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Chapter One

An ill breeze blew through the forest bringing the scents of chitin and death.  A dark mist hugged and obscured the ground around them, and the boughs of the trees blocked most of the early morning sunlight.  They hadn’t gone far yet that day in the thick forest.  The horses seemed spooked, and he stopped to dismount.
Muranth’s pulse spiked as he shifted the deadly two bladed staff to his hands even as he dismounted.  One end held the spiked blade of a poignard, like a spear, while the other end had a sharp sickle blade.  All his root and human instincts told him they were about to be ambushed as he signaled the others, the forest was preternaturally silent.
April whispered in his ear, “I’ll check it out.”
April was his bonded fairy and closest companion since birth.  She was undetectable when she wished to be, six inches tall, and had wings to fly.  That made her incredibly well-suited for scouting out danger or spying.  If he could see her in that moment, she’d have a worried look on her impishly beautiful face.  She had long white blonde hair and piercing dark blue eyes.  In proportion to her height, she was femininely lithe, all soft curves except her generous rounded breasts, and she had a sexy and petite rounded ass.  She wore alluring white gossamer clothing that clung to her body in some places, but that also left a lot to the imagination.
He loved his April, but they were forbidden to become lovers by the laws of both their races.  They’d sort of found a way around that, but he still couldn’t touch her nor her him, but they could share pleasure with others.  He’d had no idea she’d been suffering with that until recently, at least he’d had other outlets, outlets that he was pleased to share with his beloved fairy.
His other two bonded companions Nysa and Shar, and in their case shared lovers as well, dismounted from their horses.  They moved to flank him as they watched the surrounding forest as vigilantly as he was.
April cried, “Surrounded, up in the trees!”
His head tilted up at the sudden alarmingly loud sound of chitin rubbing together from all directions, and he grunted in annoyance.  They were between towns, and chances were that he wouldn’t be getting bounty coin from the kingdom for clearing the road of dangerous monsters.  Something had set up an ambush point in thick woods and given the sounds and scents he was betting giant insects or spiders.
He really hated fighting without a bounty.
Shar warned, “Above you!” as she held up a hand and blasted fire at an angle over his head.  Shar was a demoness that he was both bonded to and had a deal with.  She got incredible power from feeding off him without killing, the equivalent of many souls’ worth of power each and every time they had sex. While he got magical instruction and a powerful ally out of their deal. They both got incredible sex out of their partnership as well as mutual protection. 
Shar was also the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. She didn’t so much define the top of the beauty scale like his Nysa, as she was on a different scale altogether.  No doubt from being a succubus, an immortal creature of the lower planes.  She had golden blonde hair, and dark gray eyes set in an angelically beautiful face with severe and high cheekbones.  She had lovely pouty lips that brought one thing to mind whenever he stared at them too long.  Her body at five foot six was a perfect hourglass.  She had generously supple and pert breasts, a mouthwatering thin waist, followed by sexy flared out hips.  Her ass was a work of art, rounded, tight, and supple.  She had on light blue witch robes that hugged her body tightly, and that also offered a partially teasing view of her creamy smooth cleavage and toned legs.  She had a lovely expressive tone of voice, dulcetly compelling with a tinge of sultry.
Of course, he didn’t summon her, but the bond he’d forged between them kept her on this plane even with her summoner dead.  Fortunately, whenever they were in a human village she passed easily enough as a human witch behind concealing spells of her own.
He dove to the side barely avoiding a slashing strike of sharp spider spines on the end of a leg, and he looked up as he came back to his feet.  The fire was washing over a dark inky black spider the size of a damned wagon.
Shar’s bright fire also lit up the dark corridor of thick trees well enough to make out the thick webs in forest that surrounded them.
“Stand fast on the road, the forest is one big trap!” he ordered, as he leapt and swung his staff two handed with all his strength. 
The spider’s foreleg tried to impale him, but it stopped dead at his armor.  His black wyvern leathers were weak against stabbing attacks just two days ago, but they were much stronger now with the lesser dragon’s red scales sewn into the layers.  He’d used the scales off the tail, hard but very small, so his leathers were still supple and not overly stiff.  Point being, he still had the same full range of motion and flexibility that he’d previously enjoyed in battle.
The staff jarred violently in his hand as the scythe blade hit the spider’s chitinous armor behind the hideous head, but between his momentum and Shar’s hot fire the spider’s head parted from its shoulders with a loud crack and a spray of foul liquids.  The burning web above it finally broke, and it fell onto the dirt road where he was originally standing, a merrily burning corpse.  The stench was hideous.
He moved back to his ladies, covered in slime, chitin, and dark blood.  The trees around them started to shake, no doubt he and Shar had just pissed off the rest of the nest.  Obviously, the spider from above was supposed to scare them into retreating into the dubious safety of the trees, and straight into their sticky webs where the spiders could kill and feed at leisure.  It was probably a successful tactic for them most of the time, but he and his monstrous ladies weren’t exactly human.
Nysa warned, “There are at least sixty out there,” no doubt picking them up by detecting water.  Her tone of voice was also worried, no doubt about him.  How could they fight sixty of those monsters?
Nysa was a sexy sumptuous woman who easily passed as a water sorceress, despite her really being a water nymph.  A nymph in all senses of the word. She was insatiable, never happier than when she had his attention, and she was all his.  She currently had on red sorceress’ robes that hugged her sinfully curvaceous body.  Her lovely rounded breasts were bountiful to the point that he’d only seen the like on a handful of human women during all his travels, and her waist was waspishly thin.  Her sexily flared hips and rounded ass were mesmerizing, and she had lovely long and toned legs.  She was more waspish than hourglass with those curves at a petite five foot three.  She had straight silky blue-black hair that looked like shimmering liquid midnight as it flowed down her body, and clear ocean blue eyes that were enthralling whenever she looked at him.  Her face had a soft beauty to it, with gentle cheekbones and full lips.
She was incredibly loyal, as steadfast as she was heartbreakingly beautiful.  She called him master if there weren’t humans around to hear it, and she lived to bring him pleasure and serve him.  It wasn’t the bond that bound them together that caused that. He’d never use that connection to dominate her, but her own instincts as a monster to serve the one that conquered her made her that way.  She was more than that, and he’d been encouraging her growth, but he’d be lying if he said he didn’t enjoy the adoration and worship in her eyes whenever she looked his way. 
It made him care for her in ways he didn’t entirely understand yet, his human instincts were still new to him in a lot of ways.  Protection, loyalty, defense, those were easy, the softer and tender feelings she evoked in him were a lot more complicated and foreign to his experience.
Shar was loyal as well, but only to their deal, for Nysa is was all about him.
He wasn’t entirely human himself.  His human form was absolute, but he also carried the instincts, customs, magical abilities, memories, and beliefs of his true race on top of that.  His kind were known for shifting both their forms and their magic.  Transmuting their magic to other kinds, as well as casting spells as a witch or wizard might.  He was just getting started on mastering all that, during his walkabout.
His instincts for treasure were strong, and he was managing that well by travelling a circuit around the Kingdom of Uradia and killing monsters for their bounties.  His personal dimensional treasure room was still pathetically empty despite almost having a thousand gold now, but as long as he kept feeding it that side of him would stay under control.  It was one of the main reasons for the walkabout on another plane, to prevent infighting and loss of life competing for treasure among his own kind.  To fill his treasure so he was content with his riches, and to master his magic.  Also to learn and grow from the experience of living human, which would help their race keep the peace with others.  Humans were chosen most often for walkabouts, because they infested the middle realms, and were in almost every one of them.
It wasn’t always easy, but he was learning what it meant to be human.  Even after just a couple of weeks, the shocking emotions and strange instincts were becoming familiar if still confusing at times.  His strong root instincts to protect what was his had expanded to include others, and he was slowly changing and growing as a result.
One of the two of his hardest challenges at the moment was his jealousy.  Human instinctive jealousy and his race’s darkest instincts of bloodlust and violence seemed inextricably linked.  As a result, it was hard not to start killing people when human men even just admired his bonded from a far.  They were his.  Of course, his iron will had been up to the task so far, mostly thanks to Shar and Nysa being so dismissive of any admirers when they stopped at the villages.  He hadn’t mastered it yet, but he was well on the way to doing so.
It was also a requirement of his walkabout, tied in with all of it, to master those darker instincts of his kind.  It was how the peace was kept on his home plane, otherwise the young of his kind would always be warring over power, treasure, and mates.  Mastering the first two on a walkabout was a way to weed out the weak willed of his kind, and to lessen the points of strife before they returned and sought out a mate as a recognized adult.
Bonding others outside of their fairy allies was frowned upon and against custom, but not illegal, and it’d also saved his life a little over a day ago.  The second of his hardest challenges, was that the natural and instinctive enemies of his kind were on this plane. Lesser dragons.  One of the hard rules of the walkabout was he couldn’t ever shift to his true form during a walkabout, that would cause his kind to hunt him down and end him.  There were no excuses for failure in that, though allowances were made in slipping in other areas as long as he eventually mastered himself.
His kind couldn’t prevent that shift under those circumstances.  Their instincts were too powerful in the presence of a lesser dragon, yet he had resisted shifting to his true form, thanks to his illicit bonded.  It had also revealed the treachery of his sister and queen, Khalea.  No plane used for a walkabout should have lesser dragons in them, his sister had obviously set him up to fail and die.  He’d be having more than words for her, if he managed to finish his walkabout and master himself and his magic.  A thing that was far from assured. His chances of avoiding the lesser dragons for two centuries were close to zero, he’d have to face that challenge again sooner or later.
One thing was for sure, he would either grow very strong, stronger than most of his kind, or he would break.
“We can’t fight that many with sword and shield.  Shar, burn them out.  Nysa, shield us and the horses.  April, get back down here.  I’ll make sure we have air to breathe.”
Water magic would be perfect to shield against the wild fire burning them, while it burned down the giant spider infected forest around them.  As for air, it was part of his amorphic magic.  With air magic available to sense around him, he could transmute his raw magic into air magic and wield it directly like a sorcerer.  He hadn’t done much with air yet, he’d barely even mastered the zephyr cantrip that Shar had taught him, that he’d need as a template to transmute his own magic, but he had little choice but to try.
Even their powerful little group would be overwhelmed by sixty giant spiders, and they were completely surrounded by them.  He hated the fact he’d have to spend so much focus on magic, focus that would take away from his intense awareness of their surroundings.  That was a good way to die in battle.  As a rule, he wouldn’t be using magic like that in battle until he’d mastered it enough to make it a mostly subconscious act, but they had little choice if they wished to keep breathing.
But, the spiders hadn’t attacked yet.  They seemed to be trying to scare them into running into the trees.  The boughs above them were shaking violently, a lot like a human hunter would do with bushes and loud noises to spook a forest boar to run away and straight into the spears of his hunting mates waiting in ambush.
Shar giggled in delight as she used her power over fire, and she sprayed the trees on both sides of the road and the boughs directly above them with lances of fire.  His Shar wasn’t just a succubus, she was part demon mage as well, a mix of the two lower plane creatures.  That gave her the ability to cast spells and be his witch teacher in the mystical arts, but it also gave her extra natural abilities. 
Most succubae only had the powers of receptive empathy and projective lust, but his Shar could also wield fire like a sorcerer and detect magic from her demonic mage side.  She’d be getting new natural gifts as well, when her demonic rank advanced in a week or so, but he wasn’t sure what.  She hadn’t shared that yet.  Normally that kind of thing took centuries of slow growth, and preying on many thousands of humans, but with his life magic to feed her she would grow in power much more quickly than the norm.  So quickly, that she would have the power of a lower plane ruler before he’d passed from this world of old age.  She’d reach her full potential in thousands of years, instead of millions, and all in the relative safety of being away from others of her kind.
Assuming of course, they all didn’t die in the next few minutes in this damned forest.  Violence had a way of cutting short life expectancies and ruining plans.  But, despite being a demoness, her power growth potential with him guaranteed she’d try her hardest to keep his ass alive, and that she’d be loyal in deed if not in her nature or heart.
Nysa’s magic flowed as well, as the forest lit up in fire around them, and she formed a thick dome of water magic around them to keep the fire from killing them too.
It wasn’t long before thick smoke started to fill the area.  He went through the mental gymnastics to cast the cantrip zephyr and failed.  It took two more times before he felt a very light breeze and the weak air magic spell activated.  It didn’t matter that it was weak, all that mattered was that it was air magic.  He kept a minimum amount of focus on the cantrip to keep it active, feeding it a very small stream of magic.
His magical senses reached out to feel the air magic of the spell.  His succubus had explained some things he didn’t know.  Apparently all magic was the same, just in different frequencies and configurations.  He wasn’t sure how that helped, but he could instinctively read those frequencies and configurations.  Once he had it, he split his attention a third time.  It was difficult, and he wasn’t used to doing it.  As an apex predator and hunter his instinctive focus tended to be absolute, and not being able to focus on the situation bugged the crap out of him.
Once he’d trained it, it’d be subconscious, like his life magic by using his bonded April as the source of life magic to read was.  While reading the spell and keeping the spell active, the third focus was him channeling another stream of magic, this one much more powerful, as he transmuted it directly to air magic and gave it a simple purpose.
A mighty breeze blew from behind them, west to east, and partially parted around the large water magic dome.  It blew the smoke away to the east, and it brought them fresh air to breathe from the west.  It took all his concentration to maintain all three things at once, and he ignored the screeching rage around him in the forest as trees, giant webs, and the giant spiders themselves started to burn.
Another benefit was the breeze was carrying away the cloying and disgusting scent of burning chitin and putrid liquids.
Shar laughed, with a large grin on her face, “I like this plan,” as the forest merrily burned around them.  The radiated heat against his skin was suffocating, and they were surrounded by fire as the forest burned.  But of course the demoness would love a huge ass fire.
He heard the sounds of a few spiders in the distance retreating, which was a relief.  If they’d attacked, things would’ve gotten even more sticky.  Of course, the trees closest to them had gone up first, and it just made sense that they wouldn’t run into the fire like that.  Even monsters had survival instincts and wouldn’t throw their lives away so easily.  Still, the fire had spread rapidly, hungrily consuming the boughs of the trees and lighting the trunks on fire.  Most of the spiders were caught in those burning boughs.
Shar pouted at him and asked, “What’s wrong with you?”
April teased, “The baron in the next town won’t give us gold if there’s no bounty.  I imagine he’s mourning the six hundred gold he won’t make from this.”
He snorted, “I’m concentrating, this isn’t easy.  You do want to breathe, don’t you?”
At the same time, he was forced to agree, six hundred gold at ten per monster would’ve increased his treasure by half.  That really tweaked his greedy instincts for treasure, he wanted it badly, but he wasn’t going to admit it.  His fairy would just tease him even worse.
Burning branches from the boughs above started to fall around them, but wherever they fell through the water shield the fire was snuffed immediately.  The road would be an absolute mess before the fire burned out.
“I think that’s enough, Nysa?”
Nysa replied, “Most of them died, just a handful on the far edges got away.  We’ll have to let it burn though, there isn’t enough water in the air to put it out, just to keep us safe.”
The water nymph’s voice was sultry and mesmerizing.  She was a very sensual creature most of the time.  The only time her voice lacked that sensual warmth was when she spoke to other men to dismiss their attentions.  In those cases, her voice was haughty and dismissive.
Perhaps ironically, Shar’s voice was sweet and innocent, coy, at least most of the time.  Her voice could be incredibly seductive and smoky, but usually only when they were lying together, it wasn’t her natural tone.  Or at least, not the tone she chose to use most of the time.  Not that her usually coy and innocent voice didn’t have a seductive aspect to it, because it really did, just far more subtle.
Sadly, he just wasn’t sure what her natural tone actually was.  Shar’s voice, personality, and even her mannerisms were artful in nature, as far as he could tell.  Just a disguise to blend in with her chosen prey.  He hadn’t known her long enough to know who she really was, and he’d wondered more than once if he ever would.
Which was a problem, because he himself was already becoming quite fond of the seemingly sweet golden-haired woman.  It was hard not to like her, she was seductive, always ready for sex, and very good at it.
Shar gave him a coquettish smile and sighed, “I suppose you don’t want to burn down the whole forest?”
It was at least several leagues in size, and it wasn’t his first choice, no.  He shook his head.
Shar started to cast a spell in the eerie language of magic, and even the little bit of sunlight they had in the thick trees and smoke slowly disappeared.  The cause of the waning sunlight was obvious when Shar finished her spell, and it started to rain.
Just rain probably wouldn’t have been enough to put out the ragingly intense forest fire they stood in the center of, not just on its own.  But along with Nysa’s water magic directing all that water to concentrate it where it was needed instead of letting it fall in a diffuse pattern, would make the difference.  The hissing sound of dying fires started to reach their ears in short order.
His air magic cleared the last of the smoke, and he gratefully let it all go.  After being sure the few spiders that had escaped were gone, he shifted the staff back to his armory.  Both his personal armory and treasure room were connected to him alone.  A dimensional pocket all his own to secure his weapons, armor, and treasure.  The only other thing he had with him in his dimension was a ravine which held his water nymph’s pool.  The source of her beauty, youth, and power, without which she couldn’t have followed him without slowly aging and dying.  It fed her through their bond.
He cast another cantrip with a thought to clean himself up, one that he’d mastered long ago and was mostly subconscious.  He was clean, but the stench was stuck in his nose, even if it was really gone.  Hopefully it would fade quickly, because lunch wasn’t all that far away, and it was ruining his appetite.
“Let’s get going.  We can still reach the next village by nightfall.”
They mounted up, and his April’s weight settled on his shoulder.  Last night had been an eye-opening experience for him.  His fairy was a very passionate woman.  He’d always thought her earthy and wicked sense of humor had merely been her teasing his race’s intense mating instincts.  Instincts that mixed powerfully with the human capacity for lust and the pleasures of mating. A potent mixed lust of both his natures that he gratefully slaked every night and morning with his water nymph and succubus.
Well, it was that too, he was pretty sure, since April lived to tease him.  But she’d also been a wild thing with both Nysa and Shar last night.  He hadn’t realized all the sex he’d been getting had been building her level of sexual frustration to intolerable levels. She’d hidden it from him to his annoyance, but that was no longer an issue.  It’d also been hot, and he’d enjoyed watching her with one while he was with the other.
He just wished he could take care of his April himself.  He wasn’t in love with her, but he did love her after all, and she was stunningly sexy and beautiful when she grew to human size.  It was forbidden and against the laws of both their people.  They might not be killed for it, but they’d be banished and reviled.  They were both expected to take mates of their own races when they returned from the walkabout, and mating between their peoples had soured that end in the past and been forbidden as a result.
It seemed the trials of his walkabout were diverse and many, including hard things not normally encountered by their kind, but he was strong enough to get through it.  He had to be.
They continued east toward the next village, Arrowreach.  There was a lot more sun when the rain clouds dissipated with the power of Shar’s spell, with the leaves all consumed and the trees on the side of the road blackened.
Shar said, “Practice the three cantrips I taught you.  If you’re good, I’ll reward you at lunch.”
He snorted at her teasing tone, but he did what she said.  He wouldn’t normally take any orders from his bonded, but when it came to his magic Shar was his teacher.  She also wasn’t wrong.  He needed to master those so they were second nature, which would probably take a week or two.  Then he could focus on reading that magic and channeling and transmuting his raw magic into it, until some simple air, fire, earth, and water attacks and defenses were second nature as well.  Only then could he start incorporating elemental magics into his combat without compromising his awareness in battle, like he already had with life and his natural ability to cast lightning.
He’d also be able to start learning spells at that point. Although those would never be something he’d use in combat, wizard spells would be useful in countless other ways. 
April asked, “What kind of reward?”
Shar giggled, and licked her lips salaciously and teasingly, “The best kind.   Those spiders left a nasty taste in my mouth, I need something to wash it out.”
Even his earthy April choked on that one.
Nysa grinned, “Share?  It’s my favorite taste as well.”
Shar smirked, “Work for your own.”
Nysa giggled naughtily, “I can do that.”
He shook his head at the crude humor, but still had to adjust his stirring cock at the idea of them fighting over his seed and getting two blowjobs at lunch.  He focused on the cantrips, or tried to, but his mind wandered.  He preferred to slake his lust two times a day, morning and night, and show discipline the rest of the time.  Otherwise he wouldn’t get anything done, or ever leave the bed.  His sexy bonded were far too tempting for him, and his desire for treasure was actually his ally in resisting that.  But, it was almost impossible to stick to that morning and night schedule with two gorgeous nymphomaniacs constantly trying to goad or seduce him into taking them.  Especially around lunchtime, when they weren’t all on different horses which was safer.
Shar said in a wickedly teasing tone, “I’ll share with April though, since she can’t extract her own.  Maybe a hot kiss, little fairy, before I swallow?”
He chuckled and lost his concentration as that hot visual entered his mind, and he felt a small hand smack his earlobe in annoyance for his trouble.
April said primly, “That won’t be necessary,” but her voice had a little too much breathiness in it.
He decided not to point that out, it was safer.




Chapter Two – Interlude

Princess Stephanie was lost in thought as she finished up breakfast.  As usual when she was sleepy or mentally lazy, her mind seemed to automatically turn toward intense bright emerald eyes.  It was a little annoying to her that Muranth had such an effect on her after just a single meeting.  It was stupid, and she wondered if she was going crazy, but he was on her mind often.
It made her doubt herself, and what she remembered about that late night meeting.
There’d been an unmistakable heat between them that night, but also respect and curiosity.  The intensity of those three things in his eyes as he looked at her had a powerful effect.  Intense didn’t even really give justice to the handsome, well-built, and deadly man’s gaze.  Especially since it was clear all those things were for her, as an attractive woman that he found intelligent and engaging, and not about the throne, her rank, or ambition.
In fact, that was her greatest worry, that her rank and future would be what kept them apart, when so many other men of standing would jump at the chance.  He was here in their realm on some coming of age walkabout for his kind, and his priority was education and means.  That made it seem like an impossibility, for several reasons.  But… two hundred years was a long time, surely more than long enough to share her lifetime.  The one other sticky matter was heirs.  He’d told her father the shape change to human was absolute, but was it absolute enough for him to sire human children on her?
Of course, she’d need to speak to him again, maybe she’d find him boorish and unsuitable if he courted her.  She really knew almost nothing about him, except how he’d acted around her that one time.  All those questions in her head were perhaps premature, but there was no point even entertaining the idea of courting unless it was possible.  She had a duty to bear heirs to run the kingdom after her, and it would all be a non-starter if he wasn’t willing or capable of such a thing.
It was all probably a foolish dream, but if it didn’t work out then she could always accept the Dacan prince.  Sight unseen.  Gods, she hoped that wasn’t necessary, he was probably a twit.
“Stephanie.”
She blushed at the tone in his voice, and she looked over at her father.  How long had he been trying to get her attention?
“Father?”
He smiled in bemusement, “I’ve gotten another report from the caravans going to rebuild our western villages, Westhold and Baybrook.  They’re still a day from the border, and the elven queen has cut off all communications with barons Robert and Gregory.  We can only hope the elves will continue west into their forest peacefully tomorrow when they reach Westhold.
“I’ve decided to give your idea a chance, and I’ve sent a message to Baroness Virginia in Arrowreach.  If your plan doesn’t work, I’ll have no choice but to shift the seasoned troops we have left on the southern border, to the western one, and finish training the green troops to the south.”
She nodded in understanding.  They had some experienced troops going west, but just twenty for each village, a token force at best which was only suitable for protecting the villages against monsters.  Not at all suitable for holding the rebuilding western towns against raids by the elves. 
There was also little doubt that if they were forced to move troops from the southern border to counter Shalia, that the Daca Empire would know their southern border had been weakened.  Their spies would uncover that half the troops in the guard towers and forts were green and barely knew which end of the blade to hold.  Which meant she’d be forced to accept the treaty they’d sent.
The emperor wouldn’t invade if it would be his grandchild on the Uradia throne, after all.  All her plans to avoid that end, and to secure their kingdom, depended on the answer of one very intense man she couldn’t get her mind off of.  It was a hell of a thin hope.
She also felt a little guilty about it.  She wanted a man like him, for him, but her plan also called for his support.  That meant she was the one at fault for dragging in political realities and power plays into the equation.  Point being, both points in her plan hung on Muranth’s decision, and in their compatibility. 
She said, “Thank you, father, for giving the plan a chance.  I’ll do what I must if it falls apart.”
He replied, “I’m proud of you, daughter.  I hope it doesn’t come to that.”
It was obvious to her the possible need to barter her future marriage for Uradia’s safety didn’t sit well with him.  But… it was what it was, they were lucky to even be alive.  If not for Muranth, their kingdom would’ve already become the kingdom of the dead and been ruled by an evil lich. Their kingdom had been greatly weakened however, and she’d do what she had to in order to preserve it.
Life wasn’t always fair, and heir to the throne or not duty came first.  Especially so, as the future queen.
Shar flexed her wings and legs, and she launched herself into the sky to circle the encampment.  The dark of night was her ally, and her eyes shifted easily to see it in perfect detail better than humans could see in the harsh light of day.
She felt bloated with power after feeding from both Muranth and April, most of which would be spent and burned off to support her body and magic, but some small amount of it would transform her, strengthen her permanently.  It was how lower realm creatures and demons gained in rank, power, and authority, the former and latter of which was all about the middle one.  Power ruled in the lower planes.
She was already closer to a breakthrough in rank than she’d expected, with the addition of April in her bed.  If anything, the fairy feeding her life force through her life magic was even more potent than Muranth’s, since she was a being of life magic.
She’d volunteered to keep watch, to her own surprise.  It just made sense, since her kind didn’t need sleep, not really.  Demons could sleep, but that was a good way to get a dagger in the back and have her energy drained, or so it’d been in the lower planes.  The area was clear of any threats.
The ability to feed so much without killing was a bemusing thing, and beyond that it was also relatively safe.  Even in this violent world, she was safer than she’d ever been before in her life.  Until Muranth died the leadership of the lower planes wouldn’t be able to find her, so her gaining the power of a ruler would not only be faster than usual, but relatively safe.  Because of that, short of dying herself she would do anything to keep him alive and maintain their deal.
There were no guarantees of course, some human could discover her and bargain with other demons for information.  None of her kind would be happy to learn of her ambitions. 
Beyond that, she’d been taking a joy in sex that she’d never had before.  She’d always loved sex of course, her body and mind were built for sex, but it was her weapon to seduce, corrupt, and kill prey as she fed.  It was… different now. 
She’d even fucked him a few times without feeding, simply for the joy of it, when her body was at its maximum capacity for feeding.  Something that had never happened before in the thousands of years of her existence, that now happened twice a day with Muranth.
She took pure enjoyment in Muranth’s huge cock and his generosity and thoroughness in bed.  The pleasure had always been secondary, but she was so well fed by him that it was flipped for now.  Like a human always worrying about their next meal suddenly finding themselves in an endless feast.
Food just became a lot less important to her.
She wasn’t really sure how to explain it.  In the past she’d taken her pleasure along with feeding from her victims.  With Muranth… she didn’t have to take her pleasure, because he gave it so freely and so well.  His large and perfect cock was just one part of that.  She also loved the way he manhandled her and took his pleasure in her body, while at the same time making sure she got hers.
She would miss it, when he died, and hoped the idiot didn’t get himself killed before he’d lived a full life.
His kind often were, since they were an extremely violent species.  She knew what he was after all, and she also knew a good two thirds of his race’s walkabouts ended in failure and death.  Worse, this realm was a setup to kill him, by his sister, which would make her task in keeping him alive that much harder.  She would ensure he was among the one third, if she could manage it.
She was also enjoying her games with the paranoid fairy.  Really, she’d just wanted to give April some relief, it made their foursome more stable, without their diminutive companion suffering constantly with unrequited lust.
A suffering unrequited lust that she could feel with her empathy.
Point was, she was enjoying pretending to fuck with the fairy all while helping her out in truth.  Plus, the wild little fairy had a warm and delightful tongue, that she’d put to good use more than once in the last two days.  April also tasted divine.
Everything she’d told them had been the truth.  They were her prey, but they hadn’t tried to enslave or kill her, so she felt no need to be cruel.  Plus, she’d just be screwing herself by hurting them, they were feeding her a feast every night.  It was glorious.
Lastly, Nysa was a delight.  All kittenish sex and joy, and quite attractive.  The water nymph added to the pleasure in their bedroom games and was also a staunch ally for her in keeping her meal ticket alive.  Nysa was also an extremely powerful water nymph, and stronger than any water sorceress she’d ever met.  She wondered if the nymph was truly that old and successful of a hunter before Muranth, or if the bond with Muranth increased her power somehow.
She’d figure it out eventually.  At some point, they’d all let their guards down around her, and she’d learn the truth of them.  Oh, they trusted her to keep Muranth alive out of selfish reasons, but they didn’t really trust her with their ambitions, hearts, and desires yet.  They also weren’t entirely wrong. She wouldn’t be here if not for all the advantages.
She had time.




