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Prologue

The rain clouds darkening the sky above were ominous, motionless, and a crime against the natural world.  They weren’t just stagnant, they were frozen in place, and had been for weeks.
King Jonas, ruler of all Uradia, which spanned from the elven forests to the great sea, shuddered as he tore his eyes away from clouds and looked at the field of the battle.  It was midday but the land had been in perpetual twilight since the capital city had been under siege.  The longer the battle went on, the stronger the greatest enemy that Uradia had ever seen became.
No one knew his name, the first indication of him had been when the proud elves streamed out of their forests in retreat, and their queen had begged for aid and succor as their forest kingdom was destroyed.  Since then, the elves and humans had been fighting side by side on the walls, something he never imagined might happen, much less in his lifetime.
Not knowing the enemy’s name, or where he came from, was a major issue in this case, since everyone knows the only way to kill a lich was to find and destroy his separated heart. To break the unholy spells that kept the undead mage alive.  The lich was also a necromancer, which is why he kept getting stronger. Each battle yielded new bodies to add to his armies, and the broken and defeated zombie warriors would be reawakened once more as well under the dark corrupting magic.
The sun of course, could cleanse the dead and put them back to rest, and even greatly damage the lich, enough to bind and capture him, seal him in a tomb.  The dark unnatural clouds prevented that and choked off the sun’s light.  None of his mages had been able to break the spell holding the clouds however, nor had the vaunted powers of the elven queen herself been able to make a difference.
The men on the walls were tired, and few in number.  The battle never slowed, never stopped, it had gone on for weeks.  They’d already exhausted all their reserves, and it was only a matter of time until the few remaining men and elves faltered.  When that moment came the city would be lost.  His kingdom would become the kingdom of the dead.
A page breathing hard ran out of the stairwell and on the top of the tower.
“Report!”
The page said, “General Liam says two more wizards have burned themselves out.  There will be no magical defenses on the wall until the morrow.  There are simply none left, the ones remaining are resting and recovering their magic.”
Wizards could burn themselves out, lose their magic altogether, if they exhausted it all to the last.  Without their fire magics and spells to enhance the walls defenses against the undead, this may indeed be their last day.
King Jonas sighed, “I’m afraid this won’t be the safe haven you hoped for, Queen Shalia.  We will soon fall, and both our kingdoms will be dust and memories.”
He turned and looked at the elven queen who stood proudly at his side.  Shalia had long white blonde hair, green eyes, and her thin face held a fascinating alien beauty, along with a good dose of haughtiness despite the situation.  Her body was extremely thin, lithe, and toned at five foot seven, except for her breasts which were quite bountiful.  She wore a conforming dark green wrap dress around her body, and jewels of magical power around her neck.
Despite the haughty look which never faltered, the queen’s voice was hypnotically dulcet and soft.
“Perhaps the forces we sent will have luck this very morning.”
He held back a snort, even if he wasn’t a pessimist by nature that was just far too unlikely.  They’d sent their best warriors and wizards, along with their best trackers in ten different groups almost two weeks ago.  They headed west into the eleven forest, their intention to track the movement of the undead army back to the source, with the hopes of finding the lich’s canopic jar, to destroy his heart.
He suspected all the groups had fallen to the lich’s forces.  It’d been over a week and a half since any of the groups had reported their progress via magic.  All ten groups had wizards that knew the simple spell.  They could summon and spell the closest bird, which acted as a messenger.
He wasn’t sure what to say to that at all. The elves could detect lies in the speech of men, and she wouldn’t appreciate it if he humored her with a white lie.  He was spared the necessity by the flash of golden light, right in the middle of the vast enemy army.
“What the hell was that?  Some new spell of evil?”
Another flash, the golden light pulsed, each time it faded away it blew out larger, like a heartbeat.  It was almost… beautiful.
Shalia gasped, “No, that is not the magic of death.  It…” the queen cut off as the last pulse was more like an explosion, and as the flash faded they saw the golden light had shaped itself into a spinning vortex.
Shalia said, “A world-gate, how unfortunate for the caster that he’ll end up in the middle of the undead army.”
The king laughed, then felt guilty for it, but it was too absurd.
“I’ve never seen a gate like that, only flat discs of white, and only from the most powerful of wizards.”
Shalia said, “A realm gate, the caster is not from our lands or oceans.  I’ve never seen one, but I’ve heard them described in the myth and lore of our people.”
“A realm walker?  Those are just legends,” he said dismissively.
The queen shrugged, and raised an eyebrow, as if to say it was happening right in front of them.
A single man dressed in black leathers walked out of the golden vortex of light and magic.  It was impossible to make out further details at their distance, except that he towered over the undead men and women warriors around him.  At least six foot six in height.
The vortex spun faster, then imploded with a flash as it disappeared.
The undead which had backed away until that point, charged the interloper with swords, axes, and spears. 
The king gasped, as a soft white light started to radiate from the stranger, and when the undead touched that light they simply fell to the ground, the dark magics within them cut and destroyed.
The man slowly spun in a circle, as if looking for something, then suddenly took off at a breathtaking speed.  Right for the lich’s main pavilion.  Several of the undead archers took a shot from a distance, since their warriors couldn’t close, but the man uncannily dodged every single one of them.
“That idiot’s going to get himself killed.  Whatever that spell is, he could escape with it.”
The queen bit her lip, but she didn’t answer him.  Was that excitement and avarice on her face?  He couldn’t tell, the elves were too alien in nature, exceedingly different from humans.
The lich came out and started to cast a spell, but the towering man in black leathers just ran faster.  It was impressive as his aura of light kept killing the undead in his path, but the man must’ve been insane to face a lich and undead army alone.
The man dove forward into a roll as the lich released the large globes of acid, which flew over his head.  He rolled forward and when he came up, he released a dagger with great force.
The king saw no weapons on the man, so assumed he’d taken it from one of the fallen undead within the man’s aura, during the roll, which was an impressive feat of agility.  It was also pointless, no non-magical weapon could harm a lich, even a magical one could only destroy a lich with a strike to his heart, which was far from this battlefield.
The lich didn’t even bother to move, depending on that immunity.
Then the dagger exploded into incandescent white light right before it struck, the blade pierced the lich in the chin and went in to the hilt.  It was an impossible throw, one that didn’t kill the lich, but had clearly gone straight through his head, pinning his jaw closed with the end of the foot-long dagger sticking out the top back of his head.
It wouldn’t harm the lich, or kill him, but it would keep him from casting another spell.
The elven queen gasped, and he couldn’t be sure, but he thought her breathing had grown heavier.
The lich pulled a great staff off its back that ended in curved wicked blades on both ends as the stranger in black leathers closed the remaining distance.  The lich swung the staff so fast at the stranger’s neck that he hardly even saw the blur, but the staff hit nothing but air as the stranger was suddenly sliding on one knee and he punched the lich in the chest.
No, not a punch, a stab.  White light escaped the lich from the man’s fist embedded in its chest, and he shook his head in wonder at the man’s prowess and stupidity.  If he was trying to rip the lich’s heart out, he was in the wrong kingdom to do so.
The lich twisted his staff and stabbed down, but the stranger’s left hand struck like a snake, so fast he didn’t even see it happen.  One moment death’s blade was headed for him, and the next he held the end of the staff firmly, the blade a hair’s breadth away from his face.
The lich struggled for several more seconds, then froze, and impossibly turned to dust.  The undead army fell to the ground in a wave centered around the stranger, and the clouds parted shining a shaft of light down on the battlefield.
He was too shocked to speak.
The queen said, “We must meet our champion.”
He grunted, and nodded in agreement, even as he wondered if the queen’s words hadn’t been a tad breathy.  If he didn’t know better, he’d say she was turned on.




Chapter One

Muranth grunted, and wiped off his black leathers, which were covered with dust.  The dust of the dead.  He hadn’t been in the realm for five minutes, and he’d already been in battle, and needed a damned bath.  Not that he minded battle, he excelled at it, but he was hoping for a less noticeable entrance to this realm and world.
As far as the other problem, he used his magic to cast a simple cantrip, that both removed the dust from his leathers and cleansed his body.
“I’m going to kill Khalea when we got home, I asked for a subtle entrance to this world.”
There was tinkling laughter from beside him seemingly from nowhere.  In truth it was from his bonded guardian and his only trusted companion, April.  She was a fairy, covered by concealment spells, and brimming with the magic of life.  She was also a spy of sorts, a way for his people to keep track of his walkabout, though it wasn’t that simple.
She was just six inches tall, although a perfectly proportioned woman of that size, with white gossamer wings.  If visible, she had long white-blonde hair, shockingly vivid and dark blue eyes, and a mischievously beautiful face.  Her body was lithe with proportionally generous rounded breasts.  She was small, but no doubt a full-grown woman of her kind.
His people’s customs demanded their young prove themselves in the middle realms, and to grow their fortunes and power before returning to their higher plane, though still technically one of the middle realms.  It kept things relatively peaceful there, if their instinctive desires to accumulate things when young were sated, they didn’t fight each other as much.
He looked around and sighed.  He was completely surrounded by the cleansed undead.  They’d all been powered by the lich’s fell magics, and they’d fallen when the lich’s power had been cleansed.  It hadn’t been easy to find the necromantic connection to its heart, and cleanse the magic so it failed, but he’d managed it.
He sighed, “Thanks by the way, the lich was hard enough to deal with.”
It’d been April’s life magic and white glow that had taken down any undead close to them, and which allowed him to focus on the source of the undead plague.  The people of this world must be weak in magic, or perhaps simply weak in understanding, because based on what he saw the lich was about to turn this place into the kingdom of the undead.
Ridiculous, the power of necromancy was undeniable, but at the same time it was easily transformed with the magic of life.  Necromantic magic was inherently unstable, which made it especially easy to cleanse. 
That’s what his race was known for, the ability to shift magic, change it directly.  Well, that, and their martial prowess.  They couldn’t just shift their bodies, they could also shift their magic, transform it, as long as they were familiar with it and had a source to match nearby.  Being bound to a fairy meant he had easy access to the magic of life.  Other magic could be more… difficult, and it resisted better.
His own intrinsic magic was amorphic in nature.
The source didn’t have to be a bonded link to a creature with that magic, but it made it easier.  He could have managed it by casting a healing spell, and by using that as the source of life magic to cleanse the necromantic magic, but that way was much more difficult and took an amount of focus he hadn’t yet mastered.
She replied, “Your welcome, but you really shouldn’t kill your sister.”
He snorted, “I imagine my anger will cool, in a century or two.  Long before we go home, but for now allow me my fantasies.”
Her laugh tinkled, “We’re about to have company.”
His own intrinsic power told him there was nothing of value around, the dead had no need of riches or baubles, which was annoying.  It would’ve been nice to profit from his efforts.  He reached down and picked up the dagger from the dust pile, and he returned it to where he had taken it.  It was part of their amorphic magics, they were very good at shifting things, both magic and life, so their race carried around their armories and wealth, all unseen.
His mind was very sharp, and it was as if his armory and treasure room was in his own mind.  A place between the realms, and all his, where he could recall anything of his at will into the real world.  A place he could tour at will in his mind’s eye and sharp imagination. 
Their shifting magic took experience, and trials, to learn how to control it.  The power to store or recall items and wealth was different, and didn’t actually change physical matter, but he wasn’t sure how it worked. He just did by instinct.  Much like a tiger didn’t understand how eating food nourished their body’s cells, they just knew they had to hunt and eat to live.
He turned toward the nearby city.  The walls were high and thick, but he could see how tired the men that held those walls were.  There were four men and four elves approaching from the gates and heading his way.  He imagined his sister’s prank had just saved all their lives.
It could’ve been worse, at least he’d shifted to this human form before going through the gate.  He’d been of two minds about that, but it seemed he’d made the right decision.  His body was stronger and faster than most, but not outside the realm of human possibility.
He was also shocked by what he saw. He’d never heard of man and elf kinds living in harmony before in any of the many realms, but perhaps the lich had driven them to it?
They looked exhausted, but he didn’t lower his guard.  He may have saved them, but he wasn’t foolish enough to make assumptions about their intentions one way or the other.  The elves were in yellow armor, his senses told him it was some kind of light alloy even stronger than steel, and the four human warriors were encased in steel.  None of them drew weapons as they approached, but they were heavily armed with swords, bows, and daggers. 
He stood ready.  His black leathers were supple and comfortable on his body, but they were more protective than either the elves’ or the humans’ armor, thanks to his magic.  Also extremely light, his kind preferred speed and attacks of ferociousness to take down their enemies.
His saving them also hadn’t been his goal, it was in his nature not to turn from a fight, and the undead army threatened his life as soon as he arrived.
It would be convenient if they weren’t going to attack him however. He knew almost nothing of this realm, save it was filled with humans, elves, orcs, trolls, and other monsters.  He needed more information if his walkabout were to be successful.  If he failed, he wouldn’t be able to take revenge on his sister.
Queen of his people or not, he would have strong words for her when he and April returned.
“Well met traveler, welcome to the Kingdom of Uradia.  King Jonas, and Queen Shalia of the elves send their profuse thanks and wish to converse with you.  We owe you a debt and offer you the comforts of the castle in initial recompense for your valor.”
The king of this kingdom, and a queen of the elves?  Wanted to talk to him?  So much for anonymity and slipping in subtly and unnoticed.  Maybe he should’ve just run for it after killing the lich, he doubted anyone had made out his face from the walls, but it was too late now.  He would’ve wrung Khalea’s neck if she’d been before him in that moment.
He said, “Well met.  I am Muranth.  I will consent to that and mean no harm, nor do I have designs on your kingdom or what is yours.”
The human soldier tilted his head, and he wondered if his typical words had been odd for them.  It was characteristic of their kind for a guest to state their intentions in bald terms.  Else the host would be constantly on edge wondering if he was there to conquer and take what was theirs.
The soldier cleared his throat, and he appeared at a loss for words for a moment.
“That’s good to hear,” he said awkwardly, “I’m Baron Levin, please accompany us.”
Yeah, definitely odd. He made a mental note not to use the traditional assurances of guest right for his kind again.  He knew a little about humans and elves, but it was his first time meeting them.  There weren’t any where he was from.  At least, none close to where he’d lived.
“Lead on.”
He warily followed Baron Levin as the guards formed around him in an honor escort.  If they were unfamiliar with his phrase and the promise implicit in them, that meant he couldn’t depend on their honor or his concept of guest rights to keep him safe either.  He was formidable, but a moment of inattention could easily lead to his death if he was played falsely.
The city was both grand and depressing as they passed through the gates and he got his first look.  The architecture and stone buildings were quite impressive, both in functional form and in the elaborate carved designs that framed them.  It was the people who were depressing, so many in the same place, he imagined they must fight constantly for their place.  Unless they all banded together for protection, under the power of the king?  Kind of like any bonded to him could find safety beneath his shield.  But it was unthinkable to gather so many under one being’s power, and humans didn’t have bonding magic.
The city also stunk quite unpleasantly.
The sun broke through as the unnatural clouds finally and fully dispersed.  He was under the watchful gaze of many as he walked through the city with his head held high.  At first, he believed they were being vigilant and honoring him as a dire threat, but to his disgust and in time he came to the conclusion they were merely curious.  They were gawking at him like babies that didn’t know any better.
He snorted violently in disbelief. It was no wonder they’d almost been overrun, if that was the level of their vigilance.  His snort also made two of the guard’s flinch and reach for their weapons, but their hands froze before they touched the hilts of their swords.  Apparently, he’d have to refrain from even harsh body language in their presence.
Perhaps they were merely in shock that they’d been saved from a dire fate, and had not yet recovered their wits, but something told him he was being too generous in that assessment.  The elves weren’t much better, but at least they put up a haughty arrogant front and looked at him with assessing eyes, if not with enough wariness.
Khalea had told him humans were sheep, he was just beginning to understand that harsh assessment.  At the same time, they were obviously different, and depended on others and strong tall walls for their security.  An absurd idea to him perhaps, but he couldn’t deny their race was prolific and many, so it seemed to be effective enough a defense in this realm.  He would be foolish to discount them completely as a threat.
At least after the scornful snort he released, his escort was giving him proper respect for the threat he represented.
“Baron, are cities like this typical?”
The Baron said, “There are few cities in our lands, and only two in this kingdom.  Most of the commoners are in smaller villages or working farms.  During times of conflict, those others retreat to the cities for safety behind the walls.  Is it not that way in your realm?”
He frowned, unsure how to explain what was in a way the human would understand.  He also realized it was his own question that emboldened the Baron to ask his own in turn, maybe he should’ve kept his mouth shut.
“No.  It is not,” he said firmly.
He gave it a moment more of thought, and then decided to leave it there.
The baron gaped at him for a moment, then seemed to recover.
“What is it like then?”
He grunted, “We are more independent.  We live in much smaller groups, and we protect ourselves and what is ours.  We have no cities, or villages, and we hunt where we will.”
The baron shook his head, “That seems unnatural.”
He laughed, “For a human, perhaps.”
The same two guards flinched at that, and he frowned their way.
The baron frowned, “Are you not human?”
He grimaced, were their senses so dull that they couldn’t tell?
“I am human enough, in this form, and for the moment.  My true nature still informs me however, despite my shape being absolute in nature otherwise.”
The baron asked, “Are you a demon of some kind.”
He laughed, “I am neither angelic nor demonic.  My kind is a mortal race, just elder to yours and from the highest of the middle realms.”
Baron Levin replied, “And if I may ask, why are you here?”
“The custom of my people when they become of age.  To strengthen myself, and gain treasure and means.  I will return home once that is done to settle.”
It was the reason he had no interest in taking a kingdom here, just riches and power.  What was the point of taking something he couldn’t take home with him?
Baron Levin frowned, “We are unfamiliar with such a thing.”
He smirked, “I imagine most of my people make a subtler entrance to your world.  There are also uncounted middle realms to choose from, and my people are not as prolific as humanity.  It’s likely it’s been a long time since one such as me has walked your world.”
That was all true, but he suspected there was more to it.  His sister had sent him here on purpose, and to give him a greater challenge since he was of royal blood.  He had the uneasy feeling his walkabout would not be as easy as most.  The magic was thinner here, and the magic he’d used from his internal pool to destroy the lich was still regenerating from the realm’s ambient magic.  He’d have long been back to full strength on his own world.
He’d have to be careful, and husband his magic use as best as he could.
The baron nodded, “I see.  Well it is fortunate for us you chose this place and time.  You are young for your kind?”
He nodded, “The proportional age of my current appearance.”
He was far older than his appearance of eighteen years, but proportionally it lined up.  He’d just achieved his standing as an adult in his society, which is when the walkabout is taken.  He was six foot five, with black hair and emerald green eyes.  His face was chiseled, and unknown to him at the moment would be considered quite attractive by the opposite sex.  His body was muscular and defined, and outside of his leathers he wore nothing.
He imagined the humans thought him unarmed. Nothing could be further from the truth, but he had no plans to enlighten them.
The castle was large and towering, over a hundred feet high with secondary walls around it.  There were probably six floors in the large stone edifice.  He couldn’t help but be impressed, but at the same time it seemed like a ridiculous waste of effort and resources.  To be fair, he might build strong walls for protection if his treasure and possessions weren’t protected inside his own personal realm, controlled by his mind.
The only way he could be stolen from, would be for him to be conquered or killed.
There were towers in the four corners where the walls met, and a large iron portcullis in addition to large wooden gates at the entrance to the castle courtyard.  The center of the courtyard held a fountain, with a large statue of a human, who he assumed had some import to the kingdom. 
There were many soldiers in the courtyard, some looked on him with curiosity, others fear, and many spoke under their breaths.
He followed the baron inside, and through several richly appointed hallways with carvings, busts, weapon and armor displays, and elaborately made tapestries with historical battles.
The humans seemed to be obsessed with honoring the past.  His kind was far simpler than that, only the present and next challenge mattered.
The baron walked into a doorway and he followed, his senses noting the escort had stopped outside of the room.
The room had chairs, couches, and a table and chairs.  All elaborately carved and luxurious to the eyes.  There was a frightened looking young woman there with them in the corner, dressed in plain but immaculate white dress.  She had the curves of a woman, but she had not yet reached her full growth.  Once he’d evaluated her as harmless, he dismissed her from his mind.
The baron waved at the other door, “That’s the bedroom in there, which also has a tub if you wish to bathe.  These will be your rooms for as long as you stay here.  The king is having a victory feast prepared and will break bread with you before you speak with him and the queen in private.”
The baron’s words had been tentative, as if not sure he’d understand the significance of any of that being alien to this realm.  The man wasn’t wrong, but he also didn’t think he was being dishonored in any way.
He nodded in acceptance.  Humans were odd, but he’d figure it out.  If someone did mock him unknowingly, he could always kill them later when he learned the truth of it.
The baron waved at the young woman.
“This is one of the servants assigned to the guest wing. She’ll be assigned to you as well for your stay.  She can show you around, clean your clothes, bring food, draw a bath, or anything else you might desire.  She’ll also escort you to the dining hall when dinner is served.”
He frowned at the baron, “I meant what I said, and mean no harm, but must ask.  You are trusting me with your young?”
Were they crazy?  The young girl woman would be at his mercy.  What if he had none?  Oh, he did, but they didn’t know that.
The baron gaped for a moment, then looked uncomfortable.
Finally, he said, “No human would dare harm a servant of the king’s, on pain of death.”
He sighed and shook his head, taking the life of the transgressor afterward wouldn’t help the girl one bit, or keep her safe.
“You may go.”
The baron turned red in the face at that dismissal, and he wondered how he’d offended, even as he prepared himself mentally for battle.  But to his surprise, the man spun around and walked out of the room.
He turned toward the servant.  She was young, with womanly curves, but too young for mating.  Maybe thirteen or fourteen.  She had a cute face that would no doubt be quite breathtaking when it thinned with adulthood, and she seemed frozen under his gaze.  Like a doe during one of his hunts, in the last moment of its life.
He didn’t like that at all, so looked away from her.  He had no idea how to calm a young human, nor was he even sure why he wanted to.  Perhaps the human instincts from taking this human form were informing that desire.  They were muted from his own real nature being in ascendency, but they were there.  The form shift was absolute, in a very real way he was human at the moment.  At the same time, he was more than human.
“Your name?”
She replied softly, “Daisy, my lord.”
He nodded, “I am no threat to you, Daisy.  Nor do I want what is yours.”
He knew the typical words of his kind would be odd to her from the Baron’s earlier reaction, but he wasn’t sure how else he could calm the girl.  She was close to hyperventilating from what he could tell.  Just what did the king and others in power here do to their servants?  Or was it him somehow?  He was a predator, but the other humans hadn’t picked that up very well.  Perhaps the child had better instincts.
Well, he had human senses as well, and was very aware of his surroundings.  Perhaps the other humans just didn’t pay attention to their instincts, and the servant did and could tell he was other?
Unless, all those with power here made the servant class nervous? 
Regardless, his words didn’t have the intended effect, and the girl started to shake.  The baron had said she’d answer his questions, but he doubted she’d share her own fears or the reasons behind them.
He sighed, done with the mystery of it, as an easy solution occurred to him. 
“You may leave, return to escort me when it is time to break bread.”
The young woman fled.  He was glad his senses were so dull in this form, if he’d scented her fear then he wouldn’t have been able to so easily disregard the instinct to chase her down.  On his world, anything fleeing was prey.
He grunted, and he went to investigate the bedroom. 
It was similarly well appointed, with a large oak framed bed, a dresser to store clothes, and a bathtub behind a screen in the other corner.  There was also a large mirror on the wall above the dresser, and a chamber pot in the corner.
He shook his head, not exactly the start he’d been expecting.
“Impressions?”
Giggles rose out of thin air, “Humans are crazy.  I don’t know what to tell you.”
He shook his head, “We’ll find out what they want of us soon, and we can take our leave and start our quest.”
Really, the only reason he’d consented to come in the first place, was his belief they’d offer him some reward for saving them.  He was there to gather treasure, and to increase and sharpen his power of magic.  He’d learned humans often paid precious coin for deeds of valor, but there was so much here he hadn’t expected that he was no longer entirely sure of what would happen.
April offered, “I can peek about, and try and make sense of them and let you know what I figure out.  I get the sense what we were taught isn’t quite right, and not nearly enough to get along here unnoticed.”
He nodded, “Good idea.  Do that.”




