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Chapter One

War cries split the quiet night as the night sky lit with fire.  The cold air of early winter heated noticeably as white-hot tipped burning arrows arced Muranth’s way.  There must’ve been an entire goblin tribe swarming out of the mine, including the tribe’s shaman who was either a wizard or fire sorcerer.  He wasn’t sure yet.
“Shit,” he muttered, as ten goblins riding dire wolves leapt out of the mine to join the fun.
He channeled his magic and transmuted it to earth, as a powerful pulse left his hand.  It weakened as it spread out, his magic too diffuse at that distance to be overwhelming, but as it hit the burning hot metal arrowheads the arrows lost much of their momentum and started to fall far short of their position.
He shifted his crossbow to his right hand and channeled more earth magic, surrounding the bolt in a nimbus as he aimed and pulled the trigger.  The deadly bolt shot out and moved impossibly far and quickly with the aid of his magic.  It hit the shaman dead on in the chest, but it merely bounced off.
“Wizard it is,” he muttered, a fire sorcerer couldn’t have shielded against that, and would’ve dodged.
Shar giggled, “Would you like some help?” she asked in a bright chipper voice, as she sent balls of white-hot fire into the charging goblins.
The explosions as they hit the ground at the goblin’s feet were blinding as the white-hot flashing fire, and almost ten of the goblins charging them were screaming and on fire as they hit the ground.
A surviving human miner muttered behind them, “They’re crazy.”
He snorted, and he didn’t disagree.  He was having fun even as his raptor gaze took in the crazy number of goblins charging their position, and so were his women.  They were several miles north of Baybrook in the hills where Uradia mined for their metals.  It was still pretty far from the mountains where most of the evil monster races were concentrated, but they’d obviously mined too deeply and had broken into a rare goblin cave system.
A few of the miners had escaped and made it to Baybrook, with stories of their comrades being tortured, so they’d set out immediately instead of waiting for dawn.  They were also obviously spotted on approach, because the goblins had rallied to push back and kill anyone approaching the mine.
Nysa sent out a lance of water magic that slammed several of the goblins into one another.  She smirked, as several of them stopped their charge in outrage to kill the goblin that had run into them.  Goblins weren’t exactly kind to their own, and they weren’t the smartest sentient evil race either.
“Shar, take the shaman, would you?  Willow, help her do it.”
It was actually Tansya, but they all called them both Willow when they were out, everyone but them and the princess thought they were the same person, an elven nature sorceress. 
That was about all the planning they had time for as the goblins closed in range.  Oh, they’d planned before arriving, but their plans had all revolved around cave fighting, not a whole tribe rallying outside the mine on open ground.
He transmuted a stream of magic into water magic, and he shielded himself with an anti-water shield.  It was oddly shaped, to prevent anyone from getting close enough to stab him in the back, or to come at him more than two at a time.  It’d also protect from other raw magics, but not arrows, bolts, or thrown weapons.
Tansya grabbed Shar’s hand, and she dragged her over to a tree and they both disappeared.
He laughed and bet Shar loved that, not.
Then the goblins were among them as he shifted his shield and wickedly curved bastard sword to his right hand, and he went to the bloody work he excelled in.  He’d gotten quite a bit more dangerous the last six weeks, since the elves had sued for peace.  He channeled two more streams of magic with barely a thought, transmuted them, and as he shield bashed one goblin with his shield, which sent out an explosion of fire sending it flying and setting several others on fire, a blast of lightning left his sword and took a dire wolf in the chest.  That last attack cooked the dire wolf and the goblin riding it.  His lightning had grown quite a bit stronger since last time he’d fought the resistant wolves.
His beautiful water nymph not to be outdone, moved like a thresher through the goblin attackers.  She used her magic more subtly, more a precision instrument than Muranth’s current sledgehammer approach.  To be fair, he’d just started his mastery of all the elements, he had a lot to learn as far as applying that magic went.  No weapon came near Nysa as she danced through them, cutting throats with her short daggers as she held their bodies still for a split second, and no weapons came near her as she nudged their arms to foul their aim.
She sent out a blast of water magic that lifted at least ten into the air and pushed them back as it then forcibly slammed them back against the ground.  She’d done that before in battle, and without really thinking about it Muranth channeled and transmuted fire magic and bathed them all in a plume of flames that raked across the ground and their bodies.
Even as his sword whipped around to cut the throat of the goblin that he’d shield bashed.
Inky shadows shot from the shaman and he popped a quick dome of water magic over the three miners that had accompanied them back.  The death spell the shaman had sent their way failed to find a way through Nysa’s or his two shields, but he could barely see through the inkiness for the duration of the spell as he waited for it to fail.
“Down!” he yelled, as the hair on the back of his neck stood up.
Arrows whistled over his and Nysa’s head, as well as two of the miners.  The third screamed out, obviously not ducking fast enough.  He hoped the man would live until the end of the battle so he could be healed, and then dismissed it from his mind as he rolled back to his feet.
The night lit on fire again, but this time it was for their side.  He could see his succubus and the tree nymph glowing as the white-hot fire left Shar’s hand and then slammed into the goblin shaman’s flank.  The nymph had taken them to his flank through the surrounding trees, normally that would take a split second for her, and he had to assume Shar had slowed her down somehow.
Regardless, it was still faster than it would’ve taken to run around to the flank in the outside world.
Tansya wasn’t idle, as he felt her nature magic as she attacked the shaman’s two personal guards, who were both on dire wolves.  Tansya and Willow had been a hell of a surprise, they hated the touch of metal so they wouldn’t wield swords or knives, but with a staff and bow they were incredibly deadly.  They might not have been natural warriors and were peaceful by nature when given the choice, but for him they fought with a ferocity that never failed to take his breath away.
It was in part, their nature magic, which enhanced their already fast, limber, and supple bodies with speed, strength, and awareness through enhanced senses.  Really, he almost felt bad for the poor goblins as Tansya smacked them around so Shar could focus on the shaman. 
Damn, they really turned him on when they went all fierce for him.
Even more so than Nysa, not because Nysa wasn’t hot putting down enemies, because she was, but Nysa had always been a hunter.  Tansya and Willow were usually sweet, shy, and harmless, it was their nature unless under threat.
Tansya was in sorceress robes of light tan, while Nysa wore dark blue and his succubus was in red.  Their lack of armor had bothered him in the past, because even he got hit once in a while as an enemy snuck through his guard.  So, a few weeks ago he’d put all those dragon scales to good use, and under those robes they wore skintight dragon armor.
He and Nysa had thinned out the goblins a whole lot before he was even hit once.  An arrow took him in his shoulder from behind, but fortunately his armor was able to deflect it.  It just hurt like a bitch until he channeled some life magic even as he twisted and shot a ball of fire of his own at the culprit twenty yards away.  The goblin archer went up in flames as he turned back to two charging goblins. 
He hit the goblin on the right with a water magic lance, similar in nature to his shield, so it sent the goblin flying back onto his ass.  The second goblin swung his sword, but he swept it away with his shield and cut off the goblin’s leg with a low sweep of his bastard sword.  The goblin’s death cry as his life blood ran out was followed quickly by the second, as he crushed the second goblin beneath his shield and ran him through the chest.  With its arms pinned, the goblin couldn’t even try to parry his strike.
He frowned, as the last four goblins on dire wolf mounts turned and raced back to help their shaman after Tansya had split open the skulls of the shaman’s personal guards.
He channeled his magic again, and four concussive blasts of sound accompanied the lightning bolts he’d sent their way over two seconds and which filled the night explosively.
Two of the goblins had tried to take advantage of his distant focus, but he was aware of them as they came at his back with a pitiful attempt at stealth.
He also didn’t do anything about it, because he also sensed Nysa as she danced by, cutting through the back of one’s neck to sever his spinal cord, while her second dagger slammed into the other’s back and pierced its heart.  His water nymph always had his back, and his powerful libido demanded he take her in that moment, but he kept his focus on the field of battle.
The shaman’s death cry followed a moment later, as Shar’s strong magic and stream of fire eventually broke through the protective spells around the shaman.  When the fire cleared, there was nothing left of him but ashes, Shar hadn’t held back.  It only took a few more moments for him and Nysa to take down the remains of the goblin tribe with steel, as well as water, fire, and earth magic.
He walked over and then sighed as he looked down at the dead man who hadn’t ducked when he said to. The damned arrow had hit the man’s heart.  He couldn’t heal the dead.
“My condolences.”
The other two were looking at him in awe, one said, “I thought we were all dead, that was incredible.”
He snorted, “Why did you come then?”
The man flushed, “We thought you’d be taking them in pockets, inside the mine.  We had faith in that plan and your ferocity.  Not the whole damned tribe at once.”
Oh, right.  He decided not to take offense.
The other snorted, “Guess we forgot you took down a whole undead army at once.”
Yeah, that’d been a lot easier actually, but he wasn’t going to say that.
His beautiful Tansya was already gathering up the loot, weapons and good armor, as well as pouches of coin.  She’d taken on that responsibility, and he’d allowed it even if it tweaked his instincts more than a little bit.  She’d ensure all of it made its way into his treasury and armory for sale.  She’d sooner die than steal from him, or see any harm reach him, so he’d sooner die than admit her access to his treasury put his teeth on edge.  After six weeks of it, he was mostly used to it now.
He said, “I expect that was all of them, but we’ll check out the mine to be sure, and block the passage you opened up.  There might be some guards left, if any more miners are still alive.  You’ll need to mine in another direction, obviously.  I hope there are more survivors in there, we can heal them up too if they’ve been…” he trailed off.  Humans tended to get queasy about torture.  Of course, he didn’t like it either and he would never torture someone, but it didn’t impact him all that much either.
It was just what goblins did.
They cautiously moved into the mine to finish up.
It’d been six weeks since the elves had sued for peace.  Despite that, he’d continued with his contract of protecting the two western villages as he courted the princess once a week with an all-day date of sorts.  It’d been fairly quiet since the elves gave up on raiding them, but that was a good thing and allowed him to focus on his magic, all while he earned a fifty gold a week stipend.
He’d worked hard and begun his mastery of all four of his elemental magics.  All that meant was his connections to his bonded, and him being able to cast the cantrips with little thought, and also channel and transform his magic to that element could be done in battle.  There was still very little he could do with it in battle, but he could use all four elements in battle with one or two simple applications.  Not to mention his lightning attack and life magics which he had long ago mastered.
It’d take years to fully master them, and all the possibilities.  He still worked on all four of them to train his subconscious mind on those applications of power, and he’d slowly add more and more things he could do in battle with them.
He’d just started to work on spell craft as a wizard with his Shar.  Magic was difficult, as was the language of magic which was eerie and for some reason extremely hard to commit to memory.  Almost like the language resisted being memorized.  It took hours of study and practice to memorize a mere handful of words every day.  He’d yet to reach the point he could cast even the simplest of spells. 
It also took a lot of focus to use, always, so it was something that he would never use in battle.  However, spells before battle could make a difference, like the shield that had protected the shaman from his bolt, and there were other useful applications outside of battle like fast travel through portals, and countless others.
Shar of course, was much more than a simple human witch.  She was his succubus, a demoness from the lower planes, and his bonded lover.  He got his training, a powerful ally, and she got easy and relatively safe meals to increase her power.  Plus, all the mind-blowing sex they shared, every morning and night.
Shar had also reached the next level of power for her kind.  As she’d suspected, the new power she got was worthless for them, the ability to enslave the weaker members of her kind.  But, the amount of magic she could hold, channel, and use had gone up significantly, her ability to use fire and lust had been enhanced, and she could cast more powerful spells on her own as well.
Her wings, horns, tail, and breasts were also a bit larger, the former three had also become red-tipped to advertise her new status.  Further advancement would bring red arcane designs etched into them, and he was looking forward to seeing her like that, but her next advancement was months away.  Her breasts were still generous, at the high end of rare in size, but he’d seen many human females with bigger. Nowhere near as large as Nysa’s bountiful breasts which he’d only seen the like on three other human women since his arrival on this plane.
Despite the size change, they were still perfectly rounded and supple, and ridiculously pert for their size and with gravity defying characteristics.  Added to her thin waist and sexily rounded ass and flared hips, she was a perfect hourglass of supple limber flesh with silky skin.  Her legs were long and toned at five foot six, and her neck was gracefully long.
Shar was also the most beguilingly beautiful woman he’d ever seen.  Put simply, her facial features were in a scale all her own.  She had dark gray eyes set in an angelically beautiful face, with long eyelashes, pouty lips, and all framed by her long wavy golden blond hair that flowed down her body.
He was becoming quite attached to her.  Considering she was a demoness from the lower planes that was a little alarming, except his Shar would always be there for the rest of his life.  He wouldn’t have to give her up, because she’d never give up her meal ticket to greater power without needing to hunt thousands of victims, and in a much shorter amount of time even if it would take millennia. 
Sometimes he thought she was falling for him too, but the succubus was so artfully coy and affectionate sometimes, and at others she was crude and confrontational, or merely teasing.  It was impossible for him to discern what was truth, and what was merely artful flirting and seduction to blend in and attract her prey.
He also worried it was just wishful thinking on his part, Shar truly was precious to him in ways he couldn’t quantify.
The second thing his main focus was on was nature magic.  He was a long way still from being able to use it in battle, and much farther still from being able to do that and enhance his body with it or travel through the trees of the forest at the same time.  It was a difficult magic to learn, and even harder to master, fortunately he had two very good teachers.
Tansya and Willow were his tree nymphs, sometimes called dryads, though they appeared to be elven nature sorceresses to those around them, and only one came out at a time. Both of them answered to Willow when they did so, and the other stayed in their tree in his dimensional hoard.  Elves didn’t have twins, after all, and since they were not only perfect twins, but they could also hear, see, feel and sense everything the other did, they didn’t mind.  The one hiding would have all the same experiences as the one out, so they didn’t even have to worry about keeping their stories straight on what had happened when they switched out.
What one knew, felt, and believed, so did the other.
They had chestnut hair, a medium reddish brown that was fine and perfectly straight, with warm light brown eyes.  Their faces were pixyish cute and mischievously beautiful.  The long eyelashes, elven upswept ears, and thin faces added an exotic flavor to their beauty as well.  They were both petite at five feet even, with sexy, tight, and lithe bodies.  Their breasts were average for human women, but at the same time the couple of handfuls looked more than large enough for their slight frames.  They were perfectly round but slightly elongated, with large and very sensitive nipples.  Their curves were gentle, and their asses were tight and supple.  Their bodies were extremely limber and bendable, and they were always up for sex.
All his bonded save April who was forbidden to him, were nymphomaniacs.  The two dryads were nymphs in all senses of the word, and after they’d had sex for the first time, they were insatiable and sweet flirts, and completely wild in bed.  They also preferred to be with him at the same time.  They were also all faithful, including Shar and Nysa, to him and his other bonded.
Nysa was his water nymph, and his first bonded after April who he’d bonded right after birth.  Nysa had long lustrous straight midnight liquid hair.  It looked like a waterfall of midnight as it framed her beautiful face and flowed down her torso.  She had expressive ocean blue eyes, full lips, and an ethereally beautiful face with high but soft cheekbones. 
She was also just as practiced in shy innocent seduction as his succubus, but far more honest in nature.  She was in every way his, and she saw him as her master.
Nysa’s body was the most sumptuous of his women, with bountiful rounded breasts he could get lost in, a waspishly thin waist, and a lovely rounded ass and hips that made her more waspish than hourglass.  Her legs were thin and toned, and she was just five foot three.  She was a sex goddess, and lovingly devoted to him, but she was also extremely intelligent and managed businesses and investments for him.
His treasury was becoming respectable, he’d earned several thousand gold so far in monster bounties and his stipend alone, though that contract would end in two days.  To his delight, Nysa had also earned almost half as much again in her investments and various business enterprises.
April of course, was his oldest bonded and beloved companion.  A fairy that stood six inches tall, with a mischievously beautiful face, white gossamer wings, and a killer body by proportion.  She had long white blonde silken hair and dark blue eyes.  Her body was lithe and tight like the twins for the most part, except for her breasts which were very generous in size and looked huge proportionally to the rest of her body. He loved her, but they were forbidden to become lovers. Their future mates when they went back home, and their future children was the focus there to avoid temptation.  Both their societies had laws against it, and neither of them wanted to be banished.
Still, for her sake, he shared all his other bonded lovers with her at night, when she’d use her life magic and grow her body to human size.  The first night they did that he’d been more tempted than he’d liked at her sweet sounds of pleasure, and her nubile body being pleasured by his other lovers just inches away.  So, since that night he’d had Shar put up a privacy screen of illusion magic.  She still tempted him, but out of sight was out of mind, and it was much easier to deal with.  It also allowed him to put his total focus on the bonded he was with in the moment, and not be drawn or distracted to the show taking place right next to him.
He wasn’t sure what was next, except he’d be spending a lot of time in the capital, since his marriage to the princess was also in two days.  At some point he suspected he’d have Shar portal them to Arrowreach near the east coast, so they could continue their circuit for cleaning out monsters that threatened Uradia’s villages.  He wasn’t in a big hurry though, even his treasure instincts were pretty well sated at the moment.  He even had a respectably large pile of gold and an even larger one of silver.
He still had almost two hundred years to fill the rest of it, and he knew he’d want to spend time with his human wife before running off.  Once he’d been to all the villages by horse, they could do day trips to hunt down monsters in a circuit, or to listen for rumors of bandits between villages.  But until then he’d have to travel two or three days between the last ten villages and the large port city, before returning to the castle and his human mate.
It still took him by surprise that Stephanie had accepted them all, and what they truly were.  Sure, their ambitions fit perfectly together because they didn’t clash, and their chemical attraction was off the chart, but he didn’t imagine it would be easy for a human princess to accept a demoness as one of his bonded.  Or as Stephanie put it, his concubines.
His Stephanie was just nineteen, with lovely extremely fine and light brown hair and warmly intelligent hazel eyes.  Her face had an elegant innocent beauty to it, and smooth silky skin that he was looking forward to seeing over the rest of her body.  The future queen of Uradia was still a virgin after all, and their first time would be after the wedding.  Her body was curvaceously athletic, with generous breasts.  Her clothes hid most of her curves, usually covering her from neck to ankle, but given her toned and in shape body and abilities with a rapier, he couldn’t wait to see the rest of the rest of the tight curvy body he suspected lay beneath.
The mine took almost the rest of the night to clean out and secure, and by the time they returned to Baybrook false dawn was peeking over the eastern horizon as they sought their beds.  Sleep, would come even later…




Chapter Two - Interlude

Princess Stephanie was breathless as her maids and the castle tailor made some last-minute adjustments to her wedding dress.  She bit her lip, as she remembered the soft and sweet kiss that she’d stolen from Muranth last week when she’d agreed to be his wife.  Despite the kiss being soft and mostly chaste, there’d been a powerful passion in it that had made her dizzy with lust and she’d tingled powerfully between her legs.  It’d been almost shocking in its intensity. If a simple kiss had done that, she couldn’t even imagine what their wedding bed would be like tomorrow night.
She was feeling a bit hot, as she remembered the heated raptor’s gaze that he’d given her when the kiss was broken.  It’d made her feel so vulnerable to see that strong desire in his eyes to ravish her, but at the same time she’d never felt safer nor had she ever felt such a desperate need to be ravished before.  It turned her on to know just how much she’d affected her Muranth with that simple kiss.  It’d also been their first.  She blushed, as she remembered what else that kiss had revealed, the size of the large lump in his leathers had almost been frightening in its size.
Truth be told, it was almost a relief as well.  She knew she attracted him, and many had called her beautiful in her life, but she had been a little jealous and worried about his concubines.  They were all so beautiful, sensual, ripely sexy, and she suspected very experienced at giving pleasure in bed.  She’d feared that she wouldn’t measure up to them in his eyes, but clearly that wouldn’t be the case.
Sure, he was marrying her for his ambition, to have a firmly secured place among Uradia, while she was marrying him for her own ambitions that he would support her in, instead of him cutting her down.
But… she’d no doubt anymore they were also marrying because they deeply respected and were attracted to each other.  She really couldn’t wait to be ravished, and she took a deep steadying breath as she tried to slow her heart.  It really was a thrill, remembering the intense lust in his eyes.  She’d felt hunted, and she’d never felt sexier.  Yes, she loved their mutual respect and the way he admired her intelligence, that they’d support each other’s ambitions, but she also loved that he loved and wanted her body.
Damn, she was moistening below at the mere thought of his intense emerald eyes, and the way his hands had felt on her sides squeezing her firmly but gently.  She tried to push it out of her head, she’d be mortified if the servant on her knees and working on her skirts scented her arousal.
The last six days she’d spent with him had been wonderful, one day a week, and she’d shared things with him she’d never shared with another.  Her dreams and ambitions, her hopes for the future.  The biggest obstacle for her to get past had been Shar, but she’d been convinced that the succubus meant her and her kingdom no harm.  She likened the succubus to a predator in a room full of endless meat to gorge on, the endless meat being Muranth.
The succubus was hardly tamed, but the humans around the demoness were weak food sources in comparison.  It also helped that Shar had bluntly told her, sworn on her power, that she wouldn’t hunt any of her people for sustenance, ever.  Shar had also said she was faithful to Muranth and his other bonded for even just sex, so she wouldn’t be seducing her whole court to cause problems or fill the time.  Demons didn’t lie, they deceived with the truth, but that statement was too specific and defined for it to be deceptive.
Regardless, she was more than ready to go through with it.  Muranth would be an excellent husband for her, even if he was gone two or three days a time in the beginning, until he could portal to all the villages.
The tailor finished marking the changes, and the maids carefully pulled her dress off and put her in an elaborate green dress for the day. 
The tailor said, “It’s almost perfect, I’ll have the changes done in an hour, your highness.”
She nodded, “Thank you.”
The tailor curtseyed before she left the room.
Her father walked in a moment later, and said, “Clear the room.”
The lady’s maids left quickly, and both waited until the door to her suite was closed.
She frowned, “What’s wrong, father?”
He said, “Prince Michael of Daca just arrived, with an honor guard of twenty soldiers and a female advisor.  He also carries letters from his father the emperor.”
She shook her head, annoyed.  The bastard better not ruin her wedding. 
“What are they doing here, you did tell them no on the treaty, right?”
Jonas chuckled, “Yes, peace daughter.  I don’t know, they didn’t say anything about their purpose for visiting in the throne room when they presented themselves outside of attending the royal wedding, but I can’t imagine that’s their true purpose in being here.  I came to see you first, the seneschal had them brought to the receiving lounge, I want you with me for your opinion.”
“Wait, a female advisor?”
Jonas snickered, “Took you long enough, distracted daughter?” he teased. 
It was very odd.  The empire was a strictly patriarchal society, save when they have an empress.  Women did have rights and even influence in the empire, but it was restricted to behind closed doors.  She pursed her lips in thought.
“The plan?”
Jonas said, “Let’s hear them out and ask questions, don’t commit to anything or even suggest it.  We will discuss whatever they want in private before rendering our decision.”
She nodded, “Of course, father.”
Jonas led her out and through the halls.  They entered the lounge, which already had an equal number of guards stationed on their side of the room, and several servants preparing drinks and finger foods.
She sat down next to her father, annoyed that these interlopers were killing her buzz, but only a graceful smile was shown to their guests.  The prince was quite handsome to her annoyance, but she felt no attraction to him.  His arrogant and stiff expression made sure of that.  In fact, she was surer than ever she’d made the right choice, this man would’ve fought her tooth and nail for power using deception and honeyed words.
Muranth would support her, and more than that it was a love match.  It was the last reason they were marrying, but she truly couldn’t wait to feel her elder dragon’s weight above her as she gave him her innocence with joy and excitement.  Their relationship was far more than a business deal made in the halls of political power.
The prince’s advisor looked not much older than the prince, maybe mid-twenties, with dark hair and green eyes.  There was something about the woman that bothered her, but she couldn’t put her fingers on it.  She relaxed, time would reveal the truth and reason for her concern there, or it’d wash it away as paranoia in their ill-timed arrival.
Jonas said, “Prince Michael, you are welcome here to share in the joy of my daughter’s wedding to our kingdom’s savior.  I suspect however, you have other motives you didn’t wish to expand upon in open court?”
The prince nodded easily in agreement, “Your daughter is truly lovely, I regret you felt we should not get to know one another.  Your kingdom has made great strides at recovering, it is good to have a strong neighbor once again.  While a pleasure to meet her, I had not expected her presence at this initial meeting.  It could make the unfortunate things I come to warn you of… awkward.”
Jonas scowled, “My daughter is heir, and will not be dismissed so arrogantly by a guest in this kingdom.  Why are you really here?”
The prince nodded to his advisor, “My new advisor has told me some shocking truths that I don’t believe you are aware of.  My father felt if you did know of them, you’d never let this mistake of a wedding go forward.  He sent me to tell you those truths, and if you wish to reconsider the treaty offer we previously made.”
Stephanie’s mask faltered, as anger went through her, along with fear.  Could they know the truth?  The next words the prince spoke froze her in anxiety and fear.
“The truth is diabolical in nature.  Muranth is not what he seems.  He isn’t human despite his appearance, and his concubines even less so.  I have it on good authority two of them are actually monsters and not sentient races with souls at all.  Not a water and nature sorceress, but a water nymph and dryad.  The third is even worse, a fell and wicked demoness of the lower realms, who will no doubt corrupt your kingdom from within its stronghold of this castle and bring it low.”
Stephanie felt faint, and more than a little ill.  Not just at the truth the prince couldn’t possibly know, but at her own father’s outraged visage on her and Muranth’s behalf.  She never had told him.
“That is a…”
Princess Stephanie cleared her throat, and her father seemed to come back to himself and remember his own plan of discussing it with her before he answered their purpose in coming here.
The smug look on the prince’s advisor made her narrow her eyes.  Who was she to know the truth?
Jonas said, “I will of course, have to look into that myself.  I find it hard to believe the man who saved my kingdom from an undead army, and secured my border against the ungrateful elves, means any harm to me or mine.  I’m also quite aware he is something else, and only appears human, but I also know that shape change is absolute.  My daughter’s heirs will be human, and human or not Muranth is the finest and most honorable man I’ve ever met.  You will be given our best guest quarters for your stay. Rest assured that my daughter and I will look into these accusations and make a decision before the wedding tomorrow afternoon.”
Michael nodded, “That’s very gracious, your majesty.  I apologize for being the bearer of such unwelcome news, it’s an unpleasant duty on my part as well.  My father felt it was important given all our kingdoms’ stance on the evil creatures of the lower planes, and of course, the monsters that prey upon humanity in our own.”
Stephanie and the king both got up, and then left the room.  At first, she wasn’t sure where her father was leading her, but given the content of their accusations she realized he was heading toward Benjamin’s rooms.  The court wizard was old, wise, and could get at the truth.
She also realized she didn’t have a choice.  She’d have to tell him the truth and hope for the best, Benjamin as well.  Tears threatened her eyes, what if her father cancelled the wedding?  Her ambitions, and her happiness and chance at a joyful life depended on him understanding.
April scowled internally as she shared Blossom’s body to report to Khalea.  The problem of course, was the queen dragon was nowhere to be found.  Khalea’s aerie was empty, outside of her sister that is.
Blossom said, “She went on a private hunt, she didn’t tell me where she was going.”
She frowned, “Your bond feels wrong, thin.  She’s not on this plane, is she?”
Blossom scoffed, “Of course she is.”
A shiver went down April’s spine, her sister had just bald faced lied to her.  The problem was it was impossible to lie when sharing a single mind and body, and her sister deflated at April’s shock.
Blossom started to sob, “Please don’t hate me, sister.  I couldn’t, still can’t, tell you.”
April gasped as she came to the truth, “She dominates you?”
Blossom shuddered.  That, and the fairy’s miserable silence, was answer enough.
It was against both species’ laws, morals, and society for a dragon to dominate their allied and bonded fairy.  So much so it was an instant death sentence if there was proof of it being done.  That the queen of the dragons had dominated Blossom didn’t bode well at all. Elder dragon society would be rocked when word spread of it.
She wondered how long that had gone on.  Was it a new development, or had Blossom been chained to her bonded dragon’s will all of their lives?  There was only one way to find out.
She reached through her own bond, and tugged, hard.  Hard enough to wake up Muranth and really get his attention.  She felt his power and magic surge back, and she guided it across the planes with her own power. 
Her and Blossom’s shared body was suddenly in a tornado of Muranth’s power.  Her bonded had overwhelming strength and magic, and it buzzed around her and easily had the power to crush her out of existence.
Blossom quailed under the threat of that power, was truly terrified at the scope of it, but April just felt a deep sense of comfort and safety.  She felt securely cradled in the eye of her love’s vicious storm of magic.  All the shocked rage in it was protective, and all about the way Blossom had been victimized.
As she’d hoped, he’d seen Blossom had been dominated by his sister’s magic, as soon as his read her body and magic.
The storm cut in like a razor, cutting that bond to Khalea into shreds, freeing her sister from her nightmare.  Then it receded slowly. She’d have some explaining to do once she’d learned the full truth and returned her consciousness to her true body.
That might take some time, as she cradled her sister with her thoughts while Blossom broke down into heartrending sobs of grief, fear, and relief.  Her own anger was held at bay by her deep and horrified sense of compassion for what her sister had endured.
Still, she needed to find out where Khalea was, and what her true goals were.
“Blossom, you need to tell me what she’s up to, then you can go to your mate and find shelter there.  Khalea will not get away with this.”
Blossom started out slowly, between sobs, but eventually she got the whole story out.
April was beyond pissed, as she flew Blossom’s body to her mate, and then released her power.  Her sister’s will hadn’t been up to the effort of moving a finger, much less traveling to her mate’s and mate’s bonded aerie for succor.  She had very little doubt that Khalea would be marked for death by every dragon on their plane by day’s end.
Tansya relaxed in her tree, stretched out, and enjoyed the feeling of her sister’s skin against their hard-muscled master.  His strong protective arms felt like a shelter around her and Willow both, even as she’d returned to their tree.
The Oak seed she held in her hand was beautiful as she examined it.  Her and Willow’s daughter would be perfect once she was planted, and the tree had time to grow.  She carefully put it in a nook.  There it would wait, the potential life in it held in abeyance until the seed was planted in fertile ground. 
Master had promised their daughter would be safe when they returned to their home plane.  The humans there respected the magical forests, and their offspring would be safe from woodcutters.  It would be worth the wait, what was two centuries?
She and her sister had long ago realized they’d stopped aging, master’s hoard dimension was a timeless place and their tree hadn’t aged a day.  If anything, it was more filled with life, thanks to master’s magic.  Her and Willow would stay young and beautiful for their master until he passed, and their tree was returned to the real world.
She felt warmth in her chest for master, something the humans called love.  She was confused by the deep overwhelming feelings that had grown and accompanied her need to serve Muranth in all ways, but Nysa had explained what it was.  She wasn’t as wise or learned as the water nymph, but her and Willow were extremely intelligent.   They’d even gotten used to being around humans, knowing master would keep them safe, although acting like an arrogant elven sorceress wasn’t easy or natural for them, they both pulled it off for his sake.
Gods, it was hard not to go to him, wake him, and pleasure him.  He was so generous in bed, and pleasuring him wasn’t just a service through instinct, but a deep and satisfying thing to her in ways she still didn’t entirely understand.  She’d do anything for him, but her love and his love for her made it a joyful service.  Her mouth watered for his hard but so very soft and silken cock, sometimes the need to pleasure him was overwhelming, especially when he cradled them so firmly but gently in the night.
She bit her lip, and then closed her eyes to enjoy the sensation of being cradled gently against him.
Nysa woke slowly, pinned between the soft and supple flesh of April and Shar.  She loved her two bedmates almost as much as she did master, it was her honest feelings for them that allowed her to truly discern her love for Muranth.  It was more complicated with him, all twisted up in her desire to serve him.
She’d grown even further the last six weeks with Muranth.  She was pleased with the coin her businesses were bringing in, and to a lesser extent her investments.  Her ale was now sold in the two closest villages as well, and she’d pretty much cornered the ale market in the capital city.
She also had plans to do the same in the port city, when the time came that they made it there.
After last night, they also had an investment in the mine.  It would take money to reopen it, many of the miners had died in the goblin raid.  She suspected that would be an extremely lucrative investment even with the guards she had insisted be hired to patrol the lower tunnels against another attack.
She was content.  She’d finally approached master about the possibility of creating a daughter.  She’d been so hot at his response, because she could tell the idea turned him on a lot.  It made her feel warm and beautiful.  She’d always felt sexy and desired, but that was about physical pleasure and fucking, him wanting her to have his baby made her feel loved and cherished.
And what a difference that had made in her life.  Her driving instinctive need to serve, those instincts, had been partially suborned by the overshadowing love they shared.  She was happier every day.
Of course, their child would have to wait.  He’d feared for her life, even more than the possibility of her killing his humans, although that was a part of it as well.  She would have his child when they went back to his home dimension, where her daughter wouldn’t have to be a hunter of men.
Her daughter would still be a hunter at heart of course, but so was she.  She enjoyed the battle last night, a whole lot. Her and master fought together as one unit flawlessly now.  But she didn’t have to be violent, and didn’t feel the need to be, unless her, master, or what was master’s was threatened.
Her deepest wish was that their child would find what she’d found, a master to love and serve that would take care of her back.  Perhaps bonded to a dragon like she was, perhaps even master’s male issue with his dragon mate once he’d claimed one.
She snuggled into April, and knew the fairy wasn’t present yet, she must’ve still been reporting to Khalea, as she fell back asleep.
Shar of course, snuggled into her own back, wasn’t asleep at all. The demoness just loved to cuddle as she lay and watched over them.
Nysa didn’t say anything, and pretended not to notice, because she knew the demon would be embarrassed at getting caught doing it.
Shar was really glad her link to the lower planes was broken, and it wouldn’t be reestablished until Muranth’s bond expired.  It meant they couldn’t find her, or even watch her with magic.  The reason she was glad was because all the other demons would make fun of her, if they ever figured out just how important Muranth and the others had become to her.
Fortunately, when the time came in two thousand years or more, she’d be returning as a conquering ruler to take over her own lower plane.  No one made fun of the demon in charge, after all.
She was disgustingly content with her arm around Nysa as she spooned the water nymph from behind.  She’d been fighting against it every step of the way, but she was more than fond of the others, none more so than Muranth himself.
It was ridiculously obvious that the elder dragon loved her, even if he did try to hide it.  What was shocking was instead of manipulating him with ease as she’d have done to anyone stupid enough to fall for a demoness in the past, she was drowning in her own deep sappy feelings for the bastard.
She was also impressed with him.  Despite what he felt was extremely slow progress, he was learning the language of magic relatively quickly.  Much quicker than most apprentices would.  It was hard work, and it took most beings twenty years to fully master the language and understand the syntax and rules in spellcasting, but she’d bet that he’d do it in fifteen.
Their lovemaking if anything, had become even more joyful the last six weeks.  She was still extremely uncomfortable with her emotions, which made her care about prey.
He was prey after all.
Yeah, she didn’t buy her usual mantra either.  He was so much more than that, to her heart if not her instincts as a hunter and predator of intelligent species.  Many perceived the lower planar creatures as evil, but that simply wasn’t the truth, at least not objectively.  It probably seemed that way subjectively to their prey, but in the end they were just another predator species that was higher on the food chain.
Really, that’s all it was.  She was never cruel to humans just because they were prey, no more than humans walked around kicking chickens and beating their cows with sticks.  It was just… the humans they usually preyed on were also their enemies, idiots who tried to force them into deals to do their bidding.
She was cruel to them, but so would any human, elf, or mortal sentient be to an abuser and kidnapper.
Point was, her people were capable of deep connections and emotions.  It was just that their predatory and competitive instincts made that foolish and weak in most cases.  She was coming to believe that wasn’t so in her current circumstances.
She was even amused when Muranth gave her doubtful questioning looks, whenever she forgot herself and acted sweetly toward him.  Her coy desire and seduction for Muranth wasn’t at all fake anymore.  It was a hard expectation to throw off, for both of them.  That didn’t stop her from enjoying his attentions and presence in her life, however.
It was almost time to wake them all up, they couldn’t sleep the day away despite their all-night battle and cleanup.  They were expected in the capital later that day, and tomorrow was his wedding to Princess Stephanie.  She liked the future queen well enough, but she wondered at their sleeping arrangements and the changes that would come with her addition.
She’d be annoyed if she couldn’t watch over her lover at night.