Chapter Three

He grunted, and he thrust his hips up into the warm wet sensation around his cock as he woke the next morning.  His thoughts cleared, and he knew it was his sexy Nysa even before he looked down.
Her ocean blue eyes looked up at him with kittenish adoration, as she sucked hard and took him into her throat.  She hummed softly and swallowed, to increase the already intense pleasure of her warm tight throat around his cock head.  Her tongue snaked along his shaft tracing the veins, and her nose pushed into his lower abdomen.
It was a hell of a way to wake up.
The usual strong and potent lust rose up in him with the euphoric pleasure of her extremely talented mouth, tongue, and throat, but he also felt a deep tenderness toward his water nymph as he reached down and caressed her hair.  The deep tender feelings no longer alarmed or surprised him, it was part of his human nature in this form, and she was precious to him.
She was also his. 
The level of absolute devotion and joy in her eyes at sucking his dick, along with the tender feelings rising in his chest, seemed to somehow enhance and raise the pure physical pleasure to new heights in a way he didn’t entirely understand.  Nor did he care, it just was, and he cared about her.  The fact she was a monster didn’t change that for him, and if she couldn’t feel the same emotions that was fine too.  She did feel devotion and need for him, which made the intimacy go two ways.
She rose up slowly, sucking hard and quite possibly using water magic as well, as she milked him deliciously only to lower herself and fully take him in her throat once more.
He was already close, so she must’ve been working him for a while he was asleep.
He heard a deep gasp to his right, and then turned to see Shar’s head stuck between April’s legs.  That caused his lust and pleasure to surge even higher.
April had never expanded and grown her body for him before, there’d been no need.  She was stunningly beautiful with white blonde hair and expressive dark blue eyes.  Her skin was fair and without blemish, and her generous breasts were a little larger than Shar’s, at the higher end of average when it came to human females.  Her waist was whisper thin, and her curvy thighs delightful.
She had a mischievously beautiful face, but with it twisted in an expression of pure pleasure she was stunningly beautiful to him.
April had been looking down at the golden blonde demoness pleasuring her with her tongue, but she must’ve sensed his gaze and suddenly turned her head and they locked eyes for a moment. 
He wasn’t sure how April felt in that moment, but it was very intense for him, as he locked eyes with his oldest bonded companion, and someone he loved, as his sexy nymph brought him toward completion.  The both gasped in unison, and she arched her back and cried out.
It was so damn sensual, so hot to watch her cum while staring into her eyes, that he grunted and his own pleasure took him by storm, unawares.  He grunted, pushed up hard into Nysa’s mouth, and exploded.  He was shocked at the emotions that stormed through his chest, a sensation he’d never felt before, but that he’d later learn was vulnerability as they shared their ultimate pleasure with each other through their gaze.
So much for his human form not having any more surprises for him.
April blushed and bit her lip as they came down, and they both looked away at the same time.  That was… dangerous, and it made him want to see that look in her eyes while he pumped his seed deep into her body.
Something that could never happen, ever.
Nysa looked up at him with adoration, as she carefully and slowly pumped his base and sucked to get it all out.  She looked so content and happy, and that rocked his world as well.
“That was so hot,” Shar said in a teasing voice.
April blushed furiously.
They were just getting started with their wakeup romp, and he pulled Nysa firmly up his body, gripped her waist tightly, and speared up into her.  He didn’t even bother checking first, her wet warmth took him easily with all the satiny liquid friction.  His nymph was always ready for him, and even more so after getting him off.  Nothing turned her on more than serving him in that way.  Still, he was thick and long, and he gave it a few moments for her incredibly tight sex to settle around him and adjust.
He sensed more than saw April and Shar move into a sixty-nine, but he resisted the urge to look.  Besides, Nysa’s ocean blue eyes and wildly bouncing bountiful breasts were more than distracting as he started to pump up into her hard and fast.
Not only was looking at April dangerous, but Nysa deserved his full attention while they coupled.  She was becoming precious to him as well, in more ways than as his bonded servant, lover, and friend.  His Nysa loved his attention, and he not only owed it to her, but he greatly enjoyed giving it.  It wasn’t long, before the taboo desire to watch his April completely passed, and he was totally enthralled by his dark-haired lover.
It was going to be a great morning, after he’d slaked her lust, he’d satisfy Shar as well.
“Do you know what new gifts you’ll have?”
It was later that day, and his mind was mush, or approaching it.  He’d been casting the three cantrips all morning and most of the afternoon after lunch.  He needed a break from his practice.  His will wasn’t endless and practicing his magic while mentally exhausted would lead to sloppiness and actually set him back.
They obviously hadn’t gotten to their destination the same day as the giant spider attack.  The road had been littered with branches and even fallen trees, which had slowed them down significantly. 
Shar said, “I suppose there’s no harm in telling you.  My control over fire, lust, and empathy will be increased, and my internal magical pool will be greatly enhanced.  As for new gifts, they won’t really help us.  My next rank in the lower planes would allow me to gather underlings.  A specialized version of telepathy crossed with something like your bonding.
“I’d be able to force the weaker to submit to me and serve, and also be able to read their minds and talk to them not only over distance but across planes.  It was the bond you broke when you set your own, which severed me from my ruler in the lower planes.  Which of course, like my other abilities, will increase in power and effectiveness each time I gain in rank.”
He noted, “Telepathy might be useful in a fight, to coordinate.”
She smirked, “Yes, but like I said, it’s specialized.  It doesn’t work with prey, only with my kind and other demons.  It won’t help me until our journey together ends, and I return to the lower planes.”
He grunted, “Anything else?”
She tilted her head cutely, and he wondered if that was artfulness or who she was.  In the end, he supposed it didn’t matter.  Except… it did affect him, since she was so very stunningly beautiful and her coyness was adorable.  Was it all about the hunt and being artful to trap her prey, or had she truly become that being and was just being herself?
“Possibly.  I know about the telepathy because it was used on me.  My kind aren’t exactly sharing with subordinates, and I am a mixed breed of demon that’s less common than you’d think.  Demons are very clannish.  In short, we’ll have to wait and see on any other abilities.”
He’d been giving their morning some thought that day on and off, and asked, “Do you know a spell to give us privacy during our lovemaking?”
Watching his April pleasure Shar or Nysa while he pleasured the other was enjoyable, but it was also dangerous.  He already wanted April more than he was comfortable with, and the one he was pleasuring deserved his attention.  It wasn’t that he didn’t like it, he liked it too much.  There’d still be threesomes at times, when he availed himself of both of them at once, something they seemed to enjoy too, but it’d be better if he couldn’t see April when they were split into twos.
Shar gave him a considering look, no doubt reading all of his conflicting emotions on the matter with her empathy.
“It’s possible, a simple illusion spell to block vision and sound, like a wall.  I could split the tent in half.”
Good, problem solved, or at least simplified so it wouldn’t get worse.  At the same time, he felt a stab of disappointment that he wouldn’t be able to watch April in the throes of pleasure again.
April said, “Thank the gods.”
He laughed while Shar and Nysa giggled a bit teasingly and naughtily.
He knew they were close to the village when he saw the first farm, and it wasn’t too long after that when he realized Arrowreach was quite similar to Deerfield.  There were far more farms and herds around the village to account for just the village’s needs, which meant they were an emergency supply village for grains and meats against the risk of food shortage elsewhere.
It was a good thing, or the war he’d ended would’ve taken a lot more lives this winter to starvation, when Uradia ran out of food.  The humans could be abusive and corrupt, but the royal family seemed to be doing good by their people.  In a way that his people never would.  But his new instincts and emotions in this form was an educational experience, he understood it rather than being boggled by it.
As they got closer, the first thing he was able to see was the large grain silos and food warehouses.  Large smoke houses for the meats, and a large granary next to a river with a water wheel.  It wasn’t as big as the river at Deerfield, but more than big enough for the job.
He estimated there were around two thousand people in Arrowreach, and it was still early enough in the day that the market was crowded when they approached the edge of the village.  As usual, they put up the horses in the stable on the edge of the village before moving deeper inside.  They replenished their own food stores before heading over to the inn.
He felt a little agitated at all the glances, Nysa was the kind of woman that defined the top of the beauty scale, and his alluringly sexy and innocent appearing succubus was in a league all her own.  Both of them moved closer to him, to the point they were almost touching as they walked, and they ignored the looks with an almost aggressive disdain.  Which helped.  He hoped he got a better handle on jealousy in the future, but for now it was enough that he didn’t act on it.
No, he only fantasized about putting their heads on pikes, and hanging out their entrails for birds to feast on.
Still, he almost wished the few leering men would take it a step too far, so he could justify pounding their heads into the ground.  The ones that merely glanced didn’t put him on edge nearly so much.
It was still a couple of hours before dinnertime, so they headed straight to the bounty board set up in the inn.
“A basilisk.”
Basilisks were slow moving monsters that were reptilian in nature.  They looked similar to what a creature would look like if a crocodile and rhinoceros had a love child.  They were huge but slow, and extremely deadly.  Their skin was heavily armored, and they could weigh up to ten tons.  Even their slow speed wasn’t much of an impediment, since their magical stare could petrify their prey, giving them all the time that they needed to walk up slowly and swallow their prey in one bite.
That made them particularly dangerous. The only way to fight them was not to look at them at all.  He had a small edge that way, because he could track it by detecting its magic, but that wouldn’t help him hit a small vulnerable spot of their eyes or neck.  That would call for some creativity.
Basilisks were also immune to magic.  His lightning and other magic would be worthless, as would Shar’s fire and Nysa’s water.
Shar asked, “Plan?”
He shook his head, “Not here.”
They took the time to get a room, and they dropped off their saddle bags and food in the room.  It was something he wouldn’t put in his treasury, all their valuables, clothes, and even the camping equipment was in there though.
He waited until they were out of the village before he started to speak.
“April, take a look around, find out where it is, and look for somewhere advantageous to set a trap.”
April replied, “On it.”
He wasn’t too worried about her, she was undetectable, and while magic wouldn’t work directly on the basilisk it did work on her.  If the basilisk couldn’t see her, it couldn’t petrify her.
He felt a hand on his arm as they waited, and he looked down at Nysa.  The look in her eyes was mesmerizing. He wasn’t the only one that had his libido recover during the day’s ride.  He kissed her softly, and Nysa melted against him for a moment, before letting out a sigh and biting her lip as the kiss broke.  It was shockingly soft and sweet, and far more than simple lust that had driven him to kiss her.
His water nymph looked thrilled, and a little needy, but their time together could wait.
Shar pouted at him cutely, and he chuckled as he pulled her into a kiss too.  They were going to kill him, but what a way to go.  It was convenient to have two bonded around to slake his lust, but his needs had grown even more powerful and acute having the two beauties constantly at his side.  All things considered, it was better to have more acute needs with the bounty of his bonded to take care of it than the reverse.
He found it hard to believe he’d only been in this realm for just under two weeks.  He couldn’t imagine not having them both by his side, though it’d only been a couple of days for Shar.  Between the deeper magical bond, and all the intimacy, it was overwhelming at times.
He got the idea there were deeper connections to come than just the shallow need to slake his lust and have company on the road and allies in battle, but it was also outside his experience and he held uncertain expectations in that direction.  He’d been human for less than two weeks after all.  The loyalty and love between him and April were different, and nothing to set expectations toward Shar and Nysa against.  Their relationship had been built and strengthened in his true form, which lacked the strange tender emotions this human body embodied.
In short, he wanted to fuck Nysa badly in that moment, but he also wanted to make her happy.  It was that second part that was new and odd to him.  Protect and cherish yes, since he’d always protected what was his, but wanting to see her reach her potential was new.
“Did you notice anything Nysa?  In the town I mean.”
Nysa shook her head, “Not yet.  I’ll let you know if I see any opportunities, but I imagine we won’t be investing in every village we come across.  The inn didn’t look all that crowded, I’ll get a better sense of things tonight during dinner among them.”
He felt April approaching.
She reported, “The basilisk is a half mile from here, resting after consuming a whole herd of deer given the bones around it.  There’s a pond near it, as well as some woods.  There’s a farm nearby as well, and as far as I can tell it’s been abandoned for the moment.  The land is relatively flat in the area.”
He grunted. He’d been hoping for better terrain than that.  A ditch or ravine they could stake or trap in some way.  Wishing wasn’t going to solve the problem.
“It’s sleeping?”
April said, “No, just in a torpor and resting with a full stomach.  It’s awake.”
That was even worse, how could he lure it in a trap if it wasn’t hungry?  It may completely ignore them as long as they didn’t attack or get too close.
“Any ideas?”
Shar said, “Just the obvious.  We should approach through the woods, even if we have to round them, and use the cover of trees to avoid its gaze.  If we attack it from there, it will have to come inside to get us, which will cut down on its maneuverability.”
He nodded, “Let’s check it out, which way is it facing?”
April replied, “Toward the town, with the woods and farm on its flanks.  Presumably to recognize an approaching threat from those three directions.”
April led them on an angle to the woods, so they’d enter them out of sight of the of the basilisk.  The creature was dangerous. Slow perhaps, but extremely large and hard to kill with thick armored skin.  He hoped there was a better option than simply shooting crossbow bolts at it until it died. 
They moved quietly through the woods, all three of them hunters and knowing the knack of moving silently among nature.  April of course was flying, and she was completely silent without effort not even touching the environment.
He wasn’t sure what he was hoping to find, but he didn’t find it.  The woods were thick enough to inconvenience the large animal, but the land was too flat.  If they wanted a good ambush point, then they’d have to build something, which would of course betray their presence.
April whispered, “I might be able to blind it.  It wouldn’t see me coming and I wouldn’t have trouble aiming for its eyes.”
He grunted.  He’d never known April to wield a weapon outside of her life magic.  The basilisk might become suspicious as well, if a dagger started to float toward its eye.  April was invisible, but she couldn’t extend that past what she wore.
“You can fire a bow accurately?”
April was silent for a moment, then sighed, “Probably not.  I was thinking I’d just claw it’s eyes.”
Technically, she didn’t have claws, but with her life magic she could easily grow some long and wickedly sharp fingernails.  Once its eyesight was taken out, they wouldn’t have to worry about being petrified, and could use their own eyes to aim for vulnerable spots on the behemoth of a monster. 
But, the idea of his April being that close to its jaws was an alarming one.  Its body lumbered slowly, but it could snap its jaws quite quickly.  Any protective spells would be worthless as well, since it was immune to magic.
“I don’t like it.”
April sighed, “I can do this, Muranth.  I appreciate your concern, and I’m not a warrior, but I’m very fast.  Like it or not, I’m the best one of us in this situation, at least to neutralize the enemy’s greatest threat.”
For perhaps the first time in Muranth’s life, he was truly afraid.  His feelings for April in this form went far past his duty to protect his bonded.  He’d never fear for his own life, but it was difficult to let her risk hers.  He’d never had to before because her concealment spells were just that good.  His whole being cried against it, even as he knew it was the best way and he shouldn’t be coddling her.
Shar said, “Eyes are very sensitive.  Its instinct will be to pull away and flinch, not attack.”
He said, “Yes, but what about when she goes for its second eye.  She can’t reach both at the same time, and it’ll be ready for it the second time.”
April said, “Trust me.  I’ll attack him from above and slightly behind his head.  Far from those wicked jaws.”
He growled, “Do it,” before this human body got the best of him.
Learning experience.  What an understatement for what he was actually going through in this form.  It was a challenge, and humans were more than he’d have believed or understood before his walkabout had started.  It was no wonder anymore how they not only survived but flourished in most of the middle realms.  He still had a long way to go.  How did the humans manage seeing a friend or lover in danger?
April moved off, and he regretted his reluctant approval almost right away.  To distract his troubled thoughts, he shifted a long spear with a wickedly thin and sharp blade on the end from his armory. 
He’d need maximum reach to stay out of the reach of the basilisk’s jaws.  It’d be less dangerous without the gaze, but it’d also be a blinded and wildly panicked monster in fear of its life.  It certainly wouldn’t sit still to have its throat cut.
Nysa and Shar wouldn’t really be a help to him at all in this battle, since they both depended on magic against their enemies.  Although, Nysa had been getting better with daggers, getting that close to a raging blind monster forty times her mass would be suicide.
A loud roar shattered the silence and the ground literally shook as the basilisk flinched and jumped back, landing on its six platter sized feet with claws.  He started to move forward, desperate to see, but Shar’s hand gripped his arm tightly.  Tighter than he’d have believed possible from the sexy and feminine form.  Her grip was like a vice.
She hissed in a low voice, “Wait for the other eye.”
He glared at her, but he didn’t move forward. 
She was right of course, if he charged in now on the enraged creature, he’d get petrified and eaten for his trouble.
He hadn’t been thinking straight in his stomach-churning fear for his fairy.  That didn’t stop him from glaring at the demoness however, even as he struggled to master the new potent emotion that was galvanizing his body.  His heart pounded in his chest and it took all of his will to fight against those instincts.
Nysa said, “She’ll be fine, master.  Let her protect you for once, we would all do so without hesitation.”
Shar smirked, “I don’t know if I’d take on a basilisk for him.”
Nysa rolled her eyes, and Shar blushed.
What was that about?
Another loud roar of agony sounded, but Shar still didn’t let him go, not until they heard April verify the deed had been done.
April said, “It’s blinded.  Even you could kill it now.”
He didn’t even notice the teasing in her voice, as he raced forward out of the forest.  All that fear, anger, and excitement galvanized his body as he caught sight of the creature.  It was bucking its head wildly even as it moved slowly and uncertainly on its six legs.  As if not quite sure where to go, except it was desperate to escape whatever was harming it.
The basilisk sensed or heard his movement, even over its own loud roars of pain, and then moved his way and snapped its jaws in his direction.  That knocked some sense into him, and he stopped his all-out run and his mind focused on what had to be done.  Most of his senses were trained on the monster, but his diffuse focus also told him there were no other threats in the area.
He really wished the damn thing wasn’t immune to magic, or quite so large.
He held the spear in his left hand, but now that he was thinking clearly again it seemed prudent to soften the thing up a bit more first.  He shifted his crossbow to his right hand.  He pulled the trigger and fired a bolt at the basilisk’s head.  His timing was perfect, but the panicked monster was unpredictable, and its head zigged when he’d expected it to zag.  The steel bolt hit and embedded itself into the monster’s shoulder, but even the powerful crossbow and steel bolt only penetrated a couple of inches.
All it managed to do was piss the thing off even more, like stabbing his own shoulder with a sewing needle would.
He grimaced, and moved forward warily and silently, as the monster continued to buck wildly and swing its head around.  At around six feet away, he lunged and stabbed forward, the spear’s blade dug into its neck where the protection was a little less thick and sunk deeply into it.
Unfortunately, he missed the veins and arteries there, and pretty much only managed to anger it again.
The monster lunged forward.  It was slow over distance, but it could move quickly in very small lunging bursts. 
He jumped back himself, partially off balance, to prevent being knocked on his ass or losing the spear, not to mention avoiding being in range of the monster’s jaws.  He also tugged back on the spear to pull it out so he could try again.  But, the blade was stuck.
Shit.
The basilisk, with a target now and knowing where Muranth was, stopped worrying his head and snapped his teeth in Muranth’s direction before letting out a loud and rage filled roar.
Which turned out to be its last mistake, holding its head still like that as it let out a roar, that is.
A spinning blade passed over his shoulder and hit the basilisk’s blinded eye dead center, driving deep within its skull and into brain matter.  The basilisk let out one more roar, this one pitiful and waning, before it collapsed heavily to the ground.
He turned around in surprise, to see Nysa holding another throwing dagger, and Shar had a big smirk on her face.
Shar asked Nysa teasingly, “Do we really need him anymore?  Seems we’re killing all the monsters lately.”
Nysa giggled, “Did you forget about his delicious cock?”
Shar laughed, “Of course, good point.  I suppose we should keep him around then, since he makes a good fuck toy.”
He growled and then let out a snort.  He gave his spear another hard tug, and the damned thing was still stuck, so he just shifted it back to the armory from where it was.
“You want a spanking, don’t you,” he threatened playfully, not at all concerned about her teasing.
Shar gave him a coquettish look that tightened his pants.  She really was lovely beyond belief, and when she tried to be seductive that was multiplied.
“Always,” she said in a shy voice and tone that seemed to ignite his lust for some perverse reason.  She was never more alluring than when she acted the innocent maiden with a reluctant curiosity about pleasure.  The dangerous and sexy creature was a seductress, on more than one level, and he reminded himself it was an act.
He was pretty sure anyway.  The only thing he was really sure of was that she loved to fuck him.
He promised, “Later, if you’re good.”
There was a time and place after all, so ravishing her would have to wait.  No matter how much the combat, the feeling of being alive, and the mixed emotions in his chest pushed him to take her in that moment.  He shifted a sharp dagger into his hand, and he started the grisly and difficult task of skinning the basilisk, which worked to cool his ardor for the moment.  Basilisk meat wasn’t very good, and they’d leave it for the forest animals to pick over, but the thick and tough skin had magical properties and uses. It was also rare and would fetch a good price from wizards and witches.
It was close to dinnertime when they finished harvesting the carcass, and they headed to the baroness’s estate on the edge of town furthest from the main road.  As usual, it took showing his contract with the royal seal to get someone of authority out to deal with him.




Chapter Four

The baroness’s study was well appointed with artwork as well as many books.  It was somewhat of a surprise to Muranth that she’d wanted to speak to him. Except for that one time he was in trouble he was usually just paid by the chamberlain.  Well, he’d already been paid by the chamberlain, before he’d been led to the baroness’s study.
Baroness Virginia was five foot eight, with light brown curly hair down to her shoulder blades, and warm brown eyes.  She was in her late twenties, her good looks barely touched by age.  Her body was willowy with soft curves, that were mostly hidden by her elaborate green dress.  She didn’t beat around the bush or make him wait before satisfying his curiosity as to why he was there.
She said, “It’s dinnertime, so I’ll get right to the point.  The king has an offer he’d like to make you, one that will be more lucrative than your current path and useful to Uradia’s security as well.”
He asked, “What offer?”
Virginia sighed, “I don’t know, which means the information is sensitive and he doesn’t want it generally known.  He wants to see you in person, back at the capital.  You should feel free to decline if you wish, he made that very clear, but he also believes it would be of great benefit to both you and Uradia.  Given how important it is to keep our villages free of monsters, and how good you are at that, I can only imagine he’s telling the truth.”
He grunted, “It’s at least a ten days’ ride back that way.”
With little chance to earn more coin, which he left implied but unsaid.  He doubted more monsters had moved into the areas he’d cleaned out yet. 
Virginia replied, “That won’t be a problem.  My wizard will open an intra-realm portal back to the capital if you accept.”
He was surprised by that.  He was sure Shar was capable of a spell like that, but she hadn’t been to the capital yet, which was required for the spell to work.  He hadn’t thought the human wizards capable of it.
“When do you need to know?”
Virginia waved a hand, “Sleep on it, discuss it with your companions.  If you decide to go and listen to the king’s offer than return in the morning after breakfast.”
He replied, “I’ll consider it.”
She nodded, and then turned away slightly in a way that communicated dismissal. 
The chamberlain escorted them to the door, and outside.  They headed toward the inn.
“I’m curious what he wants.”
April said, “And the lure of greater treasure opportunities.”
He laughed rumblingly, “That too.  I don’t think it would hurt to check out.  The king’s been respectful and fair with us so far, and we’ve benefited from his first deal with us.”
Shar said, “No objections, and I’m curious to see the primitive human city.”
He rolled his eyes, and then looked at Nysa.
Nysa smiled, “I’m happy with whatever you decide, and the capital would have more investment opportunities.”
“Alright, we’ll go then.  If we turn it down, then Shar can get us back here with an intra-realm portal and we’d have only lost a day.”
He blew out an annoyed breath, and he shifted his wickedly curved bastard sword to his hands.  Then he studied the blade obviously for a moment before glaring at a group of men who were obviously ogling what was his.
The men all suddenly had something important to get to.
He smirked, as he shifted the sword back.  Not as satisfying as killing them would’ve been, but not too bad either.
Shar and April giggled, but Nysa just had a very pleased and joyful look on her face for his insane level of possessiveness.
They entered the inn and found an empty table.  The place was almost full, and filled with the din of ribald conversation, eating, and drinking.  There was also live music. A young man was playing a lute in the corner which enhanced the relaxing and rugged atmosphere of the place.
A serving wench made her way over.  She was cute, with long red hair and dancing brown eyes, but she wasn’t fully grown so wasn’t all that alluring to him at all.  She was of marriageable age in this plane as far as the humans were concerned, but he still didn’t see an appeal in a woman that was yet to reach her full growth, nascent womanly curves or not.
It was the one thing he still and truly did not get about human society, even with his human instincts and emotions.
She said, “Welcome to Abe’s, I’m Katie.  We have beef stew or grilled venison tonight, both come with fresh bread and vegetables.”
He got the stew, as did Nysa, while Shar picked the venison.  Of course, his April didn’t eat food, and just settled down on his shoulder.
She looked him over warmly, and said, “Let me know if you need anything else.”
He suppressed a shudder, but he smiled gently at her instead of making a big deal out of it.  She was an attractive young lady, but the thought of it was anathema.
Nysa leaned over and kissed his cheek, and she put a hand on his shoulder as she stood that lingered for a few beats.  It was… nice.
“I’ll be right back,” and then she moved off toward the bar to talk to the man behind it, Abe.
He was of two minds about it, his possessive nature and jealousy didn’t like her talking to anyone else.  But his logical mind told him that was absurd.  She was faithful, and she was just doing research right now into maybe investing somewhere in this village.  It wasn’t her he was worried about, and she could handle herself quite well in turning away attention, he just hated that she had to.
It was a challenge he’d have to meet, and he took a deep calming breath.
Shar said, “I’m impressed, most of your kind would hold her on a leash, and your human instincts can’t be helping there either.”
He frowned, that’s exactly what he wanted to do.  Not to demean her, but to keep her safe and away from all the hungry eyes that’d tracked her across the bar.  Some of the men were still looking and admiring her bubbled rounded ass in those tight dark blue robes she had on.
He changed the subject.  His jealousy and violent tendencies was his second greatest thing to conquer so far, only behind the lesser dragon incident in difficulty.  He didn’t want to discuss it.
“So what about you Shar?  We have a deal, and we both get some things out of it, but what else?  Surely that isn’t the extent of your desires and needs.”
She got life force and sex, he got magical training and sex, and she’d be faithful to him and his other bonded for the duration they were together.  But surely she had other desires and ambitions, or was she as seemingly shallow as Nysa that way?  Did all she care about is power, and gaining more?
Shar said, “Of course.  I want to be a tailor.  There’s something so relaxing in sewing, and in making clothes for my prey.”
He snorted, “Try again.  This time with a little honesty.”
Shar giggled, “I don’t know.  You might be prey, but you and the others are the only ones I’ve ever felt I could actually trust, and like I won’t get a dagger in my back if I do.  My kind don’t believe in cooperation, our motives are generally selfish and self-serving.
“Point being, hobbies aren’t a thing.  We bend all our efforts to survival and winning.  My world revolves around sex and feeding, to fulfill that desire for power and greater control over my life.”
That was disturbing, and far blunter and more honest than she’d ever been with him before.  His kind didn’t really have hobbies either, until after they’d satisfied their instinctual greed in filling their dimensional treasure room, and they’d learned how to fully defend themselves.  It was a stark life compared to the complexities of a human existence.
And that first day in this realm and in human form he’d thought they were foolish, perhaps that gave him a little insight into his demoness.  His past, not his present. 
She gave him a sweet smile, “I’ll let you know if that changes.  It might, given I don’t have to worry about hunting or feeding for a very long time.  I might get bored without the challenge, though I’ll never get bored with your… equipment.”
He snickered at her word choice, obviously changed from cock because they were in public and surrounded by humans.
“Good to know.”
She shrugged, “Not much different than the humans really.  All their efforts goes into survival, such as food, procreation, and shelter, until those needs are met.  Only then are secondary needs addressed.  My kinds needs are just a little more intense, and much more dangerous to achieve.  I am content though, with the way things stand, at least for now.  Even teaching you magic, when we truly start on spells, will sharpen my own skills.”
Katie swayed over to their table with her arms full, and she dropped off the three meals and drinks.
Nysa returned to the table a moment later.
“Any luck?” he asked, before he dug in.
She snorted, “Lots of luck turning other men’s interest away.  No luck as far as investments.  There aren’t any shortfalls or crises in the village to take advantage of from what I learned.  Perhaps because were so far east and they were partially insulated from the effects of the war here.”
Damn, she was so hot when she showed her knowledge and intelligence.  She was his kittenish sexpot, and his adoring and committed love slave from her perspective.  She lived to serve him, and to give her body, mind, and soul to his pleasure.  That made it easy sometimes to underestimate her, but she was also so much more than that.  Becoming much more than that.  Of course, that she also was that, was an endless source of amazement to him as well.
She was also right, the next village they go to, or would’ve gone to if they weren’t going back to the capital, was right by the ocean.  Just a few days south of Uradia’s second city which was a port.  They were almost as far east as they could get from the devastation of the war that had impacted the western third of the kingdom.
She blushed at his intense hungry stare and bit her lip in desire.
He cleared his throat, and he went back to eating his meal.  He’d be able to indulge his other appetites soon enough.
“Maybe you’ll have better luck in the city.  We actually went east because the western villages needed to be rebuilt.  I was thinking they might be at least marginally functional by the time we worked our way around that far.”
It’d take them another three weeks at least to finish out the villages and second city in the eastern two thirds of the kingdom given all the northern villages.  That was five weeks for the reclamation and rebuilding of villages.  Probably not enough time for all of them, but he assumed they’d prioritize the border villages all the way west and have something there.
Nysa nodded, “I agree.  They’re in crisis, and that always leads to opportunities in both making money and fixing things.  Did I say thank you, for letting me pursue it?  It’s interesting, and I like helping to increase your treasure.”
He shook his head, “Your welcome, but it should be me thanking you.”
Nysa said breathily, “If you want to thank me, then I can think of several ways.”
Damn, his succubus wasn’t the only one that could make him hard at the drop of a hat.  Especially after a long day on the road, and a fight.




Chapter Five

The room in the inn had a table and chairs in the far-right corner by the window, a tub directly to the right behind a standing screen, and on the left it had two twin beds with a dresser in the middle.  There was also an unlit fireplace between the table and tub, it was still quite warm out, and the start of winter was six weeks away.
He started the water running in the tub as Shar started to chant in the strange language of magic.  Her voice was dulcet and compelling in the steady rhythm a spell required, and it went on for maybe fifteen seconds.
He peered around the edge of the tub, and he narrowed his eyes slightly in surprise at the results.  He could still see the other side of the room, but it looked empty and he could no longer see Shar at all.
The stunning golden-blonde appeared out of nowhere, and smirked.
“You won’t be able to see and hear us.  The wall is actually an illusion of the other side of the room, depending on what side you stand on.”
That was excellent, he’d been expecting something like a blank wall.  This was better, it wouldn’t freak out a servant if they called one up for some reason.
“You’re amazing.”
She grinned, and winked, “I know I am.  It’ll last several hours.  See you later lover,” and she stepped back through the curtain.
He was also grateful.  He knew Shar had picked up his desire to love on Nysa first that night, and she hadn’t looked at all bothered by that fact.  The two of them had never been jealous with him in that way.
He turned to Nysa and pulled her into his arms.  His cock hardened almost immediately at the sensation of her soft and supple generous curves against him, and the delicious scent of his water nymph as he took a deep breath with his nose buried in her hair.  Despite his strong reaction and desire to ravish his water nymph, there were other emotions and needs in him that he wanted to explore.
She giggled against him, and then tilted her head up to kiss the bottom of his jaw with a soft and sweet butterfly kiss.
His hands stroked her hips and the mouthwatering valley of her waist, before circling onto her lower back and then teasingly running his fingertips across the very top of her ass.
She sighed softly, and then took a deep breath herself as she nuzzled into his chest.
“Master,” she breathed softly in contentment.
The sexual tension between them was incredibly high, and the length and girth of him was pressed up against her stomach through their clothes as he caressed up her back and started to play with her long silky midnight hair.
He left one hand on her back, playing with her hair, as the other came around and caressed her face gently, before he put a finger under her chin and tilted it up as he looked down.  He let out a soft moan himself, as he kissed her languorously, their hot breaths and tongues slowly and sweetly dueling as he tasted her mouth.
She sighed in pleasure into his mouth, and she let out a sweet little gasp as his hand squeezed the side of her breasts firmly.  She liked a firm touch there, firmer than his far more sensitive Shar did.  She moaned into his mouth, as he released her dark blue robes and they fell open in the front, even as he shifted his leathers to the armory.
He broke the kiss and stared into her eyes for a moment, and then enjoyed the warm and sensual sensation of her soft satiny skin against him and her very bountiful breasts crushed against his chest. 
She looked up at him in adoration as he used his hands to stroke her neck and onto her shoulders, chasing the fabric back until it slid off and down her body, to pool at her feet.  She licked her lips and started to go down on her knees, but he stopped her with a firm grip on her waist.
He said, “Not this time.”
She looked a little confused, and more than a little breathy, as he reached over and turned the water off.  She squeaked and then giggled when he scooped her up and put her in the tub.  She had a bright smile on her face and looked up at him with a question in her eyes as he slipped into the tub behind her.
“Not this time?”
He moved her hair slowly, teasingly rubbing her neck and upper back with his fingertips, as he bent his head and kissed the side of her neck from behind.
“I want to spoil you tonight, instead.”
His cock was so engorged it almost hurt as it pressed against her lower back under the hot water. But, despite his instincts to ravish her until he once again claimed what was his with his seed, it was easy to resist in comparison to his darker instincts that he was starting to master.  Especially with the tender warmth and amazement in his chest as he started to massage her neck and shoulders slowly.
She turned her head slightly as she arched her back and rubbed back against him, “Are you sure master, I live to feel you fill my mouth, and other parts of my body.”
He chuckled, even as his cock twitched, hard.
“Yes, humor me, and try to relax.  If you don’t like it, we won’t do it again.  Call it… a learning experience.”
In a very real way that’s exactly what it was.  He wanted to explore the softer feelings in his chest, tenderness, caring, and to fulfill the desire to pamper and pleasure what was his. 
She giggled, and then nodded dubiously as she melted back against him.
“This does feel nice, master,” she said breathily, but he could tell she was still confused.
He reached for the soap and started to clean her at an unhurried pace, often stopping for a teasing stroke against her breasts, or a soft kiss on her neck or shoulder that never failed to extract a soft sweet moan from her pouty lips.  He wasn’t in a hurry, they had all night.
When they were both clean, he stood up and lifted her into his arms, and she channeled her water magic without him even asking.  Not a drop of water remained on them or even splashed out of the tub as he carried her out and over to the bed.  Even their hair was dry.
He put her on the bed, and then went down to his knees, gripping her legs gently he placed them over his shoulders.  He teased her flesh with alternating firm and butterfly touches, and he was in awe of her sensual sighs of pleasure, desire, heat, and contentment. 
She was so responsive to his every touch, even his mere attention got his sexy nymph going.  She gasped when he ran his hands under her body and gripped her bubbled ass cheeks firmly, to pull her forwards.
He took a deep breath, enjoying the scent of her arousal on top of her normal feminine scent as he kissed her inner thighs teasingly.  A slow trail to the apex of her legs, and then he groaned and his cock twitched as he ran the tip of his tongue along her folds.
Her whole body jerked as she gasped, then she sighed in pleasure and arched her back slightly as he licked her labia again.
He didn’t stop moving as he teased her folds, and every once in a while, he sucked in her hood and teased her clit with pressure.  He worked her lovingly, enjoying every gasp and sweet sound of pleasure he extracted from her sweet lips.  He held her on the edge for a few minutes, his water nymph was so wild and sensitive to his touch, it took effort to build her up slowly, rather than push her over early into a lighter orgasm.  He wanted to bring her pleasure that rocked her world, and after weeks he was more than familiar enough with her body to play it like a lute.
Her breaths were shallow, fast, and her body started to squirm to the point it was a problem to hold her still.  Her back arched, and he teasingly backed off slightly each time she tried to grind herself on his face.
His hands squeezed her ass firmly, then roved around her hips and onto her abdomen.  He ran them slowly up her squirming body until he grasped both her breasts and squeezed firmly.  He smiled, as her whole body jumped, and he knew the moment had come, any longer and she’d crash hard.  He sucked in her folds, and slipped his tongue along her clit, a beat later he pinched her nipples and pulled and twisted hard, just the way she liked it when she was so worked up.
He moaned in approval, as she cried out, “Master!”
He let off on her clit, but continued to lick and nip her folds, and squeezed her breasts firmly to extend her powerful orgasm.  His face was absolutely soaked, as she squirted hard, trembled in ecstasy, and squeezed his head almost painfully between her thighs.
The look of pleasure on her face, and the deep devotion and awe in her eyes as she looked down into his was simply mind-blowing.  If this was what she saw in his eyes, when he blasted his seed into her mouth, he kind of understood why she liked to do it so much at that point.
He continued to lick her to bring her down easily, and of course to enjoy the reward of his labors.  He loved the way his water nymph’s liquid ecstasy tasted, and he lovingly and teasingly cleaned her folds.
He crawled up onto the bed, and pulled her against him as she slowly recovered her breath, her eyes were still locked on his the whole time, and her expression of pleasured awe was mesmerizing.
“You are so beautiful, Nysa.  So, what do you think?”
She giggled, then blushed, and bit her lip, still more than a little breathless.
He tilted his head, “You can tell me.  What are you thinking?”
She snuggled into him and reached down to stroke him teasingly.
“I loved that, master.”
He grinned, “But…” he spanked her sharply, which made her gasp in pain, then sigh in pleasure as she melted against him further like a kitten.
She bit her lip, “It was amazing, that you would bring me so much pleasure, and the caring and regard I saw in your eyes was… wonderful.”
He brushed the tear off her cheek with a light smile on his face.  There was no doubt in his mind the tear was one of joy at his attentions and obvious regard of her, not sadness.
She continued, “But the whole time I was being swept away by all the sensations, I wanted your cock in my mouth.  The way it slides across my tongue, and how it stretches my throat.  The way it makes me tingle in pleasure as it slides through my sensitive lips. The way you sometimes let me control it, and the way you fuck my face.  It was… a distraction from the pleasure, despite how thoroughly I enjoyed it.”
He chuckled, and his cock twitched hard in her still slowly stroking hand.
“You like both of those things?”
She bit her lip and smiled, “Yes, master.  The former is you allowing me to adore you, and bring you pleasure.  I take equal satisfaction and excitement when you take control of me and use me for pleasure.”
“Alright, next time I feel the need to pleasure you like that, I’ll let you go first.”
She looked overwhelmed in that moment, and he knew it wasn’t for the crude reasons or subject matter, it was because he cared for her and was catering to her needs. 
Cared for her?  He was pretty sure it was deeper than that, but how would he know?  He’d only been human for two weeks.  He’d never felt love before in this form, and that emotion was different in his true form.  Was this love that he felt for this amazing and sexy woman or was it all instinct and the mind-blowing pleasure.  He wasn’t sure it mattered in the end.  The deep tender feelings existed in him, no matter the cause.
Could his bonded lover actually love him?  A beautiful woman, but also a monster, a water nymph.  He wasn’t sure about that either, but he wasn’t sure it mattered any more than the questions about himself.  Ability to love or not, didn’t change the fact she felt sweet awe, devotion, lust, and affection for him.  Those emotions were real, and powerfully compelling, no matter the cause.
She slid on top of him, and paused a beat in case he would protest, before she smoothly wrapped her soaked quim around the tip of his cock.  She took him in slowly, with a sweet gasp of pleasure as he stretched her out and filled her perfectly.  When their bodies met, she ground against him in a little a circle as she squeezed hard around him, milking him delightfully.
“Master, you fill me so well,” she started to work him harder, raising up slightly after finishing a circle grind and squeeze, before slamming back down with a hard grind followed by another circle, “Don’t hold back master, I know how close you are, how much you enjoyed giving me pleasure.  Please, just cum in me, fill me.  I like when you fill my pussy as much as the sensation and taste in my mouth and throat.”
Fuck.  It was so much more than the words that ignited his libido in that moment into a raging fire.  It was the pleading, sultry, and adoring tone of her voice as she’d said it.
He grunted, and then pushed up into her hard.  He grabbed her hair and pulled her down firmly into a kiss, finally releasing his controls on his baser instincts.  He nipped her lip at her sweet little gasp, as he bent his knees slightly for leverage, grabbed her waist with his other hand, and started to drill up into her as fast and hard as he could.
The pleasure of the liquid silken friction was mind blowing, sending out waves of euphoria through his body, as he rushed toward the orgasm he wasn’t all that far from after eating her out earlier.  Not to mention her slow teasing strokes when they’d talked.  It’d also been all day since he’d emptied himself into one of his bonded.
She gasped as she bounced on his cock helplessly, as he drilled up into her hard and fast.  The intense shocked look of pleasure on her face, and her sweet sexy breaths of bliss contributed as much to his meteoric rise as the physical pleasure of her body.  Of course, once she came she always came fast and easy for him, so it was no more than a minute later when she began whimpering in pleasure and trembling above him, bouncing like a ragdoll as her pussy gripped and convulsed around his pounding cock.
He grunted, “Nysa!” and felt his knees go weak.  He pumped up hard two more times, and then pushed down on her hips as he stared up into her eyes.
Her sex worked his hard, still convulsing and milking him as he started to pulse and send his seed deep within her body.  It felt like an eternity of pleasure as they rode the peak of blissful ecstasy together, and it ended far too soon.
But they were just getting started with their night.  To her delight, he took her two more times, the second time doggie style, and the third he took her missionary and took his time with it.  His body pressing down against hers as he slowly stroked into her again and again.
He enjoyed the sensation of just holding her in his arms, and he’d decided his questions were meaningless.  Her ability to share human love or not, their deep emotional connection was undeniable.  He’d never tire of their shared pleasure with the tender emotions that accompanied the pleasure.  He’d do anything for his sexy nymph, and he knew she’d do anything for him.  Anything else was just details.
Of course, his night was only half over, and he’d only been holding her, stroking her back contentedly, and conversing in a low voice for around fifteen minutes when Shar called for a switch.
It was different with Shar, just as pleasurable mechanically if not more so, but they only shared a simple joy in their coupling and her feeding, without the deeper attendant emotions.  That might change over time, it’d only been four days since he’d met her after all, but he wasn’t entirely sure.  She was a creature of the lower planes after all, and she saw him as prey.  Even if prey she had a deal with, the long millennia of his life would be a blink in her immortal existence.
It was what it was.  His first few days with Nysa had been just as shallow sex wise, so it was far too early to give up on the idea.  Even if she saw him as prey, that didn’t mean there could be no respect, affection, and deeper ties, did it?
After all, Nysa was his bonded servant, lover, and ally.  She was also his sex slave by her own monster instincts, and she loved to be that, literally.  Point being, his relationship with her wasn’t exactly even either, and that hadn’t prevented the warmth and affection for her from entering his heart, nor would he ever take cruel advantage of her drives.
Deeper or not, he was forming a friendship with the succubus, and he wasn’t worried about their sex going stale from a lack of deeper and more meaningful ties either.  She had that whole lust power going for her, he’d never get tired of her amazing and talented body.  She was extremely subtle using it, never overpowering, but the desire would always be there.
He also decided the privacy spell wall of illusion had been a great idea.  He only thought of his lovely and faithful April when he held the demoness close and pursued sleep.  His focus on his lovers had been absolute, while with them, which was the point.  He really liked the couple of threesomes they’d done, it was overwhelming having both Shar and Nysa pleasuring him at once, but in truth he preferred the intensity and intimacy of a one on one coupling.




