.” 
 
    With that she held it between her hands for a few seconds, golden light slipping out from between her fingers. 
 
    Erica’s expression turned pained, but then she just rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Alright, then a simple three-strand braid will work. If we make it nice and tight and provided that your magic feather doesn’t fly away on its own.” 
 
    Nameless was moved to sit on the edge of the bed while the girls fussed over his hair, it was somewhat emasculating to be in the middle of a bunch of women talking about hair, but he didn’t care as it distracted them all from their heartache, and him from his own. 
 
    That is, all the girls except Nina. 
 
    She was sitting on her hammer facing the door, arms crossed in front of her and her back straight. Her anger had dissipated, replaced with a meditative determination as she recited the way of the Gigas in her mind. 
 
    Bones of the mountain, heart of the furnace, soul of the warrior, gracious in victory, proud in defeat. 
 
    He knew it well; it had been what drew him to her when she was a Tenebrae. 
 
    “Nina?” 
 
    She didn’t turn to look at him, instead she thought long and hard about their first time together. 
 
    He blushed at the graphic images. 
 
    “I thought we weren’t going to play that game anymore.” 
 
    “We aren’t, but I needed you to know that I was alright so you didn’t try to get all mushy with me. I am Gigas and for the first time in my life I have a real enemy, one who will destroy everything that I love if I’m not vigilant. Let me focus ‘kay?” 
 
    “O-okay.” 
 
    He shared uncertain looks with the other girls but once again Nina threw him naughty thoughts about the most recent time that she had sucked him off and so he relaxed and let her focus on keeping them all safe. 
 
    A short while later Nameless stood to check the girls’ handiwork in a mirror, the feather was now tightly braided into his hair and trailing down the right side of his face next to his ear. He had worried that it would be distracting but just like Milly’s braid he found that he hardly noticed it after a short while. 
 
    Volka wiped a tear away with one finger as she looked at him. 
 
    “I never thought this day would come, and for it to come so soon after losing a sister…” 
 
    The angel pulled him into her embrace and together they wept. 
 
    Such is how their evening passed: companionable silence interspersed with tears of grief as they came to grips with the loss of the one who was meant to be part of their family. 
 
    Before long they settled onto the large bed to sleep, Volka’s presence chasing away dark dreams, while Nina sat on her hammer still: a genuine sleeping giant, who, if woken, was now ready to bring the full wrath of the mountain to bear on her new foe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue: 
 
    Dark Times 
 
      
 
      
 
    The funeral of Kar Brael was attended by every Amazon in the vicinity of the city of Garland. Most did not even know her, they had merely heard that a Valkyrie had returned and an Amazon had fallen. 
 
    The tribe of Brael had worked for the better part of the morning to construct Kar’s pyre in Divinity Square where she had met her end. And all hung their heads as Yana and her warriors carried their fallen sister on their crossed spears before laying her atop the piled timber. 
 
    Between the pyre and the crowd, hundreds of members of the Aegis stood at attention in their uniforms, their bond-mates at their backs as they too bid farewell to one of their own. 
 
    Volka Gundrsdotter officiated over the proceedings, speaking at length not only of Kar’s courage and sacrifice but also of the love that she had shared with all those around her. 
 
    Nameless would forget most of her words. 
 
    He was in a fog of grief, exhausted from his ordeal of the previous day, but still he held his head high. He stood with his own bond-mates within the circle alongside the tribe of Brael. 
 
    The massive crowd of Amazons gave him many curious looks, the man who had found the last Valkyrie: their Valkyrja-datta. The title had spread quickly. But they kept the whispers to a minimum out of respect for the fallen. 
 
    At length Volka drew her sword of golden light and thrust it into the piled wood beneath Kar’s body and golden flames caught on the dry timber. 
 
    The divine fire did not consume Kar, but rather wrapped her in a golden radiance that gradually dissipated, her body carried upwards on motes of light that vanished into the clear sky. 
 
    After it was over and the crowd began to disperse, Tiana and a few of her sisters approached Nameless and the others, a familiar object in her arms. 
 
    “I have discussed it with Yana and my war-sisters, and they agree. Milly, you should have this.” 
 
    She held Kar’s spear out to the startled Minotaur. 
 
    The weapon was nearly as tall as she was and its bladed tip was forever stained black by Evadne’s blood. 
 
    “This was given to her by her mother, before she passed. She wielded it for over a decade, though it betrayed her in the end. She has no daughters to give it to, but she dearly loved training with you, and with Erica. I believe it is what she would want.” 
 
    Tiana offered her a small smile as the Minotaur considered the weapon with an unreadable expression. 
 