Chapter Three

His midnight haired beauty was so lovely, as he took his place between her legs and slid into her heaven.  And she was heavenly around him, so tight, soft, wet and warm.  Her gloriously beautiful light blue ocean eyes stared up at him with pleasured loving devotion, as he worked his long and thick length fully into her body.
It was just them in the bed, he’d already taken care of Shar and the twins that morning and they were getting cleaned up in the tub and dressed.  It was almost lunchtime, but it would be their breakfast.  He also needed to talk to April about what she’d learned from Blossom before they headed to the capital and things got crazy, but that could wait, and he pushed it out of his head to concentrate on his beloved water nymph.
He pulled out slowly, enjoying the sensual sensations and little explosions of pleasure along his sensitive length.  Her body was so tight for him, and he enjoyed the slow sway of her bountiful breasts in the corner of his vision while he looked into her eyes.
She sighed in pleasure, tightened around him, and gave him a little grind from below as his cock was once against buried in paradise.  Her warm encompassing flesh was so snug for him, and the look of dazed devotion in her joyful eyes rocked his world.
He did it again, enjoying the sweet breathy sigh of pleasure from his water nymph as he slowly pulled out only to push back into her tight center.  Her soft sumptuous body was so responsive to his every move as she caressed his body lovingly.
She said softly, “Master… so good.  I love when you look at me like that.”
It wasn’t the first time he’d made love to her, but he’d never gone quite so slow before.  It was partially decadent, as both of them had already had multiples from their shared lovers.
“How is that?”
She said shyly, “Like you love and adore me, master.”
He ground up into her, as she ground up around him, and he bent down to kiss her lingeringly and softly.  Her pouty lips were so soft and silky against his, and her breathy gasp into his mouth as he slowly drew out and pushed back into her paradise went straight to his libido.  The intense pleasure of going slow, drowning in his feelings for the amazing woman beneath him, was overwhelming.
He said softly as their kiss broke, “No like about it, my precious and sexy water nymph.  I do love and adore you.”
Her eyes widened in shocked pleasure, and the joy in her eyes as she came undone around him, squeezed and convulsed around him, made him wonder why he’d never said it before.  He’d loved her for quite a while now.  He wasn’t exactly the sharing type, but he realized then he’d been foolish not to say it.  His lover looked electrified by it.
She gasped, “I love you too, master.  With all that I am.”
He continued to make love to her in a slow but firm and steady inexorable pace with their eyes intimately connected.  He never imagined sex with his Nysa could get better, but there was something about saying it out loud that seemed to change everything.  He’d felt a lot less vulnerable surrounded by deadly enemies in battle than he did in that intimate moment under her naked and loving gaze.
The pleasure was intense, very intense at that slow speed, but it was their emotional high and intimately locked eyes that made it even more powerful than a rutting fuck.  The sweet vulnerability and loving devotion in her eyes as she went over into a second even more powerful orgasm for him blew his mind.
He also knew his eyes were just as naked, and that they were reflecting the same emotions back to her.  It was a powerful moment in his life, and he wanted to roar it out to the world in that moment, just how much he loved the soft and supple creature below him. 
She came for him two more times, each one more powerful than the one before, and her body was covered with sweat and her eyes glassy with pleasure from the violence of her ecstasy, as he finally took his own pleasure in her tight sheathe.
The power of the orgasmic bliss that blew through his body left him shaken, as he started to pulse deep within her body.  When it was done, he kissed her again softly, and he’d never been more tempted to stay in her, or to stay in the bed all day long, but he couldn’t.
He reluctantly pulled out, and they moved to the bath that had just been vacated by the others.
He almost blushed at Shar’s teasing smirk, and the question in the twins’ eyes at what had just passed between him and Nysa.  Love with a monster?  Who’d have thought.  One of the twins went back to the tree by touching him while he and Nysa started to clean up.  A quick burst of nature magic told him Willow was the one staying with them today.
He cleared his throat, “April?”
April sighed, “Your sister is no longer queen.  You are still heir apparent, but the elders have taken over until your return so you can claim your birthright.  As far as I know, she doesn’t know she’s already lost what she’s so feared to lose to you, and she won’t unless or until she goes home.  Although, I imagine she’s pissed off and wondering about her bond with Blossom being severed.”
April frowned, “It started during her walkabout.”
He growled, “That was five hundred years ago!”
April nodded miserably, “Yes, it was.  She broke several rules and had major problems mastering her instincts.  Your mother who was queen at the time might’ve even had her removed as too weak.  Possibly even killed her, as one of her crimes was that she destroyed a whole village of people on her walkabout.  That’s the first time she dominated Blossom, who then against her will started to give highly edited reports.  Since then, she’s had my sister tied in knots.”
He grunted, and he remembered his own temptation to do that.  It had been easy to dismiss, and he was shocked to find out what his sister had become. 
April continued, “Despite the glowing reports, the few angry tantrums she’s thrown since her return and ascension to the throne at your mother’s passing has made a lot of the dragons uneasy.  It didn’t help that you were better controlled than most, and that you had more raw magical potential than her.  Two reasons powerful enough each on their own for you to challenge and replace her on your return home.
“Anyway, to the crux of the matter.  She tried to sabotage you by sending you here to a plane with lesser dragons, and by getting you involved with the locals by dropping you in the middle of a war.  That didn’t work.  There was nothing else she could do from home, except hope you failed, and your continued strong will and moral behavior was alarming to her in the extreme.
“So… with nothing else she could do from there, she told a few others she was going on a long hunt to settle some matters in her mind, and that she didn’t want to be disturbed.  Of course, what she really did is open a planar gate and come here, to this plane.  Blossom didn’t know her plans after that, only that she’d come here to ensure you failed and were disgraced.
He grunted in thought.
April giggled, “Succinct as usual, my bonded.”
He snorted violently, which made her giggle harder.
“It’s not funny, if she expects to get away with it then she’ll need to kill you, and I’m going to tear the bitch’s head off when we catch up with her for that alone.”
April looked overwhelmed at his passion on her behalf, and needed a moment to regather her thoughts, “Anyway, she doesn’t know she’s already failed.  She has failed, Muranth. She’s a dead dragon for her crimes and weakness as soon as she steps foot back on our plane, but that doesn’t really help us at all.  We’ll have to survive whatever plans she has and beat her here, there’s no doubt in my mind she won’t go home until she’s sure of you.  So, that’s all I know.”
There was a little comfort to be had in that concept, that even if he lost the battle and his traitorous sister destroyed him, that she would still pay.  But there was some.  He was strong, and strong willed, but his sister had mastered all of her magics, and was quite a competent and vicious opponent in martial combat, in any form.
He sighed, “Alright, we’ll have to just get on with our lives until we figure out where she is and what she’s doing.  It’s an advantage to be aware of it, but chances are she’s not in her usual human form, and she’ll be hard to spot.  Anywhere close, and I’ll feel her magic no matter what she looks like.  I’m getting married to the princess tomorrow, we can’t put our lives on hold until my sister and her plan rears their heads.  We just need to be vigilant.  How is Blossom?”
April sighed, “Her mind is broken, but she’ll recover.  She’s staying with her mate and mate’s dragon.”
He frowned, his kind weren’t exactly generous with their protection for things and beings that weren’t theirs.  He knew he’d lose his own instincts to protect others other than his bonded once he returned to his true form, like the strangers in towns under threat.  It was also against the laws to bond two fairies, so that solution was a non-starter.  He wasn’t sure how safe that made Blossom.  Her mate would protect her, but would her mate’s dragon?
Actually, after thinking it through Blossom should be fine.  They wouldn’t protect her for her sake against Khalea, but they would kill Khalea for breaking the laws, which would protect Blossom.  If his sister lived to return home that is.  He was pretty determined that eventuality didn’t happen.  Then there wouldn’t be an issue at all.  No dragon would protect her, but neither would they harm her.
“Anyone else have a suggestion, if not let’s get breakfast.  Lunch even.”
Cleaned up, his Nysa used water magic to dry them even as they stepped out of the bath, and he pulled on his leathers while Nysa wore her red robes.
Shar said, “It’s a good enough plan.  We can’t do anything until we find her or discern her plans, except keep aware.”
The five of them went down to the common room, though April was invisible and not eating of course.  The common room was pretty packed, and they sat at one of the tables for six because all of the four person tables were taken. 
It wasn’t long before the serving wench took their order and brought them their lunch, and he dug in.  He was starved after missing breakfast and then the usual marathon of morning sex as he sated his four bonded lovers.
His eyes narrowed as a gorgeous redhead approached their table.  She felt like a fire sorceress to him however, so he didn’t think it could be his sister.  She was dressed in simple riding leathers.  She had long and fiery curly red hair that fell in ringlets down her body.  And ochre eyes that were almost a fiery orange in appearance.
She had a sharply attractive face, aristocratic, with strong cheekbones and a slightly pointed chin above full lips.   Her body was average, if in a very perfect way at five foot eight.  She was neither sumptuous, athletic, nor lithe, but perfectly average in the middle of those extremes with an hourglass body in perfect proportions.  She moved with a predatory grace, which is what had captured his attention in the first place as she moved their way.
She smiled, giving them all a curious look, “I’m Cinder.  Can I share your table?”
He waved neutrally at a chair and she sat down with her lunch.
“I’m Muranth.”
She laughed, “I know who you all are.  I’m a fire sorceress that sometimes does work for the crown.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
Shar asked, “Cinder?”
Cinder blushed, then shrugged, “A nickname of sorts, I kind of like to burn my enemies to cinders.  My full name is quite a mouthful, and though a little embarrassing Cinder stuck.  You’re all quite a surprise actually, more than the stories say you are.”
He grunted and looked at her suspiciously, and she held up both hands.
Nysa looked around, and said in a low voice that wouldn’t carry, “She’s a fire sorceress, like I’m a water sorceress.  No doubt she can see the same in me, though I don’t know what she really is.”
Cinder grinned, “I feel a little naughty, letting the truth out like that after all this time.  I’ve been blending in my whole life, but I couldn’t help but come over when I saw you come down.  You’re the first ones I’ve run into like me, hiding in plain sight.”
He wondered what she really was, but he didn’t ask.  That would only embolden her to ask the same question of them.
She was gorgeous, and her confident predatory movements made him want to tame her with a whole lot of violent sex, but he wasn’t looking for anymore bonded or lovers.  Between his current bonded and Stephanie tomorrow, his sex life was already insane enough as it was, after all.  More than enough to slake his lust and satisfy his new tender human emotions and his walkabout needs.
Plus, he wasn’t sure he trusted her.  For all he knew his sister had recruited the fake fire sorceress.  Or… she could just be a crazy bitch.  She could be any number of things that wielded fire, monster or being, and he had no idea which one she was.
Of course, he’d just underestimated his twins again, as Willow spoke in a soft voice.
“I’ve never met a phoenix before.  You’re beautiful.”
He froze, a phoenix’s fire was hot enough and magical enough to melt dragon scales.  They were one of the few monster races where the outcome of a battle with an elder dragon was not certain.  They were also pyromaniacs and a little crazy in human form, but their true form was a large bird with fiery wings and a body that was licked by flames.
Cinder winked at her as she finished her spoonful of beef stew.
“Nor I a dryad,” she whispered conspiratorially.
Yeah, he suspected she knew what they all were at that point.  He also relaxed a little, his sister wouldn’t recruit a phoenix, this meeting was just random coincidence.  They were dangerous and volatile beings, but they were also honorable.  He didn’t believe she’d help his sister without his sister lying about them, and she’d be too afraid of Cinder discovering the truth and coming after her instead.
Cinder sighed, “This is a bit public, when you restart your circuit would you mind if I joined you for a bit?  It’ll be nice not to have to hide what I am for a while. It can get lonely.”
He frowned, “How do you know about that?”
Cinder smiled teasingly, “You do know that half the gossip in the kingdom is about you, your women, and you being the future consort, don’t you? Everyone knows that.”
He grinned, “Fair enough.  We’d welcome your company on the road. I imagine it’ll be a week or so before that happens.  Are there many of you here, in this realm I mean.”
She shook her head, “Long story, but no.  I’m the only one as far as I know.”
She finished her stew and got up, “See you around.”
He nodded, and he couldn’t help himself as he stared at her thin waist, long fiery ringlets, and the tightest pear-shaped ass he’d ever seen in his life as she walked away.  Gods, her legs went on forever.
He shook his head, and then finished his own meal.  They were just about to get up, and head to the capital.  He didn’t like it, but he’d let Stephanie talk him into getting married in a suit instead of his leather armor, and it needed to be fitted before the big event tomorrow after lunch.
Shar’s eyes went distant, and the color in her face drained.
“The king wants to see us, now.  I think your sister already made her first move, and it’s going to be a problem.  He knows, everything, and Daca is involved in it somehow.”
Muranth gaped at that news, but he recovered quickly as his heart filled with rage.  He already considered the princess to be his, so of course his sister would take that tack knowing it would put him off balance.  But… he was more controlled than she thought and wished he was, and he was going to take great pleasure in ripping her spine out, very soon.  Or die trying.
But he was smart enough and patient enough to wait for the right moment.  Losing his head wouldn’t help, no matter how angry he was in that moment.
They got up, and they left the inn quickly and headed for the edge of the village, where Shar could safely create a portal.




Chapter Four

The king studied them for several moments as they walked in.  There was clear distaste on his face as he looked over Shar, and only slightly less so for Nysa and Willow.  Of the princess, there was no sign, but also in the room were several guards, Benjamin, and a couple of sorcerers he’d never met.
He was far less worried about that implied threat than the thought the king would disallow him marrying his daughter.  It wasn’t exactly arrogance.  He knew his own strength, and they hadn’t brought nearly enough power into the room to make the four of them sweat.
Stephanie was his, and he’d claim her tomorrow, any other result was simply out of the question.  It was more than just dragon instincts to protect what was his, it was his human instincts.  He already loved her, had grown to love her, and couldn’t wait to share their marriage bed and consummate that love for the first time.
“Sit,” the king finally waved.
They took a seat on the couch and the king gaped for a moment when April became visible and sat on his shoulder.
Jonas asked sternly, “Would you verify what my daughter told me please, and explain how the hell Daca found out what I didn’t know?”
He grunted, “I am an elder dragon, and I did conquer my bonded in combat, with the exception of April who has been with me since birth.  They will no longer prey on humans, and serving me they will defend your daughter, the rest of the royal family, and even this kingdom should I lead them to.”
He paused for a moment, “As for the other question, it’s a bit complicated.  My sister and fallen queen, has been disgraced at home for her actions here.  The prince’s advisor is likely to be my sister, and of course she knows because she’s been overseeing my walkabout, April reports to her.  She is a traitor, and she has wanted me dead since this all started in a field of undead.”
He continued to give the king all the details of what he’d learned, and what he suspected.
Jonas grimaced, “That almost makes this worse.  Your sister is stirring up an old enemy in the south, it could very well come to war if you marry into the royal family.  Demons are never to be trusted, and those fears may push the emperor into martial action.”
He opened his mouth, but Jonas held up his hand for silence and then continued.
“My daughter has made it… extremely clear what she believes and what she wants.  You have fought for gold but with loyalty and honor, and the others at your side have done the same.  I’ve spent most of the morning speaking to the barons you’ve met, and they all agree you’re a boon to the kingdom.  They’ve also found your companions to be engaging and even charming.  I’m not sure how that’s possible, but I agree with them.  You are also favored in my kingdom by the commoners, I believe that will compensate for any dark rumors.
“The wedding will go forward tomorrow.”
He frowned, “What about Daca?”
The king shrugged, “Powerful men of principle make enemies in this life.  If I flinched from my course at every disapproving frown, nothing would get done.  I just wanted to see your visceral reaction to the news, don’t give in to that fear.  It won’t be the first time a moral stance will get you into trouble.  We’ll deal with Daca, the same way we dealt with the lich and the treacherous elves if need be.  Our forces are back up to full strength now. The most experienced have been sent to the borders while the rest who are now competent will complete their training in the northern villages.  The kingdom is strong. 
“I won’t lie, having a demoness in my castle concerns me, but I will take you at your word.  From what I understand, creatures of the lower planes deceive through misdirecting truths, and my daughter has had a very frank conversation with… Shar.  You also have powers that we do not.”
The king seemed a little off balance by it all, but he was obviously taking a leap of faith based on his actions, not on mere words, fears, and accusations. 
He was relieved, but at the same time it worried him.  He wasn’t sure what his sister would do next to destabilize things between two kingdoms.  Would she really try to push the humans into war merely to disgrace him for his involvement?  He wasn’t sure but given her past sins he wouldn’t be surprised if she did.  His hands were also tied on what he could do, while his sister was a rogue criminal marked for death, it also meant that she essentially had nothing to lose.  If she discovered that truth, who knew what she’d do?
The king continued, “We also need to spread the truth.  Benjamin and my barons will be handling that.  The only thing that would gain more traction than rumors of your valor, would be rumors of corruption.  Better they know what our kingdom’s defender is now, before your sister or Daca thinks to stir up our own populace against us.”
He nodded, “I’ll agree to that.”
It would no doubt cause some problems, but letting their enemy spread lies and disinformation around one shocking truth would be worse.
Jonas said, “I’ll handle that, go to your quarters to finish the wedding preparations.  By dinner tonight all the nobles and most of the populace will know the truth.  One more thing, if the advisor accompanying Prince Michael really is your treacherous sister, you must not confront her unless she attacks you directly.  Such things have been known to start wars.  Her status with the delegation ensures her safety under my roof.”
He didn’t like that at all, but he nodded in agreement.
The king dismissed them, and they moved through the castle to their guest quarters.  He supposed that night would be the last night he’d use them, tomorrow he’d have his own suite on the royal family’s floor at the top of the castle.  Of course, he didn’t think he’d be using it much, he planned to spend most his nights there in the princess’s bed.
The princess practically tackled him as he walked into the suite, and he chuckled as his arms went around her and pulled her close.  Her natural feminine scent mixed with flowers caused his body to react, but he merely held her and sniffed her hair.
“Stephanie, it’s good to see you.”
She sniffle giggled, “You too, love.”
She’d never called him that before, and his cock surged to hardness even as tender feelings filled his chest.
“I wasn’t entirely sure…”
He shushed her, and took the liberty of caressing her hair, it was only the second time he’d ever even laid hands on her person.
“Of course I came.  I love you too, and you’re already mine.”
She blushed as she stepped back, a sharp need in her eyes that he recognized from seeing it hundreds of times in his bonded.  She was as affected by him as he was of her.  Her eyes flickered down and back up, even as her face flushed further.
“I am, am I?” she said primly.
He snorted, “Yes.”
She bit her lip, “I suppose I am.  My father wasn’t too hard on you?”
He grinned, “Not nearly as hard as you were on him, I’m guessing.”
She laughed delightedly, “Point.  It’s a good thing you told me, or it wouldn’t have gone well.”
Shar interjected, “He was wary at best, of us, but seemed to be fighting it.
Stephanie smirked, and then pulled Shar into a hug.
Shar looked half surprised and half horrified, even as he saw hints of genuine amusement and enjoyment in her eyes and body language.
Stephanie said, “Give him time, he’s gone a lot farther than I did, in just three hours of learning the truth.”
Shar was speechless as the princess released her and stepped back.
Stephanie said, “In public you’re his concubine, and totally beneath my notice.”
Shar snorted, “Like the dirt on your shoe.”
Stephanie giggled, “Exactly.  But… I like you all.  Not despite what you are, but because of who you are.  I suppose queens don’t usually get to know their consort’s concubines. But given the truth and our conversations that I never would have needed to have with humans…” she trailed off and shook her head bemusedly.
“I must go, and won’t see you until the wedding tomorrow. I’m cheating right now, and two monsters and a demoness are hardly proper chaperones.”
Shar nodded teasingly, “That’s true, sure you don’t want to get in a bit of practice for tomorrow night?”
The princess reddened, “Be nice.  The tailor will be here in a moment, I really have to go.  Your dinner will also be delivered here tonight, my father and I believe it imprudent to seat you at the same table as the prince.”
He nodded and didn’t take his eyes off of her until she’d slipped out of the room.
Shar said, “She’s nuts.”
Nysa snickered and then accused, “You like her.”
Shar sniffed doubtfully.
Willow said, “Don’t complain. She’s letting us in her bed tomorrow night, even if only after the fun.  She wouldn’t do that if she didn’t like us.”
That was true enough.  Stephanie had agreed to give it a try, but his intimate time with her would be private.  He wasn’t quite sure how him taking care of their lust every night and morning would work that way.  He’d have to return to his own suite for that.  It worried him, because he suspected she’d feel like he was abandoning her if he satisfied Stephanie’s appetites then didn’t snuggle up after.
His Nysa, Tansya, Willow, and even Shar to a certain extent became kittenishly affectionate after sex, and from what Shar told him that was even more prevalent in human females.  He’d just have to take care of his bonded monsters first and go to Stephanie’s bed last, so he wouldn’t have to leave her.
Except their wedding night.  He knew it would be foolish to leave her side on their mating day. He supposed his four lovers would have to settle for a five-way female orgy with April tomorrow night to sate their appetites.  He pushed it all out of his head, as the tailor and a couple of servants walked in.  Shar and the others retreated to the bedroom as they worked on his suit for tomorrow.
It was foolishness of course, he should just wear his armor, but Stephanie had been forcefully persuasive.  He supposed it wouldn’t hurt to give in every once in a while, and his princess seemed to really care about it for some reason.  It was confusing enough that he suspected it wasn’t just a human thing, but a human female thing he was destined to never understand.  He’d also started his mastery of the four elements, so he could still be vigilantly armored with magic while wearing weak cloth.  He’d be far from helpless, and his armor was just a shifted thought away.
The fitting didn’t take all that long, but he felt foolish standing there on a stool with his arms out to his sides.  Like he was an object, and not a person.  He supposed the servants weren’t all that dangerous with the short needles, but some things he suspected he’d never understand in this world.




Chapter Five

He hadn’t been in the throne room all that much, but it was completely transformed for the wedding.  Instead of a marble room bare of all but the throne and some artwork, along with two fireplaces to heat the vast space in winter, it was filled with flowers and other decorations.  There were also some chairs for the visiting prince and his entourage, as well as the higher nobles of the kingdom who were present.
He’d just left his bonded in the guest room, servants would guide them upstairs and show them the prince consort’s suite, which he was amused to find out held an inner and second attached bedroom with several beds in it, with feminine decoration.  It was a little ridiculous to him, did human prince’s call their women into their bed one at a time?  On the other hand, it would come in a little handy, April and his shared lovers could have their privacy without an illusion spell while they swapped back and forth.
He wouldn’t see them again until the next day, so he’d spent most of his morning sating their needs and taking the edge off of his own.  He’d miss them as much as they’d miss him, even if he’d be more than focused on his new bride that night.  April gave into her baser needs at night, so it worked out, and they’d all played together most of the morning until the servants had arrived to bath him and get him dressed.  More foolishness, he could bathe him damn self, but he hadn’t fought it until they’d tried to relax him.  Besides being sated for the most part, they’d sent him children again.  Curvy and beautiful children, but not yet full grown.
He’d also long come to the conclusion weddings were for the bride, so he’d suffer through it to make his bride happy.
He was escorted to the front of the room, and he stiffened slightly as he passed by his sister’s presence and magic.  That ended any doubts in his mind that Daca’s new advisor was his sister, who was planning his downfall.  He pushed down the stirring rage, and he focused on his soon to be father in law.
Jonas nodded in greeting, and he returned it.  The king sat regally in full royal dress including his crown, next to his lovely young queen Sara who was in a purple dress that matched the king’s regalia.  The king would stand witness from his throne and dais, but it was a cleric that stood at the foot of the dais that would perform the ceremony.
The cleric wore white robes and he discerned from the symbol that he served Adona, the goddess of procreation and birth.  He took his place and turned slightly at an angle and to the right of the priest.  He’d been coached quite thoroughly on the ceremony.  The cleric returned his nod of greeting.
There was a light murmur of conversation through the room while they waited for the princess to arrive and get the ceremony started.  His shoulder blades itched with his back to his sister, but his life magic was swelled powerfully through the room, as well as a little earth magic.  He’d sense it if someone decided to throw a dagger at his back.
He focused on the idea that Stephanie would shortly be his.  His to love, protect, and cherish, and to start a family with.  His to teach the delights of pleasure to and share them with, and only his.  The satisfaction and tenderness from all that was like a shield against his desire to turn and end his traitorous sister once and for all.
There was a time and a place for everything, and acting now would hurt his love, and destroy their future.  That helped as well, knowing he was protecting his princess’s heart and life by not attacking in that moment.  No matter how much Khalea had earned his wrath and deserved her death.
The room quieted as the achingly sweet notes of the violin players started, and the entire room turned as the crown princess entered the room.  Her long and straight fine light brown hair was up in a fancy bun revealing the soft gentle curve of her delicate neck.  Her warm hazel eyes were practically glowing with joy and anticipation, and her bright white smile was blinding to him.
She had on a fancy white dress of silk that had tons of lace and designs around it, with voluminous multi-layered skirts.  The top conformed to her bodice from neck to hips, but all the layers did a good job at only hinting at the delightfully curvaceous and athletically supple body beneath.  She was in a word, enthralling, and he couldn’t take his eyes off of her as she moved up the aisle between the standing people and took her place at his side.
The radiant smile and twinkling eyes she graced him with stole his breath.  She was so heartbreakingly beautiful, and he was completely beguiled by her presence and the shining love and joy in her eyes.  He couldn’t help but return that smile with one of his own, and he was sure she saw the awe of her in his eyes in that moment.
There was also a trace of smugness in her smile, like she was getting the better end of the deal.  While he was an elder dragon and extremely confident being, he wasn’t entirely sure his stunning bride was right about that.
The cleric started to cast a spell at the princess, and he was glad he’d been briefed on it, or he’d have moved to protect her.  A dead cleric at their wedding wouldn’t have been fortuitous.  A moment later, the princess glowed with white light almost blindingly bright, for just a second or two.  It was a spell to determine her status of innocence, to remove any doubt that she came to the marriage ceremony and nuptial bed as a virgin.
He thought it was hypocritical, but there was a political aspect to it, none would or could doubt when he put her with child, that it was theirs.  He also admitted to himself, there was something very appealing to be the first and only man that would lie with Stephanie.  It was a shallow thing, however. Considering how strongly and deeply he felt about Shar and Nysa, he knew even if she wasn’t unsullied it wouldn’t affect how he truly felt about his princess.  As long as she was his from then on, faithful to their bed, that’s all that would’ve really mattered to him.
Still hypocritical, given his harem of bonded, but it was the way it was.
The cleric said in a grave voice, “We gather here today to witness and celebrate the joining of Muranth and Princess Stephanie in the eyes of the gods and man.  The gods approve of this union, and by their grace have also established the chastity of the bride.  If there are any objections among you to this union, speak now or forever hold your peace, for what is joined under oath before the gods will endure for as long both shall live.”
He tensed a little, even as the king’s jaw tensed, but the visiting prince and his sister held their tongues. He’d been told they wouldn’t object, and that royalty didn’t work that way.  The prince had stated his objection in private and as a warning.  Still, he hadn’t been entirely sure what his sister would do, and anyone trying to predict her actions would be engaging in a futile endeavor.
Especially since he had learned his sister was not at all in full control of herself, and she should have in fact been killed long ago for being unsuitably weak willed.  If a rage came upon her, she could do anything.
He relaxed slightly after a moment, and he put most of his focus on his blushing bride, though his magic was still ready for anything.  Or so he hoped.
The cleric turned, “Do you bless this union, your majesty?”
The king nodded, “I do.”
The cleric smiled, “Very well.  Muranth, will you swear before the gods and man to take Princess Stephanie as your wife, to love, honor, cherish, and protect through good times and bad, triumphs and challenges, for as long as you both shall live.”
He said clearly, “I do so swear.”
The cleric turned to the princess, “Will you, Princess Stephanie, swear before the gods and man to take Muranth as your husband, to love, succor, cherish, and be faithful through the good times and bad, triumphs and challenges, for as long as you both shall live?”
Her sweet dulcet tones were joyously victorious, he wasn’t sure he’d ever understand women.  She was also quite mesmerizing, and he felt the weight of her answer in his soul.
“I do so swear.”
The cleric smiled in benediction, “By my goddess’s power and under her auspices, I declare you are now wed before man and the gods.  You may kiss the bride.”
He’d planned a somewhat chaste kiss at that point, not wanting to embarrass his princess, but she clearly had other ideas.  Her lips were sweet as she sighed breathlessly into his mouth and he had to admit he lost himself a little in the kiss, forgetting where they were for a moment. 
Her smile was radiant as they broke the kiss, and the crowd cheered as they left the back entrance with the king and cleric.
She kissed him again, to her father’s amusement, before heading off to the stairs.
He knew she was going to change for the feast, and he’d be going to put on his armor as well before they both rejoined their guests.
The king said, “You make my daughter very happy, that more than anything else that is the reason I allowed this to proceed.  Welcome to the family.”
Sara smiled, and echoed his last four words.
He nodded, “Thank you, both.  She means the world to me, and I’ll keep her safe.”
They split up then. The king to greet his guests and nobles in the dining hall, while he went to take off the ridiculous clothes and get back in his armor.
The feast had gone well enough, in truth he didn’t remember much of it except his bride as they danced, drank, and enjoyed the celebration.  He’d kept his guard up of course, in the moment around the Prince and his retinue including his sister, but those details faded in his mind as he and the princess headed upstairs.
The halls were as resplendently carved in the royal apartments as in the rest of the castle, but the surroundings at the same time, were much humbler.  There were no suits of armor, tapestries, and the artwork they did have was more personal in nature, rather than dynastic. 
The princess’s suite was mostly of reds, from the cherry oak wood furniture to the couches and even the bedspread on the vast four poster bed.  He wouldn’t see his own suite until the next day, and he was more than fine with that. 
She gave him a sweet loving smile and displayed a breathless excitement, but now that the moment of consummation was near, she also displayed an obvious anxiety for what was coming next.  Which explained why she’d been so quiet on the walk up to her suite, their suite, whatever.
He smiled as he pulled her firmly into his arms, and she looked up at him and bit her lip nervously, even as he saw surrender and trust in her eyes.
“I won’t hurt you, never hurt you, my love.”
Her gaze softened, and she melted against him, “I know that, Muranth.  I feel so safe with you, I always have, even that first night under your raptor’s gaze.”
He caressed her cheek, and then kissed her lingeringly before he searched her eyes.  He believed her, that she had no fear of pain in her duties to their wedding bed.
She was so breathlessly beautiful and compliant in his arms.  The level of desire and need for him was shocking and rivalled the looks of lust on his nymphomaniac monsters.  She wanted him just as badly as he wanted to love her.
“Then why are you so nervous?”
She blushed, “I never… what if…”
His eyes widened as the truth occurred to him.  She wasn’t nervous that he’d hurt her in their marriage bed, she was nervous that she was inexperienced, that she wouldn’t please him.  That she wouldn’t measure up to his other lovers.  He’d never seen her insecure before, even as she obviously longed to be claimed by him she feared to disappoint him.
He said, “That is impossible. I love you, and my body already sings for you.”
At the look of continued doubt which lingered in her eyes, he realized the only way to reassure her was to actually make her his.  His princess was a young, beautiful, and passionate woman, he had no doubts she’d be more than pleasing in his arms.
He smiled, and then stole another long sweet kiss as he reached for her dress’s ties, and slowly undid them.
She kissed him with a sweet and desperate passion that sent heat and need through his body.   She was so soft and supple against him, warm and sweet, tempting and beguiling.  She seemed as lost in the kiss as he was, but stiffened slightly as her dress opened, slipped over her shoulders, and then slid down her body.
He stepped back deliberately, and then gazed at her revealed body for the first time with the rapturous attention he knew she loved. 
She was a vision.  Her stomach was flat and toned, her arms and long lovely legs toned as well.  The valley of her waist was mouthwatering, and he wished to grip them.  Her breasts were heart shaped and as big as Shar’s generous globes, and quite supple and perky at her young age without a trace of sag.  Her nipples were a delightful light pink, her areolas a slightly darker shade, and they strained and grew under his gaze.
Her sex was beautiful, a perfect mound with light pink labia that glistened in the candlelight and were already slightly flowered open.  She looked back at him shyly and unsure, but he was also sure she saw the deep lust and approval in his eyes.
He’d guessed that she was curvaceous and athletically toned, but the reality was so much better than his imagination.  He supposed he should return the favor, and he shifted his armor to his armory.  He smirked teasingly, as her eyes wandered down his body, then widened almost comically in shock at his hard length and girth which was currently standing up at attention.
“You are so beautiful, Stephanie.  More so than I’d imagined.”
She blushed as he stepped back into her, and the feel of her silky nubile skin against his as his hardened cock dug into her tight supple stomach was pure heaven against him.  Her supple but soft curves seemed to fit perfectly against his muscular hard lines and angles.
Her hands wandered his body as they kissed, and he freely explored her delightful curves with his own.  Their kiss deepened, and both of their breaths quickened as his heart pounded in excitement.  He’d waited two months for that moment, and though his instincts demanded he take her, the love he felt for her checked that need.  He needed to make it good for her.  He wasn’t at all worried about her making it good for him, her hands were soft and left trails of heat on his body as she stroked his chest and stomach.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, and she deepened the kiss with a sweet desperation and the sexiest neediest sounds he’d ever heard.  She may not have known what she wanted and needed exactly as her body begged for his, but he did, and he couldn’t wait anymore to give her that pleasure.  She squeaked and then sighed in pleasure into his mouth, as his hands roamed onto and squeezed her petite bubbled ass.
He lifted her and her arms tightened around his neck, and her legs went around his waist as he carried her toward the bed.  The heat from her moist center against his shaft made his cock twitch hard, as he gently placed her on the bed.
He crawled onto the bed and stared deeply into warm hazel eyes filled with desperate desire and heated need.  He kneeled at her side and leaned down. Her parted lips and breathy appearance mixed with the breathtaking innocent beauty of her face went straight to his libido.  He kissed her again, as he started to stroke her body teasingly, and he loved her sweet gasp as he grazed a nipple, and then squeezed her breast gently.
She was extremely sensitive there, enough he bet he could make her cum with breast play alone, which he’d try later.  Point being, he knew there’d be no rough play at all, at least not on her breasts.  Her soft supple body was intensely responsive to all his touches, and he moaned into her mouth when his fingertips discovered just how absolutely soaked she was for him.
She was also a virgin, and impossibly tight.  She gasped slightly in pain as he pushed a single finger inside her heat, and slowly worked it in.  She was hot and ready for it, both emotionally and in her bodily responses, but her virgin sex sure as hell wasn’t ready.  Her sex was tight and never before used, so he took his time and started to work her open with that finger as he kissed off of her mouth and onto her neck and throat.  Her skin was delicious, and her scent drove him crazy, as he kissed his way down to her chest.
She gasped, “Muranth, gods that feels good,” as he gently suckled her nipple into his mouth.
He moaned softly in approval, which also vibrated his tongue and lips around that nipple making her arch and gasp, pushing her breasts eagerly against his face.  He had to pleasure her, because it was also obvious that she was in some discomfort as he slowly stretched open her tunnel, slowing every once in a while, just to put pressure on her clit and tease her sensitive folds.
She was obviously in ecstasy as well under his touch, and if he had his way that pleasure would continue to overshadow the necessary pain of a first time.  Her scent of arousal was potent, and her sweet breathy sighs and needy sounds made him want to go down on her, but that could wait for later.  After their first time, they could do some exploring and playing.
She was more than ready for it, the dancing, the wedding, all of it had been foreplay to them both.
He eventually had her ready, even adding a second finger to the first and stretching her in preparation for his long and very thick cock.  He’d even felt her cum for him a couple of times, small and delightful explosions of bliss from his gentle tit play and his fingers working her open and playing with her clit.
He took his place between her legs, and he pushed in while staring down into her eyes.  Fuck, she was so tight as he popped in.  Her body’s sweet embrace was almost painfully snug around his sensitive tip.  But the heat and moist silken friction was pure heaven as he worked in the first couple of inches, she was incredible.
Her eyes were wide, filled with pleasure and a shadow of pain, but also joyous and full of surrender as she gave herself to him without reservation.  There was no fear at all, mixed with that pain, if anything she took joy in that pain as she gave her love, her body, and her pleasure to him.
“I love you, this is going to sting, but only for a moment.”
She said, “Do it, I need you filling me.”
He grunted and pushed forward sharply taking her maidenhood. 
She stiffened beneath him and her eyes widened in pain, and he channeled and sent strong life magic into her body.  The sharp pain slowly disappeared from her eyes, but the discomfort of being stretched out for the first time was still present, along with a whole lot of pleasure, love, and need of him.
She moved slightly, and her eyes widened with a gasp as she took in another inch of his cock.
“Thanks for that, it really hurt.  Are you in all the way?  I’ve never felt so full before,” she said breathlessly.
He kissed her softly and lovingly to prevent an arrogant smirk from finding his lips.
“Less than half,” he admitted when they broke it.  More like a third, but he wasn’t going to tell her that.
Her eyes widened in shock, and then narrowed in determination.
He started to work his way into her heaven, so hot, snug, and moist around him.  The tight silken friction had him much closer to the edge then he liked, but his will was strong and he worked his way deeper with slow and shallowly firm strokes.  More a simple swaying of their bodies.
She was hardly idle, and despite the discomfort she arched slightly and pushed up to take him in with a matching gentle rhythm of her body.
He sighed in pleasure, as their bodies met for the first time. She’d taken all of him and her eyes were hooded with bliss.  He paused then again, both to allow her body to adjust to his cock, and to regain control of his tattering will.  He hoped she didn’t move at all, because he just might explode if she did.  As it was, the pleasure of her silken sex rippling, squeezing, and releasing as her body tried to conform to his invasion was holding him right on that edge.
He growled, “Mine.”
She smiled and bit her lip sexily, “I really am, love.  Hedonistically so.  The pleasure you brought me already was more than I ever felt, and I think I’m ready.”
He kissed her, “Those small orgasms?  You haven’t felt anything yet, princess.”
He kissed her passionately, and hungrily, while he took a few more seconds to shore up his will.  The sensation of pulling out just an inch milked him so hard he groaned into her mouth as he pushed back in.
Her own gasp, and the way her body trembled beneath his in heated desire and excitement told him she was more than ready.  She looked up at him with amazement, and deep pleasure, as he started to work his way in and out of her body.  Short brief strokes slowly built up to longer and firmer strokes as her body grew accustomed to the new and euphoric sensations that assaulted both their bodies.
He could see it in her eyes, there was discomfort there, but mainly he could see her slow and steady rise toward blissful rapture. 
Despite her earlier fears, she surrendered totally to his claiming of her, and the effect his body was having on hers.  She worked her body instinctively, moving in a perfect counterpoint to his own that was blowing his mind.  She was so beautiful, sweet, breathless, and sexy in her innocent and delighted abandon in their joint pleasure.
Sure, it’d be a while before she learned all the little tricks, like squeezing and grinding at the right spots to increase both their pleasure, but she was already so tight for this first time that it would hardly have made a difference at that point.  Added to that, his deep love for her, his need to claim her and fill her, and it was hard enough already not to give in to the powerful euphoria storming through his body and mind from his center.
He was determined to see her lost in ecstasy, as the pleasure swept her away in a ravishing tempest.  Those smaller orgasms she’d had were truly nothing, even if overwhelmingly new for her, compared to the storm of pleasure he saw coming in her warm hazel eyes.
He was long-stroking her with the full length of his cock by then, absolutely mesmerized by her sweet gasps and the naked pleasure on her face that seemed to shock her in its intensity.  He was still being gentle in his inexorable pace, she wasn’t ready for hard and fast, not by a long shot, but his pace was more than enough to keep her building and rocketing toward a fantastic finish.
She gasped, “Muranth, I’ve never felt… oh gods!”
He sensed she was right on that precipice, and long-stroked her a few more times before reaching down between their bodies and stroking her clit.
She cried out in shocked pleasure as her body trembled, arched, and locked up beneath him. Her sharp cry of shocked euphoria was cut short a moment later as she was swept into that powerful storm of blissful ecstasy.  That was about all he could take.
He grunted, “Steph!” as her convulsing pussy took out the last of his will, and he let it all go as he buried himself deep in her impossibly tight pulsating body.
The intensity of sharing their pleasure through their locked eyes rocked his world, as he released his seed into her body in pulses of ecstasy.  It was any number of things that made that moment so potent in his life.  It was the first time he’d slept with her and claimed her, but unlike the others there was also the additional deep and abiding love he felt for his princess to bolster and mix with those blissful sensations.  Added to that was the simple and shallow cheap thrill of sleeping with a new woman for the first time, with an amazingly pleasing and curvaceous body.
The clear overwhelming pleasure in her own eyes, as she looked up at him in loving awe, was mixed with a naïve confusion at the powerful sensations rocking violently through her body for the first time also hit his libido incredibly hard.
So many reasons, both deep and shallow, loving and lustful, and of course the fact he was claiming her for the first time as well.
His instincts couldn’t be denied, and his magic roared out of him in a torrent and bonded him to his princess in a magic that would always keep them connected.  He’d always know where she was, always know how she was feeling generally, and more importantly he’d know if what was his was ever in danger.
He’d worried about the contest of wills, if it would shock her or hurt her as his will overcame hers.  He’d never ever abuse her or dominate her, but the initial bond trial wasn’t something he could avoid.
That’s why he was shocked when her will didn’t fight his at all, it took him in with a submissive love and joy that shocked him to his core.  There was no fight of wills after all, because she’d just surrendered herself to him with all that she was.
She gulped in a gasp of air, and then breathed heavily as she tried to regain her thoughts and breath.
Then she said, “My dragon.”
He snickered.
“I suppose I am, what will you do to me, my lady?”
She giggled, “if sex with you always ends that way, I think I’ll have you chained to the bed.”
He snorted, “I’m afraid it won’t always be like our first time.”
She narrowed her eyes in question.
He said, “Well, after a few days it won’t be nearly as discomforting when your body gets used to my size, it only gets better from here, sweet love.”
Her eyes widened in shocked disbelief, as if nothing could possibly be better than what just happened, and he chuckled.
She said, “Don’t tease me like that.”
He sent more life energy into her body, for the soreness, and the edges of it had him re-hardened in moments.
“Plus, I couldn’t hold back any longer. You are so beautiful, and you’re amazing.  Next time I’m going to make you cum at least twice as many times.”
She glared, “You’re teasing me again,” but her radiant smile and loving eyes kind of ruined the glare.
“Maybe a little, but I’m also serious.”
He ground up into her lightly, “It’s also next time, so I guess you’ll find out quickly if I meant it or not.”
She giggled, which made her tighten around him like a vise, and he moaned softly.
He couldn’t help himself. They had all night, and he could explore her body thoroughly with his tongue and hands later.
Her eyes widened as he started to move in and out of her, drawing a gasp from her sweet lips.  She also looked incredibly sexy and confident in her immediate surrender as she moved her body with his eagerly.  As he’d hoped, the physical act of loving her had chased away her silly fears.
Truly, her powerful sexual awakening was breathtaking to behold, and she was so precious to him.  Beguiling, lovely, enticingly sweet, tantalizingly sexy, and all his.
He’d never get enough of his lovely bride, or the pleasure her body and sweet personality engendered in him.  Just like the other women in his life.  Sure, they’d fight, his sweet, playful, and adoring princess was also an extremely stubborn woman at times, but mostly about her people and the kingdom.  He also knew they’d be in the honeymoon phase for a long time, so those fights were a long way off, and with a lust demoness around probably longer than most…