Chapter Six

After their morning reprise and breakfast the next morning, they headed to the baroness’s estate leading their horses through the village.  He was somewhat amused to note both Nysa and Shar were both wearing red robes that day.  They usually didn’t match, and wore their red robes on different days, the only color they shared in common.  He wondered if it was Shar’s idea and what kind of statement she was trying to send by doing it.  He was quite sure Nysa wouldn’t bother with games or statements when it came to a meeting with the king and other nobles.
One golden blonde, and one with midnight blue-black hair, both stunning in their red robes. 
“Interesting wardrobe choice,” he prompted.
Shar smirked, but she didn’t answer the implied question.  Politics were rather murky to him, especially human politics, and he decided he didn’t really care, nor would he worry about it.
The baroness wasn’t present on the estate when they arrived, but the guards at the gate did fetch her wizard quickly enough.
He nodded his head in greeting at the man dressed in white wizard robes.  He was an older man in his forties, with graying black hair, and a trimmed beard.
The wizard said, “I’m Vincent.  It’s a pleasure to meet the man that ended the war.”
Vincent held out his hand, and Muranth shook it.
“I hope the horses won’t be a problem?” he asked in a tone of voice that suggested they’d better not be.
Vincent shook his head, “The portal will be large enough, we use the spell on occasion to relocate mounted soldiers in an emergency.  Though you may need to blindfold the horses to get them to walk into an oval and bright white light.”
Shar nodded, and cast a quick illusion spell, which took about five seconds.  The illusion of blinders was much simpler than what she’d done last night, and of course they were just as good as the real thing since the horses couldn’t see through them. 
The horses stiffened and snorted nervously, but then calmed under their touch.
“That’ll last about fifteen minutes,” she said lightly.
Vincent gave her a measuring look, but it didn’t bother Muranth’s instincts.  It was a look of one warrior measuring another for threat level, and perhaps a little curiosity, not one of lust or desire.
The man must be a stone, because Shar’s devastating beauty and compelling presence could get a response out of a dead man.
Vincent said, “Good, let’s move on the grounds, and I’ll get you on your way.”
“Does this happen often?” he asked curiously.
Vincent replied, “Not often, emergencies are rare, fortunately. Though the last time was just a month ago when we sent what soldiers we could spare from village protection to man the walls of the capital against the lich’s army.  I imagine it will be a year or more before we’re back up to full strength.  The king must be in a bind of some sort to order it done this way.”
They moved to an open spot in the baroness’s courtyard.
Vincent said, “This will take a couple of minutes.”
At their nod of understanding, Vincent started to chant in the same eerie language of magic he’d heard Shar use a number of times.  Vincent’s voice was confident, unhurried, and deep as the words effortlessly rolled off his tongue.  The older man obviously had a mastery of magic.
He felt the gate forming, just like the last one he’d been through it seemed to be mostly nature magic, with lighter elements of fire, earth, air, and water threaded in.  The intra-realm gate seemed quite similar to the planar gate Khalea had opened up for him, but it looked quite different.  Instead of a solid spiraling golden light, with diffuse golden light haloing it, it was more a glowing solid white flat disc in the air.
The magic seemed to flex, and the threads all pulled tightly together binding the spell into existence on the last word of his spell.  One thing was clear to him, the only thing stopping the humans here from travelling between planes was knowledge, because the power and magical makeup was quite similar.
Vincent said, “It is done.  You’ll come out in the castle courtyard, near the royal stables.  They’re expecting you, but I’d advise no sudden moves until you’ve been identified.  Portals near the castle tend to make guards nervous.”
He chuckled, and nodded, “Understood.  Well met.”
Vincent nodded, and he led his horse through the gate carefully.  It was quite large actually, he suspected it was just large enough for a wagon pulled by horses.  It wasn’t tall enough to go through mounted, but it was more than tall enough for his standing height of six and a half feet, and the height of the horse.
The transition felt a little different, but not alarming, and his mind struggled for a moment to orient itself being in new place so suddenly.  At least he wasn’t appearing in the middle of an enemy army this time. 
The courtyard had a few soldiers in it watching the gate warily, and there were archers on the walls about sixty feet away.  He wasn’t worried, it was just a prudent measure to take in case it wasn’t him and his companions that walked through.  Scheduled or not, a clever spy and enemy could use such planning to set up an attack.  He moved a few horse strides forward to give his companions space to come through as he looked around.
The vast castle towered over them to the left, and the stables were to the right.  Across the large courtyard there were several soldiers sparring in practice bouts.  Among the closer ten soldiers watching warily was a man in a blue silk doublet and white pants, with a rapier on his hip. 
It wasn’t long before Nysa and then Shar came through as well, and the soldiers visibly relaxed as the portal disappeared.
The noble said, “I’m Baron Stephen.  I'm here to escort you to the king.  Your companions can accompany you, or they can be brought to your permanent guest suite.”
He’d forgotten about that, his assigned rooms in the castle that is.
“They’re with me.”
The baron nodded and if he had an opinion one way or the other, he didn’t share it even by body language.
The four of them walked toward the castle, and he had to admit he was curious what the king had in mind.  Of course, the fifth was invisible, and flying, since he didn’t feel her weight on his shoulder just then.  He hoped the king didn’t ask for an answer right away, he wanted to discuss it, whatever it was, with his three bonded first.
He'd make the decision of course, and was far from stupid, but they had insights into humanity that he still lacked.
They were led into the castle, which he recognized from last time.  It was richly appointed in a tasteful display of wealth that almost but didn’t quite reach cloying levels.  There were statues, busts, artwork, and elaborately colorful tapestries depicting scenes of battle.  Presumably historical battles of Uradia.
As last time, they never left the first level, and he recognized the area of the castle they were moving toward.  He wasn’t surprised at all when the baron stopped at the door leading to the meeting lounge he’d been in last time.
“His majesty and Princess Stephanie await you inside.”
Yeah, along with a bunch of guards, he was sure.
He nodded gratefully at the baron and entered the room. 
He hadn’t given the young and strikingly beautiful princess much thought since he’d left the castle weeks ago, but the memories of their intense and sexually charged meeting in his rooms rushed back as he looked at her.
She was even more stunning than he remembered.  She had warm and glowing very light and long straight brown hair that flowed down her body, and warm and intelligently expressive hazel eyes.  Her skin looked silken soft and lightly tanned.  Her face had a soft innocent beauty to it, similar in type to Nysa’s soft beauty, but at the same time completely different in facial features.  She had long eyelashes, and full lips that added a slightly sensuous appeal to that innocence.
Her body was athletically curvy at five foot seven, and her breasts were generous in size, similar to Shar’s that way, on the upper end of average among the women he’d met.  She looked resplendent in a fancy dark blue dress that bordered on a deep purple.  It covered everything from her neck to her ankles, but it was conforming enough to those curves to fire up his imagination at what delights must be beneath.
She blushed, and then turned her head away slightly to break their eye contact, and he wondered if he’d let his eyes linger just a bit too long as he moved his gaze to the king.
The king didn’t look angry at all, so he guessed she’d blushed for some other reason he couldn’t discern.  He was six feet tall, with the same hazel eyes as his daughter, but his light brown hair was a shade or two darker.  He looked fit and hale, for his age of thirty-five years, and there was welcome in his eyes.
He waved at the couch, “Take a seat, and introduce me to your companions,” he said with a note of curiosity in his voice.
He sat down on the couch across from them, there was maybe ten feet separating them.
He turned his head to the right, “This is Nysa, and my other companion is Shar.  I was fortunate to run into them both in my travels, and Shar is already teaching me the mysteries of magic.”
The king nodded, “I remember you mentioning you needed to find an instructor in spell craft.  Your progress through the villages was better than I expected, and our agreement mutually beneficial.  I was a bit surprised to find out you were a prince however.”
The king’s eyes questioned why he hadn’t disclosed that little fact.
He replied, “My rank has no bearing outside of my homeland, or at least it shouldn’t.  As I explained last time, the portal dropping me into that army of undead was quite a surprise.  I’d been expecting a more subtle walkabout, not to be rubbing shoulders with the nobility.  Developing my magic, gaining knowledge and experience of humanity, and earning treasure are my goals, not to get mixed up in local politics.”
Jonas barked a laugh, “That’s blunt enough, and I understand.  And I can even appreciate the thought of not influencing my kingdom overmuch.”
He nodded, “That’s actually frowned on in my society, but we deal with what we’re given, and I’ve tried not to be a disruption.”
It was true enough, some few of his people actually tried to lord over and dictate to the kingdoms in the realms they’re sent to, out of arrogance.  They of course, failed their walkabout and were killed, for not working to comprehend the truth of another outlook and the strange instincts of humans.  They failed to learn the lessons he’d already learned, that human society might be strange and incomprehensible at times, but that it worked for them.
Their way was better for them, and perhaps even better overall, but wouldn’t work at all with human instincts, desires, and needs.
Jonas said, “I’ll get to the point if you’ll excuse the rush.  I’m quite busy with the fallout from the war, things won’t really settle for the next year, if at all.”
He replied, “I am a rather blunt person.”
Jonas smiled, “The elves worked with us against the threat of the lich.  Poorly, but they did fight and bleed at our sides as we fought to survive.  Things have gotten much more complicated since then.  Queen Shalia and I failed to come to an accommodation on various issues surrounding the harsh times and fallout after a devastating war.
“We agreed to supply her enough food for the next four months, which would get them safely through the winter.  She did not agree that it was enough, and wanted almost twice that, enough food to last through to the summer harvest following their spring planting.  They have lost everything, but we can’t afford to starve our own people.  Most of our commoners survived, fleeing before the undead army as it destroyed their villages, homes, and farms.
“Any more food and we would have our commoners starving and dying in the dead of winter, even the nobles may find themselves on short rations this winter.  We aren’t heartless, but we thought four months’ worth of food more than generous.  It would allow them time to reestablish their forest homes and figure out how to buy the rest of the food they needed, through trade.
“We even offered to act as a go between, so that they could trade with Daca for emergency food supplies, but the queen is arrogantly entitled and insisted we owed them all they needed, which just wasn’t true.  My people also died and bled so hers may live, we didn’t owe her our lives, because we both saved each other.”
The king paused for a moment.
He realized all the king had said so far was just background information, and he hadn’t gotten to the deal part yet.
“Things have worsened.  We sent out two caravans to reestablish the western most villages of Westhold and Baybrook a week ago.  They should be arriving at Westhold this very day.  They were also sent to accompany the elves, and their caravan of foodstuffs and supplies that we could spare for their people.  There have been tensions, and even one incident where two of my people were killed.
“I hope Shalia won’t attack until she’s settled her commoners back in the forest, and so she won’t be risking the supplies we’ve already given her in a conflict.  I think we can count on that.  Yet, I have little doubt she will start raiding us shortly after that, long before we have enough of the replacement soldiers fully trained.  She is… not sane by human standards.  She seems to think we owe her everything she wants, even if we have to let our own people starve.
“There are only forty soldiers, as they were all I could spare for the mission.  Twenty each is enough to protect the villages from random monsters, and to police them internally, but not enough to stand off organized elven raids.”
He nodded, “So, you want me to do what?”
The king said, “Ride west to Westhold, on a fast horse you can make it there in five days if you push, instead of a week.  Unfortunately, none of the wizards in the city have been out that far.  The baroness and second caravan for Baybrook will wait there, and you can join their three-day ride north a day or two after you get there, depending on if anything needs your attention.  We feel if you’re there, you can oppose any threats the queen may make, and you’ll be well compensated for it.  The mission would be two months long, and you’d get a flat rate of fifty gold per week, at least that much coin merely for being there.
“Any skirmishes with the elves, we’ll let you sell elven armor and weapons directly to the nobility.  We’ll pay you an additional twenty gold for each full suit of elven armor, and ten gold for their weapons.  And of course, any monstrous threats to our people you clean out in those two towns, will earn you another ten gold each.”
He frowned, “I’m flattered you believe I’m a match to the elven kingdom on my own.  I can also empathize with your issue, but even I can’t protect two villages at once that are a three day’s ride apart.  I’m also not sure I want to get involved.  Killing monsters is one thing but taking sides in inter-kingdom skirmishes and protecting villages is another.”
Stephanie spoke up, “You are already involved, Muranth.  Another thing we disagreed with Shalia over, was you.  She made demands to have you turned over to her as a murderer of the four elves you killed.  We rejected that firmly of course, but the point stands that we both stood for you, and perhaps more importantly the queen of the elves is determined to see you brought low before her.
“Even if you turned down our offer and returned to your circuit of the villages, which you are free to do, you’d face the same threat from Shalia in another six weeks when you came close to elven land.  Why not deal with it earlier, when we will both benefit?
“I believe, and my father agreed when I came up with the plan, that your presence will heavily influence the elven queen.  It will enrage her.  If you accept, we’re not going to keep it a secret. Shalia will be aware of your involvement by the day’s end through spying, and we believe that she will purposefully send raiding parties in your direction, to take care of both issues at once, a week or so after you get there.  We realize it will be putting you in a dangerous position, and it will make you a lightning rod for our enemy, but she clearly already has plans in that direction.  I also believe you’re more than up for the task.”
The princess nodded to Shar, before looking back at him.
“Even if we’re wrong, and I doubt we are, once Shar has met Terry and Olivia, the wizard and witch for Westhold and Baybrook, they’ll be able to send you a message if either village is attacked when you’re not present.  They can even open a portal to you, if Shar doesn’t have that knowledge, and our soldiers can hold out the few minutes it takes you to get there.  We’d also like to introduce Shar to our court wizard, so we can communicate with you quickly if such a need arises.”
Shar smiled, “I know I look young, but I do have the knowledge and ability to open a portal, as well as initiate communication spells.”
The princess's explaination made the plan viable, but He still didn’t like it.  He wasn’t supposed to get involved in wars between kingdoms, or even skirmishes.  He wasn’t supposed to get involved in politics at all during his walkabout.  But, he had to admit what the princess said changed things.  He was involved, and through no fault of his own. The fault of his involvement lay squarely on his sister’s shoulders for dropping him into an army of undead.  At first he’d thought it was merely a prank, but now he believed his sister had probably hoped the surprise would kill him.  He was involved because of two bitchy queens that were entitled and ruthless.  His sister, and Shalia.
He’d also forgotten how passionately and intelligently the princess spoke, which was honestly kind of distracting for him.  He found himself not wanting to let her down, even as he felt the desire to ravish her again, and he pushed both of those instincts down as well as he could.  He didn’t think she was purposefully manipulating him, but she was regardless of her intentions, simply by being who she was.
Though of lesser influence, the amount of gold coin they were offering also greatly appealed to his acquisitive treasure instincts, and his need to fill his treasury with gold, jewels, and other precious and valuable objects.
Shar asked, “Will you include support, on top of pay?”
The king asked, “Support?”
Shar said, “The paired jewels to support communication spells can be expensive.”
The king nodded, “My court wizard, Terry, and Olivia will give you the other half of a pair they already hold.”
April whispered directly in his ear, “I’m okay with it.  The princess made some good points and the gold will satisfy your nature.  Nysa will do whatever you want, and Shar would enjoy the conflict.  No need to put them off and discuss it.”
He’d pretty much come to the same conclusion.  The only one he’d have really needed to discuss it with was April, and she’d just given her opinion.
He nodded to the princess, “That changes things.  Though unfortunate, we must deal with what life gives us at times.  I accept those terms.”
The king looked relieved, but to his surprise the princess looked a little nervous.
Jonas waved to one of the guards, “Escort our guest Shar to Benjamin, and bring her back here after they’re done.”
He assumed Benjamin was the court wizard, and he smiled back at Shar when she winked at him with a teasing smirk as she stood up.  He also reminded himself she was a demoness who was more than a match for any human, and Benjamin was probably some old wrinkled guy.  No reason at all to be jealous with her out of his sight, none at all.
Yet, he still had to fight that down.  It was more than just the jealousy, how was he supposed to protect her if she wasn’t at his side?  Even he knew he was a bit too possessive and overprotective for a human male, but then he wasn’t entirely human.  He was more than that.
The king stood, and he grabbed Nysa’s hand to prevent her from making the same mistake he did two weeks ago.
“I have many things to see to today, so I’ll leave you in my daughter’s capable hands until Shar returns and you can be on your way.  Good luck, I hope this new arrangement is as pleasing and productive for both of us, and the kingdom.”
He nodded, and then the king left the room after one last glance at his daughter.  To his surprise, all the guards followed him out, which left him and Nysa alone with Stephanie.  He’d have thought at least two of the eight would’ve stayed, even if he was well trusted by the royal family.
He looked over at her, and he looked into her warm hazel eyes.
The princess fidgeted.  It was kind of cute, considering her usual confidence, as she blushed and broke eye contact again.
He asked, “Was there something else on your mind?”
She blushed again and he remembered their conversation from last time, so he grudgingly looked away from her eyes for a moment.  His nymph and succubus never seemed to mind his direct gaze.
“Your walkabout will last a couple of centuries?”
He nodded, “Yes.  I suspect it will take an eighth of that to master my magic, maybe twenty or twenty-five years, but filling my treasury will take longer.”
She looked at Nysa before returning to his eyes, “And, connections aren’t forbidden you, two centuries is a long time to be alone.”
He shook his head, “It’s complicated, but not forbidden.”
She said, “So, if you wished, you could even marry a woman, have a family, and live a full lifetime before you returned to your old life?”
April gasped in his ear.
He froze, was she saying what he thought she was saying?  Their obvious chemistry and sexual tension was off the scale, but she hardly knew him.  He knew some things about her, she loved her people, and was passionate about seeing to their livelihood first.  She was fair minded, and extremely attractive with strong opinions.  She was a good woman, in short, but he knew about as much about her quirks, likes, and dislikes as she did of him.
It hung there awkwardly for a moment, and he kind of understood why there were no guards in the room now.  She wouldn’t want anyone to witness her suggesting to him that he should request to court her, even done subtly it wouldn’t conform to human society as he was coming to understand it.  Especially among the nobility, since there were proper ways to do just about everything for them.
He hadn’t even considered the possibility of taking a human mate, and having human children, much less becoming the prince consort to Stephanie’s future queen.  He honestly wasn’t sure what to think, it was both tempting for extremely shallow reasons, and also a bit compelling.  He wasn’t supposed to involve himself in politics, but he didn’t think it’d be hard to leave authority over the kingdom in her hands. 
At the same time, even while leaving that to her, it would bind him tightly to the royal family of Uradia for the remainder of his time here.  Which would keep things running smoothly even over generations, long past when the grateful king passed on to the next life.  Two centuries was a long time.  Those tight ties would allow him to do business rather safely in the kingdom, without worrying about having to abandon it.  He’d dismissed his plans to eventually go north into the mountains, because of the lesser dragon problem.  He would no doubt face one again, but it’d be stupid to go to where they lived.
There were many reasons it made sense, both personal and for the sake of his walkabout.
He was also quite sure she had no idea what she was asking.  Compared to human men he’d be ridiculously possessive, and not ruling the kingdom or not, he would rule their family and in the bedroom.  He also wasn’t sure about the customs of a queen, but her only lover would be him if they married.  Hypocritical, but that’s how it was, she’d be his, end of story.  But… that’s what courting was for right? To figure out all those problems.
Plus, there was also a curiosity to explore that part of humanity, as a learning experience, on top of everything else.
He’d thought fast, but all of that took a few seconds to process, along with a multitude of other problems that he was sure he hadn’t even considered, and his answer was an awkward beat or two late.
“That is possible.  It would take finding a woman understanding of my quirks and differences.  There’s no law forbidding it among my people, but it would also be outside of custom and tradition.  More importantly perhaps, this body is human, but I’m also more.  I have different thought processes, extra instincts, my unique magic, and I can be quite possessive and protective of what is mine.  There’s also the matter of Shar and Nysa, and the bonds between us that I would be unwilling to forsake.”
The princess blushed when he said the word mine, but for once she didn’t look away, and stubbornly returned his gaze with their eyes locked together.  She looked more than a bit breathless actually, and if it were any other woman, he’d have taken it as a direct offer to fuck like animals.  But… given who she was and her responsibilities and duty, he knew that wasn’t going to happen, no matter how much they both might’ve wished it could be otherwise in that intensely intimate moment.
She said, “I imagine those quirks would be discussed during a courting, and as for the latter part it isn’t unusual for a prince to have a number of concubines, as long as his wife had priority on his time, and in her bed.”
He glanced away for a moment, and he almost laughed at the look on Nysa’s face, as if she wasn’t quite sure why they weren’t just fucking yet.
“Courting might be difficult for me the next two months, until our new arrangement comes to a conclusion.”
The princess bit her lip, but it was Nysa who spoke next in her warm sultry voice.
“I bet Shar could portal us here for a day a week?  I’d love to see your permanent guest rooms in the castle, not to mention those opportunities in the city we mentioned, and it seems we’re leaving soon.”
Despite her smoky tone, that was remarkably subtle, she could stay in the room while he was with the princess one full day a week.  He mentally slapped himself for underestimating his blue eyes beauty again.  It was so easy to forget that his nymphomaniac love slave water nymph was actually quite intelligent, and she had the combined knowledge and wisdom of hundreds of human lives in her mind.  In truth, she probably understood what was going on better than he did, and all the human rules and customs that governed it.
In his defense, she hardly ever displayed that intelligence, and never asked for anything. 
The princess gave Nysa a warm smile, and she seemed a bit surprised to find an ally there in her obvious designs, enough that he caught the edges of it in her eyes.  The princess probably assumed Nysa would’ve been jealous at the idea of taking second place in a marriage to royalty.
He understood it of course. Nysa wasn’t an empath like Shar but only the densest person would miss the sparks flying between him and Stephanie.  Nysa was on board simply because he was attracted to the princess, and Nysa would do anything for him.  No jealousy at all in the gorgeous monster female, just a desire to please and serve him in any way he wished.
If he wanted the stunning princess in his bed, then Nysa would help make it happen.  It was really just that simple.
Still, he knew he’d barely comprehended all the difficulties or problems that would come up, it was another unforeseen situation that was unheard of, but like Stephanie said they could work it out over the courting.  Princesses didn’t get married at the drop of a hat, that ultimate ending would only happen if it worked between them over months of time.
Which would be a potent test of his libido control, not fucking the innocently beautiful and sexy princess for that long.
He said, “I’d be pleased if you allowed me to call on you one day a week, perhaps we could spend that whole day together, to make up for the lack on the rest of the week?  I’d love to court you, and get to know you better, and to discuss any expectations or hopes we may have?”
A little blunt perhaps, but that’s who he was.  If she wanted flowery speeches, then she wouldn’t be looking his way in the first place.  That was about the best he could come up with given his small amount of exposure to human custom, society, and tradition.
Stephanie’s smile was radiant and slightly smug, as she responded, “I’d like that, Muranth.  Just have Shar communicate to Benjamin when you plan to come, a day or two beforehand, so I can clear my schedule for the day.”
April made a strangled noise in his ear, maybe he should’ve talked to his fairy before making that commitment.  Well, she’d give him an earful he was sure, after they hit the road.  Still, it wasn’t as if anything was set in stone.  He was thinking with more than his dick, despite Stephanie’s heartbreaking and beguiling beauty and their obvious sexual tension.  Although, he’d be lying if he said his dick hadn’t cast a vote in favor of the idea.
He smiled, “I can do that, princess.”
She tilted her head, “If we’re courting, you may address me as Stephanie when we’re in private.”
He nodded, and that suited him just fine.
He reluctantly took his eyes off of her to glance at the door as it opened, and Shar entered with a sexy swish of her hips. 
He guessed it was time to go, and after some farewells were exchanged, they were escorted back to the royal stables.  He’d already committed to coming back to visit for a day after Westhold was settled and before they headed north to Baybrook.
They rode west at a good clip, and he’d just gotten done describing the second conversation he’d had after Shar had left, to fill her in.
Then he asked, “April, you have a problem with it?”
April asked, “How will you earn coin, when your married to the damned queen and raising children?”
He shrugged, “Details to work out, it’s not a done deal.  I’m sure the prince consort gets a monthly stipend, so that’s a plus, and I won’t be stuck in the castle all the time.  Staying in the city will also give Nysa the opportunity to pursue building actual businesses as an investment, instead of just investing in businesses owned by others.  Humans get rich on coin all the time, without killing even one monster.  It makes sense to pursue that angle and it would make Nysa happy.
“I could also focus more on the magical learning part of my task with Shar in the city during that time, raising children won’t take a tenth of my walkabout time.  Honestly, my biggest worry will be leaving Stephanie alone in the castle when I have to leave and get things done.  Perhaps not enough to neglect my duties as a mate, and risk her straying or falling out of love, but I can’t protect her when I’m not there.”
That would really drive him nuts, he needed to get a hold over those instincts, soon.
He added, “Plus, chances are she’ll run the other way when she realizes just what a controlling overprotective pain in the ass I’ll be.”
Nysa giggled.
Shar rolled her eyes, “She wants you badly, and it’s that intensity that attracts her to you.  There was so much lust in that room between you two that I could barely breathe.”
April snickered.
“Fine, I think it’s a bad idea, but if you can work it out then I have no objections.  Your walkabout is already impossibly hard and dangerous thanks to that bitch, so why not make it a little more complicated?”
He smirked, “Love you too, April.”
Nysa said, “I’m not sure I like the idea of sleeping away from you.”
He nodded, “Me either.  I’ll have to convince her to let my concubines in our marriage bed.”
Shar giggled, “Good luck with that.”
He shrugged, “It shouldn’t be that hard, if I can share my bonded with her, intimately I mean.”
April said, “That’s another twist, will you bond with her?  Will you be able to prevent it, when you grow feelings for her and feel possessive during sex?”
He frowned, there were a lot of issues, but at the same time there were a lot of pluses to the concept.  Not least of which, he admitted, was he’d get to sleep with her and put her with child.  A stupid reason on its own, but a compelling one in combination.
“I don’t know.  Would that extend her life do you think?”
April shrugged, “It might.  Our bonding extends yours, it might carry over.”
Another wrinkle, his people wouldn’t like it if he brought a human mate home with him.
Shar said, “Enough talk, he’ll figure it out when he speaks to and courts her.  She’s a stubborn and generous woman, who knows what allowances she may make to have our Muranth.  Right now, you need to practice.”
Right, his mistress of magic had spoken.  The conversation tapered off, as he started to cast his cantrips.  He became determined to master them by the time they reached Westhold in five days and caught up to the wagon caravans.  He also decided when his mind tired of it he’d work with Nysa more, transmuting his magic to water magic was one less step through their bond, and something he could master for use in battle a lot sooner than the other three elements.
The best part of throwing all his efforts into his magic for their five days of travel, was that he’d also be earning fifty gold coins with little risk.  Of course, payment would come due for that at some point, when the elves made their move.