Chapter Two

He considered taking a bath, but he was already clean from the cantrip.  He also suspected from what he saw walking in, that dress played a large part in status in the human world.  It seemed the more helplessly someone was dressed, either the more important or less important they were.  Simple cotton clothes indicated low rank, while more colorful silks and dress indicated a person of importance.
It was insane though, the cotton and silk clothes were no protection at all, they seemed to depend on the few dressed in proper armor for their safety.  Absurd or not, it seemed to be the custom here, but he wasn’t about to change out of his leathers for their sensibilities.  He was smart enough to see the coming pitfall, but better to deal with it than foolishly make himself vulnerable just to try and fit in.  Some would no doubt judge him below his station, but his ego could handle that as long as they didn’t challenge him.
His anger at Khalea also grew as he stewed.  He’d planned to study them from afar in relative anonymity and in a smaller gathering.  Somehow, he’d wound up saving a kingdom and found himself in the very center of power among tens of thousands of the humans.
The memory of the young Daisy was annoying the shit out of him too.  He felt… protective toward her, thanks to these silly human instincts.  It wasn’t right, she wasn’t his, and he barely even knew her.  He shouldn’t care a whit for her safety, or care at all that she was so intimidated and afraid of him she’d started to shake.
It wasn’t all that long before his bonded returned.  The fairies had long ago bonded their kind to his for protection.  In return the fairies’ life magic extended their already millennia length lifespans even further.  The bonded also gave them access to the life magic, or more specifically made it easy for even the youngest of his kind to transmute their own magic to the magic of life.  Long before they were capable of learning to form actual spells with their magic.  Their world was a dangerous place and their race was at the top of the food chain, but anyone that couldn’t heal themselves would be dead quickly.
The lines got a little blurry, but she was his property, his servant, his friend, and his family, all at the same time.  It was a difficult concept to get across, but the last thing he’d ever do is abuse his power and dominate her.
It also didn’t stop her from trying to bully him at times.
“What did you find out?”
She said, “I listened to Baron Levin give a report of your conversation, and the questions asked afterward gave me a few insights.  The king is a good man, and mostly just curious about you and where you come from as far as I could tell.  He may make a request of you, but he won’t push it if you refuse.  The elven queen is another matter, she’s a schemer, and will seek a way to bind you to her.”
He frowned thoughtfully.
She giggled, “You’re not worried, are you?”
He sighed, “Not really, but I’d prefer not to spend my whole walkabout dodging elven spies and assassins.  What else did you find out.”
She said, “You’re not going to like it.”
He growled, “What?”
She giggled, “The humans here consider any female that can give birth of marriageable age.  Even before reaching full growth, as long as their bodies are matured, and they’ve had their first moon flow.”
He shook his head, “That’s disturbing, but…” he trailed off, not sure yet where she was going with that.
She sighed, “To be fair, their lives are extremely short, and their breeding years last for fifteen or so, which is why they start so early.  The part you’re really going to hate… hmm, how can I put this?  As the baron indicated, Daisy was assigned to you for all your needs.”
He growled when he figured out what she meant.  Slaking his lust was something he’d need to do on his walkabout, his kind had a particularly powerful drive to mate at a young age, and this young human male body wasn’t much better that way, and its instincts also ensured he saw the human female form as desirable.  It was enough of a consideration that he’d actually been given guidelines, lest he accidentally bond with a human or elf in the throes of passion. 
Bonding was reserved for their fairy partner, and their future and permanent mate.
But despite those strong dual drives supporting his libido, he felt nothing but a surge of disgust at the thought of bedding a child, one in their teens with matured curves or not.
“Was that why she was terrified?”
April hummed, “I can’t say for sure, but that seems likely.  You’re a big strapping lad after all, and that wyvern leather is tight enough to show just how strapping you are.”
She appeared in front of him long enough to teasingly swoon and lick her lips salaciously as she gazed at his crotch longingly.  It was absolutely ridiculous, but fairies could be that way sometimes.  Mischievous and inappropriate, but always fierce and faithful in defending and helping their bonded.
She said sultrily, “That thing’s bigger than I am.”
He snorted violently, which made her giggle.  He also briefly entertained the idea of killing them all for such a crime, to order a child into his bed, but it wasn’t his job to judge the humans, or to protect young Daisy.  If he kept telling himself that, he might believe it.  Plus, there were a lot of humans, one of them could get lucky and kill him. April’s aura wouldn’t make them drop dead after all.  The army of undead had been far less dangerous to him than a couple of squads of warriors and a wizard or two would be.
He’d been told that he’d be shocked during the walkabout, and it would be a learning experience.  He already found that to be true.
He made a decision, “We’ll leave here in the morning, and explore.”
It would take a long time for him to fully develop the potential of his magic, gather enough treasure to satisfy his instinctive need, and even to study human magic and spells which he could also master.  Controlling magic directly and transmuting it was a very powerful thing, but spells could accomplish far more complicated things than the limited focus of his mind.  It wouldn’t hurt to learn about elven magic either.
He’d have to be at his best, if he was going to kick Khalea’s ass when he got back.
“Anything else?”
She replied, “I did see a map in the room they met in.  The elven forest Ashethyr, is to the west about a week’s ride.  Two weeks to the east is an ocean they call the great sea.  There are mountains to the north, maybe five days ride from here, and their southern border is about three days ride south of here, another human kingdom.”
He frowned.
She shrugged, “It was a map of Uradia and its borders. I have no idea what’s on the other side of the elven forest, the mountains, or past the southern neighboring kingdom.  Or what other lands exist out in the ocean for that matter.  The southern kingdom is actually an empire, the Daca Empire.  I’ll take a look in their library tonight for more information on this world and its geography, when they’re all asleep.”
He nodded absently and wasn’t sure what they’d do yet.  He figured he could either stay in the human kingdom and try to find a wizard willing to take him on as an apprentice, or he could start on his treasure by going north into the mountains.  No doubt there’d be monsters there living under the ground, with lots of treasure and loot to claim.
There were undoubtedly monsters everywhere, but it’d be the ones in the mountains and below the ground that had extracted gems and precious metals.  Any of the ones in a forest wouldn’t have what he needed.
He was most tempted by the lure of treasure, but his walkabout included perfecting his magic.  Either way, he had to do both, and it made a certain amount of logical sense to perfect and build up his magical strength and ability before he went looking for trouble and treasure.  His greedy instincts however were making him lean toward going north, but he knew he should be smart about it.
It was hard to explain in human terms, but the treasure and object space in his mind felt empty, the same way a starving man felt a painful void in their stomach.  They had to fill that space with treasures, it was what they were.  It was similar to greed, but greed was a pale comparison to make to the driving hunger he felt.
It was that which most drove the custom of the walkabout, otherwise most of his kind would be destroyed as the newly adult of their race competed with each other for treasure.  But… there was more than enough to go around taking into consideration all the realms, it was an instinct they managed with discipline.  Barely.
He said, “You did well in such a short time.”
She replied, “My pleasure, Muranth.”
He knew that was just true, and not just polite words.  Fairies loved to get into things and gain new knowledge like his kind craved treasures.  With their powerful life and concealment magics, along with their small stature and thirst for knowledge, they made fantastic spies.  Something he wasn’t suited to at all.




Chapter Three

“My lord, it’s time for dinner,” Daisy announced from the outer room.
He stood and walked into the receiving room. 
Daisy looked far more put together, and while nervous she didn’t look like she’d faint or jackrabbit.  He tried not to think of it, his kind weren’t known for restraint.
“Lead the way.”
She bowed her head and walked out of the room, and he followed.  The halls were a little less palatial than the front of the castle, but not by much.  He didn’t have any trouble learning the route though there were quite a few turns and hallways.  So far, he hadn’t even been off the first floor, both the guest rooms and kitchen were on the bottom floor.
She bowed when they reached the door, and whispered, “You’re expected at the head table, on the dais.”
He nodded and moved inside.
The dining hall was a vast space that held a long table on a dais on the far end of the room.   There were three more long tables in the room with various people in it.  Everyone on the dais was dressed in colorful silks that wouldn’t defend against a dull spoon, and he headed that way as he scanned the room.
The other three tables sat a variety of armored men and woman, as well as those in cotton dress.  None so plain to mark them as a servant but differing in elaborateness and colors.  Perhaps low-level nobles, or high-level servants?  He wasn’t sure, maybe he should’ve asked Daisy more questions, but he hadn’t wanted to spook the girl again.
An impeccably dressed servant standing by the dais subtly indicated what chair he should sit next to.  Given the two extremely elaborate chairs next to that one, he figured he was sitting directly next to the king or queen.  They weren’t in the room to greet him, which was strange but perhaps another human custom?
There were a number of others at the head table however, and most of them gave him a curious and slightly dismissive look.  He hoped that was as far as it went and was tempted to walk out before one of the fools insulted him.  What the hell was he doing there anyway?
At least his back would be to the wall, so he could watch the whole room.  It was one thing the nobles seemed to do right, no one would be sitting on the other side of the table with their back to the room.  It was a good way to get a dagger in the back, after all.
A soft murmur of conversation started back up, and it didn’t stop again while others arrived and sat at one of the four large tables according to their rank and station.  That amused him, he hadn’t realized he’d had that large of an effect on the room when he’d come in.  None of them spoke with him, but they gave him curious looks while trying to look like they were doing anything but, several times over the next few minutes.
One more thing he noticed was there weren’t nearly enough people to fill the room, perhaps the war with the lich?
The murmuring did die down a few minutes later into dead silence, as the steward announced the entrance of the royal family and their guest, the queen of the elves.  He stood up as everyone else in the room did, another strange custom he hadn’t learned about before hand.
The king’s name was Jonas. His young blonde queen was Sara, and the princess’s name was Stephanie.
King Jonas looked to be about thirty-five years of age, and was already starting to gray, though most of his hair was a light brown.  He had hazel eyes, stood six feet tall, and had a naturally friendly visage.  At first, he thought the petite and lithe young blonde beauty and the slightly curvier brown-haired beauty at the king’s sides were both his daughters, but their body language and the blonde being named queen told him that wasn’t the case.
Perhaps the princess had been born of another wife, because the blonde seemed to be the same age, right around nineteen years of age. Both of them were in elaborate dresses that looked to put them in serious danger of killing themselves while walking, much less defending them from a predator.  Perhaps that’s how the king’s first mate had died.
He cleared his throat to stop the laughter that thought engendered, humans were insane.
On the other side of the queen walked the queen of the elves.  Shalia looked to be twenty-four in human years, but he knew that race aged much more slowly, and she was probably closer to three hundred years of age.  She had white blonde hair, green eyes, and was extremely lithe and graceful as she walked, except for her breasts which were quite bountiful.  Almost lewdly so, in comparison to the rest of her soft curves.  She had on a green wrap-dress that brought out her eyes and showcased her body to advantage.  Her face was stunning beautiful but alien at the same time, with a thin face, severe and high cheek bones, and upswept ears.
He had to admit that Shalia’s appearance made his blood heat, she was more than beautiful, exotically so to his new and strange human instincts, but she was just as off limits in his mind as the incredibly beautiful princess was.  Perhaps more so, given the powerful aura of nature magic that she gave off, not to mention April’s warning.
The elven queen sat next to him in the elaborate chair, and the gorgeous brunette princess sat on his other side, while the human king and queen moved to the thronelike chair furthest from him and sat in those two seats.  That seemed to be the signal for everyone else to sit back down, and he was less than a beat behind as he reclaimed his chair.
The king said, “It is a glad day that we sit here at this celebration of victory, and to honor and remember the fallen among us.  I’m sure you all have noticed the man in black leather, being honored at the head table.  If not for the bravery and prowess of our visitor, this day’s ending would have been far darker. 
“Muranth is from another realm, a realm walker, and his customs are not ours.  I only mention this to stress he will be treated as you treat me while he is our guest, and we will overlook any differences in custom with grace and understanding.  Enough, it is time to celebrate, let’s eat.”
Despite that last order, Muranth waited taking his cue from the others, until the king and elven queen had taken a bite off their own plates.  The food itself smelled delicious.  Beef, venison, sauces, vegetables, and whole chickens and hens graced the table.  It was truly a feast.
The buzz of conversation slowly started back up to accompany the sounds of utensils, plates, and glasses as everyone dug in.
He almost jumped in his chair as he felt a warm hand on his left leg, and he turned to look at the lovely princess.
She had warm and admiring hazel eyes which was echoed by her warm smile.  She had lightly tanned skin that looked soft and unblemished, and she was quite beautiful.  Her curves were mostly a mystery below that monstrosity of a dress, but it hinted at her curves well enough that he wished he could see more.
He dismissed that thought and ignored the stirring in his lower gut.
She spoke in a soft pleasant voice, “I just wanted to thank you personally.  My father told me of your valor on the field. I can’t even imagine what it must’ve been like to face down a whole army.”
He nodded, “You’re welcome, princess.”
She smiled coyly as she turned away, and he felt both relieved and faintly regretful when she took her petite and warm hand off of his leg.  It was then that he picked up her light alluring scent of flowers and femininity, and he suppressed the irrational urge to pick her up, throw her over his shoulder, and take her to his room.  The princess was definitely fully grown, if just so.
Damn, he’d been human for less than a handful of hours, and already his libido was making foolish demands of him.  He’d thought his tutor had been exaggerating when discussing the potent mix of lustful instincts in this form.  Still, he was in control of himself, and the last thing he needed to do was involve himself in the human royal family.  He was already too involved.
Plus, he was quite sure the young princess hadn’t been offering her body to him.  She was just a sweet thing admiring his prowess and deed.  At least, that’s what he kept telling himself.
The rest of the dinner passed unremarkably, as he ate heartily from all that was available on the table.  Most of the talk in the room was of fallen comrades, men of valor who had given their lives to protect the city, the king, and kingdom.  It was a human concept he could respect.  His people didn’t put as much stock in the past, but they did honor their fallen before moving on.  There were also various lighter conversations taking place.
It was clear the serious conversation would come after the meal, and so far the disturbingly beautiful elven queen hadn’t spoken a word.
He’d also come to the conclusion that although his people had better ways, his ways would never work for humans.  They were just too different.  It was apparent in his protective regard for the young Daisy, something his kind wouldn’t normally feel for someone or something that wasn’t theirs.  Humans were more social, and he realized his initial thought that they must always be fighting for their place being all thrown together in a city had been flawed.  Simply through the deeper understanding of his instincts in this form.
They were clearly predators like him, but they also had the instincts of a herd.  Perhaps that strange mix was a reflection on their omnivorous natures.  He was sure he’d figure it out quickly.  They also clearly coddled their women, that was apparent in the ridiculous dresses all the noble females wore at the table, save the elf-queen.  Her wrap dress had almost as good defenses woven into them with magic as his wyvern leathers did.
The celebration was still in full swing almost two hours later, many of the humans deep into their wine cups, when the king stood and took his leave.
The king said, “Enjoy the night, tomorrow we will get started on the rebuilding.”
The king turned to him and said, “Please join me and Queen Shalia for a short discussion.”
The queen and princess also rose, but they split off from the three of them shortly after leaving the dining hall.  They were led into a small meeting room, with couches, chairs, and a small table.  It was a cozy little meeting between the three of them, and eight guardsman who stood against the walls.
The king waved, “Let’s sit and speak of things.  I hope you don’t mind, but I am curious to learn about you in addition to rewarding your valor on behalf of my kingdom.”
He nodded in acceptance as he sat down across from the monarchs.  He also hoped the reward was worth all the fuss of the day.  He squashed that thought ruthlessly, knowing it was his nature to fill the void in his mind space.
“First, the matter of the debt between us sits uneasily and I would have it settled.  Almost three months ago when we sent out various groups on a mission to find and dispose of the Lich’s heart, we also posted a reward of fifty gold in an effort to draw in independent adventurers to our cause.  Despite your ignorance of this reward, I felt it right to use that to settle our debt toward you.  In addition of course, you are welcome in our kingdom and to make use of the guest rooms set aside for you for as long as you wish to stay.”
Fifty gold wasn’t all that much, but he doubted many others of his kind had claimed that much treasure in the first few hours of their walkabout.  Realistically, it would take centuries to gather enough treasure to satisfy his instincts, and to fill his dimensional treasure room.
He nodded, “I graciously accept your offer.”
The king looked relieved, “Excellent,” he waved at a guard who left the room, “He’ll have that delivered to your room in a small chest.  I am curious about your people, we’ve heard legends of world walkers, but I’ve never met one.”
He tilted his head, considering the emphasis the king had put on world walker.
“Our people can explore the realms, but outside of our customary walkabout for one coming of age we do not choose to leave and wander from our home realm once we have... made a home.  I suspect the world walkers you speak of are of another race, one that has visited my realm on occasion.  They are mighty wizards and sometimes clerics of another higher middle-realm.”
Jonas asked, “Higher middle-realm?”
He nodded, “The middle realms are named that because the creatures that inhabit them are mortal in nature.  They are born, live their appointed time, then die and their souls move on.  The closer the middle realm is to the higher realms, the more magic that realm has.  There are even realms, the ones closest to the lower realms, that do not have magic at all.  Of course, we can’t visit those, a realm gate won’t open in a null magical realm and world.  Most of the magic for a gate comes from the realm of departure, but some ambient magic is required on the other side to form the gate’s terminus.  Which is probably a good thing, else we’d be stuck and unable to open a return gate.”
“Upper and lower realms?”
He said in surprise, “The balance.  The gods and angels inhabit the upper realms, while the fell deities and demons inhabit the lower.  Both their influence pulls on the mortal realms in between.”
The king nodded, “We do have that knowledge, I was just curious to see if you knew more than that.”
He shook his head, “It would be foolish to try and visit them, for we could no more survive the direct light and power of good, than the darkness and despair of true evil.  Our souls are both, and either way one side of us would wither under the weight of it.  The only other thing I know is it’s the source of magic, both good and evil magic.  The middle realms are like being warmed by the fires of magic, like standing before a fireplace, while visiting would be like stepping into the fire, it would consume us.”
Jonas smiled, “I see, what of the rumors of heaven and hell?  And the opposing views that speak of reincarnation.”
Shalia scoffed.
He gave her a curious look, and she said, “The clerics and mages argue about it all the time.”
He laughed, “Well, they aren’t opposing views at all, both are true.”
They both looked a little surprised at that.
He shrugged, “One lifetime poorly lived is not enough to damn a soul to the lower hell planes for eternity, and one life of goodness isn’t enough to bring the reward of nirvana in the higher planes.  A soul is processed over many lives, slowly become good or evil, and changes in direction are common.  Like I said earlier, a soul split between good and evil cannot stand the light of the higher planes, or the despair of the lower planes.  It is only when a soul is weighed heavily in either direction, that they move on to a heaven or hell, and the remaining small good or evil is burned out of the soul without fully destroying it.
“If you’ve ever met a person who was just born wrong, you have met someone close to achieving eternal torment.  Likewise, some people seem to be born enlightened, they too are close to achieving heaven for their souls.”
Shalia shook her head, “The clerics would call that blasphemy.”
Jonas nodded in agreement, “Be careful who you share that knowledge with.  It’s fascinating to me, however.  The baron told us you are on some kind of coming of age quest, for treasure and power?”
He said, “That is true.  I have a lot to learn and earn on my sojourn, before I may return home.  I must fulfill the potential of my inherent magic, learn the spells and incantations of human magic, while building up my treasure.”
The queen asked a little too eagerly for his taste, “Your inherent magic?”
“It’s what I used to destroy the lich, I actually know very little spell craft, a few simple cantrips that are little more than an act of will.  We can transform magic without the aid of a spell and use it directly in some ways.  His necromantic connection to his hidden heart was destabilized and transformed to life magic, which of course made the spells fail.”
It was more complicated than that of course, it needed a source to mimic, but he was wary of giving too much detail.  Nor did he want to reveal the existence of April, it was his job to protect the fairy, his half of the pact between their people that led to their lifelong bond formed at their birth.  There was also too much he still didn’t understand about elves and humans, and April had already warned him that the queen would try to use him in some way.
To say he was unfamiliar with politics would be an understatement.
The king looked curious as well, but in a way that didn’t set him on edge.
“You’re saying you could be wizard one moment, and a sorcerer the next?”
Wizards cast spells, sorcerers were usually tied to one of the four elements.  Clerics cast the magic of the gods, and that was something even his kind couldn’t duplicate.
He shook his head, “Not really.  We can cast as wizards do, and we can shift our own raw magic.  However, I can’t just decide to be a fire sorcerer and start throwing raw fire at things, it’s more complicated than that.”
The queen smirked, “Magic usually is.”
The king nodded, “I think we’ve kept you long enough, your plans?”
He replied, “Still forming them, but I will get started on the morrow.  I thank you for your offer of shelter, but I won’t make any progress sitting idle.  I must find a wizard willing to teach me, and of course a way to earn treasure.  Perhaps in the mountains to the north.”
Shalia tilted her head alluringly, “Wizards tend to be a secretive lot, perhaps we can help you to find a tutor in the mystical arts.”
He suppressed a grimace, the last thing he wanted was to be in her debt.
“I’ll keep your generous offer in mind, if I have trouble.”
Shalia smiled, but her eyes narrowed slightly at that response, but he was saved by the king.
“I think it’s time to call it a night, please join us for breakfast, before you set off.  I wish you luck in all your endeavors, and once again I thank you on behalf of my kingdom.”
He nodded, and he stood when they did.  Which… was apparently the wrong thing to do, based on the guards tensing, but the king just winked at him as he exited the room.  Next time he’d wait to stand until the king had left the room.  Humans were ridiculous, did they have customs for taking a shit too?
A guard asked, “Do you need an escort?”
He shook his head, “I remember the way,” and headed back to his rooms.




Chapter Four

He paused for a moment before he walked into his assigned rooms, when he sensed the presence of another behind the door.  He opened the door carefully ready for a fight, but slightly relaxed his posture when he saw the lovely princess sitting on one of his couches in the receiving room.  He also sensed the chest of gold in the bedroom, but he managed to ignore the potent urge to go to it.
She smiled up at him, “Muranth.  The name suits you.  Sit with me a moment?”
He’d have preferred one of the other chairs, but she’d touched the spot next to her on the couch with the invite, so he moved that way and sat down.  She was no longer in that ridiculous dress, but the new one was still quite elaborate.  It was a dark blue, and quite conservative but conforming enough to make him nervous.
He wasn’t used to being nervous at all, but even his limited exposure to humanity told him it’d be a mistake to seduce and take the young princess to his bed.
“Princess, what brings you here so late at night?”
She blushed prettily, and he wondered where her mind had gone.
“Please, call me Stephanie when we’re in private.  I’m here on my father’s behalf.  He wished to make you an offer where other ears would not hear of it, especially our royal visitor who clearly has designs on your future here on our world.  No one knows I am here, save my trustworthy lady’s maid, and my father.”
There it was again, that relief mixed with disappointment at hearing she was here at her father’s behest.  Had part of him hoped she’d come to mate with him?  He was understandably curious about sex in this human form, not to mention his libido and the princess’s soft beauty.  Her skin looked so soft, and her soft smile seemed inviting, but he resisted the urge to touch her face.
“Not even the young queen?”
Stephanie grimaced, “Unlike my father and I, she hasn’t got a head for politics.”
He wasn’t quite sure what that implied. It was too subtle, and he didn’t know enough about their society to make any connections, but clearly the princess saw her new mother in a less than flattering light.
She shook her head, “But she makes my father happy.  Anyway, a little background.  Almost ninety percent of our soldiers were killed over the last three months.  Even the city guard needed to take to the walls, and their numbers were gutted.  Shortly, the elven queen will also return to her forest and attempt to rebuild, taking her elven soldiers with her.  It’s been mere hours since the danger has passed, and already there is tension between her and my father with our common enemy gone.
“The kingdom is in a difficult position.  The war, blood, and death have made the monster races within our land’s borders bolder.  Not to mention thieves and bandits, who will also be emboldened by our weakened state.  There simply aren’t enough soldiers to quell our lands and keep our commoners safe in the villages and surrounding farms.”
She paused for a moment to let him absorb that.
“So, what are you asking of me?”
She blushed again, though he still wasn’t sure why.
“My father understands he has no hold on you, nor will he try to force or manipulate you into helping.”
“Unlike Queen Shalia?”
Stephanie smiled, “Yes, it might be for the best if you left us in the morning, though we would welcome you back here at any time.  My father hasn’t been able to figure out her plans, but she looks at you as a child might look at a toy in a store window.”
She shook her head, “Our problem is a manpower one, not one of coin.  It will take time to not only rebuild our forces, but perhaps up to a year to train them to be competent warriors.  He understands there’s only so much one man can do, but hopes you’d be willing to ride circuit of our villages and two cities.  Your prowess in battle is undeniable, and you’re worth a small company of guards on your own.
“In return, you would be paid ten gold for each monster with a bounty on it.  You’d also be free to sell the weapons and items, and lastly to keep the gold of any bandits you kill that are preying on our desperately needed wagon trains of food and supplies around the kingdom.”
“Bounty?”
Stephanie nodded, “Monsters are numerous on this world, and most of them leave us alone and choose to prey on other monster kinds.  There will be no rewards for hunting down a monster that avoids our villages and human citizens.  When you arrive at a village there will be a list of current threats and sightings for all those that have a bounty on them.  The local baron will be able to pay out to keep our arrangement current.  If you agree, you’ll be given a contract with the king’s seal, and the barons will honor it.”
He thought fast.  That sounded a lot safer than going north toward the mountains and risking his life for treasure before he could grow stronger in power, knowledge, and approach his true potential.  Ten gold a head wasn’t much, but he thought it would be enough to satisfy his instinctive greed for treasure, as long as it kept coming in.  Sure, he was already quite deadly, but among his own kind he would be considered young, inexperienced, and weak.
She’d also made it clear if at any time he was unhappy with the deal, he could walk away without prejudice. 
Lastly, hitting all the villages and the two cities would allow him to search for a wizard or witch mentor in the art of magical spells.  The only difference between a wizard and witch was their sex.  His intrinsic amorphic magic was something he could develop on his own, it’d just take practice, and there was no better practice than battle.
She blushed again as she waited for his response.
He said, “Why are you blushing, if I can ask?”
She blushed harder.
Her voice came out a little breathy, “You’re a very intense man, and you haven’t looked away from me once during this conversation.  You’re different, and no one’s ever looked at me with such honest open admiration and desire before.”
If there hadn’t been a conflict in her eyes, he’d have taken her right there and then.
Come to think of it, he’d noticed her eyes had roamed elsewhere in the room, every four or five seconds, for just a moment.  Maybe he was too focused?  More social stuff, he didn’t entirely understand.  None of his instincts were urging him to look away from her, most of them were urging him to possess her, and make her his for the night.  Perhaps because his natural instincts were above the human ones, and he was missing subtle cues.
He cleared his throat, “I find that hard to believe, you’re quite beautiful, Stephanie,” he changed the subject, “Your father’s plan benefits us both, I see no reason not to agree with it and get started in the morning.  Under the understanding that its temporary.”
She smiled, “Dealing with you is refreshing, I usually have to dance around the subject.  I should go, let you rest.”
He smirked, “You don’t have to leave on my account.”
She blushed again, and then bit her lip.  There was regret in her voice as she said, “Yes, I’m afraid I do.  Good night, Muranth.”
He stayed in his seat, until the princess had left his rooms, then blew out a breath.  It was probably wise for her to have left, but that didn’t stop his wishes and fertile imagination.  He was also so hard his leather armor was distinctly uncomfortable.
He heard giggles and rolled his eyes.
“Something to say?”
April said, “If it makes you feel any better, she was as aroused as you are, perhaps more so.  Royalty is different here, despite her age she’s still a virgin, and is expected to remain so until she’s wed.  It’s what the humans call a double standard.”
He snorted, “Is there ever an end to human stupidities?”
He was frustrated, and he’d really wanted to see what she looked like under that dress.  To distract himself from his powerful sex drive, he imagined several ways to torture his sister in revenge for dropping him in the middle of an undead army.  That seemed to help, a little.
April snickered, but didn’t answer.
He got up and moved into the bedroom, closing the connecting door.  He opened the chest on the dresser, and he touched the gold coins inside of it.  He felt a strange contentment in his soul, as his power rose instinctually and the small chest full of gold disappeared into the vault in his mind.  It took up a tiny little spot, but it was a good start.  In time he’d have piles of gold in his vault, the dimensional space connected to him and only him.
He decided the reward had been worth the trouble and strange day.
He used a cantrip on the door that would wake him if it was opened, before he shifted the leathers off his body and into his space, and he slipped into the bed and between the covers.  It was strangely comfortable, but at the same time he felt naked without his armor.  Well, he was naked without his armor on, but he felt vulnerable.  How did humans sleep with so little protection?
April said, “I’ll keep watch,” and he felt her light weight settle on the pillow next to his head.  With her there, he was able to relax his guard enough to fall asleep.