Chapter Six

The next morning started with a reprise, and he relished her delight and concentration as she rode him for the first time, as she tentatively learned what she liked as she pleasured herself on his cock.  Her pussy was still incredibly tight, but her body was already more accommodating and there was less discomfort in it for her.  Probably thanks to his life magic, otherwise she’d have been sore and untouchable for days after their first time together.
He’d wanted to join her in the bath, but he had his other women to take care of, and after a quick and very frank discussion that’s what they decided on.  He’d pleasure his monsters and demoness in the morning while she was in the bath chamber and getting ready and dressed for the day.  Mornings was his five-way time, an orgy of a sort, since April was more than sated with just once a day.  At night, he’d pleasure them all again separately before coming to her bed to pleasure the princess, while his monstrous nymphomaniacs got more pleasure with April, then he’d call in the others for sleep.
That schedule was for when he was there in the castle, when he was on the road that wouldn’t be a problem.  Though that phase of things would be short, once Shar had been to all the villages they’d portal home every night as they skipped through the villages and cities once every two or three weeks, a village a day.  Just his efforts should keep the villages monster free and safe at that frequency of visits, not to mention netting him a bunch of gold coins.
It probably wasn’t perfect, and no doubt life would trump the schedule at times, but it addressed all their needs, and the princess was obviously going out of her way to be accommodating.  She clearly loved him deliriously, and she was more than fine with submitting to his will in the bedroom and their personal lives.  In fact, the more he manhandled her and took control, the more she breathlessly submitted to his every whim with a panting and wanton joy.
Perhaps it was a relief for her, after worrying about her kingdom all day and making life and death decisions, he imagined it would be a relief for her to give up control and not worry about her family.  The fact he had no designs on what was hers, would just make it easier for her to give up that control without worrying about his ambitions.
They truly were perfect for each other, in the main, on multiple levels.
Of course, if he ever took her for granted, or neglected her, he was sure the authority she gave him in those matters would be temporarily revoked while she straightened his ass out.  He didn’t think it would be a problem, his dragon nature and instincts would compensate for the human propensity to let that kind of thing happen.
If anything, he’d be overprotective and possessive given that nature of his, never neglectful like humans could become over time.  He was sure that was what their future arguments would be about, if anything.
That morning right after a private breakfast in the garden, the king sent word that the Prince and his entourage had left for home after delivering dire warnings about evil growing in his home.  He wasn’t thrilled that his sister just walked away, but he was far too enamored of his princess to even think of jumping up and going after the evil bitch.
Her time to pay for her sins would come.  They’d have to wait and see what the emperor would do with the news that the marriage had gone ahead, and it’d take at least a week for the prince to make it home.
The princess changed the subject, “Willow, or is it Tansya?”
Tansya replied, “The second one, but I don’t mind being called Willow.”
Stephanie shook her head, “Maybe, but there’s no reason for you to hide anymore, not now that all the nobles know the truth and the people are learning of it.  You don’t have to switch spots, you can both come out, and appear how you want to appear.”
He grunted, annoyed at himself, “I should’ve thought of that.”
Tansya beamed at them both, “Thank you for the thought, princess.  I like how I look now, or at least how Muranth looks at us with desire in this form.  I will wear my hair up, and Willow down, so you can tell us apart.  But outside of bedroom time we prefer to be out one at a time, so that won’t change.”
Stephanie tilted her head, “Can I ask why?”
Tansya nodded, “I don’t mind, ask me anything you want.  Our awareness is much sharper this way.  We both experience what the other does, and Willow might notice something through my senses that I miss. If we were both interacting with so many humans around, it would get confusing.  With both of us focused on one set of senses, whichever of us is out while the other just relaxes in our tree, we’re far more likely to notice a threat to master or another problem.  If we were both out, the confusion of seeing and hearing so many people and sensations twice over, the opposite would be true, we’d be more likely to miss something important.
“Our shared senses also means that we won’t miss anything, or feel slighted, neglected, or lonely when were in the tree.”
Stephanie shook her head, “I can’t imagine, but I’ll take your word for it.”
Tansya giggled, “There is one advantage I will take advantage of.  It will be a huge relief, not to have to act like a snooty elf.”
Stephanie snickered and turned to Muranth.
“When were you planning to restart your circuit?”
He replied, “Maybe a week?  A honeymoon of sorts?  I’ll never get enough time with you, but my itch to make more coin for my treasury won’t hold out much longer than that.”
Stephanie smiled, “Good, I’ll let father know he’ll have to run the kingdom without me for that long. I want to spend as much time with you as I can as well.  You never asked this, but the prince consort draws a healthy stipend.  A hundred gold a month isn’t near what you can make hunting monsters, but it will add up.”
That would help, plus all his businesses that Nysa ran.  He was fairly confident he’d easily fill up his treasure room in the two centuries of his walkabout, but his instincts wouldn’t allow him to relax and just take it for granted.  He’d be happy when it was filled and done, but his heart already ached at the thought his grandchildren with Stephanie will have already returned to dust when that happened.
He wouldn’t let that color his joy in his bride, however.
The week went quickly.  Outside of taking care of his monster’s appetites in bed, he spent every single moment in her company.  They often touched and were affectionate, and they made love at the drop of a hat.  More than once he’d taken her hand and walked with unseemly haste to the bedroom, so he could ravish her.  His princess was breathtaking, and her appetite for sex was insatiable during that time.  He knew that would cool eventually, she didn’t have his drive or his other lover’s monstrous libido, but he suspected that wouldn’t happen for a long time.
Or maybe not at all, if Shar’s influence through lust projection kept her on edge.
His other ladies were with them almost half the time, the other half of the time they went down into the city to research business opportunities and to take care of the ale empire they’d built.  So far, there hadn’t been any foolish attempts or attacks made against any of them, though he was aware not everyone was as sanguine about Shar.  Most people seemed surprisingly fine with it though, and those that weren’t also weren’t brave enough to face him.
It was a relaxing and fun week in his life, where not much else happened until the last day they were together.  They were in bed, and he loved the feel of her warm silken supple skin against his body, as he cradled her after their lovemaking.
“I’m going to miss you.”
He smiled, “I’ll be gone a couple of days, for the ride out from Arrowreach to Highpass.”
Highpass was the last village to the east, very close to the shore, and a couple of days south of the port city.
He added, “No nights in inns though, just on the road. As soon as I get there we’ll come home for a night, then deal with any monsters and move on the next day.”
She pouted.
He kissed her lingeringly, “I’ll miss you too.”
She commanded, “You’d better.”
He nodded, “There’s something else we need to discuss, something April and Willow told me last night.”
She bit her lip, “What is it?”
He said, “It’s been long enough to discover the truth since I bonded you last week.  You’re aging has slowed significantly.  In two hundred years you’ll barely look thirty, and you’ll have at least another thousand years to live.  So, you’ll have to decide if you’re coming back with me or not, you’ll also have to decide when to step down in favor of our children.”
She bit her lip, “Do you want me to come?”
He chuckled, “Desperately, Steph.  But there won’t be any other humans around, they give our lands wide berth.”
She sighed, “But I’ll have Nysa, April, Willow, Tansya, and Shar, won’t I?”
He nodded, “Yes, but you’ll also have your great, great, great, and maybe great, great, great grandchildren here.”
Her face blanched, “I’ll outlive my children, and grandchildren.”
He nodded, “I’m afraid so, though I’m selfish enough to be thankful for that.  My heart will darken the day you leave me.”
She melted against him, and nibbled on his neck, “My first thought is I’ll come with you, but I need to really think it through.  Your monsters are growing on me, and in a lot of ways they’re wonderful companions.  I can’t imagine ever being apart from you like that, but two hundred years is a long time.”
He growled, “You’re mine.”
She giggled, and said a little breathlessly, “Prove it.”
He pushed her onto her back, and got between her legs, and did just that.  Twice, and quite forcefully and wildly, to her delight.
They were snuggled up again after, and she said, “I will come with you, always come with you, always be yours, love.  As for our children, I will step down when they are ready, and not before.  Be they twenty-five, thirty, or even older.  We’ll see what happens then, we might move to the smaller castle in the port city, to give them room to rule as they will.  Otherwise I’ll be worrying and fretting over their every decision.  We could still visit once a week.”
He nodded, assuming life was accommodating to their plans and wishes that sounded fine.  No one knew how many days of life they had left.  His lifespan encompassed multiple millennia, but his sister could end that very early if he didn’t defeat her first.  Still, it felt good to know Stephanie would join him in his world should fate be willing.
She melted against him and said, “I never want to get up, or out of your arms, but I’m hungry, and you wore me out, again.”
He grinned proudly and spanked her playfully.
She snickered, and they got up and he used his cleaning cantrip as they got dressed.  It took a little longer, as the princess brushed her hair and put it up before they headed downstairs.
She looked stunning, and quite dreamy and sated as she took his arm and leaned against him as they took the stairs.  They made it down about half way, three flights, when they heard the sound of steel striking steel below, followed by a cry.
He growled and pulled her behind him.
“April!”
April said, “The guard on the stairwell entrance just died, there are two of them.  No magic.  They’re dressed like castle guards, but I don’t recognize them.”
He was frozen in indecision, loathe to leave her there alone, and he feared to take her with him.
The sounds of them running up the stairwell broke him out of it, and he channeled and converted some water magic.  He sent it out as a battering ram as soon as they rounded the stairwell into their flight, and it sent them flying into the wall.  Several of their bones snapped and shattered as they hit the wall, and they dropped their weapons as they fell unconscious.
Stephanie had a tight grip on his shoulder, and she didn’t try to get around him.  She was the crown princess and the last line of defense for her personal safety, and he was glad she understood that.  Still, he wasn’t at all surprised to see the dagger in her other hand, when he turned to her.
He frowned, “This is because of me.”
Stephanie snorted, and said in passionate authority, “Nonsense.  I’m a princess and heir to the throne.  Assassins have been after me all my life.  Even if you are right, and your nature galvanizes some into enemies, that is the fate of all rulers.  Only an idiot goes through life without making enemies.”
He smirked and just stared at her for a long moment.
She asked self-consciously, “What?”
He replied, “You’re so damned sexy when the inner queen comes out.”
She snickered, “Good to know, husband.  Now behave, we have to report this, and have them questioned.”
He nodded, “They’ll be out for a while.”
He took the time to disarm them and tie them up anyway, just in case, then they went to find some more guards.  He wanted to do the questioning himself, but they had interrogators for that, and a court wizard with a truth spell if they failed.  He suppressed his curiosity and need, since he’d find out the truth soon enough.
That was one of the hardest things to get used to in being in human form, and in living in a human society.  He didn’t have to do everything himself.  Outside of the instincts he had to control of course.
After dinner, they learned the men had admitted under questioning that they came from Daca on orders from the emperor himself.  They also found out that it was him that was the target, not the princess.  Under the assumption the demoness would be returned to the lower planes upon his death.  They also confessed to killing two guards who were in the city drinking and carousing in their off hours, which was how they’d gotten the uniforms.
No doubt, it was all done on his sister’s ploy and advice, assassinate her younger brother and rival.  Bitch.  He wasn’t all that worried about it, since he was always vigilant, and April had his back too, but it took some time to calm his princess’s worries and ire.
Assassins were better than an invasion, after all.  He’d hate to see a full-on war happen between Uradia and Daca because of his rivalry with his sister.  Yes, it was her fault, but he was involved and that made it his responsibility to a certain extent.
After all, he’d known of the danger and her presence, but had married the princess anyway.  Because he loved her, and she was his, and he would protect her.
The king decided to send a stern message, and he returned the heads of the assassins to the emperor in a box.  He wished he could be there when the package arrived, and the man opened the box and saw what was in it.
Another thing to come out of it was that his ladies insisted they’d be posting a guard whenever he was alone with the princess.  He had to admit, even his vigilance was degraded when he was balls deep in his princess. He tended to get lost in her eyes and the pleasure they shared, so he didn’t argue against them protecting him and Stephanie by standing guard outside the suite’s door. 
Either Shar, Nysa, or one of the twins would be close by from now on, at all times.  Apparently, his monster women were both concubines and highly effective bodyguards, something the enemy wouldn’t expect.
Lastly, April said she’d be more vigilant in scouting their way.  She hadn’t been doing so while they were in the castle like she did when they were on the road.  She’d assumed they were safe enough in the fortified and highly guarded castle.  The truth was a determined assassin could get in if they had to, and they adjusted to that reality.
He wasn’t too worried about being gone either, the king would assign her guards when he wasn’t there to protect her personally, and if he felt her panic through the bond, then Shar could get them there in seconds.




Chapter Seven

Arrowreach was the furthest village to the east they’d been too.  It’d been Baroness Virginia that had sent them back to the capital over two months ago when the problem with the western villages and the elves had come up.  The plan of course, was to go through the portal and continue east immediately to reach Highpass.
So, of course the plan fell apart almost immediately.  As the portal closed behind them, one of the four guards at the edge of town waved him down before they could mount up and get on the road.
He frowned, “Let’s see what they want.”
They led their horses off the main road, and the fifty feet or so down the side road that led into Arrowreach.  All four of the guards kept moving their eyes off of him to look at his companions, but it didn’t set off his jealousy, mostly because they looked nervously at them.  It was a stark reminder to him that just about the whole kingdom would know they weren’t water, fire, and nature sorceresses, but two monsters and a demoness.  Lovely and sexy women, but inhuman.
Despite that fact, he wasn’t expecting trouble, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t wary, paying attention, and ready to release a whole lot of violence to preserve what was his.
“You need something?”
The guard that waved him over bowed, “Prince, Baroness Virginia was told of your plans.  She worried you would move on east right away without checking the bounties, but it’s been over two months since you’ve been here.”
He grunted.  So much for their schedule, at the same time bounties were the reason they were out there.  It was what it was.
Shar chuckled, “Save us the trip to the inn, would you?”
The guard swallowed nervously, “Of course.  There’s a family of ogres that moved into a cave around two miles into the woods.  Almost directly north from the trailhead, I imagine you won’t be able to miss the tracks.  They’ve been hunting our hunters, and they retreat to the caves when we send in soldiers.  There’s at least four that we know of, but there could be more.  Also, they have bugbears as pets.”
The last time he’d fought an ogre it’d hurt, and that had only been one of the fierce and large beasts, but he’d grown in power since then, and he hadn’t had Shar, Tansya, or Willow as allies yet.  It was Tansya that was out today, Willow was resting in the tree.  He didn’t even have to use his magic to figure that out, not since they’d made that deal with the princess so she could tell them apart.  She had her long light reddish brown hair up in a bun, while Willow always kept it down.
Plus, ten gold a monster, the more of them the better.
Ogres were about eight to nine feet tall, not counting their wickedly curved horns.  They were monstrous in appearance and all muscles, their skin was tougher than leather armor, and they were extremely strong with a denser muscular and bone structure.  Bugbears were white furred bears and semi-intelligent, they were also about the size of a horse.
“We’ll take care of it. Watch our horses, this shouldn’t take long,” he smiled as he felt April zoom off toward the trees, by the time they’d gotten to the trail the guard mentioned April would be back and able to guide them straight to it.
The guard bowed again, “As you say, prince.”
He wasn’t sure how he felt about the prince consort thing, but it was damned convenient.  It’d also make it less likely anyone would let their prejudices overcome their fear.  They tied up their horses and headed for the forest at a jog.
As soon as they were out of earshot Shar said, “Their fear was absolutely delicious, I was tempted to let the wings out and stretch for them.”
He was about to comment negatively on that, when Nysa giggled and said, “I know right, or extend my claws and start cleaning under them?”
He cleared his throat pointedly.
Shar winked at him and gave him a coyly teasing smile, “I wouldn’t of course.  I only play with my food, and you’re my only meal.”
He grunted, “Behave.”
She just laughed sultrily, but Nysa said, “Yes, master.  It’s just strange, knowing they know what I am, and knowing that I am still safe with you.  We know continuing to act our human parts will make things go smoother, but the mischievous impulse to flaunt our true nature is still there.”
He sighed, “As long as you don’t give into it.  Though, I suppose if you’d rather fight with claws, that’s okay now if necessary, even while in town.”
Nysa grinned, “Actually, I’ve grown to like the daggers, and I can’t throw one of my claws.  But it’s good to know I can fall back on that if it becomes necessary.”
“Tansya, any naughty impulses?”
Both Nysa and Shar giggled impishly.
Tansya replied breathily, “I really wanted to suck your cock when the guard bowed, but I resisted master, as you ordered, because we’re in public.”
He groaned, and his cock twitched, “I meant, impulses to flaunt what you are?”
Tansya shook her head, “No master.  Our instinct is to hide from humans, we never flaunt what we are.”
Right, he should’ve figured that out, only his Nysa and Shar were hunters by instinct.  Instincts that would be triggered by human fear like the guards had showed.
Nysa giggled, “I might’ve had a similar thought as well, master.  When they showed you such respect.”
He swatted her ass, and she gave him a doting smile for his trouble.  He thought he understood where the mischievous thoughts and teasing came from that morning.  He loved his princess, but the giant castle had started to feel a little confining after a week away from nature.  He felt a little free and wild himself, finally being back out in the real world.  He was just too disciplined to show the same giddiness his women were.
They arrived at the trailhead, and Tansya touched his arm affectionately before jumping into a tree.  No doubt she’d shadow them, be able to keep an eye on the whole forest through the trees, and also be able to sneak attack at the best opportunity and angle when the enemy was met.  She was so sweet, but also a cunning and powerful warrior for his sake in her service to him, and he suppressed the sudden desire to eat her out until she screamed his name.  They all turned him on, almost constantly, but never more so when they were violent warriors on his behalf.
Maybe their insanity was catching.  Because he supposed his impulse hadn’t been all that different than Tansya and Nysa wanting to suck him off earlier.
They moved into the woods highly alert and looking for trails, or evidence the ogres were out on the hunt.  Fortunately, ogres and bugbears were not subtle monsters at all. He wasn’t worried at all about being ambushed, at least not with his focus, vigilance, and readiness so high when he was on the hunt.
They hadn’t gone very far north, when April returned to report in a whisper.
“There are six ogres, and two bugbears.  They’re in their cave, with the bugbears on guard near the entrance to warn of anyone approaching.”
He grunted, that wasn’t exactly a problem, but it would take away any chance of surprise.  Bugbears might not have been subtle, but they also had fantastic senses of hearing and smell.  Even their whisper quiet movement through the woods would be detected, if only because of the silencing of the nearby small critters as they passed.
“Shar, you’ll fill the cave with fire.  That should get the bugbears to charge, and hopefully the ogres will delay out of fear long enough for us to take them down.”
Shar said, “They’ll come rushing out afterwards.”
He nodded, “Better that than going in there.  Tansya will lose her natural advantage in the cave, and those bastards hit hard.  Hard enough to knock my head off if they get lucky, and I want lots of trees to dodge behind.”
Though, if it came to it, he could shield with earth magic to help absorb some of that blow on his shield.  He wouldn’t quite go flying away twenty feet, like he had in that first fight with an ogre.  Still, he needed to fight ferociously, and smart.
Nysa said, “Good plan. Direct, and simple.”
They moved through the woods more quickly then while April ranged ahead again, if anything changed then she’d warn them before they stumbled into it.  They barely made a sound, but their increased speed did impact their vigilant awareness to a degree.
He shifted his shield and crossbow when the cave entrance came in sight.  It was mostly concealed behind some bushes, and there were a good number of trees around it.  Which was good, more trees to dodge around, and more directions for Tansya to slip out, fire her bow, and slip back in.
Nysa had her daggers out, and she was also channeling her magic and had it as tight as a bowstring.
They were ready, and the bugbears were growling in warning, so it was time to make it happen.
He nodded to Shar, and the lovely succubus formed a compact fireball over her hand that burned red at first but slowly shifted into blue, then she tossed it in the entrance.  The small ball of fire exploded spectacularly, and a loud whump sound was followed by a concussive wave of heat that slapped him in the face along with billowing hot flames chasing behind.
Then they waited.  Then waited a little more.  Fuck.
He said, “I think you killed them, and the ogres are probably hiding under their beds in there.”
Shar giggled in an empty-headed coy way he knew was an act, “Oops?  Still getting used to my new strength.”
He sighed, “No other plans are going well, so why should this one?  April?”
She sped off, and then she was back before he could fully take in his next breath.
“There are some bones left, the rest of the bugbears are ashes.  The ogres are cowering, they’re almost as afraid of fire as trolls.  The cave goes about fifty feet in, then there’s a small cavern through a fissure.  They’re at the furthest end of that cavern with large rocks in their hands.  I assume that’s their version of a crossbow.”
He sighed, and turned to the stunning golden blonde demoness, “Remind me to spank you later.”
Shar said sultrily, “I hope you mean that, Muranth,” her voice absolutely dripping with coy sensuousness, hope, and wickedness.
He grinned despite himself, as he looked her up and down hungrily, then shook his head to refocus on the problem.  He shifted his crossbow away and a moment later held his wickedly curved bastard sword.
“New plan, Nysa and Tansya back us up with magic and the bow and throwing knives.  Shar and I will go in with fire magic and steel.  If they fear fire so much, let’s give them some more.”
He cast the cantrip with a thought, that his subconscious ran with going through the mental gymnastics to light a small flame.  Then he channeled and transmuted his magic, and his blade was enveloped in licking flames.  It was more psychological than anything else, but it’d help too.  Plus, it was like a primed weapon as well, he could fire flames from the sword at a distance too.
He led the way inside with his shield held in the guard position.  He imagined the ogres could throw those rocks hard enough to make his head explode if he let them. 
Shar walked next to him with an extra swish in her hips, and a light almost dreamy smile of joy on her face, and he knew her well enough to know that meant she was very turned on in that moment.  It was familiar enough to not be too distracting, but his succubus could get a dead man hard without even trying.
When they reached the fissure, he nodded at Shar again. That time she threw a fireball that was mostly reddish orange in color, with just a little bit of blue and white in the compact flames.  This time there was just a soft whump, and billowing red flames, without the powerful concussion of heat coming back on them.  Though, there was definitely some heat.
He listened carefully and four rocks hit the walls of the fissure, one hit his shield, and the sixth hit the wall behind them.  He rushed in at that point and raced across the cavern.  He swung his bastard sword, and he channeled more fire magic when he was about ten feet away, and flames billowed out before him, both blinding them and setting their fur on fire.
Shar shot a white-hot fireball the size of a pea right past his head, that impacted one of the trolls in the chest, dug in, and then exploded which sprayed flames, blood, and viscera into the air. 
One of the ogre’s roared and struck out. He ducked under the swiping and clawed hand, and grunted loudly as he swung his sword with all his might.  The blade dug into the monster’s side, it didn’t go all that deep due to the monster’s tough skin, but he didn’t need it to.  He channeled even more magic transmuted to fire, and the ogre went up like a bonfire on the outside, but more importantly the flames shot into its body from the sword blade and roasted its heart.
An arrow hit a third in the shoulder, barely getting an inch in, but he felt the surge of magic on the arrow enter the ogre and it aged about a thousand years in two seconds.  The skeleton hit the ground about a second later.
The last three ogres roared and lunged, finally overcoming their fear, only to be lifted and shoved forcibly into the walls by Nysa’s water magic.  One more arrow, fireball, and sword stroke ended the battle at that point, the ogres were helplessly pinned and unable to defend.
Shar sighed, “You know I could’ve just roasted them all, right?”
He ignored that for a moment, as he turned and said, “Good tactical thinking, Nysa.”
Nysa radiantly smiled like he’d just handed her the moon and stars, “Thank you, master.  I could’ve killed one, but the last two might’ve harmed you.”
He nodded, his Nysa always obeyed his orders… except when he was in danger, then her instincts to protect him overrode that.  He was grateful for it, that’d worked out better than if she’d used her daggers as he’d ordered.
He turned to Shar, “I know that.  I’m being hunted by my sister, an elder dragon seven hundred years older than me, who’s mastered all martial forms as well as magic.  Practice only goes so far.  The only way I can get better faster is to fight my foes, I can’t just have you kill everything in our way in lakes of fire.”
Shar smiled at him fondly, “Agreed, but it would make me feel better knowing my lover is safe.”
He was pretty sure she was messing with him, mostly.
He said, “Back to town, we need to collect our eighty gold and hit the road.”
He shifted his shield and sword back, as he released his magic. 
Tansya skipped over, and she retrieved her arrow with a wide smile on her face.  It looked almost unnatural on the elven face, but she was stunningly beautiful to him, they all were. 
“April.”
April didn’t answer, but she zipped ahead to scout their path.  They weren’t expecting any further problems, but what was vigilance most of the time going to get them if they ever let their guard down?