Chapter Seven - Interlude

Princess Stephanie couldn’t get the stupid smile off her face.
He was so intense, sexy, and confident.  He was also very intelligent, she’d seen how his mind had raced through all the possibilities, once she’d hinted to him what she wanted from him.
She had remembered their first encounter wrong, but in the opposite direction of what she’d feared.  Her memory of him and their brief conversation had been a pale echo of the true intensity of his presence, and she’d been more than a little moist by the time their conversation was done.  Her body already felt like it belonged to him, no man had ever affected her so strongly before.
She wished he was still there, so that they could get to know each other.  She was curious about the quirks he’d mentioned, and she wondered exactly what his expectations of her would be in a relationship, but both of them had to bow to duty and it would have to wait.  She’d see him again soon enough.
Point being, it was as she’d remembered and believed.  She felt sexy as hell when he'd looked at her.  The desire had been more than clear in his eyes, and he'd also paid attention to her words with an intense attentiveness that there was no way to possibly doubt.  She was sure he saw her as intelligent and as more than just a pretty face.
Most importantly, he didn’t want to rule, was obviously even turned off by the idea given the context of some of the things he’d said along with his expressions.  Most men that had courted her when she talked had their minds plotting ways to gain power and ways to control her, she’d seen it in their eyes.
While his eyes had spoken of other things… like long conversations and his potent desire to ravish her body.  She tingled just thinking about it.
She could very much live with the idea of ruling the kingdom, while he ruled her behind closed doors in their personal lives.  She loved a strong man, who was also kind.
She pushed down her excitement, and sternly reminded herself it was just a good start.  No, a fantastic start that was a dream come true, all she wanted, but just a start.  Yes, he saw her as an intelligent woman.  He didn’t see the princess and future queen and attendant power at all.  But… who’s to say he’d still like what he saw in her as a woman after they got to know each other better.
Who’s to say she’d still like him once she got to know him?  He was sexy, confident, and made her knees weak and her body heat when he looked at her, but he could be a jackass under all that.
No, it was a fantastic start, but just a start.  Only time would tell.
She bit her lip, that stern internal reminder didn’t stop her from hoping for the best. 
She was also willing to overlook a lot, for a man that saw her and wouldn’t interfere her taking care of her kingdom, and who would probably even help as he had already been so far.  She wouldn’t be disrespected, or abused, but what was a few odd quirks, given all the pluses.  No relationship was perfect, and for a queen having a man that she could trust implicitly, one that would protect her and could be counted on beyond all doubt, was priceless.
She was fairly sure that he was that type of man.
April had been giving the matter a lot of thought through their first day’s ride west, and she was beginning to believe her initial reaction of alarm was wrong.  She needed to let go of the mold of the past, and expectations based on the past walkabouts. Muranth was too strong of heart and mind to flee from the temptation of ruling a lesser race.  He would master that temptation instead by throwing himself into the middle of it.
In fact, she was almost sure he already had.  It was only lesser dragons and jealousy mixed with the darker instincts of his kind that seemed to be giving him major problems and stresses, he’d been rolling with the rest of it.  Regardless of how she felt about it, she was reporting to Khalea on the last few days, and she decided to prod the bitch at the end of her report.
April delivered the last sentence of her report to Khalea in a bored monotone she knew would drive the bitch crazy. 
“Oh, almost forgot.  He’s courting the princess and future queen of Uradia.”
It was all she could do to hold her bored face, as blossom broke down in giggles in their currently shared mind and body.
Khalea growled in a way that satisfied April’s petty side.
“He’s doing what!”
She shrugged carelessly, “I’m not entirely sure of his motives, but they aren’t to rule the humans.  It’s kind of your fault, anyway.  He’s just rising to the occasion of the outrageous challenges you set for him.  You put him in her path by making him the savior of Uradia.  You barred his path of hunting treasure from monsters in the mountains, by putting him on a world with mountains infested by lesser dragons.  I think he plans to go into business instead, in addition to killing monsters for coin.  Who knows, maybe you’ll get to meet her one-day.  Stephanie is a delightful woman, and when bonded she just might live a whole lot longer than two hundred years.”
Khalea said coldly, “I don’t like your flippant tone.”
April said, “I see, I better go then, before I become rude instead.  I have nothing else to report, and I won’t for at least a week.  We’ll be riding west until then, and all he’ll be doing is practicing magic.  Unless something comes up, that is.”
Khalea blew smoke, “Very well, you may go.”
Blossom said privately, “Be careful sister, with your contempt.”
April sighed, and replied privately, “I will try, but you know I love him, and she tried to kill him.  Most likely through treachery, but I’m not sure if incompetence is any better.”
Blossom said, “You seem calmer, despite your sharp tongue.”
April blushed, “Yeah.  I don’t have that problem anymore, Muranth is sharing.  Still jealous I can’t have him for myself, but with the sexual frustration gone things have been a lot… better.”
Blossom asked, “Sharing?”
April replied, “His other bonded.  Not the same as his cock I’m sure, but they’re both very talented at giving pleasure.”
She felt shock from Blossom, probably at the fact that her bonded was strong enough to share with her, rather than that she was sleeping with a demoness and water nymph.  The shock was quickly followed by a naughty giggle as she released her power and returned to her body. 
She hadn’t needed to report that to the queen of course. Her orders were to report everything Muranth did on his walkabout, and her time with Shar and Nysa was her own business and not to do with him at all.
She smiled, and she wiggled back into Nysa who was spooning her in her sleep.  It felt… really nice.
Shar laid in the bed splayed against Muranth, half on her side with her head on his shoulder and her leg draped over his.  She didn’t have to sleep, but she couldn’t bring herself to move from his arms' embrace.  She’d never felt so warm, content, satiated, and safe in her life.
Which… was honestly terrifying to the succubus.  Feeling safe was being foolishly vulnerable in her world and society, but she couldn’t help herself.  His arm was around her like a gentle vise, even in his sleep Muranth was possessive and determined to keep her safe.
One of the first things a succubus learns is to never get close to their prey.  Sex and pleasure could bring up shallow emotions.  Feelings that weren’t real, and just based on the chemistry of ecstasy, endorphins, and satiation.
It was a rule for obvious reasons, it would make it hard to finish them off at the end and get that huge and powerful hit of life force as their target sheds their mortal coil.  Attachment, compassion, were things they avoided.  Even among their own kind, it was a bad idea, a way to make herself a target.
Of course, Muranth was different than other prey.  He was an endless smorgasbord of life force. She would never have to kill him, never have to end it, in fact she’d fight to keep him alive.  Even risk her life short of guaranteed death.  After all, what was the point in saving him, if she got sent back to the lower planes with no way to get back to him?
She sighed, as that last pessimistic thought made her stomach turn.
Would she really let him die, just because he’d be no further use to her?  She’d be sent back to the lower planes anyway, when the bond broke.  She felt weak and vulnerable, at the idea of sacrificing herself for him, even if it ended in the same way for her either way.  In truth, she wasn’t quite sure what she would do in a situation like that, and she hoped to never find out.
Point was, she felt vulnerable and safe in his arms, and that made her tremendously uncomfortable.  He was prey, but he was also becoming important to her.  Beyond being a food source.  He was fun, made her body sing in ecstasy, and was protective of the women in his life.  He was also… kind, and giving.  She’d never had better sex in her life.  She put all her focus into pleasing him, because she knew that he’d be taking care of her own pleasure.
She snorted in self derision, since she was clearly losing her mind.  He was just fucking prey, no more and no less. He was her meal ticket to power in a relatively short time given her immortal lifespan.  That’s it, she just wanted to keep her meal ticket breathing, so she could go home in a millennium or two and claim her proper place as the ruler of a plane.
She winced, as a small quiet voice within her called her a liar at her pessimistic and harshly dismissive thoughts.
Then she got incredibly angry at him, why couldn’t he be a dick, a selfish asshole, that would be so much easier to deal with.  She knew how to deal with assholes.  Maybe she was going crazy, because part of her wanted to grow her claws and rip his heart out in that moment, but part of her wanted to give into the foolish feelings he engendered, which all her instincts and experience told her was foolhardy.
She sighed.  The power he could give her better be worth the damned confusion.  She’d just do what she’d always done, and simply bury herself in her role.  The rest would work itself out eventually, one way or the other. 
Though, sometimes even she wondered if she’d become what she acted like.  It was too easy for her to act as the sweet and coy maiden who loses herself in the joyful sins of the flesh.  Sure, her current thoughts were dark and a bit brooding, but what woman wasn’t multi-dimensional?  Everyone had layers, and her current doubts, angst, and confusion didn’t negate the other, did it?
Her true fear was the future.  It’d only been five days since he’d bonded her and freed her from her old master.  if she already felt the shadow of these feelings, what would happen over the next two thousand years, or longer?
She bit her lip, and she raised her head a little to look at his calm and ruggedly handsome face, as he slept.  She wasn’t sure, and she didn’t like worrying about it.  Only time would tell where it led.




Chapter Eight

Consciousness came with the mind-bendingly pleasurable sensation of Shar’s sex wrapped hotly and tightly around his.  He knew it was her before he even opened his eyes, as it squeezed, milked, and rippled around him in impossibly blissful ways.  He let out a long moan, and all she was doing was tiny grinds and squeezes for the moment.
Of course, another clue that way was her soft sounds of pleasure, which were higher pitched and slightly less sultry than his water nymphs sounds of bliss.  Her long shiny and wavy golden blonde hair tickled his chest and neck with each one of her movements, and her generous and impossibly pert and firm rounded breasts teasingly swayed and brushed his chest with each tight little grind.
His hands reached for them unbidden by his conscious mind, and he squeezed lightly but firmly before he pinched her nipples and pulled gently.  His reward was a pleasured gasp and an immediate tightening around his sex that made him grunt.
He finally opened his eyes, and he looked up into the most beautiful and sensual face he’d ever seen.  He was also surprised at how close she was, despite the obvious angles, her dark gray eyes wide with joyful pleasure were only inches away, and the warm and sweet look in them made him twitch hard inside her heat.
She whispered, “Morning, lover,” in a sweetly compelling breathy voice.
He couldn’t help his smile, which was accompanied by another moan as she squeezed hard around him, and then milked his cock with another tight grind.  It sent an incredible feeling of blissful sparks through his body from down below, and her hair teasing his chest while her fingernails dug deeper into his chest.  All the sensations were varied and wonderful.
He wished it would never end.
She said, “I love your cock, so good in me.”
He grunted, “I love being in you, so tight and hot, soft and silky.”
It was about then he realized he couldn’t hear anyone else, and he turned his head to the side.  The morning sex wasn’t anything new, but he could usually hear the others stirring.  At night he shared his lovers with April, but the fairy was more than happy with just once a day with her less active libido, so his mornings were usually both his ladies at once.
Shar giggled naughtily, “I’m being selfish this morning,” she gasped and rippled up and down his length, “It’s a bit early, and I gave us a little privacy with an illusion spell so Nysa wouldn’t hear and wake up.”
He grunted, “I think I can bear it.”
She snickered, then gasped when he squeezed her breasts, and then he thumbed her nipples just the way she liked it.  Hard enough that the shock of it went straight to her core, but not so hard it truly hurt and overshadowed the pleasure in her body.
She said, “Fuck, Muranth.  You’re so good at that.”
He replied, “You are so lovely, Shar.  Cum for me,” he said those last three words as a stern order.
She smirked, but then gasped when he pulled and lightly twisted her nipples, and her body obeyed his command and started to tremble above him as she squeezed and convulsed around him wildly.  Her sex flushed his cock and balls with her silken liquid bliss, and he stared up at her in awe at the sensual beauty’s ecstasy.
He also squeezed gently, and then ground up into her rhythmically instead of the other way around, to prolong and intensify her orgasmic bliss.  Normally during the slow teasing grinds from above, he wouldn’t move at all, so his lovers could control their pleasure and all the angles perfectly, but during orgasm was an exception.
The sexy and wild sounds of pleasure from her mouth, the gasping breaths, and her gorgeous eyes widened in pleasure was almost overwhelming for him.  Despite all she’d been doing had been light grinding and he’d been in perfect control of himself a moment before, he almost went straight over the edge at the erotic display above him, and the pleasure of her quivering sex down below.
She looked almost accusingly at him, as she came down from her height, and he smirked up at her when he realized she was annoyed her body had obeyed his order.
He growled, “Mine.”
She blushed, then scoffed as she started to ride him a little more aggressively than earlier.  Adding a rise and fall between the grinds, and the sweet pleasure of tight, hot, and wet friction on his sensitive cock.  She slowly ramped up the speed and length of her rise and fall, until she was finally rocking her hips up and down the full length of his cock hard and fast.  Slamming their bodies together with a slight grind at an incredibly firm and wanton pace, while keeping her upper body relatively still.
She said breathily, “Don’t you dare cum yet, I’m so close,” in a naughtily sweet voice.
She was evil apparently, because between that and the incredibly pleasure of her body, his legs went numb and his blissful ecstasy took him by storm unawares, like a tornado touching ground.  A wave of ecstatic pleasure passed through his body, and then pulses of mind-numbing pleasure went through him as he started to fill her.
He grunted, and she purred in enjoyment as he pulsed his seed deep into her body, the euphoria of that moment blinding.  By his third mind-blowing rope of cum, she followed him into ecstasy with a smirk on her face that told him she’d wanted him to cum by telling him not to.
She giggled as they came down, with a smirk on her face, and he spanked her ass hard before pulling her down into a kiss.  The kiss was aggressive at first, but then she melted against him and it turned soft, and sweet.  She looked so vulnerable when it broke, and she stared into his eyes.
He wasn’t sure if this was part of the game or not, so he erred on the side of caution and pretended not to notice. 
Then she smirked, “Thanks for the meal.”
He suspected then even she wasn’t sure.  She usually said something crude or rude when she appeared to be softening toward him past what was required.  He changed the subject, not sure how to address it or even if he should, she’d have to figure it out on her own.  Just as he’d need to figure out if he was falling for her as he so obviously was for his Nysa.
“How was watch last night?”
She said, “No problems.”
He said, “That must be boring, what do you do all night?”
She bit her lip, and she sat up straight keeping him still buried in her. 
“I used to use all my down time for plotting against my enemies, so it can get a little boring now that I don’t need to worry about it.  April only sleeps a few hours though, and she keeps me company for most of the night.”
He tilted his head as he picked up her reticence, “What aren’t you telling me?”
She blushed, “A woman has to have some mystery.”
He snorted, but he decided not to push it, “Fine.”
He suspected she might be growing as fond of him as he was of her, but he couldn’t be sure.  It was more than possible he was reading his own hopes into her actions and artful aplomb.  That said, he’d changed the subject to something he’d believed would be innocuous to avoid making her uncomfortable.  He was very curious about her delayed and slightly wooden response to his question.
Her body wiggled a bit, and he felt himself respond, start to grow within her and fill up her blissfully tight channel.  No doubt a response to the sensation below and the alluring view of her gently swaying breasts.  After a second round, it’d be Nysa’s turn before they had breakfast, and then they’d head out for the day.
The five days of their ride to Westhold was done at a grueling place.  They worked the horses to their limits, without pushing them dangerously, and they started early and stopped late.  There was no combat during those five days, outside of his continued morning instruction with Nysa.  Of course, Nysa was a natural, and she already had a fighting style. She just needed to get as accustomed to wielding short daggers as she was with her claws.  A very slight modification of a style of fighting she’d mastered long ago.  He more than suspected at times that she was only carrying on their practice at that point, because it put his intense focus entirely on her, which she loved.
As he’d hoped, by the end of the trip he was able to master the three new cantrips.  He worked hard on it each and every morning and part of the afternoons on his trip.  He was able to use the air, fire, and earth cantrips without fail now, without even really thinking about it.  His subconscious mind had been trained sufficiently to do most of the work for him.
To maintain that mastery, he’d just cast them once every morning and night, on the days that he didn’t need to use them normally during the course of his day.
The next step would be to train his natural ability to read that magic, and channel and transmute his own magic into the same.  That part would take a lot longer, perhaps months, especially since he still needed to spare a part of his focus to keep the cantrips going.
In the latter half of their afternoons he’d been working with Nysa, this time with her as the teacher, as he used their bond to channel and transmute his magic into elemental water magic.  At the end of the week it still wasn’t up to the point he could use it in battle like life magic, but it was close.  He was also getting very good at using the water shield magic with very little focus.
His new focus was to work water magic exclusively, until he could use it in battle.  Then he’d master the other three elements in the same way, one at a time.  In a couple of months he’d be able to use all four elements at will, in battle, with maybe a trick or two for each one.  After that, his true training would begin as he learned all he could do with the elements directly which would take years to master, and of course his spell casting training would start.
Still, even with just a couple of tricks for all four elements he’d be far more dangerous in battle than he was that day.
He suspected he’d be using water magic in battle in as little as a week, without compromising his sharp awareness of his surroundings and enemies.  Then add another element at that level every two weeks after that.  That made sense to him, because he’d already been practicing his water magic for a little over two weeks, just not with total focus.  He had a long way to go for complete mastery of all his magic, but his fierceness on the battlefield was about to grow tremendously over the next two months.
He was getting along with all his bonded and growing their relationships as well. 
His April seemed less snarky, and less earthy, now that she was getting some sexual relief every night.  She still had the same mischievous sense of humor that he’d grown up with of course, but it was lighter and had lost a certain hard edge she’d picked up the last few decades.
Which… made him feel like an idiot, as it implied that she’d wanted to fuck his brains out for decades, and he hadn’t had a clue her love for him ran that deep.  He loved her of course, but he wasn’t in love with her like she was apparently in love with him.  Although, he did want to ravish her, because he did love her as family, and she was hot as hell.  Plus, she was his, which added to that temptation a whole lot.  But he could deal with it.
He didn’t share his new insights, but he was determined to keep an eye on it and do his best to protect her.
Nysa was a dream. His challenge there wasn’t their relationship which had deepened even further the last week, but in encouraging her to enrich her life in other ways.  She was loving, sweet, and a little wild.  So far, the water nymph just seemed interested in business to make her master more coin, but there were signs she was still growing.  Be it his bond with her, or her continued exposure to ideas and humanity in a way she’d never had before when she hunted out of her pool.
He wanted her to grow, because it just seemed wrong to him that he seemed to be her whole purpose for being.  At the same time, she was clearly the happiest among the four, always joyful in his presence, and she was more than content to simply be that, so who was he to judge?
Shar kept him on his toes, just as much as April did, if in completely different ways.  Their dance continued, and they had a joyous give and take in bed and in their conversations.  She was rather inscrutable to him.  Except those rare times she showed a genuine and obviously vulnerability that was obviously disturbing to herself.  She clearly enjoyed his company, and he believed they were growing strong ties of friendship, on top of their mind-blowing sex when he fed her life-force.  If not deeper emotional ties.
Still, she had him the most off balance, because he always doubted his conclusions.  Was any of it real, the wistful and soft looks, the rare moments of vulnerability she displayed, or was she just fucking with his mind with artifice?  
Perhaps, merely to stave off boredom.
Most of the time she was a coy and sweet tease out of bed, and then rocked his world in bed with a joyful abandon, but those other looks slipped through.  Were those looks slipping through her artifice, or part of it?
Ironically, it was their times in bed that was most telling that way, her responsive body, and her conflicted expressions, told him she was not only growing closer to him, but that it was all real and she was disturbed by it.
Except, succubus.  Wasn’t she able to control her body perfectly?  Then he wondered why she would even screw with his mind that way, to make the effort, except… bored demoness.  It was as fun as it was frustrating trying to figure her out.  As for him, at the end of those five days he was extremely fond of his curvy golden-blonde beauty.  He couldn’t help it, she was dazzling, enthralling, and so very lovely.
Stephanie was another question mark, but that mystery would have to wait for his day long visit.  A visit that would take place very shortly, once they’d gotten the lay of the land around Baybrook.  That hadn’t stopped them from having conversations about it.
April seemed to be coming around to the idea of it.  The advantages outweighed the disadvantages but also added uncertainty.  Her largest concerns were of the bond, and what it would do to the princess.  Would her life be extended?
He had the same concerns, his world and his true form,was no life for a human princess or queen, but how could he leave a bonded mate behind?  At the same time, how could he wish her life wouldn’t be extended if it worked out between them.  He would surely mourn her passing after a short human lifetime together.
April feared the same thing, and his peace of mind for either way that question fell.
Nysa… as usual the nymph just wanted to make him happy.  She’d do whatever he wanted, even if it cut down on the time they were physically together in the same place.  It wasn’t quite that simple though, because that put him in the position of protecting her from herself. 
He couldn’t imagine being the source of her suffering in silence for his sake.  His duty was to protect her, cherish her, and his heart was already twisted up with that duty.  He’d have to figure out a way around that, it was one of his biggest concerns in truth. His Nysa was precious to him and her needs of his presence were strong.  He’d have to question her carefully after his first day long visit with Stephanie.
Shar didn’t seem to care either way, but he suspected she was already plotting how to seduce Stephanie into their shared bed.
He wished her luck.  He didn’t want to sleep apart from the others on the nights he was with his queen, if it worked out that is.  It wasn’t quite a deal breaker though. He suspected when it all settled down that he’d only be at the castle half the time anyway, while the other half he pursued coin and the battle his kind craved.
It was all very complicated, and he’d have just abandoned the idea if it wasn’t for the advantages of such a union, and of course his desire to make her his.




Chapter Nine

The early afternoon sunshine was bright, and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky as Westhold came into sight.  They’d passed several burned-out farms that were obviously abandoned.  He suspected those farmers would return to their lands next spring to prepare the fields and plant.  For the moment all food and supplies for Westhold would be shipped in, as the village folk rebuilt their businesses and homes.
The good news was that the buildings were all still there, solid stone that the undead army hadn’t bothered destroying or knocking down.  The scent of sawdust reached his nose, as well as the smoke of the forge as they approached the outskirts of the village.  There was a lot of activity going on, and logging to replace the tables, chairs, beds, and other things the undead army had destroyed, mostly by fire.  The buildings were still there, but only the stone structure of them.
Even the doors and window shutters had been destroyed.
There were also two long lines of wagons, and a tent city of sorts right outside the village.  Presumably the second caravan and people to rebuild Baybrook, there just wouldn’t be enough room in the buildings to host two villages worth of people.  It was clear to him almost immediately the king had guessed correctly. The queen of the elves hadn’t tried to take any more stuff or attack the other caravans yet.  Given the last five days, she was probably getting their people settled and preparing for the raids.
Everyone he saw looked focused and busy, but not unhappy, as they prepared the village for the coming winter.  On the contrary, they looked pleased to be back home, alive, and able to reclaim their lives.  Even the soldiers were helping out, as he spied a couple carrying lumber out of the nearby forest.
They’d passed through another village on the way there that had sat empty.  He suspected the plan was to restore the two western most villages first to hold the border. If he remembered correctly there were four villages west of the capital, another also three days north of the one they passed through.  Those two could be rebuilt and populated next spring.
It made sense, there was a lot of logistics involved in resettling a town and making sure they had the supplies and food they needed to get through winter.  The two other towns could wait, and it’d be easier to feed them in the capital city.  It would suck for the people, that had to live in tight quarters like refugees, but it was what it was.
They dismounted and had to take care of their own horses.  Obviously, the businesses weren’t back up yet, everyone was building.  He unsaddled his horse, and then brushed it down as Nysa and Shar did the same.  At the same time, he continued to practice his channeling and transmuting of water magic.  He wouldn’t do so in battle yet, but he was proficient enough to keep his awareness sharp enough outside of a battle.
After ensuring their horses had some oats and hay, as well as fresh water, they headed toward the baron’s estate on the eastern edge of the town.
“We’re probably going to have to set up our tent.  I doubt the inn is going to open anytime soon.”
In fact, it looked burned out like the houses, so it’d take them time to replace everything.  There were large cookfires and a food setup on the edge of town, and he suspected everything was just free for the moment until the village was finished and the situation normalized.
Nysa said, “I don’t mind.  The amount of bedding you have is almost as good as a mattress.”
That was true enough.  There were some advantages to carrying around camping supplies in his treasury, and that was just one of them.  Though a mattress was still much better, to his way of thinking. 
Shar said, “I can set up a privacy illusion too.”
He looked over and she winked saucily, then she said, “Wouldn’t want to make all the men in town jealous of your stamina and how you make us scream.”
He snorted, but she wasn’t wrong.  None of them were quiet or subdued during their lovemaking.  He and Nysa had drawn looks more than once during breakfast, after a night spent at an inn.
They passed by a number of hunters, who were busy dressing several deer for the evening fire.  It made sense, the more food they could find locally the longer the emergency food supplies would stretch.  He wasn’t worried about it, but he was curious and a little impressed by the planning and efficiency that had gone into the endeavor of rebuilding the village.
The baron’s estate was burned out like the rest of the town, and there were two guards at the entrance to it.  The stone privacy walls were still there, but there was no gate yet, which surely had been made out of wood.
He stopped a few feet away from the guards, and he identified himself before they could ask.
“Muranth, here to see the barons.”
The guard nodded with respect, “I recognize you from the battle outside the capital.  You’re expected, so go right in.  They’re in the main dining hall.”
They moved through, and the front door was gone as well, splintered and laying on the ground.  The inside of the manor didn’t look much better.  All the artwork was blackened or completely destroyed.  Busts and statues were broken or completely shattered, and tapestries had burned.  He followed the sounds and his senses to find the main hall, which had two guards, two barons, and a witch and wizard in it.
He was a little impressed that the barons weren’t prioritizing their own comfort over the rebuilding of their town.  It also meant that thirty-six of the forty guards were out there getting things done, they’d only kept back the two in there and the two by the gate for security.
There was a simple plain table that still smelled of sawdust, as well as six newly built chairs.  In the corner of the room there were four small cots.  It looked like the four of them were living out of this room.  It’d take time to for things to get back to normal.
The baron with short brown hair and eyes looked in their direction as he entered, then smiled.
“Muranth, I presume?  I’m Baron Robert of Westhold, and this is Baron Gregory of Baybrook,” he waved at the blond haired and blue-eyed man.  Both of them wore silk shirts and elaborate pants, but they looked a bit wrinkled and out of sorts.
Robert continued, “This is my wizard, Terry.  Olivia here works for Baron Gregory.  They’ll be working with your witch?”
Terry had beady brown eyes, and he was balding.  He immediately disliked the wizard, probably the way the man was eyeballing what was his.  Granted, his Nysa looked ravishing in her dark blue robes, and Shar was devasting in her red ones, but there was a difference between a short admiring glance and a creepy stare.  The asshole was eye-fucking his bonded.
He was learning how to deal with the former, but not so good yet with the latter.  Still, he managed not to give in to his urge for violence.  The disdainful look from Nysa, and the way that Shar stepped closer to him helped.
The baron seemed pleasant enough so far though, both of them come to that. 
Olivia had dark brown hair, and chocolate eyes, with a willowy body.  She looked in great shape for her advanced years.  She wore simple yellow robes and smiled at them in tentative welcome.
He nodded, and introduced his companions, save April of course who was invisible and undetectable as usual.
“Shar will be able to communicate with both, do you have what she needs for that?”
Both Olivia and Terry reached into their robes, and they pulled out a small gem.  He wasn’t sure why that was needed, but he knew he’d find out eventually.  So much to learn, but he focused on the present and his water magic.  That could wait.
Olivia said, “We’ve already prepared them, and hold their other pairs.”
Some kind of magical link between them he supposed.
Shar moved forward to take them with her signature shy smile, “It’s nice to meet you both.”
He managed to prevent a grimace, barely, when the weasel handed Shar his gem.  His instincts were to rip him apart for daring to touch her hand, but he knew that was ridiculous, even if the guy was a creep he’d done nothing wrong in that action.  He calmed further when Shar moved back toward him and purposefully put her hand on his arm, sending the bastard a clear signal she was his.
He appreciated her efforts that way.  The demoness could’ve gone the other way and made his jealousy worse by teasing him that way.  So far, she hadn’t, not even once.  Nor had they ever talked about it.  Of course, she had said she knew what he was, which meant she probably knew a lot about his race and what he was going through.
He said, “This will help us stay in communication, for emergencies.  Do you have any concerns right now for my job and skillset?”
Robert shook his head, “No monster sightings yet, and we haven’t seen an elf since they left us five days ago either.  I suspect the undead army caused most of the monsters to flee, and the few who didn’t were destroyed.  Your only job right now is to be visible.  Despite not seeing any elves I wouldn’t be surprised if she didn’t have scouts of some sort in the area.  Perhaps animals, I understand nature magic can do that.”
Right, well that wasn’t great news, less gold coins in his treasury, but he supposed his fifty gold a week stipend and the future elven attacks would be enough.  Maybe some monsters would move back too, he’d be bouncing between the villages for the next two months after all, and the capital for his weekly all-day visits with Stephanie.
Olivia said, “That’s true.  Birds are often used that way by those with nature magic, or wizards.”
Gregory spoke up, “We’ve actually been discussing it.  We believe the best thing for you to do is be visible as possible.  Perhaps go hunting if you wish to help our efforts, or simply walk around the village, but avoid being inside buildings and out of sight. My people, the second caravan, will be leaving in two days’ time.”
Robert smiled, “They’ve been helping, and of course waiting for you.  Do you have any questions for us?”
He shook his head, “I understand my responsibilities, and probably will hunt.  I’ll donate whatever is left for the general food after we’ve replenished our stores.  They’re low after a week on the road, and I don’t want to deplete the emergency supplies.  If nothing else, we can replenish our own stores when I go to the capital.”
Nysa said, “Your well is fouled, I sensed on the way across the main square.  I can take care of that and do so as obviously as possible.”
Robert chuckled, “Thanks.  We’ve been using the using the nearby stream.  We’re pretty sure Shalia is already aware of your presence here, but we and king feel the more… bold you are in your presence, the angrier she’ll get.  Angry people make mistakes.  How did you get on her bad side anyway?  It’s unimaginable to me, since we owe you so much.”
He told the story of his meeting with the four elves outside the capital, how they’d tried to recruit him into the queen’s service, then attacked him when he turned the offer down.  He hadn’t really even turned it down, it was more of a negotiation tactic than anything else.
Gregory grunted, “We’d heard news of that, but not in such detail.  We’d thought they’d just tried to kill you.”
He nodded, and they said their farewells.  They all had a lot to get done, and none of them could afford to talk the day away.  At the same time, he’d gotten a good sense of the barons, who were both good men.  He liked Olivia as well.  As for Terry, well three out of four wasn’t bad. 
They headed straight for the central square in the market, or more specifically the well.
He said, “Will you let the princess know I’ll be there in the morning?  We’ll have to be ready to move the morning after, and I suspect it’ll be at least another week before I’ll have another opportunity.”
Which meant they’d have to be very obvious today, hunting and purifying the well.
Shar nodded and pulled out the gem that Benjamin the court wizard had supplied her with. 
He was curious and paid attention as she muttered a few phrases in that eerie language of magic, and the gem glowed slightly.  To his surprise, she didn’t speak at all after that, and he figured it must be some kind of mental connection.
She said, “Benjamin will pass it along to her highness.  We’re also to portal into the same place we did last time, from Arrowreach.”
He asked, “What will you three be up to in the city tomorrow?”
April snorted, “I’ll be watching over you.”
Right, he should’ve seen that coming.
Shar replied, “I’ll accompany Nysa into the city. We’ll watch out for each other and fend off any unwelcome attention.”
He growled, couldn’t help it.
Shar shook her head, “You need to get over that. I don’t flirt to get men’s attention. I use shyness and coy sensual curiosity to draw them in, so you don’t have to worry about that.  I also promised to be faithful because I don’t need any more prey than you and our group of bonded.  Even if I was willing to betray you, which I’m not because we keep our deals and I don’t hate you, I wouldn’t risk losing my meal ticket for a tiny snack.”
He sighed, “It’s not a lack of trust in your actions.  It’s violent instincts and a need to protect what’s mine.  I’m okay with it, I can’t keep you all locked in a room while I spend time with Stephanie, no matter how much I might wish it.  Plus, Nysa needs to be out there investigating the possibilities, if she’s going to invest in a business, or even build one from scratch.”
Nysa scolded Shar, “I like him the way he is.  Insanely possessive, and sweet,” she turned to him and her tone of voice turned smoky again, “If it helps, master, I’ll miss you too.  But I’m also excited by the new possibilities in serving you, and I enjoy it for myself as well.”
Shar sighed, “You might not be there, but you’ll feel it if we run into… problems.  You don’t try to dominate any of us through the bond, but it is capable of more subtle things.  Not just reading magic and dominating our minds and will.”
He grunted. He’d forgotten about that because he never used it.  They were always around him after all, and he never needed to.  It wouldn’t be hard to monitor them and know if they were in trouble, and he could follow the bond to them if they were ever split up.  That also solved one of his worries about Stephanie, if it worked between them and he was gone for the day earning coin, he’d be able to sense it if she was under threat, by her own state.  If that happened, Shar could get him home fast.
It was a subtle thing, it wouldn’t let him hear their thoughts or emotions, but he could get a sense of their mental state and overall sense of being.
They arrived at the well, and Nysa’s water magic exploded out of her in a torrent.  The water flowed up out of the well like a geyser, and then looped back down into it.  He felt her power cleansing the water, and he let out a chuckle when he realized the geyser wasn’t necessary at all.  In fact, most of her magic was being expended below the ground, in the deep pool of water beneath the ground.
A few bloated dead animals, and a person or two floated up out of the water, which was the source of the contamination.  That was just the obvious stuff, as he felt other much smaller contaminates that he couldn’t even see being filtered out by her magic and put in the same pile.
Shar, not to be outdone, cast a spell that started to burn the pile to ash with white hot fire that would be visible for miles.  She could have done it with her natural ability over fire as a demon mage, but that would’ve revealed she wasn’t just a witch to anyone watching that had half a brain.
The heat of it was intense, but his lovely demoness kept the heat tightly contained as she burned it all to ash.  More than a few of the commoners had stopped to watch the show, and they shook their heads in amazement when it was finished.
Nysa said, “It’s good to drink now.”
He chuckled, “I’m sure word will spread without our assistance.”
Shar backtracked to their earlier conversation, “It may not be about trust, but it is about faith.  Have faith in our ability to stop anyone from trespassing.  You’ve already seen that in action a number of times, not being there to see it is no different.  We are… more than capable.”
He nodded thoughtfully, but couldn’t help but remember the baron, when Nysa had needed his help to deal with a man that wouldn’t accept no for an answer, one that had temporal power.  On the other hand, having faith in his ladies’ abilities to defend themselves from unwanted attention was obviously going to be one of the keys to resisting his darker instincts.
“Let’s go hunting.”
It was his turn for a little fun, and he shifted his bow to his left hand and his quiver to his shoulder as they walked toward the edge of the village in the forest’s direction. 