    “I know we haven’t taught you the spear, that you never want to hurt anyone but-” 
 
    “I’ll take it.” Milly’s voice was soft but determined; “If Kar taught me anything, it’s that there is nothing wrong with fighting to protect the ones you love. I’ll take it, and I swear I’ll learn how to use it someday.” 
 
    Tiana blinked, then held out the weapon and the Minotaur took it without hesitation. 
 
    The Amazon opened her mouth to say something, but instead pulled the gentle monster into her embrace. After a few emotional moments she found her words again. 
 
    “Perhaps it is fate, she did joke that you would take her spear once, do you remember?” 
 
    Milly sniffled and nodded in her arms. 
 
    After they had parted Tiana embraced Erica and the others in turn. 
 
    “It wasn’t just Kar who enjoyed training with you. Take care of yourselves, dear friends. I fear that dark times lie ahead for us all.” 
 
    With that she and her sisters took their leave. 
 
    Nameless spent some time in the square afterwards, considering the damage from the battle and the foliage that had sprung up where the Dryads had healed him. 
 
    The spot where Kar had died. 
 
    “Don’t obsess over it kid, she wouldn’t want that. Grieve, and then move on.” 
 
    Miranda’s voice sounded from behind him and he felt her hand settle on his shoulder. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    He didn’t look away from the ground. He could almost hear Kar’s voice calling out to him, telling him to stay down… 
 
    Miranda’s answer was typically direct. 
 
    “Go home. Sleep, eat, fuck. Go back to your cottage and live your life kid.” 
 
    He sighed as he turned to meet her grey eyes. 
 
    “Home.” 
 
    He repeated the word as a question. 
 
    She gave him another look, sighed and walked away; fortunately he wasn’t alone for long as his girls moved in to flank him on either side while Milly pulled him into her breasts. 
 
    “Master, she’s right you know.” 
 
    He swallowed, in the last two days he had probably shed more tears than he had shed in his entire life. 
 
    Finally he stood up straight and turned to his loves with a weak smile. 
 
    “Alright then, let’s go home.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Far away from the city of Garland, in a cave shrouded with darkness, a frail man crowed with exultation. 
 
    “At last! Eve I have done it! Look at her, isn’t she perfect?” 
 
    Jonathan stood from his long crouch and cracked his back as he gestured at the girl prone before him. 
 
    “She’s still just a rabbit.” Evadne sniffed with disdain. 
 
    “We have to start small, you know that. Lapines are easy to break. And she is only the first.” He smiled at the bunny. 
 
    Evadne sniffed again. 
 
    “She is food.” 
 
    The nude girl stirred and rose to her knees. She drew in a rasping breath, her small breasts heaving as her chest expanded. Her eyes fluttered open. 
 
    They were black as pitch. 
 
    She turned her gaze to the Empath and stared, waiting. 
 
    “Look Eve, she is in control!” 
 
    “She is making me hungry.” 
 
    Jonathan turned to her with a sigh, his good mood spoiled. 
 
    “Years of work have come to fruition; at last we have what we need. And all you can think about… is food?” 
 
    Evadne turned her eyes to her ostensible master. 
 
    “She is but one, and a weak one at that. I will need far more than this to achieve my goals. You are getting excited over nothing.” 
 
    Jonathan was annoyed by her harsh words, and the contempt he could sense from her heartstone did nothing to help. 
 
    “I spent ten years in hell for this! For you Evadne! These are our goals. We want the same thing.” 
 
    His voice was grating. 
 
    Ten years? Try a thousand you little snot. 
 
    Evadne snorted and tilted her head to one side as she considered the newborn Tenebrae before them. 
 
    “There is one more test.” She announced; “We need to be sure. If she is going to turn on you then we need to know sooner rather than later.” 
 
    “What do you suggest?” 
 
    Evadne leaned in and whispered in his ear as one hand worked to free his member from his pants. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” 
 
    Jonathan gasped in sudden discomfort; the black eyes of the bunny girl were far from arousing to look upon. 
 
    “No, I’m not in the mood…” 
 
    Evadne smiled as she addressed the puffy tailed Lapine. 
 
    “And yet it is happening. Well slave, what are you waiting for? Service this little bastard. Show me that you and the others who come after you can do what you’re told.” 
 
    The dark-eyed girl’s only response was to shift forwards and take his cock between her lips. 
 
    He tilted his head back and squirmed in consternation, not aroused in the least by the bunny’s clumsy efforts and keenly aware of the sharp teeth kept barely off of his vulnerable flesh. 
 
    “Soon this won’t be necessary at all. Once we free them all, then we can stop. Right, Eve?” 
 
    His gaze flickered to the Chimera, but she wasn’t listening. Instead, she took up a bag of walnuts and began cracking them one at a time, discarding the nut and the shell both. 
 
    “Evadne?” 
 
    But she did not answer him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End
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