Chapter Eight

After picking up the gold from Baroness Virginia’s chamberlain, they headed back to the entrance to the village.  The whole side trip had only cost them about an hour and a half, and he thought if they rode a little extra today and tomorrow, they could still make Highpass in two days, and be back in the princess’s bed on schedule.
He was in for one more surprise however, as he saw five horses waiting with the four guards, instead of four.  There was also a familiar woman talking with the guards, with flame colored hair falling in ringlets down her back, and orange ochre eyes.  He wondered how the hell the phoenix had gotten there so fast, since she’d been clear across the kingdom just nine days ago.
She smiled widely as she noticed their approach, and said, “Well met, Muranth, Nysa, Shar, and Tansya.”
He also wondered then, how the hell she knew it was Tansya, unless the hair thing was another rumor?
The guard asked, “You know this fire sorceress, prince?”
He grunted, “Yes, we met at Baybrook,” he turned to the gorgeous woman, “Well met, Cinder.”
Cinder winked, and smiled invitingly, he wasn’t sure how to take that.  He was a little wary of the phoenix, who was more than a threat to even the full grown of his kind that had fully mastered their magics.  They were also known to be capricious, hot-blooded, and unpredictably wild predators.  Fire was the hardest element to tame, and she was a bird of prey made of elemental fire magic.
Cinder turned to the guards, “I told you, we made arrangements to ride together.  I want to get to know the new prince, and of course as someone that works for the crown on occasion, so he should be familiar with me as well.  Granted, that was before I found out who his companions really were, but I’m an extremely powerful fire sorceress with little to fear on that score.”
Message received, blow her cover and he’d be in deep shit.
He mounted up, and his ladies followed suit.
Cinder smirked, and mounted up as well, and followed them out to the road.  The guards were still looking at her like she was crazy for voluntarily entering the wilderness between villages with two monsters and a demoness, but it was what it was.
“You made good time.”
Cinder giggled, “I’ve been here for days.  I even considered taking that bounty, but I didn’t want to steal your fun when you got here.”
Shar asked, “You flew?”
Cinder’s eyes widened in playful innocence, “Fire sorceresses can’t fly.”
He snorted.
Shar grinned, “No, neither can witches.”
Cinder frowned at him, then asked Nysa, “Is he always this grumpy and serious?”
Shar said, “He doesn’t trust you.  Mostly because your kind are known for being temperamental, and you could roast us all in a second if the whim took you.  Not even my kind can survive your fires.”
He glared at Shar, maybe he wouldn’t be spanking her after all, later that night.  It was also interesting information.  He knew dragon scales were resistant to all but the hottest fires, that only a phoenix or higher and lower planar beings were capable of generating.  But he had thought demons completely immune to fire.
Shar just winked, while Cinder smiled at him girlishly.
Cinder said, “Truth?”
He said, “Try me.”
She bit her lip, “I didn’t lie, I truly did want to spend time with others who knew the truth of me, if you know of my kind you surely know that much?  I have been lonely.”
He nodded grudgingly.
Cinder continued, “I’m the only one of my kind here in this realm.  It’s a long story, but suffice it to say I miss the company of my own kind.  There are no realm walkers here in this middle realm, it’s not a bad place really, and the humans are nice enough, but I long to be what I am in the company of my own kind.”
Tansya said, “And he’s the only one that can get you home.”
Cinder grinned, “Got it in one, sort of.  I couldn’t tell you what plane of existence I’m even from.  I was a young girl when my parents were killed, and I was banished from my home plane during a… conflict.  But, surely there are some of my kind on his plane.  I want to tag along, when he returns.”
Shar said, “There are, most of the highest of the middle realms contain both elder dragons and phoenixes.  But that’s not your only reason for being here.”
She shook her head, “No, I told you the truth.  I wish to get to know you all, and to have that connection with beings who know the truth of me.  To return to my kind is simply my ulterior motive, but I have desires beyond that.”
He said, “You seem awfully open about it.”
She smirked, “You’re cute, but not very smart.  Let me spell it out for you.  If I kill you, I’ll never get to see another of my kind again.  For that reason alone, short of self-defense, I would not harm you for anything.  Besides, I have my instincts firmly under control.  The humans get nervous when random ashes show up and people go missing.  I wish to befriend you, not trick you, nor will I turn on you.”
He growled.
She giggled, “Eloquent as well, I see.”
Shar snickered, “I like her.”
He looked at the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, and then glared.
Shar pouted cutely, “I’m just teasing, you know.  But she’s not wrong, and you’d be foolish to turn down such a powerful ally.  She must be unusually controlled for her kind, if she’s managed to blend in among the humans for so long.”
Cinder said, “Necessity.  And hunts.  If I start to feel the urge to burn something too strongly, I will take my leave for a time.  I’ve learned to channel my desire for flames and destruction to a purpose the humans wouldn’t find alarming.”
He sighed, “My kind and yours rarely get along.”
She replied, “Because dragons are grumpy.”
He snorted violently, “We will give it a try, but it’s really because your kind are crazy and unpredictable.”
She giggled, “Truth.  And yours are tiresomely vigilant, stolid, and domineering.”
He felt like things had spiraled out of his control, which bothered him a lot, especially since Cinder had just named that as one of his kind’s major faults.  He had to admit, elder dragons were control freaks of all that they surveyed and owned.  Insanely protective and possessive of what was theirs.
He was ashamed of the powerful urge to kill her, just to reclaim some order, peace, and quiet.  Even more shamed by the fact the only real reason he hadn’t, was that she’d crush his ass like a bug at this stage of his growth.  His succubus was annoying him more than usual as well, enjoying the chaos of the moment and his discomfort a little too much.  Worse, she could feel his annoyance with her empathy, and that only seemed to be fanning the flames of her teasing personality.
His sister had put up many challenges to make him fail in his walkabout and trial, but it seemed Cinder would be an additional trial to deal with that in some ways will be the hardest yet.  Perhaps the worst part of it all, was she was extremely attractive, perfect body, beautiful face, and even her orange ochre eyes were appealing.  He did want to kill her, but he also wanted to fuck her into submission.
Which was a path of insanity.  She’d burn his dick to ash if he tried.  Once again, he had new emotions and instincts to master.
Cinder smirked, “We’ll have fun, it won’t be so bad.”
He snorted violently, but he couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped afterwards.
Cinder beamed, “See, we’re getting along better already.”
Tansya frowned, “Must you taunt master?”
He replied, “It’s her nature.  Untamed, wild, and unpredictable, just like a fire.”
Cinder winked, “I just want to get to know you, form a bond of trust despite our natures.  Despite our clashing natures, there is comfort in it for me in being known, and I hope that bond will ensure you don’t leave me behind when your walkabout is completed.  I will do the best I can to check my impulses to perturb you, but I must be myself.  It also won’t last all that long, obviously I won’t be going to the castle with you, and after you finish your circuit you won’t be on the road any longer.”
That was true, he smiled as he saw the end of this trial.  Perhaps a little over a month and his Shar would be creating portals to take them everywhere they had to go.
Shar giggled, probably from his emotional surge of relief.
Nysa asked, “You mentioned hunts, and channeling your instincts, toward what?”
Cinder looked nervous, as if she didn’t want to tell them, and she obviously wouldn’t lie.  That was enough of a clue for him to put it together.
“She hunts lesser dragons, and she steals their hoards.”
Of course, lesser dragon hoards were in the physical world, usually a deep and vast cavern the dragon dug out with its own claws.   He’d also been calm about it. Like he would care if she was hunting his natural enemy?  Elder dragons hated lesser dragons with a passion.  They were stupid brutes, lost in instinct, and the only magic they had was their breath weapons.
Cinder tilted her head, and looked at him curiously for a moment, probably confused that he didn’t seem to care.  He wasn’t sure whether to be amused or insulted, that she thought hunting lesser and elder dragons would be the same in his eyes.  It also alarmed him a little, because it also told him it was the same thing in her eyes.  Except, she seemed to need him badly, to get back with her own kind.
It was something he couldn’t fully trust of course, but it helped.
She eventually nodded, “I do.  They’re the only creature on the planet that can offer me even a modicum of a challenge.  A hunt should be challenging, as there is no relief to be found in simple slaughter.  Maybe you’re cute and a little intelligent after all.”
He ignored that last, and asked, “So, what do you do for the king?”
Cinder said, “Sometimes the magical humans go bad.  Sorcerers, or a wizard or witch will grasp for power or turn to demons for power.  I remove the problem for a price.  I’ve also been known to spy on his enemies, at one time or another.”
He smirked, “Doesn’t that kind of thing require subtlety?”
Cinder grinned, “You’re right, there’s not much subtle about me, of course they’d have to see me to know they were being watched.”
Shar interjected, “You watch through flames.”
Cinder nodded, “Fire sorcerers are capable of such things as well, though few bother to master the art.  Much like your dryad can enter one tree and leave another, I can join two fires with a touch of magic and spy that way, carrying their voices and images to me.”
Cinder smirked back at him, “I would also note, your kind aren’t exactly renowned for their subtlety either.”
He laughed in true amusement, “Truth.”
He had to admit, as frustrating as her presence was, he was starting to enjoy their banter of wits, and despite the insanity of the thought, she was easy on the eyes.  That was his human instincts however, his dragon instincts told him it would be foolhardy to try and bond her.  Besides, it was the last thing he needed, he already had all he needed that way to complete his walkabout and master his magic, as well as fully explore humanity through his princess.
He sighed, “So, first thing.  Lesser and elder dragons are natural enemies, and nothing alike except for their shape and ferocity.  Second, my sister is here and wants me dead.  You may be drawn into that if you hang around.  I don’t know what her next move will be, except she won’t attack me straight on.”
She looked thoughtful for a minute, then asked, “You trust me with that information?”
He shrugged, “You swore to mean us no harm, and even if you tried my sister would not deal with you.  If you killed me and approached her she would either leave you behind, or try to kill you.  She is strong, but weak willed when it comes to her own instincts.  I believe you will keep your word, but if you didn’t you would lose your chance of reuniting with your kind.”
Cinder giggled, “So, she would try to kill me, instead of merely wishing to?”
He wasn’t surprised she’d picked that up from him, “Exactly.”
He was feeling that less strongly in that moment, but that was probably because she hadn’t pissed him off in the last two minutes.
She said, “You’re right, I wouldn’t break my word.  So, is she weak, or are you strong, for your kind?”
“Both,” April said in a prideful tone of voice, “Most elder dragons are somewhere in the middle.  He has remarkable self-control, and she should’ve been culled as a youth.”
Cinder bit her lip, “I’ve heard a lot of rumors about you.”
Shar pointed out, “You’ve also spied at us through the flames,” in her usual intuitive fashion.  Between her frightening intelligence, warbling personality between coy, cold, and sweet, he could never be sure exactly where he was with her.  When she was sweet, he wanted so bad to believe that was the true Shar, hiding behind her coldness and artful coyness, but it would be madness to believe and be persuaded by his own wishful thinking.
He cared for her a little too much for his comfort.
Cinder sighed, “Maybe a little, to pick out the truths among the rumors.  I like the princess. She has a lot of fire in her nature.  I’ll have to get to know her too as the king’s time on the throne wanes.”
He wasn’t sure how he felt about that, except her tone had been almost wistful.  That made him curious more than anything, what part of their lives made her wistful?
Nysa snickered, “You were saying?”
Cinder said, “Well, you know almost nothing about me.  Sadly enough, there isn’t much to know.  I travel, work on occasion, and hunt.  I have no connections, and I feel that lack.  I already said I was lonely, and that is a large reason I want to get to my own kind, but it’s also a reason I want you to know me.  Being around humans can be exhausting, I can only handle small doses.”
He grunted.  He kind of got that.  He had some similar issues, and he was bound to have a lot more patience with it than a fiery and unpredictable phoenix.  He could be himself in private with the princess, she loved when he was himself, but out among the castle he had to curb his dragonish instincts and act with his human ones as much as possible.
“I may have been wrong.”
Cinder raised an eyebrow, “About what?”
“I thought this whole idea was a waste of time, my kind and a phoenix could never mix.  And I still believe that’s true, if I was in my true form.  But in this human form I also feel human instincts and emotions which temper my reaction to you.  A need to protect the helpless, even if they aren’t mine, for comparison.  You’re far from helpless of course, but your emotional need calls to my empathy, even if you’re teasing is annoying as hell.”
Shar said lightly, “Hell is terrifying, not annoying,” and then she smiled at him coquettishly.
He laughed.
“I can also relate, partially, to your difficulty, which adds sympathy.”
Cinder smirked, and accused, “You like me.”
“I wouldn’t go that far,” he growled.
She giggled, and then eyed him up and down in a way that made him uncomfortable, not that he’d every show that.
She stiffened and looked up, drawing them all to look up to.
She said, “Damnit.  I thought I’d lost them.”
She hopped up on the saddle, stood, and leapt into the air.  Fire flared around her body, and when it faded, he watched in awe as a bird of prey with wings of pure fire took off into the sky.  Her wingspan was almost fifty feet from wingtip to wingtip, her body was physical and in a shape close to an eagle, but it was at least five feet in size from clawed feet to crest.  On the ground, she’d have stood as tall as some humans.
The feathers by her neck were a bright ochre yellow orange, that deepened in the colors of fire as they moved back on her body until they were a fiery blue color with white tips.  Her wings of fire were similar as well, the pure elemental fire ranging in temperature, the hottest part in the back of her wings was an incandescent bluish white.
She was majestic, beautiful, and awe inspiring, and he clenched his jaws in determination to never let her know just how awed he was in that moment.
That’s about when the them she’d mentioned came into view of his human eyes, and he felt little hands on his neck as his body vibrated violently.  Maybe Cinder’s last hunt hadn’t been successful, or maybe the lesser dragons had organized a return hunt, but for whatever reason there were three black dragons in the sky.
He was sure she could take one, but three?
He stopped shaking as he cast the earth cantrip and then channeled and transmuted his magic using it as a template.  He knew he wasn’t really changing magic at all now, with the more advanced knowledge and teaching from Shar he knew magic was all the same.  All he really did was change the frequency of it, to a frequency that equated to what he thought of as earth magic, and what could change the earth.
It was all the same in the end, but he still tended to think of it as transmuting the magic from one kind to another, as he’d been taught since he was a hatchling.  Point was, he surrounded himself with an earth magic shield that could ground lightning.  Lightning was the breath weapon of a black dragon.
He dismounted with the others, and he felt Tansya’s nature magic reach out and soothe the horses and send them under the shelter of some nearby trees.  One less thing to worry about.  He was enraged at the sight of his instinctual enemy, but his body no longer trembled, all he wanted to do was kill them.  It was a far cry from his desperation to stay in human form last time, or to be marked as a failure for not keeping his human form during his walkabout.  A strict rule, that once broken would mean his life.
Nysa said, “You alright, master?”
He growled and bared his teethe at the sky, “Yes.  I think maybe because of the magic, I hadn’t reached mastery level with my elements last time we faced one.  I don’t need to change to tear them apart.  There’s also the matter of the scales and their scent I’ve been wearing constantly for over two months.  As I’d hoped, it’s made my instinct to shift far more controllable.”
Cinder flew straight up at the three dragons, who dove at her from three different directions.  She aimed her body at the middle one, but then she suddenly turned sharply toward the one on the left and slightly lower, as all three of them roared and shot lightning her way.  Her body flared brightly with fire as just one of the three bolts hit her while the other two missed.  Her return attack was almost immediate as she shot glowing liquid fire as she shrieked in rage from her beak.
Her fire compared to Shar’s when she’d accidentally killed the two bugbears and turned most of them to ash, was like comparing a candle to a forest fire.  The fireball splashed into the black dragon who let out a mighty roar of anguish, as the liquid fire clung to and melted all the black scales it covered.  Turning the bright shiny ebony scales to a dull bubbling black as the fire ate into it.
The other two dragons took the opportunity afforded and dove for Cinder with their mouths open.
He channeled his own magic even as he cast the candle lighting cantrip, and he fired a ball of fire at the middle one’s wings, while Shar fired at the wings of the third dragon.  Both their attacks missed, but at the same time they were effective in making the two dragons dodge to avoid the attack, which forced them to abort their own attack on Cinder and circle back around.  Their fire would never burn through dragon scales like Cinder’s could, but the wings of a dragon were much more fragile in comparison.
He shuddered, when Cinder’s fire burned off the wing of the dragon she’d hit.  The dragon roared in fear, and in pain as the rest of the fire continued to eat through the scales and into its body, as it fell toward the ground. 
He barked, “Get up there and help her down the other two, we’ll finish them.”
Shar’s voice was sultry, and very seductively heated, when she said, “My pleasure, master,” then winked, unfurled and flared her wings, and leapt into the sky.
Of all the times to have a hard on for the god’s sake.  He knew violence got her excited, but apparently his firm growly order had multiplied that heat inside of her, and he found that… hot.  She’d also never called him master before, and he had a feeling she’d been deflecting with humor by fucking with him.
Regardless, he got his head back into the battle and ran toward the trees that the wingless black dragon had fallen behind.  Some of those trees were already on fire.  Both Tansya and Nysa were on his heels, as they sprinted in that direction.
The black dragon roared in pain and confusion, and as soon as it saw them it opened its mouth and released lightning.
He laughed like a madman, as the bolt harmlessly coruscated around his earth shield and grounded into the earth below them.
“Hold him still!”
Nysa’s water magic flowed.  Normally a dragon’s magical scales would make them highly resistant to any magic, but with almost a third of its scales melted and ruined she had no problem finding purchase inside the dragon’s body with her magic.
The black dragon’s head slammed into the ground, forcing its jaw shut, and holding its head still.  Nysa probably couldn’t do it for long, dragons were very strong, but she could hold it the two seconds he needed her to.
An arrow flew by him and went into the dragon’s eye like a stick into water.  He grinned as he leapt and jumped the last ten feet as he shifted a two handed lochaber axe from his armory, and he screamed as he held it over his head and chopped down with all his might.  At the same exact time, he channeled more magic and shifted it to earth magic.  He made his blade temporarily sharper and more durable, while at the same time giving the steel even more momentum and weight behind it than he was capable of in his perfect and very strong human body.
The axe blade’s whistle through the air was loud enough to challenge his deafening war cry, as the blade sunk into the dragon’s neck.  He continued pushing it on with his earth magic and a torrent of magic, so instead of getting stuck just a foot or so in, it cut through like a hot knife through butter. Blood sprayed and soaked him, as the dragon’s head was severed from its body.
The head was being held still by Nysa’s magic, so it was the body that rolled away as the dragon collapsed in death.
He snapped his eyes up into the sky, more than ready to kill another of the fuckers.  He knew he was acting a little bloodthirsty, but that was normal and more than acceptable in the case of lesser dragons.  It was a miracle he could even fight them in human form without succumbing to the desire to change, so he wasn’t about to complain about it.
Unnoticed by him at the time, with his eyes on the fight above, his Nysa and Tansya were both looking at the large outline of his hardened cock beneath the leather armor with a dreamy lost expression on their faces.  His wild and potent ferocity and battle rage had them drowning in lust.
One of the dragons had a smoking wing, the one Shar was trying to ground, but there were no holes burned through the wings yet.  The other dragon was in full defensive mode, as it kept dodging balls of red and blue liquid fire and firing lightning over its shoulder as its sinewy neck looped around.
He watched for several long moments with a raptor’s gaze and a burning raging desire to see them dead, then channeled more fire magic and sent a huge fireball arching up into the sky.  He watched with bated breath as the dragon didn’t even seem to notice, all his attention on his pursuer.
He’d timed it and guessed right, as the fireball neared, and was obviously going to miss, Cinder sent another ball of liquid fire at the bastard.
The black dragon dodged it, but he’d studied the pattern and guessed right, and the lesser dragon dodged right into the path of his fireball.  The fireball exploded as it hit a foot or two from the edge of its wingtip, and a blast of fire encompassed a full third of the hundred foot wing span, causing the dragon to scream in rage and pain.
Cinder shrieked as the fireball dissipated, and part of the wing was burned through.  The wing still had some lift, but it was forced into a corkscrew turn, and she dove in an intercept course and spat another ball of liquid fire that hit the dragon right in the snout as it turned in her direction.  She flapped her fiery wings, and she arced up above the dragon with a victory shriek.  There were just a few feet between them, as the dragon roared in agony and fell for the ground.
He grunted in annoyance, there was no point running after it, it was already dead, it just didn’t know it yet.  The head and scales protecting it would be completely melted from Cinder’s fire.  There was no coming back from that, it’s why phoenixes were so damned dangerous to dragons.  That liquid fire was some dangerous shit.  It wasn’t really liquid, it just acted that way, as it clung to the target.  They were capable of much lesser fire as well.  That fire was their most dangerous kind.
Shar was a lot more maneuverable on her wings, but the dragon she’d been harrying was faster, and had so far avoided being taken down.  With the death of the other two dragons, and his wings on fire, the dragon’s morale broke and he ran for it.  He whipped his wings hard, and he took off toward the north.
Which, was a mistake, travelling in a straight line like that.
Shar’s ball of white-hot fire exploded even more powerfully than back at the caves, and he felt the blast of concussive hot air from at least a quarter mile away.  The dragon’s wing was nothing but bones and tatters, and the dumb beast pumped its other wing hard in desperation, putting it into a wild spin as it crashed down into the ground.
He stared for a minute, fighting the irrational need to run after it.  It’d come down a long way off, and Cinder was already in a dive with her burning wings flaring.  He’d never get there before her, and he shook his head firmly and took a deep breath.  He forced the insane rage and need to kill to back off, the black dragon was as good as dead.
April asked, “How are you standing there?”
He laughed, half humor and half annoyance, “Cinder’s got it.  There it is.”
Another ball of liquid fire exploded from her beak, and she shrieked in victory one more time as she turned sharply and regained altitude.  She was one majestic and terrifying bitch, not that he’d ever let either of those emotions show on his face.
That’s when he finally noticed his monsters drooling over his cock.  What’s a man to do?  Let them suck him off, of course.  Anything less would just be cruel of him, after all, and he was a kind and loving master.  He couldn’t possibly make them wait for tonight, and they needed to stop for lunch anyway.  That was his story, and he was sticking to it.




Chapter Nine

Cinder said, “We’ll split the hoards, I know where they are, and they belong to us by right of combat.  I’ll pick them up when you’re at the capital.”
The beautiful redhead still looked amused, and a little turned on.  Nysa and Tansya had been passing his cock back and forth, both begging him to finish in their mouths while the other was sucking him off when she’d landed and shifted human again.
He was feeling a bit cocky as well, since the wise ass comment that had obviously been on the tip of her lips a moment before, had died unspoken when she gained an angle to see just how gifted he was.  Instead, her eyes had widened in shocked desire as she let out a little gasp.  She’d covered for it, but not nearly well enough.
Still, despite her beauty, and their antagonistic and hot chemistry, the last thing he needed to do was sleep with her. He didn’t need another bonded, and he wasn’t entirely sure he could even tame her.  It seemed like a foolish risk when she was already his ally and needed him.  Sure, she was hot, perfectly proportioned body, lovely generous breasts and a sexy and tight pear-shaped ass, but he already had five lovers, he didn’t need more.
Shallow chemistry was a fool’s road to follow, without true affection or a benefit to making her a bonded, it was just a bad idea.  Her obvious interest and his desire to fuck her into submission wasn’t enough either.  Or so he kept telling his cock, quite firmly.  He also felt relaxed, getting a dual blowjob from his stunningly sexy monsters while they argued over who got to eat his sperm had drained away any and all remnants of his rage from the fight.  Sperm by the way, that he’d firmly ordered them to share.
“That’s agreeable to me.  But I only killed one, you killed two.”
She snorted, “Death blow accounting?  No, you kept them from overwhelming me in the beginning, and your strike and Shar’s strike on the other two dragons are what gave me the opening to finish them.  Even split.”
He nodded, having felt at that point that honor had been met.
“What kind of fire is that, liquid fire?”
She replied, “It burns as hot as the sun in the sky.  It is fire, and very hot.”
He laughed, so they had no specific name for it.
Shar interjected, “Some on other realms would call it plasma, though it is just a word.”
They finished up lunch and got back on their horses.  The second half of his first day with Cinder was both easier and harder at the same time.
On the good side, he admired her, thought her beautiful, and had been impressed by her true and majestic form, as well as her fierceness in battle.  He also felt that empathy growing in him, she truly was just lonely.  In short, despite her annoying traits he was starting to like her, and if not completely enjoyed her company, he’d at least partially enjoyed it.
Of course, the bad side of it was she was all over the place, didn’t seem to care a whit about their surroundings, and was wild and unpredictable in both mood and conversation.  That all set his teeth on edge.
The second half of the day was easier because she’d stopped teasing him with insults or the failures of his race as she saw it anyway.  The harder part was she was still teasing him, but with flirting interest and playful banter that just made him want to fuck her into submission more.  To tame the shrew, put her in her place, and force her to submit.
Which would happen about when hell froze over, pigs flew there, and they started to ice skate.
At the same time that he wanted to tame her, he couldn’t help but admire her strength, her swagger, her blunt tongue, and her confidence.  She was… incredibly sexy.
He also suspected his ferocity in battle and coming to her aid without pause, had been as much if not more of a reason behind the change in her teasing than the size of his not inconsiderable cock.  That was one thing their kinds had in common, they both respected strength, and his would only continue to grow for another two hundred years.
He learned she’d been stuck here for centuries, and at first she’d been on the run a lot before she was able to partially tame her own impulsive behavior and pass for human for short times.  She also seemed more than willing to wait the two centuries it would take him before he returned home, which was somewhat of a surprise, her kind weren’t exactly known for patience.
In short, she unsettled him, and he wasn’t sure what he wanted to do about her.  At best, he was dealing with conflicting emotions, a strong need to chase her off, and a strong need to take her and make her his creature in every way.  He sought the middle ground of friendship and alliance she seemed to want, and it was what it was.
They didn’t run into any more problems for the rest of the day, and it was close to dusk when they finally stopped for the day and set up their camping equipment.  After dinner, he was about to go a little crazy with the conflicting needs in him.  Which, was easily solved, he took Tansya’s hand and led her quite firmly into the tent.  It was her and Willow’s turn to be first that night, while the others sated his April, and he’d take care of his water nymph and succubus after.
In fact, the three of them followed him into the tent, and then quickly disappeared from his senses as Shar cast the privacy spell.  He wasn’t sure what Cinder would get up to, and he wasn’t sure he cared at all in that moment.  His attention, focus, and lust were all firmly on his wild dryad twins in that moment.
He kissed her passionately, and he held her tightly against him as he shifted his armor and her clothes to the armory.  He smiled and nipped her lip, as he felt the strange sensation of Willow melting out of his back, and then Willow pressed her naked body against him and kissed the back of his neck.  They preferred to keep one of them inside the tree, except when they were together for sex.  They liked to double team him for their turn during sex, and share all the sensations of loving him together, as well as all the sensations he engendered in them simultaneously.
Effectively doubling both his and their pleasure.
He turned his body and enjoyed the silken skin of their young nubile bodies against his.  They were both identical, both as lovely, but he wanted to kiss Willow too, so he did.
Willow moaned into his mouth wantonly as she rubbed her body against his like a cat in heat.  They were both in exotically beautiful elven bodies.  Their faces mischievous and exotically beautiful at the same time, with upswept ears, long and straight chestnut reddish-brown hair, with warm light brown eyes that were filled with deep desire and loving devotion.
They were full grown, but incredibly petite at five feet even in height.  Their bodies were tight and supple, and in perfect generous proportion with average sized but perfectly rounded breasts, and tight and supple asses he loved to dig his fingers into.  They had thin faces, pixyish and exotic, and they were extremely limber and bendable.
He growled into her mouth as her soft silky fingers tried to wrap all the way around his cock’s girth, and she failed to do so as she stroked him lightly and moaned with needy desire into his mouth.  Tansya was kissing his back, caressing his ass and sides, and they both let out a gasp and moan of pleasure as he ran his hands down to Willow’s pert sexy ass and squeezed firmly.
It still blew his mind sometimes, that Tansya could feel his cock in her hand even though it was willow stroking him, and that Willow could also feel Tansya squeezing his ass as if it were her own hands.  Like they shared four hands, instead of two separate pairs.
Willow whispered, “Master, we need you.  We want to feel you cum in our mouths, while our tongues dig into your ass.”
He groaned, “Do it, get on your knees, now.”
He knew the firm command would get them even more excited, and his cock twitched hard as he felt them both sink slowly to their knees. Willow’s firm tits and hardened nipples scraping down his front, while Tansya’s did so in the back.  Their eager moans sounded in unison as they got to work, a work they lived for and enjoyed.  That they would beg him for, to serve him, pleasure him, and show their love and need of him in any way he wanted.
They also wanted this, badly, and although it was hardly a sacrifice on his part, their needs and wants definitely counted in his mind as important for him to not only allow but enjoy and encourage.  The pleasure of Willow’s hot mouth and tongue as she took him into her mouth was mind blowing, but so was Tansya’s naughty tongue as she licked along his ass crack and rimmed his puckered star.
Besides sharing those sensations, they could both feel the two hands kneading his ass, another caressing his balls, and the final one stroking the bottom half of his shaft.
“Fuck, my nymphs, so good.  Suck it good for master.”
Willow moaned deeply at his approval of her hot mouth, and she sucked harder, as her eyes looked up at him with debauched adoration, wicked devotion, and with a loving desperation to work out his seed.  Her tongue felt incredible as she swirled the head before going down and taking him deeper into the heaven of her hot mouth.  Her nimble tongue slid and teased his sensitive underside the whole way.  As her head came up to swirl the tip again, she jacked his base in perfect harmony and twisted slightly at the apex of it at the exact same time her tongue swirled.
It was intense.  More than that, Willow’s head, tongue, and hand weren’t the only thing in sync.  His beloved Tansya was also acting in perfect concert with Willow.  As she swirled the tip of his cock, Willow was swirling her tongue around the rim of his puckered star at the same time. Then as Willow took him deep Tansya’s tongue in perfect concert dug deep into his asshole.  As they came up again, and willow jerked and twisted, Tansya’s hand tightly kneaded his ass in perfect harmony. 
It was beyond mind-blowing, and he wasn’t going to last long at all.  Too many intense and amazing sensations in perfect coordination, and the euphoria of all his sensitive nerve endings being spoiled with hot tongues, tight lips, and sucking, was going through his body in powerful waves, bringing him higher and higher.  Like a wave slowly cresting as it raced for shore, and he felt the moment coming when it would break against the rocks on shore.
“Fuck, you two have gotten way too good at that.  Here it comes,” he grunted, and gripped Willow’s beautiful chestnut hair as his legs went numb.  He locked his knees and grunted, then gasped as his naughty Tansya backed off and shoved a wet finger in his ass.  No doubt she’d gathered that moisture on her finger from her own liquid arousal.  His pleasure immediately exploded even higher, as she massaged his prostate and milked a powerful blast of his seed into her twin’s mouth. 
Through the sharp and overwhelming pleasure as he was washed away in bliss, he still heard both of them tremble and shake in orgasm, as his first rope of cum hit the back of Willow’s throat.  That never got old, making them cum by blasting their throat with his seed drove him crazy every time.  The ecstasy felt like it would never end, and Willow sucked hard, milked him, and swallowed with every pulse of his cock even through her own powerful ecstasy.  The intensity he felt didn’t fall when he expected, as Tansya’s milking fingertips made him send more ropes of cum into Willow’s willing mouth.
When he started to wonder if it’d ever stop, the pleasure finally receded and started to fall, like a tidal wave being slowly drawn back out into the ocean.
The entire time, he’d been looking down into Willow’s warm light brown eyes, and the joy alighted there at his pleasure and the sounds he’d made, blew his mind.
She purred, “Thank you, master.”
Fuck, he was so spoiled.  She was thanking him?
She moved back as he went down on his knees, and he kissed her passionately, then turned and kissed his Tansya as well.  Deep passionate kisses, he didn’t care at all where their mouths and tongues had just been. 
He laid on his back on the bedding, and then pulled them tightly against him.
“You are both incredible, I love you both.  So beautiful, so fierce, and so incredibly sexy and warm.  So faithful, my sexy elven nymphs.”
They both stopped breathing for a moment, then sighed as they snuggled against him deeper, and he felt wet tears fall on his chest.  His words had moved them to tears, his declaration of love which he’d never uttered before.
Tansya’s voice throbbed with emotion, as she said, “We love you too, master.”  “Always,” added Willow, “with all our hearts.”
He asked, “You both seem even… wilder for me.  I’d have said that was impossible, if I didn’t know it was true.  You’ve always loved serving me, and have done so eagerly and without question, but there’s a new added edge of… desperation to it at times.”
They both caressed his chest, and onto his neck as they kissed his shoulder.
Willow said, “Our love master.  We are bound to you, and our instincts make us want to serve your every whim.  You were gentle with us, and kind, which made us merely grateful at first.  But serving your will was enough, our focus to do your will was purely a function of our instincts.  As we fell in love with you though, we began to crave your commands.  Before we lived to serve your commands, but we were also content when you had no tasks for us to perform.”
Tansya took it up after nodding against his shoulder, “Our love is powerful master, very powerful.  Like everything else, I feel Willow’s for you, and she feel’s mine for you.  It’s overwhelming at times.  I’m sure you’ve noticed the same behavior in Nysa, but she only has to deal with her own love, not another’s.  We are no longer content when you have no task for us.  Our love tweaks our instincts, and it makes us want to serve you even when no orders are given.  Our desire to serve you is no longer just pure instinct.”
Willow giggled, “Which is why we’re so desperate to pleasure you after waiting a whole day master.  I would not say we suffer exactly, but it is a struggle at times.”
He was a bit shocked at their words, he wanted them to grow, not to sink further into a mindless need to serve.  On the other hand they were happy, and it was done out of love. 
“Is there anything I can do to help make it easier?”
Willow giggled wickedly, but it was playful, then she said, “Never leave the bedding or take your hands off of us?”
He laughed, “Other than that?”
He caressed their backs softly, and he enjoyed the heat of their limber and supple bodies against his sides.  He had no idea if he could make it better, or even if he really needed to.  It was what it was, he loved them and they loved him, they also lived to serve.  In hindsight when thinking about it, he wasn’t all that surprised those two things were playing off each other and enhancing each other.  If he’d thought about it before then, he’d have been surprised if it hadn’t been.
After all, his love for them informed his instincts to protect them, made them even more beautiful to his eyes and increased his libido, made them not just his but precious to him as well.
Now that they’d mentioned it, he did see the same in Nysa, but not nearly as pronounced without the emotion doubling and sharing.  Of course, he’d told Nysa he loved her as well, and Nysa was growing a lot more independent.  Though, even there, he had to admit half of her enjoyment or more in the businesses was knowing her doing it and earning gold made him happy.  He’d have to be satisfied that at least a small part of it was simply pride in her ability and enjoyment in being a merchant.
He loved them for who they were though, and a little limited in that way or not, that didn’t change the way he felt about them. 
Tansya said dubiously, “More orders might work.  Give us a task.  I mean, we follow you during the day according to our own will, but maybe if you told us what to wear, and where to ride, and what to cook for lunch and dinner.  That way we’ll always be fulfilling a task given by you, even if it’s only to wear certain clothes.”
He frowned, he didn’t like the idea of micromanaging their lives to that extent, but if it made them focus and feel like they were serving him in those simple things, it might take the edge of their need? 
“Willow, you’ll be out tomorrow, Tansya in the tree.  You will wear the dark green robes.  I also want you two to start touching my arm lightly, if you start to feel too antsy, and if possible I’ll give you a task.”
Of course, they traded days and Tansya had been out that day, so he’d just pretty much ordered them to do what they were already going to do anyway.  Except maybe the robes.  If they said it helped them tomorrow night, he’d do the same thing, switch them out, and specify the clothes with explicit orders.
They both nuzzled him, and said breathily, “Yes, master.  Anything else master?”
He nodded, “Yes, you haven’t been the only ones dying to taste someone all day.  Willow, get on my cock, Tansya, I’ve been wanting that delicious pussy on my mouth all day, so get to it.”
They both squealed, and they got on that, or on him as the case may be.  He wasn’t the only one to benefit from their strange duality as dryad twins.  He knew both of them would feel his cock plundering their bodies, and both of them would feel his tongue at the same time as he ate out his sexy Tansya.  They’d also both feel his hands squeezing and kneading Tansya’s ass, as if he was touching Willow’s too.
Point being, it was one of his favorite positions with the twins, because it made them both squirm like mad, and cum hard and often for him, on him, and in his mouth.  He’d also be able to hold out a much longer time for that second round, it’d still be quite a while before he called for a switch, and he took care of his other nymphomaniacal nymph and insatiable sex demoness.
Tansya said, “Master, so good.  I love when you do this, it makes me feel so good, but also warm and loved.  Fuck!” she ground on his face hard, as she trembled with a minor orgasm.  It was a start, but he’d bring her even higher next time, and higher yet the third.
Hmm, as he dug his tongue into his delicious Tansya, and ran it between her silken folds with an approving moan of pleasure, he considered a new order to give them.  When they were done, he’d order them to make sure they pleasured his April quite thoroughly, until she begged them to stop.  The idea was a bit naughty, the thought that his nymphs would be pleasuring her as best they could in loving devotion to him, drove him more than a little crazy with lust.  It would be almost like he was pleasuring his beloved April himself, through them.  A dangerous thought perhaps, but a delicious one as well.
He smiled at the idea, and at the delectable taste of Tansya’s arousal and silken folds, and then he groaned up into Tansya’s heaven as Willow’s still incredibly tight, wet, and hot sex stretched open for him and slid down his cock with more than a little effort on her part.  Both of them were still impossibly tight, even after a month of fucking them twice a day.  He was fairly sure they were cheating with nature magic to make it better for him, and he wasn’t going to argue.
He moaned deeply, as Willow started to bounce on his cock with sweet little gasps, he could imagine the look in her eyes as she did it too, but his eyes were feasting on Tansya’s tight little asshole as he dug his tongue up into her pussy and then slapped her ass hard.  It might’ve been Tansya’s ass he slapped, but that didn’t stop Willows pussy from tightening around him like a vise of pure warm and silk pleasure as a result of it.
They both gasped, and both exploded into ecstasy for him, as Willow bathed his cock, and Tansya filled his mouth with her delicious liquid satisfaction.
Yes, he was just getting started in pleasuring his delightful elven nymph twins…




Chapter Ten

Four days passed rather quickly.  They arrived at Highpass the next evening, and after spending a night at the castle with the princess they moved on to the port city a few days north.  Nothing of note happened in Highpass, there weren’t any monsters to deal with or bandits on the road.
He got over his discomfort with the idea as the orders he gave out to Tansya and Willow seemed to help.  It worked so well in fact he did the same for Nysa to a lesser extent.  Simply giving her orders the night before on what dress to wear and how to do her hair seemed quite enough for his water nymph.  It almost seemed a bit silly, but if she wore the dress all day just doing that would be following his orders and carrying out a task he’d handed out.  But he couldn’t deny that it did wonders for relaxing his nymphs.
Of course, they were still nymphomaniacs who needed him twice a day, nymphs in every sense of the word, but they weren’t quite as desperately panting by the end of the day either.  It felt more natural than that, a deep desire and titillating excitement at deferring their satisfaction, but not to the point of desperation and mental anguish.  He loved the three of his nymphs, and it was a small price to pay to keep them content.
As always, Shar continued to befuddle any attempts he made to understand her.  Most of the time she was coyly teasing, the rest of the time she was at the extremes of coldly arrogant or sweetly doting, and he was never sure what version would answer him back.  Their sex was the most consistent thing, joyous, wild, and pleasing.  She always rocked his world and based on her own demeanor and how often she came with him, he was positive he was returning the favor.
Despite his lack of understanding of his ethereally beautiful succubus, he continued to fall for her despite his efforts to the contrary and his concern that she’d never return it. 
Cinder of course, also drove him crazy if in a completely different and far more annoying way.  She’d gotten a room at the inn in Highpass, and she’d rejoined them the next morning when they returned from their visit to the castle through the portal.  She’d be doing the same at the port city when they arrived there later that day.  She made him want to do one of four things, almost constantly throughout the day, which he did none of.
Her teasing insults made him want to either kill her, or drive her off, or fuck her into submission.  That last one also applied to her less offensive teasing and flirting, perhaps even more so.  Lastly, after learning more about her and what she’s faced and gone through since arriving here as a child, he wanted to claim her as a bonded, hold her close, and reassure her she’d never be alone again for as long as he lived.  Of course, he did none of those four things, and merely focused on the middle ground of forming an impossible friendship and connection to the annoying and gorgeous creature.
The port city was almost as large as the capital, and it stood as a bastion against the chance of invasion by ocean, even as it welcomed trade ships from kingdoms further south than Daca or from other islands or continents altogether.
He’d discovered on the ride most of the eastern coast of the continent, at least through Uradia, was high cliffs and escarpments.  The port city was situated in one of the very few places ships could approach the coastline and dock with any guarantee of safety that they wouldn’t be ripping the bottom of their boat out.  They’d also passed several lookout posts on the cliff tops, just in case an enemy was crazy enough to land boats along the cliff edge and have an army climb the shear drop.
The port city had a highly fortified wall around it on all four sides.  The main entrance for those of Uradia was of course on the west end, but there was also an Eastern gate just a hundred feet from the water which opened up into the dock district which was the only part of the city not enclosed.
The plan was simple enough, they’d be spending a couple of days in the city whether there were bounties or not.  Nysa had plans to expand her ale business in the same way she’d done in the main city, and she’d open up a second brewery in the large coastal city by buying the worst one in the city then fixing it with magic like she had done in the capital.
He was more than okay with the idea, it meant spending the night with his young beautiful princess for two or three nights in a row, as well as doubling their merchant empire which would hopefully double the amount of coin streaming into his hoard outside of bounties.  Of course, if there were also bounties to be chased down during the day that would be even better.
He was a lot more accustomed to human ways and large groups gathering, but he still thought the huge cities were rather unnatural as they approached the gates.  There was a long line of wagons filled with raw meats and vegetables from the nearby farms, it seemed like an awful lot of effort when they could just live near the food and spread out.  Of course, there was safety in numbers and large walls, both from monsters and invading armies.
The sky crackled and lightning lit the sky far out to sea, and he hoped they made it inside before the storm hit, then laughed at the irony of that thought after thinking the city unnatural.
Once they made it into the city and stabled their horses, the inn wasn’t all that far.  He gave Willow a small smile when she took his left arm, and when he felt a soft hand on his right he turned to smile at either Nysa or Shar, but he was startled to find a teasing smile on Cinder’s face as she winked at him outrageously.  Shar looked amused on the other side of Cinder, and Nysa had linked arms with Willow on the other side.
He shook his head at the wild woman’s antics, and he tried to ignore the phoenix’s heady scent.  It was feminine, but it was mixed in with the scent of flames and things burning, all in all she smelled divine and quite tempting.  But he’d sooner stick his cock in an oven.
“You’re trouble.”
She grinned, “Maybe I’ll just miss you tonight, when you portal to your princess.”
He snorted, “Or, you’re just fucking with me again.”
She put a faux innocent and shocked look on her face, and her lower lip trembled, but she couldn’t hold it very long before she giggled.  She was evil, because for just a moment while her lip had trembled in hurt and sorrow, he’d felt like a dick and had wanted to comfort her.  She also didn’t let go of his arm until they’d made it to the inn and moved inside.  Which was annoying, because he was intensely aware of her arm there, her scent, and his cock stirred.  It didn’t harden, but it was definitely taking notice, and he knew she was just fucking with him.  Only she needed a room, but it was late in the day and they decided to eat with her since they’d missed any chance of eating with the princess, her family, and the other nobles in the castle.  The evening meal time was an hour or two ago.
He’d also worried for a whole two seconds that the Duke in charge of the city might be insulted if the prince consort came through his city and didn’t call on his hospitality.  But he dismissed it, he’d be home with his princess shortly and wouldn’t be spending his nights in the port city.  He could pay his respects when he picked up the gold for any bounties in the area, during the day.  He didn’t really give a fuck about politics at all, but he would support his princess and the future queen, and that meant not insulting the other nobles if at all possible, at a minimum.
They found an open six-person table for the five of them, but Nysa moved off right away to talk to the bartender behind the bar.  No doubt looking for information on the local breweries.  He felt the need to kill about ten of the men in the place, but it was a twinge easy enough to dismiss.  Realistically, he’d just walked into the place with the four most beautiful women in the place at his side.  Of course the men were going to look, even a few women, and the ladies could handle themselves.  He’d come a long way in a fairly short time, once he’d gotten over the shock of the powerful emotions, and understood the cause, it just took iron will and control.
It also helped that he was confident they were his, jealousy was worse when a man doubted his own worth or his woman’s faithfulness.  He’d never had that problem, it was the strangers checking out his monstrous and stunningly beautiful ladies that he didn’t trust.
He still felt jealousy, especially at the mouth breather eye-fucking his succubus, but his mastery over the deadly mix of his human jealousy and his dragon instincts to violently protect what was his, had come a long way.  They could handle themselves, and he was almost amused to see Nysa coldly shooting down some asshole at the bar while waiting for the barkeep to have a moment.
Point was, he’d always feel that jealousy, it was the mastering of it and controlling it that was the goal.  As long as no one got too pushy, or tried to grab what was his, he was almost fine with the attention they garnered.  What was extremely disturbing however, was he felt that same twinge of jealousy at the men eye-fucking his phoenix.
The redheaded sexy bitch driving him crazy was definitely not his.  She could fuck whoever she wanted, and it wouldn’t bother him a bit.  Or at least, that’s what he firmly told himself as the blonde and curvy bar wench flounced over to take their order.  It took her massively bountiful breasts several moments to stop swaying in a rather mesmerizing fashion, but outside of the eye-candy effect and male instinctual response there was absolutely no temptation there.  He was more than happy with his three nymphs, succubus, and princess.
Still, they were the biggest he’d ever seen, even bigger than Nysa’s who he’d only seen equaled three times in the past.
She said, “I’m Lacey.  Just call out my name if you need anything.  We have a venison stew tonight with some bread, or we have leg of lamb and garlic mashed potatoes with a vegetable medley.”
“The second one, double the meat, and an ale.  A second order of the same, we have a fifth.  Willow here will be eating the venison stew,” he waved a hand in her direction as he ordered for his dryad which had a profound effect on her.  She smiled widely and seemed to relax.  He still wasn’t quite used to micro-managing her life, but he was getting there, and there was no denying she loved it.
The rest of his ladies ordered then, and Lacey flounced toward the back, her swishing ass was almost as alluring as her breasts had been.  At least she was full grown.
He grunted and stood up and walked over to the bounty board.  He wanted to determine a schedule at least.  The next town about two days west was a mining village called Ironreach.  Apparently, there was a highly organized group of bandits between the city and Ironreach that was stealing whole caravan’s worth of iron.  The reward for taking out the bandits was a hundred gold, but it was double that if he could find out who they were connected with and how they were funneling the iron back into the cities for a profit.
He decided to take that on when they left the city, and just claim the reward when they reached Ironreach.  He wasn’t riding halfway there just to turn around.  He looked at the other bounties.  There were more than a few wanted notices, but he had no idea how to chase down men in a city so dismissed those.  The only other thing on the board was a small pack of six Dire wolves that were raiding the local farms at night and killing and feasting on cattle and chickens.
It wasn’t much, but it was sixty gold, and something to do while his Nysa took care of business in the city.  He tentatively planned to spend two days there, so that was three nights in a row with his future queen, and he hadn’t seen her in three days.  He was looking forward to it.
He froze for a second as he turned around and had to suppress a growl that rose in his throat at the three men hitting on Shar, Willow, and Cinder.  His Nysa was still at the bar, but she was chatting with the old barkeep.  He had to suppress a bark of laughter, as Willow rolled her eyes and he felt her magic.  He wasn’t sure what she was doing, but the three men all started to fidget and squirm, and then all of them suddenly made a beeline for the door.
He smirked as he walked over to the table and sat down, “What was that about?”
Willow giggled, “They had stomach issues, something they ate no doubt.”
Shar snorted a laugh.
Cinder nodded, “They weren’t that bad, but I have to admit that’s handy.  Nature magic must make it a lot easier to deal with persistent men without making a mess or drawing attention.”
Lacey came out with the food a few moments before Nysa returned to the table, and they all dug in.  It was better than he’d been expecting, and as usual he was starving after a long day in the saddle.  Once the edge was off, he told the others about the bounties.
Then he said, “We’ll track down their lair tomorrow after breakfast with Stephanie, it can’t be too far from the farms they’re hitting.  The bandits we’ll deal with when we leave, on our way to Ironreach.  I’ll take care of the dire wolves with Tansya, so Nysa can get started on the business end of things with Shar to look out for her.”
Cinder pouted, which was alarmingly effective with her sexy bowed lips, and he almost jumped when she touched his leg under the table.
“What about me?” she asked with a sulk, while caressing his leg teasingly.
I smirked, “Last I checked I don’t give you orders, Cinder.  You can come with me, watch Nysa’s brilliance in business, or whatever else you want.”
Shar’s eyes narrowed, “But you give me orders?”
Fuck.  Damnit.
“Damned right, mine,” he bluffed hard with a stern commanding voice and a possessive stare.
Shar smirked, “Nice try.  Kind of hot even, but no.”
He shrugged and let out a sigh, “I know you, and you always watch Nysa’s back when she hits the city streets.  I also know Tansya would be uncomfortable doing it, so I guess I assumed.”
It was also about tracking, he was indifferent tracker, but his dryads could follow week old tracks after a damned hurricane given their natures and nature magic to assist them.  April wasn’t bad at it either.
Shar bit her lip, “Alright, I’ll buy that one.  I do want to watch Nysa’s back, and if six dire wolves can take you out without my help, I don’t want you anymore.”
Cinder smirked, “That was fun to watch.  I never saw an elder tiptoeing through a spell-trap field before.  I’ll come with you then.”
He suppressed an eyeroll at her first comment, and just grunted acknowledgement of the second.  He also wondered how long she’d be caressing his leg and fucking with him, because he really wanted to fuck her into submission badly in that moment, even as he pretended it didn’t affect him at all.  Did she have to add teasing seduction as part of her games, it was driving him crazy.
She couldn’t possibly mean it, could she?
Fuck, he was an idiot, of course she didn’t.  There was no way she’d risk being bound to him and losing the contest of wills.  Her kind were all about being wild and free. 
He knew one thing though. His princess was going to get fucked really hard in just about a half hour or so.
“We’ll meet back here after breakfast,” he told Cinder, then asked Nysa, “Any leads?”
Nysa nodded, “A couple.  There’re no breweries that are completely failing with bad product, but there’s a couple that are struggling.  It’ll still be a good investment, but the outlay will just be a little higher this time.  It might be cheaper to just build our own, but that’s counterbalanced by removing one competitor and having an established customer base to start with.  That said, I need to do a lot more research before I’m sure, and we’ll run down those leads tomorrow.  I think I can learn enough tomorrow to have it wrapped up the day after tomorrow, according to your schedule.  I might even be able to find another small investment or two.”
Damn, it really turned him on when Nysa turned mogul and showed her intelligence.
Thunder crackled and rolled above them, and he heard the raindrops start sheeting down in the streets.  The weather on the coast was a lot less predictable, he’d learned.  The storm would pass in a half hour or so, if the last few days were any indication.
After they finished their meal, Cinder got a room, and they headed outside in the rain to open a portal back to the castle.  Nysa had them covered in a large dome, so they wouldn’t show up looking like drowned rats.  He was looking forward to seeing his princess.  Stephanie had been absolutely wild and insatiable three nights ago, after being apart for just two days, he was hoping for a similar welcome this time too.  After that, they’d lied in bed for hours chatting, as she caught him up on all the doings in the castle and kingdom, and he shared his own adventures.  It was going to be a great night, when he concentrated on their bond, he could sense her baited anticipation at his imminent arrival.