Chapter Ten

They appeared in almost the exact same spot as they moved through the white disc portal under the early morning sun.  Of course, they left their horses behind this time, they’d be returning to Westhold at the end of the day in preparation of going north to Baybrook.  Most likely that would be their last stint on horseback for quite a while, and they’d portal between the three locations for the next two months.
At least until the two-month mission was done, and then they could return to Arrowreach to take up their circuit where it left off.  Eventually, when Shar had learned all the villages, he wouldn’t be on a horse very often at all, if ever.
Being able to portal directly to each village would be far more efficient, at least once Shar had been to them all and could do so.
There was a tightness in his gut as Shar and Nysa walked off. The former in her light blue robes, and the latter in red.  Being out of their presence was harder than he expected, and more than just for the obvious reasons.  It wasn’t just the jealousy at the thought of men ogling them without his forbidding presence around, but the simple and indisputable fact that he’d miss their presence.
They were a huge part of his life, and he wasn’t used to being separated from his bonded.  It wasn’t an emotional strain, he wasn’t co-dependent or anything, but there was a distinct lack of them in his senses.  The world seemed incomplete without them there at his side.
On the good side, Shar had been right. He could sense them through the bond, and that they were okay and not under threat.  That helped a lot, with both reasons he disliked having them out of his sight.
Well, he’d wanted this experience, and he wanted Stephanie for many reasons if it could work out, so now he had to suck it up.
The servant guiding him said, “My lord, the princess has arranged a private breakfast in the gardens.”
He nodded, “Lead on.”
They walked through a few hallways and to another exit, which led out into the royal gardens.  There were rows of flora, more types than he could conveniently count.  The scent was almost overwhelming, but not unpleasantly so.  He was led to the center which had a small cozy eight-sided gazebo with a slightly raised deck.  The gazebo itself was covered in vines of roses and other flowers twisting around the poles.
In the gazebo was a small table with two chairs, as well as some vases full of fresh flowers along the rails of the open sides.  The princess had a light smile on her face and looked happy to see him.  She looked stunning in an elaborate soft pink dress with flowing skirts and a tight bodice that covered her from the neck down to her ankles.  Her silky, straight, and exceptionally light brown hair shone in the sunlight, and her warm hazel eyes reflected her smile.
The servant subtly bowed and took his leave.
He also didn’t fail to note two guards and a matronly looking woman standing about thirty feet away.  Far enough to give them the illusion of privacy, but close enough to ensure the princess wasn’t sullied by a little pre-marital practice for the consummation.  Something that was very much on his mind in that moment, she was enchanting.
“You look exquisite, Stephanie.”
He wondered if he should’ve worn something nicer than his black leathers, but then had to suppress a snort at the very idea of it.  That wouldn’t be happening, ever.
She grinned, “It’s good to see you.  Don’t stand on ceremony, take a seat.  Our food will be right out.”
He smirked, “Probably a good thing, since I know very little of your ceremony.  My eyes are already feasting, and my stomach can wait.”
She blushed, but she met his gaze head on for a few more moments before looking away for a second.
He said, “I was a little surprise at your interest, beyond shallow attraction I mean.  I’m not quite sure if I’ll ever truly fit in this world of yours.”
She giggled, “You’re… blunt, not that I mind, and I’ll return the favor.  How can I explain it? Our attraction is obviously mutual and something we share, but our ambitions couldn’t be more different.  I’ll be able to always trust you won’t desire what’s mine, the throne.  We’ll be able to support each other in our ambitions, without them ever working us against each other.  I want to be a good ruler for my people, and have someone I can trust implicitly, while I assume you wish to build your wealth through business and bounties?”
He raised an eyebrow.
She blushed, “We may be keeping track of you. We’re aware of the investments Nysa made on your behalf, and that she’s heading for the city right now searching for other opportunities.”
In hindsight, that wasn’t a surprise.  He’d keep an eye on himself too, if he was them.
He nodded, “You’re right of course, that is what I want, and I would support your ambitions as well.  The concept of having a human mate and raising a family also appeals to me, on several levels.  I even get how I would be attractive that way to you, other noble men in this plane would strive to usurp your power, if not in total at least in part.  Politics probably doesn’t lead to a happy marriage.”
She smirked, “Yes, it’s why my father married for love the second time, Queen Sara has no head or desire for ruling.”
“So, is this typical conversation for the start of a courting?”
She laughed, “Not even close.  We’re supposed to dance around each other, note the weather, and talk about things of no importance.  Like the flowers around us.”
He snorted, which made her giggle.
She said, “I really don’t mind, I knew this wouldn’t be typical, and that’s what I wanted.  It’s not even something I’m merely putting up with, it’s… refreshing, in my world.  We’ll speak of ourselves of course, and share our interests, but given the uniqueness of this perhaps we should share our expectations if it turns out we’ll still be attracted to each other at the end of the day.”
He shook his head in mock surprise, “You’re rather blunt.”
She giggled.
He said, “Non-negotiable?  Your loyalty to our bed, which would include my other companions.  I have no interest in ruling your kingdom, but I would be head of the family.  I would be with you as much as possible, in fact I will hate to be separated from you if we do become married, but I must be allowed to follow my instincts to earn coin and fill my treasury.”
She was still blushing furiously when he finished talking, probably from his inclusion of his other companions, remark.
“That seems hypocritical, but I wouldn’t desire another man in my bed.  You… Did you actually mean that you’d…” she trailed off.
“Share Nysa and Shar with you, yes.  If that is something that interests you.  I also have no interest in bedding strangers, or servants, especially not ones that haven’t reached their full-growth.  I’d be more than pleased to limit my attentions to you and my stated companions.”
She was blushing furiously again, and he guessed he’d been right earlier.
She replied, “I… don’t even know where to start with that, except I have no objections.  Let’s talk about mine.  My expectations are that I’d come first.  If you are at the castle, I’d expect you to be in my bed at night if I wished it.  I’d also expect your support, and advice, but no interference in how I rule.”
He frowned, “If you wished it?”
She looked at him helplessly for a moment, then said, “This isn’t polite conversation.  What I mean to say is for that rare time of month, I wouldn’t want your attentions, and would be okay with you sleeping with one of your concubines.”
Oh.  That wasn’t a problem with his succubus or water nymph, but he knew human females had that once a month blood flow.
He nodded, “I think I understand, but I wouldn’t stop sharing a bed with you just because you were unavailable to share pleasure for a night.  I don’t like the concept of separate bedchambers.”
She bit her lip, and her eyes were quite warm.
He could practically see her thinking through that.
She replied breathily, “I wouldn’t ever bar you from our bed, but nor would I deny you other options during that time.  Negotiable expectations?”
She wasn’t the only one a little warm at their frank conversation of bed rights.  She really was beautiful, in a sweet fresh-faced way, and her glowing hair under the sun’s light was mesmerizing.  The blush in her cheeks, and obvious arousal was enthralling to him.
He grinned, “I’m not sure I should say, I’ve obviously already scandalized you enough for one day.”
She snickered, but before she could comment servants came out with their morning meal.  There was fresh steaming bread and eggs, fruit, and various breakfast meats.  After the servants withdrew, she took the conversation back up.
“I’ll go first then.  I’d want you home at least half the time.  Being queen will be a busy job, and I’ve never been a needy person, but less than that I wouldn’t like.”
He nodded, and he finished chewing his bacon and swallowed before replying.
“Probably a good time to explain those quirks I mentioned the other day.  I’m extremely possessive and protective of what’s mine.  There’s no way I won’t be spending at least half my time with you, so you shouldn’t worry there.  I’d sooner die, than neglect you and drive you away because of it.”
She tilted her head, “Yours?”
“Of course, through the oath of marriage, as I would be yours.  It would even be deeper than that, the first time we lie together we will form a bond.  I would never abuse you, or force myself on you, but by your consent and intent you will be mine.”
She blushed prettily, a sight he was growing to enjoy.
“More possessive than a normal human male?”
He nodded, “Overbearingly so.”
She giggled.
He shook his head, “Not that bad, perhaps I’m over stressing it.  But to be clear.  Mine to protect, mine to cherish, mine to pleasure, and mine to love.  Not to abuse churlishly or be controlling.”
She seemed to relax visibly at that last, and her eyes even melted a little bit as she responded, “You should’ve started with that.  Other non-human quirks, or will you choose to scandalize me with your negotiable expectations?”
He grinned, “Scandalize.  I think that depends on what you decide, as far as sharing my companions.  I won’t like being apart from them, any more than I’d enjoy being apart from you.”
Her eyes widened in understanding, that he wanted them all in the same bed at night, and after a few moments she said, “That’s… not typical at all, and I’ll need to give it some thought.  We can talk about it again on our next day together?”
He nodded easily, “Of course.  Other quirks, really that was the biggest one.  At least, that would affect us.  There’s my desire and strong need to gather treasure that will take me from you at times, but you already know about that.  You also know of my need to fully master the range of my magic, which Shar will assist me in.  I’d say my only other one is ignorance, like the first time the king spoke to me, I stood when he did.  I learn quickly however, and won’t make the same mistake twice, but there seems to be rules for everything.”
She smiled, “None of that is insurmountable, or even bad.  We’ve already made allowances that way and will continue to do so until you’re caught up.”
He nodded, “Not a quirk, but an oddity perhaps?  There’s a good chance our children would have power.  Not the full range of my races’ specific abilities, but perhaps that of a wizard or sorcerer.  I also won’t age, and I have no idea if our bond would affect your lifespan or not.”
Her eyes widened, “I see.  The first isn’t a problem, the second I already expected given your stated lifespan. The third I’ll have to think over, but I don’t see that it would stop us from proceeding with the courting.”
They both focused on eating breakfast at that point, while they absorbed all that had been said.  Despite their blunt way of doing so, it obviously hadn’t affected their sexual tension one iota.  If anything, he wanted her even more, and he could see the same desire in her eyes and the flush of her cheeks.
It even made sense to a certain extent, what was the point in torturing themselves if there was a deal breaker anywhere in there.  He also would’ve had trouble reading between the lines of more subtle speech.  He wasn’t human, not fully, and he never would be.  He was also pretty sure that fact, or at least his ways, was a plus in her eyes.
She broke the silence a few minutes later.
“If my life is extended, I can simply step down when my children are old and wise enough to rule.  You mentioned a bond twice, what is that about exactly?”
He replied, “It binds us magically for life, making you mine and me yours.  It will allow us to sense each other even when we’re apart, it will also prevent each other from lying or misleading one another.”
He left off the part that it was an enslaving magic, and he could use it to dominate her.  That was something his kind didn’t do anymore, and he’d never use that aspect of his magic anyway.  If she ever gave him cause to use it, was unfaithful, he’d sever it and walk away from her.
At some point, he’d also have to share the truth with her, about what both Nysa and Shar were, as well as April’s existence.  He couldn’t hide that from a bonded mate, human marriage or not, and would have to trust her to keep that information to herself.  He decided it was premature to do so on that first day date, however. That his witch and sorceress were really monsters wasn’t something he was ready to share.
Not until things were more certain between them.
She smiled, “Any other big things?”
He shook his head, “I don’t think so, not about me and my quirks, or needs and expectations, you?”
She shook her head, “No, except for that one part we have to revisit next time.  But you said it was negotiable, so we’ll figure it out.”
He smiled, “What’s next.”
She said, “We get to know each other, likes, dislikes, dreams, and hopes.  I don’t think there’s any deal breakers for our ambitions and needs in a partnership, now we just need to make sure we’re compatible.”
That was kind of obvious in hindsight, but to be fair he had no idea what to really expect.  It had been his shallow desire, and the opportunity to fulfill his ambitions and solidify his place in Uradia for the next two centuries that had brought him there that morning.  The attraction was sure as hell there.
He loved how she blushed and fidgeted under his attention.  He also admired her passion, intelligence, and protectiveness toward her people.  Her beauty went without saying. She was a stunning young woman, and he suspected she’d only be more stunning in a few years as she finally shed the blush of youth in her twenties.
Might as well get started.  He was very curious to learn more about her.  Not her ambitions and political needs, but her as a woman.
“Do you know how to defend yourself?”
He was guessing yes, because while pleasantly curvy and soft in appearance, especially with her generous breasts, she also had an athletic supple look to her.  She had to gain that tightly supple and curvaceous body somehow.
She grinned, “Yes.  I spar every morning with our weapon master.  I might even have a few blades hidden on my body.  It was something my father insisted upon being his only heir, and I enjoy it.”
She looked at him like she’d very much enjoy him searching her for those weapons.
“In dresses like that?”
She giggled, “Yes.  It’s important to learn how to fight in the clothes you normally wear.”
Her words had the air of something she’d been told over and over again by an instructor.  She was also right.  Still, it was absurd, the dress offered no protection and would hamper her movements severely.  Perhaps if it all worked out he could at least spell her clothing to make improvements that way.
She asked, “Would you like a demonstration?”
He grinned, “Maybe later.”
They continued to talk and banter lightly.  He wouldn’t say the princess was a flirt, but she didn’t need to be, as she had his full attention.  The morning seemed to fly by as they discussed their lives, their futures, as well as the present.  She was very concerned for her people and the coming winter.
Before he knew it, lunch had come around and they were still sitting and talking at the breakfast table, which they ate a second meal at.  After lunch, they did finally get up, and she escorted him around the castle.  She showed him her favorite places to spend time which included an extremely large library.
In short, they didn’t run out of things to share, and there were no awkward moments.  At least, none of the bad variety.  Even in the brief moments of silence they shared, there was something compelling in her presence that kept his attention, even beyond their obvious chemistry and sexual tension.
They joined the king for dinnertime, and Nysa and Shar were there as well as a few other nobles and the court wizard Benjamin. 
She was passionate and strong-willed, but they didn’t argue, their ambitions were just too different for them to clash.  He was sure that would change, but he believed they’d merely challenge each other if the several month-long courting was a success and they were joined.
If the first day was any indication, they would be.
He never did get that demonstration of her martial prowess though, not that first day anyway.




Chapter Eleven

“So, how was your day?” he asked, as they settled in the tent back in Westhold for the night.  He’d just gotten done recapping most of his day, and what Stephanie expected of them as well as her thinking about their sleeping arrangements.  He was curious to hear about their day.  He hadn’t felt any alarm from them at all, but otherwise had no idea what they’d gotten up to.
Nysa was snuggled into his side very tightly, and he didn’t mind at all because he’d missed her presence too.  Her hand was caressing his chest non-stop, and he was playing with her silky hair.  Shar was rather close to his other side, but she was playfully coy and not quite touching him even if teasingly in his personal space.
Shar said cutely, “We went to taverns all mornings, and a couple of inns.  They were mostly empty, but there were some older men drinking in most of them.  Retired most likely, and they seemed willing to talk non-stop for a few coppers worth of beers.”
Nysa murmured, “They know a lot about the city, and they gossip worse than chamber maids.”
Shar giggled, “They really do.  Anyway, the men in a couple of the seedier taverns were complaining about the quality of ale dropping.  So, our nymph here dug a little deeper with vapid smiles and a tilted head that would do me proud.  Most of the taverns in the city had stopped buying from them, at least the ones that could afford to buy their own setups.”
Nysa interjected, “So we went to check it out to figure out what the problem was.  I figured out quickly their water tanks weren’t all that clean, and their storage area wasn’t as clean as it should be, which were both impacting the quality of the end result.  The older gentleman who’d owned the place was getting on in years, and his son was… lazy, and a bad manager.”
“Had owned?” he asked curiously.
Nysa grinned, “We bought it.  It didn’t take me long to clean out the tanks.”
Shar interjected, “And for me to clean the stockrooms with magic.”
His head bounced back and forth through the story.
Nysa nodded, “I even did something with the current stock, it still won’t taste the greatest, but it’ll taste better than what it had before.  We’ll sell that off to the dives, and in two weeks when the next brew is ready, we’ll take small sample barrels around to all the inns and taverns and see who bites.  The brewer is older and more than competent at his craft, and he has a sharp apprentice.  The brew process wasn’t the problem, and after what we did it should be the best ale in the city.”
He grunted, “Sounds like you were busy.  So, you’ll have to go there every two weeks?”
Shar smirked, “Yep, to keep things clean and inspect the stock.  It’ll be a process, but we believe any tavern that doesn’t buy it right off will start to lose business, when word starts to spread through the geezer network in the city.”
He laughed.
Nysa said, “Exactly, I wouldn’t be surprised if we had to expand operations in six months or so, if the local merchants decide they could sell the stuff in the villages.”
Nysa nibbled on his neck, “I missed you master, but I had fun today.  It is a risk, but it’s a smart one.  Next week it won’t be ready, and we can look for other investment opportunities.”
He kissed her softly, and she melted against him with a satisfied sigh.  Damn, did she feel good in his arms.
Shar snorted, “Very little risk.  Nysa could sell candles to a blind man.”
He laughed, and Nysa blushed.
Shar shrugged, “No one bothered us today at all, though the old men certainly enjoyed the view and it even helped with the information pumping.”
He sighed, and gritted his teeth, but the expected violent jealousy didn’t come.  They could handle themselves, and men would look.  He knew better than anyone, that kind of things was hardwired into a human male.  It would never be easy, but he was getting a handle on it.
“Any questions or concerns for me?  What I told you?”
Shar said, “Nope, it was good to get away for a bit.  I like you and all, but I was starting to feel smothered.”
Nysa snickered, “I thought you were a good liar.”
Shar blushed, and then stuck her tongue out.
Nysa said, “It won’t be too bad, with businesses to keep me busy.  But… I will always miss you when you aren’t there.  It makes my need to serve and protect you itch.  The… warm emotions I feel for you, master, aren’t the problem.  It’s my instincts.  That said, I’m really enjoying the getting back together part.  I feel… euphoric in just being with you again.”
He nodded, “That’s really good to know, and I was going to ask you about you specifically.  I was… concerned how you’d handle it.  But I meant as far as what the princess wants from me, and the expectations of the arrangement.”
It was good to know.  Her instincts could be dealt with, but if her need of him was based or caught up in her emotions she could have grown to resent it over time, from feeling neglected.
They both shook their heads, but it was Shar that answered with a quick toss of her wavy hair, “No.  Royalty tends to be spoiled and entitled in my experience.  She sounds like she was going out of her way to be fair.  The fact she’s even considering your desire to have us all in the same bed with her, instead of reacting violently to that suggestion, is very telling.  Between her ambition to rule without interference, and to have a man that sees her and not the crown, it sounds like she’s willing to make a whole lot of other compromises.”
He nodded, that sounded about right to him too.  He also figured Stephanie would probably decline on that last, since he said it was negotiable.  Unless she was attracted to beautiful woman as he was, then it could go that way.  There was no way to tell, not yet.
April said, “I agree, the day didn’t go badly.  You’ll have to tell her about us soon, if you continue to advance your relationship as fast as you did today.  If not at the end of the day next week, then the week after at the latest.  It’s a risk, but the risk will go a lot higher if you make her love you first.  Once that happens, she’ll see it as a lie and betrayal.”
He grunted in agreement.  There was no way not to tell her, she was smart enough to figure it out he was sure, that something was different about his monster women. 
He sighed in pleasure, as Nysa started to nibble on his neck again, and the hand that had been tracing the muscles in his abdomen moved lower.
Shar smirked, “Enough talk,” and cast the spell that would split the tent in two…
The morning drizzle was annoying and had long since soaked his hair, but it was light enough that it didn’t cut down on visibility all that much.  His eyes roved the sides of the main road which circled the inside of the kingdom, as they headed north toward Baybrook.  He’d changed a lot learning about this human form and humanity, but the one thing that hadn’t changed at all was his level of vigilance.
He’d been glad to see the last of Wizard Terry, who had once again ogled his women earlier that morning before they’d set out with the caravan.  Of course, it was a minor victory, they’d be back south in a week.  He and the barons had discussed it and come up with a simple plan.  He’d be spending four days around Baybrook after their three-day ride to reach it, then after the next day visit with the princess, he’d spend a week in Westhold.  Then after the next day long visit in the capital, a week in Baybrook, and so on until the two months were up and he was replaced by the newly trained soldiers to secure the western border.
He saw no reason to ride his horse between the villages, Shar having seen both could just use a portal to get them back and forth.  The horses would be exercised enough on the Baybrook weeks.
He didn’t believe for a second that he could hold back what was left of the entire elven nation, but most likely the queen wouldn’t go for all out war.  He was confident he and his bonded could handle a raiding force of ten to twenty, as long as they stayed vigilant and were ready for anything.
Elves were sneaky after all, and their nature magic could be deadly for those gifted with it.
The four of them were on point, about an eighth of a mile ahead of the caravan which was protected by twenty guards.  Between his sharp eyes and other senses magical and mundane, and an invisible April scouting out ahead a quarter mile on each side of the road, he believed they wouldn’t be surprised.  Point being, they had some privacy and were far out of earshot.
It’d been a full week since the elves had moved west from Westhold and into their forests.  The king didn’t expect any trouble until next week, but he wasn’t so sure.  Not with him there to piss off Shalia with his very presence.  At least, not sure enough to bet on their lives, but he was always vigilant regardless.
Shar broke the easy silence, “I think I underestimated humans.”
He asked, “How so?”
She replied, “I’ve caught Olivia staring at me and Nysa a few times this morning at the meeting, with a question in her eyes.  We should’ve let her, Benjamin, and Terry handle the intra-plane portals.  Both Nysa’s and my magic are far too mature for our apparent ages of eighteen or nineteen.  A human that age would be just finishing up their apprenticeship.  I don’t think she knows anything for certain, perhaps she believes we’re older and under illusions, and are simply taking advantage of you somehow?  Point is, I doubt her mind went straight to monster and demoness, there are just too many other more logical explanations for it, but she knows something is up.”
Nysa giggled.
He said, “You are under illusions.”
Shar shook her head, “Not really.  It’s a different kind of concealment magic.  My tail, wings, and horns are…”
He interrupted in a teasing voice, “Sexy as hell.”
Nysa snickered.
Shar glared, “Not even there right now.  They become non-corporeal, and it isn’t a spell, it’s a natural ability to all demons.  Much like April’s ability to cloak her presence, except she’s still solid.”
He smirked, “I know, so what do you suggest we do about it?”
Shar shrugged, “Nothing we can do, I just wanted to make you aware of the problem.  Likely she’s just curious and doesn’t overly care.  As long as she believes we aren’t a threat to Baron Gregory, that will remain true.”
“Terry?” he asked.
Nysa snorted, “He’s not thinking about us with his brain.”
Shar giggled, “True.  Benjamin is more dangerous that way, but so far I don’t think he’s even suspicious yet.”
He nodded.  It was a problem.  He didn’t mind needing to tell a person or two, but if it became general knowledge it would cause problems.  At the least, it would probably be a scandal for Stephanie, that the man courting her had a harem of monsters.  He imagined a lot of humans would be shocked by that.  Prejudice was a thing.
About as much as his people would be shocked by him taking a human mate.
“Just let her make her own assumptions.”
What else could they do?




Chapter Twelve

It was just after lunch on the second day when trouble arrived, about halfway between the villages.  The sun was bright and warm in the sky, but the air was cool and crisp.  It was mid-fall, and the weather was finally turning in preparation for the coming winter.
The road turned to the northeast up ahead, no doubt to circle around the edge of the forest on their left before turning due north again.  To their right there was empty grassland slightly broken up by small copses of trees, bushes, and wildflowers.
His eyes scanned in both directions. The wild grass was tall enough to hide an army if they were lying down on their stomachs.
April said, “Fifteen elves around the bend up ahead, just out of view.  They’ve set up an ambush.  Five archers in the trees, about twenty feet in from the edge, and ten swordsmen hidden in the grass very close to the road.  I’d have missed them, without my life magic detection.”
He nodded, “Perfect place for it, we’ll be out of the caravan’s view around the turn, so they can take us down fast then reset the trap.”
Shar snorted, “Then why are you smiling?”
He said, “Because being out of view means you won’t have to hold back on your natural ability to make things burn.  Okay, here’s the plan…” he made up a quick plan on the spot.
Shar grinned, “Well, I do like fire.”
Nysa bit her lip, “Do I have to use my daggers?  We’ll be out of view, right?”
He nodded, “The caravan guards will see… never mind.  Do what you want that way, Shar can hide the claw marks when she creates a pyre.  Just… don’t start a grassfire, that would be bad.”
Shar winked, “Trust me.”
A few things happened at the exact same time as they rounded the bend and the caravan lost sight of them.
Shar’s magic exploded out of her in a rush, as she formed a thin wall of fire along the tree line.  It was on the edge of the packed dirt road itself, and it didn’t catch the forest or grass on fire.  Its only purpose was to blind the archers, they’d be too afraid of hitting their own, or so Muranth believed.
At the same time, he and Nysa dove off their horses.  He summoned his favorite wickedly curved bastard sword and shield as he rolled back to his feet, and Nysa’s fingers grew six-inch claws.
Nysa gestured as her power flowed out of her, and one of the ten elves shot off the ground like a bolt from a crossbow, and a quick overhead slash cut deeply into his throat. 
The elf gurgled in shocked alarm but was pretty much dead as soon as his body hit the road.
The nine other elves got up, and two of them charged him while the other seven fanned out and looked at the wall of flame in consternation.
Both elves lunged, one blade at chest height, and the second had gone down to his knees and went for his thigh.
He slashed down to parry the second, and simply powered through the first with his shield.  It knocked the elf’s sword away violently, and the spike stabbed up at the elf’s neck.
The elf managed to partially dodge, and he screamed out as the tip of the spike shallowly cut across his neck.  The second elf rolled to the right to dodge his sword, and right into Nysa’s claws which whistled through the air and sliced deeply through the leg.  Deep enough to cut the femoral artery.
The first elf with the deep neck scratch made the mistake of backing off as Muranth spun, and his blade stabbed into the elf’s neck from the side.  Muranth twisted the sword as he pulled it back out.
He smiled as he felt Nysa move to guard his back, three down seven to go.
Six, he mentally corrected himself, as a blast of white-hot fire hit one in the face, and the elf's flesh partially melted as he screamed in agony and went down.
Shar started to chant a spell at that point, and two of the remaining six elves went for her, as the other four went for him and Nysa with cold implacable hatred on their faces.  They’d recovered from the counter-ambush they hadn’t expected.
He wanted to go to Shar’s aid, but he had his own problems, and let out a war cry as he started to lunge forward.  But it was a feint, which worked and made the elves prepare to counter while he shifted his sword away for a crossbow, shot one in the face from just three feet away, and shifted his sword back to his hands.
Nysa, not to be outdone, sent out a hard-stabbing pulse of water magic that went right through the elves’ armor and sent them both flying.  Then she twisted her body and lunged at the two closing on Shar who was still casting her spell.
Her magic reached out and snagged them both. From behind she didn’t need to fear their swords as she literally pulled them back toward her as she went on one knee and ripped out their thighs.  Water magic made such a huge difference in a fight, with small tricks that way, he couldn’t wait until he had mastered it enough to use it in battle himself.
He lunged forward for real this time, after parrying the elf’s blade, and impaled the elf with his shield spike.  It was almost as if they expected him to spar all polite like and let the best swordsman win.
He left Nysa to support Shar, and he raced toward the two elves she sent flying into the grass.  He was about halfway there when they both regained their feet.  He smirked at them, as their cold implacable hatred had turned into a hot rage at the loss of their eight companions.  It was a tactical smirk of course, he wasn’t getting cocky, he was trying to piss them off even more.
It worked. 
They both screamed in rage and raced toward him heedlessly.  He hadn’t reloaded his crossbow yet, so he shifted a switch with a throwing dagger, and beamed it at the one on the right.  At the range of fifteen feet the elf had no time to dodge, or block with a sword strike, and the dagger sunk into the elf’s throat.
A split second later he had a long poignard dagger in his hand.  His shield took the elf’s sword stroke, and his momentum slammed into the elf.  A quick stab up and the poignard sunk into the elf’s throat and up into his brain pan.  The elf was dead before he hit the ground.
Five agonized death screams reached his ears, just after Shar finished her spell.
They moved quickly to loot. The caravan wouldn’t take longer than a few minutes to reach them.  They stripped the fifteen corpses of weapons and armor.  With fifteen sets of armor and weapons, that’d add up to four hundred and fifty gold, on top of his weekly stipend of fifty.  Not bad, for a few minutes of grisly work.
He put all the elven armor and weapons in his treasury.  He didn’t think the baron had that much gold on him, and he could trade it at the castle for coin next time he was in the city.  He also took a quick moment to re-arm his crossbow for the next battle.
The corpses had just started to burn merrily, as the lead guards of the caravan rounded the corner warily.  No doubt they’d seen the wall of fire above the tree line.  In fact, he was pretty sure that had bought them another minute or two.  It didn’t take them long to debrief Gregory on the short and violent skirmish, and they were back on the road and on point a short time later.
He said, “Next time will be harder.  The queen underestimated my prowess, even after I took down four of her best fighters alone.  Not to mention the addition of you two, and April’s eyes to spoil their surprise.  I have no doubt she saw the whole fight through the eyes of an animal.  April is our only surviving secret weapon.”
Shar said, “Agreed, at the very least she’ll send someone with magic next time, to counter ours.”
He nodded, “We pissed her off, and she might be rash and arrogantly spoiled, but she’s not stupid.”
Nysa said, “Perhaps, but you’re very close to mastering channeling water magic without deep focus.  We’ll be harder to take the next time as well.  I imagine it will take at least another few days, if not a week, for another raiding party to be assembled and make the trip.”
That was true enough.  He wouldn’t be as diverse in battle as Nysa.  He could do a lot of things with water, thanks to Nysa’s training, but it wasn’t just water magic he had to channel subconsciously.  He also had to direct it into effects with a thought, give it a purpose while letting his subconscious handle most of the work.  At the moment, only his water shield and a lance of magic which worked similarly was close to that level.
In short, he wouldn’t be freezing opponents, or dragging them into his sword blade.  Not for a long while, but even the two uses would make a strong difference in a fight.
Similar perhaps, to a nascent swordsman who had only mastered and trained his muscle memory in two basic moves, instead of all of them. 
It’d all take time.
Taking advantage of the queen’s weakness in pride and entitlement was one thing, but him underestimating her or becoming arrogant would be his undoing.  He guarded against it, even as he rode the very edge of confidence.  It was a fine line between the two, and both were critical to survival.  The trick of not crossing that line into overconfidence, or in avoiding not being confident enough, was to know exactly what he was capable of.
The trickiest part of course, was judging his enemy, but his predatory instincts were sharp.
“What was that spell?” he asked curiously.  When they’d collected those five corpses from the forest there hadn’t been a single mark on them.
Shar said, “You are quite unreasonable about burning down forests, so I had to improvise.  It was death magic.”
“Necromancy?”
Shar snorted, “Like life magic is similar to nature but different.  Necromancy is the counter to nature, but death is the counter to life.  Those four, and the four elements, make up the eight kinds of mortal magic.”
Right, then there was holy and unholy magic, from the upper and lower planes.  The magic of gods and demons, which he couldn’t access at all.  Not even with spells.
His heart finally slowed, and he focused through the after-fight adrenaline crash, as he kept an eye on the road ahead and practiced his water magic.  Sure, the elves most likely wouldn’t be attacking again that day, but there were plenty of other dangerous creatures in this realm to guard against.
Shar said to Nysa, “Thanks by the way. I could’ve handled them, but I most likely would’ve had to abandon my spell to do so.  Maintaining the wall of fire and casting a death spell is hard enough, without needing to shoot fire at someone too.”
Nysa grinned, “My pleasure,” she stated in a somewhat bloodthirsty voice. 
She was his kittenish lover and sweet. But every once in a while, she said or did something that reminded him she was a monster too.  She enjoyed violence, even if her instincts no longer called for her to be a hunter of mankind while she was bound in service to him.
Not that he was much better, killing his enemies made his heart pound, and he enjoyed the challenge and satisfaction of it.  It was in his nature.  He just wouldn’t ever kill just for the thrill of it, or for the sake of killing.  He reserved those instinctive responses for his enemies.  Those of his kind that couldn’t master themselves in that way were killed.
He also admitted to himself, he was a bit more worked up than he usually was by his ladies at midday.  He got a thrill out of his bonded being so violently protective of him, though not the violence itself.  There was also that human instinct of arousal after a dangerous situation.  He was more than ready for their day’s ride to be over, so he could love on his women.
Of course, that’s where discipline came in, as he stayed vigilant, and practiced his water magic.  Despite how lovely his monsters were…