Chapter Five

The next morning he left the city on horseback, a gift of the king, though it was very strange for him to be riding a horse he was catching on fast enough.  The sun was bright in the sky, and the morning air was crisp as they headed east on the main road.
April said, “We’ll be following a large oval for the most part.  We’re only a few days from the southern border, but there’s nothing but forts and lookout towers down there, presumably in case Daca decides to invade.  We’ll hit several small villages on our two weeks east. Then we’ll take the road north along the ocean where the second large city is, a port city.  Then head back west on the northern east-west road until we hit the elven forests, where we’ll head south and then east again for a week to get back to where we started.
“In all, it should be about seven weeks of pure travel.  Almost ten weeks before you see the princess again, if we spend a day or two in each village.”
He glared over at April, or at least at the spot her voice was coming from, since she was fully concealed and invisible.
“Probably longer, a day or two in most of the villages, but if I find a wizard or witch willing to teach me, we’ll stay longer yet.”
As he learned spells of fire, water, earth, air, acid, nature, and other magics he’d be able to start practicing his inherent amorphic magic as well.  Cast the spells, then use that magic as the source to mimic with his own magic.  Spells were more functional for complicated things, but when it came to combat nothing beat casting a small fire spell, then blasting his enemies with raw fire magic far greater than a sorcerer could command.  At the moment though, he was quite limited that way to life magic through his bond.
He sighed, “Elves ahead, so much for a clean escape.”
April tittered lightly, then quieted to keep her presence a secret, as the road twisted around a copse of trees and the elves came into view.
There were four of them, all male.  Ones he recognized being around the queen before.  Fortunately, the sexy elven queen was absent, and he wouldn’t have to fight his desire to possess her, a quite dangerous desire.  He could’ve bedded the princess safely enough, but the elven queen had powerful magic of her own, which would’ve made it much harder to resist bonding to her and making her truly his, for life.
It was instinct, treasure wasn’t the only thing his race’s instincts wanted to gather, and while not against the laws of his people, bonding to lesser races merely for power was frowned on.  They had done so in the past, and they’d fought wars against the other races because of it.  It was best avoided.
Making the ruler of the elves on this world his bonded would’ve been even more problematical, when it came time to go home, she’d have to go with him.  While here, he’d have essentially ruled the elves through her, which he knew wouldn’t sit well with most of them.  Better avoided than dealt with.
“What is this?”
The elf sneered, “You travel unarmed?”
He said icily, “As unarmed as I was when I took down a lich and his army.  Do you challenge me?”
The elf must’ve seen death in Muranth’s eyes, because he quailed back.
Another elf glared at the first, then turned back to him with a look that was somehow both haughty and apologetic at the same time.
“The queen wanted to make you an offer in private, which was impossible to do in the castle ruled by the humans.  We mean no harm or challenge.”
“I will listen, but that is all.”
The elf said, “The humans are weak and foolish.  Beyond that their wizards are secretive and demand unreasoning loyalty and submission from their apprentices.  You will not easily find a teacher of the mystic arts living among them.  She would offer you an equal exchange of power and support, be given a place of high regard in our society, and the queen herself would be willing to teach you our nature magic as well as provide a tutor in wizardly secrets.”
He frowned, “And the cost for such generosity?”
The elf said, “Knowledge of your species, an alliance of mutual protection.  As you grow in power, so will our forest.”
He sensed there was more the elf wasn’t saying, and he also realized it was something he wouldn’t be able to walk away from, like his deal with the king.  They would put demands on him through an alliance.  It might be more than the human king offered, but he could walk away from his current path whenever he chose.
He said, “I will consider it.  I will reach your lands in my travels in about ten weeks, maybe sooner.  It is a generous offer, but also comes with a commitment that will be difficult to meet.  It also doesn’t address my need of treasure, which is half the reason I am here on your world.”
The elf’s eyes tightened, “You are refusing?”
He said, “Deferring, if I’d meant no, I’d have said no.  For now, my plan is to get to know the humans and their society.  They may be weak, but they are in almost every realm and as such important to understand.  It will also give your queen time to address the lack of treasure in her offer.  Lastly, the commitment on my part for such generosity needs to be defined better.  At some point, I will return home.  My honor won’t allow me to enter an open-ended deal.”
The first elf accused, “You are blunt, and ill-mannered.”
He smiled in genuine amusement, “Yes, I suppose I am by your standards.  Better than circling the carcass and making vague promises all while avoiding stating the price.  You’re point?  I can’t tell, was that a challenge?”
The second one asked, “Is that your final decision?”
He snorted.
“Are we both having different conversations?  I pointed out the errors in your deal, so yes, no to that one.  Did I say I wouldn’t deal if you came back to me with another offer in two months when I arrive at your border, no I did not.”
He leapt off the horse as the elves drew gold colored alloy swords.  He was barely learning how to ride the thing, and he’d no idea how to fight from its back.  Before his feet hit the ground, he was holding a wickedly curved bastard sword in his right hand, and a spiked shield on his left arm.
He said, “So be it.”
The offensive elf charged without hesitation, though his eyes widened slightly as he saw Muranth’s weapons appear out of nothing.  The elf moved his sword back and leaned down a little as he closed, to slash down at him.
With a crazy grin on his face, he didn’t wait for the strike, but leapt up and forward.  He swung his arm hard and the spike on the top of his shield impaled the elf in the throat.  His momentum took him over the horse as he knocked the elf off, who fell dead off his shield as he flipped and landed on his feet on the other side.
The other three elves gave him a grim look, and they were more careful as they split up to surround him.
One of the three threw a dagger his way, and he contemptuously knocked it to the side with his shield, and then he roared as he charged the one that threw it.  At the last second, he turned sharply to the right and stabbed another elf through his upper leg and into the horse.  His shield spun around to block the third’s sword stroke at his back, and he left the sword in the screaming elf’s leg.  That elf was already dead, as his femoral artery pumped out his blood.  A long dagger appeared in his right hand as his follow up thrust to the spin put him in the perfect position to drive it up into the elf’s brain through his chin.  The elf’s sword had been way out of position as his shield swept it to the side.
He pulled the dagger out and flicked his wrist in a quick movement, but the last elf managed to deflect it with a sword stroke.  He turned to the other elf bleeding out, parried a weak strike of the dying elf’s sword with his shield, and then reclaimed his sword. He raced at the last bastard who looked panicked.
He was fast for human, the form he’d taken in its prime and perfect form, but the elves were formidable warriors.  He suspected the elves underestimated him, and the fact that he initially appeared to be unarmed.  The last elf parried his sword and guided the horse to avoid the shield bash. 
He growled, “Why?”
The elf didn’t answer, but grimly dismounted as well.  It wasn’t long before he wished the elf would’ve stayed on the horse.  Even the fastest human couldn’t match the natural speed of the elves, and without the horse his opponent was a quick, graceful, and a deadly swordsman.  He suspected this last elf was also the best warrior among the four to begin with.  The wisest as well, since he was the only one of them not to charge before taking measure of his enemy.
He found himself hard pressed, parrying with both his sword and his shield at times to keep ahead of the fast-moving sword of his enemy.  He was patient however, and he did have an edge with his strength.
He blocked the next blow and rushed forward protecting his flank while he lunged with the sword.  The elf’s sword was caught up on the other side of his shield, but the slippery bastard managed to twist to the side and avoid the stroke of the sword.  But the elf was off balance in that moment.
His shield and sword disappeared, as he was too close for his sword to be effective and he wanted to capitalize on his enemy’s weakness.  His left hand grabbed the elf’s sword arm, while his right snapped out and gripped his throat.  Then the bulk of his body hit the elf and they tumbled to the ground.
It didn’t take long for him to choke the elf out, and he sighed as he stood up.  The queen was going to be a pain in his ass.
April said, “Not bad, but why?”
He said, “I was curious to see how I’d match up.  These four guarded the queen, and they’re probably the best elves in her armies.  Plus, it’s far more satisfying to hit and stab things.”
April giggled.
He channeled and transformed his magic into life magic almost casually, it was the one part of his magic he’d mastered a while back.  He formed the intent, and as it slammed into the elf the elf’s heart seized and he died.
He could’ve done that at any time, to all four of them, but the fight was much more satisfying to his nature.  Not all at once, but fast enough he’d have taken all four one at a time in seconds.
That wasn’t his only magical alternative either.
He spent some time stripping the elves, and moving their weapons and armor, as well as their coin, to his dimensional vault.  He could sell the stuff in the first town he reached, as well as the three surviving enemy horses.  He wasn’t about to go back to the city for it.  Unfortunately, the one horse that he’d stabbed had died.  He strung them together and remounted, before continuing to the east.
He wasn’t sure what would happen when he headed back west and got close to their lands, but he’d be ready for anything.
“Why do you suppose they were under orders to recruit or kill if they failed?”
April said, “If she can’t have you no one can.  Perhaps she feared a Uradia with you an ally of the kingdom.  The elves and humans don’t often get along, and without a mutual enemy to hold them together, things are bound to devolve between them.”
He snorted violently.
April asked, “What?”
He laughed, “Self-fulfilling prophecy, the stupid bitch just ensured what she feared.  If it wouldn’t have every elf on the continent chasing me, I’d go kill her right now.”
He rode east for a couple of days, sleeping on the side of the road with his armor on that first night.  He didn’t run into any bandits, monsters, or other trouble on the way to the first village, but he did pass a couple of caravans heading for the capital city.  He saw no elves.




Chapter Six

Duskwood village was the kind of place he’d expected to end up near when he arrived in this realm.  It was a small village of perhaps a few hundred people, with several surrounding farms as well as the baron’s estate right outside the village.  The village itself was situated about a quarter mile south of the main road, perhaps so caravans and other travelers wouldn’t have to pass through the place if they weren’t stopping.
The main street had plenty of food vendors, an inn and tavern, a blacksmith, armorer, stables, a fletcher and boyar, a wizard’s shop, as well as a general store.  There was also a whorehouse, and although tempting the idea of giving up any of his hard-earned treasure for sex was hard to swallow.  He’d find a willing woman to slake his needs, or not at all.  It was bad enough he’d be spending coin at the inn for food and a bed.
The elven arms and armor he’d appropriated as well as the horses almost doubled his treasure, he had just short of a hundred gold after selling it all and stabling his own horse for the night.  He headed to the tavern to look over the posted bounties.  The only thing on the list was an unknown threat up by Duskwood lake.  The monster had gutted two fishermen and an adventurer and left their dead bodies by the side of the lake, on separate days.  It also noted a large group was sent up to deal with it, but the monster hadn’t shown itself and the group hadn’t found it, suggesting it was smart enough to avoid larger and more dangerous groups of people.
Well, he was alone, or close enough to alone.  Whatever it was, wouldn’t be able to see or detect April.  Only the gods and some few other higher powers could see through the concealments of a fairy.
It was also late in the day, so he figured he’d check it out in the morning.
He took a seat at one of the empty tables, it wasn’t long before a cute redheaded wench flounced over to his table.  Her dress was quite revealing, tight on her curves, and outright showing the creamy skin on the top of her generous breasts.  Similar to the simple servant clothes in the castle, but a lot more revealing.
She didn’t seem to mind where his eyes were, but he eventually looked up into her warm brown and clearly amused eyes.  Even he got the idea she was loving the attention, and she was returning his frank appraisal with one of her own.
“What can I get you?” she said with a flirty tilt of her head.
“A meal and a room for the night.”
She smiled, “I can get you the meal, you’ll have to talk to Jerry about the room, he’s behind the bar.  I’m Lisa, by the way.”
“I’ll do that then, bring me the beef dinner, double helping.”
She nodded, and flounced away, her ass and long legs doing things to keep his attention.
He shook his head and got up, and then walked over to the bar.
Jerry said, “What can I get you.”
“Room for the night, and a meal.”
He nodded, “Five copper, six if you want breakfast in the morning.  Call it a full silver, if you want Lisa’s company tonight.”
He cursed in the depths of his mind, were the only willing women whores in this plane?  Fuck that, he put his hand in his pocket to disguise the fact he pulled six copper out of his dimensional space, and then handed them over.  Not that he was judging, he just wasn’t going to pay for it.
Jerry grunted, “Enjoy your stay, third room on the right from the top of the stairs.”
He nodded and returned to his table.  He ate quickly, and avoided looking Lisa’s way too often, lest he be tempted to spend another four copper, but damn could the young woman move that body.  The way the princess looked two nights ago in his room popped into his head a few too many times, he needed to deal with it, but as far as he could tell the only other ladies in the room were taken and with escorts.
He knew he was well-muscled and attractive, almost all of them stared his way, but it was obvious they were just enjoying the view, much like he was.  He’d have to figure it out, fast, before he lost his damned mind.  Either that, or the whole slaking his lust thing was going to be a huge problem, after a few days in human form he found he thought of little else but treasure and finding some warm flesh to sheath his need.
It didn’t help that he was still mostly ignorant.  He was smart, extremely intelligent, but it’d take time to learn how to get along in the human world.  Not just the mechanics of it, but socially, and all that.  He was getting used to his new body though, he was less surprised when an alien need or want hit him through his human drives.  Alien to his primary form and instincts, that is.
The sexy wistful look of desire Lisa gave him as he headed up the stairs almost broke him.  He instinctively knew she wasn’t faking that look, she wanted to climb him like a tree, but he stubbornly found his room and locked up.  Sure, it was just a few extra copper, but if he gave in once he’d do it again.  He’d be spending that much every damned night he was in a town.  That’d add up, and his instincts for treasure were even stronger than his race’s need to slake their lust and mate.
For the moment.
April wasn’t a help, and she was pretty amused by it all actually.  He considered taking things into his own hands for relief, but knew the damned fairy wouldn’t let him hear the end of it if he did…
Duskwood lake was a half a mile south again from the village itself.  It was nestled in the valley of a few large hills and surrounded by trees on three sides.  The sun was out, but it was hidden behind some light cloud cover as he slowly and cautiously walked around the lake’s edge.  His attention was diffuse, on the lake itself as well as the surrounding forest since the bounty wasn’t very specific after all.  It could be a threat that lived in the lake, or one that simply used it as a water source and lurked in the forest for a sole unwary traveler.
He circled it twice with no luck and frowned.  Monsters were more sensitive than humans were, maybe whatever it was could tell he was a top predator.  He shook his head, maybe the monster just wasn’t by the lake at the moment?  He moved to the southeast part of the lake, where it fed a small brook, and started to follow that into the woods between two of the hills. 
He could see the water marks above the water, where the water would rise with the runoff during a rain.  The forest was full of sounds of small critters and birds, but he kept moving farther from the lake and along the burbling brook.  He was stubborn and wanted to find the monster.
He needed to find it, and then claim that ten gold for his treasure.
He’d gone maybe a quarter mile, when he heard splashing and giggling ahead.  He moved forward cautiously through some heavy brush, only to find himself at the edge of a small pond the brook fed, before continuing on at the other side.  He was frozen by what he saw in the pool.
There was a woman with glistening liquid midnight hair, straight and shiny even in the dim light, that seemed to flow down her body to her lovely rounded ass, slowly swimming away from him.  She was also naked, not a stitch of clothing on.  Her curves from behind were quite lovely, with a shallow and narrow waist, rounded hips, and long toned legs.
He cleared his throat.
The woman squeaked in alarm as she stood up and spun in the water.  Her lovely and fully rounded breasts were as bountiful as any he’d seen on a human female, though these were the first ones he’d seen unclothed.  Her nipples were a light pink, and quite large.  He felt a strong stirring down below as his eyes raked her sumptuous body and rose to her face.  She had lovely ocean blue eyes, full lips, and a delicate nose.  Her cheekbones were soft and low giving her a gently beautiful oval face.  She looked to be around nineteen or twenty, and lushly beautiful and ripe.
She said, “You frightened me,” then blushed and lowered herself into the pool as she gave him a lusty measuring look.
He said, “I’m hunting a monster that’s killed three people in the last week alone.  This isn’t exactly a safe place to take a bath.”
She giggled, “There are no monsters here, and I love this pool.  The water is wonderfully warm.”
Her eyes roved down his body, and she looked at him with hunger in her eyes, “Why don’t you join me?  I’m Nysa, and you sir are a very… handsome and virile looking man.”
Fuck.  She was gorgeous, and he was as hard as a rock.  She was also clearly excited by him, but the need to slake his lust warred against his caution.  Something didn’t seem quite right about this.  He didn’t expect it to be difficult to seduce a human woman, but this was a little too fast, wasn’t it? 
But… then she stood up, and she giggled as she tossed her hair and jumped backwards.  Her proud and bountiful breasts jiggled and bounced as she threw her arms over her head and floated backwards.
The absolute last straw was the glimpse he got of her beautiful mound. The gorgeous pink folds of her sex already looked flowered open as she gave him a steamy come fuck me look.  All thought fled at that point, and he shifted his armor off his body and into his armory space. 
His rock-hard cock felt relief as it was released, all nine inches sticking out, thick and long.  He smirked at the wide-eyed look she gave him, as he waded out into the small pool.  His attention was no longer diffuse, as he was overcome with lust at Nysa’s charms.
She licked her lips, and she smiled and bit her lip as he grabbed her ankle and pulled her toward him. Her legs separated around him and then tightened around him as he pulled her body up and flush with his.  The heat of her soft but firm breasts as they pressed against him, and the heat of her slick sex against his long hard flesh was a better feeling than he’d ever imagined.
He kissed her hungrily, her soft full lips were equally as demanding on his as she swiveled her hips and glided her sex along his.  He moaned deeply into her mouth, and he moved his hands down to her ass and gripped them firmly.
She gasped, “Take me, please.”
He grunted and instinctively sought the right angle and pushed into her tight heat.  She was so wet, so hot around his cock, and the pleasurable sensation as he fully sheathed himself in her welcoming sex was mind blowing.
He moved to the edge of the pool, and he used it as leverage as he started to thrust up into her forcefully.  He couldn’t help himself, and the harder he used her to slake his lust, the more she gasped, squeezed her sex around him, and encouraged him to take his pleasure in her.  The pleasure he felt in the joining was more than he’d ever felt, as tingles and bolts of pleasure radiated from his sensitive cock.  The hot liquid friction was almost too much, and he realized he wasn’t going to last all that much longer before he’d filled Nysa with his seed.
“Muranth!  Water magic!”
Water magic?  He’d sensed no magic, but he could kind of feel it around the edges right now, but his other senses were subsumed beneath the deep lust and pleasure that drove him in that moment. 
Nysa squeezed tighter around him, and she rocked her body in perfect synchronicity as a rush of pleasure hit him, and his legs started to tremble and grow weak.  His cock surged as she claimed another hungry kiss.
She slipped her tongue into his mouth and moaned softly, then he felt the water in his mouth, filling him, closing off his throat, even as he launched his seed deep within her.  His cries of pleasure as he emptied himself into her slowly turned to a gurgle of panic as he couldn’t breath.
Shit, she was the monster, and even in the throes of ecstasy as she drowned him, he felt even more water magic as claws dug into his side and ripped into his body.  A water nymph, how could he be so stupid?  She’d gut him and deliver his body to the lake side, like the others to disguise the drowning as the true cause of death.  It was also more than apparent she got off on the sex and murder of her kind, because her sex was convulsing wildly around him as their liquid satisfaction mixed and his cock was flooded with her ecstasy.
His body could hold its breath for a long time, but a lot of that time was eaten up by his need for oxygen from the workout, and of course the throes of his intense orgasm, the first one he’d experienced in human form.  He resisted the urge to gasp in a breath after he’d finally finished pulsing his seed into her body and the pleasure receded to a gentle feeling of wellbeing.
He shifted a wickedly curved dagger from his armory and stabbed the bitch.
She giggled, and he was shocked to feel his hand inside her body, as it was transmuted to water.
He tried again and again while trying to stave off panic and focus his mind.  He stabbed and sliced at the legs that held him in a tight grip, even her head, but none of it was effective.  Water nymphs could be part of the water itself, and it seemed this one was quite talented at it.  In his panic, as his vision started to grow dim, he channeled his magic and sent it deep inside her body.
Typically, he’d need his own source of water magic.  A spell of some kind to draw from as he transmuted his own magic and wielded it with mere focus and will.  He wouldn’t normally be able to use his enemy’s magic for that purpose, except he had his hands on her, and his cock was still buried in her liquid body, that made a difference.  Not to mention, she was physically inside him as well, drowning him with her own body.
Physical weapons or Life magic wouldn’t help him, if it would there was no doubt in his mind that his April would save him. Lightning wouldn’t do shit either, except hurt him since he was standing in a pool of water.  So, he took the only option left and transmuted his magic to water magic, and he tried to solidify her back into a real body, instead of water in the shape of a woman.
The water started to recede from his mouth as her water body started to gain the aspect of flesh.  It worked for almost three whole seconds, until the water nymph screamed in rage and fought back.  He’d never played with water magic before, and his focus faltered at the lack of breath, while she was a monster of water magic.
With her fighting back, he was too weak, too young, and too inexperienced to fight back, as the water once again flowed into his throat.  To add insult to injury, she dug her claws deeper into his side and ripped his flesh open further.  He screamed, but all that came out was a gurgle, then his lungs were completely void of air and it was extremely painful not to breathe in.
He was going to die, fighting his first monster as a human, because of his lust and thinking with his dick.  Fuck!
Hell no.  In desperation for his life, all other avenues denied him, he broke the customs of his own people.  It was his only chance, and it came from the long-buried instincts of his kind.  He didn’t even consider it, he just acted.  His magic dove into her body again, unchanged and unshifted magic, the raw magic of his kind.  The magic sought her center and forcibly bonded the water elemental to him.
While he’d never use the bond to dominate April, he had no compunctions about a water nymph trying to kill him.  He gathered his remaining will and focus, and the battle of wills started, to see who would be ascendant in the bonding, who would be master and who would be servant.  The stronger mind and will would win.  If he’d been fully alert and undamaged, there would be little doubt to the contest, but desperate for breath, dimming vision, and wicked bleeding wounds in his sides put the outcome in doubt.
It was quite possibly the hardest thing he’d ever done, a part of him wanted to give in to the darkness dimming his vision, he was exhausted, beaten, and had little energy to fight.  He growled, beat back and caged Nysa’s will by inches as the water nymph screamed in fear and rage.
Then, cool submission, followed by her water receding.
He gasped in a deep breath of life-giving air, and he transmuted his magic to life magic to banish his wounds.  Strength and anger rushed in, and he backhanded the nymph hard enough to send her flying out of the pool and onto the bank.
He shifted his armor and the wickedly curved bastard sword from his dimensional armory, as he stepped up out of the pool.  The bond would break, as soon as he killed the bitch.
Then he looked down, and he saw the water nymph looking up at him in adoration.
“Master,” she said breathlessly.
He frowned, his mind wasn’t dominating hers in that moment, the last order he’d forced on her over the bond was to remain in flesh form.  It made him hesitate, the adoration and breathlessness was all her, and he knew it wasn’t a lie.  No lure as she’d used earlier.  It was impossible for a bonded servant to lie to her master, or the reverse.
“Explain, monster,” he demanded.
She flinched under his gaze but didn’t look away.
“You mastered me, and it is in my nature.  My nature is to lure and kill, to feed on mortals, but if caught and overcome I am bound to serve until one of us dies.  My life belongs to you, even without this bond you have formed between us.  This feeling of your magic in me is almost as pleasant as when you were in me.”
He frowned, “April?”
April said, “You know she speaks the truth, she’s no danger to the humans while under your thrall.  She is your willing servant on both levels, through the bond and through her own nature to submit to the stronger.”
He shook his head, “Our customs.”
April said, “Aren’t the law.  It happens, and she isn’t even human, which are the reasons for those customs.  There are two very good reasons to keep her at our side.”
He frowned, he’d planned to kill her once he’d realized what he’d done to live, but she looked so peaceful and adoring toward him.  It’d be like… kicking a child.
“Two?”
April smirked, “Of course.  One, with her you’ll be able to wield power like a water sorcerer, just a whole lot more powerful.  It gives you another way to kill and defend.  No doubt she can fight as well, those claws were pretty wicked looking.  The second reason should be obvious.”
He shook his head, “What?”
April giggled naughtily.
Oh, right.  He could slake his lust on her, not only in towns but on the road.  That seemed like a good idea to him, it’d keep him from making another stupid mistake if his libido grew out of control.  Plus, clearly, he wouldn’t have to force it on her, which he’d never do.  Even monsters shouldn’t have to endure that against their will.  She obviously loved sex, and as her master she wouldn’t try to kill him again.
Plus, she was stunningly gorgeous.
He said, “Can you pass as human? I don’t imagine they’d be happy about this.  Maybe a water sorceress?”
Nysa stood up, and in a flash was in a simple commoner’s dress that looked quite fetching on her.  She was if anything even more alluring covered up.
Nysa nodded, “I can.  I am… old enough, and smart enough.  I have consumed many, and I know the way of humans.  The only problem I can see is being away from my pool.  I would lose my strength, beauty, and youth quickly without it.  You are my master now, and I promise not to hunt any more humans, but If I follow you from this place I will slowly wither and die.  Please don’t ask that of me.  I will be here for you to use for pleasure, or as you will.”
Well, that was a problem.  He could hardly come out here to get his rocks off every day, if he was halfway across the kingdom.  Taking her along with him would be worse and crueler than just ending it with his sword.  Shit.
He said, “The dress?”
Nysa said, “One of my victims.  I have a lot of clothes and shiny bits of metal beneath my pond.”
He frowned, “Shiny bits of metal?  Coins?”
Nysa replied, “They are small pieces of gold and silver.”
He reached out with his senses, and he felt them down there.  It felt like hundreds of golds and silvers, just how old was Nysa anyway?  It was all his now, regardless, just as she belonged to him.
That… gave him an idea.  A crazy idea, that just might work.
“I think I might have a solution, give me a moment.”
He sat down a few feet from the pool and closed his eyes.  It wasn’t something he’d done a lot of, since his dimension was mostly empty, save his armory which was filled with weapons and armor of various types.
He toured it, the armory wasn’t all that big, but the treasure room beyond it was quite large.  Perhaps a hundred feet by a hundred feet, and twenty feet tall.  It was roughly shaped like a cavern, rather than a room.  It held just a small pile of coins along with the small chest making up a hundred or so gold.  The space was depressingly empty otherwise.
He took a deep breath and focused, he knew it would take centuries to fill, before he returned home.
One of the abilities of his people was to expand that dimensional space.  It was something their kind didn’t do often, expanding their space brought back the hunger to fill it.  Better to fill up the space they had at birth and just be happy with that much treasure.  Only his kind that were infected by true greed, as a human saw that emotion, would expand their holdings.
To his knowledge, no one with an empty treasure room had ever expanded their holding dimension before.  There was a first time for everything.  Of course, if his idea didn’t work then he’d be screwed, the extra unfilled space might just drive him mad.
He formed another doorway on the other side of the treasure room with his will, that led into a deeper cavern.  More a ravine, really, as it didn’t have a ceiling, instead he imagined sunlight filling that space from above.  It was still limited, and not too open.  A little like an amphitheater surrounded by steep cliffs.
He took a deep breath, and then channeled his magic.  The solution was obvious, if a little insane, to how he could take her with him.  His magic flowed from him in a torrent, as it soaked into the ground, the pool, and her stash of things.  He felt a little light headed with it, the pool was at least thirty feet around, not to mention the rock that held it in place and the clothes, gold, and silver beneath it.
April gasped, finally figuring out what he was trying to do, “Have you lost your mind!”
He wasn’t insane, it was the only choice.  He couldn’t take Nysa away from her pool without killing her, and he couldn’t leave one of his bonded behind either.  She was his, and he couldn’t protect her as was his right and responsibility if she wasn’t with him.  He just hoped it didn’t burn him out, he’d never heard of one of his kind shifting so much matter at the same time into their treasury.
He pushed hard and shifted all that his magic touched in the real world, into the ravine in his dimensional space, completely filling up the new empty space he’d just added. 
A tortured scream was torn from his throat, and darkness closed in as he passed out from the strain.