Chapter Eleven

The next morning it was bright and sunny, and the humidity had fallen off.  After breakfast with the princess, and one last quickie, they returned to find Cinder waiting on them.  He frowned at the way she was chatting amiably with two other travelers staying at the inn.  He pushed that down hard, it was none of his business, even if she’d fucked the both of them last night.
She better not have done that. The way she was smiling at them pissed him off.
He shook his head. She drove him crazy.
Shar gave him a highly amused look, easily reading his conflicted emotions and instincts, and kissed him in a way that was just short of scandalizing for public. 
He got another kiss from Nysa, and a wordless look of devoted love from the sumptuous water nymph before the two of them hit the streets.  He put his arm around a very happy Tansya as he waited for Cinder to finish up her conversation and get her ass over to him.
Deep breaths.
Cinder grinned playfully at him when she got up and sauntered over with a mouthwatering graceful sway of her hips.
“Something wrong?” she asked innocently, too innocently.  Which was kind of horrifying, that she knew how much that’d annoyed him.  Despite having no real right to feel that way at all.  She was just a woman travelling with him, and his human male instincts were messed up, that’s all it was.  Still, that didn’t stop the smirk on her face, or the fact she was clearly enjoying his jealousy.  More than enjoying, she seemed to preen under it.
He grunted, “Not a thing, ready to go?”
She smirked, “I’m always ready to go with you,” she purred in a sultry voice that left no doubts to the double meaning of her words.
He suppressed a groan, and he headed for the door with a giggling elven dryad sexpot under his arm.  Of course, Cinder pushed it further by claiming his other arm as they walked out into the busy morning market street, and they headed west for the gate.
Her scent was mesmerizing, and despite filling his lovely wife with his satisfaction not five minutes ago, his cock stirred.
April whispered in his ear, “I’ll scout ahead and try to find a recent trail,” then she added a bit teasingly in a voice so low only he would hear it, “The Phoenix hasn’t been with a man since she joined us.”
He growled, and then heard mischievous fairy giggles as she shot away.  Apparently, everyone knew the gorgeous and wildly unpredictable redhead was driving him crazy.
He ignored it manfully, and he wondered for the millionth time if having an extremely powerful Phoenix as an ally and friend was at all worth the trouble.
He said, “Tansya, you need to help track the pack.  I’m also glad to see you’re in the yellow robes, you look beautiful in them.”
The orders were necessary, but he liked to compliment them too now and then.  It helped that she really was stunning in the warm yellow robes, with her lovely chestnut hair up in a ponytail.  He wasn’t worried about taking them for granted because of their subservient natures, his dragon instincts were too possessive and protective of what was his for that to become an issue.  Still, he’d figured out women loved to be told, not just physically protected, and it was an easy thing to do to keep them happy.
Tansya beamed, “Thank you, Muranth,” her tone implying master rather than his name, but all his nymphs were under orders not to call him master around other humans.
They made it out of the city with their horses a few minutes later, and he was grateful to put some distance between him and Cinder as he mounted up and headed down the road.  His arm still tingled where her warm hand had held him, he ignored it. 
There were a lot of large farms to support a city so large, but the last farm to be hit was two nights ago and its location was posted.  It’d take them almost forty-five minutes west, then fifteen or so south on a smaller farmers road.  They headed in that direction while he practiced his water mastery and went over all the magic words that he’d learned so far.
It was a good distraction from a certain redhead, and he was determined to master his magic as quickly as possible.  Even Cinder was polite enough to refrain from baiting him when she felt his magic and knew he was training.  After going through what he’d mastered on all four elements, to keep it fresh, he started to try and master other things and train his subconscious so he could use it in battle.
When they were close, he stopped and became more vigilant.  Not that he’d truly let down his guard, but his vigilance was partially degraded while practicing to master new applications of magic.  His April had also been back for a while, but she’d waited until he was ready.  He took that as a good sign, if she hadn’t found indications of their prey at the farm, she’d have told him immediately.
“So, what are we looking at?”
April landed on his shoulder grabbing a tiny fistful of hair to steady herself, then reported, “The bounty seems accurate, there are six sets of tracks heading to the south east toward the rocky hills.  They’re probably holed up in a fissure or cave somewhere in there.  Tracking them on the stone will be difficult, but there’s enough scrub brush to pick up an occasional sign.  There’s a lot of crags and crevasses, so we should leave the horses behind.”
Cinder said, “Perhaps.  Dire wolves are smart, not human smart, but smarter than wolves.  They might be using the rocky area merely to break their trail before setting off for a different destination.”
He replied, “Only one way to find out.  Either way Tansya won’t fail to track them down.  Let’s leave the horses on the farm.”
He decided to cut back on the compliments, at the dreamy lustful look his dryad sent his way.
It took a few minutes to find the farmer, and another few minutes to persuade him to put up the horses for a few copper while they went after the Dire wolves. 
They headed off to the southwest with April scouting around them, and Tansya in the lead as he and Cinder followed closely.  He didn’t like her out in front, but with April roaming a large circle around them he didn’t think they’d get ambushed, not to mention his own sharp senses on the job at hand.
He also admitted Cinder wasn’t a slacker that way either. After all, she’d seen the lesser dragons coming long before anyone else had.  She just appeared not to be paying attention.
It wasn’t long before they decided April’s guess was correct.  The trail headed straight into the rough hills with no signs of looping back.  If they’d simply been breaking their trail, they’d have stayed on the outskirts.  He had a small stream of magic channeling and transmuted into life magic as he scanned ahead of them and to the sides.  He should feel them long before they saw them, or more importantly, before the dire wolves saw them.
He frowned and halted them, as he felt them ahead.
“It’s more than just the wolves.  There’s another lifeform up ahead, and it’s big.”
April zoomed off, and she was back before he could wonder how long it would take.
“Hill giant, at least twenty feet high.  My guess is the pack is his, and he’s been sending them to bring back food as well as feed themselves.”
Tansya nodded, “I saw some signs of blood on the trail.  That’s likely.”
Right, six wolves the size of a pony, and a twenty-foot humanoid.  Just a man and his dogs.
Hill giants looked like large humans, though their faces were a bit off in proportion, but in truth their skin was a lot thicker.  Thicker than an ogre’s, and though they were stupider than a stump, they could absorb a lot of damage.  They could also move quickly, hit hard, and were naturally canny in a fight.  Intelligence wasn’t everything, instinct had a lot to do with fighting ability and tactics.  At least on the one on one level.
“Any traps?”
April said, “Not that I saw.  They’re in a deep depression with an amphitheater on one end.  Not so much a cave, as a deeply curved wall with an overhang to provide minimal shelter from rain.”
I nodded, “Let’s thin them out with arrows, bolts, and fire from the ridge of the depression, then we’ll move in to finish them off.  Try not to turn them into ash, we’ll need proof there was a hill giant with them.”
Cinder giggled, “No promises,” and gave him an excited smile.  She was just as bloodthirsty as the rest of his women, and she looked downright giddy about getting to kill stuff.
He shifted his crossbow to his hands, and then moved forward without comment.  His Tansya quickly strung her bow in one smooth movement, and then knocked an arrow but didn’t draw yet as they moved forward.  They were following April.  She’d lead them to the opposite side of the depression and downwind of the enemy.
When they arrived, it didn’t look like a natural depression.  A meteor crater perhaps, the overhang on the other end was probably formed as the meteor struck from an angle and dug partially underneath the earth.  It was also about two hundred feet across, and twenty feet down.
He nodded to Tansya, then took aim at one of the dire wolves and opened fire.
Tansya’s arrow and a small bolt of flame from Cinder followed quickly, and they struck their targets as well.
His bolt took one in the upper right chest causing it to howl sharply in pain.  The wolf’s eyes locked on them and he lunged in their direction, but only made it fifteen feet before collapsing to the ground.
Tansya’s arrow didn’t find a critical area, but the spell she put on it sure did, as the dire wolf simply stiffened and died from the arrow in its flank.  Cinder’s fire bolt was probably the most effective, and it cut a six-inch-wide hole completely through the monstrous wolf from chest to tail.
The hill giant roared, and the last three wolves lunged and loped their way.  They were standing opposite on the ridge, but it was also the shallowest wall of the depression and a natural ramp.  Two hundred feet wasn’t all that far for gigantic monstrous wolves and a twenty-foot-tall giant to traverse, but he had enough time to load one more bolt, aim, and fire.
The wolf he fired at saw it coming of course, and it managed to dodge fast enough to only receive a shallow cut down its side.
Bows were a lot faster on the other hand, as were fireballs, and after taking down a second wolf of their own, his wolf was taken in the throat by Tansya’s third arrow, while a fire bolt from Cinder dug a much larger trench along its side. 
All six wolves were down and dead as he shifted away his crossbow and shifted his bastard sword and shield to his hand and left arm.  He also set off the earth cantrip and channeled some of his magic and transmuted it to put a strong earth shield around his body.
They had the high ground, but the twenty-foot-tall giant still towered over them as it got in melee range.
Tansya got off another arrow, but it bounced off the giant’s skin, leaving a tiny red mark behind.  That wasn’t going to work, so she re-shouldered her bow as she grabbed her staff and fanned to the right.
The giant took a massive overhand swing that whistled his way, the damned club was bigger than he was, but he managed to dodge to the side.  The club hit his shield with a glancing blow, but it was the earth magic shield that saved him from being slammed to the ground and crushed even by that slight contact.  It still knocked him on his ass and sent him rolling, which hurt, but it didn’t break any bones.
He grunted and sent more magic into the shield as he rolled to his feet and lunged.  His bastard sword barely penetrated the giant’s leg as he rolled underneath it.
Tansya’s staff glowed a leafy green color as she launched her magic at the giant, at the same time Cinder cackled and shot a fire blast at the giant’s chest from a sharp angle.  The fire dug into its chest, but not nearly far enough to reach the heart.  Tansya’s spell sunk into the giant’s body, but it seemed to have no immediate effect.
He lifted his sword, and he streamed a large amount of magic as he fired a lightning bolt straight up, and directly into the giant’s dangling bits.
The giant roared in excruciating agony.
He rolled back and to the side, as the giant lifted his foot and tried to stomp him.
The giant swung the club up, its frustrated eyes focused on Cinder, no doubt with the intention to swing it down and turn her into paste, but the club slipped from its fingers and went flying backwards.  The giant grunted in confusion, looked at his hand, then his whole body seized up and he fell backwards onto his ass.
He jumped up on the giant’s body, ran up its torso, and channeled earth magic into his sword to make it sharper, give it more momentum, and not let up on that pressure as he sliced the Giant’s throat with a mighty swing.
The giant’s lifeblood started to flow, and he leapt down and rejoined the ladies.  His heart was pounding, that had been… exciting.
“What happened to it?” he asked.
Tansya said, “My magic paralyzed him, it just took a few moments to kick in, since he’s so big.  I imagine it numbed his hands first, which is why the club slipped.”
He grunted.
They took a few minutes to loot the giant’s lair, but the monster didn’t really have anything of value outside of the slaughtered cattle, and even that was going bad already so they left it.  He didn’t think the Duke would doubt his story, but he cut off one of the giant’s ears to take with them.  It was about half the size of his head, but it fit just fine in the sack he’d brought.
They headed back to the horses, and then back to the city.




Chapter Twelve

Duke Naris and Duchess Carmen were an old seemingly friendly couple, and actually the uncle and aunt of the king, making them his great uncle and great aunt by marriage.  They seemed a bit wary of his dryad’s presence, but at the same time they also looked perversely disappointed the water nymph and succubus weren’t present as well.  They did seem quite familiar with Cinder, and of course they thought she was a fire sorceress, and he wasn’t about to disabuse them of the notion.
It wasn’t his secret to tell.
After settling with the chamberlain and sending seventy more gold coins to his growing treasury, the duke had taken him into a lounge similar to the one he’d been in on multiple occasions in the King’s castle.  The castle in the port city was a lot smaller, and only three stories high, but it was still more than grand in his mind.
He had no plans for the rest of the day until dinner with his wife and father-in-law back at the capital, and none for the next day either for that matter, so he didn’t begrudge their curiosity or seemingly friendly bullying to get him to stick around and chat his ear off all afternoon.  He was on his third drink, or maybe it was his fourth, and he found himself enjoying the company of the second most powerful noble family of the kingdom.
He was a little curious what Shar and Nysa were getting up to, but he knew from the bonds they were well and safe, unconcerned and content. 
Carmen shook her head as she studied Cinder, “You haven’t aged a day since I met you as a young girl.  How’d you wind up travelling with the prince?”
She smiled, “Just lucky, I guess.  I ran into him in a village, and I thought it prudent to get to know the next generation of rulers.  He’s the most unique prince I’ve ever met, but he’s a lot of fun at a fight.  As for my appearance, the fire magic keeps me young.”
Naris chuckled, “Fun fight?  Still the reckless youth?”
She giggled, “Always, your grace.”
Naris turned to him, “There are dark mutterings coming out of Daca.  Did the princess tell you there’s been another assassination attempt?”
He nodded tightly, “Last evening.  They didn’t even get close this last time though.”
Naris said, “The prince’s councilor, your sister?  Word is she’s trying to stir them up to march for war.  Daca has always been expansionist, and I fear the emperor will use this as a platform to justify an attempt to swallow Uradia whole, along with the insult to his son by the refused treaty.  So far he hasn’t done much, but there’s been whispers of shifting troops so he can free up an army’s worth of soldiers.”
Cinder said perhaps a little too sharply, “War with Daca is an inevitability and has always been coming.  It was just a matter of time before they found some… any excuse.  The princess has never been happier, has a strong husband that strengthens the kingdom, yet won’t interfere with her rule.”
He almost gaped at her random and heartfelt defense of him and his marriage to the princess.  He hadn’t seen that coming at all, but then Phoenixes were hardly known for their predictability and steady emotions.  Still, her words were just short of violent in nature, her tone barely maintaining the civility due to a noble of the kingdom.  The most shocking part was it was all on his behalf.
The baron must’ve known Cinder well, because he didn’t even blink an eye at her confrontational behavior.
Naris nodded easily in fact, and said, “I agree.  I just wished to hear his take on it.”
Cinder blushed and turned away.  Which was interesting, did the woman that was driving him crazy actually like him in truth?  He had no time to think about it right now.
He said, “I’m alarmed they’d use me as an excuse for war, or more accurately my concubines.  In truth it’s about my sister’s goal to force failure in my walkabout, and to bring shame on my honor and perhaps death on my return home.  We’re not supposed to get involved in local matters of politics and power as a rule, but me being the central cause to an interkingdom war would be even much worse than effecting local politics to a kingdom.  I’d be judged harshly.
“Daca is just as much of a victim to her efforts, although their darker ambitions play a part and have made her task easier for her.  If I can, I won’t let it come to a war over me, but I’m not sure how I can prevent that yet.  Not without interfering so heavily I make it even worse.”
Carmen changed the subject, “I don’t suppose there’s a chance we could meet April?”
April giggled, and she became visible as she landed on my shoulder.
They both gaped for a second, then Naris shook his head.
“Remarkable, and you’re quite beautiful.”
She curtseyed on his shoulder, and then she gasped in mock outrage when he shrugged his shoulder with a chuckle to knock her off balance.
“Thank you, your grace.”
Carmen grinned, “If he was forty years younger, I’d be worried.  Hell, If I was forty years younger myself…” the duchess trailed off with a wink.
April beamed, then slapped his earlobe hard for his earlier shrug attack.
He chuckled, “If we must, we’ll fight.  The one thing I won’t do is forsake my wife or the kingdom dear to her heart.”
They moved on to other subjects at that point, and they got to know each other a little better avoiding anything too sensitive.  He decided later that afternoon that he liked them, as they left to rejoin the others and return to the capital. 
Cinder had also been unusually quiet for the rest of their talk, but in hindsight he’d decided it was far more likely she’d been defending the princess, and not him at all.  Women were confusing, and Cinder was in a class all of her own in that regard.
It was raining again the morning they left the city behind.  He’d spent three nights in a row with his princess, and he’d see her again the night after the next day.  The rain was a light misting rain, which was better than the downpour of a thunderstorm, but was also much more likely to last a lot longer and be just as miserable.
Well, except it was a great excuse to practice his water magic further to keep dry.
Willow was riding to his right. Her long and wavy damp chestnut hair was clinging to her neck distractingly and then flowing down her body.  She was an incredibly alluring sight.  Nysa was on his left side with a content look on her face, and she looked happy to be back on the road where his ladies had them all to themselves.  Nysa loved the princess, but like the rest of them was happier when he was there with them.
His succubus and the evil redheaded minx were riding point about fifty feet ahead of them, with their heads together.  Every time they giggled naughtily, he had to suppress the desire to ask them what the hell they were talking about.
The last two days since her defense of his marriage to the princess, Cinder had warbled between ignoring him, warmly speaking to him, and flirting with him.  She was still driving him crazy, and much like his Shar he had no idea how she would react at any one instant if he engaged her in conversation.
Shar wasn’t nearly as annoying, but he wondered if that was because Shar sucked him off often, and she fucked his brains out on a regular basis.  Surely that wasn’t the only difference, was it?  The way they acted were remarkably similar at times, but there were enough differences to put that theory in doubt.  For instance, Shar never challenged him to the point of insult, and there were other more subtle differences in their campaigns to drive him fucking crazy.
Still, he found himself falling deeper for Shar every day, and wasn’t sure how to handle it.  Then there was Cinder, who often had him wanting to either fight or fuck, and both of those things were horrible ideas.  At least his nymphs and his princess didn’t try to drive him insane, outside of with lust.
His princess had really turned into quite the little hedonist, and she was getting better in bed every time.  Learning the little tricks to enhance pleasure, outside of the normal instinctual rocking of bodies that came naturally.  Fast enough, that he suspected she was getting tips, either from his women when he wasn’t looking, or perhaps she was gossiping with her lady’s maids on how to best please a man.
Stephanie had also discovered that if she taunted him playfully, he’d eventually lose his cool, manhandle her, and take her mercilessly.  Which… she really enjoyed.  The rougher he got and the more controlling and possessive he was when he pleasured her, the more she got off and the harder she came for him. 
He pushed that out of his head, when he started to get hard just thinking about it, and what had happened last night.
“So, tell me more about what happened?”
He’d given her almost six hundred gold yesterday, for the ale business and two other investments.  It went against his instincts, but he trusted her, and in the fact that he’d be getting a lot more back on a regular basis, over the years.  He understood the risks of investment of course, but Nysa had a sharp business sense and he had no doubt most of her investments would pay off.  More than enough to make up for the occasional failure.
Nysa said, “We bought one of the struggling ale houses.  Shar and I did our magic to clean things up and get rid of any rotting, and we talked to the brewer to make sure he’d use the same process as the one in the capital.  In two weeks, we’ll pop over there and make sure the quality is the same, and the taste, before we sell even one barrel of it.  A bad first run would do a lot of harm to our reputation.
“The other two investments we don’t have to do anything but pick up our percentage of the profits.  One was for an up and coming merchant, he’s adding two more ships to his merchant fleet, and we have a forty percent stake in one of them.  The last investment was in a whore house.”
He growled.
Nysa giggled, “Not a personnel investment, my sweet master.”
He chuckled, “Right.  Sorry.”
Nysa grinned, “Sailors get lonely on their trips, there’s only one whore house in the docks district and there’s always a surplus of customers, and not enough rooms and women to go around.  We’ll start making money back on that one almost right away, once the place opens up.”
“Anyone I know?” I asked teasingly.
Nysa giggled, “Actually, yes.  Remember Lacey, curvy, hot, big tits.”
“I remember her… and her assets, yes.”
Nysa smiled playfully, “Shar felt her dissatisfaction at work, with her empathy.  She’s been a big reason the inn we stayed in was so packed with young men. She’s also the most sought after wench to visit a room at night.  She was tired of fucking for coppers, when her boss was earning silvers.”
“Silvers?” he asked in a startled tone. He remembered the one time he was offered that, and it would’ve only cost three extra copper.  Probably one for the girl and two for the inn.
Nysa nodded, “She’s just that popular, men really like her assets, and it’s a seller’s market.  They can get young tight pussy anywhere for a few copper, but none of the others have her chest.  The inn charges a full silver for her to visit rooms after closing.”
He grunted.
Nysa said, “Exactly, and he was paying her shit.  So, when we came up with a business plan, she jumped on it.  The fact that she’ll be the madam of the new whore house, and their premier whore, will ensure sailors aren’t the only one visiting it at night.  She also introduced us to several other young women with… ambition and the assets to achieve it.  Lacey plans to pay out a higher percentage too, to draw off the most popular ladies in the city.”
He shook his head, “Sounds good.  Anything else?”
Nysa nodded, “I missed you, but had a lot of fun tracking it all down.  I also want you to come with us, when we pick up for that investment.  Not that I can’t put men off, but I don’t want to cause an incident that might hurt our bottom line.”
He wondered if there were any political implications in a prince consort having partial ownership of a whore house, and he decided probably not.  Some human cultures looked down on the oldest profession, but Uradia didn’t.
“I can do that.”
Nysa smiled, “I can handle everything else, just like usual, with Shar I mean.  Another good thing is Lacey agreed as part of the deal to use our ale.  There’s a synergy there, because men from all over the city will travel that far for good sex, where they’re more likely to always go to the tavern closest to home.  It should get the whole city talking about it.”
“Which?” he chuckled.
She snorted, “Both.”
Shar dropped back and said, “Enough chatting.  Let’s get to work.”
He smirked, “Thought you’d never ask.”
She started to teach him more words in that oddly liquid alien magical tongue.




Chapter Thirteen

It was late afternoon, and around the time they were looking for a good place to camp for the night when he felt April’s tiny feet settle on his shoulder where it met his neck.
April said, “The bandits are a mile ahead.  There’s an ambush setup, fifteen archers on the ridge of the hilltop to the road’s right, and twenty-two men with swords hidden in the trees on the left.  They’re split into two groups, I assume when we’ve ridden past the first group, twelve will step out in front of us to stop us while the other ten block any chance of retreat.  No doubt if we don’t surrender, the archers will attack to soften us up before they move in.
“Their armor is very well maintained and well-fitted, almost too much so for a group of ragged bandits.”
He thought about that for a minute, then said, “Alright.  Shar’s responsible for the archers, can you do what you did against the elves?”
Shar nodded, “Easily, with how much more powerful I am now.”
“Willow and I will take the front twelve, while Nysa and Cinder take the rear ten?”
Cinder said, “Works for me.”
“Remember, we have to catch at least one alive, and preferably the leader if we can figure out who it is.  After we take them down, Shar can cast a truth spell so we can get the information needed to take down everyone involved.”
They all acknowledged that, and they started back up the road at a walk.  His focus was absolute, as he took in his surroundings with a vigilance most others would be incapable of.  After casting the earth cantrip and connecting to Nysa, he also started to channel two streams of magic and transmute them to water and earth magic.  Both for shields, if of different purpose. 
About a mile later the road curved to the left to avoid the tall hill, and it ran right next to some trees awfully close to the road.  The back of his neck started to itch but he didn’t shift his weapons yet, he didn’t want to spook the bandits and ruin their counter ambush.  He could feel them there in the woods as they passed by, then as April predicted they swarmed onto the road ahead and behind them.
He looked for the leader, assuming they would speak, and zeroed in on the smallest man in the crowd as he held up a hand and yelled, “Halt, if you want to live.”
That’s when all hell broke loose, as they all leapt off their horses.  As he shifted his sword and shield to him, he felt a surge of fire magic from Shar and the resultant wall of fire appear on the hilltop, blocking the view of the archers, just like she had done with the elves that time.  At the same time, her wings snapped out and she formed fireballs in her hands as she took to the sky, no doubt to kill the now terrified archers.
The bandits seemed to freeze at the quickness and ferocity of their attack, as he lunged forward and blasted one with lightning a split second before his sword claimed the head of another.  His Tansya to his surprise, wasn’t holding fast and shooting arrows, and he heard her staff whistle through the air as she danced into the enemy.
Crack!
Her staff hit a bandit in the back of the neck, snapping his vertebrae and making him fall to the ground helpless.  The staff whipped around fast twice to parry two sword strokes then jabbed one in the throat collapsing their trachea, as she snap kicked the other so hard in the jaw he went flying onto his ass.  Before he’d even fully fell on the ground her staff whipped around overhead and slid through her hands until it was fully extended.
Crack!  The downed bastard’s skull cracked, and blood ran out of his eyes and ears.
Fuck, she was so damned hot when his peace-loving and gentle dryad went all fierce and deadly on him.  Not just the violence, but the amazing gracefulness of it was more than a match for his elegantly deadly water nymph as she danced among their enemies and delivered death.
He was hardly standing still, and only noticed that out of his periphery as he cut down another with his sword, and then shield bashed the leader with a lunge.  The shield hit the leader’s sword so hard it went flying out to the side, even as the shield kept going and smashed his face and sent him down hard to the ground.  For a moment he worried he’d killed the man, but his magic told him he was just knocked out.
The first two seconds of the battle had passed, and they’d already killed six and knocked out the bandit leader.
The last six backed away, and he grinned maniacally as he channeled more water magic and slammed them all forward and let out a scream as he charged.  The one that looked most unbalanced was his next target, and his head went flying.  He spun and dodged to avoid one blade, while blocking a second with a shield sweep, and then he did a kick of his own that cracked the man’s sternum and sent him down on his ass.
Of course, he’d cheated a bit with that kick, and had put some earth magic into it.
His fierce elven dryad lover swept the feet of one with her staff, then spun into a sidekick which hit the man’s ear and cheek, and a loud sharp crack sounded again as his head spun and snapped before he hit the ground.
The last three ran, and he took down two of them with lightning before they reached the trees, while the third was taken down by Willow’s arrow.
His heart was slamming in his chest, and he turned around to see Nysa and Cinder watching them.
Cinder grinned, “That was at least five seconds, what took you so damned long?”
The ten corpses were behind them, six of them were smoking and halfway ash, while the other four had bloody throats or chest stab wounds.
Willow frowned, “We had two extra, and we didn’t kill them all.”
Cinder sighed, “it’s more fun to tease him when you don’t take it personally.”
Willow blushed, and then looked to him for direction.
He snorted, “You can keep ruining her fun, but you really don’t have to take it personally.  I can handle one wiseass redhead.”
Willow giggled, “Yes, master.”
Cinder sniffed dismissively, and snapped out, “I’ll be back later.”
She launched into the air as she transformed, and she flew off to the north.
Nysa sighed, “She’ll be fine.”
He nodded, of course she would.  She’s probably just going to murder a dragon, no big deal.
“If she doesn’t want to get burned, she shouldn’t start shit.”
Shar landed and pulled in her wings.
He said, “What took you so long?”
Nysa giggled.
Shar tilted her head.
He snorted, “Never mind.  The leader?”
They disarmed him, stripped him down, tied him up, and only then did he send his life magic into him to wake him and heal the concussion.
The bandit leader hissed and spat out threats, but they ignored him as Shar cast the truth spell.
When they found out the truth, why they were so well armed and armored, it was quite a shock.  He slit the bastard’s throat.
Willow had already looted all the stuff and put it in his armory for later sales except for a few replacement arrows for herself and Tansya.
They took the time to gather the bodies in a pile, and they turned it into a pyre.  Shar’s and his fire wasn’t nearly as hot as Cinder’s could be, but it didn’t take more than fifteen minutes to turn it all to dust.
He wasn’t sure how he wanted to handle it, and he decided to hold off on reporting it.  He wasn’t sure how deep the conspiracy went yet.  If he had an accomplice at the capital, word could get to the true leader of the bandits before he got there.
Baron Lyle, of Ironreach.  He was stealing from the very miners and mine owner he was sworn to protect.  Not only was he getting black market value for iron that didn’t belong to him, but he was also getting aid coin from the capital because of the hardships and deaths. 
He wasn’t sure what he was going to do, but the bastard needed to be questioned before he killed him.  The only question was, did the man’s wizard, Gregory, know about it.  What about the guards?  He’d have to move carefully, if those men were innocent then he didn’t want to have to kill them because they were stupid enough to protect the baron.  That was their job after all.
He was thoughtful as they set up camp later that night.  He’d figure it out when they got there the next night.
“Have a good hunt?”
It was later the next afternoon, and they weren’t all that far from Ironreach as far as he could figure.  They’d already passed by one of the farms, so it couldn’t be that much further.  Cinder hadn’t returned until just a few minutes ago.  She’d swooped in with burning wings, and she had shifted as she landed next to her horse, before mounting.
She also hadn’t bothered to say a word to anyone in the last three minutes.
Cinder said, “Fine.”
I chuckled, “Isn’t that women speak for not fine?”
Cinder glared at him, “It’s women speak for leave me the fuck alone.”
“What the fuck did I do?”
Damn, he was starting to curse way too much.  Cinder really did push his buttons, every damned one of them.
Cinder shut her eyes tightly, “Nothing.  I just get like this sometimes.  Give me some peace.”
“So, it’s not about yesterday?”
Cinder looked confused, then barked a laugh, “No.  That was actually pretty funny.  It’s nothing to do with any of you.  Now can I have some damned peace?”
He shrugged, and then rode in silence.  For about a whole ten seconds.  Women were nuts.
She sighed, “Damnit.  Fine.  It’s… fuck.  Never mind.”
Shar quipped, “Welcome back.  It was getting boring without your crazy.”
He just kept his mouth shut, that seemed to be the course of wisdom.  He also rode closer to Tansya, who looked delicious in her white skintight robes, and of course, not crazy.  Monstrously sweet, but not crazy.
He felt a surge of relief as the village came into view.
Then Tansya whispered, “Did you know female Phoenixes go into heat for about a day, once every three months?  It’s the only time they’re able to conceive.”
Oh, well, damn.  That kind of explained it.  She’d been gone about twenty-four hours, so they were probably just getting the edges of her crazy time.  It must’ve hit her hard mid-banter, and she must normally hunt and kill dragons and stay away from humans to get through it.  He’d just have to keep his head down a little longer then.
Cinder growled, “I heard that.”
Nysa giggled.
He just kept his head down, and gratefully dismounted when they reached the stables.  Just a few minutes later, they were marching toward the baron’s estate, save for Cinder who went to get a room at the inn.  He already indicated he’d see her in the morning to look at the bounty board and move on if nothing was on there.
Ironreach was only a little larger than the typical village.  There was a large foundry and smelter. There were also a lot more guards than at other villages.  He’d seen at least twenty on duty which meant there were at least twice that if not more.  It made him wonder if this village was hit by goblins and other monster races out of the mountains to the north, or if they were trying to protect the iron from their own people.  He also wondered just how many of the guards were loyal to the king, and how many were loyal to the corrupt baron.  He knew some of them were brand new troops finishing up their training here, but less than half.
Did they even know he was corrupt?  Things might get a little crazy.
“Be ready to fight,” he muttered.
The guards at the gate of the estate straightened up slightly, and one of them stepped forward to challenge them as they closed the distance.
“Identify yourselves, and your purpose here in Ironreach.”
“Muranth, here to speak with Baron Lyle.”
He watched the man’s eyes carefully, but he didn’t see any alarm there.  One of the other guards at the gate however, looked worried.  He wasn’t cut out for this shit.  Was the guard in on it, or was the guard just worried about his two monsters and demoness who all looked like sex goddesses?  It was dangerous to assume anything, either way, or perhaps for another reason he hadn’t thought of like a sick wife or kid back home.
Shar waved a hand carelessly, drawing their eyes, “Prince Muranth.  Step aside.”
The guard out front examined them again and his eyes widened.  He stepped back and waved a hand at the other guard, “Escort them into the mansion.”
He pulled on his bond lightly and channeled magic into life magic as he sent it out around him.  There were ten in the mansion, probably the wizard, chamberlain, baron, four guards, and three servants.  There were another twenty guards in the barracks asleep.  He didn’t like to assume but it was reasonable, and he’d been in a lot of baron’s mansions and most were similar that way.
The nervous soldier opened the gate and then led them toward the mansion.  A gruff voiced old man demanded an explanation as soon as they entered.  The entry hall was a bit bare, just a thin carpet down the center of the hallway, and a single painting of what he assumed to be the mine.
The guard said, “Chamberlain Richard.  This is Prince Muranth.  He demanded to see the baron.”
Richard asked, “What is your business with the baron?”
He said, “We’ve killed all the bandits to the last man.  We’re here to claim the bounty posted.”
Richard blanched and the guard tried to draw his sword.
His left hand snapped out and gripped the guard’s forearm before the sword was half drawn, and his right hand crashed into the guard’s face.  The guard fell back and hit his head on the wall almost as hard as his fist had hit, and the guard slid down to the floor unconscious with blood running out of his nose.
He frowned, “The full reward.  Just how many of you are helping the baron steal from his people?”
He shifted a dagger and then bent down and slit the guard’s throat.  Even if there’d been an alternate explanation for the guard’s behavior, drawing a sword on the prince consort was treason and punishable by death.  Unless ordered by the king or princess of course, but he was pretty damned sure that hadn’t happened.
He sighed, when the shaking man wet himself.
“Shar?”
Shar summoned fire, and Richard’s eyes rolled up in his head as he passed out and fell to the floor.
He chuckled, “I meant a truth spell.”
Shar giggled, “Oops?”
He reached down and grabbed Richard’s tunic, and he picked him up and carried him toward the room he felt six people in.  That had to be the baron, wizard, and four guards, while the other few were probably servants in the kitchen.  If he was wrong, it’d be easily remedied.  But he wasn’t.
He dropped Richard like a sack of potatoes as he walked into the dining room.  The two guards against the walls drew steel as the baron and wizard jumped up to their feet.  They seemed to be eating an early dinner with their wives.  He shook his head, as he hadn’t even considered that a possibility.  He really wasn’t cut out for this kind of shit.  Give him a monster to kill, politics and investigations made his head hurt.
“Hold.  I’m Prince Muranth, and I have a few questions for Baron Lyle.”
The guards didn’t look sure what to do, but they didn’t put away their swords either.
He sighed, “Kill anyone that moves.”
He sent out his natural senses.  They didn’t have that far a reach, but he could feel most of the mansion.  The precious metals, gems, and all that.  He could feel the gold coins in the safe in what he suspected was the man’s office, his official gold to support the barony, but he also felt a lot of gold bars below them.  A lot more than what was in the safe.  No doubt the ill-gotten gains from the mine.
“What is the meaning of this?” snapped the Baron.
He said, “We took down the bandits.  Their leader implicated you as his boss under truth spell.  You will submit to questioning by my authority under writ of the king, as well as my status as prince consort.”
The baron sneered, “Kill him!”
The wizard’s eyes went wide, and he said, “Are you crazy?  You know who this is right?” and carefully sat back down at the table, with his hands in clear view.
The guards however moved forward, but they hadn’t taken more than three steps before a shiny throwing dagger from Nysa took one in the throat, and the other one was hit by Shar’s firebolt.  It burned through the armor filling the room with a horrific smell as it ate through his flesh and destroyed his heart.
The baron looked murderous, but also didn’t move.
“Shar, truth spell.”
She grinned, “Of course, Muranth.”
The baron ran for the door as Shar’s sensual tones started to recite the words of magic, but he just channeled some water magic and plucked the baron off the ground, and forcibly slammed him back into his chair.  He didn’t have that kind of fine control in battle, but he wasn’t in battle and could afford a small lessening of his vigilance with only the wizard to worry about.
When she finished, he demanded, “Tell me who else is involved in the scheme.”
The baron named the chamberlain, three other guards who were currently guarding the mine, a baron he’d never heard of in the port city, and a criminal organization that ran a black market in the kingdom.
He growled.
Shar smiled, “Why don’t we take him back with us, let them deal with it.  We already earned the bounty by its terms, let the king’s guards root out the rest.”
“Good idea,” he said as he picked the chamberlain up.
Time to see the princess, the king would get him his two hundred gold coin, he was sure.