Chapter Thirteen

Baybrook was in worse shape than Westhold had been, although that could’ve been simply that the people had made five days progress in cleaning up before he’d gotten there.  The village was filled with detritus, destroyed fences and gates, and generally looked like a total mess.  Everything but the stone walls, ceiling, and floors of the buildings had been destroyed, broken apart, or burned.
They’d arrived quite late the previous night, so had done very little but take care of the horses and set up tents.  The job of cleaning out and rebuilding didn’t get started until early that morning.
Just as in Westhold, Nysa cleaned the well and fountain in the central square first thing, so the people at least had easily accessible drinking water.  After that, he’d shifted his bow and a quiver of hunting arrows for his shoulder.  He could replenish their food supply, and also help out with fresh meat for the town as well while he kept an eye out for the elves.
It was something to do while he perfected his water magic, and the baron wanted him visible, not helping to rebuild the insides of buildings. 
He hoped it didn’t take long to get the inn functional, because he was getting tired of sleeping on the ground.  He wondered if he was getting soft, then decided not.  He just wanted the added privacy and comfort of a mattress when he pleasured his two ladies.  A tent and sleeping on the ground kind of limited the possibilities.
No tub, against the wall, or bending them over the bed sex, just to name a few.  Sometimes he thought he was too obsessed with sex, but he knew his libido would cool slightly in just a few centuries, and as long as he had women who were passionately willing it wasn’t a problem or weakness to give into it and slake his lust twice a day.
If anything, his succubus and water nymph wanted it even more than that.
He also missed real baths, though he was more than clean enough with his cantrip.
Nysa was dressed in her dark blue robes that morning, and Shar was wearing her dark green robes.  It wasn’t great for hunting, but it was better than red, light blue, or even black for blending in, so he’d take it.  They looked deliciously sweet and lovely as usual, but he was still quite sated from their morning wakeup an hour or two ago.
“The baron invited us to dinner tonight.  He sent a message while you two were cooking our breakfast.”
Shar said, “Sounds like fun.”
Nysa nodded, and said in her usual sultry voice, “It is fun.  Olivia’s given us a few looks, but more of curiosity than worried suspicion.  I’ll try to remember not to call you master, master.”
He smiled over at her, a bit surprised.  Was Shar and April rubbing off on her? She’d never teased him like that before.  At least, not outside of their bedroom games.
“You do that, and I’ll reward you later.”
Nysa blushed, and bit her lip to stop herself from asking him with what.
He wasn’t all that worried about it, Nysa was herself around him, but she’d long perfected the art of acting human around humans.  He’d never seen her make a mistake that way.  He just wanted them aware, in case Olivia decided to subtly probe them with questions.  Olivia would be looking for subtle signs that others might miss.
It was also just a matter of time before it all came out.  Since in ten years none of them will have aged a day in appearance.  Although, maybe Shar could use illusion magic for that?  Still, keeping a secret that big for two centuries would be almost impossible, and he didn’t like to lie.
Omission and misdirection was one thing, but he’d never actually told anyone they were human.  Still, they were more than worth the effort and any trouble, to his way of thinking.
Shar pouted cutely.
He snorted, “You too.”
Shar grinned at him, and they quieted down.  Talking wasn’t really conducive toward sneaking up on animals after all.
He’d just started to track a deer when he heard a snapped twig and a man running loudly through the woods.  He looked over, and the man had an axe and had started moving their way.  He wasn’t overly alarmed, the man wasn’t wearing armor and had on simple clothes, he was probably a woodcutter.
That didn’t stop him from preparing for battle however, just in case he dropped his water magic.
The man stopped about ten feet away, and he was breathing like a bellows.
“Thank the gods you’re here.  I was,” he gasped in a deep breath, and started again, “We were cutting down trees for the village.  Carl and I were talking one second, and his voice cut off mid-sentence.  When I turned around, he was… just gone, his axe laying on the ground.  I looked for tracks but didn’t find any.  Then… I know this is going to sound insane, but I could swear I heard giggles.”
He scowled, “Giggles?”
The man nodded, “I swear.  It was eerie, like it came from all around me, and I lost it and ran.  I was going to get the guard, but then saw you.”
He nodded, “Go report to the guard, tell them I’m handling it.”
The man let out a breath, “Do you think Carl’s… dead?  He was a good friend.”
He replied, “I don’t know, we’ll look for him.”
The man sighed, and then moved toward the village after a thankful nod.
“Thoughts?” he asked, when the man was outside of earshot.
April said, “I’ll take a look around.”
He nodded, “Be careful.”
The three of them warily set off in the direction the woodcutter had come from, while April flew ahead.  He also channeled and transmuted his magic into life magic, that should help detect anything that was hidden.  He trusted his senses, but the woodcutter was spooked, and hadn’t heard a thing when Carl was taken.
The woods seemed… normal to him.  He could hear the sounds of axe hitting wood far off to his right, no doubt other woodcutters for the village.  The village would need a lot of lumber to replace all the furniture, doors, fences, gates, and window shutters.  Not to mention the paddocks for horses and cattle.
They’d only gone about a hundred yards when April’s voice signaled her return.
“There’s a dryad up ahead, no doubt concerned about men with axes.”
Dryad’s were tree nymphs, bound to their trees, similar to how Nysa was bound to her pool.  They were humanoid in nature, but a lot warier of men.  Shy even.  She’d likely pulled Carl into her tree, and the man was probably dead by now.  Unlike a water nymph, they didn’t kill during sex, but they could be similarly captured and conquered.  It was just they stayed virginal until that happened.
Not that he had plans that way, a dryad wouldn’t be able to blend in very easily, without all those human memories to aid them.
He said, “We can’t let her terrorize the village, so we’ll have to burn her out.”
A dryad only lived as long as her tree.  Water nymphs were similar in that way, but closer to immortal, because their pools didn’t wane with age.  Only a shift in the land itself, and where a river ran, could cause a water nymph to die as their pool dried out.
April shocked him with her next words.
“You should bind her, Muranth.”
He froze, “What?”
April sighed, “The idea kind of shocks me too, but it solves our greatest problem right now.  One of the things you need to do is master nature magic on your walkabout.  A spell might let you transmute and channel it, but unlike the four elements nature is much more complicated to master.  You need a teacher, and let’s face it, the elves are your enemies.  You’ll never get that queen to allow an elven nature sorcerer or sorceress to train you, and she’ll still be young in two centuries.  It would be foolish to return home without mastery of that discipline.”
He said, “Shar can train me.”
Shar bit her lip, “I can teach you witch magic.  I can also teach you fire.  Life and death are simple to figure out.  Nysa has water covered, and we can figure out what’s possible with air and earth with a little effort and experimentation.  But sorcery for necromancy and nature, I can’t teach you.”
He said, “Necromancy is the one thing I won’t learn, it’s too easy to disrupt with life magic.  None of my race use it, because it’s a waste of time against our ability to morph magic.”
Shar nodded, “Perhaps, but the main point still stands, you need another teacher for nature magic.  The ability to make thing grow or affect changes in bodies be they permanent or temporary, are far too subtle and dangerous to just wing it.”
April urged, “She’s right, it’s the reason I suggested it.  Also, dryads are usually peaceful and leave humans alone if they don’t trespass.  She’s probably just terrified having so many loggers and woodcutters in her forest.”
Damn, she was appealing to his empathy and protective instincts, which was quite effective.
“Nysa?” he asked, hoping his water nymph would be a voice of reason.
Nysa smiled, “It’d be nice to have a sister nymph, even if of a different kind.  I adore you, master, and live to serve you, but there are things about me only another of my kind would understand and be able to relate to.”
Damn, so much for a voice of reason, they were all on board with it.
The biggest thing holding him back was the sex slave thing.  It was an ugly way to put it, but truth was truth.  Nysa’s instincts made her exactly that for him, outside of what he’d never use his bond magic for, her instincts were out of his hands.  The fact Nysa was his sex slave, even if he never used her cruelly or took advantage of his full power over her, the idea was still there, and it still bothered his conscience.  He wasn’t sure he wanted another one.  His sexual needs were certainly taken care of as well.
“How will we explain it?  Another companion suddenly showing up, I mean.  Humans only have sorcerers with access to one of the four elements.”
Nysa’s face thinned and her cheekbones sharpened.  Her curves became softer as her bountiful breasts shrunk, and her ears became upswept and pointed.  She’d changed from a sinfully curvaceous human to a willowy elven goddess in seconds.
“Nymphs hunt all the sentient mortal races, master.  We can appear as any of them, so she can appear to be an elven maiden and nature sorceress.”
Nysa’s body morphed again, taking on her usual aspects and humanity.
“I might have to coach her to pass for human though.  Umm, Elven.”
Shar giggled, “She can claim to be an elven nature sorceress that’s been banished for siding against the queen in her ungrateful bitchiness.”
Ungrateful bitchiness?  He snorted, but he got the idea, nor was Shar wrong about the queen.
“Fine, it seems I’m outvoted.  How far ahead?”
It still hadn’t sunk in, not really, he was about to add a third to his monster harem.  A fourth bonded including April.
April said, “Two hundred yards or so.  You should feel her presence with the life magic your channeling right now, at about fifty yards away.  Also, you can’t miss her tree, it’s longer than it is wide at the base, like an oval, and at about two feet up it splits off into two trunks that twist around each other.  I’ve never seen anything like it, but I imagine she had a reason for modifying her tree her like that.”
Right, nature magic could grow and modify life, or retard growth, or any number of other subtle things.  Life magic was really much simpler, it was all about life force which meant healing, detection, and energizing a life form to forgo sleep for a time.  Restoring vigor and extending stamina.  There really wasn’t much else life magic could do.
Of course, it was also what made life possible, every small flower to every sentient race, couldn’t exist without life magic.  A very simple but profoundly powerful magic.  It wouldn’t do to forget it was what demon’s hunted, and what grew their power over the long run.
More importantly perhaps, at least personally, was that life magic to heal chafing and add stamina was what would allow him to keep three nymphomaniacs satisfied.  Because two weren’t enough?  Of course it was, but being a man he couldn’t help but wonder what she’d look like, and how she’d fit into their bedroom games.
He started that way, staying vigilant.  The tree nymph wasn’t his yet.  It wouldn’t be a typical battle, knowing beforehand he could just send his raw bonding magic into the tree and the fight would be purely mental and one of wills.  Still, the nymph could attack him first somehow, and he was vigilant as they moved toward the tree.
There was no point in hiding or sneaking.  A dryad was intimately connected to their tree, and to a lesser extent their forest.  She’d probably heard every single word of their plan.  Hopefully she’d also heard and believed April’s compassionate tone, when April had told him it would save her life to bond her.
He was still fifteen yards away, when the nymph struck.
He caught the flash of brown out of the corner of his eyes, and his left hand snapped out and gripped the nymph hard as he heaved backwards.  The worst thing he could do is allow her to drag him into her tree and be under her power, but the reverse was true as well.
A high-pitched yelp of shock left the nymph’s mouth as he went backwards, dragging her away from the tree and any chance at escape, as his arms locked around her like a vice.  He didn’t squeeze hard, but his arms were like steel around her.
She was lithe, willowy, and soft in his arms.  She had average breasts, but they were quite perky at just a couple of handfuls.  Not small by a long shot, but not generous either.  She had a thin face, with slightly bowed lips, the bottom one quite pouty.  Her long curly hair was of chestnut, a medium reddish brown, and she had light brown eyes. 
She didn’t look a day over twenty years old. Her skin was perfectly smooth with a natural light tan.  Her beauty was just a tad more mature than his Nysa and Shar who still looked to be in their late teens.  She also wore a rude brown smock as a dress, which was why he was sure her breasts were perky, because there was no support at all there.  The smock barely reached mid-thigh.  Her scent was a bit heady, feminine, but smelled like a mix between wild flowers and fresh cut wood.
She also looked terrified, which struck him hard, but he didn’t hesitate.  Hesitation meant death.
His magic dove into her as he prepared to conquer her will.  He wouldn’t dominate her afterwards, but it was a step that had to be taken.  She would be conquered, and she would be his.
That’s where things got both weird and unexpected.
Most of the dryad’s will was in her body, but unlike a water nymph a tree nymph had part of her will in her tree, the one she was joined with.  His magic traced that connection from her body, to encompass all of her.
That wasn’t the weird part, he’d been expecting that much.
The unexpected part was when his power worked its way to the roots, and back up the other side of the tree and second trunk, he encountered a second will.
The terrified tree nymph was no match for his will, but there were two of them and he was locked in a contest of wills with both of them at the same time.  Their minds were scattered by fear, but very powerful, and he grunted as he increased the flow of his magic.
His skin started to itch, as he started to fight off their magic, trying to invade his body.
Despite his threefold split in focus, he grimaced and fought for his very life with the same strong will and discipline that had gotten him this far.  He growled, and he hated himself for it even as he moved fast and wrapped a hand around the dryad’s pretty little throat.  Even as he reminded himself the lithe and sexy appearing woman was a monster that wouldn’t hesitate to end his life if he lost the contest.
She recoiled from him both physically and mentally, but he held firm as her will was finally crushed beneath his.  The second will doubled their efforts in anger and fear, but it was no match for him alone.  He stood firmly against all her assaults, while he slowly closed his will around her like a steel cage.
The bond clicked, and then set… twice.
He let the nymph go, and growled at April, “She did indeed have a very good reason for growing her tree that way.”
A second tree nymph identical to the first in every way, walked out of the closest tree, and the twin nymphs fell to their knees before him with their bodies quaking in fear.
“Master, how may we serve?” they said at the same time, in identical high pitched and dulcetly sweet tones of voice.
April laughed, “Oops?”
Shar giggled.
Nysa said, “Master?  You didn’t know they were twins?  I thought that would’ve been obvious.”
April choked on her laughter.
He growled, then let out a deep breath.  There was a shallow part of him that thought it was a good thing, mostly that organ between his legs, but the rest of him knew this just got a whole lot more complicated.  Hot virgin twin nymphomaniacs?  His brain was kind of stuck in the moment, and he couldn’t think of a way to explain it.  Did elves even have twins?  Even single births were a rare thing in their long lifespans, they weren’t nearly as prolific as humans were.
“I will not harm you, ever again.  What are your names?”
One of them replied, “She’s Tansya.”
Tansya said, “And she’s Willow.  What will you do to us?  Master,” she belated added in a hurry.  Their voices really were pleasant, higher pitched than Nysa’s smoky voice, and higher than his succubus’s coy dulcet tones, but not in an annoying way.  On the contrary, as with his other monster ladies, their voices seemed directly connected to his libido.
He shook his head, their virginity would have to wait.
He sighed, “Nysa, do what you can to explain things.  I’m going to do something stupid again.”
He understood their fear, being conquered meant being a slave, for most of their kind that time would be very short as they were pulled away from their trees and the source of their power.  They’d waste away over months being cruelly used or experimented on.  All while being unable to resist the strong desire to pleasure and serve their cruel master.  He figured they’d be more likely to believe the truth of their situation from another nymph, than from their new master.
He left their education on him and their group in Nysa and Shar’s capable hands, and he continued on the last fifteen yards to their tree.  He sat on the ground, just in case he passed out again.  As he’d suspected, April had followed him.
“Are you insane?”
He shrugged, “We can’t take them from their trees.  Not any more than we could take Nysa from her pool.  You should’ve thought of that before recommending this course of action.  I’ve got a spot picked out in the ravine, right next to the pool.”
April huffed, “You could leave them here, tell them to leave the humans alone, and come here for training.”
He snorted, “That’d be worse than torturing them.  Can you imagine how Nysa would react if I told her she could only see me a few times a month, or a year, or… you get the point.  Besides, doing this is the only way I can take them with me when it’s time to go home, and I won’t leave them behind.”
April said, “You’re right, I’m sorry.  I just worry for you.  This will be harder than the pool.”
She was right about that.  The tree was full grown, if barely.  The roots would be as deep as it was tall, and that was a hell of a lot of dirt and tree to move into his personal dimension.  At least the pool had all been below ground, and not all that much of the surrounding rock.
On the good side, he was also a lot stronger now from working his magic so hard the last few weeks.
He sent his magic into the tree and ground below, this time with the intent to shift it.  It took quite a while to channel enough magic to fully saturate the tree and surrounding dirt.  At least he didn’t need extra for growth, the tree was done with that.
It felt overwhelming, and he put all of his focus on it.  He bent his will toward shifting the tree into his ravine, right next to the pool.
He shifted, and a cry of agony was torn from his throat as the world around him grew fuzzy around the edges.  He fell backward onto his back, and he let out a deep breath as his head throbbed with pain and he felt out of balance.
“Damn, I didn’t pass out.”
April giggled, “Idiot.  Lay still.”
He sighed, as he felt her soft little hands on his neck, and life magic poured into him.  It healed his strained channels, and it pushed away the pounding in his head until it disappeared.
“Love you too.”
April blushed, then scolded him, “You could’ve died, you burst a few capillaries, and you almost burned out your magic, again.  Don’t do it a third time.”
He nodded, “I won’t, unless someone convinces me to bond to another species of nymph that is.”
April sighed, “That won’t be necessary.”
“Let’s see how the others are doing?”
He sat up, and he collapsed back to the ground as he was overcome by vertigo.  Maybe he’d just lie there a few more minutes…




Chapter Fourteen

The others wound up coming to him a few minutes later.  The twin dryad beauties were staring in amazement at the big hole in the ground that used to have their tree, and then at him in absolute awe.  Their body language was reserved, shy, and though they weren’t shaking he could tell they were still nervous.
They also looked like elven maidens.  Their bodies were the same, lithe and willowy, with perky breasts and lovely long and thin legs.  Their faces were just a smidge thinner and more angular, which along with the pointed ears added an exotic and mischievous beauty to them.
Nysa said, “Tansya and Willow came up with an alternate plan, one that solves a lot of the problems we hadn’t foreseen or addressed yet.”
He smiled at them, which made them blush and look away.  Their obvious arousal in his presence was as painfully obvious as their crippling shyness. Their strained nipples clearly showed through the thin material of the rude brown smocks.  It was a little odd, how they were both clearly desperate to consummate with their conqueror, but just as clearly as nervous about it and him because of being virgins.
“Let’s hear it.”
Nysa said, “Well, they’ll need clothes, and elven twins is a problem since they don’t exist.”
He nodded, “I’d thought so, but wasn’t sure.”
Nysa replied, “Well, we need to get them clothes that an elf would wear before they’re seen by anyone else.  An elf wouldn’t be caught dead in those smocks.  It’s also going to take some time for me to train them to act like banished elves would act.  The plan would be to hide them over the next three days until Shar and I can get into the city and take care of that.  They’d only come out at night and mornings in our tent, for food and to sate their sexual appetites.”
The twins blushed again, but also bit their lip in an intense shy desire that made him want to ravish them, explore every bit of their bodies, then ravish them again.  The potent mix of desire and shyness also engendered a strong desire to protect them, and to keep them safe.
They both smiled at his obvious attention, even as his and their desires obviously made them feel anxious.  He’d treat them right, and make sure their first time was pleasurable and not too painful, but that was for later.  He also didn’t bother trying to calm them, only actions would prove his intentions that way.  They were far too nervous about it for a few honeyed words to make a difference.
“That would be a neat trick.”
Nysa smiled, “Once they have the clothes and training, only one of them will come out at a time while in public, and again both of them when we’re assured of privacy.  They’re identical twins, not only in their bodies, but also their personalities and thoughts, unlike human twins that way.  Just like the trunk of the tree that’s one for the first few feet, in a lot of ways they are one being.  They agreed to both be known as Willow, when out in public, but of course they’ll be Tansya and Willow to us.”
Yeah, he wasn’t sure even he could tell the difference between them, even the bond sense he had of them was identical.  If they acted the same, that would make it even harder.  Of course, that also made it likely the humans would assume there was only one of her.  The name choice made sense too, Willow was also an elven name, where Tansya really wasn’t.  At least, not that he knew of.
“Okay, that’s a good plan, but I don’t see how it’s possible.”
Nysa smirked, and motioned at the elven dryads.
They walked over and knelt next to him, while blushing furiously.
Tansya said, “See you tonight,” and Willow finished, “Master.”
Then to his shock, they touched his chest and disappeared.  More accurately, they kind of melted into him.  Well, that explained the hiding part of the plan, sort of.
Shar said, “Thank the gods, the plan might actually work.  They said they could still get to their tree, but I thought they were crazy.”
Nysa gave her a smug look.
“Wait, they’re in their tree, inside my personal dimension?” he growled in alarm.
Shar sighed, “Of course, their tree is their personal dimensions.  I don’t think you realize just how crazy what you just did is.  You’re lucky you didn’t blow up or collapse your dimension and kill them both.”
“You didn’t say anything.”
Shar rolled her eyes, “You didn’t tell me what you were doing.  Nysa and April might’ve guessed, but they’ve seen you do it before, I hadn’t.  I also never imagined you’d take such a stupid risk.”
Oh, right.
He asked, “Do we know what happened to Carl?”
Shar waved a hand, “He’s embedded in one of these larger trees, just below the surface.  Unfortunate, but at least only one life was lost.  Thanks to you.”
He let go of his magic, then started to practice his water magic again.
“Alright, let’s go hunting.”
The soft, clean, and dry bedding was comfortable as he stretched out, thanks to his cleaning cantrip.  It’d been soaked and reeked of sex just a moment ago.  He took a brief moment to enjoy the solitude and silence before he called Tansya and Willow out of their tree.
It’d been a long day, and he didn’t get all that much alone time anymore to get his head straight.  Not that he would ever complain being surrounded by powerful, loyal, willing, and beautiful monster women, but everyone had to decompress at times and he was figuring that out.
The rest of the day had gone well, they’d bagged a couple of deer, more than enough to replenish their stores and help out the town with fresh meat. 
He was also fairly sure he’d made the breakthrough he’d needed with water magic, his training with Nysa had gone particularly smoothly that day.  At least, the channeling and transmutation had, along with the couple of direct applications he’d practiced most often.  He’d still practice it a half hour a day to not lose ground on it, but the rest of the day he was going to start focusing on channeling and transmuting fire magic.
The dinner itself had taught himself something new about human nature.  Because of course, it’d had nothing to do with their secret whatsoever, like he’d been worried about.  He’d figured that out by the second course.  He’d been viewing the baron’s actions through his own ambitions and fears, something Shar said humans did often when they’d discussed it afterwards.  It was a failing he’d try not to repeat, if he did something like that during battle, projected his own expectations instead of reading his enemy, he’d be in trouble.
All their discussion and fears on it had been for nothing.
Simply enough, from Gregory’s point of view, the baron was schmoozing the man most likely in the moment to become prince consort to the future queen.  Even if that fell through, he was well liked by the royal family and had standing to even bring nobility to justice.  From that angle, inviting him to dinner and trying to make a lasting good impression just made sense.  He’d even had a good time once he’d figured that out.
He was still concerned about his ladies being exposed of course.  It was a true danger that would have unknown consequences, but he wouldn’t let that color his perceptions of others any longer.
Once they’d returned to the tent, he’d taken care of Nysa and Shar first.  He wanted to take the edge off his lust, so he’d have plenty of patience for his two virgin dryads, and also so he didn’t lose himself in the lust as he often did in the first or second round of slaking his lust. 
Of course, they were nymph monsters built for sex, it was more about taking his time overcoming their fear and uncertainty with passion before he gave them and took pleasure than anything else.  He suspected there would be no painful virginal barrier to deal with, like with a human virgin.
He tugged on their bond lightly, not enough to dominate them, but to let them know they could come out.  They responded very quickly, and it was a strange sensation as the two naked dryads melted out of his skin.  They hadn’t bothered with the smocks, and they looked incredible.  Despite the four previous rounds, he felt his cock already responding with their naked warmth against his sides.
Their breasts were even better than he’d been imagining.  Rounded, but protruding slightly further than their circumference.  Their dark brown nipples strained against his body almost immediately, and they looked up at him with a shocking amount of desire, and not a little bit of fear and uncertainty.
Their asses were tight and supple, petite like the rest of their lithe gently curved bodies.  There was no doubt they were both full grown women, however.  He also found the elven beauty of their faces exotic, as they both bit their lips and looked up at him.  Their light brown eyes were warm and expressive.
He caressed both their backs at the same time, their skin was silky smooth, and their long straight light brown hair soft and fine.
“You’re both beautiful, I won’t ever hurt you.”
One of the elven beauties said, “We know you won’t, we’ve been watching you with the others all day, master.”
The other said, “We’re just nervous we won’t please you, master.  We’re not… experienced.”
That was interesting, and he hadn't seen it coming.  Their anxiousness was about their perceived faults, and not about fearing him?  He could live with that, and it’d be a lot easier to dispel the other notion.
“You watched us?”
The first blushed, “Yes, master.  Even when you lost yourself to lust, you didn’t harm Shar, and she really seemed to enjoy it.”
He nodded, “But how?”
They both shivered in pleasure as he continued to caress their bodies, their back, sides and hair.  He even teased the tops of their tight little asses.  He wanted to take them, but he wanted to both work them up and figure out a few things first.  His own lust was building as well, they were so sexy, and there were two of them.
The second looked thoughtful and distracted as hell at the same time, “The same way you tour your treasury, in your mind’s eye.  We can extend our will and senses outside of our tree, into the real world.”
He nodded, and let out a sigh of his own, as they started to lose their inhibitions and ran their hands on his body.
“I see.  I’m sorry, but how the hell do I tell you two apart?”
They both giggled, “We are the same, master,” they said in eerie unison.
The one splayed against his right side said, “I’m Tansya, but I feel everything my sister feels, know everything my sister knows, we are linked.  The only thing we don’t share is actual damage to our bodies, but we feel every hurt, every pleasure, and every desire that the other does.  That’s why we’re identical in our minds and hearts as well as our forms.”
Willow said, “And we do everything together, master.  Unless you order us to sleep with you separately, but we’d prefer you didn’t, even if we would love to serve you in any fashion you desire.”
Oh, yeah, he was hard as a rock now.  A shallow response perhaps, but to be fair lust was a shallow emotion.  Their voices were so sweet and sexy at the same time.  Their high-pitched dulcet voices didn’t really do sultry well, but the innocent sweetness of their voices saying something like that was even hotter for some reason.
Tansya said, “But if you want to tell us apart, wield a trickle of nature magic.  I am firstborn of our mother, and we’ll teach you how to read that.  It’s the only difference between us, who was born first, and indelibly etched on our natures.”
He grunted when both their hands found his cock, and slowly stroked him together.
“Later,” he said in a strained voice, that made them giggle with rather pleased expressions on their faces.  If still nervous they wouldn’t please him, which was absurd.
They were beyond lovely.
He craned his head, and kissed Tansya gently at first, as they found that rhythm that was unique between every two people.  He moaned himself, as Tansya sighed in pleasure into his mouth, and at the same time Willow kissed and sighed into his shoulder.
What they told him, really hit him, when he broke the kiss and turned to Willow.  They synched up immediately, as she kissed him in exactly the same way.  He kissed her more hungrily, ran his hand lower and squeezed both their asses firmly as he slid them higher up his body.
Damn, they were going to kill him, or so he thought as Tansya started to kiss and nibble on his neck, while Willow returned the heated passion of his kiss three-fold.
He’d planned to slowly explore their bodies, but that thought fled as the lust he thought he’d slaked in preparation for this came back with a vengeance.
He pulled Tansya on top of his body, and that seemed to be more than enough of a hint for the inexperienced nymphs.  He looked down as she knelt around his middle, and she raised her body up slightly.  His cock twitched powerfully, as Willow gripped him, lined up his cock with a few teasing strokes, and then fed his cock to Tansya’s absolutely soaked velvety folds.
Willow started to kiss and tease his neck, and his earlobes, with breathy excited sighs.  She gasped right into his ear at the same time Tansya did, as the tip of his cock split her labia and slipped inside of her tight heat.
“Gods, you’re so tight.”
Willow whispered in his ear, “All for you, master.”
Tansya said, “No other man has ever or will ever have us.”
That was true, but he’d share her with his other bonded, if they wished it.
Her impossibly tight and wet pussy somehow became even tighter, as she took in another inch of him and her pussy started to convulse around him, they both gasped.  Tansya’s fingers dug into his muscled chest, as she worked herself lower.  The pleasure and pain on her face, was only exceeded by the obvious determination to take him in all the way, as her sex slowly stretched around him and conformed to his invasion.
It filled him with awe actually, that these two inexperienced beauties longed to bring him pleasure with their bodies.  He didn’t like that she was bearing such obvious pain to do so however, even if it was bringing her pleasure and joy at the same time.
Simultaneously, Willow nibbled his earlobe, and then rose up slightly to kiss him breathlessly.  His left hand found its way between her legs, and both beauties gasped as he teased a finger between her folds and put pressure on her clit.
He was going to lose his mind, the way they were linked together like that had been unexpected, and it was quite mind-blowing.  It was also useful.
He’d had a purpose for doing it, by teasing Willow with his finger, giving her nothing but pleasure, part of the pain on Tansya’s face cleared as the joint pleasure on both their sexes overshadowed the pain of him stretching out Tansya’s virgin pussy with his long and fat cock.  Which was his goal.
He reached up with his right hand, and teased Tansya’s soft and firmly supple breasts.  They were gravity defying and pert, and he paid close attention to her reactions.  He played a little harder with them in degrees, until he got the response he wanted.
She gasped and arched her back, as her warm silky tunnel locked around his cock almost painfully.  Their breasts weren’t as sensitive as his Shar’s, but the firmness they liked was far below the mauling Nysa enjoyed.
He continued to tease and play with Willow’s sex as Tansya finally and gloriously took his cock all the way inside her tight sexy body.  She was so tight around him, but so wet for him at the same time.  He knew it probably wouldn’t be this tight again, and he was glad of that, she was almost too tight.
It still blew his mind, as he teased Willow’s clit with a light brush, and they both gasped for him.  One above him, sitting on his cock, and the other gasping sweetly in his ear.  All four of their hands were on him, and as his hands stroked both of them, they both felt both hands.  It was hard to wrap his mind around it, but he was already taking advantage of it to make their first sexual experience better for them.
He was also glad this was his fifth round, or he’d have already filled Tansya’s warmth.
Tansya looked down at him with blissful adoration, and the crease between her eyes told him she was concentrating as she started to slowly move and grind down on him.  The surprised eye widening and pleasure filled gasps that fell from her and Willow’s lips went straight to his libido, as she explored the pleasures his cock had on her for the first time. 
“That feels amazing, Tansya.  So tight, so warm.”
Tansya bit her lip, and said, “So big, so hot inside me.  You’re touching me in places I didn’t know I had.  Master,” she added breathlessly.
He watched her carefully, even as he mastered his need to grab her ass firmly and pound up into her, and he let her explore and raise herself higher toward completion.  The pain was still there, but thanks to his dual ministrations to both of them the pleasure was clearly winning at an increased rate.
When he thought she was close, on the breast he’d been gently squeezing and brushing, he pinched her nipple and pulled firmly.
Tansya and Willow cried out, “Master!”
Shockingly, the tight bodied sexpot squirted even more powerfully than his water nymph did.  And of course, as Tansya soaked his balls and thighs, Willow soaked his hand and outer thigh.
Her pussy also milked his sex hard, convulsing and squeezing around him as she trembled and shook above him, with wide and pleasure filled eyes.
He’d wanted to last longer, but that took the last of his control, fifth round or not his tree nymphs were so sexy, so desirable, and so much pleasure.  Not just Tansya’s tight and hot sex, but their four hands stroking him, their sweet sounds of pleasure, and their wild release all drove him over the edge.
He grunted, and pushed up, as a powerful wave of euphoria overcame his mind and body.  He pulsed, deep up into his Tansya for the first time. 
The look of awe, pleasure, and pure joy on her face at his loss of control, made it more than worth it, as if the mind-bending pleasure of pulsing up into her tight body wasn’t enough?
Willow kissed him passionately, only to pass his lips to her twin’s a moment later.  Tansya’s breasts pressed into his chest as she sighed into his mouth.
“Thank you, master.”
He chuckled, “My pleasure.”
He also knew it would only get better, as they explored and learned what pleased him, and he did the same for them.
Willow said hopefully, “Will you take my virginity now, master.”
He smirked, “Didn’t I just do that?”
Willow giggled.
Tansya answered, “The pleasure and pain of it, yes, master.  But we don’t share physical damage or body changes, remember?  You’ll need to get her body stretched out for the first time too and get her used to your fat cock too.”
Oh, holy shit.  Okay.
Willow whispered in a pleading voice, “But… will you hold me down and take me, master?”
His flagging cock twitched hard in Tansya, and both his elven beauties giggled in unison.
Tansya said, “I guess he will, sister.”
Tansya reluctantly raised off of him, and she slid down his right side and kissed his chest softly.
The two nymphs were wild, but he’d also noted they didn’t touch each other at all, which was fine with him.  Sex with them would be less threesomes than two on one with him as the focus, although even his split attention would affect them both in total.  It would take time and a little creativity to figure things out.
He could think about it later.
Willow giggled, and then looked up at him anxiously as he pushed her on her back and knelt between her legs.
A short burst of life magic ensured he was up to the task, simply because he didn’t want to wait another few minutes to recharge.  It’d be a task keeping four women satisfied in the future, but he supposed with the twins one round each would be two for each, so only six times instead of eight to fully sate the bunch.
He shook his head, and he pushed those thoughts out of his head.  He put all his focus on the light brown-haired sexpot beneath him.
“I’ll be gentle, and slow,” he reassured her.
Willow bit her lip, “Only at first, master?”
He laughed, “Yes, Willow.  Only at first.  Then I’ll fuck you as hard as you desire.”
She let out a breath of excitement, “Thank you, master.”
Damn, they were going to kill him.  They obviously wanted the experience of controlling their first time and being taken and controlled for their first time. 
He frowned, and looked over at Tansya, in this position pinning Willow with his body, he wouldn’t be able to give Willow the same relief he’d given Tansya by the dual shared sensations of pleasure on both their sexes at once. To get her over the hump of pain for her body’s first time, if not her mind’s.
He was reluctant to make it more painful than it had to be.
Tansya smiled, and she moved around behind him and pressed herself against him as she kissed the back of his neck.  As her sister did earlier, she reached around and gripped him tightly, before giving him a few soft teasing strokes, and then lined him up and fed him into Willow’s tight sex.
Willow was just as tight as Tansya had been, but she was far more lubricated given the squirting of a few minutes ago, and the first few inches slid in much easier.  Willow looked up in excitement, pleasure, and pain as she arched her back and eagerly accepted him.
Then Tansya breathed into his ear from behind, as her hands teased his chest and she ground her sex against the back of his leg.
They both sighed in pleasure at the sensation.  Apparently Tansya had read the concerns in his eyes and had come up with a way around it.  He wondered why she didn’t just touch herself, but he wasn’t going to argue about feeling her warm and supple body against him as she got herself off by grinding his leg.
He looked deep into Willow's soft brown eyes as he started to pump his body in slight movements, pushing himself a little deeper with each stroke as her body opened up and slowly softened for his hardness. 
Willow’s pussy was so tight, and felt exactly the same as her sister's, but it also felt different because he was the one dictating the pace, and the angle and position wasn’t the same.
He hated seeing the pain on her face, but the pleasured gasps and the way she arched and thrust her body in counterpoint determined to get him fully sheathed in her body was an incredible turn-on.
Tansya’s lips on the back of his neck, and on his shoulder, while her breathy gasps sounded right by his ear didn’t hurt either.
He leaned down and claimed Willow’s mouth, kissing her a little more firmly and demandingly the deeper his cock sunk into her heaven.  His new lover kissed him back with passion, desire, and a wanton surrender as she gave herself to him for the first time.  It took time, patience, and effort, but in the end and once again he was balls deep in one of his twin elven dryad beauties, and the sensations on his sensitive cock were mind-blowing.
When she settled around him, he started to stroke his cock in and out of her, at first slowly and shallowly, but he worked his way up to long and powerful strokes.  The pace he set was one he could maintain for a long time, powerful, hard, and even fast, but not wildly so.  He long-stroked her with authority in an inexorable pace with a firm grind as their bodies met.
Willow was wide eyed, and her face was a study in shocked and ecstatic pleasures, but despite being her first time she was hardly idle.  Her body moved with him as she arched her back and thrust up into him in perfectly synchronous opposition.  Like she’d learned from Tansya’s experience, and their joining.
Her sweet gasps, soft sighs of pleasure, and the way she squirmed and fucked back with abandon was all he needed to drive him to take her as hard and fast as she wished.  Tansya’s sweet sounds of pleasure, and lithe body pasted to his back, just added even more to the experience.  It felt like she was fucking Willow with his body, as she moved and ground against his leg in perfect harmony to his movements.
He was hardly silent, and grunts and moans filled their sound proofed tent as he ravished the brown-eyed beauty beneath him.
Willow’s eyes widened and her gasp was cut short as her wet and hot sex locked around his cock and undulated around him.  Her body trembled in pleasure, and she was so tight during her explosive orgasm which soaked his balls, that he limited himself to a gentle grind to extend her pleasure.  The sweet sounds of Tansya’s satisfaction went straight to his libido, but he managed to control himself and keep going as Willow’s body slowly softened from her spectacular finish.
“You are so sexy when you cum for me, both of you,” he said as he once again started to long-stroke her.  The moist silken friction was almost overwhelming, and he wasn’t sure how much longer he could last.  He was determined to hear her cries of ecstasy one more time, but his energized body from the life magic was closer to the edge than he liked.
Willow begged, “Fuck me harder, faster, please master.  Lose yourself in me, cum in me, I want to feel you explode and fill me.”
He groaned, but he did as she asked and released all restraint.  He reached back and gripped her ankles, pulled them over his shoulder, and then started to fuck his cock into her as hard and fast as he could.  As deep as he could, given the new angle and her nubile tight little body being bent in half.
Her perfectly rounded and slightly elongated breasts went from swaying to bouncing wildly as he slammed his body into hers as quickly as he could.  He was a man of strength and stamina, and the wild gasps of pleasure from her mouth drove him to greater efforts.
She failed to keep up with his thrusts, so managed a small grind and roll of her hips in perfect synch instead.  She also went over the chasm and into euphoric bliss just a few moments later.  Her second orgasm was much more violent than the first, and they both screamed his name in unison as they once again squirted, even more of their liquid pleasure soaked him than last time.
He grunted, “Fuck, here it comes.  You are too sexy.”
The joy on her face at that admission was what tore through the last tatters of his control, and his orgasm took him by storm as his center exploded in bliss.  The sensation of pumping his seed into her warm body overwhelmed his mind, and all that existed for that moment was the three of them riding the heights of ecstasy, as he stared into the warm brown eyes of his exotically sexy elf.
Willow’s tight sex seemed to milk him and convulse with each powerful pulse of pleasure as his seed painted her insides with ropes of life-giving seed.
When he fell from his height, he collapsed onto his elbows to stop himself from crushing the petite dryad sexpot. 
There was so much adoring joy on Willow’s face, that he felt strangely humbled by it.  He kissed her lingeringly, softly, and when he broke it, he saw tears in her eyes, joyful ones at his gentle regard.  It was a powerful emotional moment for him.  Sure, a lot of those emotions, and liking his new nymphs, had to do with the amazing first-time sex as they gave themselves to him.  But their adoration and joy had a big part in that as well.
It was also different, from Nysa’s.  Nysa adored him just as much, but the tree nymphs had an innocence that Nysa had lacked.  Not just virginally, but tree nymphs were shy and peaceful beings, that fought to protect themselves and their tree as a last resort.  Nysa had been a hunter, so it made a big difference in the other emotions that colored that adoration.
If that made sense.  Not better, just very different.
“Thank you, Master.”
He snorted, “My pleasure.”
He pulled out reluctantly, and he rolled to the side.  He reached out, and pulled them both against his sides firmly, and smiled as their heads nuzzled into his shoulders and their legs went over his.
Tansya asked in a shy voice, “You… enjoyed us master?”
He chuckled, “Yes, very much.  You two are perfect.”
Willow said breathily, “Good, because we can’t wait to do it again.”
Yup, two more nymphomaniacs to keep satisfied twice a day.  Although in some ways it was really just one more, effort wise.  He could fill them both once each morning and night giving them twice the pleasure by doing so, instead of two times twice a day like he did for his Nysa and Shar.
Still, between them, and possibly the princess in the future, he was far past simply satisfied.  He also had no reason to bond another, and he hoped that didn’t happen again.  At some point, too much of a good thing was just… bad.  He already had to struggle to control himself between the morning and night, having more beautiful women constantly around him wouldn’t help there.
“In the morning,” he said.  He had the feeling they’d be very good at it in short order.  They already gave in to their instincts, but they’d learn all the little tricks and ways to enhance the pleasure that Shar and Nysa had long ago perfected.
He cast his cantrip again, to clean them all up as well as the bedding.  He figured he’d sleep with them in his arms, it was their first night together.  He was sure Shar and Nysa would be just fine snuggling together with his April.
He was content, and more than satiated.  His new nymphs were satisfied as well, for the moment.  He knew Willow’s comment was about the future, not the moment.
He focused on their bonds to read their magic, and then channeled and transmuted his own magic into a trickle of nature magic.
“So, how do I tell you apart?”
Tansya said dreamily, “Just focus a desire to know us, into the magic.  Be careful master, nature magic is diverse and powerful, stray thoughts can change a creature or cause great harm.”
He nodded, and he pushed the desire to know them into the magic as he sent it into them.  Just a recon mission, his focus was absolute, and he wasn’t worried about making a mistake.  The information he gleaned was extremely vague, but he was pretty sure he could tell what made Tansya firstborn.  He’d be able to tell them apart now, but he’d have to channel magic to do so.
It was so subtle however, that he was sure he wouldn’t be able to tell the difference if both of them weren’t out at the same time, for comparison.  He supposed it didn’t matter, in public when one was out and the other hid, they’d both be Willow, or called that at least, to hide the fact there was two of them.  Still, it would bother him, not knowing, even if he was sure they didn’t care, he did.
“it all seems vague, but I think I have the important part.”
Willow giggled, “Your mind just doesn’t know how to interpret all the information yet.  Practice and knowledge of nature magic and how life works in balance will clarify things over time.  We will teach you, gladly, when you choose to turn your focus on learning nature magic.”
He nodded, “It might be a while, I want to master the four elements first.  I already know life, and death can wait until last.  So… two months?  Maybe a little less.”
They both kissed his shoulder at exactly the same time, and they snuggled and wiggled against him trying to get comfortable.  The dual sigh of contentment almost made him laugh, even as it warmed his heart and invoked light tender feelings within him.  A small shadow of the tenderness he felt toward Nysa, but a good start.
He didn’t expect they’d ever help in battle, since violence wasn’t in their nature.  Even when they had to kill, they just pulled people into trees, no skills in that, just desperation to prevent their tree from being harvested.  But, they’d be his lovers, his teachers, and his bonded.  They’d serve in other ways, he was sure, and he didn’t think less of them because of that.
They were so sweet, open, and expressive, he wondered how long it would take Nysa to train them to take on the persona of an arrogant and guarded elf.  He pushed that worry away, he didn’t want to underestimate them based on how they acted toward him.  He was their master, after all.
He was warm, content, and their tight supple bodies felt wonderful against him as he quieted his mind and eventually found sleep.