Chapter Seven - Interlude

Princess Stephanie scowled.  She’d just gotten done listening to the latest round of discussions between her father the king, and that bitch who called herself the queen of the elves.  She swallowed her anger and waited for Queen Shalia to leave the room before stepping out of the nook.  She wasn’t being sneaky, her father had asked her to listen in on the meeting to gain her insights.
Her father didn’t even turn around.
“Well daughter, what do you think?”
Stephanie said, “It will come to war.  Shalia will start raiding us as soon as the bitch is safely back in her forest.”
Stephanie wasn’t without compassion.  The war had decimated most of their warriors, both elven and human.  They’d opened up their city, and they’d protected the elves that managed to flee before the lich, but she could see the other side of it too.  Without taking them in, and having elves support their forces on the walls, they wouldn’t have survived long enough for their savior to save them.
She sighed, and then pushed the thoughts of Muranth and his intense emerald eyes out of her mind.  She’d been thinking of him far too much lately, and she’d be horribly embarrassed to admit just how close she’d come to throwing duty aside and allowing him to ravish her.  She’d never met a man like him, that made her feel so hunted, and so safe, all at the same time with a mere intense stare.
The random memory of that intense encounter still sent tingles down her spine, which she crushed ruthlessly.
The problem with Shalia was twofold.  The usual tension between the races, and the instinctual pressure, had all returned with the danger gone.  There was also the fallout over the war.  The fighting was over, but the suffering had only just begun.  Fully a third of their kingdom had been devastated, the capital city lay a third of the way across the kingdom from the western border of the elven forest. 
Most of the people had survived, but the farms had not.  Fully a third of this year’s crop yield had been lost to the invasion, as the lich had burned any fields they came across.  They’d be hard pressed to feed all their people, and it was likely even the royal family would be on rations this coming winter.
The elves of course, had lost everything.  She had compassion for them, there wasn’t enough time to grow another round of crops before wintertime even if the queen took her people home that moment.  As a result, the queen was getting more demanding by the hour.
She couldn’t blame her. She understood Shalia’s need to get her people through the coming winter, but her and her father’s responsibility was toward Uradia.  They’d agreed to provide some food, but not enough to satisfy the queen of the elves. 
Her anger stemmed from the fact they’d all be dead, if it wasn’t for her father’s generosity.  Was what they’d done not enough?  Shalia should be satisfied with what they already offered, they didn’t owe the elves a damned thing, if anything the elves owed them for taking them in.
Jonas chuckled, “Speak of her with respect daughter, even if you aren’t wrong about what she is.”
Stephanie giggled, “Sorry father, I just get so angry at the way she talks to you like you’re her servant, instead of the high king of the kingdom that saved her and her people.”
Jonas sighed, “So, you think they’ll send raiding parties for crops and other resources?”
Stephanie nodded as she rounded the chair, and then sat across from her father.
“I hate to admit it, but it’s what I would do to keep my people alive through winter.  She’s desperate.”
He said, “I need a solution short of war.  It’s time to rebuild, not make things even worse.”
She tilted her head, “We could barter with Daca for some of their winter emergency food stores.  We have the coin.  Then we can sell most if not all of it to the queen, that will keep all of our people alive.  But… it’s a risk.”
Jonas grunted, “A risk indeed.  The empire already knows that we’ve been weakened, showing even more weakness might embolden them to expand into our territory, if not completely annex our kingdom.  Granted, they haven’t tried to expand our way in three generations, but I don’t know much about their newest emperor to guess what he’d do.”
She sighed, “We could take the position of strength, and offer to act as an intermediary for the elves to buy directly.  We have enough food for ourselves, if barely. If Shalia will agree to barter for what she needs as a compromise.  That would make us look strong and self-sufficient to Daca.”
Jonas shook his head, “The elves live in forests, and aren’t miners like humans are.  I don’t think they have the coin.”
She said, “Then lend them the coin, or they could trade weapons and armor for it.  Better that, than giving away food our people need, and it will further indebt the elves to us.”
Jonas said, “I will give it some thought, and bring up the possibility in the next meeting.  What about Muranth?”
She snorted.
Jonas waggled his finger, “That isn’t very ladylike.”
She smiled, “True, but being a retiring lady would make me a terrible queen when the time comes.”
Jonas chuckled.
She frowned, “She was lying.  I suspect those four so-called victims were sent with an ultimatum.  You know Shalia had her covetous eyes on him.  They were no doubt instructed to kill him if he refused whatever offer she made.  Obviously, that didn’t work out for them.”
Jonas said, “Perhaps, but why didn’t he return then?”
She shrugged, “To what end?  It would be his word against the dead, and it would put us in a hard position.  I won’t deny Muranth is a very dangerous individual, but he has honor and wouldn’t have killed them without good reason.  Or maybe he just thought the matter was at an end, he isn’t familiar with our ways.”
Jonas peered at her sharply, “You seem rather taken with him?”
She blushed, “I admire him, and I’m thankful he saved us, but I know my duty.”
Jonas nodded, and she felt relieved he seemed satisfied on the matter.  She’d have to guard her tone of voice better when Muranth came up in the future.  It hadn’t been her reasoned words that betrayed her interest in him, but the honeyed tone of them.
“It’s still an issue.  Suggestions besides ignoring it?”
She bit her lip in thought, “Send a message out to the towns.  Have one of the barons get his side of the story.”
There were enough wizards beholden to the crown to have one capable of communications in each and every town and more than one in the two cities.  They also served as advisors for the royal family, barons, and the duke in their port city.
He nodded, “Why do you think she gave orders to recruit or kill?”
She replied, “Because he’d make a terrible enemy, and if he won’t work for her then she wouldn’t want him working on behalf of us.  It won’t be long before we’re enemies again, staring across the border at each other, and she knows that.  That might work to our advantage, since he survived.”
Jonas nodded, “Possibly, but we can’t go to war over one man.  Nor will I condemn him on the unverified accusations, not even ones made from a queen.  Have a message sent out, we’ll give your solution a try and see how the queen reacts to his account of things.”
“Yes, father.”
Khalea growled, “He did what?”
April hated this, reporting on Muranth’s progress felt too much like spying on her bonded to her, but she was under royal orders.  She couldn’t betray him, and he could prevent her from doing so even against orders, but he was under royal orders not to prevent her.  She had little choice in the matter, though the act tasted like ashes on her tongue.
Her kind could communicate across realms, and doing so with family, those fairies that shared the same blood and magic, made it even easier.  She was currently talking through her sister blossom, the fairy bound to Queen Khalea.
April said, “He almost burned himself out shifting a water nymph pool and the surrounding rock to his treasure space.  I’ve never seen one of your kind shift so much matter at once.  He harmed his channels badly, but I was able to heal them.  Currently he’s sleeping and recovering his magical strength, he’ll be fine when he wakes in a few hours.”
Khalea asked, “Why the hell would he do such a thing?”
April said, “To take the water nymph with us, I assume.  With her bonded, she should be able to feel and be fed by her pool through the bond, while it sits in his dimensional space.  It was actually quite clever, if insane to try.  He couldn’t kill her, he couldn’t leave a bonded behind, and he couldn’t take her away from her pool.  The only solution was to take both her and her pool along.”
Khalea grunted, “I don’t like it.”
April said, “No laws were broken.”
Khalea snorted, “Do you know the reason for those customs?”
April simply nodded.  In the past their kind would bond with as many as possible, to increase both their power and versatility in battle, as well as having slaves to see to their every need.  That dark path was forsaken.  Some would no doubt gossip about it, but Muranth was hardly a risk for growing power hungry and attempting a coup against his older sister.
Of course, the other part of the reason was that it turned the lesser races against them when they’d taken slaves in the past.  But that didn’t count in this instance.  A water nymph’s race wouldn’t rise up because one of their own had fallen.
“It’s just a water nymph, and only bonded to prevent death.  It won’t make him all that much more powerful, compared to you and others of your kind.”
She sighed, “Once done, he will be tempted to do so again.  He’s also a prince and will be held to higher standards.  His intentions will matter less than nothing, in comparison to the perceptions of others.  He must watch his steps.  Anything else to report?”
April said, “He’s already accumulated several hundred gold coins, and an equal amount of silver.  He’s mostly held control of his lust, and it shouldn’t be a problem anymore with the presence of the water nymph.”
Khalea chuckled, “The males of our kind always have a harder time with that.  Report again in a week, or sooner if he loses control of himself.”
April bristled, “He is strong-willed, and focused.”
Khalea peered down at her, and said, “The walkabout is a test of self-control and discovery, just as it is to gather treasure and learn to fully harness our power of magic, and to learn spells.  I pray you are right, but don’t deceive yourself. We lose many of our kind during their walkabouts to loss of control.  Some of our kind are not strong enough to resist their darker instincts, and that he’s bonded a monster of all things doesn’t bode well.”
Never! He would never give into bloodlust and destruction, she had faith in her beloved bonded.
But she held her tongue, and merely nodded, not wishing to test Khalea’s self-control. Ironically enough, they queen was known for her hot temper.
“May I ask a question?”
Khalea replied, “Ask.”
“Why in the middle of a battle?  The portal.”
Khalea snorted, “A test.  My brother will prove himself to the others beyond all doubt, or he will fall.  The realm I chose for him will ensure that.”
Blossom whispered in her mind, “She fears her brother’s natural born strength. Tread carefully, sister.”
She bowed her head, and then released her magic returning her conscious thoughts to her own body.




Chapter Eight

He returned to consciousness with a deep moan of pleasure.  He sensitive cock snuggly wrapped inside Nysa’s pleasure, as she grounded down on him.  He heard her loud gasp of pleasure, as her sex rippled and convulsed around him, sending sparks of pleasure through his body.
He opened his eyes to quite a sight, Nysa riding him, staring down at him with adoration and pleasure as she worked her sexy body on his cock.  Her rounded and quite bountiful breasts were swaying in a mesmerizing fashion, and her lips were slightly parted in sensuous bliss.
She said breathily, “You’re awake, master.  I couldn’t help myself, what did you do?  I can feel my pool in you, in our bond, and it drove me crazy. I had to have you.”
He chuckled and said, “Anytime you want, within reason,” as he teasingly stroked her thin waist and then cupped her breasts and firmly squeezed, his thumbs flicking her nipples.
She arched her back and gasped, her pussy tightening around him like a fleshy vice of hot wet pleasure. 
She gasped, “Master!”
He grunted, and pushed up into her, as she started to convulse around him again.  She was so beautiful, when she came for him.
He said firmly, “You are mine, but you must call me by my name, Muranth.”
She ground in a little circle, and she made the cutest and sexiest sounds of pleasure he’d ever heard.  She was clearly a nymph, in all senses of the word.
“Master?  Why?”
He said, “The humans would find it odd. You are mine, but you will travel with me as my lover and ally, a water sorceress.  Sorceresses are very proud.”
She squeezed around him hard, and she milked his cock with a slow and long grind that drew a gasp from both their mouths.  She was a water nymph, a very old one, and though he had nothing to compare it against he was quite sure she had long ago mastered the ways of giving and taking pleasure.
He grunted deeply. He’d had no idea what he’d been missing.  Sex in his primary form was a wonderful thing, but not even close to the same intensity in this soft and sensitive human body.  He continued to play with her breasts, to her obvious enjoyment.
“I think I understand, Muranth,” she tilted her head, as if tasting his name on her tongue, “I do not wish the humans to discover the truth of me either.  They are safe from me now, bonded to you, but they would kill me out of hand.  I can be arrogant toward others, but I don’t think I could manage to be so to you.  I love your strength, and the feel of my pond within you, it makes me needy.”
He pulled her down into a long kiss, and the nymph started to twerk her hips and fuck herself down on him hard.  The satiny liquid friction sent pleasure roiling though his body as he started to pump his cock up into her at the same speed and strength.  They rutted wildly and kissed passionately, her bountiful breasts slapping his chin and chest violently as she bounced on his cock.
His legs numbed, and his cock surged and expanded.
He grunted, “Nysa,” and buried himself hard, holding her waist firmly to pin her body to his.
She cried out, “Muranth!” as he started to blast his seed into her body in strong pulses of ecstasy.  She followed him into bliss, her wide ocean blue eyes filled with pleasure and adoration as they rode the heights of ecstasy together.
Damn, it was so much better without the added sensations of pain and drowning.  Her sex seemed to be greedily milking his cock for every last bit of seed he could provide, extending his pleasure.  It felt like it went on forever, but it ended far too soon as they came down together from their heights.
She collapsed on top of him and he cradled her in his arms, and he caressed her back and hair lightly, gently.  It was a strange sensation, and he wasn’t quite sure why he was doing that, but he felt a fierce protectiveness rise up in him, riding above the after-bliss he felt still buried in her warmth.  It was an alien sensation he hadn’t had yet in his new human form.  Protecting Nysa wouldn’t just be a duty to him.
To a much lesser extent, he recognized a similar feeling that had been developing toward April the last few days, just far more subtle.  Protecting his bonded was a duty, and he’d already felt a form of love for his April, but these soft warm feelings were foreign and deepened it far past simple duty and common need and protection.
He didn’t fight the feeling, but he was a bit bemused by it, even as he softly caressed his new bonded.
He said, “That should be good enough.  They will think you merely dote on your lover.  Just don’t kneel or call me master in the presence of others.  Also, never reveal the existence of April, or speak to her when there’s a chance of being overheard.”
She asked, “Any other rules?  Besides not killing anyone that’s not trying to kill us?”
He frowned, it might not be necessary, but better to be sure.
“No sex in public.”
She pouted at him, and he almost laughed.
“What time is it?” as he looked for the sun, but it was cloudy.
April said, “Almost lunchtime, you were knocked out for a few hours.  You almost burned yourself out with that stunt, and I had to heal you.  Doting was a good word choice, Nysa hung on you the whole time, but it wasn’t until I assured her that you were almost awake that she mounted you.”
He nodded, “Thanks, April.  Let’s head back to eat, buy a second horse, and collect the reward.”
He wasn’t really comfortable lying, and he didn’t really plan to.  His kind were blunt to a fault most of the time.  The humans would just come up with their own explanations and assumptions.  There was nothing wrong with a little circumspection.  Still, there was the matter of the reward, he’d have to be careful with his story, to tell the truth in a way that didn’t reveal the full truth.
He’d just tell the bald truth, that he’d found the monster and defeated it in battle.  It was simply the truth of what happened, if misleading.  It wouldn’t be his fault if the baron assumed that meant he killed it.
Nysa asked, “A horse?  Me?”
He snickered, “Yes.”
To his surprise, the confusion on her face cleared as she grinned and appeared delighted by the idea.  Damn, she really was beautiful, soft supple skin, so warm above him.  Even he understood it was all shallow instinct from the pleasure they’d just shared, she was a monster for goodness sake, but she was a doting and affectionate one apparently, once conquered.
When he reluctantly slid her to the side and got up, he saw the pool was almost completely refilled from the brook, and a bit bigger since he’d taken part of the natural stone basin with it.  Not so much though that anyone would notice.  Even if they did, they’d never guess what’d really happened here.
They got dressed, and they started the walk back to town.  He spent most of the walk experimenting with his new bond mate.  It was easier than a spell, but it’d take some time to train his mind and magic so he could transform his magic to water magic with a simple thought instead of deep concentration.  It was a start.
He hated parting with the four gold, it felt unnatural, but as they walked away from the stables they both had horses there now.  He wasn’t sure if they’d move on today or not yet, it was still right around noon which meant they could move on to find more bounties at the next village.
On the other hand, he should try and find a wizard or witch in Duskwood, and to find out if they’d be willing to teach him.  It was one of the major reasons for his walkabout, and he needed to control his hunger for treasure, lest it rule him.  He feared however the elves had been correct, it wouldn’t be easy to find a teacher of spells and magical theory without abasing himself as an apprentice that would obey their every whim.
That just wouldn’t happen, his nature and pride wouldn’t allow it, and he had to hunt for treasure too, even if he controlled that instinct, he still needed to feed it with small steady bites.
Nysa was adorable, she kept reaching for his arm and snatching her hand back.  The whole way back to the village she’d been hanging on his arm like he was the air she breathed.  Doting just didn’t quite cover the reality, she was a sexed up raven-haired beauty that would never get enough of him, and she lived to please him.  The fact she wasn’t really human didn’t bother him, her form was human and very pleasing to his instincts for sex, which he supposed was the point. It made her a hunter of men, a very successful one.  Of course, he wasn’t entirely human either, and some even thought his true race was monstrous.
Point being, he wasn’t the only one that had to master his impulses, if of a different kind.
The baron’s mansion on the edge of town was surrounded by a privacy wall at eight feet in height.  There were two guards standing at the gate to the property of the large mansion.  The mansion itself was quite large, about twice as large as the inn was.
He reached into his pocket as he shifted the contract with the king’s seal to it, and he pulled it out to present to the guards.  He was intensely aware of everything around him, as vigilant as ever, yet at the same time he believed he was relatively safe in that moment. 
He cleared his throat and frowned, as he realized the guards’ eyes weren’t looking at him at all, but at the busty liquid midnight haired beauty beside him.  That was going to be a problem, she was his, and he didn’t like their eyes on her.  He managed to suppress the need to destroy them that sharply rose up in him, it was harder to do so than he liked.
He’d have to get over that, fast.  He’d never struggled overmuch with the violent tendencies inherent in his race. But apparently, introducing the strong instinctual emotion of human jealousy to that darker instinct of his own race made it much harder to refrain.
He really wanted to summon his sword, and then cut the fuckers into little pieces, and spike their heads on poles as a warning for all the others.  After that, his imagination became truly violent.  How dare they look at what was his with such covetous eyes?
He felt small cool hands on his neck, and he took a deep breath.  He felt embarrassed and angry at himself. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d needed April’s touch to help fight off a rage.  He also had an insight at that point, of just how dangerous human jealousy was.  If he could master his darker impulses in this human form with the added stressor of jealousy, he’d never lose control in his primary form.
Learning experience indeed.  He really needed to get a handle on this new wrinkle, but he had no idea where to start.  If the guard had flirted at her or tried to pick her up, he wasn’t sure he wouldn’t have seen red and killed the bastard.  That was no good.  Sure, it wouldn’t happen here while he was on duty, but what about in a tavern?
She was his, would never, could never be unfaithful to him.  Both by her instincts to belong to her conqueror, and by the magical bond that made her his servant, his lover, and his family.
Those logical thoughts didn’t seem to be helping.
He said, “I’m here to see the baron and collect a reward.  I defeated the monster that killed the others up by the lake.”
The guard frowned, “You need to submit a claim…” but trailed off as Muranth held up his hand.
He knew he was being a little high handed, but he couldn’t seem to help it.  At least the guard was still breathing.
“I do not.  This is the king’s seal, and I am working directly for the crown.  I’m not just a typical adventurer looking for a rush and good pay day.  The king wants me working on circuit, not cooling my heels for days at a time waiting for payment.  Do you really want to bar my way?”
The guard frowned at the document, “I can’t read.”
He snorted, “Then fetch someone who can, or just get the baron, or let me through.”
The second guard took off toward the mansion at an easy jog. 
The first guard took another look at Muranth’s new companion, and he suppressed a growl.  He reached out and claimed her hand, which made the guard give him an apologetic look.  It also clearly made Nysa happy to be touching him.  All around, good things as a result, so he decided not to let go.
He heard soft fairy giggles in his ear and suppressed an eye roll. 
It wasn’t long before the guard came back.
“Are you Muranth?”
He replied, “Yes.”
The guard said, “The baron wishes to speak with you about an incident back at the capital.  You’ll also be paid the ten-gold reward when you leave by the chamberlain.”
He grunted, “Lead the way,” and reluctantly released Nysa’s hand as they headed for the building.
The guard escorted them to a small lounge near the front door and then gestured them inside.
“The Baron will just be a moment,” he said as he closed the door.
He blew out a breath, “That was… bad.  Any advice.”
Nysa looked confused, and she’d apparently missed just how close he’d come to bringing violence.
April said, “It’s the downside to having someone to slake your lust at your side constantly.  It’s why you were advised to do so and walk away from it.  No attachments.  On the good side, you’ll be more prepared for the jealousy next time it happens.  You were taken by surprise this time, and more vulnerable to a shocking new human emotion that fed the darker instincts of your own kind.”
He frowned, “Perhaps, but next time it might be a drunk man who hits on her and gets rather handsy.  I suspect the jealousy will be much worse if someone dares that.”
Nysa smiled, “You were jealous, master?”
She looked like the cat who got in the cream shed.
April replied, “I hadn’t considered that.”
He said, “Another possible disadvantage to it, depending on your point of view, is with her around all the time I’m going to have to slake my lust a lot more often.  I want her again already.”
Nysa said, “I’m yours, Muranth.  It pleases me that you feel that way about me, but it’s not necessary to feel jealous.  They mean nothing to me, their lust for me means less than nothing, you are all that matters in my life.  I will handle this. I don’t wish to be the cause of strife or emotional distress in your life.”
He was a little alarmed at that, just how was she going to handle it?  Before he could ask, the door opened, and two guards came in followed by the baron.  Both of the guards looked over what was his, but the jealousy was short circuited by the arrogantly cold and aloof look on her face, and she dismissed them both with a condescending sniff.  Her snub was so effective he almost felt sorry for them.
He had to suppress a laugh as the guards became clearly uncomfortable at being caught looking and so clearly dismissed.  He wondered if it would be so easy all the time, but though he was still slightly annoyed by it he felt no need to put them in their place, she already had.  Better, it fit in perfectly with her role as an arrogant sorceress.
The baron was relatively young man, mid-twenties at the oldest, with dark brown hair, blue eyes, and had a sober look on his face.
The baron said, “Well met, Muranth.  I’m Baron Cullen.  I’m afraid my duty requires me to ask some questions of you.  It’s also an honor to meet the man who saved our kingdom from the lich.  Though the western villages suffered most, the effects of the war have been felt throughout the kingdom.”
He nodded, “I understand, did something happen in the capital?”
The baron said, “Four elves were found killed right outside the city.  Queen Shalia has brought accusations of murder to the king.  I’m afraid I must ask if you were involved, and if so, exactly what took place.”
He snorted, and then walked the baron through a detailed account of Shalia’s offer, the conversation they held, and the fight.
Cullen replied, “Clearly self-defense, but troubling because it’s impossible to prove without witnesses.  I don’t suppose this lovely lady was present?”
Nysa said, “I’ve only had the pleasure of joining with him recently, I’m afraid.”
The double entendre of her words was undeniable because of her sultry tone of voice.  Life wouldn’t be dull with Nysa around, that was for sure.  The baron just rolled with it.
Cullen replied, “Would you be willing to consent to retelling your story under truth spell?  I will not force it, but it could help my king in dealing with the damned elves.”
He frowned.  If he thought Cullen was calling him a liar, that was grounds for a challenge.  But he got the impression it was more about the fact the wizard or witch would become an after the fact and indisputable witness.  They believed him, but they needed more to back off the queen.  Still, he had to restrain the urge to jump up and go after the damned queen again.  He hoped she wouldn’t be a perpetual thorn in his side for the rest of his walkabout.
It would also give him a chance to meet one and ask for instruction on the art of spellcasting.
“I will consent to that.”
Cullen nodded and looked a little relieved.
“Gavin, bring Anya here.”
One of the guards bowed and left the room.
It didn’t take more than a few minutes, and he suspected that she’d already been in the building.  Was that coincidence?  Or did the baron always have a witch on duty?
The door opened and Gavin walked in, followed by a petite woman in her mid-thirties.  She was maybe five foot one with a lithe pixyish build.  She had light reddish-brown hair that tickled her shoulders, and brown eyes.  She wore a simple red robe and had a leather satchel over her shoulder.  She bowed to the baron, then gave him a curious look as she set the satchel down on a side table.
Anya said, “The truth spell will prevent you from lying, but it will not compel you to speak.  You have consented to this?”
He replied, “I have.  I would also ask for a moment of your time to discuss a private matter, once this is settled?”
Anya looked at him curiously, and then tilted her head in agreement.  After a quick look at the baron, she started to speak in an alien language he didn’t understand, and in a steady hypnotic cadence that didn’t falter.  He could feel the magic of the nature spell building, and it took all his will and focus to allow it to happen.  It wasn’t a long spell, and fifteen seconds later the magic leapt from her hand and took hold on his body. 
When nothing bad happened, his tension lessened a great deal.  That was harder than he’d thought it’d be.  It went against his nature to allow such a thing.
The baron asked, “To test the spell, tell us how old you are?  Try to lie.”
He frowned, “That won’t really prove anything. I don’t imagine you would believe the answer.  I appear to be eighteen years of age.”
Cullen looked at him curiously, but asked, “What color is your armor?”
He tried to say red, but it stuck in his throat.
The baron nodded at his expression, “Please tell us again, what happened that morning outside the capital city.”
He went over the story again, and in the same exacting detail he did the first time. 
The baron said, “Excellent.  There can be no doubt, and there are four witnesses to that in this room.  I’m sorry this was necessary.  We’ll leave you alone with Anya, and my chamberlain will deliver your gold as you leave.”
He nodded, and he waited for the two guards and the baron to leave the room.
“Anya, I’ll be blunt so as not to waste your time.  I have the potential for wizardry, but my purpose here won’t allow me to take up a typical apprenticeship.  I need to find a witch or wizard willing to instruct me under unique circumstances.”
Anya replied, “I’m afraid I already have an apprentice, and I don’t have time for another.  Honestly, your best bet to find a teacher is in one of the cities.  The villages are small, and you’ll find most of us in them work directly for the nobles in charge.  The nobles keep us busy.  The smaller populations can’t support a lot of us, where the cities will support many of us working directly for the people and coin.”
Right, that figures.  He’d been in too much of a hurry to look for one in the capital, which of course made it the best place to look for what he needed.
He nodded, “Thank you for your time.  The spell?”
Anya said, “The duration is thirty minutes before it expires.  If you prefer you can wait it out in this room, the baron will understand.”
He stood up, “That won’t be necessary, thank you.”
Anya tilted her head curiously, “I don’t suppose you’d want to tell me how old you are?”
He laughed, “This body is less than a week old.”
Anya sighed in disappointment, and she left the room.
He followed, and there was a graying older man waiting by the front door, who handed him a blue silk pouch that clinked.  He could feel there was ten gold in there, and he put it in his pocket as he shifted it to his treasury.