Chapter Fourteen

The hot water of the soapy bath relaxed his muscles and drained the day’s tensions out of his shoulders.  It also helped that the bounty was done, as far as he was concerned.  The cleaning cantrip was all good and well, but nothing beat hot water and soap, not just to clean but to relax.  It was a couple hours later, and he’d just got done eating dinner with the king, princess, and quite a few other nobles. 
He needed to take care of his bonded first, before he went to love on the princess and snuggled up as the others joined them after for sleep.  It wasn’t perfect, but as a schedule went it worked, and Stephanie seemed to have no problem having his other bonded in her bed, once they were done with the physical intimacy at any rate.
Fortunately, he had his own vast suite of rooms, or it would’ve been a problem.
His beloved Stephanie still blushed from the roots of her hair to her neck whenever the idea of having them in bed during their lovemaking came up.  Which wasn’t often. She was still thinking about it, but he wouldn’t mind overmuch if she never bent on that issue.  It wasn’t a huge sacrifice on his part, after all.
It was his succubus’s turn to go first that night, the others would be with his April in the concubine’s bedroom until he called for a switch.  The mornings were always all of them in bed at the same time save April, but at night it was a one at a time and one on one affair which was far more intimate.  He was mostly relaxed by the bath, except for his cock which ached after a long day of no sex, not to mention the way his bonded had just bathed him.  Having eight hands cleaning him in the large tub was always… fun.
Regardless, when the succubus stood up and practically posed before him, in all her naked glory, his cock twitched as she stepped out of the bath.  The water on her hair and skin steamed away leaving her dry, and she gave him a come fuck me look as she moved toward the bed.
Shar’s face was truly ethereally and angelically beautiful, with an innocence to it that made her coy flirting so damned insanely effective.  The only exception to that innocent beauty was her naturally pouty blow job lips and her thick and long sexy eyelashes.  She had lovely golden blonde hair all the way down her back, and the most seductively dark gray he’d ever seen.  Her complexion was flawless from head to toe.
While her face was pure innocence, her body was sinfully sensual.  Full and rounded impossibly pert generous breasts, a mouthwatering curvy and thin waist, followed by a generous but supple and firm ass.  Her legs and stomach were thin and toned, but they looked soft.  She was perfectly proportional, and so incredibly sexy, that he hoped her tits didn’t grow too much bigger when she grew in power again.  They were perfect as they were, round and creamy, more than large enough to fuck, but at the same time small enough to be gravity defying and supple.  Her lovely light pink nipples looked delicate and so incredibly sexy in contrast to her light and fair skin.
Needless to say, he got up and used water magic to dry his body as he stepped out of the tub, and his cock surged and jumped at the promise of carnal delights in her naughty innocent come fuck me look over her shoulder as he followed her to the bed.  Never mind that he was balls deep in the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen twice a day, it never got old.  In fact, sex with his succubus was just getting better, the more he fell for her, the more that shallow raw lust and heated desire was fueled and intensified by deeper and lasting feelings.
It was insane probably, to fall for a truly immortal creature from the lower planes, but he couldn’t seem to help himself.  Even as he was pretty sure her three aspects, coyness, sweetness, and coldness, were all a lie.  He knew to believe otherwise was naïve, but there was a part of him that nonetheless hoped that only the former and latter were an act, and the sweetness was a slipup on her part.  A momentary vulnerability as her true emotions for him were revealed despite herself.
The evidence for that to be so was quite thin, and mostly because she was hardly ever sweet.  Similarly to how he hardly ever dropped his vigilance, except for sleep and sex.  Wishful thinking perhaps, it was foolish to see what he wanted to see, but it was what it was.  She was luscious, ripe, and so very sexy.  She wasn’t even projecting lust in that moment, it was all her and their connection that drew him inexorably to the bed, to take her into his arms.
She crawled into the bed, slightly spread her legs, and arched her back and stuck her ass up in the air lewdly offering herself to him, while at the same time looking over her shoulder with a coy breathy look.  It was a wicked artful thing, the wanton offering of her pussy, while her face looked like an innocent maiden who was caught up in overwhelming feelings she didn’t quite understand.  The effect of that on his libido was devastating.
Ironically perhaps, it was very similar to how Stephanie looked at him when overwhelmed with lustful need for his cock and his pleasure, but in her case the look of debauched innocence was far more honest.  He’d miss it when it was gone, but a confident and sensuously sultry princess would be just as effective on his libido, he thought.
Shar said coyly, “I need you, master.  I’m so wet for you.”
And she was, always.  Her lovely silken folds glistened with moisture in the candlelight. She was slick and ready for him as he got behind her and rubbed his cock up and down her slit.  He moaned lightly at the euphoric feeling of rubbing his sensitive tip against her soft and silky heated and moist folds.  Her pussy was a slice of heaven, and he teased them both a few more moments with the pleasure to come.
He didn’t know quite why he did it, but he growled and grabbed her hips.  He spun her around so her back bounced on the bed.  He pulled her legs around his middle as he sat back on his feet, then gripped her waist and pulled her up.  He held her up effortlessly, supporting her.
Shar gasped, and her eyes widened for a moment in vulnerability as their eyes were just inches apart.  Their torso’s tight together as her generous breasts crushed in to his chest.  Her legs tightened, and her arms went firmly around his neck, as he moved his hands down her body, gripped her supple ass, lifted, and then dropped the sexy succubus impaling her on his cock.
Her passage was so soft and warm, slightly snug but accepting of his hard and thick length, and he slipped into her slick sex with delicious liquid silk friction as she fully took him in with one thrust.  Her passage tightened and fluttered around him as they both let out a breathy gasp, their breath lingering together.  She looked confused, and overwhelmed.
The face to face position was an incredibly intimate one, her gray eyes just an inch or two from his, their bodies fully mashed together, and she let out a little gasp of pleasure as she squeezed even tighter and rolled her hips to milk him and grind their sexes.
It was insane, but he needed to know.  It was why he’d rejected her offer of doggie style, and he was taking her in the most intimate position he knew.  Even more so than missionary, because he didn’t have to hold his body up off her, on the contrary her body was quite firmly plastered against his, as she worked his sex with tight squeezes and wanton rolls of her hips.
She started to work him harder with the usual joyful pleasure in her eyes, once more trying to hide who she was, but he gripped her ass firmly and held her still as he claimed her lips with a passionate kiss.  Not a wild kiss, but a soft and loving kiss.  Not a demanding kiss, but a giving kiss.  She tried to kiss him harder, demandingly, and he grunted and moved one hand up.
He ran his hand through her hair, and then gripped her roots tightly to control that as well, and she whimpered into his mouth and seemed to melt against him as their kiss became passionately demonstrative once again.  He slid his hand back down her body, and that time she didn’t fight it, as he gripped her ass cheeks lightly and slowly lifted her up.
Her snug passage was moist enough to slide deliciously easily, but tight enough to milk him gently as he took her all the way up to the tip of his cock.  The pleasure of it was almost overwhelming.
Her soft sigh as he gently lowered her and ground up into her body, made his cock twitch hard inside of her.  She seemed to surrender in that moment, as he started to make love to her in that intimate position.  She ground her body against his as she squeezed tightly, but at the slow and loving pace that he’d set.
There was heated desire, affection, and confusion in her voice as she sighed his name, “Muranth,” in question and surrender at the same time.
He broke the kiss and looked into her eyes, and then decided fuck it at the vulnerable look he saw in her eyes.  Was it real?  He was an idiot, but he couldn’t deny how he felt about his Shar any longer.  Even if she was just fucking with him, he wanted to tell her how he felt.  He wanted to love her.
“I love you, wicked demoness.”
Of all her possible responses, the one she gave him wasn’t even on the list.  Her eyes misted, and she gave him a look that was both terrifyingly vulnerable, and devotedly loving at the same time.  There was a desperation in her eyes, as if the words he’d just said terrified her more than anything else ever had in her eternal life.
She gasped, and squeezed around him snugly, rubbing her body against his as he lifted and lowered her once again with a slowness that was so pleasurably intense it was almost too much.  The euphoric waves wracking his body were sharp, every small movement of their rocking bodies were an excruciating eternity of bliss in itself as she squeezed and fluttered around him and ground him gently once more as their bodies fully met.
She said tremulously and passionately, “And I love you, stupid dragon.”
That rocked his world.  The artful cold shoulder or coy flirting, even the warmth and vulnerability she showed him, could’ve all been a lie.  A deception, or a calculated manipulation.  But it wasn’t truly a lie, showing a mortal what they wanted to see with body language so they lied to themselves, and made assumptions.  At least, that’s how they saw it.
Demons didn’t, or perhaps couldn’t, lie with their words.  They deceived with partial truths and misdirection, never outright lies.  Which meant, she really did love him.  There was no room to misinterpret her simple and heartfelt statement.
He growled and twitched hard inside of her.
She smirked, “Are you really that surprised?”
He ignored her deflection, he could still see the vulnerability in her eyes, and knew the demoness was more freaked out about loving him, than he was about the fact she did.  He just continued to make love to her.  Slow rises and falls as he manhandled her body, and she worked her pussy and hips to make the pleasure even more mind-blowing.
She whispered breathily, “I’ve fucked more times than I can count, but this is a first for me.”
He teased, “I’ve never loved a demoness either.”
She trembled in his arms, and her face became a study in pleasure as she breathily gasped and made rapturous mewling noises.
He whispered in awe, “So beautiful, when you lose yourself in pleasure, cum for me, love.”
Her eyes widened with shocked pleasure, as her body followed that loving command, and slipped into ecstatic bliss.  Her hot passage convulsed and pulsed around his cock, rippling and milking his manhood, as she came undone wildly around him and flushed her liquid completion around his cock and onto his balls and thighs.  He just continued to make love to her without pause, slowly lifting and dropping her body to keep up the intense and loving sensations of euphoria to extend and raise her pleasure.
It was his first round of the night, but he was loving her so slowly that despite the intensity of it he lasted quite a long time.  After that first orgasm, she came for him easily and often, and each time seemed to be even more intense than the last.  He truly loved to watch her cum and bring her pleasure, she was so sensuous and wild, so incredibly beautiful, when lost in the throes of pleasure.
But it was the look of loving devotion, surrender, and vulnerability in her eyes that truly rocked his world that night.  His succubus loved him, deliriously if he was reading her right, and the terror in her eyes at being so vulnerable to him told him all he needed to know.  He was possessive, and protective, and whatever fears she held would never come to pass.  He was hers, just as surely as she was his.
Shar screamed his name, and she came so hard for him he couldn’t hold back any longer.  Her eyes widened and their bodies were soaked in sweat, as he expanded and surged stretching her out even further as his cock pulsed and filled her body with his seed.  She stared into his eyes, hers glazed over in shock and close to overstimulation, as she came for him one last time.
The powerful euphoric ecstasy crested in him, and hit him hard in waves, and he shared that pleasure with Shar with locked eyes, both of them making wild sounds as they rode the heights of pleasure as one.
He also pulled on his link with April, and then channeled a whole lot of magic as he transmuted it to life magic.  He smiled through the wracking ecstasy as his succubus fed and rolled right into another orgasm even more intense than the last.
She twitched hard in an aftershock of pleasure as they came down together, and he leaned forward and gently laid her on the bed, before rolling to the side and gathering her up in his arms.
He still had his three nymphs to pleasure, before he went and did the same with his human wife, but he was in no hurry to go anywhere as he gathered his precious Shar against him and shared a deep and passionate kiss.  They’d made love for quite a while, but she was past sated and in overstimulation territory, so they’d only have one round that night instead of the usual two with each.  He couldn’t imagine not holding her and cuddling with her in love after what just happened.  His other ladies would wait.
She said, “Thank the darkness my peers can’t see me right now. I’d never live it down if they found out I loved prey.”
He snickered, “Is that what you’re worried about?”
She snorted, “No, they’d just make fun of me.  I’m afraid I’ve gone insane.”
She twitched powerfully as another aftershock hit her, then melted against him with a sigh.
She said, “I love you, Muranth.  It’s crazy, but I can’t seem to help myself.  I am yours, for as long as you live.  Don’t expect me to start acting sweet all the time though.”
He laughed, “I love you too, and I never even considered that possibility.”
He kissed her teasingly.
She sighed, “Good.  But in private, I’ll be your sweet love slave.  I’m tired of fighting it, hiding how I truly feel, when your balls deep inside me.”
He snorted, “And I’ll be your loving snack.”
She chuckled sultrily, “You, my dear Muranth, are anything but a snack.”
He asked, “Loving seven course meal?”
She giggled, “Closer, yes.  More a whole smorgasbord, but it’ll do.”
She twitched and her whole body jerked in another aftershock.
He asked, “You alright?”
She giggled, “Of course.  Succubus.  I can fix that and be ready to go in a second, but I’m really enjoying the feeling of being well loved and overwhelmingly so.  Just give me another minute, and I’ll send in Nysa.”
He grunted, and held her tighter, “I’m in no hurry to let you go.”
They just held each other, for quite a while longer…




Chapter Fifteen

When they returned to Ironreach, they brought a new baron with them.  A newly raised to Baroness Liandra from Lady Liandra, to be specific. Along with a witch named Sally that was actually one of Benjamin’s apprentices.  She’d hold the post of Ironreach’s witch until a fully trained one could be hired to replace the old one, who’d lost his head along with Baron Lyle.  Then Sally would go back to complete her training.
He wasn’t worried about it in the least.  It wasn’t his business, except he spent a little time chatting with both before taking his leave and heading for the inn.  He wasn’t really all that social, but they were pleasant enough and it was worth the price to be married to his Stephanie.  Liandra would also be sending all the bars of gold to be coined, and then paying it out to the people who had been stolen from.  Not to mention arresting those last three guards that had been in on it, but again that wasn’t his problem.
Cinder smiled at them when they walked into the inn and came over to join the table.
Shar said, “Good to see the crazy bitch is gone.”
Cinder giggled, then grinned at Shar madly, “I wouldn’t go that far.”
Tansya snickered.  She was in the light tan robes and looked fantastic.  He’d also ordered his Nysa to wear red robes today. She looked wonderful in all of them of course, but he liked that one best.  Nysa’s hair was also in a ponytail like Tansya’s.  It’d felt almost natural that morning, as he’d handed them orders to carry out for the day.
Cinder asked, “Are we moving on today?”
He nodded, “Let me check the bounty board first.”
Cinder said, “I did last night. Only two things on there.  The first was the bandits, they just haven’t taken it down yet, and they’re also having trouble with one of the mining tunnels.  They had to abandon one of the newer tunnels because their miners keep disappearing.  The investigation didn’t turn up any bodies, and there’s no tracks or other signs of what kind of monster is doing it.”
He grunted, “We’ll check it out before we move on then.  After you eat.  We had breakfast in Stephanie’s suite this morning.”
She winked, and then dug back into her egg and bacon on a sweet roll, and bowl of gruel.
“So… we’re good?”
He raised an eyebrow, “I don’t see why not?”
She made a face, and then took a drink of her apple juice.
Nysa put a hand on his arm, “He’s used to our… oddities, and fits of temper.”
Cinder snickered.
Tansya put a hand on his arm, and he absently put his on her leg and moved his fingertips in random designs on her thigh.  She let out a little sigh of contentment that would’ve made him smile if they were in private.  A few of the other morning travelers were looking at them, his women with interest, and him with jealousy. 
He ignored it despite being annoying to him.  It wasn’t an odd reaction to the fact he was just one guy, with four stunning women of power wearing sorceress robes.
He also suspected despite her hand on his arm being the signal, she wasn’t really feeling needy.  Not after they’d just had sex less than an hour ago, and she was loaded down for orders for the day.  She probably just wanted his attention, and he was happy to deliver it to her in the relative safety of the inn.
Cinder finished up her meal, and they headed out of town on foot.  The mine wasn’t even a half mile away, they could get their horses when it was time to leave the village. 
The mine entrance had two guards, when he told them why he was here they summoned one of the foremen.
The man’s hair and clothes were covered in dust when he arrived and introduced himself.
“I’m Carl.  I’ll guide you down to the shaft we closed down, your highness.”
He replied, “We’re ready.”
Carl blinked, then turned around and led them into the dimly lit mine.  There were lanterns hanging from hooks in the walls every thirty feet or so, leaving a lot of shadows and darkness between the pools of light.  He led them quite a way back, and through several turns deep inside the large hill or small mountain. 
Carl pointed at the hole in the ground when he stopped.  There was a winch and small platform.
“We dug down about twenty feet, and then started a new mining tunnel when people started to go missing,” he waved at the lamps against the wall, “Take a lantern, there isn’t any down there.  They tunnel’s only about twenty feet long, we didn’t get all that far with it.  Good luck, I’ll wait for you here, if you don’t mind.”
He suppressed a chuckle at the foreman’s nervousness.
He channeled his magic and transmuted it to life magic, and then sent it down the shaft and into the tunnel.  A little prudence wouldn’t hurt, but he failed to feel any life down there.  He did the same with all four elements, at least until he got to earth, and felt something very strange.
“Shar, is that an elemental?”
A being of pure elemental magic wouldn’t show up in a life magic scan, it had no biological body.
Shar cast a quick spell of her own, and she released it down the shaft.
“It is.  Earth elemental.  Looks like you dug into its home in the mountain.  The reason you haven’t found anything, is I bet it swallows your people whole right into the bedrock.”
The foreman frowned, “There’s a very large vein of ore down there, is there a way to get rid of it?”
Shar snorted, “That’s probably why it picked that spot as it’s home, if it has the most concentrated amount of iron in the whole mountain.  We could probably banish it back to the plane of Earth, but Earth elementals are generally slow moving, peaceful, but extremely strong.  It only attacked because you were stealing a part of its home. It’s defending its territory but hasn’t gone on the offense.”
Carl shrugged, “I just dig where the wizard tells us too, maam.”
He snorted violently, “Can we move it?”
Humans were a little selfish, but so were his kind.  Still, he didn’t want to kill a being just defending its home.  That the humans wouldn’t respect its claim in their greed was a bit annoying, but nothing really new.  He wasn’t sure he wasn’t being a hypocrite either, since his backup plan for getting gold had been to raid the mountains and kill the current monstrous owners.  Still was the backup plan actually, but he didn’t think he’d need it anymore.
Shar tilted her head, “Not likely.  We could banish it, trap it in a precious gem, or destroy it.  Even if we planted the gem and released it halfway across the world it would find its way back home.  The best option is to banish it, it probably wants to go to its true home.  But it won’t go quietly, because it won’t understand what we’re doing.”
He nodded, some wizard had probably summoned it long ago.
“Come up with a plan, I have no idea what the best way to do this is.”
Shar said, “Just stop it from sucking us into the floor, or from collapsing the ceiling while I’m banishing it.  Your magic is stronger, but you’re not nearly as experienced.”
He nodded, and then cast the earth assaying cantrip.  Using that as a template he channeled a large amount of magic and transmuted it to earth magic.  He got a solid mental grip on the stone below their feet and all around them, then grunted.
Shar smirked, easily recognizing his grunt speak as him being ready.
“After I cast the spell, the elemental and I will have a battle of wills so I can control it and guide it back to its home plane.  That’s when it might start throwing a magical tantrum.  It’ll be happier back in its home plane of course, but it won’t understand that’s my intention.”
She pulled a piece of iron out of her pack, then started to cast in the liquid alien language that was just weird.  He was making progress there, but only recognized a couple of words in the spell, while he felt the magic building up.  The other words, how they sounded, seemed to slip out of his mind almost directly after they were spoken, like a slippery eel squirting out of his hands.
He focused all of his will and attention on holding the end of the stone passage in its current shape, trusting in Nysa and Tansya to watch his back and keep him safe.  Chances were that they wouldn’t be attacked, but if they were then he was sure his monstrous ladies would deal with it quickly and efficiently.
Shar finished the spell and froze in place as the contest of wills started.  She was an ancient demoness from the lower planes and immortal.  She was as powerful as she was stunningly beautiful, and she had a will that had almost crushed his when they’d bonded.  He had no doubts that she’d overcome the elemental in her contest, it was just a matter of how long it would take and what the elemental would do in its fear, anger, and panic.
The whole tunnel shook violently, for all he knew the whole mountain had.  He had to let all the loose pebbles and falling dust go, as he concentrated on keeping the solid stone in one place.  He increased the flow of channeling magic close to his limits, as he felt the earth elemental reach out and try to open up the floor beneath their feet.  When that failed, it tried to slam the walls of the corridor together.
He grunted and held firmly against the pressure of the earth magic fighting against his.  He was no stranger to a battle of wills and focus, but in his mind, he’d never fought with earth magic before to maintain the status quo.  He grimaced as the stone cracked and buckled beside them, and he pushed back hard.
Just as he was winning the contest of holding the walls still, the elemental shifted once again and rained them all with the pebbled he’d ignored.  He heard his ladies cry out and felt the impact of the wickedly fast-moving stones slamming into them.  Small or not, they knocked him back and he felt rage at the blood dripping down his sweet Tansya’s face from the cut on her forehead.
His magic exploded out of him as he channeled the maximum amount that he was capable of, and he sent it at the elemental.  He’d been fighting the wrong battle, trying to anticipate and counter an intelligence too foreign to his thinking.  He wrapped the elemental in bands of power like a steel cage.  Not only holding the elemental in place, but also locking his magic inside the cell so the elemental couldn’t control any of the earth around him.  He felt stupid, he should’ve done this in the beginning, constrained the elemental’s magic rather than fight for control of physical stone.
The elemental’s magic smashed into his own over and over again, but his will and magic held for the few more seconds Shar required.  The elemental seemed to implode, it’s magic and presence folding in on itself as it shrunk and was displaced out of the plane.
He walked over and brushed Tansya’s forehead, life magic flowing into her body and healing her wounds.  Not just the cut on her forehead, but the bruises on the rest of her body from the hail of stones. 
Tansya looked up at him with so much submissive love and awe in her eyes he blushed before turning to treat his Nysa.  His anger at failing them, insane possessiveness and protectiveness, mixed with his love, had made it a very intense and intimate moment as he’d stared into her eyes.  Of course, treating Nysa turned out not to be necessary, as April was already healing both her and Shar.
Cinder hadn’t been hurt at all, her fire shield had burned the dust and even the small rocks out of existence.  She was also giving him a challenging look that he wasn’t quite sure how to interpret, until suddenly she was smiling carefree and gave him a teasing wink.  She’d drive him crazy yet.
He was pretty sure the phoenix had also shielded Carl, because he didn’t have a scratch on him either.
Shar said, “Well, that was fun.  It was very old, and the earth is stubborn.  Fortunately, it wasn’t a major elemental.”
He grunted, not sure he’d want to meet one of those, “Let’s go pick up the bounty reward, and get out of here.”
She smirked, “You did well, even a minor elemental is no joke.  It’s similar to me, compared to the ruler of a lower realm.  Elementals are also immortal, and the four realms of the elements are in the exact center of the middle realms.  Minor doesn’t mean weak.”
Carl looked a bit shaken, but also pleased they’d be able to renew expanding the mine in the new level and tunnel.  The foreman led them back up to the surface, and they headed back into town to the baroness’s estate to collect the bounty.
Of course, plans were made to be foiled a lot of the time.
The new chamberlain, he wasn’t sure what the guys name was, led them to Liandra’s office.  Liandra sat behind the desk, with two guards behind her and to the sides of the desk, almost in the far opposite corners.  Sally the witch was also in the room, on the left-hand wall sitting on the couch.
Liandra said, “Please, sit.  We have something to discuss.”
He sat in one of the two chairs before the desk, and Cinder took the other one with a teasing smile on her face.  Shar, Nysa, and Tansya stood behind them, and he felt the former put her hand on his shoulder.  That was new, it was almost as if she were claiming him before the baroness, but he pushed that out of his mind.  He didn’t get women as a rule, so chances were that it was something else.
“What’s on your mind, baroness?”
Liandra tossed a small silk bag at him that clinked, and he felt the ten gold in there and shifted it to his treasury.  Her eyes widened slightly when it just disappeared, but he was long past hiding any of his abilities now that he’d been outed and was married to the princess.
Liandra said, “Benjamin tried to contact you, but he couldn’t connect to Shar?”
Shar replied, “Probably when I was wrestling an elemental into submission.”
Liandra nodded, “Regardless, he contacted Sally and asked we pass on the king’s words.  He’s recalling you to the castle, your circuit will have to wait once again.  He didn’t give specifics, you’ll be briefed when you get there, all I know is it’s about Daca.”
He nodded.  The having to wait part only tweaked his instincts a little bit.  He’d earned a healthy amount of gold the last week on the road, not to mention his expanding ale business and the whorehouse and shipping investments.  There was also the not so small amount of a hundred gold just for being the prince.  It was more than enough to settle him for a while, and if Daca and his sister was on the move, that’s where he needed to be.
Lastly, and more than all the rest of it combined, was splitting those three lesser dragon hoards with Cinder.   That had made a visible dent on his treasury room.
“We’ll return immediately.  Was there any indication of how long?”
Liandra shook her head, “No, but I got the impression it wouldn’t be quick.”
He grunted, “We’ll collect our horses as well then.  Thank you, baroness, and good luck with your new hold and responsibilities.”
She smiled, “You’re too kind.  Sally will see you out.”
The witch apprentice stood, and they followed her to the front door, and over to the gate.
Cinder looked annoyed and concerned as they headed toward the stables.  She scowled at him.
He smirked, “We’ll be back, eventually.”
Cinder finally said, “I’m coming with you this time.”
“You are?” he asked, more than a little surprised.
Cinder nodded, “The king won’t turn down my offer to guard the princess if Daca is on the move.  I need to get to know her anyway, so she’ll hire me for delicate tasks when she reaches the throne.  I’ll also be able to keep an eye on you, if your bitchy sister manages to kill you then I’ll lose my ticket home.”
He wasn’t sure he bought that, though there was some truth to it, or she wouldn’t have been able to say it.  Phoenixes didn’t lie any more than demons did, or elder dragons for that matter.
He grunted, “So, that’s what you’re worried about?  Getting home?”
She giggled, and she looked him up and down with a teasing boldness in her eyes that made his cock stir.
“Of course it is, what else would it be about,” she said innocently, her eyes and tone definitely suggesting there was absolutely more to it.
Sparring with the gorgeous ochre-orange eyed phoenix gave him a headache.
She giggled wickedly when he grunted in annoyance and called over the stable hand to get their horses.




Chapter Sixteen

The king and Queen Sara sat on the slightly raised couch, just a dais maybe three inches high, while he sat down on the small couch caddy corner to it where the princess already sat.  Shar, Nysa, and Tansya sat on the couch across from the royal couple, and Cinder took a seat in a chair over to the side.
The king looked her way with a questioning look in his eyes.
Cinder said, “I was there when Muranth received the summons.  If things are stirring up with Daca I thought I’d volunteer myself as one of the princess’s guards.  Especially if she leaves the castle.  Its time she learns who I am, and I can also ferret out secrets at the same time, if you wish.”
The king said, “For the right price.”
Cinder smiled, “As always, your majesty.”
The king sighed, “Stephanie, this is Cinder, an extremely talented fire mage.  She’s a bit eccentric, but she can find out what Daca has in mind, and she’d be a very good guard.”
Cinder smirked.
The king said, “Consider yourself hired, for the duration of the conflict,” he turned to Muranth, “I told you our spies had picked up troop movements, well they finally came together in one spot.  Daca has an army of almost a thousand soldiers encamped a week’s march from our southern border.  For the moment they seem to be preparing and training, but that will buy us an extra week at most to get them all outfitted and enough supplies in a caravan to satisfy logistics.  It looks like Uradia is going to war.
“They outnumber us almost two one, but on the good side that’s not bad odds for us considering our towers and lightly fortified forts on the border we should be able to handle that many and more.  What we don’t know is how many sorcerers or wizards and witches they have for this campaign.”
He nodded, “We’ll help, what is it you want us to do?”
He hated it, and he felt the cold ball of rage in his heart for his traitorous sister heating back up.  That bitch was going to get a lot of humans killed, his humans, just to disgrace him.  There had to be a way around it, but he didn’t see it.
He couldn’t even go down there and hunt her down, because he was a prince of Uradia.  That would make things worse, if a prince from one kingdom hunted down and assassinated a valued counselor of another.  He may be doing them a favor if he did so, but they wouldn’t see it that way.  His best chance would be on the field of battle, if his sister joined the field then that would be his opportunity.
It was just… to him, politics seemed like a really bad reason to let a whole lot of men and women die on both sides, just so he could rip his sister’s spine out and hang her guts on a tree branch, while observing all the rules and niceties.  Assuming she wasn’t the one that did that to him, that is.  It was absurd.
The king said, “I want you close by until they march, and you’ll join our magical contingent on the border when Daca does march.  I want your insights for tactics as Daca’s campaign and other information unfolds.  It will also make it easier to keep both you and my daughter safe, as its customary to send assassins after a kingdom’s leaders as a prelude to war.”
He nodded, “I understand, and am at your disposal, your majesty,” and he had to suppress a smile when Stephanie took his hand and squeezed it hard.  It’d only been a couple of hours since they’d made love last, so there was just affection in it, their normal sexual tension was a light simmer.
Jonas waved a hand, “None of that when we’re in private.  You’re family now.  The emperor has also been able to obtain promises from his other bordering kingdoms not to attack while dealing with us.  Apparently, they’re using your sister’s words as a war platform, and he’ll tell anyone that stands still long enough he’s going to cleanse our kingdom of its corrupting and evil influence.”
He smirked at Shar when she tried to look innocent.
“Regardless, we will be ready for them.  I’ve already ordered more levies in anticipation of some losses.  That’s all for now, unless you have any advice or comments.”
He had no idea, outside of killing his sister and convincing the emperor he was being made a fool of.  The chances of that were slim however, at least before a battle was fought.  His sister was using the fear and prejudice of lower planar creatures, and in truth most of the time that wouldn’t be the wrong conclusion.  Him and Shar was an exception, not the norm by far.
He feared to lose all that he’d gained on this world, and he’d fight to the death to keep it.
“I’ll consider the problem.  I’m not sure what else we can do besides meet them in battle and drive them back.  The only good thing is I’m sure my sister won’t be content sitting back in Daca’s Palace and listening to battle reports.  If she’s on the field, then I’ll make it my business to see her fall.”
And… if he fell, that would safeguard the kingdom as well, since Shar would be sent back to the lower planes at that point.
The king nodded, and stood up with Sara, “The day won’t wait for me, and I have a lot of other things on my plate.  We’ll talk more this evening,” he turned his head, “Cinder, see if you can figure out when they’re going to march, and what their basic tactics will be.  I’d also like to know which of their generals and head wizards will be leading the campaign, that will tell us much based on their battle history.”
The king waited for her to nod her head, and then swept out of the room.
The princess sighed and leaned against him, “I’m glad you’re here for good for a while, but I wish the hell you weren’t.”
He got that.  He’d be at her side almost constantly until this was decided one way or another, at least until the Army marched north, but that was a hell of a price to pay for it.  He still had at least a month before the circuit would be done, and he’d be home every night, but for the moment that would have to wait.  The idea of losing his princess terrified him, all of them really, but despite her intelligence and strength of will, the way she burned in his eyes, she was the most fragile of them all.
It drove him a bit crazy in that moment. His treacherous sister had put him in a box he wasn’t sure that he could escape from.  He took her hand, and she squeaked as he pulled her up and headed for the closest stairwell.  She giggled naughtily in anticipation as he dragged her up the stairs, and toward her apartments, Cinder and his lovers trailing behind, no doubt to act as guards.
He pushed open her door, and then dragged her toward the bedroom door as the rest of his women entered the suite and took seats on the entry rooms couches and chairs.  He barely noticed, and when he got his princess into her room, he slammed the door and pushed her up against it.
She looked breathless, wide-eyed, and entirely snared by his own eyes as he pinned her against the door with his bulk, and slowly and teasingly pulled up the skirts of her dress, a grasping handful at a time.  When his hands met supple flesh, he growled and reached between her legs.   When he felt how soaked she was for him, for his insane possessiveness and need to ravish her, his cock twitched hard as he ripped her panties away making Stephanie gasp in heated lust.
Her generous milky breasts on her curvaceously athletic body were more than a match in size and firm suppleness to his Shar’s, at her young age of nineteen, and his mouth watered as he pushed the straps of her dress down her arms and pealed the front of her dress down revealing them. 
He shifted his armor away, leaving himself naked, and his princess gasped and wrapped her legs around him snugly as he lifted her by her sexy supple petite ass and pushed her more firmly against the door.
She asked breathily, “Do you think you can just take me whenever you please?”
He growled, squeezed her ass, and lifted her up just a bit higher and her arms went around his neck, and she let out a breathy and sharp gasp, as he speared up into her tight heat.  She was still incredibly tight, but not too tight, not like she’d been that night when he’d taken her virginity.
She was so wet for him, delightfully snug around him, and the heat and velvety softness of her body sliding over and around his most sensitive skin made him gasp in return.
“Yes, you belong to me.  This body, is mine, mine to pleasure and to take, when I wish.”
She shivered, in a good way, her eyes filled with pleasure, lust, desire, and a naughty pleased smile that she could bring him to such wild actions.  She was his wanton princess, and she seemed to get off on it and love it when he was insanely possessive and wild with her.  The more so the better.
She whispered, “Then take your pleasure in me, my love.”
He growled at the breathy and begging surrender in her words that were filled with so much love and devotion it rocked his world, and it drove him even further over the edge.  He had to have her, to fuck her, to reassure himself she was safe, and she was his.  He started to fuck up into her hard and fast.  His cock ravished her body with punishingly hard and deliciously fast strokes the full length of his cock.
She bounced on his cock violently, her lovely generous breasts bounced violently each time their bodies met, and she whimpered and gasped in pleasure each time their bodies slammed together.  She also wasn’t idle, or simply allowing him to rut her, she was wonderfully and incredibly aggressively submissive.  She still had a lot to learn, but between how tight she was, and how much he loved her, that hardly mattered as she worked his cock the best she could while he ravished her.  She squeezed him, ground him, and teased the back of his neck with her nails.
The look of lustful adoration and loving submission in her eyes, was equaled by the look of wanton abandon and a wicked determination to make him cum.  To make him fill her pussy, to feel him empty his pleasure into her body, right where it belonged.
The sweet and wild sounds of her pleasure, of their intensely violent coupling as their bodies slapped together, her feminine and aroused scent, and the look in her eyes that begged him for his seed was all too much.  Too much pleasure, too much love, too much lust, and his princess was far too wild for him to hold out any longer.
He grunted, “Mine,” in a demanding and hard tone, right as he felt his legs go week.
She came first however. At that violent and demanding declaration, she came undone around him wildly even as his balls tightened.  Her tight and hot sex convulsed around him and made his inexorable surrender to pleasure turn into a headlong leap into the abyss of ecstasy, as he started to pump his sperm into her body.
She looked so beautiful, as she came apart wildly around him and covered his middle with liquid satiating bliss.  Her eyes were so intense, filled with all that pleasure and devotion, and he imagined they must be a mirror image of his own as they held each other tightly and rode the heights of pleasure as one.
She smiled shyly, and blushed, but didn’t look away from his eyes, nor did she look at all displeased with what just happened.
She said, “I love you, Muranth.”
He replied, “I love you too.  All of you is mine, you know, not just this hot body and the pleasure you give me.”
She beamed, “I know.  If I didn’t, do you think I’d enjoy it as much when you take liberties on my body?”
He nodded teasingly, “I do.  You’re a very naughty princess.”
She gasped and slapped his chest, then giggled, “Brutish dragon.  Take that back.”
“Was that a royal command?” he asked teasingly.
She pouted, but he kissed her which made her melt into him with a sigh of surrender.  She gave him a rueful smile when it broke, realizing how easily he’d turned her focus.
“Maybe your right, I could never say no to you when you look at me that way that you do.  It makes me feel so sexy, when you lose control.”
He smirked, “Not a chance.  Only because you love me, and you’re a heathen.”
She giggled.
He pulled her away from the door, and he walked her over to the bed and set her down it, before he joined her there.
She whispered, “Channel your life magic, Muranth. I have a surprise for you.”
He growled as he did so, and then stared at her stomach in amazement.
She giggled, “Damn, you’re going to be even more possessive now, aren’t you, daddy?”
He tilted his head, then nodded in a definitive manner.  His princess was pregnant.
She snickered, “I love you.”
He held her close, and as an afterthought shifted her dress away, then he shifted it back but off her body, and tossed it toward the chair.
“Me too, adore and worship are in there was well.”
She sighed, “My maids will love that.”
He kissed her softly.
She said, “I… you know how I’ve been thinking about sharing our bed, for more than just sleeping?”
He nodded, “What about it?”
She bit her lip, “I’m not sure, and I don’t think I can be, not until I actually try it.  So why don’t you call in your concubines, and then ravish me again, while they watch.  Then… I’ll watch you ravish one of them, and we can see how I feel about it then?  If it works out, you won’t have to leave me twice a day when you’re here.  At least, not for that.  We won’t spend all our time together of course, but I won’t feel lonely when your satisfying them like you satisfy me.”
“Are you sure?”
She blushed, “Yes, but no touching, between them and me I mean.  I don’t think I’d like that, girls don’t do it for me.”
He nodded, “But you might like to watch me with another?”
She blushed harder at his matter of fact tone, that his princess and heir to the throne just might be a voyeur and would enjoy watching him take another with virile abandon. He took that blush for a yes and called in his ladies.
He was also guessing she liked it, because she was even more wild for the second round, almost like putting on a show… or throwing down a challenge…