Chapter Fifteen

The next three days passed quickly.  His usual morning threesomes had turned into morning five-way orgies that blew his mind.  Willow and Tansya were eager to please, quick to learn, and were already blowing his mind.  They were sweet, supple, and so very accommodating and submissive not only to him but Shar and Nysa as well. 
Of course, he also got to know them a little better, and slowly but surely they were becoming more precious to him.  It wasn’t all about the sex, though the getting to know her better part would be a bit slow until they had the clothes and training to be with them during the day, in public.  He only really got to spend time with them first thing in the morning and last thing in the evening before sleep.  The rest of the time they hid in their tree or slept with him.
The days were honestly a bit boring, they didn’t expect another elven attack until the following week, so he did a little hunting in the mornings during his fire practice with Shar that lasted most of the day.  In the afternoons, he cast his cantrips, and played with his water magic for a little while, and then it was dinner.
Even after he’d mastered all of his magics, he’d have to practice a half hour a day, same as he sparred with Nysa. To keep his edge and make progress in expanding his subconscious control in application of magic.
More often than not, they went to bed early just to fill the time.
In short, there were no attacks, and no more monsters in the area.  He didn’t mind, it let him focus on his fire magic and training.  He’d also already earned five hundred gold in just that one week, between the elven armor and his fifty gold a week stipend.  His instincts for treasure were more than sated for the moment.
On that fourth morning, he found himself back at the capital.  As far as he was aware, Shar and Nysa were going into the city to look for more opportunities, and also to shop for more clothes. Not just for Willow and Tansya, but more witch and sorceress robes for themselves as well.  His usual jealousy was still there with them out of his sight, but it was easier to control and dismiss.
Shar and Nysa would eat any man for breakfast that was too stupid to take a subtle blow off.
When he arrived at the garden, the hazel-eyed princess was in a flattering dark blue dress that looked heavier than the last one.  No doubt for the crisp cool morning air that the sun barely rivaled with its warmth.  It was multilayered and elegant, the bottom opaque layer seemed to hug every one of her curves.  It would’ve been scandalous by society's judgement if it wasn’t for the shear outer layers that flowed down her athletic and supplely curvy body, which left most of what lay below to the imagination.
Her hair was up revealing her long graceful neck and petite ears.  She had a wide welcoming smile that was contagious, and he couldn’t resist smiling back at the welcome and excitement in her expression and eyes at seeing him again.
“Stephanie, you look stunning this morning.  My eyes missed you.”
She giggled, “Just your eyes?”
“Oh, I may have thought about you once or twice, in my heart and mind.”
And other places, but he left that part out.
She blushed, as her eyes flickered down and back up his body, as if she’d heard the part he’d left out loud and clear.
“I missed you too, sit.  Please.”
He smirked, and he wondered if her breathy insistence was about taking his lower body out of her line of sight.  He took a seat.  This time, the food came out immediately.  The scents of warm bread, cheese and fruit, as well as sausage, bacon, eggs, and juice filled his nose.
He wished he could scent her.  He’d missed her scent, but it would have to wait until they’d left the garden.  Between breakfast and the almost cloyingly powerful scent of all the flowers, her scent was buried and out of reach.
She blushed furiously.
He tilted his head, “What is it?”
She sighed, “The subject matter.  I’ve been giving what you asked a lot of thought.  I believe I’m willing to try, when it comes to sleeping.  Anything else… would need to be private between us.  I can also only promise to try, I don’t think I’ll know how I really feel about it until then.”
He nodded and smiled, “An open mind is all I could ask for, Stephanie.  If not something else could be worked out, that point is definitely negotiable if necessary.”
She bit her lip, “Okay.  I was just putting myself in their place, and knew I’d hate having you so close yet so far, so I’ll try.  How are things going out west?”
He told her about the skirmish, as well as the elven armor and weapons he had to trade with her father today.  They could deal with it later.
“I really did miss your company, how was your week?”
As she talked and told him about her week, the slight awkwardness of their morning start melted away, and the closeness and easy conversation they had at the end of their first day together came back quickly.  It was easy to talk to her, with all the hard questions of ambitions, needs and desires asked and answered, they could focus on themselves and ignore the bigger picture of throne and kingdom on her part, and treasure, education, and battle on his.
She was intelligent, achingly beautiful, and had strong moral opinions.  Altogether she was a remarkable young woman that would become a hell of a good queen.  Her sometimes girlish expressions and actions were endearing, and the heat and tension between them was stronger than ever.
It wasn’t just shallow chemistry anymore, he was impressed and attracted to her mind and heart, her beliefs and what she wanted for her people.  She seemed to both flourish and become self-conscious at his intense admiring gaze for the woman she was, on every level.
He knew that same stubbornness and strong will would be a two-edged thing in the future, but he was looking forward to that as well.  He was impressed by strength, and he’d be proud and happy with a mate that wouldn’t let him walk all over her.
Her feminine scent was dizzying, and as beguiling as he’d remembered, as they went for a walk through the castle after breakfast.  Her hand on his arm and their bodies so close together tempted him, but he knew even a kiss would be inappropriate for her rank.  It was both frustrating, and galvanizing.
He had a question for her, but he waited until there was a longer pause in their more personal conversation, which he was enjoying greatly and seemed to have no end in sight.  He learned a lot about her growing up in a castle and her life, and even shared what he could of his life and people without revealing his true race.
She also told him a little about her mother, and how she was conflicted about the new queen, but made Sara family for her father’s sake.
Stephanie was truly selfless about her kingdom, and for her people, but to balance that she wanted what she wanted in her personal life.  A healthy selfishness, that to his delight was the real reason he was even there.  She wanted him, a man she could love and not compete with in her private life, as badly as he was starting to want her past all the selfish reasons that had brought him there in the first place.
When the pause he awaited eventually came early that afternoon, he reluctantly switched the subject to a less personal subject.  It was just as important though, there were things they’d have to agree on and work out during the courting to avoid misunderstandings in the future.  Things that weren’t part of their ambitions or needs, but so that they wouldn’t be played against each other by others.
He said, “Baron Gregory seems like a good man. He takes care of his people, even waits patiently for luxuries making sure his people are taken care of before his comfort.  Most of us are still living out of tents.”
She gave him a questioning smile.
He shrugged, “I’m not good with politics, I barely even understand general human society at this point, though I’m getting better.  It occurred to me he might’ve been seeking influence over you through me somehow, when he invited me to dinner and was extremely gracious.  Or at least, he was setting the stage for a future need.  Even good men have ambitions.  You know I have no interest in the throne, nor politics, but I would appreciate some advice in handling that kind of thing.  It’s bound to come up more and more, and I don’t wish to misstep with you.”
She nodded thoughtfully, and he tried not to stare at her perfectly plump bottom lip.
“It will happen.  Let the ones you like and trust build friendships with you, but you need to be wary of those that might try to use you.  Still, it would bring no harm if you came to me with a request you thought was just and would be good for my people.  We won’t have a problem, as long as you accept my decision as final without argument, even if you sided with the baron’s point of view.  Often I’ll have to weigh that, even if it would be a good thing for the baron and his people, against the rest of the kingdom.
“More than that, I will count on your advice and opinion, you’ll be out there among my people much more than I will.  I will even ask for it on occasion.  Support and a second opinion that I can count on as being honest without ulterior motive is what I want from you, and simply passing on a worthy request from a baron or other noble fits into that nicely.”
He nodded, “So, don’t worry about it, and be myself?”
She giggled, “Yes.”
She gave him an admiring look that was filled with more than a little heat, before she looked away and they continued their walk.  Her warm hand felt good on his arm.  It had been an extremely intimate and private look, which made him feel a little guilty.  She had no idea his two tree nymphs had seen and heard everything they’d spoken of that morning, not to mention every longing look and flirty gesture she’d thrown his way under the assumption of privacy.
He was growing alarmingly fond of the princess, perhaps more than that.  Not just the lust her presence, personality, and beauty engendered, but tender and warm feelings, admiration, and affection for her voice and sometimes pointed opinions.  He also believed the reverse was true.  He needed to tell her the rest of it, today if possible, before it went any further.  Not only what they were, but what he truly was.  He knew it would already be painful for him to have to back out, and waiting would just make it worse.
The only question was how could he do that under the watchful eye of the matronly woman and two guards that shadowed their every step?
Maybe Shar could screen their words with an illusion, while the watchers could still see he maintained a respectful distance.  That would have to do, otherwise her reputation wouldn’t be secure.  He just hoped she didn’t freak out, which would surely make their ladies’ maid chaperon act, and ask questions that would be awkward at best to answer.
He had no idea how she might respond, he just hoped it wasn’t with disgust.
“What are you thinking so hard about?”
Damn, she was perceptive too, another reason she drew him like a fly to amber.
“There’s something I have to tell you later, in privacy.  Shar can give us that vocally, while letting your chaperon keep us in sight.  It’s personal, and kind of big.”
She tilted her head, “I thought we already discussed all the important things that could spell the end of our time together?”
He nodded, “Ambitions and expectations.  This is different, more like the personal conversation we had today, just a lot bigger.  It’s also information I don’t wish to have generally known, but you need to know if we’re going to go any further.  Not just about me, but my bonded companions as well.  Concubines as you put it.”
She bit her lip, and he could see her mind working hard in her intelligently warm hazel eyes, but she cut off her own curiosity and let the subject drop for the moment.
He said, “I care about you, Stephanie.  Very much.”
She blushed, and then squeezed his arm lightly and affectionately.
“Me too, more than I should after a day and a half of getting to know you.  I can just be myself with you, no need to overthink and analyze every word out of your mouth to figure out your angle.  Or to worry about every word out of mine.”
They shared another intimate gaze, with their heads close together and their eyes captivated by each other’s.  A shared intimacy that apparently lasted long enough that they drew a clearing throat or two from a distance.
She blushed prettily as she looked away, and they started walking again.  She was beautiful, and he wanted to kiss her soft lips so badly it hurt.  Literally, and he resisted the urge to adjust himself.
She said, “I can’t imagine you could say anything that would change my mind.  I know you’re a good man, with strong morals, if slightly violent in your responses at times.”
He agreed, but then there was a difference between knowing he wasn’t really a human, and knowing exactly what he was in his true form.  It was information Nysa and the twins didn’t have yet either, and he wondered how they’d respond as well.  Only Shar, and of course his bonded from birth, April, knew the truth and what elder race he belonged to.
To his surprise, it was agreed that Shar’s and Nysa’s presence was enough to ensure the princess’s reputation.  Of course, if anyone had known they were a nymph and succubus he was sure that assertion would’ve been challenged.
They wound up in that same lounge and meeting room, he was sitting next to her on the couch with a foot or so between them, while Shar and Nysa sat on another couch.  To his amusement, Nysa leaned against Shar comfortably, and the two held hands.
Further, Shar cast a spell to ensure any spies at the door or elsewhere outside the room proper wouldn’t hear what was said.
He felt as nervous as a hatchling.  He’d never really risked emotional rejection before, his bonded certainly wouldn’t reject him, and he simply didn’t care about anyone else’s opinion.  But the lovely princess had wormed her way into his heart.  It was also a human emotion, so one he’d never had to deal with in his past either, even at home in his plane of origin.
Stephanie said, “Out with it, I’m curious to say the least.  I know the form change is absolute, but I have to admit I’ve been curious.”
He cleared his throat, “Your realm has similar creatures, at least in shape, but they are nothing like us in truth.  They're weaker, stupid, and animalistic in comparison.”
Stephanie’s eyes widened, “You’re nervous, I’ve never seen you nervous before.”
She seemed strangely delighted by that revelation.
Shar said teasingly, “Stop beating around the bush, and man up.”
He glared at the succubus, but he softened when he looked back at the princess.
“My kind are in the highest of the middle realms, we’re an elder race.  We’ve long learned to manage our darker instincts through custom and tradition, the walkabout to master our power and lust for treasure being the main way that’s accomplished.  We also have very good reason for the laws against us shifting back to our true form in other realms.  My race and humanity have clashed before, violently.”
She pursed her lips, and she looked at him with adoring and patient exasperation.  How she managed to express those three disparate emotions at once he wasn’t sure.
He snorted, “Fine, I’ll get to the point.  I’m an elder dragon.”
She laughed in a shocked way, but her smile froze at the sincere gravity on his face.
Nysa giggled, “That explains so much, master.”
He winced as the princess looked Nysa’s way in shock, for Nysa calling him master.  Nysa didn’t make mistakes, so he knew she’d done it on purpose no matter how casually she’d sounded doing it.  He appreciated the thought of her providing a distraction to that news, but he’d hoped to space out the shocks a little more.
Stephanie asked, “Master?”
Nysa smiled in a surprising gentle sort of way, “He conquered me, and now I serve him in every way he desires, and I will joyfully do so for the rest of my life.  I’m no danger to anyone who isn’t his enemy, and I will zealously protect anyone he cares for.”
Shar snickered, “Now who’s beating around the bush?”
Nysa turned her head and kissed Shar’s cheek fondly, then said sharply, “Shut up, let’s see you do better on your turn.”
He almost groaned at that dare.
Nysa turned back to the princess, “I’m a water nymph, princess. I only pretend to be a water sorceress.  He holds my pool in his treasury.”
Nysa tilted her head, and frowned, “His hoard.  That’s it, isn’t it, you just use different words with others to disguise the truth.”
He nodded, “Sort of, my hoard is my whole dimension.  Which includes my treasure room, armory, and my ravine where your pool is.”
Stephanie shivered, but when she looked at him it wasn’t with disgust.  A little fear, a whole lot of desire, and many questions on her face.
“Your concubines are monsters?”
He shrugged, “I’m not human either, and they’re loyal and fiercely protective of me.  They’re also not a danger to humans that don’t mean us harm.”
Shar cleared her throat, “My kind have been called monstrous, but technically I’m not a monster.  I’m a demoness from the lower planes.”
Stephanie gasped, and flinched away.
Shar smirked, “I am loyal to and have a deal with Muranth, but he was not my summoner.  His binding magic broke the usual rules, or at least modified them.  The man guilty of the crime of summoning me was brought to justice already.”
Stephanie asked faintly, “Deal?”
Shar grinned, “He feeds me, and I don’t have to kill anyone for all that yummy life force he provides, which is pretty cool actually.  I don’t enjoy killing you know, I just used to have to do it to eat.  Sort of like humans do with cows and stuff.  Oh, he gets me too.  I am a witch, sort of, and can teach him spells and the mysteries of magic he requires before he goes home.  That’s what he gets out of it.  That, and we both get… well you know, succubus.”
Shar winked outrageously, then blushed coyly.
Stephanie closed her eyes for a moment as if searching for strength, then looked back at him.  She studied him, as if for the first time she was seeing him clearly.
“Elder dragon?  What’s the difference?”
He replied, “Intelligence.  Our capacity for magic.  In the next twenty years, I’ll have seven of the eight mortal magics mastered for direct use like a sorcerer, and also have the spell repertoire of a master wizard.  I explained all this before, I can transmute magic to other types.  So far I’ve only mastered life, but I’ve begun my mastery of water, and I’m working on fire.  The other difference is the dimensional hoard that exists in other space, and it is connected to my will and magic.  We fill them on our walkabouts, so we don’t kill others of our kind in our initial quests for treasure.  Like I said, we’ve been managing our darker instincts for a long time, we’re mostly peaceful on our home plane.”
“Mostly?”
He shrugged, “Similar to how humans are mostly peaceful.  Some things are worth fighting for, we just don’t fight over treasure anymore.  Nor do we enslave the other races as we did in the long past.”
Stephanie let out a long breath, “And you want me to keep this to myself?”
“If possible, yes.  You seem to be doing fine with it, but I don’t want to spend my time dodging dragon hunters, and those that would fear and revere me.  I also fear bigotry would have some humans hunting my companions, and that would not turn out well at all for them.”
Stephanie giggled, “Fine with it?  I’m in shock, I think.  Was that all?  Any other surprises?”
He frowned, “Umm, two more things, actually.  There was a problem the first day in Baybrook.  All the logging to fix the town scared a pair of tree nymphs.  At first, I thought it was just one, and the suggestion was made to bind her, since finding an elf to train me in the art of nature magic seemed like a nonstarter with the queen hating me.  Dryads have nature magic just like elves.”
Stephanie frowned, “You thought there was one?”
He nodded, “It was only one tree, and we were only attacked by one.  But it turns out the tree with a split trunk was because they were twins sharing a tree.  You’ll meet one of them next week, they’re going to pretend to be one person and take turns, because elves don’t have twins.”
She looked like she might start hyperventilating, it was going better than he’d feared, but a lot less well than he’d hoped.
“That was the two more things?”
He coughed, “Well, no.  I counted the twins as one, but I saved the best for last.  You’re going to love this, I think.  April is my oldest bonded, and she’s been with me since birth.  She’s also not one of my concubines, just my best friend.  April?”
As he’d hoped, Stephanie’s eyes went wide in stunned wonder as the hovering and impishly beautiful six-inch fairy revealed herself.
April bowed in mid-air, “Princess, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”
Stephanie asked, “Is this real?”
April giggled, “Yes.  My kind are an elder race as well, and we allied with the elder dragons for protection.  We are bonded at birth as lifetime companions.  We make excellent healers and scouts, but we leave the beating up of our enemies to our larger friends.”
Stephanie giggled.
He said, “That’s all of it.  That’s who I am, and who my friends, allies, and concubines are.”
Stephanie nodded, “I… need time to absorb this.  I will keep my own counsel for now, but I can only promise to tell you first if that will change.  A demoness and water nymph, they hunt humans.”
April said softly, “And humans hunt my kind, yet I don’t hold that against you personally.  They are individuals, and would protect you fiercely as Muranth’s mate, warm your bed, and be your allies.”
Stephanie didn’t even blink or blush at the warming her bed part, so she must’ve been deeply in shock.
She replied, “Perhaps not, April.  But not all humans would exploit your kind, some of us would protect and befriend you, including myself.  All demons do see humans as prey.”
Nysa said, “Not this one, not until Muranth passes and she’s sent back to the lower realms.  It’s part of their deal, and she prefers the current arrangement anyway.”
Shar snorted, “Humans are my prey, she isn’t wrong.  That said, neither is Nysa, I won’t harm another to simply feed while Muranth keeps my appetite sated.  It also isn’t personal, at least not for me.  No different than a human would feel about their herd of cows.”
Stephanie gasped.
April said, “You’re not helping, Shar.”
Shar shrugged, “Truth is truth.  I’m at the top of the food chain, or my race is.  She is my natural prey, but I will also defend her for the length of her lifetime should our lover desire it.  One doesn’t make the other untrue, but it does make her people safe from me.  My true nature, or place on the food chain, doesn’t change that.  It also doesn’t prevent us from a deeper relationship.  The comparison to cows I use is crude, but it’s not exact either, humans are intelligent after all.  Well, some of them anyway.”
Stephanie frowned, “We aren’t food.”
Shar snorted, “Of course you are.  There’s always a higher predator.  For you it’s my kind and monsters, for me it’s higher ranked demons, angels, or gods.  I’m sorry to shock you, but I won’t apologize for what I am.  More than that, you’re Muranth’s natural prey, that hasn’t stopped him from falling for you, adoring you, and desiring to protect you and mate you, has it?  Same thing.  Our unique situation changes things, and none of us here have ever wronged you, and we won’t wrong your people either.”
Stephanie blushed furiously, probably over the mating comment, as she looked at Muranth.
He shrugged, “She tends to be blunt, when she isn’t acting the coy maiden, but she’s not wrong either.  It’s an ugly truth, but it’s also honest and who she is.  She won’t lie to you or deceive you, at least not where it counts.”
April flew forward, and touched the princess’s cheek, and he felt the magic of life flow into Stephanie.
April said, “That will help you get over the shock, and consider what you’ve learned today.  It was a lot, just learning about Muranth was huge, and I’m impressed.”
Stephanie nodded, “I think I need some time alone to absorb all this.”
She turned to him, “I… had a really good time today,” then she blushed at the inane comment.
He smiled, “Me too.”
She stood, and smiled at April, “You’re beautiful.”
April posed in the air mischievously, “So are you, princess.”
Stephanie shook her head, “I’ll see you next week.  I might have more questions when I think this through.”
She gave him one last look, with a surprising amount of longing in it, but also fear as she took her leave.
After the door was closed, he frowned at Shar who held up her hand for forbearance.
Shar said, “I did it on purpose, to help.  I wanted to shock her, and for her to focus on me.  If she gets past it and accepts me, then it will be much simpler for her to accept Nysa, Willow, and Tansya.  Almost an afterthought really, after she gets done wrestling with the concept of sharing a bed with a demoness.  Even the shock of what you are, will seem tiny in comparison, and she can focus on how she feels about you instead of what you are.”
He frowned, “I can see the logic, hit her hardest with the worst of it, but it’s just as possible it will push her away.”
Shar nodded, “Better to do that now than later, when she would’ve seen through any sugar coating.  Plus, I meant what I said, I won’t apologize for what I am.  Nor hide it shamefully.”
He grunted, “Alright, that’s actually all a good point, which means you thought it through.  Why didn’t you tell me what you were planning?”
She smirked, “Easier to ask forgiveness, than permission.”
He sighed mock regretfully, “You’ll have to be punished.”
She giggled, “I hope so, after going through all that trouble to earn a spanking.”
He smiled despite himself.  He was worried about Stephanie and what she’d decide, but his Shar was irrepressible. 
“Alright, let’s get going.”
He stood up and they made their way back to the courtyard.  He’d already traded his elven armor and weapons at lunchtime for gold coin.  Their return portal would be to Westhold, where they’d stay for a week and be visible.  He wasn’t looking forward to it.  Robert seemed okay, but the baron’s Wizard Terry was a lecherous bastard.
Fortunately, it was late, and they’d probably be left alone to put up their tent and get some sleep.  Well, they’d sleep eventually.