Chapter Nine

The sky was overcast, and it was quite warm and humid as they set off.  It was still very early in the afternoon, so they’d be able to get a half day’s ride in. 
He asked, “Nysa, how did you know to do that, with the guards?”
Nysa shrugged, “I had many victims in the past.  I see their lives when I take them.  That gave the knowledge I needed to infame passions, or to disarm them.  Not just lust, but jealousy and anger.  You approve?”
He nodded, “It’s a solution of sorts, but the underlying problem is still there.  I’m not sure what I’d do if another man touched you for instance.  Or simply tried to seduce you.”
Nysa said, “That won’t happen, no man will touch me.  I am a water nymph, and the human body is made up mostly of water.  I can shield to prevent being touched directly, as could a water sorceress.  As for someone seducing me, I can turn that away as well, forcefully if needed.”
He grunted, that might help, but the problem of his root instincts and his human jealousy mixing potently was a weakness he couldn’t abide.  He knew Nysa was his, and she wouldn’t stray.  Protecting her physically wasn’t the problem, the problem was one of appropriate response.  He’d wanted to dismember them, when punching them in the face probably would’ve been enough.
April said, “You’ll adjust and learn to deal with it, in the meantime let Nysa defuse the problem.”
He replied, “Perhaps, but I don’t like the idea of depending on another for my self-control.”
Nysa said, “My memories tell me all young men have a problem with jealousy.  This is nature, not weakness.  Outside of human civilization, it’s an instinct that ensures the strongest male specimens have pick of the best woman.  It’s a part of humanity’s racial survival.  Some learn how to control it, others do not.  I’m sure you’re among the former.  A man of weak will would not have conquered mine, especially not while wounded and drowning.”
He’d have to be happy with that. It’d be a process to master himself and this body’s strange drives and emotions.  A learning experience.  He just hoped this was the last potent wrinkle in his walkabout.
“You seem pleased?”
Nysa nodded, “The man who claimed me and my pool have become one.  Why would I not be? You are strong, but not cruel, and very protective of my life.  I live to serve.  I always feared this possibility in the past, but I find myself content in a way I never have been before.  Still, nothing is perfect, but I abide.”
“Not perfect?” he asked, curiously.
She smirked, and she bit her lip as she gave him a look that stirred his middle.
“I must behave in public.”
He snorted.
She seemed human at times, and looked human, but he’d have to keep in mind she wasn’t.  Her apparent humanity was built from an amalgam of human memories from many victims.  That didn’t make her less appealing to him, and she was in there somewhere too. 
Well, the part that wanted to touch him and fuck him, to please and serve him almost constantly, was from the root of her.  But what else?  He was curious to find out, surely that wasn’t all she was.  No creature was that shallow, not even a monster race.
“What else do you desire, besides serving me I mean, and sex.”
She tilted her head in thought, “I don’t know?  My need to hunt has been completely subsumed in the need to serve and protect you.  I feel content in that, but I suppose I will miss swimming in my pool.  It’s all so new, and the need of you is overwhelming right now.  All I can think about is the fact it’s been several hours since I’ve had your cock buried in me.”
He stirred a little more at that.
She grinned, “You like that, master?”
He cleared his throat.
She giggled, “If I feel other desires, you wish to be told?”
He said, “Yes, but wait until we’re alone to share them.”
She giggled again, “Of course.  I will not betray my true nature to the humans we mingle amongst.”
He said, “Let me see that shield of yours.  Training me in water magics should be a good distraction.”
He pulled on their bond and started to channel and transmute his own magic to elemental water.  The shield she raised was surprisingly simple, all it did was repel any water that tried to touch her skin.  He smirked up at the sky, as it started to drizzle, which was a perfect training opportunity. 
The shield would be worthless fighting humans and elves of course, it wouldn’t block an arrow, sword, bolt, or other weapon, but it would prevent the direct touch of another creature.  That might come in handy if he ever fought a monster using tooth and claws.  Not just to keep other men from touching what was his.
It took him a bit of trial and error, but the mist and water on his face, hands, and armor exploded away from his body when he got it right and matched Nysa’s.  It also kept any further droplets of rain from hitting him.
Nysa released the shield as soon as he got it, and she sighed in contentment as the drizzle hit her face and body.  She obviously loved water, and he decided to look for a water source when they chose their stopping point that evening.  It was a couple of days to the next village.
Hmm, if he extended the shield away from his body, he might be able to give himself a moment of breathing room if he was in melee combat with many others.  He pushed it out, and promptly rose off his horse and started to slide off.  He almost fell off, but he managed to pull the shield back in and grab the saddle to steady himself.
April set off in peals of laughter.
He growled, “Not a damned word.”
April giggled, “Wouldn’t dream of it, mighty Muranth.”
He grumbled.
April snickered evilly, “But I’d be derelict in duty if I didn’t report this incident next time I speak to Khalea.”
He laughed, “Damn fairy.”
He lost his focus and the magic waned.  It’d be a while before he could cast water magic and leave most of it to his subconscious.  Only time and practice would yield those kinds of results.  He focused again, and channeled and transmuted his magic to bring up the shield again.  It was a good task for it, because the shield took hardly any magic at all, even this world had enough ambient magic to replenish his magic faster than he was using it.
That allowed him to focus on it constantly during the ride further east.  He also worked with Nysa for a few other water magic applications, but nothing that would take a large amount of magic.  Between that and bantering with April, the ride passed quickly, and the sun was low on the horizon before he knew it.
When he asked about a water source, Nysa took them straight to a small creek fed by a pond.  That would come in handy.  To Nysa’s delight, he slaked both their lust before they even set up camp, nailing her hard and fast against a tree.  That took the edge off, that’d been building all day, and he set up the tent feeling pleasantly spent while Nysa gathered firewood.
Nysa wasn’t just good at finding water, but in finding where there wasn’t water.  Despite the rain all day, she had no trouble finding dry wood, and it wasn’t long before they were cooking dinner.  Nysa was an amazing cook he found out that night, no doubt she’d knocked off a chef in her past, or something.
Afterwards, they took a bath in the pond and swum together before they turned in for the night.  That night they took the time to explore each other slowly and teasingly, all the times before had been an almost desperate rutting to slake his lust and hers, but with the edge off he delighted in every soft supple curve, and every firm mound of flesh on her delightfully curvy body.  She was also quite eager and willing to do anything he asked, and she gave him quite a thorough education in human pleasure in various positions and oral efforts.
Not just what she could do for him that way, since he insisted she teach him how to best pleasure her as well.  There was a thrill and pleasure in that of a different kind, as he brought her to her height several times with mouth and fingers to her shocked delight.  It was quite late, before they were both beyond sated, and a little sore.
She was content, kittenishly affectionate, and sweet as she snuggled into his side when it was time for sleep.  He could definitely get used to that as well.
He had to admit, it more than made up for the difficult task ahead of mastering his jealousy and darker instincts.  His human instinctual responses were also something to keep an eye on.  The tenderness he felt toward her already was rather sharp, and took him by surprise, but he felt no need to fight it.
The next morning was fast and furious, as she rode him from above with a delightful abandon before they ate, replenished their water skins, and hit the road for another day of travel.  He was already looking forward to the slow buildup of carnal desire during the day, that would lead to mind-blowing sex at the next campsite.
Nysa had also taught him how to purify water with their power as they filled the water skins from the lake.  Using their power to take water only, filtering out all the dirt, algae, and detritus of the pond.  Once again, he channeled and transformed his magic to water magic, and it was getting easier for him already, although it still took more focus than he would be willing to spend in a battle.  Awareness was too important to sacrifice in combat, but in time water magic would complement his arsenal quite well.
It was midafternoon, shortly after lunch, and they were riding on the main road.  They were still a day away from their destination of Sweetwater.  It was a two-day ride and they’d be there around noon the next day. 
He sensed trouble ahead and dropped his water shield to better focus on his uneasy feeling.  The birds and other animals in the forest they travelled through were too quiet.  He slowed his horse to a walk, and Nysa followed suit.
“Trouble,” he said quietly.
April said, “One moment.”
He was patient as he scanned the road ahead the tree line. He knew April would move fast and it wouldn’t take her all that long to scout out the problem.
April said, “Fourteen humans.  I suspect they’re the bandits the king warned you about.  They have on mismatched leather armor.  Four have bows, the other ten have swords and daggers.”
He grunted, and ordered, “Stay behind me Nysa, and use water magic from a distance.  I’ll keep them occupied.  When it starts, dismount, and use your horse for cover.”
It bothered him she didn’t have armor, but she was clearly reluctant to wear any when he’d brought it up.  Of course, she could turn her body to water to avoid taking damage, so maybe she was right.  It still didn’t sit well though.
He started his horse into a trot, and Nysa fell behind a little as he asked before matching his pace.  It was only a hundred yards or so later when the ten men walked out of the forest to block his path, the four archers stayed in the trees.
The leader smirked as he looked at him, and Nysa lagging behind.  The lust he saw in the man’s eyes pissed him off.
He lifted his arm as he shifted a crossbow from his armory.
The leader said, “Your woman and horses, and we might just let you walk away from…”
The leader’s intimidating speech ended early, as he pulled the trigger on the crossbow suddenly in his hands, and a bolt shot out and hit the bastard between the eyes.  He took more than a little satisfaction in that, and he didn’t have to hold back his jealous reaction for these bastards.  The outlaws had earned death.
He dismounted left and dodged to avoid the four arrows shot from the trees, which also fortunately missed his horse and flew through the spot he’d been a moment before.
He yelled a war cry as his crossbow disappeared to be replace by the wickedly curved bastard sword and shield.  The nine remaining men on the road looked shocked. Perhaps they were used to their victims begging and trying to talk their way out of it first.  Being suddenly leaderless might’ve contributed to their momentary uncertainty as well.
They drew steel before he closed the distance, but not soon enough to blunt his first attack.  His sword slashed out taking one in the throat, and he swung his arm to the left as he pushed off with his right foot, impaling a second on his shield spike.  He was in the middle of them at that point.  There were seven left, and he parried a sword stroke to his right, swept a sword with his shield on the left, and snapped his foot out hard to the bandit in front of him.
A loud crack sounded and echoed in the surrounding forest as the bastard’s sternum cracked and he went down with a wheeze of pain.  He rolled forward and to the right, to avoid a lunge behind him, and swung his sword hard cutting through the guy’s leg on his right through the knee as he rolled back to his feet.  That one fell to the ground, half his leg gone, pumping his lifeblood onto the dirt road.
Five down, five to go.
He heard a scream in the forest and felt water magic at the same time, followed by another scream, and he grinned ferally.  Nysa was taking down the archers.  Although he’d have to talk to her later, he’d told her to stay behind him after all.
He dodged left into a slashing sword in order to dodge another lunge from behind.  He grunted at the pain of the hit, but his magical wyvern leather easily held against a slash, where it might not have against a stabbing lunge.
He was in a bad position for the spike, so he just slammed his shield into the bandit’s face and brutally stomped his knee.  A cry of pain left the man’s mouth as his knee bent backwards and splintered, and he fell to the ground.  Really tired of the asshole behind him he spun parrying another sword with his shield while he engaged the bandit behind him. 
The bandit was sloppy, and terrified, but still managed to block or parry his first two attacks, before his sword whipped out and cut through leather and flesh, disemboweling him.  A snap kick to the asshole’s face sent him on his back as his insides fell out. 
The fight was ten to one, but these bandits weren’t even close to being in the same league as the four elves he’d fought.
He screamed in rage as a dagger went through his calf.  He’d thought the broken sternum guy was done for, but he’d had enough life left in him for a desperate stab, even if the bandit couldn’t get up.
He stepped to the side and stomped on the guy’s neck. The loud crack told him he was truly down at that point, and he backed away took take a breath.  A quick downward slash to the throat finished off the guy with the splintered knee, and it was three against one.
The last three ran for it, and a bow appeared in his left hand as his shield and sword disappeared.  He shifted an arrow into his hand, knocked it, and released in a smooth movement.  Before the arrow reached the bandit, he had a second one knocked and released.
The first bandit tripped and fell as the arrow pierced his back and impaled his heart.  He was knocking the third arrow as the third runner froze in place, and the second arrow did its job and took down the second to last bandit.
Nysa walked out of the trees, just as sexy as ever, except for the wicked six-inch claws at the end of her fingers.  She blew him a kiss, as the last bandit struggled to escape the grip of her water magic, but he had no chance, no more than he’d have had against a water sorceress.  She slashed his throat open as she walked past, and then released him from her magic so that he fell to the ground.
He was so turned on by her show of strength, and the wiggle in her walk, that he had to resist the urge to take her right there in the road, amongst the dead bandits, blood, and viscera.
He growled, “I told you to stay behind me.”
He ripped the dagger out of his leg, and then sent the healing magic of life down his leg to close the heal the wound.
She blushed, “Sorry, master.  Maybe you should spank me?” she asked archly, and more than a bit hopefully.
His cock twitched, but he stubbornly ignored it.
“Why didn’t you listen?”
She explained, “My instincts are to protect you master.  The need to protect you overrode your wishes, because you didn’t use the authority of your bond with me when giving that order.  I’ll obey your every whim, and gladly, except when your life is in danger.”
He frowned. He considered using his bond to dominate her so it wouldn’t happen again, but despite his initial reaction he wasn’t sure that was the best path.  She was a water nymph, and a powerful ally in battle, did he really want to hamstring her in that way?  His human instincts demanded he do exactly that, and keep her safe, as did his honor and his half of the bond’s responsibility.  But sometimes risk was required, and regardless of her needs and desires, he didn’t see her as a slave.
There was a balance to things.
“Very well, we will discuss tactics when fighting together, and agree on how it should be done.”
Her face fell at his apparent forgiveness.
He grinned, “Don’t worry, you definitely earned a spanking.  Later.”
No matter how much spanking her and then fucking her brains out appealed in that moment, it was hardly the time.
She giggled, but his promise did cheer her up.
They took the time to loot the bodies, and then left them in the tree line for the animals to dispose of.  He wouldn’t make much from their shoddy leather armor, but there were some good steel blades, as well as almost fifteen gold between the lot of them.  He put it all in his treasure room, to be exchanged for coin when they got to Sweetwater.
The fight, the adrenaline crash, and just Nysa being Nysa, he decided he couldn’t wait.  He thought he heard April’s tinkling laughter, as he picked up Nysa and dragged her into the dubious privacy of a hedge of bushes on the side of the road.
She gasped as he spanked her hard, and he pulled the dress off her body.  She was gloriously naked underneath it, and her breasts swayed and bounced seductively. 
His own armor was sent to his armory room, and he sighed in pleasure as her hand wrapped around his hard length.
“Harder, master. Please?  I’ve been a bad girl.”
Fuck, she was going to kill him, and she giggled naughtily as he twitched powerfully in her hand.  He wondered where she’d learned this new kinky game, and he decided maybe she’d had a naughty whore as one of her victims.  Whatever the case, she was clearly into it and enjoying her effect on him.
He couldn’t wait to be in her, so decided he could do both at once.  He gripped her long silky liquid midnight hair, and guided her down to her hands and knees, and took his place behind her.  The strong scent of her arousal made his cock twitch, and she was soaked for him as he rubbed the tip of his cock along her slit, gathering her natural lubrication before spearing her hard from behind.
It was all the proof he needed to his assumptions, that she was really enjoying this new game.
He pulled firmly on her hair, and just enjoyed the feeling of being sheathed in her hot, wet, and snug passage as she grew used to his rude invasion.  He spanked her hard with his other hand, which made her tighten and convulse around him in a way that filled his body with euphoric pleasure.
She gasped in pain, then sighed in pleasure as he ground himself inside her. 
She whispered, “Punish me, harder.”
He spanked her again, then again, and on the third time she cried out and started to convulse hard around him.  He felt her liquid satisfaction rush along his member and onto his balls and thighs, her body locked up in ecstasy. 
She was milking him hard, and he couldn’t hold back his need any longer as he pulled back on her hair firmly and started to slam himself into her.  She was gasping and shaking beneath him, but once her orgasm fully passed, she started to buck her whole body violently back against him, crying out his name with every violent thrust of their bodies.
The sweet sounds of her pleasure, and her obvious enjoyment, plus the mind-blowing physical pleasure of her body, made it very hard for him to hold back his pleasure, but he wanted to hear her scream his name one more time.
Her hot body seemed to grip him tightly each time they pulled apart, the softened to welcome him back into her depths with euphoric liquid friction.  She also ground her hips just a tiny bit, each time they came together, which seemed to up both their pleasure quite a bit if her breathy gasps and whimpers of pleasure were any indication.
He caressed her side and ass lightly with one hand, while the other mercilessly pulled her hair back, arching her back and moving her ass up for the perfect angle.  He rutted into her as she wildly bucked back into him, and he felt his own pleasure rising impossibly fast.  She was so sexy, so wanton, so wild, and all his. 
His focus was completely on Nysa, for the moment he trusted April to keep watch against intrusion, and he allowed himself to live in that moment.  There was only him, Nysa, and the pleasure their bodies shared.  All of his focus was on her, and making her cum for him, he loved the sounds she made.
Her sexy rounded ass vibrated and shook each time their body slammed together in a way that mesmerized him.  Her thin waist, and the way the sides of her incredibly bountiful breasts bounced into view each time their bodies came together violently was driving him crazy as well.  Her body was sumptuous, ripe, young, and nubile.  She truly was beautiful, sexy, and extremely willing.
She lived to give him pleasure, and she got great pleasure from delivering that. He felt the same way about her pleasure, more so as time went on.  Her wanton enjoyment made it so much harder to hold back his own satisfaction.  Beyond that, of all the positions they’d tried together, this one was the hardest for him to hold his pleasure back.
He spanked her solidly as he lost control, hoping that would trigger her pleasure, and it did.  Hard.
She clamped around him and she screamed his name as his legs went numb, and the pleasure of it rolled through his body and mind like an unstoppable wave.
He grunted, “Nysa,” as he started to pulse his seed deep into her nubile body.  He was lost in the ecstasy, as was she.  He had the random thought, that if it wasn’t for his need of treasure and food, he wasn’t all that sure he’d ever stop fucking her.
He leaned down, as he pulled her hair to the side turning her head, and he claimed a kiss from her warm full lips.
She kissed him pack passionately, her hand reaching back to cradle his head, and she let out a sweet contented sigh and nibbled his lip as it ended.
The spanking and rough treatment had been fun, if only because she so clearly got off on it, but it also had a side effect he wasn’t expecting.  Their kiss was warm, sweet, and lingering, after the violence of it, the protective and tender feelings he’d felt before were magnified in the aftermath, by a great amount.  Almost as if punishing her had amplified that end result.  The wellspring of tenderness he felt in his chest was almost overwhelming.
Not that it was true punishment. Clearly, she’d wanted it.  But it was still a point.  He pulled out and gathered her up in his arms, and he caressed her back and hair.
She looked blissfully happy and joyful at the tender affection, and the look in his eyes.
He murmured, “That was different.”
She giggled, “You’re an incredible lover, Muranth.  You learned so quickly how to read my body, and you give me pleasure as I do so for you.  I thought after you mastered the basics of lovemaking so quickly, and the typical positions, I could introduce you to more… intense and kinky bedroom games.  So far, I’ve loved it all.”
He grunted, “It doesn’t seem hard to pay attention.  It’s obvious when what I’m doing is working for you, and when it’s just okay pleasure wise.”
She bit her lip, “Most men aren’t as intensely aware as you are, master.  You spend the same intense and relentless focus on me and my reactions in bed, that you use on the battlefield.  Most men wouldn’t bother and would just take their pleasure.  Besides, I was curious myself to explore other… options.  It is a part of me and my intense sexuality as a nymph that I’ve never been able to explore before.  When hunting it was best to keep things simple.”
He snorted, she wasn’t wrong.  He imagined if she’d begged him for a spanking when he met her at the pool, he wouldn’t have fallen for her artful and innocent seduction. 
“So, this is telling me about a desire?  I’m all for exploring the limits, and the games as you call them.”
She giggled, “Sort of.  Yes, it is a desire, but you said other desires, so I don’t think that this counted.  It’s still rooted in my need to pleasure and serve you, even if partially on my behalf and curiosity.”
Right, that made sense. 
She seemed content, satiated, and joyful to be in his arms.
He wondered though, if that affection and need of him was all pure instinct.  Could a monster truly care, or was it all pure animal instinct?  Could she love, or was it all just a selfish monster need to serve, protect, and fuck for pleasure that was programmed into her very existence?
He shook his head.  Was the human potential to cherish, love, and feel lust any different?  It was part of their makeup, the body and the instincts that inhabited them.  He wasn’t sure, but he knew he already felt more for Nysa than what the bond and his honor would call for.  He wondered if she’d be able to return that.  He suspected the answer was yes and no, she’d return it in her own way, and according to her nature.  That would have to be enough.  He just wasn’t sure what that was yet.
Humans formed deeper more meaningful attachments over time, would Nysa as well, or was the full depth of her feelings already achieved?  Time would tell if she could grow.  He hoped she found other desires, and told him about them, that would be a pretty solid sign she wasn’t limited to what her nature prompted of her, wouldn’t it?
It didn’t help that all these human emotions and feelings were brand knew to him as well.  He had to figure humanity out and learn how to control all these new impulses himself. 
He kind of already understood why he had to take this form for his walkabout.  It made the humans more understandable to him, and he’d keep that understanding when he returned to his true form and went home.  Without this experience, he’d have never seen humans as more than animals and prey.  Just a week ago, his initial thoughts on humans and their city was laughably wrong, but he’d have never figured that out without becoming one of them.
He was beginning to suspect that was another major reason for the walkabout, along with filling his treasure room and mastering his magical potential.  Just… a major purpose that his people didn’t share with those coming of age beforehand.  Most likely because he wouldn’t have understood the need back then.
It also made sense to force their young to learn this lesson, some of his people’s longest wars had been with humankind in the past.  Understanding them might help prevent that kind of thing from recurring in the future.
He held her a little longer, but the day was moving on, and they still had the afternoon to travel.  If he’d held her any longer, they’d have wound up loving each other again.  They cleaned up the blood and sweat the best they could. Nysa’s magic helped there in gathering some water from the air itself.  He also used the cantrip, which removed the scent of sex and sticky feeling.
He’d have preferred a bath, but he felt clean enough as they mounted up and moved down the road.