Chapter Seventeen – Interlude

Princess Stephanie had been a bit intrigued at the idea of being watched.  She may have been a virgin before her marriage, and he was the only man she’d ever want in her life, but she wasn’t ignorant of how others behaved.  She was well aware that a good chunk of taxes they earned came from whoring.  She’d also heard the maids more than once gossiping rather wickedly when they didn’t think she was close enough to hear.
So, she’d heard of exhibitionism and voyeurism before.  She really wasn’t interested in sharing pleasure with another woman, despite how exquisitely beautiful his concubines were, they didn’t excite her in that way.  She’d been curious about it for a long while. The idea of loving Muranth with the other women around who had become friends to her, and that idea had been strangely attractive to her.
In truth, she’d only put it off for the last two weeks because she worried that she’d fall short.  She feared that her inexperience couldn’t possibly compare to how his concubines pleasured him.  But, the last two weeks those fears had slowly receded. If there was one thing that she was sure of, it was that he loved fucking her, and he loved making love to her and everything else in between the two extremes.
In fact, he often lost control completely, and rutted her desperately, so she was obviously doing something right.  It also made her feel so damned sexy when he did lose control.  She knew it was shameful, but she didn’t care, she lived to be taken by her virile and insanely possessive and protective husband.  She loved it when he claimed her body as his, and he took her without even asking.  Just dragged her off, and then fucked her brains out without a by your leave.
Paradoxically, she never felt more powerful than when he lost his mind in the lust and took her forcefully.
Still, despite all that, she hadn’t expected just how powerful the experience would be, as he ravished her in front of the others.  It’d been… wild, she’d been shameless.  She wasn’t even sure she fully understood the wild and wanton emotions that she’d entirely lost herself to with uninhibited abandon, at knowing his other lovers watched his wife rock his world.
It also seemed she was as much a voyeur, as an exhibitionist, because she was breathing heavily, and had caught herself reaching between her own legs twice, as she watched her husband rut into a demoness from behind, with her hair in his fist, and her large tits bouncing with each violent meeting of their bodies.  It was the hottest thing she’d ever seen.
Except maybe for right in that moment, as he watched him make love to Nysa.  It was so beautiful, the way their bodies rocked slowly and sensually together, and her mouth was dry and her breaths short, at watching his long and thick cock disappear slowly into the water nymph’s sumptuous body time and time again.
She looked at the succubus, unashamed at the knowing look on Shar’s face.  She knew the succubus was an empath, and could feel her powerful and confusing lust, and a deep love and… a whole mélange of other consuming emotions as Muranth loved his voluptuous water nymph.
There was no temptation to touch, but there was a powerful sharing, an intimacy and vulnerability, as they freely shared their man together.  She didn’t dislike their touch either, she didn’t mind when they slept with her and Muranth, but it felt more like cuddling with family than anything else.
Lastly, by watching she’d learned a few things, ways to make it even better for him, and she suspected for herself as well.  Getting tips by example from three nymphs and a succubus, meant she’d be able to rock his world even more in bed.
She was sure about two things.  He wouldn’t be going to his suite at all anymore, at least not to pleasure his concubines.  The other thing she was sure of, was she was taking another damned turn when he finished with Nysa.  She needed his cock really bad in that moment…
April prayed for patience as she finished up her report with a short recap.
“Elders, he is doing extremely well.  He even fought three lesser dragons without succumbing to the change.  He also hasn’t given into a jealous rage even once.  His magical training continues at a more than respectable rate, and he holds mastery level wielding in life and all four elements, as he continues to work on Death and Nature.  According to his teacher, he will shortly be ready to try his first spell as a wizard.
“He will grow powerful, and his control is unsurpassed among your kind.  He will make an excellent king, if his sister does not kill him.  She pushes him still.  I ask once again, will you stop her interference in Muranth’s walkabout?”
Blossom seemed a lot better to April.  Still a bit fragile, but not quite as skittish or mentally strained.  Her sister was recovering her usual verve as well, and she was sure the hollowness in it would fade in time.  She could also feel Blossom’s fierce pride in both her and her bonded.
The elder said, “It is unfortunate, but going there and destroying her would be further interference where we have no right to tread.  Her life is forfeit when she returns.”
April replied, “But she will not return, not until he has fallen.  She has no idea she’s been discovered.  Muranth is strong, powerful of heart, mind, and magic, but he is still not a full adult, and has much more growth in his future.  Letting that traitorous bitch ruin him will rob both our species of his future wisdom and guidance, and of his rightful place.”
The elder said, “Our hands are tied by our laws. He must stand against her alone, or to outmaneuver her.  She will not attack him directly, so he has a chance.”
She nodded, “Perhaps, but only if he ignores the plight of his mate’s people.”
The elder blew smoke, and he took off.  Well shit, how was that for a dismissal.  Old bastard.
Blossom giggled.
She released the magic after a mental hug goodbye, and then wiggled a bit between the twin dryads to get comfortable.  Both Shar and Nysa were sleeping with Muranth and the Princess tonight, but she’d get them tomorrow.  The two nymphs had been even more wild and affection in bed lately, and she was pretty sure they’d been ordered to do so.  She was of two minds about that, but she got the impression they’d been holding back on her before that, to show some kind of emotional loyalty to their master, because their recent warmth and affection didn’t feel fake at all.
She sighed, and tried to clear her mind and fall asleep, but as soon as she did the memory of earlier that day intruded in her mind.  She both did and didn’t regret watching their afternoon activities.  It’d turned her on a lot, to watch Muranth slide his big cock into the princess’s squirming tight and curvy body over and over again, as she longed for it to be her body that he was ravishing.  That it was her soft cries of surrender and pleasure that he heard in his ears.
Something that could never happen. 
It wasn’t really even about the sex, or even lust.  It was a desire to love him and be loved, to show him how she felt, and bring him pleasure with her own body.  It was a mistake to watch, he’d been wise to split them up with an illusion after that first night, and she sighed as she tried once again to clear her mind.
It truly wasn’t worth it, it would destroy them both, and she loved him far too much to ever give into those desires.  Still, it scared her, would she still be thinking of him, wanting him, when she was mated to one of her own kind?
Was it really physical pleasure that had caused the problem so long ago, or was it love?
She thought hard about the current situation, if there was a way out for him.  He shouldn’t have to be involved in wars between kingdoms, and wouldn’t be, if it wasn’t for Khalea.  Khalea’s treachery pulled him in, and she got him involved.  There had to be a way to avoid all that bloodshed that was coming.
But… how?  If Daca invaded they had no choice but to defend themselves.  How could he possibly change their minds, or persuade an army to turn tail and retreat?
Unless…
She shut her eyes tightly, and she wished she could unthink the conclusion she’d come too.  She knew if she suggested it, then he would do it without hesitation.  It would most likely get him killed, but it would protect those he loved and that he saw as his, and it’d prevent a lot of needless death.
But it was also insane.
Shar felt… disgustingly happy.  She’d also never felt safer, or any kind of loved before, much less the way Muranth made her feel, like she was drowning in it.  She was snuggled into his back, while he spooned the princess, and the princess was spooning Nysa.  Ever since she’d told him she loved her last night, that love had blossomed and exploded even more potently in her heart.
As if her hiding it before that, had kept it covered and its growth stunted.
She was also absurdly angry, that she would only have a short few millennia with him, before he died and left her forever.  She already knew that would tear her heart out, and she had another few thousand years to build that love up even more.  It was insane to worry about, but she couldn’t help it.
She smirked.  She’d be a cold angry bitch when she went back home and conquered her plane.  That is, if she could bear to move, and didn’t lose herself in grief.  She shook her head, and she tried to adopt a little human wisdom.  The last thing she needed to do was borrow grief from the future and start being miserable now.
After all, maybe in a thousand years his breathing will start to annoy her or something.  She doubted it, but who was to say?  She might as well enjoy his love for as long as they had together, it was the only love she was going to get for her eternity, and one more than most of her kind ever got.
She was also becoming extraordinarily fond of the queen.  She was a surprisingly and wickedly sensual being for a woman who’d been a virgin just fifteen day ago.  She was even considering giving her some tips.  Stephanie was already pretty good at sex, but she was a horrible cocksucker.  Not that their lover seemed to mind, because her devoted eagerness to get him off in her mouth made up the difference and then some.
She sighed and shook her head in negation.  The real reason she was fond of the princess was because she was becoming a dear friend.  She liked Stephanie, all those thoughts about sex was just her way of dodging the truth, or at least hiding the most important aspect of it because those thoughts were true as well, but she refused to lie to herself.  Leave the silliness of self-deception to the mortals.
She’d also noticed a marked change in the dryads.  They were much more relaxed now that he was giving them orders for everything.  Nysa too, but to a much lesser extent.  Those three and the princess were completely submissive, the latter if only in the bedroom and behind closed doors.  She was glad he didn’t try that shit with her, except perhaps his tendency to be possessive, she did like that.  But if he gave her an order, she’d kick him in the nuts.
She decided to get up.  She couldn’t wallow in the warm feelings all night while she cuddled, more activities that would make the other demons laugh at her.  Plus, Cinder would need to be relieved, she was on guard, and only Shar didn’t need any sleep at all.  She slipped out of bed the best she could without waking her lover and… beloved friends?  What an absurd thing, but it was true, nonetheless.
She wordlessly got dressed and cast a quick cantrip to clean up.  She missed the feeling of his cum in her ass almost as soon as it was gone, but it got messy walking around like that.  She stepped out and nodded to Cinder, who nodded back silently before stalking off to get some sleep of her own.
Cinder’s hand was on fire, literally, as she finished rubbing one out.  She almost bit her tongue to avoid crying out his name as she came undone wildly on her own fingertips, just in case anyone was in hearing distance.  It was driving her insane.
Why hadn’t Muranth claimed her yet?  She’d done everything but send an invitation, but the damnable man refused to take the bait.  It’d been… almost two weeks now since she’d had a dick in her, and it was driving her crazy. 
The only conclusion she could come to was that he had no clue, and thought she was just messing with him or something.  It occurred to her that dragonish flirting and mating rituals were probably very staid and boring affairs.  Nothing like the fire, antagonism, and heated words and looks they’d been sharing all week long.
He was an elder dragon, but he was also honorable, and absolutely delicious in his human form.  Ever since she’d seen his monstrously large and thick cock that day, after the battle when his nymphs had sucked him off, she’d been dying to get it into her body.
So much so, she’d stopped fucking other men just in case that pissed him off.  She had a very active libido, given she was a creature of fire magic, and fire was the element of passion.  She often had one-night stands, but that’s not what she wanted with him.  She wanted him to claim her, bond her, and fuck her every day for the rest of his life.
It was more than just simple lust, she’d never met a man worthy of keeping her before, and she didn’t want to let him get away.  She was fire, passion, and wild, so when she’d met the man for her she’d fallen hard.
That wouldn’t stop her from meeting with and talking to her own kind, she didn’t believe for a second he’d abuse a bond over her.  She was almost positive she’d lose the contest of wills, fire was too flighty, and burned and consumed all in its path, but it wasn’t focused.  She was wild and untamed, but she very much wanted to be tamed by him.
Well, a little bit tamed, not too much of course.  Her nature would remain the same for the most part.  It was just her heart that would be tamed, it would belong to him, and only him, if he got a clue and took it.
Except, he didn’t seem to have a clue she wanted it.  She kept waiting for him to take her, and he kept not taking her.  It was maddening.  Especially because she knew he cared for her, there was more than just lust in his eyes the last few days.  If he didn’t, there’s no way he’d have put up with her antics the last week, or so easily blown off her harshness of last night, and the night before.
She’d been so angry when in heat, and he still didn’t act on it.
Then there was the matter of her poor excuse.  Sure, it’d been the truth too.  She did need to get to know the princess, and guarding her was a good plan.  She’d never lie.  But… he didn’t seem to realize her truest and deepest reason was because she couldn’t bear for him to be gone from her for that long.  She needed him, his glares, and his deep voice set her libido on fire every single time.
She decided he was just a clueless male dragon.  Everything she wanted, but unable to understand her desire, or how her people showed mating interest toward others.  She’d seen the looks in his eyes, the hot desire, the need to fuck her into submission.  She just wished he would already.
She decided she’d have to make it extremely clear to him, and soon.  She was bold, wild, and untamed, but a female boldly seducing a male was rather unnatural to her, but he missed all the signals she’d sent.  Obviously, a misinterpretation.
Unless, he simply didn’t want her, but she refused to believe that.  Not with the way he stared at her with lustful and concerned eyes all the time.  Not with the way she obviously maddened him with lust and frustration.
Point was, it was a little unnatural to her to consider a blunt seduction, but then, so was a mating between an elder dragon and a phoenix…




Chapter Eighteen

The large war room had a large map table in the center of it, and along the walls were paintings of battles that dated from the beginning of the kingdom to the last war with the necromantic lich and the skirmishes with the elves.  It was early the next morning, about an hour after breakfast.  There were no chairs at all, and he and his ladies stood on the far side of the table with the princess and Cinder, while the king, Benjamin, and two generals stood on the other.
He knew Cinder wanted to talk to him in private, mostly because she’d bluntly told him so, but he wasn’t sure what the hell it could be about.  He also didn’t think he’d have time for it anytime soon, it’d be a long day.  April also wanted to talk to him in private, she’d have to wait for later as well.
The king said, “Cinder, what’ve you been able to discover?”
Cinder replied, “Several things.  They march in just six days.  As soon as their supply train has enough food and arrows to supply the troops for a couple of weeks.  A thousand troops, four wizards, and two earth sorcerers.  They don’t really have the troops to run a slow and sure campaign to roll over us.”
She pointed at the map, at a fort on the border, almost directly south of the capital city. 
“They’re going to cross here.  Two squads and a wizard will take the watchtowers to the east and west of the fort.  Their objective is to prevent the signal fire that will alert the forts east and west of there.  Once that’s done, they’ll hit the fort hard using the sorcerers to breach the walls.  Then they’ll march north to take the capital.”
General Leonard said, “That’s insane.  At most that would buy them a two-day lead if we hadn’t found out about it.  Even less now.  With defenders on the city walls, the rest of our border troops would come up behind them and grind them to dust against the defended walls.  Leaving a live enemy behind you is a foolish mistake, and our enemy is not that foolish.”
She nodded, “They seem sure they can breach the city’s walls before that and claim the capital.   Then if necessary, man the walls and defend from the rest of the southern troops.”
The king scowled, “If necessary?”
She said, “It does sound a bit insane, your majesty.  But Khalea has convinced them if they can get troops and wizards in the city and take out Muranth, the war will be over.  They believe once the demoness was banished your minds will clear and you’ll be thankful for the aid.  The emperor also plans to use that as leverage to force the treaty forward with a true marriage to his son and claim Uradia that way through the generations.  The prince himself, and Khalea will be leading the invasion.”
He growled lightly, and the princess took his hand.
Cinder shrugged, “They don’t have the troops to free up for a full-on invasion without risking their other holdings or borders, so this is the course they’re taking.  That’s for the battle.  They also dispatched assassins and kidnapping squads.  They want Muranth dead. But failing that they’re going to try to kidnap the princess to draw Muranth into a trap.  A last-ditch effort, before they commit a legion of men and six magic users to a rather risky battle plan.”
He actually calmed at that, if they weren’t trying to assassinate the princess, it was less to worry about.  The need to pull his sister’s spinal cord out however, was raging in his chest.
“Khalea could be influencing them with nature magic, so they’d consider it a good gamble.”
For all he knew, she’d fucked and bonded them, and they were nothing but puppets at the moment, but despite all his sister had done he didn’t think that was likely.
The king replied, “Ironic, if true.  When they march north, we’ll send most of the military wizards to the fort.  Both to reinforce the walls, and to inform the other forts of the breach once their forces are sighted.  The other forts can move immediately at that point, we can’t afford to do so beforehand in case this is a trick of some kind.
“I also want the guard doubled on the stairwells and doubled on my daughter whenever she’s on the ground floor.  Make sure those guards are well aware of who belongs on the upper floors.”
General Leonard grumbled, then said, “It’s odd, and I don’t like it.  Even if we didn’t learn of it and were taken by surprise this plan of theirs would never work.”
The king grimaced, “That’s because the true goal of the plan is to destroy Prince Muranth.  That’s what their advisor truly wants.  She won’t care if Daca loses a thousand troops and a handful of magic users plus one.  She also won’t care how much we lose in defending from that legion.  To anyone thinking clearly, it’s a horrific and pointless waste of life.”
He hated that, but the king wasn’t wrong, and there was nothing he could do about it.  Of course, with wizard’s reinforcing the walls, and him there, he might just end the death and destruction at the border.  They wouldn’t be rolling over the fort as they expected to, and if he failed and died… well then there’d be no reason for the prince to continue the campaign. Especially when Khalea abandoned him and opened an interplanar gate home.
The king said, “Any other ideas?”
The general said, “We can send assassins for the advisor.”
He snorted, drawing a sharp look from the general.
“Sorry general.  That won’t work.  Khalea would turn anyone you sent into mincemeat.  You’ve seen me in battle, and I’m still not fully trained or grown.  My sister is five hundred years older than I am.  I’ll deal with her, when battle is met.”
The king asked, “Then will you have a chance?”
He frowned, “I have more magic than she does.  She has more control and experience.  I should be able to shield at least, from her magic, because I’m more powerful.  I have enough mastery to accomplish that.  It will come down to a physical fight and using the environment, which gives me a chance.  Either way, knowing their plan, we should be able to stop them at the border.”
Cinder’s eyes narrowed, but she didn’t speak.
The king nodded, “Continue watching them Cinder, we’ll meet here every morning to discuss any new information our spies or fire mage have uncovered, and we’ll adjust.”
They all split up.
Him and Shar were in a training room alone for his daily magic lesson.  Her voice was soft and compelling as she instructed him before casting his first spell.
“Imagine the strength flooding your muscles, the perception of your mind clarifying slowing the world around you.  Focus on those concepts as you cast the spell.  The spell doesn’t just make your muscles stronger, your body faster, but your mind and perceptions as well.  Without the latter, you’d be breaking everything and be running into things.”
He snorted, “I think I’ve got it.”
Shar said, “There is no component for this spell, your body is the component.  Many nature spells operate that way, while you might need iron to banish an earth elemental, or other things to effect the world around you in various ways, nature spells that operate on the body and mind use your own body and mind.
“It goes back to the truth about magic I taught you.  A part of a wizard’s spell is to shape that magic into the right frequency to match the spells magical sphere.  Having a component that matches the nature of the magic makes that easier for the wizard, so the spell consumes less of your mana.  With your innate talents in that direction through sorcery, you may even be able to overcome that need in time, but components will always make it easier.”
He nodded, they’d been collecting components since his training had started, he already had quite a stockpile of them in his armory.  Thanks to that, he’d never have to walk around with a satchel like most wizards and witches did, he could just shift the component he needed before casting the spell.
She said, “So, back to the spell.  Focus on your own body and the concepts.  The words alone will never be enough, the spell is just a process, though the words have power, and are necessary for anything greater than a cantrip.”
He sighed, “This spell will be handy when fighting my sister, was that your plan?”
Shar smirked, “I thought it prudent, you can bet she’ll be enhancing her own speed and strength, so I’ve been teaching you all the words of this specific spell.  It’s an odd one for an apprentice’s first, but necessary.  Shielding is just as important, but you can use water and earth sorcery to block her spells, instead of a counter spell.”
He nodded, it wouldn’t give him an edge in the coming battle, but it would take some of hers away.  He pushed that out of his mind, it would only do that if he could cast it.  He focused on the concepts to increase his speed, strength, and perception, to enhance his body.  One day he’d be able to do it directly with nature magic sorcery, but that day was a long way off.  His Shar may have just saved his life, or at least given him a better chance.
Sneaky demoness.
He started to cast the spell, the weirdly liquid and alien tongue felt strange falling from his lips, but he didn’t falter.  His head felt strange too, as he channeled his raw magic into the spell, and the spell formed its purpose even as it was transformed to nature magic.  He did have one advantage over other apprentice’s, his focus had been extremely well trained over the centuries of his childhood, and he was no stranger to magic, just spells and spell-forms.
That didn’t stop his first attempt from fizzling however.  He frowned when the spell form destabilized and fell apart.
“What’d I do wrong?”
She said, “Just try again.  Your focus needs to be balanced when casting a spell.  Between the component, the end result, and on the spell itself to maintain the spell form.  Failure to meet the minimum focus on any of those three things, and the spell will fail.”
He nodded. He must not have been focused enough on the spell forming.
He tried again, and again, and again, but continued to fail. 
Shar cast a monitoring spell that would allow her to see what was going on, and he tried again to the predictable failure.
Shar frowned, “You need to close down your bonds before casting a spell.  Small traces of life and water magic are corrupting the spell form.  It doesn’t take much to make things go wrong.”
He sighed, that meant he couldn’t shield himself while casting?  Well, he already knew he’d have to cast it right before battle was joined, he certainly couldn’t muster the focus during battle to cast a spell anyway.  Not without leaving himself wide open.
He tried again, that time blocking the bonds temporarily. 
The spell form was a lot steadier from the start, and as it solidified and sunk into his body. He felt strength and deep awareness flood his body and mind as it took effect.  He also felt the spell steadily draining a small amount of magic constantly to maintain it, while he opened his bonds back up.
“I’ve got it.”
Shar tilted her head and gave him a look.
He enunciated slowly, “I’ve.  Got.  It.”
She smirked, “I noticed.  Sorry about that, I’ve never trained an elder dragon in wizardry before, that’s a step no others would have to take.  Come to think of it, I’ve never trained anyone before.”
It was strange, her speech was entirely too slow.  He cut off the flow of magic feeding the spell form, and the strength and perception flooded out of his body, leaving him feeling wrung out and dull witted for a few seconds.
She said, “For the rest of the week, you should cast the spell and get used to fighting while enhanced.  You’ll want to be able to control it, and it will take a little time for your mind to adjust so you’re not constantly breaking things.  Like doors, walls, or castles.  I’ll also be teaching you more words of course.”
He nodded, “Thanks, love.  This should help.”
She smirked, “Need to keep my prey healthy and alive.”
He rolled his eyes, and she giggled.
She asked, “Tell me, Muranth, before we end our session for the day.  What’s the first thing that comes to mind about April?”
He frowned at her teasing question, but played along, “She’s my best friend, I love her like family.”
Sometimes more than that, but he couldn’t have that, and that didn’t make his statement untrue.
She grinned, “How about Nysa?”
“She’s fiercely loyal, incredibly intelligent, and I love her.”
She nodded, “The twins?”
He smirked, “Shy, sweet, and lovely.  Also, fiercely violent when any of us are in danger.  I love them too, I love all of you, and you all awe me in different ways.  You keep me on my toes, and you’re as wise as your unsurpassed beauty.  I love you.  What’s this about?”
She tilted her head with a lovingly teasing smile, “You didn’t mention life, water, or nature magic, nor spell craft.  I’d venture to say you didn’t even think of those things your bonded bring you.  Isn’t that interesting?”
Then she turned and walked out of the room.
He looked around for something to bang his head against.  What had been her point?
His women were all right outside the door, except for the princess and Cinder, not that the latter was one of his women.  He was about to follow Shar out to join them, when he remembered April wanted to talk to him alone.
“April?”
She appeared right in front of his face, which made him flinch back as she grinned mischievously at him.
“Imp.”
She snorted, “I’m not an imp.  I thought of something last night.  A way perhaps for you to avoid any bloodshed.  But it’s… risky.  Perhaps even riskier than fighting her on a battlefield during an active battle, but it would head off a lot of loss of life for no reason.  The armies might not even fight at all.”
He shook his head, “I’ve been trying to think of something ever since I found out.  What’d I miss?”
She smirked, “What are the oldest laws?  The laws that even trump the rules of a walkabout?”
He frowned, “The laws around a challenge.  But that won’t work, there are specific rules that prevent an unrecognized adult from entering into a challenge.  It was done that way so older but weaker dragons didn’t try to take out the competition before they were of age.  That’s why my sister doesn’t just attack me directly.”
She shook her head, “That was the intent, but technically not completely true.  The laws of challenge prohibit an adult from challenging a stronger but still growing into adulthood opponent.  But there’s no law against the reverse.  There was no need for one, since the idea of a juvenile challenging a full adult is… well, it’s crazy.”
He snorted, “True, but I’m going to have to fight her anyway.  I might as well try to take her out before the battle begins.  Then they won’t have to fight, though it could still go either way.”
She bit her lip, “Yes, except for two things.  In a challenge your bonded can’t assist you, and the laws of challenge override all rules and restrictions in a walkabout.”
He froze as the meaning of her words sunk in.  If he tried to stop the slaughter, and challenged his sister before the armies engaged, he couldn’t depend on Shar and the others to help him take her down.  He also wouldn’t be fighting with swords, without the walkabout restrictions getting in the way, they’d be fighting in their true forms, with breath, claws, and teeth.
He’d have little choice, if he challenged her then she would surely turn, and he’d have no choice but to match her or be destroyed out of hand.
But it was a lot riskier.  He’d be honor bound to make sure the others didn’t help him take her down, which in truth was probably his best hope of taking her down and not dying.  Was maybe saving the lives of a couple of thousand humans worth that risk?  Worth the sharper chances for him to lose everything?
Probably not, chances were the armies would fight anyway, but he wasn’t a coward, and it was his fault it was happening in the first place.  Not his fault really, but he was why his sister was doing it.  It would also shame his sister and extricate himself from an interkingdom conflict he had no business being a part of.  Plus, his beloved wife cared deeply for her kingdom and the people in it, and he himself felt protective over them to a certain extent.
He would do it, now he just had to convince his bonded that it was a good idea.
“I’m sorry, April.  I have to try.  I’ll bring it up at the next meeting.”
He was sorry, because it was clear April didn’t want him to do it. She’d just done her duty in bringing the idea to him, and she feared for him.  It was what it was.