Chapter Sixteen

Turned out the tent wasn’t necessary.  Westhold was much further along than Baybrook, even last week they had been, and they’d gotten the inn up and running this past week.  It also fell under expenses and support during the two-month mission, so the room and meals were on the baron.
He was happy to be done with the tent, at least for the week.  He wasn’t sure if Baybrook would have their inn open even seven days from now, but he’d enjoy it while it lasted.  It was good to be on a bed again, with warm and supple feminine flesh against him.
The next day, after their long and sensuous wakeup ritual, they went out to hunt.  He was trying to avoid Terry as long as possible, but he’d go greet the baron after the hunt.  He liked Baron Robert and didn’t want to insult the man just to avoid an asshole.  With the new clothes, Willow had joined them in the real world that morning drawing a few surprised looks from those in the inn.  She was also the quietest of the four of them walking through the forest, despite being the least inclined toward hunting.  Not counting the flying April of course.
They hadn’t been out there very long, before Shar stiffened and halted the group.  Her eyes were far away, and he assumed one of the wizards was sending her a message.
Shar said, “That was Terry.  We have to get back to the village, it’s being raided right now.”
They set off at a run.
His heart thrummed steadily, and he took deep breaths as he channeled his life magic.  They were at least a half a mile into the woods, and even at a dead run it’d take them almost two minutes to reach the edge and see the village, given the twisted and weaving trail.  The life magic buoyed his body and stamina, and he used it to look for others fifty yards ahead.
April must’ve flown ahead and scouted, because he heard a voice just under a minute after they’d gotten started.
“Elven archers up ahead, and a nature mage.  An ambush set up for us I’m sure.  I saw six in the trees.”
He grunted, the elves must’ve been watching with animals and they’d waited for him to leave the village and go hunting.  He was sure the raid was more than just a distraction to take him out, but it was obviously that as well.  The village would have to hold out until he took care of it.  It added an element of concern and desire to be fast, not to mention anger, but fighting recklessly could get him killed.  He’d do what he had to.
He shifted his shield to his left arm and a throwing blade to his right.  It’d slow his running pace down, but better that than an arrow through the throat.  He also started to channel and transmute some magic into a repulsive water shield.  It wouldn’t help against arrows or swords, but it would stop any enemy nature magic from reaching him, at least directly, and he could use it for crowd control if necessary.
He ordered, “Take down the archers.  I’ve got the sorcerer.”
He saw flashes of bright golden armor ahead, the color of the elven light armor alloy, and slowed down to a more cautious pace.  He also felt the strong water shield around Nysa which was more than a little bit fancier than his own, and Shar had a shield of elemental fire.  He’d never seen it before, but then they’d never faced enemy magic before either.
Willow… he didn’t see or feel her at all.
He rounded a tree, and the elf came clearly into view. 
The elven sorcerer stood boldly in the middle of the trail wielding a curved scimitar and long dagger in his left hand.  He also had a powerful shield of nature magic around him.
He dodged left and swept his shield up, sweeping away two arrows and a third missed.  He kept his guard as he moved forward, there should’ve been at least two more archers.  His hand whipped out as he channeled more magic, and a lightning bolt leapt from his hand as he released the dagger.  As he’d feared the lightning coruscated around the elf and grounded.
The elf flicked his light sabre contemptuously, and the blade heading for the sorcerer’s eye was knocked off course.
Another few seconds passed, and neither the other two archers, nor the three that had already fired, sent another arrow.
April reported, “Archers are gone, sorcerer stands alone.”
He grunted.  He’d have to reevaluate his thoughts that the wood nymphs weren’t going to be a help in battle.  It certainly hadn’t been Nysa or Shar, they were still rounding the enemy’s position to the flanks.  Or at least, they’d be a huge help when the enemy was dumb enough to climb a tree.  Willow must’ve travelled through the trees, and just pulled them in.
He moved forward a bit more confident but wary, the elf was obviously a master swordsman as well as a sorcerer. 
The sorcerer fired magic at him, or so he’d thought, until it hit the tree next to him and roots moved to wrap around his feet… only to sink back into the ground at the last second.
The sorcerer grimaced in surprise, “Weapons it shall be then.”
Oh, he was so going to reward his Willow later, and he had more than a few naughty ideas to make that happen.  The elves greatest strength was fighting in the forests, and Willow and Tansya had just made it the worst place ever they could fight.
He grinned ferally as he closed the distance, his shield shifting away as he pulled out his two bladed staff.  He started the staff moving in a defensive pattern that he changed randomly so his enemy couldn’t read it and anticipate him.
Elves were faster than humans, although not much faster than he was at the peak of human ability.  There was no way that his heavy shield and bastard sword would keep up with an elven blade master wielding very light and fast weapons.  Perhaps he was overestimating his enemy, but he suspected an attempted shield bash which worked wonders on most elves would’ve just gotten him a dagger in the back.  This elf was older, cannier, and his stance light and confident.
The sabre whipped out as fast as he feared it would, but his staff batted it aside and he danced a step back to avoid the follow up slash of the elf’s dagger. 
His staff whirled and cut the wind with a whistle, following that dagger slash as he aimed the wickedly curved scythe blade at the enemy’s neck.
The elf twisted and ducked almost casually beneath it, as his sword came back right at his knees.
He jumped over it and spun his staff to parry the dagger strike with the poignard end, and then stopped the staff cold as he stabbed at the elf’s body.
The elf twisted his body and the poignard blade slipped right by his stomach.  The elf’s saber whipped around and hit him hard in the side as he jumped back.
It hurt, but it didn’t penetrate his armor.  Even before the dragon scales were added, his wyvern leathers were extremely effective against slashing weapons.  The elf also moved with him, keeping their bodies close together to negate his staff’s farther reach.
He growled, and he stepped closer as he slammed the middle of the staff into the elf’s face.  He took another slash to the side for his trouble, depending on his armor to deflect it as he twisted to avoid the stab in his side by the more dangerous pointed dagger.  He could take the pain of the hit happily, and the life magic he wielded was already dulling it.
The elf screamed as blood flew from his nose and the sorcerer flew back on his ass.  The elf kept going in a back roll that brought him back to his feet before Muranth could capitalize on it with his staff.  It was also the first time since the fight had started that they were several feet away from each other.
That’s when Nysa’s and Shar’s magic hit him from both sides and dug into the sorcerer’s shields.  He grinned and added his own lightning to the attack.  The sorcerer’s shields held for the moment, but he was temporarily blinded by both his lightning and Shar’s white hot fire.
He shifted his crossbow, and he fired.
He growled in disbelief, as the elf dove to the side and rolled back to his feet.  What would it take to kill this asshole?  The only way that dodge was possible at ten feet apart was if the bastard had expected it, which meant the elves had studied and analyzed his fighting style.  He’d have to come up with a new nasty trick.
He channeled a whole lot more magic and fired another lightning bolt.  That time, the sorcerer’s shield finally fell to three to one odds, and his body started to cook.  Not just in his lightning, but in white hot fire.
“Nysa.”
Nysa put the fire out with a torrent of water magic, before the forest could catch on fire.
He wondered if the queen would miss the bastard.  He’d been much better than her personal guards.  Perhaps a noble, or their weapons master?  It didn’t matter, the village was still under attack.
Willow giggled as she stepped out of the nearest tree, and she dragged the corpse inside.
He shook his head, they needed to get to the village, and he took off at a dead run as he shifted his staff away.
“Scout.”
April replied in a waning voice, “No shit!”
He laughed.
They were just about to the edge of the woods when April rapid fired a report in her dulcet tones.
“There are five elves keeping ten of the soldiers penned up in the baron’s estate, simply by using the gate as a choke point.  Ten more are making off with five wagons, five of the commoners tried to stop them and have arrows in them, two commoners are dead.  Three of the ten elves with the wagons are wounded.  The other ten soldiers are dead or wounded as well, I assume, but I didn’t see them.”
That… added up to twenty-one elves altogether, two raiding teams of ten plus the commander or elven noble that they’d just put down.  He also couldn’t help doing the math, his treasure instincts demanded it.  Twenty-one elves armed and armored added up to six hundred and thirty gold.
“The other ten soldiers could be hunting.”
He’d have waited for something like that, the best time to both ambush him and attack the village.  It was just a guess, but a likely one.
April nodded, “You’re probably right, I didn’t consider that.  Without a Shar with them, they probably don’t even know about the raid yet.”
Shar snickered, “One’s enough.”
They burst out of the woods, and he did a double take as Willow launched from a tree and had a bow and quiver of arrows.  Maybe she was peaceful by nature, but her master was in danger, and that made her as fierce as his Nysa.  He really needed to stop underestimating them.
“Caravan first.”
It was already a couple of hundred yards outside the town on the road north.  He shifted his shield back to his left arm and ran after them. 
Willow turned and dove back into a tree.  The northern road passed right by the forest, and his thoughts as to why she’d done that were verified as he heard an elf cry out.  She’d already closed the distance travelling through trees and had started to fire from the trees.
Shar said, “No fire?”
He laughed, “Sorry, honey.  Burning five wagons of winter emergency supplies sounds like a bad plan.”
Shar huffed playfully, and then winked at him.  She also blushed at his endearment.
Several arrows headed their way, but he didn’t even bother lifting his shield, since they were easy enough to dodge at a hundred yards. 
Things got a little more interesting as they closed the distance however, even if Willow had already managed to take three out.  Even the five drivers had stopped, so they were dodging seven arrows every few seconds.  At some point he had to start using his shield, since they were too close to dodge, and Shar was burning the shafts aimed at her, while Nysa deflected them using water magic.  That last a trick he wasn’t able to duplicate yet without spending too much of his focus.
A fourth elf took another arrow from Willow as they finished closing, and the last six elves grimly discarded their bows and drew weapons as they halted and jumped off the wagons.
That was a mistake, because it freed Shar’s hand, and one of the six took a white-hot fireball to the face.  Nysa took one out with a lance of water magic to knock him off balance followed by a throwing dagger.  The elf waved his sword desperately, but off balance he missed his split second chance for deflection, and the dagger took him in the throat.
He summoned his bastard sword, and he swept the elf's sword away with his shield as he savagely cut down at an angle between the helmet’s and armor’s gap.  The armor deflected his sword straight to the side and up underneath the helmet, and he cut the elf’s head clean off.
The three remaining elves panicked, and they ran for the woods to escape.  He couldn’t blame them, as they were facing three superior fighters with magic.  They really didn’t have a chance.
Still, it was a big mistake.
“Willow, take care of those, we’re going for the last five by the baron’s estate.  Wait for us to come back, I don’t want anyone in town making a stupid mistake.”
He heard delighted giggles from the trees.  He wasn’t too worried about it, but not everyone in town had seen Willow yet, and an elf during an elf raid could easily draw friendly fire.  Even if she was female and not in the armor of their enemy.
They heard the first elf’s horrified death scream as the ran back toward the village.  It was probably wrong, but his fierce terrifying Willow really turned him on in that moment.
April had failed to mention the fires, but the commoners were already hard at work putting them out and keeping them from spreading. 
“Nysa.”
Nysa nodded, and the well burst with water as they neared it, as a torrent of magic left her.  She directed the streams toward the fire and the hiss as it hit was loud.  The fires weren’t totally out, but were much more manageable for the commoners, as they raced for the eastern side of town and the baron’s estate.  The area around the fires were also soaked, so there was almost no chance of them spreading anymore.
Fucking elves.
The last five elves went down quickly.  They’re attention was on the gate, and they didn’t even see Shar’s fireball, or his and Nysa’s throwing daggers.  Three went down at once while they were still fifty feet away.
The last two died as the pissed off soldiers used the opportunity to rush out of the gate, they were dead and down before he arrived.
He barked, “Wounded?”
One of the soldiers said, “In here, my lord,” and stepped back through the open gate.
He followed, there were three wounded and two dead.  There was nothing he could do about the latter two, but his life magic flowed and filled the former three accelerating their healing by hundreds of times and supported their bodies so they’d live through it.
The three soldiers were very grateful, and he stepped back outside to loot the corpses.  It didn’t take him long to touch their armor and weapons, claim them in his mind, and shift them to his treasury for later trade at the castle next week.
He frowned, his treasury was changed.  At least, it felt different, and he went inside of it in his mind’s eye.
There were twenty-one sets of elven armor and weapons in the armory, not just the five sets he’d moved there.  His treasury had forty-two gold and twenty-eight silver it didn’t have earlier, perhaps from the dead elves.  He frowned, as he saw his crossbow had been reloaded, and the expended steel bolt had been returned as well as his throwing dagger from earlier.
He was frozen in shock, it was impossible, wasn’t it?  The answer occurred a moment later, the nymphs’ tree was in his hoard.  The nymphs had not only dragged the elven corpses into trees, but she had somehow moved their weapons and armor to her tree, then perhaps Tansya had moved it out of her tree and directly into his armory and treasury.
The fact another being had access to his hoard was alarming in the extreme to his instincts, and he had to take a deep steadying breath to calm his rage.  She was simply serving him, as her master, but how dare she enter his hoard.
He snorted at the idea that his things were in danger from the nymphs, even as he fought the urge to rip the tree out of the ravine in his hoard and cast it aside.  He took another deep steadying breath, it was his fault, for doing what he did, what no elder dragon had perhaps done before.
He calmed slowly, and when he opened his eyes Nysa and Shar were looking at him in concern.  No doubt April was as well, but he couldn’t see his lovely fairy behind her concealments.
It was an easy thing to fix, he could install an iron gate in the cave entrance, or simply remove the entrance to keep the ravine separate from the rest of his hoard.  But… he didn’t do it, his nymphs deserved a reward, not to be slapped away by mistrust when they lived to serve him.  It just… went against one of his most powerful instincts not to change it.  He resisted, if he had to, he would master three major instincts, instead of just the two he’d been fighting and gaining control over.  Life was to be conquered and enjoyed, not to become isolated and paranoid.
“I’m fine, let’s go get Willow,” he turned to the guards, “My new companion is elven, pass that on so there are no mistakes, would you?  She’s a sorcerous, and she’s not wearing elven armor, so she should be easy to identify.  We’ll be back in a few minutes to debrief the baron.”
The guard nodded, “The rest of the guards are hunting, but I’ll let them know when they get back.”
They moved off.




Chapter Seventeen – Interlude

Princess Stephanie leaned down to sniff the rose bushes.  Her mind a million miles away from her surroundings.  She was still shocked at what she’d learned just yesterday afternoon.  Her Muranth was sexy, handsome, kind, powerful, and confident.  He was also the most intense man she’d ever met, and she loved the way he made her feel so sexy and beautiful when he stared into her eyes.
He also wanted her to rule and wouldn’t interfere.  All wonderful things.  In exchange she’d been willing to concede more than a few things.  Having him out of the castle half the time on quests for treasure, and she’d even been considering allowing him to bring concubines to their bed, at least for sleeping.
She blushed, Nysa and Shar were… stunningly beautiful.  She wasn’t entirely sure a part of her wasn’t intrigued by the idea of sharing his concubines in all senses of the word sharing.  Still, it was him that made her tingle down below, when she thought of him.
Even with those caveats, he’d seemed almost too good to be true.  And… she’d found out he was, too good to be true that is.  He was a shapeshifting elder dragon, which was terrifying enough, but he also had a stable of concubines made up of monsters and a demoness of the lower planes.
Her mind spun with it, even as she longed to see him again, to accept him, and to take him into her virgin bed.  Gods, she really wanted that last one, she was even a little turned on by the idea of being claimed and bedded by a dragon.
But could she accept monsters and a demoness at the heart of her kingdom, for the selfish reasons of not having to fight her husband to keep her rule and run her kingdom.  To have a man that admired her for her.  Her body, and her heart, said yes.  Dragon or not, he was a wonderful man in many ways, and his quirks were endearing to her.
But her mind quailed at the idea.
She knew she’d be safe with him, and he would keep her safe from the demoness, but demons were evil, weren’t they?  She wasn’t so sure anymore.  She’d liked Shar and Nysa, when she’d met them the previous week.  She’d even thought they might grow to become cordial with each other, if not friends.
It’d been a shock to discover the truth.
On the other side of things, when she considered the idea of ending the courtship, and never seeing him again, her mind, body, and heart all recoiled from the idea.  Did she love him already?  She wasn’t sure, but she knew she cared for him greatly.  She just… had to figure out a way to get past it, or if she couldn’t she would have to let him go.
Her heart ached at the very thought, but she’d do what was right for the kingdom.
She paused for a moment, frozen at that thought.  What would be better for the kingdom than an extremely protective dragon with tamed monsters and an allied demon at his side?  Hell, right now at this moment he was risking his life to secure the western border, almost singlehandedly.
If things fell apart, then he would most likely go south, leave the kingdom.  If that happened, her kingdom would not be safer, it would be in greater danger in its weakened state.
She bit her lip doubtfully.  She wondered if that was sophistry and mental gymnastics to force herself to accept the truths she’d been told.  How could she be sure?  She worried her desire to be cherished by the man, and if she was honest with herself, to feel his powerful body between her legs claiming her, was all compromising her ability to make a rational decision.
She was smart, intelligent, and even canny with politics, but she was young and inexperienced at just nineteen and wise enough to see that.  Her father usually tempered that immaturity, but she couldn’t ask his opinion or outlook on it without breaking her word to Muranth.  That, she would never do.
No, she was pretty sure everything balanced in her favor, and in his eyes in his favor.  Even the monsters weren’t a deal breaker, if shocking as hell.  Even she knew a conquered tree or water nymph would serve their master unquestionably, although how he managed to keep them alive so long was beyond her.
No, it was the demoness that held her back.  Shar was the one that gave her pause.  Shar’s loyalty was dependent on a deal, and making deals with demons always turned out badly, they were word lawyers and deceptive without lying.  It was why demon summoning was outlawed in Uradia and most other human kingdoms.  It never ended well, only in misery and death.
But, as young as he looked, Muranth was ancient already by her reckoning, and he’d seemed so sure.  Could he really be an exception in that way?  Shar did say he hadn’t been her summoner, did that make a difference somehow in the demoness’s motivations?  Such thoughts were treacherous.
She’d have to give it more thought, she was leaning toward yes, but she feared she was gambling her life and the future of her kingdom on the idea that Muranth wouldn’t make a mistake.  That he truly had a succubus under his control.
She shuddered.  She even liked the demoness, and she had no doubt the hellion had been nothing but bluntly honest with her.  Demons were known for that.  It was what they didn’t say that you had to worry about.
She sighed.  The fairy didn’t fear Shar either, and April had also been certain of the demoness.  That… added some weight to the possibility. The highly magical race was little more than legend on their plane, and she’d been awed by the diminutive and beguilingly beautiful and mischievous creature.
She decided she could go in circles in her mind forever, and that she needed more information and exposure to Shar before she could come to a conclusion.  She would continue the courting, and though she might fall deeper in love with Muranth, and increase the possible pain at a parting, she wasn’t ready to give up on it yet.
Decision made, the tension in her drained away, and when she leaned down to sniff the roses once again, she truly enjoyed it that time.
Willow whimpered in pleasure as another orgasm more powerful than the last rocked her body like a leaf in a hurricane.  Her master had said she was to be rewarded, and gods was she ever being rewarded.  The intense pleasure was too much, but at the same time she never wanted him to stop.
He’d given specific orders to the others when they’d retired for the night, and her eyes had widened in shock and she’d even trembled a bit at the thought of it.  Now that it was happening, she drowned in the intense and powerful shocks of pleasure that wracked her body with ecstasy.
His cock slammed into her hard and fast, gloriously and inexorably invading her flesh over and over without mercy, while Shar fucked her ass hard with two fingers.  Shar’s other other hand teased her breasts while she whispered naughtily into her ears. 
The truly mind-blowing part of it all, was that the double teaming of Shar and master sending her into dizzying and overwhelming heights of pleasure was only half of her reward.
Because at the same time she was being ravished by both Shar and master, she felt the intense pleasure of April’s lips and tongue on Tansya’s clit, and Nysa’s firm and wet tongue was digging into Tansya’s ass.  The sensation of both their pussies and asses being pleasured, plus four sets of lips and hands on their bodies, was absolutely insane.
She cried out as another orgasm hit her hard from Tansya, before they’d even come down from her own.  The sensations of being double penetrated and licked out in both places at the same time was mind-bending, and she thought if they didn’t stop soon her heart would explode from it, but she also hoped they’d never stop.
Master demanded, “Cum again, now,” as he twisted her nipple almost painfully.
Her body shuddered, shook, and exploded in ecstasy.
“Master!”
She rolled straight into another orgasm, or maybe her sister did, as master grunted her name deeply and his cock twitched and surged deep inside her sex.  She gasped and felt so complete, as he filled her with his life-giving seed.  It was her very favorite thing, to feel him fill her, to use her for his pleasure, and the fact that he already cared for her was almost too much to ask for.
Gods, she loved her new life, as her body was once again wracked with pleasure.  Her whole body shook violently with it, and she was absolutely soaked with sweat at the intensity of it.  It was almost too much, and for anyone else it would’ve been, but their nature magic kept them from crossing over the edge into overstimulation, barely.
The master had ordered that as well to her shocked delight.
Muranth said smugly, “Good, now switch.  I have another tight pussy to fill.”
Her eyes widened almost alarmingly as her and Tansya traded places, manhandled with both their bodies twitching and flinching with sharp shocks of after pleasure, and she gasped as the pleasurable assault continued…
April had a much better hold on her anger this time, as she gave her weekly report.  She realized she’d been foolishly putting Muranth in greater danger, with her goading of the queen bitch.
The queen scowled, “He bonded two more?”
April said, “For his nature sorcery.  He needed teachers after the fallout between him and the elves.  We were unaware a split trunk meant twins, at least not until it was too late, and he was already locked in a contest of wills he couldn’t retreat from.  He did not seek this, I urged him and argued for it, for his education.”
A random thought entered her head, of her eating out Willow after Muranth had been done with her last night.  It’d been a wild night, more so than most.  Her only regret was she couldn’t taste him directly from the source.  There’d been something so naughty and thrilling about tasting his pleasure mixed with Willow's.
Blossom giggled naughtily, “Did he really do that to his nymphs, and do you really like the taste of his seed that much?”
April blushed on the inside, she hadn’t meant for anyone to find that out, and Shar, Nysa, and the twins had agreed not to share the information with Muranth.  She supposed an unguarded thought had escaped her control, her body was still zinging from their earlier sex and she’d let her guard down. 
As for Blossom’s accusation, she really did. She loved when they switched lovers at night, and she got to lick his seed mixed with feminine juices out of her shared lovers’ sexes.  It gave her such a naughty feeling, and it drove her wild.  At the same time, it made her feel closer to Muranth.
She really wished she could taste it from the source, but she didn’t allow that thought to escape into Blossom’s reach.  That could never be, no matter how much she loved him. She wouldn’t give up her future mate and a chance at children to satisfy her deepest taboo desires.  Besides, she wasn’t entirely sure he wouldn’t spurn her if she tried to seduce him, and she would die inside if that happened.
She reluctantly answered Blossom privately, “Yes, though I couldn’t even begin to tell you why.”
Blossom snickered.
She pushed that out of her mind and focused on Khalea, the queen dragon looked unhappy with his remarkable progress, probably given all the effort she’d put into sabotaging Muranth’s walkabout.  She’d also reported that he had started his mastery of water sorcery, and that he’d already made strides in fire.  That he was also making firm strides in controlling his human jealousy mixed with his darkest dragon instincts also seemed to annoy the queen.
The reason that was so difficult was jealousy was an ugly human emotion, one that was based on the idea the object of jealousy belonged to them.  Dragons were very protective of what was theirs, especially their hoard, and human jealousy triggered that strong need to protect falsely, often sending a young adult on their walkabout into a violent frenzy.
In truth, she was so proud of her Muranth she could burst.  He was strong willed, stronger than he even knew. Mistakes that way were expected in the beginning, but he hadn’t yet made a mistake that way and killed a man who hadn’t deserved death.
Khalea said, “That’s five bonds now, when there should only be one with you.  He may be doing well in other areas, but although not outlawed he will make many enemies for having done so.  I’m also not pleased that he told the princess what he is.  It is… alarming.”
She tilted her head, “In what way, Khalea?” she asked curiously.
She was also pretty sure only one bond held both Willow and Tansya, but she wasn’t about to quibble over technicalities.  There were five beings bonded to him now, four that were lovers, guardians, and teachers, along with herself.
Khalea said, “Humans fear us, for good reason. It is why the change is forbidden on a walkabout.  Revealing his true nature could lead to the same result, if the princess is untrustworthy and spreads the word.”
April nodded, “Normally I would agree with you, your majesty.  But this is a unique case, and he won’t be endangering future walkabouts even if the princess does play him false.  Nor would it bring the possibility of war.  Only he is at risk by his actions.”
She believed the princess would keep her word, but that was beside the point.
Khalea growled unhappily, but nodded, “The lesser dragons.  I see your point, since that realm will no longer be used, and has been marked to be avoided by us.  The truth revealed there will not endanger our race.  Still, he is foolish to endanger himself, and it shows a lack of prudence.”
“Perhaps, but the princess is intelligent.  She would’ve noticed when his concubines didn’t age a day over the next sixty years.  I suspect even the dryad’s tree will stop aging in his hoard, given the timeless nature of a hoard’s dimension.  They won’t grow old until Muranth has lived out his life and passed from this world.  It’s a gamble, but if it pays off the risks are commensurate with the possible advantages and rewards for such an alliance.”
Khalea’s snort made it clear she didn’t agree, but the worry in her eyes contradicted that outward reaction.
Her Muranth was a threat to Khalea, or he would be in two centuries when he returned to take his place among the adults of their kind.  She wondered what his traitorous older sister would do or try next.  She wasn’t sure, there wasn’t much the bitch could do.  Muranth was in another plane of existence, and she couldn’t sabotage him any further from here.
Khalea said, “You may go.  Report again in one week, unless there’s a major change.”
She nodded Blossom’s head respectfully, and released her magic, before her sister could see her deep and abiding true desires for her Muranth.
Shar sighed softly, as she sunk down on him, impaling herself on the best cock she’d ever been filled with.  It was more than just the perfect length and girth of it, that filled her moist hot center so perfectly.  That stretched her out deliciously and touched all the places inside of her, but she was loath to admit the truth.
All of that was true, but the real reason she loved his cock so much was simply because it was his.
She smiled down at him joyfully as she started to pleasure him.  She was very good at it, and she loved to hear his moans of pleasure, knowing she engendered that pleasure in him with her body was somehow transcendent for her.  She just had no idea how to express it, or even if she should share her growing feelings for him.
Except of course, to even more wantonly and joyfully give him pleasure, an expression of the strange feelings that were overwhelming her.  She’d never grown attached to prey before, but she’d stopped trying to deny it.  Even as she mentally teased herself for it.  It was ridiculous, but that didn’t make it less true.
Not having to kill him along with the knowledge he’d be there for her for many millennia, had really gotten around her natural inhibitions, and broken through the hardness that had grown around her heart from feeding on and killing sentient mortal beings.
“Fuck, I love your cock.”
He smirked up at her and she bit her lip and gave him a coy smile. 
She hadn’t meant to smile shyly, it just happened.  She did feel shy around him sometimes, when it came to matters of the heart.  Her crude breathy and sultry comment merely hid the deeper truth of what she felt for him.  What she was starting to feel for him.
“You are so beautiful,” he whispered, in a way that undid her.  It was the honest and blunt compliments like that which made her stomach flutter and her heart melt.
She snorted, “You just love me fucking you,” she deflected with another crude remark.  She wasn’t sure how to deal with these powerful and surprising emotions, but she knew if he knew about them it’d just be worse.  She felt vulnerable enough already as she focused on pleasuring him.
Gods knew he would take care of her pleasure, and she gasped as he ground up into her, putting pressure on her clit and nailing her g-spot almost perfectly at the same time. He seemed to get better at sex almost daily, his raptor’s gaze and intensity focused on his lover’s pleasure, and he was a quick learner.
He gently teased her breasts, and then tweaked her nipples in a way that had her panting and squeezing wildly around him, as she went over into ecstasy.  His hands locked on her waist, squeezing firmly but gently to keep her upright, as he looked intensely up into her eyes.
She screamed, “Fuck!” as she went over hard, and milked his cock with her pleasure and soaked it with her liquid bliss.  The only way it would’ve felt better was if he’d been filling her at the same time.
She looked down into his eyes, with a joyful sensual smile filled with pleasure, as she came down from her height.  She squeezed tightly, and then ground him in a way she knew he loved, before she rose up and lowered back down slowly.
Warmth filled her chest and butterflies took off in her stomach, at the awed affectionate look in his eyes.  Goddess, what was happening to her? 
She made a decision, one she’d been considering, but one that also scared the hell out of her.
“I have something I want to give you to put in your treasury,” she said offhand, in a breathy voice, “But you have to promise to never ever open it, unless this body dies.”
He asked, “What is it,” a little breathy himself.
She smirked, “You’ll never know, if I never die.  Chances are that won’t happen, and I’ll be with you until the day you breathe your last, as an old grumpy dragon.”
He barked a laugh, then gasped as she tightened and ground, milked, and pulsated around the tip of his cock.
“Fine, be all mysterious, I promise.  If it’s that important to you.”
She smiled, “It is.”
She’d been giving it a lot of thought lately.  The worry that he’d die on her, and those worries were about much more than him as her meal ticket and relatively safe avenue to power.  She’d decided that she would sacrifice her life to save his. The thought of letting him die out of spite if she was killed and sent back to the lower planes had become unpalatable and was painful to her in a way that she didn’t quite understand but knew to be true.
She reached into her bag, and pulled out a small wooden chest, then teasingly plopped it onto his deliciously muscled chest as if it didn’t matter to her.  She smirked, when it disappeared, shifted into his treasury.
She hoped he never found out what it had in it, and she was almost horrified by the trust she’d just extended him, but she couldn’t find any regret in her heart for doing so.  She felt vulnerable, knowing what he now had in his possession, but strangely she also felt safe and warm at the knowledge.
Even as she’d decided she would make that sacrifice she’d come up with a backup plan.  It required her to trust him with her most valuable possession, however.
The wooden chest was spelled to destroy itself, if anyone but him opened it.  Inside lay two things, a prebuilt summoning spell in a gem he could simply trigger, and of course the one thing that would ensure it was her that was summoned back to his side.  Something that would give him power over her, yet she couldn’t find a trace of regret at her actions.
The second thing of course, was her true name.  A name known to no other but herself, as it made her incredibly vulnerable.  But that was the point, if she sacrificed herself for him, he could pull her back to his side, and bond her once again, which was exactly where she longed and loved to be.
He said, “I’m curious.”
She grinned teasingly, and once again played it off, “We all have to live with disappointment at times.”
He snorted.
She started to ride him hard and fast, using every trick she knew to bring him to a spectacular finish inside of her.  She got a bit breathy, as she felt him get close, even as he channeled a whole lot of life magic for her to dine on.  More than enough to fill her up.  She wasn’t sure where this was going, but she’d never felt safer, warmer, or more pleasure in her life than when she made her lover fill her with his seed.
His wildly pulsing cock triggered her own euphoric bliss, and she was once again swept away, safe in his arms.
Nysa suckled the tip of his cock lovingly, swirled the head with her tongue, and she looked up into his eyes with all the adoration and contentment she felt while on her knees.  It was where she belonged, and where she was happiest.  The pleasure of sex was better, and she felt most submissive when she was taking it in the ass, but on her knees was pure service simply for the sake of his pleasure.
The act had long since become far more meaningful to her than simple service to her master through her instincts, to pleasure him, protect him, and serve him.  She moaned softly and indulgently, at the way his deliciously silken soft yet so hard flesh slid through her lips, along her tongue, and against her slightly vibrating throat.
The deep longing and devotion she felt for him was not slavering, or at least not just that.  It was with loving care that she pleasured Muranth with her hot wet mouth, soft nimble tongue, while milking his base with one hand.  Her other hand rolled his balls in her palm lightly, while teasing his taint and puckered star with soft scratches of her fingernails.
The look of awe and pleasure on his face, along with his obvious affection, never failed to warm her heart with joy.  Her master was strong and firm, but so kind as well.  Her old life was long forgotten, and her desire to please him flowed from her instincts but even more so from the love growing in her heart.  The experience of loving him with her mouth was transcendent in nature for her.
She was pretty sure that emotion foreign to her kind stemmed somehow from the magical bond they shared, but at the same time she didn’t overly care or worry about it anymore.  It just was, and her deep growing emotions for her master was a blessing she accepted in faith.
She felt him getting close, and backed off slightly, teasingly, not just to extend his pleasure and strengthen his orgasm at the end, but so that she could continue to enjoy his full attention as she sucked him off a little bit longer.
She wished it would never end, even as her mouth watered at the thought of his seed filling her mouth.
She really did enjoy investments, and finding business to increase master’s treasury, but she always missed him when she was away from him.  She would survive, however. She knew humans spent time apart, it was a natural thing she would get used to eventually.
She loved his attention during training too, and master was getting very good and creative with his water magic.  Though it would take time to truly master all the possible things he could do with it well enough to use in battle.
She gasped around his thickness as she felt warm lips between her legs.  One of the others were getting in on the fun.  She really liked sex with the others, while the master was with another of his bonded, but it was different.  No need to serve, just share pleasure.  It was her fondness for Shar and April that made her truly understand what she felt for master.
They weren’t her kind, but they still felt like family.  All of them bonded to the master, both in service and growing affection.
The feelings for the others weren’t confused and mixed up with her monster instincts, and it’d made it much easier for her to pick out her warm affection for master among the chaotic mix that drove her to serve him with slavering and loving devotion.
Another longing grew in her.  She’d never formed a child of her own from her victims, and something deep inside of her longed for a child with her master.  But she had no idea how to even ask for that, it felt selfish and wrong.  It was her place to serve, not to take.  But… the affection in his eyes and the fierce way he protected her in return made her wonder if she shouldn’t just take the chance and ask.
Plus, he had told her to tell him about her desires not related to sexually pleasing him.  Although part of making a child, technically it was a separate thing, she thought.
Still, it was complicated, their daughter would become a hunter of the humans he protected so fiercely, but perhaps he would come up with a solution where her mind failed to find one.
She shuddered, and trembled, as she sucked hard and milked him fast to increase and extend his pleasure.  The deep manly grunt she so loved to hear left his lips as his hands tightened in her hair and he held her firmly over his cock.  She loved that, when he took control, just as much as she loved being left in control of his pleasure.  Whatever master desired, she was his willing and loving vessel.
The moment his first pulse of seed hit the back of her throat, the taste and intimacy of it threw her over the edge into ecstasy.
Sure, Shar’s nimble tongue between her legs might’ve had something to do with that as well, but his seed was the trigger that had sent the waves of euphoria swelling powerfully through her body.  She dreamily sucked and swallowed it all down, suckling on him gently as she made sure she got it all, even as she was washed away by orgasmic ecstasy of her own.
Gods, what a wonderful morning.
Shalia turned, and she hid the rage that filled her heart behind a granite mask, her face was a stone.
“Why do you disturb me?” she demanded of the two nobles who walked into her private quarters.
Tanner replied, “Lord Seb has been killed, my lady queen.  As have all twenty of our warriors.  The man you hunt now wields water magic in battle like a sorcerer, in addition to the life magic and the lightning that he controls.  More than that, he has another ally, one that turned the forest itself against us.  We have come to ask that you forsake this foolish course. 
“The ungrateful humans can be dealt with after this traveler goes back home, our revenge for their perfidy can wait, what is two centuries to us?  We need to focus on rebuilding, and yes, even trading with the Daca empire to ensure we make it through the winter.”
The queen spat, “He dishonored me.”
Tanner’s mate, Niele, replied, “He did not spurn your offer.  He merely tried to negotiate.  Your orders were ill-conceived and arrogant to not include that possibility.  I’m sure I don’t need to remind you, that he isn’t a simple human.  He is more than we are, not less.  So far, we’ve lost thirty guards and one of our most powerful nobles in this quest for revenge, losses we cannot sustain at this time.  We barely have enough warriors left to secure our forest. We must rebuild.  I beg you to reconsider.”
Shalia channeled her magic, and the great tree responded to her will.
Niele was bound tightly in fast moving vines, and the vines squeezed around her tightly.
Shalia demanded, “You dare question me?  We will take what the humans owe us for saving their pitiful lives, and Muranth will die if I have to order a march to war.  Do you understand me!”
Tanner grimaced, “So be it. If you cannot be dissuaded, then we will do what we must to ensure our people’s survival.”
Four more elven nobles rushed into the room, their magic joining with Tanner’s and Niele’s.  The constricting vines gently placed Niele onto the ground, before diving for the queen.  The queen’s magic was powerful, but no match for the six of them acting in concert.
Shalia screamed in outrage as the vines slithered around her, squeezed, and wrung her body to death.  It took quite a long time, long enough for Shalia to regret her choices and overweening pride.
Tanner, and the other four nobles bowed low to Niele.
Tanner murmured, “Long live the queen.”
His mate nodded in acceptance, then said in a light airy voice, “Have our people prepare for the coming winter.  Send a messenger to Uradia’s capital, with Shalia’s head.  See if they are still willing to trade with Daca on our behalf.  We won’t depend on that. I want seeds in the ground as quickly as possible.  The nobles will bend their magic to growing a fast harvest if it becomes necessary.”
Niele paused, then said firmly, “The humans will pay, but it will wait.  Our lives are long, and our memories longer.”
The nobles didn’t look happy with her orders, using their power to grow food was beneath their dignity, but given the circumstances it was a slight to their honor that could be forgiven.  Anything was better than starving to death this winter, and force of arms was simply out of the question until their population could be recovered.
It was something the old queen never would’ve done, but then that’s why she lay dead on her former throne.




Afterword: 

I hope you enjoyed the story.  This was the second book of a trilogy.  The final book will be out soon.
If you can, please take the time to leave a review on Amazon and/or Goodreads.  Reviews are the lifeblood of independent authors, and they have a bigger impact than you’d believe.
About the Author:  If you have any comments or suggestions you can send me an email at magicwrtr@gmail.com.  I started out posting short stories online and at readers’ requests started to publish them.  If you like my work, or even if you don’t, please consider leaving a review of this book.




Other erotic fantasies by D. R. Rosier:

Cirenthian Chronicles – Book one is Out of Darkness. 
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’s walkabout in another realm has had more than a few challenges.  His sister has betrayed him, and she set him up to die.  He’s determined that her perfidy will just make him stronger.
Things are about to change again, as he’s recalled to the capital city to come to a new understanding with the king.  The elves are a problem to be dealt with, and if that wasn’t complicated enough the princess has some plans of her own…
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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