Chapter Ten

Sweetwater was a small village just north of the main road.  It was also positioned just past a much larger river with a bridge across it.  There were several large buildings with water wheels, as well as grain warehouses.  He assumed the name for the town came from its major production of mead.  The village was obviously one of their major ones, that provided mead across the kingdom as well as huge amounts of emergency food stores.
As a result, it had its own walls, though not quite as tall as the one around the city.  The main street wasn’t all that different than the last town, with the usual stores and food stalls.  A few men looked over his Nysa, but the jealousy was easy to master, and there was even a little amusement involved at her haughty expression as she appeared to be above it all.
They replenished their supplies, sold their loot, and stabled the horses.  After paying out, he had a surplus of almost thirty gold in his treasury which warmed his heart.  They headed for the inn to check the monster bounty board, and to get a room overnight.  He considered the idea of looking for a wizard or witch for training, but ultimately decided to take the witch’s advice and decided it could wait until they’d reached the port city.
He looked over the tap room which had a good number of people in it for lunch, and they moved over to a table right near the entrance.  He left Nysa there for a moment, to get a room and check the board.  The woman behind the bar was in her late forties, and she gave him a welcoming smile.
“What can I get you?”
He said, “A room for the night, and lunch, dinner, and breakfast for me and my companion.”
She said, “A silver.”
He frowned, “Seven copper.”
She sighed, “Make it eight, and you’ve got a deal.”
He pulled eight copper out of his pocket and handed it over.
She said, “Second room on the left, up the stairs.”
He nodded, and then walked over to the bounty board.  There was only one again, but he understood why immediately.  There was a pack of dire wolves to the north of the town, giving the hunters a hard time.  Two of them had died, and three had their kills stolen by the pack but managed to escape with their lives.  Dire wolves were very territorial, and they would’ve cleared out any other monsters in the area.
He was pretty sure they could track them and take them down this afternoon, then move on in the morning.  The less time they spent in each town the better, at their current speed he’d be back in the capital in just seven weeks. 
He turned back to the table and froze, as a growl rose up in him.  He’d turned just in time to see some asshole trying to put his hand on Nysa’s shoulder.  The man looked arrogant and overly confident despite the look of disdain on Nysa’s face.
It was also obvious the man had just walked in, and the dick hadn’t seen she had a companion with her.
The fact the man’s hand didn’t make contact, and slipped off, wasn’t nearly funny enough to cool his reaction.  He was frozen, fighting the urge to tear the fucker’s head off, when the man was lifted off the ground by water magic, and slammed into the wall.
Nysa yawned, and gave the lecher a disdainful bored look, then winked over at him.
The man got up red faced and angry, as a dead silence settled over the bar.
Nysa said coolly, “Keep your hands to yourself, or you won’t be getting up next time you try.”
He still wanted to kill the guy, but he knew that wasn’t right, and Nysa was more than a match for the asshole.  Still, he felt like taut bowstring about to snap.
The man said, “That was a mistake darling, you don’t know who you’re dealing with.”
Nysa smiled coldly, “No man has a right to take uninvited liberties, not even the king.  Are you brain damaged? I’m not interested.”
She looked away with a dismissive sniff, and the tension hung there for a moment.  The whole damned inn was tensed up, which told him the rake was used to taking liberties wanted or not, and somehow got away with it.
The man sneered, “I’m Baron of Sweetwater you little bitch.  You’ll learn your place one way or the other.  Which is on your knees, if you had any doubts.”
He frowned.
Nysa shook her head, “What, you saw me ride into town and ran right over here?” she looked around the room, “Did you miss my rather large male companion?  Is the nobility corrupt in this village?”
Several of the women in the room looked down and away in shame, while several of the men fisted their hands but otherwise kept their peace.  What kind of place was this?  Did the mayor rape every woman in town?  Their tense silence was enough of an answer.
The baron smirked, “Well, the easy way or the hard way?  If you cooperate you might even enjoy it.”
Was this baron really threatening rape his woman in a crowded tavern?  He decided if he acted on something other than jealousy, and while in control of himself, it wouldn’t be a failure on his part.  In fact, he didn’t feel out of control at all, nor a bloodlust, just a cold knowledge that this man needed to die.  The shock of the baron’s words had cut through his darker instincts with shock.
He’d had no idea humans could be so twisted by a sense of power.
His magic surged as he lifted his hand, and a bolt of lightning tore through the air. The concussive sound in the closed room caused several people to cry out as the baron was cooked in lightning.  He walked across the room slowly and summoned a sword to his hand.  It was just a few moments of grisly work, and the baron’s blackened head decorated a pike outside the inn.
There was dead silence in the tavern as he went back inside and kissed a shocked Nysa before sitting down.
“How about that lunch?” he asked, suddenly starved.
Several people got up and ran outside, but most of them looked like they wanted to cheer as they started to eat their meals again.  A few conversations even started up.  A cute tavern wench with long blonde hair delivered their lunch with a nervous smile, before retreating, and he dug in.
Nysa said, “Umm, shouldn’t we leave?”
He shook his head, “Nope.  No baron could abuse their position so openly without support.  There’s no way the king would put up with it if he knew about it.  I suspect there’ll be some guards to kill, and maybe the baron’s wizard as well, since he’s obviously been editing his reports to the capital.  That’s why I put the baron’s head on a pike, it only seems fair to warn his supporters what they should expect to happen when they get here.”
A young lady at the next table choked on her drink at his words.
The food was good, and he felt a great deal of satisfaction in the act.  He was fairly certain he’d be able to resist his darker instincts and bloodlust mixed with jealousy in the future.  Any normal rake, even the most aggressive of men, would’ve given up after Nysa’s display of power and disdain.  It wouldn’t be easy, but he no longer doubted he could do it, and he knew eventually he’d get used to it.
No, it was just rapists, and men who would try to force her regardless that he’d act against, and those kind of men deserved death.  If Nysa didn’t kill them herself.
He growled, “Eat.”
She grinned, “Yes, Muranth,” with twinkling eyes.
He heard light giggles in his ear, and a soft whisper only he could hear, “Two squads of guards are headed this way, as well as a wizard.  If it helps, I think you did the right thing, but it might bite us in the ass later.  Only the king has the authority to accuse and punish the nobility.”
He grunted, twenty guards and a wizard, that had to be close to every damned guard in the village.  Even he might have trouble with that many, out in the open anyway.  He stood up and shifted his favorite sword and shield to his hand and left arm as he took position in the doorway.  A simple but very effective strategy.  At least, until some of them round the inn and use the backdoor.
“Watch my back.”
Nysa winked, and just stayed at the table as she ate another spoonful of beef stew.
There were at least twenty guards out there, and the wizard was in his early thirties and in the back of the group. 
He said, “Guards!  I am Muranth, perhaps you’ve heard of me.  Your baron just tried to force my companion to have sex with him, this is the result.”
He waved his sword at the baron’s head on the pike.
“I don’t know which of you participated in this abuse of power, but I suggest any that didn’t stand back.  Nothing you do can stop an investigation at this point. The king will find out the truth with the baron dead and punish those of you responsible.  If I have to, I’ll put you all down myself.”
The wizard sneered, “Kill him!” and then started to cast a spell.
He wished he’d mastered water magic enough to use it in battle, it’d have come in handy in that moment, but he was more than deadly enough without it.  There were too many people between him and the wizard for an accurate lightning strike to get through.  Only five of the soldiers charged the door.  Another five ran around the side, and ten seemed to be indecisive and waiting to see what happened.
The soldiers had obviously fought together before, the first two to reach the door worked together.  One slashing at him while the other went to a knee at an angle and lunged at him.
He swept the slashing soldier’s sword with his shield while he slashed down and to the right to parry the lunging sword.  His return swing of the sword flicked out and cut through the soldier’s throat who was off balance from his sword missing armor and flesh.
He lunged and shield bashed the second soldier sending him flying on his ass with blood spray out his nose.  He slashed that one as well, but it was just a flesh wound as he backed back into the doorway.
The wizard’s spell hit him, and he felt a wave of lassitude go over him.  His own magic fought back and rose in him, resisting the sleep spell as he roared in anger and adrenaline flooded his veins.  His heart pounded and a growl rose in his throat.
The other three soldiers in front kept their distance, surrounding the doorway.  No doubt to lure him into attacking one of them, so the other two could attack his flanks.
“I need a dagger,” said a soft sultry voice.
Right, Nysa couldn’t use her claws in front of witnesses.  He shifted a long-curved dagger from his armory, and it clattered on the floor behind him.  Nysa snatched it up with a giggle, and she ran toward the back of the inn.  Presumably to use the same tactic he was on the other five soldiers.
Fuck it, this was taking too long.
He leapt forward and bashed his shield hard against the soldier on the left, while swinging his sword at the middle one to force the guard to keep his distance.  The first soldier moved fast, and tried to dodge, but he adjusted and sent him flying back.  The man wasn’t out, but he was down for the moment, and he turned his attention to the last two.
He danced to the left and kept soldier three on the other side of two, as he screamed and moved his shield in position to bash.  He moved forward, and the soldier dodged to the side and swung his sword, but he’d been feinting.
His shield contemptuously changed direction, knocked the sword wide, and his sword sunk into the soldier’s throat.  He twisted the sword savagely and sent the soldier’s head flying as he kicked him hard in the chest, sending the headless body and spray of blood into the third soldier.
He twisted around and cut the arm off the soldier rising to his feet, who fell back to the ground.  Without looking away from the final soldier on his feet, who’d now recovered from being corpse bashed. He took two steps back to the left, and violently stomped the other soldier’s neck that he’d knocked out earlier.  It snapped loudly.
He grinned ferally at the last soldier, relieved the other ten hadn’t joined in the festivities.  He also had much better line of sight on the wizard who’d started to cast another spell.  His magic surged, and rose up his arm, and he pointed his sword at the wizard.
Lightning exploded from the tip of his sword, and it coruscated around the wizard.  Unfortunately, the bastard seemed to be protected from magic, and the wizard gave him a smug glare while he continued to cast.
The voice stopped suddenly, and when he looked over he saw a dagger blade sticking out of his chest, with a very beautiful and lissome woman standing behind him.
The last guard foolishly thought to take advantage of his distraction, but he wasn’t distracted.  His focus was absolute in battle, it was one of the good ways his root and human instincts combined.  Humans were predators too, after all, and he’d learned long ago how to maintain vigilance without tiring his mind and body.
He parried the soldier’s sword easily, and then introduce his shield spike to the soldier’s head.
The woman pulled her dagger out, twisting it as she did so, then casually cleaned it on the wizard’s robes before sheathing it at her waist.
She said, “I’ve been wanting to do that for years.  The small dicked prick,” she kicked his corpse, “You got all the assholes, these guys aren’t so bad,” then the dark brunette beauty winked at him and walked off. 
Damn, he didn’t even get her name.
Nysa walked out of the inn, and smiled widely at him, her dagger covered in blood.
He shifted all his weapons back to his armory, leaving the blood behind to splash on the ground, and he made a mental note to buy her a dagger of her own for the times they were in towns.  It might just come up again.
He turned toward the soldiers, “Is there another wizard or witch in this village?”
One of them stepped forward, “No.  Carl was just as bad as the baron, and he drove out any competition.  He wouldn’t take apprentices either.  Too worried one would report on them when they learned the communication spell, no doubt.”
He nodded, “Who’s in charge with the Baron dead?”
The soldier frowned, “The chamberlain.”
He sighed, “Tell him what happened here, and I’ll carry a message to the next village if he wishes and have their wizard report what happened.  I imagine the king will send a replacement at some point, and more soldiers.”
“You’ll need to stay here, there’ll be questions.”
He shook his head, “The baron can ask them, in the next town.  I’m not cooling my heels for a week, and someone needs to deliver the message.  I don’t think you can spare the soldiers for that, who will protect the town?”
They’d have to send at least half to ensure making it through any monsters or bandits that might be on the road, and they couldn’t protect the town with just five of them.
The soldier grunted, “Baroness, actually, if you’re going east to Deerfield.  Are you really Muranth, the lich slayer?”
Lich slayer?
“Yes.”
The guard nodded nervously, and they all left toward the baron’s estate.  Apparently, they weren’t going to make an issue of his refusal to stay.
He shook his head, and then went back inside the inn to finish his lunch.




Chapter Eleven

The thick forest was filled with shadows later that afternoon, as the sun sunk toward the horizon.  Dire wolves weren’t animals, they were cruelly intelligent monsters who hunted in a pack.  They only barely resembled a wolf.  Four footed, a gray coat, and worked as a pack, but their jaws were huge making their heads looked deformed, and their tails were long as whips, hairless, and often used as weapons.  Their paws and claws were bigger and sharper, made to rip and slice, more than for traction when running.
They also didn’t seem to be around at all.  After hunting for a couple of hours they’d found signs of tracks, but nothing definitive or fresh.  The rain yesterday must’ve washed most of them out, and they were smart enough to disguise their trail.  It was the first time since he’d arrived in this plane that he felt the urge to shift to his primary form, which had a much better sense of smell than the humans for tracking.
Of course, shifting to his true form during a walkabout was forbidden, on pain of death.
He sighed as he looked around.  He’d even summoned his bow and hunted down an older buck.  He’d skinned and hung it, drained the blood, and cut up the meat into slabs and strips.  He had to admit he was surprised he hadn’t been attacked, like other hunters were, and wondered if they hadn’t left the area.
It looked like they’d be stuck in Sweetwater for another day after all.  He’d have to come back out tomorrow morning and see if he had better luck. 
“Let’s head back, we’ll try again in the morning.”
April replied, “Wherever they are, they’re not around here.  Their den must be miles from here.  Do you want to talk about earlier?”
He grunted, “What’s to talk about.  The asshole had it coming.”
April giggled, “Yes, I suppose he did.  I’m just curious what you were thinking.”
He snorted, “You want to know if I lost control, for your report.”
April sighed, and he felt her settle her weight on his shoulder.
“I’m pretty sure you didn’t fall into a bloodlust, but I’m not positive, and I can’t be unless you tell me.”
It was impossible to lie to her, both through their bond and because of a fairy’s life magic.
“I enjoyed killing the bastard, but I didn’t act until he used the physical threat of taking her against her will to coerce her.  I would’ve done the same for any female in this town, not just Nysa who is mine.”
April replied, “For anyone?”
He shrugged, and then snickered when she grabbed his ear to steady herself with a huff.
“Human nature.  It expands my usual need to protect what is mine to include others.  I find that odd as well, even as I’m starting to accept it.  Point is, I was very much in control, and if not content with what was happening, I was at least prepared to let her handle things until they’d gotten that far.  I imagine the king won’t be pleased when he hears what his baron was up to in this place.”
April replied, “Agreed, it seems that monsters and bandits weren’t the only one emboldened by the war and fallout.”
He hadn’t considered it from that angle before.  Perhaps the baron had only started to give into his dark desires because the king couldn’t pay as close attention to the inner workings of the kingdom.
Nysa had been quiet during the conversation, and she seemed merely content to walk alongside him.
April said, “We have to be wary. Your sister is up to something.  She told me she picked this realm because it would truly test you. Whatever that means I don’t think we’ve discovered it yet.  I believe she wants you to fail.”
He frowned, “What aren’t you saying?  You know something more. Her comment though questionable isn’t enough to draw a sure conclusion.  Especially not for a prince, who should be tested to a higher standard.”
April sighed.
“Blossom told me she fears your power.”
He scowled.  He didn’t want to lead, but the tradition was for the most powerful among the royals to lead.  Once he passed his walkabout and had fully trained all his magics, he might take her place.  His sister had always been a hotheaded pain in his ass, but would she really try to make him fail?  There were very few things that led to an instant failure for a walkabout. 
Even losing himself to his darker instincts and a bloodlust wouldn’t have weighed all that heavily against him unless he continued to fail that control over the long run.  Or instead of working for treasure, killing and stealing it in raids was heavily frowned upon, and showed a lack of control and character, but one or two slips in that way wouldn’t condemn him fully either.
Failure was a part of growth after all, only the continued failure to control himself and learn from his mistakes would doom him upon his return.  Having other bonded was frowned upon, but not an egregious thing either.  Not if it wasn’t done merely for power, although it was embarrassing. 
Shifting to his primary form or seeking to rule the lesser races he walked among, were the only two things that would see his end immediately.  He didn’t see either of those things happening, and he had a strong grip on even the lesser offences.
The second one was never a temptation for him, and the former could be born easily enough, so what did his sister have in mind?  He’d always been more controlled than Khalea, than most of his people truth be told. 
“I will not fail.  We’ll deal with whatever comes.”
The conversation ended there, mostly because they were nearing the town and he didn’t want to risk exposing April to the humans.  He also, after looking around one more time for a sign of dire wolves, cast his cleaning cantrip and cleaned up the blood on his armor and get fresh.  He’d been hoping to lure them in with the scent.
Monsters couldn’t resist the scent of human or animal blood.
Between the deerskin and meat, they made two gold, and he resisted the urge to put it in his treasury as he slipped it into his pocket.
It would be much easier to spend that way.  Once in his treasury he was loath to ever let it go.  A few coppers for a room wasn’t bad but spending gold from his treasury would be much more difficult.
“Let’s pick you out a dagger, for the times we’re in a village or city, just in case.”
Nysa gave him a spontaneous heated and sultry look, and her voice was more than a bit breathy.
“Thank you, Muranth.”
They headed over to the blacksmith shop, and Nysa picked out a small set of four throwing daggers with six-inch blades, instead of a longer dagger.  He didn’t ask, but assumed she chose them because they were the same length as her claws, and she could dual wield them and use her natural fighting style with them.
She looked rather excited as she belted them on her wrists and thighs, which would conceal them under the sleeves and skirt of her simple black dress.
He frowned as a thought occurred, “We should probably buy you new clothes as well, I don’t think sorceress’s wear peasant dresses.”
That was an oversight on his part, but one easily remedied.  The two dresses at the tailor cost him another silver, from his treasury, but he decided it was very much worth the price given how she looked in them.
Technically they were robes, but they looked similar to a dress a merchant class woman would wear.  She looked incredibly beautiful and sexy, as well as deadly, in the elaborate red robes that hugged her waspish waist and was low cut enough to show a teasing amount of her vast cleavage.  The dark blue robes were similarly effective, but he had those hanging in his armory.  Her curvy body was built for sin, and she moved it very well as they headed back toward the inn.
He was enjoying the hell out of the view, but at the same time so were several other men, which made him second guess his decision.  On the other hand, the stolen glances were very short, and they looked a little nervous about it as well.  Of course, he was happy to see she was completely ignoring them, even as she preened and obviously enjoyed his hot eyes and attention on her.
They walked into the inn, and it was a bit early, but a few others were already eating the evening meal as they sat down at one of the tables.  More than a few people nodded and smiled in his direction, they were obviously well pleased with his earlier actions, and seemed a lot more relaxed and secure.  That made him feel good about what he’d done.
The cute blonde wench flounced over to the table with a welcoming smile.  Apparently, he was the town hero now.
“What can I get you?  We have a beef and vegetable dish, or chicken tonight.”
He replied, “Beef, double helping, and an ale please.”
He’d need the calories, with his body in top shape, using magic, and fighting today.  Not to mention the hunting he’d done that afternoon.  He was starved.
Nysa said, “Chicken, and I’ll take a mead.”
She smiled, and said, “If you need anything else, just ask for Sherry.”
She turned and walked away with a sway in her hips that should be illegal.
He’d be lying if he said it wasn’t a tempting offer, but his desires only had one target that early evening.  Nysa was simply ravishing in those red robes, and her ocean blue eyes were promising him untold pleasures in that moment.  Even more so than usual.  Who knew the way to a monster lady’s heart was a couple of thoughtful gifts and some admiring attention?  She was practically glowing under his honest and appreciative regard.
Nysa said, “Thank you for today, all of it I mean.”
I looked her over, “All my pleasure.”
The water nymph blushed, which was a first, and she muttered something about damned rules.  No doubt about the no public sex rule.
She asked, “Will you train me to use them?  I was clumsy with a dagger earlier today, only my magic holding them still allowed me to win.  I fear if I face a shielded warrior I would be killed easily.”
He frowned, not liking the idea of her death at all, and his low angry growl seemed to please her beyond measure.
“We can do that in the mornings.  Any other desires?”
She shook her head, “Not yet, you’ll be the first to know.”
Sherry came back with their meal, and they both dug in.  Their conversation moved less consequential things as they planned out the next couple of days.  They’d hunt for the pack again tomorrow, all day if necessary, but if they came up empty again then they’d head east for Deerfield the following morning.  He wasn’t willing to stay there longer, who knew how often the pack moved toward the town to pick off a hunter or two, or if they’d even be back at all?
Underneath that they were having an entirely different conversation with body language.  They were both fucking each other with their eyes, and they turned in early without even discussing it once the meal was finished.
The door was barely closed, when he pulled her firmly into his arms and kissed her soft lips demandingly.  His right hand wrapped around the back of her neck firmly, fingers sliding through her silken midnight hair, while his other hand worked at the opening of her robes.
His own leathers were shifted away to his armory with a thought and small surge of magic.
Her hands were even less subtle, as she dragged her nails down his chest and took him in hand.
He gasped, as she kissed off his lips and onto his neck, her sweet sexy breaths and needy sigh went right to his libido as she melted her body against him aggressively.  He sighed as she stroked him lightly, then went down to her knees, dragging her breasts and hard nipples down his body. 
“Fuck, Nysa, that’s so good, my sexy nymph,” he said softly as she took him into her hot mouth.  He leaned back against the door as she sucked his tip, rolling her tongue around the sensitive head, while stroking his base with her other hand.
It was more than those amazing sensations, it was the contented and wild moan of pleasure, and the look of adoration in her eyes as she looked up at him and lost herself in the task.  She was wanton and held nothing back.  She was completely and sensually shameless as she took him deeper into her mouth.  Her eyes and sweet sounds told him there was nowhere else she wanted to be than on her knees and servicing his cock with her hot mouth.
Her lips were soft and silky, and she sucked hard to milk him as she pulled her head away and swirled her tongue around him again.  She looked so content, and so damned hot, with her lips locked around his cock.  She took him in again, deeper this time, as he felt the sensitive tip hitting the back of her throat.  The light vibrations of her moans added a new dimension to the shockingly pleasurable sensation, and her other hand found his balls to roll them in her palm, while her long nails teased his taint and her other hand milked his base with a light twist.
All those sensations together made him moan and twitch powerfully in her mouth.  His legs grew weak as he caressed her face, held her long hair in a firm grip while leaving her in control, and stared deeply into her eyes.  He wasn’t sure how long he could last, after their long day of building lust, and all the disparate and amazingly pleasurable sensations rocking his body.
She popped off and stroked him lightly but quickly, “Master, I need to taste you.  I’ve been wanting you in my mouth all day.”
She spit on his head, and then she spread that and his precum with her stroking hand.  Lubrication for her silken lips, as she took him in again and started to bob her head up and down on him quickly.  Her suction milked him every time, as well as her nimble tongue sending intense pleasure through his body as she swirled the head at the apex of her movement.  Her right hand worked in perfect synchronicity with her mouth, milking and lightly twisting his base at the same time she swirled her tongue, and she moved her hand back down as her she took him back in to her throat.
He’d never felt anything so intense, and he didn’t last long under the pleasurable, sensual, and wanton assault.  He wasn’t sure who wanted him to fill her mouth more, him or her, she was just that into it as she lost herself in the act.
He grunted, “Nysa!”
She moaned deeply and sensuously in approval, as he expanded in her mouth.  She backed off, her lips locked around him just past the crown of his cock, and she started to stroke him firmly and extremely quickly to extend his pleasure as pulses of his liquid ecstasy filled her mouth.
He came so hard he was dizzy, and probably would’ve fallen on his ass if not for leaning against the door and locking his knees.
She had a sweet contented look on her face, as she popped off and nuzzled his overly sensitive tip with her cheek.  She was so kittenish as she lavishly licked him clean.
“Thank you, master.”
Holy crap, she was going to kill him.
He ordered, “Get on the bed, now.”
She smiled widely, “Yes, master.”
He watched as she rose slowly, and she turned her body and her head at the same time to keep their eyes intimately locked until she was looking over her shoulder.  He sighed as she dropped the robes to the ground, and he enjoyed the view of her bubbled ass as she walked to the bed, and then crawled onto it.
“You are so beautiful.”
She blushed for the second time since he’d met her, and given the context, he had an insight of sorts.  No blushes when she acted like a shameless wanton sex goddess, in her need to pleasure him and take pleasure in it, but true affection was foreign to her.  She didn’t know how to handle it.  It also told him she wasn’t immune to it. Which meant she had the capacity for true affection and not just their bond of master and servant, and her instincts to be his sex slave and serve his every whim.
He could think more on it later, right in that moment his mouth watered to return the favor.  He planned to pleasure her with his tongue until she came for him multiple times and begged him for his cock.
So, he did.  Her body was deliciously sensitive to his every touch, so reactive, and he took his time pleasuring her to her height over and over again.  Once she’d cum for him the first time, she came for him quickly, easily, and powerfully after that.  Maybe he even understood the looks of deep contentment she’d given him earlier from her knees better, because the sweet sounds of her bliss gave him a deep sense of pleasure and joy.  If she hadn’t begged for his cock, he’d have been happy to do it all night long.
Her deep pleasure and sensuous responses to his touch was endlessly fascinating to him.
It was several hours and several positions later when they were finished.  Their lust overspent.  He cradled her from behind in the spooning position, his hand wrapped around her soft and extremely bountiful breast. They’d rutted and reached their heights to the point he’d lost count, and that last time she’d ridden him slowly and decadently, before bringing them both to a luxuriously fulfilling finish.
She wiggled back against him and settled with a sweet sigh of contentment.
His cock was a bit sore, and he channeled his magic, transmuted it to life magic, and sent it to all the sore spots in his body.  Blessed relief and warmth filled him, and that added to the satiation he felt was a hell of a feeling.  He also felt warm with Nysa so content in his arms.  When he went to heal her too, his healing magic was blocked by hers.
“Nysa?”
Nysa giggled, “I heal fast, master. I’ll be fine by morning.  I… really like feeling sore, and well used.  The soreness mixed with the conflicting after bliss and satiated feeling is a deliciously naughty sensation, and I don’t want to lose it.  Not yet.”
He chuckled, and kissed the top of her head fondly, which made her melt back against him and sigh.  When he tried to move his hand to her stomach, she grasped it and moved it back to her breast.  Well, he sure as hell wasn’t going to argue, it felt strangely intimate and he was more than content with it right where it was as they sought sleep.