Chapter Nineteen

It’d been a busy day, and it was shortly after dinnertime.  Instead of sating his women in the princess’s suite, he’d agreed to talk to Cinder first in private, who’d been unusually quiet all day long.  He was in his own suite, alone with her, while his monsters and succubus were guarding the princess in Cinder’s stead. 
The phoenix truly was stunning.  Her fiery red hair and orange ochre eyes were framed and set around and in a beautiful aristocratic face.  Her sharp cheekbones and strong nose adding to her beauty and her full ruby lips were rather distracting.  She had a long graceful neck, and the rest of her five foot eight body was a perfectly proportioned hourglass.
She was neither sumptuous, nor athletic, nor willowy, but perfectly average with lovely soft curves.  Her breasts were heart shaped, and possibly a little more generous in size than his princess and demoness.  She had deliciously long legs that were mostly in view below her short and sexy red robes, and she had a tight pear-shaped ass to die for. 
She’d been driving him crazy for days, as both her flirting and tauntingly insulting challenges had grown ever more outrageous. 
She was also in his personal space, and his instincts warred between stepping back, punching her in the face, or closing the distance to nothing and fucking her into submission.  Mostly that last one, if he was honest with himself, but he didn’t need another bonded, even if her fire would make it easier to act as a fire sorcerer, without the interim candle lightning cantrip.
She drove him crazy, and she wasn’t even doing anything but standing a bit too close in that moment.
He did none of those things, and asked, “What’s this about, Cinder?”
He froze, as she reached out and put a hand on his chest.  It was warm, and far from unpleasant, her eyes were both bold and nervous.
She said sultrily, “I think we have a… cultural misunderstanding.”
He smirked, “Do tell.  And here I thought it was all about you being a female and mysterious.”
She snickered, “I don’t know how elder dragons do it, but for my kind when were attracted to a potential mate, the females challenge and seduce them in equal measure.  Insults and antagonism can get the blood flowing, if you know what I mean.”
His mind short circuited with a powerful surge of lust and desire, and he clenched his jaw to exercise control over it.  She’d been acting exactly that way for the last five of the eight days since she’d joined him, escalating every day.  She drove him insane.
He said, “I… truth?”
She smirked, “This should be good.”
He laughed, “I thought you were fucking with me, I got your signals but…   Our kind are like oil and water.  We’re controlling and possessive, your kind are free and wild.”
She scowled, “Are you saying you don’t want me?”
He shook his head and sighed, “Not at all, I’ve been wanting to bond and claim you for days now.  I know you care about me, and I’m growing to care for you too, this isn’t just lust.  But it’s complicated.”
She sniffed, “Not that complicated.  I’ll always be what you see before you, always tempt you and be what I am.  I’ll always challenge you with what I am and my mind, but my heart very much wants to be possessed by you, to be owned by you, and this body would be yours and yours alone.  This isn’t about a wild and taboo one-night stand for me either.  This is the cultural misunderstanding thing I was talking about.”
He was overwhelmed with another surge of lust as her words sunk in.  All his worries about bonding and claiming her had been for nothing.  A lack of knowledge of her culture and her very essence.  He’d been worried it would never work. He’d been worried she’d been fucking with him and would never want to submit to a bond.
He couldn’t have been more wrong, her eyes were burning with the need to be taken, as much as he wanted to make her his.
The only other objection in his mind was that he didn’t need another bonded.  He was more than set that way, and he had what he needed to finish his walkabout.  He also had more than enough to sate his enhanced libido and need to sate his lust.  All his other bonded he’d taken in self-defense anyway, and his original plan had been to use cantrips to access all the other sorcerous magics.  He’d never taken one simply because he wanted her.
Of course, that’s when his earlier and very strange conversation with Shar entered his mind, and thankfully prevented him from saying any of that to Cinder as an objection to the idea.
When he thought of his bonded lovers, the last thing he thought of was the advantage of their bonded magic.  He loved them, and wanted them for them, for how they enriched his life.  His succubus was even wiser than he’d given her credit for, had she seen this conversation with Cinder coming?
Of course she had, the playful demoness probably had it all figured out two seconds after Cinder asked for this private conversation.
He realized in that moment that he’d confused his need to control his instincts, with his deep desires to claim Cinder.  He’d fought against it, thinking it was weakness, but it truly wasn’t.  He wanted her as his mate, the fire connection would come in useful, but that wasn’t what it was about at all.  It wasn’t about power, instincts, or weakness.
It was about her, how bright she shined, and how she drove him crazy.  How he needed to claim her, and to make her his bonded mate along with the others.  It wasn’t just about sex, he knew the difference, it’d been easy to push down his lust and attraction for most women that caught his eye, his connection to Cinder was already deeper than that.
A low growl rose in his throat, as he let the lust free along with his frustrated affection and all the other conflicting emotions Cinder engendered in him.  He felt his body respond powerfully to the fiery Phoenix and her lovely feminine and burning scent, once he stopped fighting what he wanted.
It’d taken a moment for him to work through all that, and he saw the anger on her face as she pulled her hand off his chest and started to turn away.  He’d been thinking way too long for her liking, obviously.
Hell if he was letting her get away.
His hand snapped out and gripped her wrist before it went very far at all, and her eyes widened with shocked desire and anger as he pulled her body forward into his arms.  He held her firmly, and then grinned cheekily at her when she failed to wiggle out of his grasp.  His other hand gripped the back of her neck forcefully, and he kissed her passionately.
He moaned deeply in her mouth, and his cock was already pressed against her stomach through their clothes.  He chuckled as she tried to twist his way out of his grasp, and he held her even more firmly and kissed her harder.
She bit his lip, hard.  Apparently, he hadn’t been forgiven yet, for his hesitation.
He growled and swatted her tightly supple pear-shaped ass firmly, “Mine,” in a tone that told her he wouldn’t be denied.
She gasped and her eyes widened with angry lust, then she was kissing him wildly, and let out a desperate little moan into his mouth as her body ground against his.  She was completely overwhelming, the taste of her lips and tongue dueling with his made his cock twitch against her, which made her grind her body against him again.  She was a wild thing, would never be fully tamed, but she would be his.
He shifted away his armor as his hand let her wrist go and tore her robes open.  He moaned into her mouth as she nipped his lip and ground their bodies together one more time, that time skin to skin.  Her body was hot, both literally and figuratively, she felt like an oven of supple silk against him.  Not so hot he was burned, but her skin and body were definitely warmer than a normal woman’s.
His cock twitched hard, as he wondered what the inside of her heaven would feel like.
Their kiss didn’t lose an ounce of passion, but it did become slightly softer and sweeter, more lingering, as he released his tight grip around the back of her neck, and then pushed the robe off her shoulders so she was completely naked.  Her body was supple, perfect, and her generous breasts pert and tight.  Her nipples were very large, proud on her soft and supple globes, and strained a dark brownish red.
That’s when she tried to knee him in the balls while the lust and desire burned in her eyes.  He wasn’t ready for it, but he managed to get his knee up barely in time to block hers.  He growled and grabbed her by the throat, and then pushed her back firmly into the bed.
She had a wide wicked smile on her face, as if daring him to try taking her.  That’s when he realized her desperately heated kiss hadn’t been a surrender, not exactly. She’d just been overwhelmed with her lust in that moment, from his firm swat on her ass and his determination.
She truly wanted, perhaps even needed, to be fucked into submission.  To be taken and won, to be fought and defeated.  It was in her nature as a monster, she wanted him to conquer her, to take her, to bond her, but only if he was strong enough to do so.  Perhaps a monstrous instinct so only a mate stronger than her could claim her.
Similar to Nysa in a way, he’d had to defeat her to earn her subservience as well.  Just because they weren’t in a fight for their life, didn’t mean she’d come entirely willingly or easily, no matter how much she wanted to be his.
He had to take her, and that’s exactly what he was going to do.  That’s what his instincts demanded of him, to fuck this beautiful and fiery monster into submission, and claim her as his own.
He moved forward and bent slightly as if to crawl onto the bed, but much like any battle, and that moment between them was a battle, he was just feinting.
She gasped as his hands shot forward and gripped her ankles like steel clamps.  She screamed bloody murder when he laughed at her as he twisted his arms and flipped her onto her stomach.  A sharp tug of her ankles as she tried to get up on her hands, made her fall flat on the bed on her stomach.
He growled as he slid her ass to the edge of the bed, and then threw her legs down and moved forward.  He slapped her ass hard, since that’d worked so well last time, and she froze for a split second.  Long enough for him to pin her legs to the side of the bed with his body, pin her lower back to the mattress with his left hand, while reaching out and fisting her bright fiery red hair around his hand.
Her hair was even silkier and finer than it appeared to be, and her tight pear-shaped ass was a work of art.
She let out a little gasp of dirty pleasure, but then screamed in outrage at being so easily outmaneuvered, and he spanked her hard once more before pinning her back and spearing her from behind.
They both gasped in pleasure.  His long and thick cock stretched out her incredibly hot and snug sex, and even with her copious liquid arousal he barely sunk in two inches.  She was hot and almost painfully tight around his sensitive head.
He knew that the wild and fiery phoenixes were hardly chaste before finding their permanent mates, which meant either her body was extremely supple and quick to recover and kept her tight, or she’d had nothing but small dicks in her up until that point.  She wasn’t virgin tight, but even his Stephanie’s snug and tight young body after just a couple of weeks of sex wasn’t as snug as the heaven he was pushing into in that moment.
He sawed his body violently, sinking his cock another inch or so with every stroke, until their bodies were flush.
She said, “Fuck, I’ve never felt so full, your hitting spots in my I didn’t know existed.  I’ve been wanting that monster in me ever since I saw it.”
That comment, besides feeding his ego, also told him it was the latter.  She was so tight because she’d never had someone his size before, or it could be a mixture of both.  Phoenixes were extremely long lived, and they healed quickly.
He smirked, “I’m sorry I waited so long.  You’re so hot, and tight.  You feel so good, right where you belong, wrapped around my cock.  Pleasuring me,” he taunted.  Mostly, it was a taunt only because his words were nothing but truth.  His lust was overwhelming him, and that’s where Cinder belonged, her silken labia split by his cock as her body warmed and pleasured his cock.
She wiggled and tried to escape, but she had no leverage at all.  Of course, she could turn his cock to ash, and probably the rest of him as well, but phoenix mating fights must not include their magic.  Then she sighed almost joyfully, as if very pleased she couldn’t escape.  She arched her back and lifted her ass as she did the best that she could to grind back against him.  Her graspingly tight and hot sex felt amazing around him.  Not better, but the extra heat certainly made it unique and intense for him as she milked his sensitive skin hard.
He let out a moan, and he ground her right back.
She fluttered around him and then settled around him snugly, her body getting used to his rude entrance, and his over average length and girth.  She let out a pained gasp and convulsed around him violently.  A gasp that turned into a naughty and sensuous sigh as he spanked her hard again.
His Cinder really liked to be spanked, perhaps even more than his depraved succubus did.
He pulled her hair back more firmly, raising her head off the mattress as he spanked her one more time and finally started to stroke inside of her hot and tight body.  The moist friction along his sensitive shaft and even more sensitive bulbous head was mind-blowing as he extended the depth and speed of his strokes until he was long-stroking her with the full length of his cock.
The physical pleasure was incredible, but it was her squirming and wild panting gasps, along with her uninhibited sounds of pleasure, and the sultry tone in those sounds that drove him to greater efforts.  His Cinder was wild, and he was almost sure this wasn’t the last time they’d be wrestling in bed.  Even after he’d claimed her, a part of her would remain untamed and wild.
They both raced headlong toward completion.  Her body was almost too pleasurable, so tight, so hot, and the slick silken friction so intense as her tight passage milked his skin firmly with every stroke.  Her slick walls seemed to conform and squeeze around every vein and ridge, and she was also incredibly passionate and worked his cock hard with her floor muscles.
He was out of his mind with need, lust, and the growing euphoria flowing through his body from where they were connected, that he lost his control as soon as she cried and started to cum around him.  Her sex convulsed, milked, and flooded his cock with her liquid satiation, and he felt his balls tighten and grunted deeply as he surrendered to the pleasure of their joining.
His cock surged powerfully, and pulsed deep inside of her, painting her hot walls with his life-giving seed.  As he started to come down, his magic surged from his core unbidden, and dove into her body and mind.
Her will rose to fight his, and she felt like an out of control conflagration as she tried to consume his will and mind.  He stood firmly with focus, a strong wall of will and unbending determination as he surrounded that inferno and crushed it firmly.  It fought against him wildly, but he was patient, and all at once she broke and submitted to him as the bond was set.
He said victoriously, “Mine.”
She giggled sultrily, and agreed, “Yours.”
He pulled out, and crawled onto the bed, and then pulled her into him.  There was no fight in her, she conformed her body against his side with a sigh of contented pleasure.
He accused, “You’re going to drive me nuts, every day, aren’t you?”
She snickered, “Count on it.”
He laughed.
She said, “I won’t fight you anymore though, my heart and body belong to you, my mate.  Well, at least not seriously fight you anyway.”
He snorted, “Seriously fight?”
She smirked, “I won’t go for the balls.  But it’ll be fun to see who winds up on top most often when we twist up the sheets,”
He laughed harder than last time.
She blushed, “I’m more like the succubus than the others, sometimes I’ll want to rock your world, and power games in bed can be fun.  I’ll never be a breathless servant, but I’ll always belong to you.”
He nodded, “I understand.”
He did, that, and the banter would continue as well as she tried his patience, though he wasn’t quite sure what form it would take yet.  He was happy, and her bond felt like a raging sun.  That gave him an idea, but he’d think it through later.  He’d bonded her for the joy of her, and the way she challenged him and made him feel, but he wouldn’t turn away the advantages that brought him either.
She said, “I suppose I’ll need to tell the truth now, at least to the princess.  She is part of us, and one of my co-mates.  It would be… wrong, to keep what I truly am a secret from her.”
He hadn’t thought that far ahead, but he agreed with her, “True.”
She smirked, and said sultrily, “Later.  I want some more of this first.”
Her hand found a partially deflated cock, so she winked at him and licked her lips, before kissing her way down his body.  Apparently, she was going to get him ready for round two, and her mouth was even hotter than her pussy, and wonderfully wet and pleasurable…
None of his ladies, human, demoness, or monster, looked at all surprised when he showed up in the princess’s suite with Cinder, naked.  He gave Shar a subtle nod of thanks, no doubt the demoness had filled in the rest of them on her suspicions, since not even the princess was surprised by him adding another concubine.
It also meant he now had six women to sate, twice a day, though the morning orgy would make that easier since they all helped each other out too save the princess.  He wasn’t sure what the practical limit would be there, but he really hoped it didn’t come up again.  He had more than any one man, or dragon, deserved that way as it was.  He also wasn’t complaining, but there was only so much time in the day.
Cinder told the princess what she was, and it went pretty well actually.  She also left it up to the princess on whether to tell anyone else, like her father.  She didn’t seem to overly care which way Stephanie went with it.
He supposed that was because she was his now, and his to take care of.  She didn’t have to worry about being run off, or even the crown no longer hiring her to provide her a living.  She was his, and she’d never want for anything if he had his way.
After that, they all gave into their baser natures and needs.  It had surprised and delighted him just how much his princess seemed to enjoy being watched and watching him with the others.  Of course, it wasn’t all at once.  One of them had to guard the suites, the twins or one of the others were with April in his rooms, while the rest of them were in the princess’s bed as they switched things around as the night progressed.
He was so damned spoiled.  He was also confident enough to realize that so were they…




Chapter Twenty

The rest of the week passed quickly.  He took care of his bonded mates, April, and practiced his sorcery magic, and also his one spell.  They continued to have daily meetings, but nothing really changed on that front, and they had their plan.
No one, not even the king, had been happy to hear his plan.  To challenge his sister before battle broke out.  They were all worried about him, but they agreed not to interfere when the time came.  The hope was his fight with his sister would awe and terrify the enemy army enough that they’d abandon the plan if he won, and of course if he lost the fight and his succubus was banished then they’d have no more valid reason to continue it.
Realistically however, they had an army on the border, and he knew the emperor would be tempted to use it anyway.
The enemy started their march north a day late, but other than that Cinder’s intelligence through spying was flawless.  No doubt she’d been listening to their strategy sessions through the candles or lanterns in the area.
It was also when he’d had to say goodbye to his princess for the duration, and they went down to the fort.  The fort was made up of stone fortified walls, surrounding basic barracks and small cottages for the officers and nobles involved.
The wizards and witches that accompanied them fortified the walls with magical protections that would slow down the two enemy earth sorcerers and five wizards.  He hoped it all turned out to be unnecessary, but they had to prepare for the worst just in case his plans to stop it all came to naught.
The men who volunteered to man the watch towers to the east and west of the fort were given orders to abandon their posts at the first sign of trouble.  They didn’t want to throw away any lives, but they had to make the enemy believe their plans were working to draw in their main force so he could them surprise them.
His training continued for those last few days, and he also worked on wielding his fire sorcery using Cinder instead of a spell.  Every little bit counted.  He tried to stay positive, and not worry his bonded, but he was a realist and the plan was extremely risky.  He hated to even admit it to himself, but their loving as he sated their lust and his on that last morning was tinged with desperation.
The enemy was sighted mid-morning on the fifth day after they’d started their march north.  The thousand solider legion marched in twenty lines of fifty soldiers, the supply wagons and carriages for the prince and magic users trundling behind.  He knew based on their plans they’d immediately setup and attack, they wouldn’t be making camp at all.  Their plan was to decimate the fort and blow by it and head straight to the city.
It was time to act.
Shar kissed him passionately, which started a procession as he kissed all of his bonded mates.  He even felt April’s light touch on his ear, as she whispered good luck in a forced mischievous and joyful voice.
He grunted, and he refused to succumb to doubts and fear, or even acknowledge the worry in their kisses and touches.  If anything, his bravery and bloodlust in battle ensured the opposite.  He leapt off the wall boldly using his water magic to soften the fifty-foot fall, and then started to walk forward.
At two hundred feet he looked behind him.  The enemy was still at least a quarter mile away when he abandoned his human form for the first time since he’d arrived on this world.  His body blurred and shifted as he grew at a tremendous rate. 
His head raised above the trees, held aloft on his long sinewy neck, his body was larger than he expected, almost twice the size of the lesser dragons he’d faced.  The increase in his bonded must’ve accelerated his rate of growth.  He still wasn’t fully adult sized however, and he knew his sister’s massive form would dwarf his by almost half again.
He was at least a hundred and fifty feet long, not counting his neck and head, or his long tail.  His wings flared out to a hundred and fifty feet from tip to tip, and it felt good to stretch and move in his true body.  His hearing was incredibly sensitive, and he could hear the gasps and exclamations of the soldiers back in the fort.  He grinned a draconic grin, they’d never see their prince the same way again, although if he survived the challenge he’d be barred from his true form for the remainder of the walkabout.  It was only a true challenge, elder dragon, to elder dragon, that could suspend those rules at all.  Something he never imagined happening.
His bright and polished silver scales reflected and gleamed brightly in the sunlight.  His claws were the size of wagons, and his mouth large enough to swallow a horse whole. 
He’d been worried about his emotional shift in his form, wondering if he would still feel an instinctive need to protect the soldiers behind him, and the people of Uradia.  He’d thought he wouldn’t, but he’d been wrong.
No, he didn’t take his human instincts with him.  It was simply because one of his bonded mates was Princess Stephanie.  She was his, he loved her still and always would, but she also belonged to him.  She was his to protect, to possess, and to take care of.
As was everything she owned and cared for. 
The people of Uradia were just an extension of herself to his draconic mind, she was above them, and would one day rule them.  She wished for them to flourish, and for them to be protected from the world’s evils, and for that reason so did he.  They were all his, through her.  It was also a bit more than that, though he didn’t feel a direct need to protect them human instincts engendered, or that sense of herd inclusion in his instincts, he did remember it, and he understood the humans much better than he had the first time he’d taken their form.
He took a quick moment to cast the spell, filling his body with greater speed and strength, as well as faster and more focused perception.  He couldn’t do so beforehand, the spell needed to match his body, and the shift would’ve destroyed it anyway.
He flapped his wings powerfully, and he leapt up into the sky with a challenging roar.  The quarter mile was eaten up in a handful of seconds, and he breathed in powerfully as his magic flowed, and he released a thick rope of lightning from his mouth that scored the ground fifty feet from the enemy’s front line.  Dirt exploded into the air as his lightning dug a shallow trench the length of the enemy’s lines.
The already faltering march at his appearance, stopped dead at his display of power, as he once again roared in challenge.  Of course, he’d just wanted to scare them as he released his roaring challenge.  He couldn’t actually fight them in this form, not without drawing the ire of his whole race.  His change of form was for one reason, and one reason only, to challenge and destroy his sister.
No self-respecting dragon could resist the challenge he’d just delivered, and it wasn’t long before he saw the young woman with his hair and eyes run from one of the wagons, and shift.
He channeled two more streams of magic and formed a water and earth shield tightly around his draconic body.  He hoped that would be enough to counter her magic, and his enhancements would match closely enough with hers.  If it did, the fight would come down to tooth and claw.  Her magic was much more advanced than his, but his was stronger, it had to work.  Or he was already dead.
She finished shifting, and he felt the rage in his chest explode, as her golden scales shone like the sun.  Her return roar accepting the challenge was rabid with hatred, and already tinged with victory as if he’d just played right into her hands.  A stream of fire exploded out of her mouth, leading her way as she launched into the sky.
Perhaps he had played into her plans, but he’d make the traitorous bitch regret it.
They circled each other as they rode the air currents higher in the sky.  Her golden body covered with bright golden scales was as he’d feared, half again as large as he was.  Size wasn’t everything, but it did make her naturally stronger.  He’d have to avoid brute force tactics, or she’d win by virtue of strength alone.
She said, “You’re a fool, I never imagined you’d be stupid enough to challenge me directly.  My hands are untied, and I will see your end this day.”
He almost told her of her disgrace, just to piss her off, but if he died then he needed her to go home if she was to be punished.  Warning her would be foolish, and she’d just live a life in voluntary exile on one of the endless middle planes.  Perhaps even this one, to be a thorn in the side of the people he cared about.  That was something he couldn’t countenance.
He said as insulting as possible, “I need not fear such a conniving coward, who has less control over her instincts than a mindless hatchling.”
He pissed her off alright, but she didn’t lose control.  He felt a bit awed actually, as her magic rose and formed into a tight spiral of air and fire magic more powerful than the sum of its parts.  The air supporting and greatly increasing the fire as it lanced from her and struck his water and earth shields.  He grunted as the demand on his shields rose twenty-fold and magic left him in a torrent as the earth snuffed the powerful fire even as the water put it out.
He said, “You’ll have to do better than that, Khalea,” in a voice much calmer than he felt.  He was more powerful, but focus mattered too.  The more powerful the focus, the less magic consumed for the task, and she’d almost made up the difference with her much greater experience and completed magical training.
On the other side of things, he felt a surge of confidence that his plan might just work.  Almost wasn’t good enough after all, she wouldn’t be taking him out anytime soon with magic.
She seemed to come to the same conclusion, and she roared as she let out a blast of her fire breath.  She disappeared behind her own pluming fire, and he dodged with a sharp bank to the right to dodge the anticipated attack.  Just not fast enough.  He grunted as he felt her sharp claws dig along his side, as he twisted in midair and kicked out with his own back claws. 
His claws barely damaged her thick chest scales, which were much stronger than the ones along their flanks.  But it was enough to kick her off him and swerve into a circle.  He channeled more magic while tugging on his bond with April, and life magic flooded his body and his bleeding side closed up quickly.
Her reach was better than his, and she’d been able to get to his more vulnerable spots when he’d been stuck with her leg or stronger protected chest.  He considered what she might do next as they once again circled each other, both of them filled with angry rage and determination. 
He roared and released a lightning bolt right at her face.  It coruscated harmlessly around her scales, but it also blinded her for a moment, and he swooped up at her vulnerable belly.
She dodged quickly, not about to fall for the same trick she’d just used on him, but his whipping claw did manage to rip through her wing.  It was barely an annoyance however, and the wing closed up quickly as she healed herself.
He fought defensively and looked for a weakness as they exchanged fast blows and shallow wounds that were quickly healed.  It felt like they’d been fighting for hours, and that’s when he realized she was just a better fighter than he was too.  His only advantage was stronger magic.
The problem was when he tried to attack her with simple fire, earth, water, or air attacks she fended them off easily.  His mastery was just starting, his attacks like a blunt hammer, while though weaker her magic was much more sophisticated, and he couldn’t beat her with magic any more than she could beat his.  Shields were easy to master, to match her, but attacks were quite different.
Then it happened, he was just a bit too slow to dodge, and his sister crashed into his back with her claws leading.  The two foreclaws dug into his shoulders, while her back claws worked on severing his wings.  He felt a surge of panic and raging hatred, if she took his wings off it was over.  They’d grow back with his life magic, but not in seconds like the sealing of his other wounds, it would take hours.
He twisted wildly and roared in pain as the talons deep in his shoulders were torn away sending gouts of his blood spraying over both of them.  His back legs lunged forward and his claws sunk into her sensitive and unprotected stomach, and he slashed down her with a wicked kick.
She dove to change the angle, and she gripped his back legs powerfully in her own back claws.  Her front claws dug into his own stomach and ripped down, as she roared in anger and hit him in the face at point blank range with her fire breath.
He was as about as immune to her fire as she was to his lightning breath, but the eyes were a lot more sensitive and they took some damage before he could close them.  He struggled to break free of her grip as they plummeted toward the ground, even as he channeled and transmuted life magic to heal the wounds in his belly she was making over and over again.
He couldn’t escape though. He’d let her grapple him, had been too slow, and she was stronger than he was, and half again as large.
Her huge wings snapped out at the last moment, and slowed them considerably, but not enough to make the landing pleasant as his back slammed into the ground as she landed on him.  Their bodies slid around the ground for almost two hundred feet, as the ridges of his silver scales cut a long ditch into the field.
She had him pinned, and no matter how wildly he moved he couldn’t break her grip.  She tried to close her jaws around his throat, but his sinewy neck dodged her once, twice, and a third time.
She growled, “Submit now, and I’ll make your death merciful, or I can continue carving into your stomach until you run out of magic.  You’re finished.”
He took in a deep breath, which made her laugh.  He couldn’t blame her, since his lighting wouldn’t do shit to her.  Except, at the same time he tugged on Cinder’s bond and channeled the largest stream of magic that he could.
Then he transmuted it, changed the frequency, but not to normal sorcerous fire, but to phoenix fire.  It was the thought he’d had, and it was a thing of desperation.  A last resort when all his other efforts to kill his sister had failed.  He was no more immune to it than his sister, as he breathed out not lightning, but liquid phoenix fire.
The moisture in his mouth boiled and he felt like someone set his head on fire, but the liquid fire didn’t actually touch his body, it just burned him badly merely by being so near to him.  What had she said?  It felt like he’d put his mouth around the sun.
His sister on the other hand, got her face covered in it.
He was a little worried about it dripping down on his chest, but it stuck to her head and the hardened scales on her face started to drip and run under the adhering liquid fire.
She roared in agony, and she flinched away from the excruciating pain.  Enough so that he was able to rip his back claws out of her tight hold, and then dig it deeply into her stomach.
He didn’t have time to rip her to death any more than she had of him.  He feared she’d recover and heal herself long before he could finish it that way. So, he channeled yet more magic and transmuted it to water magic while routing it through his body and out of his clawed back legs.  Dug deeply into her stomach, it completely bypassed her protective shields and flooded her body from the tips of his buried claws.
That wouldn’t last long, she’d adjust and toss his magic out, but she wasn’t fast enough.  He couldn’t blame her, considering how agonizing it must be to have her maw melting, and her eyes blinded by phoenix fire.  He imagined she couldn’t focus enough in that moment to sneeze, much less direct magic.
He focused and gripped all the water on her insides, and then he ripped it away in several directions at once with all his power.
Khalea’s body exploded into raining viscera, blood, bone, and scale.
His roar of victory split the sky, and he flooded his body with more life magic to heal his burns, and his ripped open stomach.  There were other pains and bruises that fled as well, and his head cleared as the pain receded.
He roared as he took off into the sky, using the cleaning cantrip to make his shining silver scales spotless instead of covered with blood and hanging viscera.  He landed in front of the enemy army, which hadn’t moved an inch and had been watching their battle unfold, and he let out a threatening roar.
Then he shifted, and he shrunk to human form.  He proceeded to glare at them all, as if daring them to attack him.  This was the second half of the plan, to intimidate a whole army into running away.  Honestly, he thought he had a pretty good chance of winning if they attacked him.  The soldiers would fall like wheat, and he knew his ladies were in position by now to take on the wizards and sorcerers if need be.
At the very least, he’d be able to fight a retreat back to the fort.  Next to his sister in her true form, these non-magical human soldiers were nothing.  Not with earth shields and water shields to assist him.
An older looking gentleman walked out of the formation and approached.
The old man cleared his throat, “We’ll be pulling back.  The prince collapsed when the gold dragon died.  We had no idea she wasn’t human, and we suspect she had the prince under her spell.  I don’t know what the emperor will decide, but we won’t be fighting today.”
He nodded, “Since you’ve yet to violate Uradia’s border, I see no reason to push for terms.  You may withdraw in peace.  I’d suggest you be convincing when explaining what you saw today, I will not be so forgiving next time you threaten what is ours.”
Well, when you bluffed, you should bluff big.
The old man swallowed, and then nodded firmly as he turned around, and shouted out orders to start the march home.
He didn’t celebrate yet, he had no doubt that as soon as the army was out of visual range, they’d stop and have one of the wizards get instructions.  He hoped for the best, but they may have just put off the battle for a single day.




Epilogue

“I think I’m more worn out now than I was after that battle,” he said ruefully.
Six wickedly amused female giggles rose up around him.  They’d worn his ass out, but he’d done a number on them as well, and they were completely sated for the moment.  It was two days after the battle, since he’d taken down his sister, and his princess had been quite firm about him needing a ‘rest’ as soon as he arrived.
Of course, rest was a euphemism for the fact she wanted him in her bed.  Even the king looked a little amused and agreed to put off the debriefing until he’d had a chance to rest up.
Stephanie was curled into his left side, and Cinder on the right.  His three nymphs and succubus were in a pile next to them.  It was a dirty job keeping them all sated and happy, but he was looking forward to doing it daily for the next several thousand years.
Stephanie said, “So, the emperor contacted us via magic yesterday.  He still wants that trade treaty and to deepen our good relations, even without the marriage.  I think you shook him badly, and Uradia will be at peace until it’s time for you to take me home.”
That was true, but they’d need to be ready for both Daca and the Elves come that time.  He wasn’t too worried, they had plenty of time to make sure their great great grandchildren were ready for it.
He smiled at that last, “Except for the monsters.”
She giggled, “Yes, except for those.  I imagine you’ll handle those just fine.  I’m glad I wasn’t there, the illusion of the fight I saw was hard enough to watch.”
Cinder smirked, “He was lucky he didn’t cook his own brain.  Don’t try that again.”
He laughed, “I don’t plan to.  I knew it’d be dangerous to duplicate your breath weapon, that’s why I didn’t do it until I was out of options.  I also didn’t try to kill her with it, just enough to melt her face off and gain the upper hand.”
If he’d tried, it would’ve killed them both.
Stephanie nibbled on his ear, then whispered sultrily, “Are you sure your wiped out, love?”
He groaned, and she giggled naughtily.
She said, “Good, because I’m not entirely sure I can walk right now.”
He snorted.
He still had a lot to learn, and he had to finish his rise into adulthood as an elder dragon.  But, he was well on his way to mastering his darker instincts already, not to mention filling his treasury, and growing in magical competence.  It wouldn’t be easy of course, it was all hard work, but with his sister out of the way, and no wars in sight, maybe he could relax for a little while and slow down just a tad.
Well, right after they’d finished the circuit, and then they could teleport for daily missions.  He wasn’t going to fill up his treasury while sitting on his ass, after all.
He snorted at his own thoughts, so much for relaxing.
Still, he was already well controlled.  He’d also be returning home to be king, and he considered the advantages of having a bonded human and phoenix while he did so.  Maybe he could broker some kind of peace between those three races, instead of just protecting their territory and eating anything that came into range.  Not to mention keeping his water nymph and dryad offspring safe.
He bet his princess would be bored out of her mind in an Aerie, but what if he put her in charge of human relations.  Same for his pain in the ass and crazy phoenix, for her people.
He’d see, it was a long way off regardless.
Cinder asked sultrily, “Get enough rest yet?”
He laughed, and then spanked her ass hard.
She moaned softly in a very naughty way, and then started kissing her way down his body to get him ready for some more.
Damn, he really should’ve thought that through, before he swatted her ass like that.  For Cinder that was just encouragement.  Still, her lips and hot breath felt damned good on his body.
Then he sighed in pleasure as her hot mouth wrapped around him and she worked his cock with lips, tongue, and throat with a devotion that took his breath away.
Stephanie’s sweet little gasp and very hot kiss after watching for a moment was the trigger that had him fully ready.
Still, he was wiped out, and didn’t argue when the gorgeous firebird mounted his cock and he sunk deep into her warm flesh.  He hissed in pleasure.  Fuck, that felt good.
Between Stephanie’s hot kiss, Cinder working his cock with her snug sex, and then the rising sounds of teasing and kissing from his other four bonded, he was as hard as he’d ever gotten before.
He snorted internally, what the fuck was he complaining about?
He got to work pleasuring all of them, one more time…
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Marcus, an ancient vampire, finds himself moved to another world where suddenly he is alive again, and magic is a known and powerful danger.  No longer a vampire and dealing with emotions he hasn’t felt in over a millennium, will he be able to start a new life?  This series is now complete.
Necromancer Chronicles – Book one is The Necromancer. 
Vincent is a necromancer and has an even darker secret. Feared by the rest of the supernatural community he lives on his own, often struggling with his powers, and how to use them. But change is coming, and he will soon find himself dragged into the middle of a suspicious and untrusting community.
Anise is a sorceress, but she has secrets of her own. She is an ancient being, who has walked the earth for time immemorial. She lives in a never ending cycle of life, forever watching those she dares to care about age and die. But she is about to find something new that will offer her hope, if she can live long enough to find it.
Cytherean Chronicles – Book one is Flame of Cytherea. 
This two book series follows the chosen champion of a goddess, brought to her world and healed after he was mortally wounded on Earth.  At first Justin is a little lost, not knowing anything about the world he finds himself in or even why he is there.
Ashley’s Tale – This two book series follows the tale of a woman with unique parentage in a world greatly different from our own Earth.  It is twenty-five years in the future, and the supernatural have long since been exposed.  Ashley must struggle with her conflicting nature to find a balance, and her hidden power, as she is taken unwillingly into an extraordinary destiny.
Ashley’s Daughters – This three book trilogy is about Ashley’s three daughters.  It’s about a new world of dragons, and a second new world of human mages and all the fallout involved.  Of course, it’s also about them finding love, and their place in the worlds.  It starts about twenty-eight years after the end of Ashley’s tale.
Sentient – This is the standalone book following an artificial intelligence from an advanced race, a man who comes back from war a little broken, along with diverse others as the Earth itself is put into danger as they are dragged into an interstellar war against their will.
Sentient: Evolution – This is a sequel to the stand alone book Sentient.  It takes place a thousand years later, when Aide finds herself alone and broken, yet still following her programming.  Others join her as a new menace approaches, one that makes the Sthellan look like a great neighbor in comparison.
Will Aide be able to recover and rise to a new challenge?  She’s been alive too long, she must either evolve, or wither away, if only she could bring herself to care…
More books and series can be found on my author’s page at amazon.com/author/drrosier
The Dragon Slayer and the…
This is a series of novelettes in a unique world, each story will be different characters with HEA endings.  These will be about eighty pages long and priced appropriately.  The first book, The Dragon Slayer and the Princess, is now available:
Sir Lance Spears, Baron, knight dragon hunter, has been hunting dragons for ten years. It’s what he’s dedicated his life too, eradicating the dragons that destroy human villages and see humans as prey. 

He’s also been alone for ten years, and tired of the women of the peerage that see nothing of him, only of his titles and money. Not to mention, they all play the courtly game and faint at his feet. That’s not what he wants. He wants a challenging intelligent woman who will help make life interesting. 

He should have been more careful about what he wished for, as his life is about to become very complicated as nothing seems to make sense about his next dragon hunt. It doesn’t fit in his world view as he enters a neighboring kingdom to help slay a dragon. He’s not sure what’s going on, and he also can’t get a certain princess with fiery eyes and attitude out of his head either. He better figure it out though, or he could lose everything… including his life.

Return of Magic -  This epic fantasy series follows Katie Merlin’s successor, and diverse others as magic reemerges in our world in response to a dire threat.  The government is in tatters, technology stops working, and most of the world’s population is dead.  A new era for mankind has started, and they must share it with other races, such as elves and dragons.
Melody Smith Novels – This is an urban fantasy that follows Melody Smith, a siren with hidden depths.
Melody Smith is a siren.  It isn’t an easy life, most of the people around her are affected by her mere presence, and she has very few true friends in her life.  Her love life is a disaster, and her boss and guardian, Brent, has been keeping secrets.
She’s about to find out she can become more than she ever would have guessed, if she can survive.
Shawn Moore Novels – This trilogy is an urban fantasy that follows a warlock named Shawn Moore
Shawn is a young man down on his luck, living in the streets. He isn’t lazy, it’s just for some reason people don’t like to be around him, and even fear him to a certain extent. They’d always had.
His life is about to change though, as a man named Ben tells him he had an uncle, an uncle that died and left him an estate. He isn’t sure he buys it, and has no idea he’ll soon be fighting for his very life.
Not to mention, fighting for his soul.
Ted Stedman Novels – This series is a mashup of litrpg, sci-fi, and other things.  The first title in this series is Ted Online:
Ted Stedman had a pretty good life so far.  He’s forty-three years old, and still in good shape when something at work happens to put him in wheelchair.  He finds his life is over, or at least the one he’d always known.  That is, until a research doctor at his own company walks into his hospital room, and offers him a deal that seems too good to be true.
Join Ted as he enters a fully immersive online world, and finds that everything isn’t quite how he imagined it to be.  He’ll have his new virtual life, access to the real world, and a game world to explore as well.  As if three worlds to keep straight wasn’t complicated enough, he has even more surprises coming his way.
Mike Stedman Novels – This series is erotic sci-fi space opera.  The first title in the series is Invasion:
Mike Stedman is unique.  Not human.  Not A.I.
He’s both.
										He’s got himself a new ship to explore the stars that rivaled anything in the A.I. or Xaran fleets, a new position he never expected, and problems dropped into his lap that he didn’t see coming.
He wasn’t ready for it, he wanted to explore who he was, and the galaxy with his ship and companion Chrystal.
Then the biggest surprise of all, invasion.  Worse, the Xaran empire’s technology isn’t up to the task, he needs to step up, and step up big.
Dark Dungeon – Book one of this trilogy is Dungeon Spawned.
Nurien wakes up in a crystal prison, a soul stone, and has no idea what happened to him, or what he was.  It takes him a while to figure things out.
A dungeon imp eventually shows up to tell him what he is, a dark dungeon, and to help him learn and grow.  Problem is, it doesn’t take long for him to figure out that things aren’t quite matching up to little Ebony’s expectations.  Luckily, he has some other help in his head, another soul trapped in the crystal prison with him.  Unluckily, that help is a power-hungry demoness from hell.
He’s got a lot to learn if he’s going to survive and prosper, most of all, who the hell was he, and what?




Non-erotic Fantasy titles:

amazon.com/author/dlharrison
The Formerly Dark Mage, by D. L. Harrison – This standalone fantasy book follows the life of Silvia and takes place in a world unique and separate to our own. 
Silvia is a dark mage. Unfortunately, she finds herself about to be sacrificed. Someone must have told her evil master about her plans to kill him and take over. After that, things just seem to go downhill. She has no choice but to escape the kingdom of Zual, something that to her knowledge has never been done before. She will need to deal with many issues she never had to face before.
Among those issues, the white mages, and her conscience.
The Rise of a Dark Mage - This stand-alone fantasy book follows the life of Cassandra, it takes place in the same world as The Formerly Dark Mage, but happens three hundred years later, long after Silvia is gone and some shocking changes have taken place in the world.
Cassandra is a dark mage in the kingdom of Zual, she’s also a mage prodigy.
She hates both her kingdom, and her master.  She wants him dead, not to take his place, but so she can leave and explore the world.  Her ambition will drive her to rediscover the secrets of the strongest of magic.
She is determined to succeed, or she’ll die trying.
Celia Winters Novels, by D. L. Harrison – This is an urban fantasy series.  Celia is a witch who finds out she is so much more in the first book, Witch’s Moon.  There are no cliffhangers, and each book will be complete in itself, though because of character development and the timeline I’d recommend reading them in order. 
Just a Psychic: The Power of Air Book One, by D. L. Harrison starts off this series of a man who comes into powers he knows nothing about, and tries to both handle the present difficulties and find out about his past.
Ben has grown up with missing memories of his early childhood.
He has known he was a psychic since his earliest memories, seeing the future and gaining knowledge with his gifts.
Is it possible he isn't just a psychic?
Ben's world is about to be turned upside down as he turns twenty-one, all is not as it seems.
Alicia Jones novels, by D. L. Harrison is a series that follows a bright young inventor and scientist named Alicia Jones.  It is a space opera and light science fiction.
The first book is titled First Contact:
Alicia Jones is a genius, and a little odd.  At just twenty-three years of age, she is close to finishing her doctoral dissertation.  But when she tests her latest theory in the lab to generate a strong EM field, it has very unanticipated results.  Results that lead to faster than light travel, and first contact with another race.
Her life just gets more complicated after that, when she finds out who she really is, and that the universe may not be as nice a place as she’d been told.  Her determination to help keep Earth safe takes her to places more dangerous and strange than she’d ever envisioned.
Spirit Sorceress series, by D. L. Harrison is a new urban fantasy series.  Miku is a spirit sorceress who spent the last one hundred years growing up and learning about her power in the forests near Seattle Washington.  She’s about to make her debut in the big city, but not in a way she ever expected.
The first book is titled Spirit Sorceress:
Miku is a spirit sorceress who spent her unusually long childhood in the forest away from the city with her mother and father.  After tragedy strikes, she finds herself alone and on her own.  She knows that one day she’ll need to move to Seattle, and fully accept her birthright, and if necessary finish her training on her own.
But before she’s ready, and still in grieving, a rogue vampire and his band come along and change everything.  She’ll need to learn her new place in the world, and find some allies quick if she’s to survive.
Katrina Baker Novels, by D. L. Harrison is a new series about a super named Katrina Baker.  Problem is, she gets caught up in her mother’s plan, who is a mad scientist and supervillain, and gets herself transported to another world in the multi-verse.  A world where mages, witches, clerics, and the gods are real.  Not to mention the monsters…
The first book is titled Banished:
Katrina baker is a super.  She has mental abilities such as telekinesis, telepathy, and others.  Her parents are supervillains, and she isn’t all that sure she’s cut out for that line of work.  Her empathy with others through her power makes it hard to be uncaring, much less mean or evil to people.  Problem is, the last thing she wants to do is disappoint mom and dad.
Katrina gets caught up in her mother’s supervillain plot to get rid the world of the indestructible hero Omega, and that’s when it all goes really wrong, and she finds herself on another world. 
Banished.
Will she be able to find her way back home, or even understand this new world of gods and magic, or will she die trying?




Book Description

Muranth had managed once again to distinguish himself and the elves were no longer a problem.  That was two months ago.  His courting with Stephanie had also been going well, and the date of their marriage was fast approaching.
There were a few problems coming for him, not the least of which is his secrets unraveling which would stress his relationship with the crown.  Daca was getting unruly, and it looked like his sister was about to change tactics on him, since he’d managed to foil her every attempt to dishonor or kill him from afar.
If that wasn’t enough, another monster comes on the scene, a match for his true form, and perhaps the most dangerous one yet.  Never mind needing to face more lesser dragons and even greater threats.  Join Muranth as he tries to tame these problems and secure his walkabout from further meddling. 
Content Warning:  Not suitable for children.  This is a monster harem story with explicitly mature scenes between a man and a woman, and other mature content.  You have been warned.
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