Chapter Twelve

The next morning at breakfast they received more than a few speculative looks from the others at the inn, as well as Sherry.  The only thing he could think of was they were hardly quiet last night, she was a screamer, and he was hardly quiet himself.  He’d taken her to bliss far more than he’d reached it, which wasn’t an inconsiderable amount of times.
Not to mention their morning reprise before taking a bath.
As he’d suspected, her blue robes were just as sexy as the red, if not more so.  She wore the hell out of them, as they say.
The eggs, bacon, sausage, and gruel really hit the spot, and they were headed toward the forest again shortly after dawn.
Nysa said, “A lone hunter might be more tempting for the pack, master.”
He frowned, “What are you suggesting?”
Nysa said, “I also haven’t swam in a couple of days.  You could rove along the shore of the river, while I swim and watch over you.  If the dire wolves come, I’ll join you in the fight.”
He grunted, he wasn’t thrilled by the idea of having her out of his sight, but she’d be safe enough in the river and her element.  It also wasn’t a bad plan, he might pick off another deer, or other prey animals that drink from the river.  That way the day won’t be a total loss, even if the dire wolves don’t show up.
Plus, even monsters like dire wolves needed to drink.  If they did move this way today, they’d be thirsty after a long run.
“Do it, but be careful.”
She smiled, “Yes, master.”
He didn’t think twice about her calling him master any longer.  She’d never made the mistake of not using his name when they might be overheard by one the humans, and she seemed to enjoy calling him that.
In truth, he kind of liked it as well. His water nymph’s obvious and total devotion had her worming her way into his heart.  Much deeper than simple lust and affection, and the need to protect what was his.  Some of that was shallow instinct he knew, and due to the pleasure they shared at night, but that didn’t make it less true, or the deeper feelings less meaningful in the long run.
She started to strip as soon as they were out of sight of the village.  She kissed him softly and teasingly, before she dove into the river and became one with it.  That pleased him greatly, she’d never done that before.  That kiss hadn’t been lust at all, just pure sweet spontaneous affection.
He shifted her robes and daggers to his treasury.  His kind weren’t pack horses, and he wouldn’t use his treasury to carry goods for others, only what was his.  But for his bonded it was different.  She, the dress, and the daggers all belonged to him, after all.
He shifted a bow and quiver from his armory, and he put them over his shoulders.  He figured it wouldn’t hurt to look like a hunter either, just in case the wolves spotted him before he saw them, they wouldn’t be spooked off.  A hunter of animals was their prey, where a warrior might give them pause, and an unarmed man would be suspicious away from the village.
He moved slowly along the river and tree line, using the time to practice his water magic to train his subconscious, while he felt and listened for any signs of another predator around him. 
April said, “I’ll scout deeper in the forest, and come right back.”
He nodded slightly, “Thanks, April.”
He hadn’t realized it until then, but April had been unusually quiet recently.  Obviously, she’d been giving him the illusion of privacy with Nysa during their lovemaking, and even during their breakfast and walk to the forest.  He’d have to figure out a way to thank his bonded for that.  In fact, it seemed a little strange.  His fairy was earthy and teasing, with a wicked sense of humor.  Point being, he’d have expected her to tease him about how much he’d been slaking his lust, a lustful need that Nysa had only made worse by her constant presence.
But April hadn’t. Teased him at all that is, outside of that first day.
He was quite fond of her, if not loved her, and he’d even had a crush of sorts on her when they were younger.  His kind did shift, and her kind could grow to virtually any size of the same proportions with life magic.  That made the act of sex more than possible between them, at least physically, but any kind of tryst was forbidden.
His kind mated with his kind after the walkabout, and the bonded fairies mated at the same time with one of their own.  There’d been problems, in that first generation after the fairies as a race had started to bond to theirs for safety.  There’d been some cross-species mating to the surprise of the elders of both races.  Of course, fairies were magical in nature, less biological than the other intelligent mortal races, which was a form his kind couldn’t fully take.  That meant no children for such a union.
It’d caused problems, so had been forbidden to future generations, lest their populations suffer.
Point being, he wondered if his activity was affecting April in some way.  The fairies didn’t have a powerful lust like his kind did, which seemed even more enhanced in this human form, but they did have inclinations that way and she had no partner to slake hers.  Perhaps another negative in bonding to the water nymph, just not one for him.  A challenge for his bonded fairy.
Or, maybe he was projecting, and reading too much into her recent lack of teasing. He’d need to talk to her about it.  The only question was how to bring up such a sensitive matter.
He heard the sharp quiet sound of a twig breaking quite distance away, and he dropped his water magic as he put all his focus on his awareness and what his senses were telling him.  The forest quieted as he scanned the trees looking for a flash of gray among the brown and greens.
April whispered directly in his ear, “Six of them, moving in to surround you,” in a nervous voice.
He nodded, and pulled his bow off his shoulder, and knocked an arrow, though he didn’t draw it yet.  Six would be tough to beat, on the good side it would mean sixty gold, plus another twelve or so for the skins. Monster skins held magic better than animal skins did, and they were more valuable as a result.  It was also why his leathers had come from a wyvern.
He continued to slink through the trees along the riverside as he had been before that, just like a hunter looking for deer would do it if they were unaware of being hunted.  His senses however were stretched to the limits, and he listened to his instincts as the pack closed in around him.  He caught a glimpse of gray, but he decided to wait until they’d closed in a bit further.
He needed to wound one with his first shot, or the whole pack might retreat if he missed.  A wounded member of the pack however, would drive them into an angry bloodlust, and ensure they attacked and stuck around.
He smirked, as one of them walked out on a trail, and pulled his bowstring back as he brought up the bow.  Of course, that wolf was just a distraction and bait, for him that is.  At the last second, he twisted his waist to the right, and smoothly released the arrow at a dire wolf lunging out of a nearby thicket.  They hunted in packs, the obvious one had just been setting him up for the kill.
The arrow whistled through the air and sunk into its chest a few inches, dire wolf hides were much thicker and harder to penetrate than a true wolf’s.  He stepped to the side as he summoned his bastard sword, and he wielded it with both hands and cut down with all his strength as the wolf flew passed him.
His sword slammed into its neck and severed its spinal cord.  The dire wolf cried out as its momentum continued.  His sword was stuck, so he released it before it was ripped out of his hands, or before he was dragged along for the ride.  The dire wolf was already dead as it hit the ground and slid to a stop.
He shifted a six-foot-long staff, with a stabbing blade similar to a poignard on one end and a scythe on the other.  The wolf on the trail had disappeared into the coverage, and he heard the four other wolves charging in his direction from four different ones.  It’d take a few seconds for them to converge on him, he couldn’t counter all four at once, so he did the only thing that made sense.
He charged one of them. 
The dire wolf growled as they saw each other, and he waited patiently for it to leap for his throat.  As soon as it did, and its trajectory was committed and couldn’t be changed, he dropped and slid feet first under it.  He twisted his staff and the poignard end slammed into its chest.  The other end of the staff slammed into the ground next to him, and it acted as a lever lifting the wolf higher as the blade dug deeper and pierced its heart.
The dire wolf’s momentum took him over the arc, and then its body was torn off the blade by its own momentum as it kept going.  It hit the ground hard, never to move again.
Of course, as he leapt to his feet, he found himself surrounded on all four sides, and swung the sickle side of the staff in a circle to back them off.  He channeled his magic and a booming arc of lightning exploded from the poignard side and into one of the wolves.
He was pretty sure all he’d done was piss the thing off, although it did look a little crispy around the edges.
The wolf closest to the river yelped, and he turned in time to see it dragged into the water with Nysa’s magic, and it sunk like stone.  He smiled viciously, three down, three to go.
The one on his left lunged in.  He dodged and swung the sickle side, but the wolf jumped back, it’d only been a feint.  The wolf in front of him however lunged in a wickedly fast full speed attack. 
He barely got the staff up in time to shove in the wolf’s neck and keep it’s jaws off his throat.  The momentum however took him down on his back, and his heart jumped and then took off like a hummingbird’s as he fought to keep the wolf from his throat.
He was painfully aware there were two left, one of which darted in and bit his leg and shook it viciously, while the other darted in and gripped the end of the staff in its jaws and pulled hard.  They were intelligent after all, and it was probably hoping the one on top of him would finish it if it could disarm the human hunter.
Nysa was there a moment later, gloriously naked and wild as she jumped on the back of the one on his leg, and she dug her claws into its neck.
He channeled his magic again, and sent a lightning bolt into the staff, which shocked both of the other two wolves, one through its neck and the other through its mouth.  It didn’t kill them, but it stunned them for a moment.  He shifted his staff away as he shifted his wickedly curved dagger to his right hand, and the shield to his left.
The dagger immediately sunk into the wolf’s neck above him, who’d been too stunned by Nysa’s claws to lunge for his neck during that split-second opportunity.  Hot blood ran onto him as the mortally wounded dire wolf above him struggled to get away, taking the knife with him.  The second wolf recovered a moment later and lunged in from his left, but it hit the shield instead of his throat.
It rocked his body hard, and he went tumbling away to his right.  Fortunately, and thanks to Nysa, the dire wolf that was using his leg as a chew toy was finished, and he didn’t leave half his leg behind.  He barely even felt the pain of his leg from the adrenaline, as he spun and used the momentum to bring him up on his knees.  He wasn’t sure he could stand.
He shifted his loaded crossbow as he lifted his hand, and he pulled the trigger smoothly as the last dire wolf leapt for him.  The steel bolt and force of a crossbow was more than a match for the dire wolf’s natural armor, and the bolt dug deeply into its chest.
“Shit,” he muttered, as he lifted the shield and over two hundred pounds of muscle hit him and sent him on his back.  He grunted, and then pushed the dead dire wolf off of him.
“Well, that could’ve gone a lot worse,” he noted breathlessly, as he channeled his magic once again, this time transmuting it to life magic to heal his bleeding leg.  The teeth sized tear in his leather armor also repaired itself, which was part of the armor’s magic.
He shook his head, and then smirked as Nysa helped him to his feet.
The water nymph pouted when he shifted her clothes and daggers instead of ravishing her, but she got dressed without complaint.  It took him a minute to reclaim all his weapons and shift them into his armory. 
“That was closer than I liked. I didn’t know that they’d be resistant to lightning.  Their heavy coats must ground it, and keep their organs insulated from it, somehow.  Or maybe they were just resistant to all magic?”
April said, “We also hadn’t expected six of them, that’s a lot of them for a pack of monsters.  Good thing you figured out how to take Nysa with us, it probably just saved your life.”
He grunted in agreement.
Nysa said, “That was fun.”
He laughed, a deep belly laugh.
“It’s early, let’s dress these, sell them, and get our reward.  We can still get in a three-quarter day ride if we move quickly.”
Nysa sighed, “I guess anticipation can be fun too.”
He snorted, “I’m tempted, my sweet little nymph temptress, but if I give in to it then we’ll never get anything done. Or leave our bed.”
She blushed, “You make that sound like a bad thing, but I wasn’t lying about the anticipation.”
He snickered, and again he was shocked that April hadn’t gotten a dig or two in from their frank conversation.  He just wasn’t sure how to bring it up or ask her what was bothering her.  Or… maybe she’d only teased him about sex when he wasn’t getting any, and now it just wouldn’t be fun for her?
He was overthinking it, but he was worried about his April.
He used his knife to skin the wolves before they headed into town.  It didn’t take them long to do what they had to do, and he was seventy-four gold richer when they were done.  The chamberlain had also given him a sealed letter to deliver to the baroness of Deerfield.
It felt good to be back on the road again.  More than for just the impetus to feed his treasury by getting to the next town and monsters faster. He was able to relax more being away from the humans, and he liked when his Nysa could act more naturally.  Instead of like she was an arrogant sorceress.
He didn’t dislike the humans at all.  On the contrary, he was growing rather fond of them and even enjoyed their interactions as his understanding of them grew more profound, but between the jealousy and keeping his vigilance, it was difficult to relax when inside one of the villages.
A couple of days on the road would be good for all of them.




Chapter Thirteen – Interlude

Princess Stephanie was pensive and a little annoyed, but she held a calmly aloof expression and tried not to betray that to Shalia who sat across from her and her father.  The queen of the elves was such a spoiled and entitled haughty bitch, and she briefly entertained the thought of strangling her to death.
The last week had been difficult to say the least.  Her estimation of entitled came from the fact the queen refused to sell any of the elven swords or armor and see them in human hands.  She believed firmly she’d more than paid back Uradia by her people fighting at the sides of humans and helping to preserve their kingdom.
While there was some truth in that, Stephanie didn’t believe that gave her the right for enough food and supplies to last through a winter, until they could replant next spring.  Worse, she was pretty sure the queen was lazy as well, because nature magic could be used to grow at least one set of crops before winter set in.
Her father was an amazingly patient man, it was a level of patience she would grow into by the time she took the throne, but she’d not yet achieved at the tender age of nineteen.
Her father was once again politely explaining their position.  They would not offer further foods in free aid, when the elves could trade for what they needed.  If not in weapons and armor, then surely they had something else to offer to trade with the Daca empire. 
Shalia acted like they were children defying her and being unreasonable.  Her haughtiness made Stephanie want to scream, and she was almost relieved when the queen got up and swept out of the room arrogantly without another word.
Jonas asked, “Suggestions, daughter.”
She smirked at her father, “None you want to hear, or that are appropriate.”
Jonas laughed knowingly, but he sobered quickly.
“We did the best we could, and we offered her multiple solutions she shot down.  Daughter, take her actions to heart, how she acted is the exact opposite of how a ruler must act.  Pride and power mean nothing if your people suffer and starve.”
She nodded, “I imagine she’s packing right now, and good riddance, but what do we do to prepare for the raids she’ll no doubt shortly launch?”
He shook his head, “She’ll wait for winter, for us to lower our guard.  They’ll need time to build new shelters and get ready for winter.  We’ve already given her enough to get her more than halfway to the first harvest of late spring.  The replacements for our losses are already in training.  In eight weeks, we’ll send the most promising of them to the two western villages.  They can continue their training on the job, help rebuild the villages as well as get up some fortifications.”
She frowned, “And if they attack sooner?”
He sighed, “It is a risk, but a small one.  Rushing is no replacement for doing something right, and it would just make things worse in the long run.  Even cutting their training back to just eight weeks will be a risk, but we’ll send some talented sergeants and a baron with a clue to make sure they don’t suffer too much for it.
“There’s something else we must discuss.”
She tilted her head, “What is it, father?”
He said, “A representative of Daca arrived two days ago.  They’re offering a treaty of sorts.”
Her eyebrow raised, “Of sorts?”  That sounded ominous.
He smirked, “They obviously know we’ve been weakened, perhaps they’re just testing the waters.  The treaty calls for non-aggression and an increase in trade.”
She snorted, “Stop beating around the bush, you’re making me nervous.”
He said quickly, “In addition to those two things, the emperor would like to increase our ties.  He has a third son, about your age, and suggested a political marriage.  His son would be king, and have authority, but the final word in all matters would still be yours when you ascend the throne.”
She shuddered, hell no, nope, not going to happen.  Co-rulers never worked, and even if she could legally override him on anything it’d be a political nightmare to do so.  Plus, she didn’t want a political marriage.
“No.”
Jonas said, “It’s possible they’re hoping for that.  They could invade under the pretense of being insulted by a refusal, for what on paper looks like a great deal.  Especially given our weakened borders.”
She sighed, “But the troops on the southern border haven’t been effected.  We just have very few left elsewhere.”
Jonas sighed, “Talk to me Stephanie.  I’ve never pushed you.  You’ve been of marriageable age for three years now, since you turned sixteen, and you’ve rejected every offer for your hand from our own nobility.  No one has even asked the last six months.”
She bit her lip, and she tried to think of how to explain it.  She wasn’t entirely sure herself.
“I don’t know what I want.  I do know I don’t want a simpering fool sniffing around for power, or to be a sacrificial bride to appease the Daca empire.  The barons that asked to court me were either too old or nervous boys.  They also didn’t see me, they only saw the throne.  When we’d spoken, I could see the wheels turning behind their eyes, and they barely even paid attention to what I said.  As if I wasn’t important, only my rank and standing was.”
Now that she’d said it out loud, and spoke and thought through it, she realized that’s why she hadn’t been able to get that late-night conversation with the deliciously handsome Muranth out of her head.  He had seen her, and only her.  If anything, she’d walked away with the impression that he thought her being a princess had been annoying and in the way.  His intense emerald eyes had been focused on her.  Not only had he listened intently and like he valued her opinion, he’d clearly been looking at her as if she was nothing but a desirable woman.  No man had ever dared do that before, even her suitors had been retiring in that way.
In short, he’d made her feel like a desirable woman, on multiple levels, while her suitors had left her cold and had cared more about what she was, and what she could bring them, rather than who she was.  She sighed, that wasn’t an option though, was it?
Jonas nodded, “I understand that, and I did marry Sara for love.  My first marriage with your mother was more political, at least at the start of it.  I was fortunate enough to love her as well, before we lost her.  But you have a duty, and although it’s a hard one, it’s a royal one.  I don’t want to push you, but if you turn down the Dacan prince, who will you choose?  I hate to say it, but it would be best if you had an heir before I pass, which will hopefully be many years from now, but no one knows the future.”
She shook her head, “Give me a little time to figure it out.  If I decide against the treaty with Daca I’ll have a suitable alternative.  I didn’t know you were so worried about it.  I’m conflicted about it, still, but I’ll do my duty in one way or the other.”
Jonas sighed, “I’m sorry, Stephanie.”
She nodded, unsure.  It wasn’t that she was against the idea, she was more than curious about sex with a man, and she wanted a husband.   Just… not any of the assholes that had courted her.
April found herself editing her words as she reported the last week to Khalea.  At the moment Muranth and Nysa were curled up in the tent naked and sleeping, and it was the middle of the night on the other plane.  Oh, she wouldn’t and couldn’t lie, but she found herself couching things in the best light.  Perhaps the most shocking thing, was that Khalea’s bonded, her sister Blossom, wasn’t calling her on it.  They were sharing thoughts at the moment, after all.
If anything, Blossom seemed amused by her wicked thoughts, followed by the sweet innocent words out of her mouth.  Not that Muranth had done anything wrong, he hadn’t. But she left off his obvious growing fondness toward the nymph, and just how much he struggled with jealousy over Nysa around other humans.
Khalea accepted the news with a sour face, as if her younger brother’s success and control was somehow a personal insult.  April even glossed over the battles, so Khalea wouldn’t know Muranth’s true growth, bravery, and power in battle. 
Khalea nodded, “He has not truly been tested yet, we will see how he does over the long term.  You may go.”
She worried about what Khalea meant by that, as she started to release her magic, but Blossom spoke to her mind to mind which made her hesitate.  Their conversation would stay private in the depths of their minds.
“You love him,” Blossom accused.
April replied calmly, “Of course I do, he’s my bonded, and we’ve been partners since birth.”
Blossom scowled in her mind, “That’s not what I meant, and you know it.  You’re in love with him.”
Her thoughts froze as a surge of fear, jealousy, and longing surged through her, overwhelming her thoughts.  Muranth hadn’t been the only one learning to deal with jealousy the last week. 
If Muranth could bond to and fuck a water nymph, why couldn’t they share pleasure as well?  It was almost painful, her capacity for lust as a fairy wasn’t close to what Muranth would feel, but it was considerable as she watched over her bonded while he slaked his own.  That… plus she was in love with him, which exacerbated the problem, and she knew it was wrong to feel so.  Not morally wrong, but it was against the common customs and laws of both races.
Blossom sighed, “I was lucky to be bonded to another female, so I can’t relate to your jealousy.  She was quite free with sharing her body during her walkabout, but I didn’t feel the same lack you do.  Don’t worry, I won’t share this sister, but you know the laws.”
Maybe, but she wasn’t sure that staying pure and untouched for the next two centuries while he fucked a nymph every single night right in front of her wouldn’t drive her insane.  Was it too much to ask for relief, and then they could both mate when they came back?
She knew that was a lie too.  That she was lying to herself.  She loved him, and it would be so much more than simple relief.  She knew Muranth loved her as well, though she didn’t think he was in love with her.
Blossom said, “They are jealous creatures, and while your loyalty belongs to him that part of you doesn’t and he knows that.  He expects you both to mate others later.  If you gave yourself to him physically that will change.  He’d kill anyone else that tried to mate with you later.  You know this.”
Maybe, but her Muranth was different.  Stronger, and had always been more controlled.  What if they could share love and their bodies, and still both meet their racial mates when the walkabout was finished?
Was she just fooling herself, maybe he wasn’t that strong?
Blossom reluctantly answered her thoughts, “He probably is.  In that first generation, very few of them accepted it, which is why it was outlawed, but some were able to come to terms with it.  If he’s as strong as you believe, it’s even probable, but it’s still wrong and against the law.  I’m sorry sister, I don’t like to see you in pain.”
She bit her lip. She’d have to learn to bear it.  Blossom was right, it wasn’t worth it though she longed for it.  They’d both be banished if they were lucky, killed if they weren’t.  There’d also be no way to hide it, Blossom would easily sense the truth the next time she reported, and her sister would also be honor bound to report such a violation.  Blossom might not have to report a wishful thought, but the physical act would be another matter entirely.
She said her farewells and released her magic.
Nysa couldn’t help but wiggle her ass back against his cock as she woke up the next morning.  She loved the feeling of his incredibly soft and silky but rock-hard cock nestled between her ass cheeks. Almost as much as she was coming to love the feeling of his steely arm holding her tightly and protectively all night long in their sleep.
She felt so warm and safe, an odd and alien feeling.
His cock was perfect, fat and long, just enough to stretch her out and fill her completely, without overshadowing the pleasure with pain.  She tried to be still, and let him sleep, but the thought of him sliding into her from behind made her wiggle slightly again, she couldn’t get enough of him.
It was hard to believe she’d ever feared this fate.  Her mother had instructed her to be merciless and had told her horror stories of human mages and sorcerers that captured their kind.  Humans without magic had no chance against them, but the magic users used them to experiment on, or to simply cruelly debase them as they grew weak and suffered away from their pool.
She’d always believed humans were the monsters, and as she’d fed on them, used them for pleasure and the rush of memories, she’d seen their pettiness, and even evil in some of them.  She’d seen the good too, but she’d never believed that part could be directed her way.
But… Muranth was kind.  As kind as he was fierce, powerful, and deadly to his enemies.  He was also miraculously her pool, her source of power, youth, and beauty through the strong bond she felt between them.  Something that seemed miraculous to her, she still had trouble believing it after a week of travelling together.
He was also an incredibly thorough and talented lover.  Not that she was hard to please that way, her sensual nature assured she’d enjoy just about any level of attention that way, but from her memories she knew that he was among the best that way.
She’d do anything to keep him safe, and his eyes and attention on her felt like… it felt like a swim in her pool as the sun warmed her skin.  She’d do anything for him, and she’d love him at the drop of a hat.  She’d even started to enjoy interacting with humans, knowing she was safe with him.
The hardest part of their bond and her need to serve was when he was solicitous and kind to her in public.  It was always so hard not to physically express her devotion, and her need to pleasure him.  There were also warmer feelings in her chest at those times, strange feelings she’d never felt before outside of for her own kind and family.  She wasn’t sure if that was because of his kindness, or the magical bond between them that deepened her kind’s need to serve their conqueror.
She bit down on her lip, and she couldn’t help one more wiggle back against him.  Any guilt she felt fled, as his lips teased the back of her neck, and she arched her back to take him into her soaked heat.  She was always wet for him, ready for him, and the rush of pleasure through her body as he speared the most sensitive of her places was a glorious feeling.  She felt so full, so wonderfully used, and a shocking feeling of warmth and ecstasy at surrendering it all to him, at pleasuring him.
She just wasn’t sure how to deal with that latter part yet, except of course to pleasure to him as well as she knew how.  She’d always be tight for him, and after centuries of life and memories she knew how to pleasure a man very well.
He was her life, until one of them passed.
She just hoped it was her that died first, the thought of going back to her old existence was depressing.  She’d loved it at the time, but it paled in comparison to what she had now.  She stopped thinking altogether, as he started to manhandle her breasts firmly and spear her hard and fast.  It was the deeply possessive growl however that sent her rocketing toward completion the most.  Fuck, she loved that, and went over the edge into ecstasy.
Sharnila, or Shar to her friends, covered her naked breasts with her left arm and hand demurely and cocked her hips and leg at a slight angle to hide her sex from the summoner.  She tilted her head to the side, and she opened her eyes a little wider as she gave him a coy innocent smile.  Innocence was one of her very favorite seductive tools, which was hard to pull off when she always arrived in a middle realm naked.
But she liked a challenge.
At the same time, her dark magic of the lower planes raced out of her, and she looked for any mistakes in the magic circle that kept her contained.  Wizards almost always made a mistake when summoning a fell creature from the abyss.  The ones that had truly mastered magic were usually too smart to do any such thing.
Based on the young man’s age, she rather thought the fool was an apprentice, fooling with forces he couldn’t possibly understand.  Regardless, he seemed to have done a good job, until she found a small crack in the circle, a containment glyph that was almost but not quite perfect.  Her magic dove into the spot like a crowbar in the lip of a treasure chest, and she started to work to break it down.
It’d take a little time, hopefully before he noticed and banished her in a panic.  The crack would slowly widen as her magic ate at it, until all at once the circle would come apart violently.
He grunted, “You’re a succubus?  I expected bigger tits.”
She suppressed a glare, and she giggled vapidly instead.  She could kill him later, much later.  Long after he’d started to beg for death.  She’d need to keep him alive for a while, if she was going to stay on this plane.  He was her gateway after all.  That thought kept the sweet innocent smile on her face.
The worst part was the shallow asshole was correct.  Most succubae had ridiculous curves, and while hers were a couple of handfuls, and quite pert and perky, they were average at best.  If in a milky skinned and perfect way, rounded with large areolas and alluringly large nipples.  On the good side, they usually really loved her petite and tight bubbled ass.  Her body was a perfect hourglass, and perfectly proportioned at five foot six, but it still annoyed her at times.
That wasn’t the only difference, she had the face of an angel, long wavy golden blonde hair, instead of the usual black of her kind.  The only thing that marked her station really was her eyes, they were a very dark gray, which looked black in all but the best of light. 
Well, that, and her horns, black wings, and tail, but she had those hidden from mortal eyes at the moment.
The reason for her differences was she wasn’t purely a succubus.  Her slut incubus father had knocked up a demon mage of all things, which made her both more powerful than her peers, but also ridiculed for her body at times.  Not just by summoners, but by her peers on the lower plane she inhabited.
He shook his head, “You’re very beautiful of course, I just… was surprised.  Shall we deal?”
She bit her lip, and looked down his body, then blushed as if embarrassed by her need to look him over.  It was all artful of course, and it was designed to make him lower his guard.
He snorted, “I know I look young, but I’m not stupid.  I’ll stick to whores in the village to get my dick wet, no matter how tempting you are.”
She frowned, and at the same time was intrigued.  Most summoners were shallow and just wanted to take her for a ride, without risking their souls, which almost never worked out for them.  She dropped the innocent bimbo act, and she stood up proudly displaying her assets boldly to her advantage.  The flush of desire on his face, when her magic was still contained in the circle, told her he did want her.  She might not have ridiculous curves, but she was still on the top of the beauty and allure scale when compared to insignificant humans.
“Then what is it you wish of me?”
He said, “I have a few enemies in the village.  I’d like you to seduce them for me, make them forget about certain… mistakes I have made.  Your payment would be to drain their life force, but not unto death or the destruction of their souls.”
She sighed, that was the best part.  Almost half the power she extracted from a human came from their death throes.
She also shook her head, “We don’t destroy souls.  We weaken them a bit when we drain the life energy from them, but the immortal souls live on to be reborn after some recovery time.”
He snorted, “Do you expect me to believe that?”
She smirked, “So when you want some milk, do you slaughter the cow to get it?  Or do you drain it and wait for it to make more milk for the next day?  Same concept, idiot.  We need the dark souls that eventually come to us, to feed our needs and power.”
It was the absolute truth, but it was also a delaying tactic. The longer she could put him off demanding an answer for the deal, then the more likely the circle would break before she was forced to either turn him down and be banished.  The only other option would be to accept and actually do this worm’s bidding.
He grunted, “Whatever, I don’t believe in reincarnation.  Umm, there’s three women involved.  The spells I placed aren’t holding, they’re starting to look at me suspiciously, and it’s only a matter of time before they remember the truth and accuse me.  The baroness is not at all gentle with rapists.”
She frowned, “And you summoned a succubus?  Why not an incubus?”
Not that she had anything against seducing a woman. She’d enjoy it thoroughly actually.  In truth she was just wasting more time with asking for useless and pointless clarifications.
He opened his mouth, but he squeaked in alarm when the circle finally collapsed violently.
She smiled cruelly, and then blasted him with overwhelming lust with her magic.
He couldn’t get undressed fast enough, and although the size of his cock was disappointing, the rush of life and power as he took her like an animal was not.
She wouldn’t kill him, not yet, that would send her back to the lower realms.  She might even be able to keep him alive for months, while she picked off and enjoyed anyone sent to investigate.
She giggled. It was going to be delicious.




Chapter Fourteen

The forests and hills of Uradia had slowly given way to flatlands and plains the last day of travel.  It was later in the day than he’d planned on arriving, but only because they’d gotten a late start that morning.  Nysa had been insatiable that morning, and he’d kept putting off their departure for just one more round of ecstasy. 
He wondered if that made him weak, but he decided not.  They’d need to rest and slow down at times, everyone did, and if he kept racing everywhere that he went that would be a weakness in regard to his treasures.
It all needed to be balanced.
Deerfield was surrounded by more farms than he’d seen elsewhere, there were fields of vegetables, wheat, and other crops for as far as the eye could see.  Perhaps the growing season or earth was better here for growing than the other villages he’d seen thus far.  Most villages had enough farms to be self-sufficient, so he expected this place was more about emergency food stores for the kingdom than anything else.
Deerfield had a couple of mills, as well as a great number of grain silos just outside town by a small river.  There were some trees, a forest off in the distance, but less so than elsewhere.  The main street in the village was similar however, to all the rest.  They got their horses checked into the stables for a couple of copper each, and they walked through the town toward the baroness’s estate.
He figured it was best to deal with that first, and to deliver the missive from the chamberlain in Sweetwater.  He also didn’t fail to notice all the looks Nysa got in her flattering dark blue robes, but at the same time it wasn’t all that hard to deal with.  Oh, the jealousy was there, in spades, at other men looking at what was his, but he knew he could resist.  He’d done it more than once, and that confidence made the difference.  Sure, he could kill them, but he didn’t have to, they’d never enjoy her warm body in their arms, or her favor.
It helped, that Nysa was clearly devoted to him, and gave all other men the cold shoulder if not disdainful glances.
The baroness’s estate was wider than high.  The large building open, with many covered walkways, it was an example of architecture he’d never seen before.  He stopped at the gates and the two guards gave him a wary look as their hands hovered by their weapons.
He approved of their vigilance.
“Well met, I am Muranth, and this is my companion Nysa.  I have a sealed message to deliver to Baroness Gemma from Sweetwater, and I suspect I will have questions to answer once she’s read it.”
The guard said, “It’s late in the day, I suggest returning in the morning.”
He frowned, “Sweetwater is without a baron or wizard at this time, and half the guard was killed.  That was two days ago.  I will do as you say, but I suspect it’s rather important for the king to hear this news as soon as possible.”
The other guard said, “That sounds like an emergency to me, Clarence.  Go see if she’ll consent to see him.”
Clarence gave him a look over, and the guard seemed to dismiss him as a threat.  Probably because Muranth appeared to be unarmed.  It was a foolish conclusion, but he didn’t mind being underestimated.  The guard ran off toward one of the buildings in the connected complex.
The guard said, “The village?  I have a cousin that runs one of the mead production lines.”
He said, “The village is fine, as of two days ago.”
He was trying to avoid saying he’d killed the baron personally, or no doubt the guard would attack him out of fear for his mistress’s life.  He didn’t really understand deeper politics, but he knew there’d be waves from what he’d done.  He was about to find out how many waves.
The guard returned with the chamberlain in tow.  He could tell from the older man’s dress and the markings of his station.
The chamberlain said, “I’m Kristopher, the baroness’s chamberlain.  Give the letter to me, if she has any questions for you it can wait for the morning.  We’ll read the letter tonight, and then send word to the king.”
He nodded, and handed the sealed letter over, “We’ll be staying at the inn.”
Kristopher nodded and turned, and then walked away.
They started to walk for the inn, which was almost on the other side of town, close to the road next to the stables.
April said, “Want to bet they’ll send soldiers, and before morning.”
He laughed, “I won’t bet against that outcome.”
The inn was similar to the others they’d stayed in.  Large tap room with tables and a long bar against the back wall.  The stairs in this one to the rented rooms was on the right side.  There were also a lot of people in the place, more than could be accounted for the rented rooms.  Some of them looked rough, perhaps the farmers came here to let off some steam in the evenings.
They walked up to the bar together, and to his surprise Nysa’s hand settled on his arm and stroked lightly with her fingertips.  Casual affection like that wasn’t something she usually did, his sexy nymph was changing.  A glance told him she was very comfortable with it, and that it wasn’t just about heated desire.
The bartender took a moment to get to them, but he waited patiently while the older man poured a few drinks for other customers.
“I’m Stephan, owner of this place.  What can I get you?”
“We need a room, along with dinner and breakfast, for now.  Not sure how long we’ll be here yet.”
Stephan sighed regretfully, “Can’t help you on the first count, I’m afraid.  There’re two caravans in town come to pick up some of the emergency rations for out west, and we’re full up.”
He replied, “Is there another place to stay?”
Stephan nodded, “See Esme in the whorehouse.  She might have an empty room, but it’ll be more expensive than here, even if you don’t ask for…” his eyes moved to Nysa for a second, “Additional company.  If you stay in Deerfield a second night, I’ll be empty come tomorrow when they load up and leave town.”
He grunted, and nodded, “Thanks,” and took Nysa’s hand as he moved to sit at one of the few empty tables left.
She seemed to really enjoy that, holding his hand that is. 
He figured they might as well eat there, not sure if Esme’s would provide anything but entertainment.  The serving wench took a couple of copper each, and she brought them out a meal of venison soup and ales.  He wasn’t all that upset about it, things like that would happen with them always being on the road.  Just bad timing.  If Esme’s price was too much higher, they’d just have to camp outside the village.
The soup was good, and the bread fresh as they ate their meals.  Afterward, they got up and headed toward the bounty board.  The only thing on there was about a wizard apprentice gone missing in the nearby forest while gathering spell components, and the two guards that had gone to look for him hadn’t come back either.  It was another unknown threat, but he wasn’t too worried.  They could check it out in the morning.
They headed for the door and almost collided with four guards as they stepped outside.
Clarence said, “Going somewhere?”
He shrugged, “The inn is full.  We were going to try our luck elsewhere.”
Clarence grunted, “Come with us, the baroness would like to see you.”
He held back a smirk, as he heard the light tinkling laughter in his left ear.  Good thing he didn’t take that bet.
“Lead on.”
The guards surrounded and escorted him back across town.  He was vigilant, but relaxed.  If one of them went for their swords, he was already armored in his leathers, and could shift a weapon before they could full draw.  Not that he was expecting that to happen, but he was ready for anything.
They led him onto the baroness’s estate, and into one of the buildings.  It was a lounge of sorts, a place to gather after dinner to relax with a drink.  The duchess sat on a comfortable looking leather chair with a snifter of brandy in one hand.  She was an attractive woman, even in her mid-thirties, with a willowy body, long fiery red hair, and green eyes. 
He nodded his head respectfully, but of course he didn’t bow. 
She sighed, “Muranth, and Nysa I presume.  Sit, would you like something to drink?”
He said, “I would, thank you.”
She waved her hand, and she waited as the servant made two more drinks and served them, before leaving the room.
“You’ve put me in a hard position.  The baron was a piece of shit, I’ve never liked him, and I’m sure he got what he deserved.  You should be rewarded for clearing out that nest of vipers.  The problem of course, is only the king can bring charges and accusations against a noble, what you did warrants the death penalty.  Raising your hand against a noble is a death sentence, even for a hero that saved the whole damned kingdom.”
He grunted, “I’m not a citizen of Uradia.  I’ve also got a contract with the king, to remove monsters and bandits in his kingdom.  Evil beings that are taking advantage of the chaotic aftermath of the war.  I’ve followed your laws for the most part, but the only other option that day would have been allowing the baron to rape my companion.  That wasn’t going to happen.  That asshole had every man cowered and every young woman as his plaything in the whole damned town.”
She frowned, “That’s a specious argument, at the same time I don’t disagree with it.  The bastard was no better than a bandit, but he wasn’t a bandit.  The problem is we can’t allow those that aren’t nobles to bring justice in our kingdom, it would lead to anarchy and mob justice, which isn’t justice at all.”
He shrugged, “Your king is a good man. I’d rather stick to our deal, but if I have to then I’ll leave Uradia and strike north into the mountains. Or see if I have any better luck south in Daca.”
The baroness looked bemused by that, perhaps at his confidence that they wouldn’t or couldn’t stop him if he simply decided to leave.
Nysa said, “Would it help to know that Muranth is royalty in his home realm?”
He stared at her in surprise. He hadn’t told her that, and he finally figured that April and Nysa must’ve had a few conversations while he was sleeping.  It wasn’t something he was ever going to share with the humans. He didn’t want status with them, but he supposed it was too late to worry about at that point.
Gemma asked sharply, “Is that true?”
He sighed, “I am a prince of my people.  My older sister is the queen.”
Gemma surprised him by smiling rather smugly.
He gave her a questioning look.
She said, “That doesn’t entirely solve the issue, but it solves mine.  The king will have to decide the issue now, I don’t have the authority to judge a visiting prince.  I’d have really hated condemning you for the service you provided to the people of Sweetwater.  I also hope you will be my guest this evening, it would be awkward if you refused.  I imagine the king will have a return message for us sometime tomorrow morning, by lunchtime at the latest.”
He figured that was better than staying at a whorehouse, mostly because it wouldn’t cost anything from his treasury, so he nodded.
She said, “Splendid.  I need to get with my witch to send that message. My chamberlain will escort you to your quarters for the night.  The servants will bring you anything you require.”
She waved her hand, and the chamberlain escorted them out into the covered walkways, to another building.  This one was a bit larger, and it had multiple bedroom suites for visitors of noble rank.  It was a tastefully well-appointed bedroom with the largest bed he’d ever seen in his life. 
The chamberlain asked, “Would you like a servant to draw you a bath?”
He replied, “I can do it, and we’ve just eaten.  We should be fine until breakfast.”
The chamberlain bowed, and his stomach tightened.  Even as he didn’t want the recognition, there was something deep inside of him that took it as his due.  That was a dangerous thing, and it came too close to what was forbidden for his taste.
“My people demand respect, not obeisance.  Please let everyone know not to bow to me, prince of my people or not.  Not even the servants.”
The chamberlain nodded respectfully, and withdrew from the room, closing the doors. 
He chuckled, when he heard the snick of the lock engaging.
Nysa bit her lip nervously.
He pulled her into a soft lingering kiss, and he caressed her face as he broke it.  Her blue eyes were mesmerizing, and the level of devotion in them still rocked his world.
Every damned time he saw them.
“You did well, though I’d have rather kept that a secret, it may turn out to be what allows us to remain in this kingdom and on the path we’re currently on.  What else has my wicked April told you?”
April mock gasped, but then broke down into giggles which ruined the effect.
She smiled, “I want to know everything about you, master.  I also don’t sleep nearly as much as you, neither does April.”
Yeah, that’s what he’d figured.  He also figured she was too shy and nervous about asking him questions directly, though he wouldn’t have minded.
Nysa said sultrily, “Oh, darn.  Here we are locked in this room all night, with nothing but this huge bed and large tub for two to entertain us.  Whatever will we do?”
He laughed, “I like the way you think.”
She giggled naughtily and melted against him, as he pulled her into his arms.




Chapter Fifteen

The next morning breakfast was delivered to them in their room.  They’d also made very good use of the bed and bath most of the night last night, and for their typical but shorter morning reprise.  At the moment, they were waiting for word from the king on what was to happen.
So far, his patience was holding out.  The need to take on the bounty was just a slight ache connected to his need to fill his treasury.  Otherwise he was surprisingly content spending a little downtime with his Nysa and April.
They were both spent lying on the bed, and she had her head on his chest, with her warm and supple sumptuously curvy body pasted against the hard planes of his own.  His fingers were absently rubbing circles on her back and playing with her hair.  His Nysa was practically vibrating with contentment to be there, and her hand was lazily tracing his muscles over and over.
He was also practicing with his water magic. It was getting easy to hold with a modicum of effort.  It wouldn’t be long until it was mostly his subconscious controlling it with a minimum of focus and desire, and he could start using it in battle.  It would make him even more formidable against multiple attackers.  As long as none of them had longbows or crossbows.
Nysa said, “I would like to help you with your treasury, master.  It’s also a desire separate from my need to serve and pleasure you, even if it’s still partially about you.  I’m not sure I’ll ever want to do anything separate from us, you and me, but the challenge of it does appeal to me on more than one level.”
He tilted his head, and sniffed in her lovely scent, “How?”
Nysa said, “Have you considered bounties and fighting aren’t the only way to increase your treasury?  Business ventures have risk to them, but they could yield great amounts of coin over time if managed correctly.  I have a lot of knowledge related to that kind of thing.”
“What is your idea?”
Nysa said, “Your ability to sense things, and their worth.  A human blacksmith would bend over backwards and sell their soul to discover the secrets of elven alloys for instance.  With a little guidance from you and an investment, I’d be able to arrange a good deal to earn a continuous income for everything they sold made of that alloy.”
He grunted, “That might be difficult, elven weapons and light armor have power weaved into them.  I’m not sure if a human blacksmith could make it.  Even if one could, the alloy without magic might be weak and brittle.  Any other ideas?”
“Other investments, where there was a good chance at profit.  The inn here in Deerfield seemed very busy, and overfull.  If you helped him expand for a share of the profits, he could serve more people and make more coin.  Then when you come to this town again you can pick up the profits.  I’d have to research more though, first.  Make sure that last night wasn’t just a bad timing.”
The idea of parting with some of his treasury to invest felt wrong and unnatural, but he knew that was his root instincts talking.  Her idea made a lot of sense.
She said, “If you were suited for it opening our own business might be better than investing in others, but it wouldn’t yield as much as bounties do.”
He frowned, “So why do it at all, if investments are even less?”
She smirked, “Multiplying efforts.  If I make investments in many places, all the little bits will add up to more than you could earn alone, even with bounties.  We’re already travelling a circuit through all the towns and cities, so picking up our profits every two months at each investment location won’t be a chore.
“Lastly, my pool.  Can you feel the magical plants on the bottom of it?  They tend to grow around us, water nymphs I mean, and are quite valuable to wizards and witches for spell components and potions.”
He looked inward and checked, they had grown, even in his treasury dimension.
“They’re there.”
She nodded, “I could sell those, or a small part of them in every town. To a magic shop, or directly to a witch or wizard.  You just need to mentally harvest them and shift them.”
He smiled, “I like that idea.”
April giggled, “Because it doesn’t involve removing gold from your treasury.”
He nodded in agreement, completely unabashed.
“We’ll give it a try.”
There was a knock on the door, and Nysa sighed in disappointment as she rolled off the bed and pulled on her red robes.  He shifted his leathers on as he got up, and answered the door once Nysa was finished binding her robes.
The chamberlain said, “Follow me. The baroness would like to speak to you.”
He replied, “Lead on.”
He followed the chamberlain to another building, this one looked like the permanent quarters for the witch.  He felt a lot of magic around them as they took a seat across from the baroness and her witch.  The witch was very old, and wore white robes, but her eyes looked bright and sharp.
Gemma said, “The king made a decision.  I don’t blame him for it given what you’ve done for us, but it won’t sit well with a lot of the other nobles.  You’ve been cleared from any wrongdoing, which sets a precedent for you to do the same in the future.  I believe he was quite upset to find out what the Sweetwater baron was up to, and he’s set a cat loose among the rats so to speak.”
He asked, “What exactly does that mean?”
Gemma explained, “That the king is probably hoping you’ll deal with any other barons that have abused their position.  He can’t afford the time or focus internally right now, while he’s dealing with the western villages and our southern neighbor.  He simply doesn’t have the troops for it.  You’ll have to be careful though if you do so, the king will investigate anything done that way.  It isn’t something to be lightly done.”
He wasn’t sure he liked that idea. He’d just been protecting Nysa.  In the end that was the measurement he’d use in all villages, and he had no ambition to hunt down petty wrongs among the human nobility.  In other words, he would act only if it was overt and heinous.
He said, “Thanks for the advice, baroness.”
She nodded, “You’re free to go.  What are your plans?”
He shrugged, “Same as usual.  We’re going to look into the posted monster bounty, and then move on.  That might even happen today, if we remove the problem quickly enough.”
The baroness dismissed them, and he was heartily glad to be away from the noble estate.  He didn’t waste any more time, and they headed toward the forest about a mile from the village.  He skirted the edge of the forest until he found human footprints, and then followed them into the forest.  He wasn’t the greatest tracker in this human form, but there’d been no rain for a few days and the trail was quite clear.  The guards probably had felt no need to take measures to disguise it.
The forest thickened about a hundred yards in, and it also grew quiet.  There was something wrong about it, and he studied the area around them carefully as they moved forward.  A small cottage came into view from the edge of a glade, and he stopped and turned at Nysa’s gasp.
“Master, there are wards against monsters here. I can’t follow you into the glade.”
His beautiful nymph bit her lip, and she had a worried look on her face.  He studied the cottage and garden on the side of it, and all was quiet.
Too quiet.
Rather than jump into something right away he turned to the right and circled the glade slowly, studying the ground beneath his feet.  He told himself he just wanted to be cautious and learn all he could before going in, but he wasn’t unaffected by the worry and obvious concern Nysa showed at them being parted even for a moment.
“Ho the cottage!”
There was no answer, and he couldn’t see any movement in the windows.
“Whatever happened to the guards, it happened in there.  I don’t see any signs that they left.  Wait here for me, I’ll be right back.”
Nysa looked like she wanted to object, but she swallowed it in deference to his order.
He felt April’s weight settle on his shoulder as he moved forward, toward the front door of the cottage.  He wasn’t sure what was going on, but whatever it was had to be a human problem.  No monster could be in the cottage with it warded, he didn’t think.
He opened the door carefully and shifted a dagger to his right hand as he moved slowly into the entry room.  It had a few comfortable looking chairs, a small table, and a cast iron stove.  His attention of course, was immediately captivated by a gorgeous golden blonde woman in a black dress.  He sensed the wizard apprentice, his magic, in the back bedroom, but he didn’t feel the guards at all.
The woman looked young and innocent, barely fully matured with the blush of youth still on her cheeks.  She had a gentle innocent beauty of face, with soft cheekbones, framed by wavy and long golden blonde hair.  Her eyes were dark gray and looked curious as she returned his rather frank appraisal with a slight blush on her cheeks.  Her lips were full, just short of naturally pouty.  That and her long eyelashes gave her lovely innocent beauty a hint of sexy.
Her body was a perfect hourglass, with average but very pert breasts, of which the black dress showed a generous amount of.  Her legs were long and toned, and her lovely hips made the valley of her waist simply mouthwatering. 
He both had the urge to protect her, and to ravish her and claim her as his.  The conflicting instincts were quite strong.
He could feel her magic, but couldn’t get a sense of it, which for him was rather alarming.  Her beauty and coy smile however had him quite disarmed in that moment.  She was… simply stunningly beautiful, magnificently gorgeous on a level he’d never seen before.  His Nysa was much more ripely sumptuous, and easily more than a match for the other beautiful women he’d seen in the human villages, but the young golden blonde took it to another level that was all her own.
“Who are you?”
She said shyly, in a dulcetly sweet voice with a tinge of sultry that seemed plugged directly into his libido, “Shar.  My, you’re a big one, aren’t you?”
He frowned, “What’s going on here?  What happened to the guards?”
She smirked, and his lust spiked as a wave of magic radiated out from her.
He froze, instead of following the intense desire to tear her clothes off and start fucking her brains out, and she frowned at him and gave him a measuring look.  He could feel her magic probing at him, magic he still couldn’t identify.
He feared that meant she was from the upper planes, or worse the lower planes.  All mortal magics was his to understand, and his to take if he learned to transmute his magic into it.  Only clerics on the mortal plane were beyond his understanding, wielding the power of the gods.
The incredibly beautiful woman in front of him was no cleric.
Eventually the truth occurred to him, in his defense the lust had a strong hold of him, and he could barely think, much less think straight.
“Succubus!”
She laughed throatily, “Very good, I think I’m going to enjoy you.  I know what you are, but I’ve never dined one of your kind before.”
He resisted, but then that was over, when she hit him directly with so much lust all thoughts fled his mind. It was an irresistible lust he couldn’t fight as he growled and tore his leather’s off as he moved forward.  Tore them off, because he didn’t even have the mental focus to shift them to his armory.
Something yelled in his ear to stop, but he barely even recognized the words as heat flooded his body, and his cock hardened instantly.  Both April and her words fled his mind, already forgotten in his need to possess and claim this woman.
She smirked and pulled the dress over her head right before he grabbed her and tossed her over the arm of the chair forcefully.  She had the sexiest little bubbled ass he’d ever seen, but in that moment he hardly even noticed, as he forcefully drove his cock deep within her body. 
She gasped out, “Fuck, I love your cock,” as her pussy squeezed, rippled, and milked him in a way no mortal woman ever could.  She was ready for him already, so wet, so hot around him, so impossibly soft and snug. 
The level of pleasure was mind blowing, and her skin was so soft and smooth below his hands, like the finest of silks.
It was a good thing she was ready for him, because the lust she engendered with her magic made him go straight to hard core fucking.  He slammed into her sweet tight body over and over again, completely lost in the animalistic rutting.
She was hardly a passive observer, not that he cared in that moment, but her pussy was pure magic as she squeezed around him tightly each time that he speared her from behind, and swiveled her hips in a way that made him grunt in pleasure with each and every stroke.
She gasped when he slapped her ass hard, and grabbed her hair firmly, pushing her face down into the chair cushion while he took the sexpot hard and fast.  All that mattered to him in that moment was filling her with his sperm, and in making her his.
He reached around and mauled her breast, then squeezed and twisted her nipple firmly.
She said crudely, “Fuck!  Harder.  So fucking good, so good,” and exploded into ecstasy beneath him.  If he thought her pussy was magic before then, it was nothing until that moment as she locked around him tightly and milked him so hard that he felt himself rushing toward his own ecstasy on a monumental wave of building euphoria that wouldn’t be denied.  So tight if it wasn’t for her generous liquid arousal easing the way he might’ve hurt himself while pulling out.
He grunted, as his legs grew weak, and he started to explode inside of her.  He also felt her magic dive into him, and she started to consume his lifeforce.  It didn’t hurt, on the contrary, it raised his pleasure even higher as he emptied himself inside her tight sexy body.
As he came down, and felt a slight bit of alarm, she hit him with another even more powerful dose of lust magic.  His cock stayed hard, almost painfully so, only the soft gripping flesh of her sex could ease that pain, and he just kept fucking her with all his might.  Plowing the incredibly sexy succubus with all his not inconsiderable strength, and she seemed to be getting off on it.
Hard and often.
He felt a blast of life magic enter his body, it was so potent and strong the name April popped into his mind.  The soul replenished life force slowly, but life magic was another matter.  It was how life magic could heal a wound in seconds, the life force in the body was magnified by a great amount.
The succubus gasped hard as her magic sucked all of that life force into her body at once.
She screamed as the pleasure actually addled her mind, and her grip on her lust magic must’ve faltered, because his mind partially cleared.
Cleared enough to focus on channeling his own magic, and in transmuting it to life magic.
He kept fucking the succubus, he didn’t want to ever stop, but he knew she’d eat his life force until he was dead if he didn’t.  In that moment, he wasn’t sure he cared, and he knew the lust magic was still affecting him.  The sex itself wasn’t much better at all than with his lovely nymph, but the added dimensions of her lust magic and succubus pheromones magnified that feeling.
He was pretty sure he was going to fuck himself to death, if he didn’t stop.  But, for that moment, he was safe enough.  His own life magic was creating life force for the succubus, which was keeping her at the heights of ecstasy and unable to fight him back.  Which meant he was in control.  Sort of.
Really, he could stop at any time, or so he told himself right before he went over the edge a second time.  He fucked right through his second orgasm, a powerful wave of pleasure and satisfaction rolled over him.
Her pussy hadn’t stopped convulsing, as her loud expression of wild pleasure filled the small cottage, and it just felt too damn good to stop, so he kept fucking her despite April’s desperate pleas.
What?  He had plenty of magic left, and until it was gone his soul was perfectly safe.
He could still barely think, it took almost all of what remained of his focus to maintain the life magic he was creating from his own raw magic.
He wasn’t sure he could ever stop, if he could ever give this up, the intense pleasure, even as he knew it was her unnatural lust that was making him think that.
That’s when he had the not so brilliant idea to bond the succubus, then he’d never have to give her up.
His raw magic rose in his chest, and it dove into the creature of the lower planes.  Which was a mistake.  He’d stopped making all that life energy to do it, and the succubus started to recover from the overwhelming pleasure he’d been forcing on her.  He didn’t care, he could feel the bond trying to set, he just had to push a little harder, and the little sexpot would be his for life.
Something seemed to be preventing it though, so he pushed harder as he exploded and pulsed his seed into the golden-haired goddess for the third time.
As he came down and kept railing into her, his body soaked with sweat and his heart beating like a humming bird’s, he felt her power gather in her chest.
He wondered if he should be concerned by that, but really couldn’t make himself care.  Her pussy was just that fucking good.
Then to his shock, the thing holding back his magic snapped, and the bond solidified.
It was then he realized his error, as the mind of an immortal being of the lower planes dueled with his own.  Even his powerful and stubborn will was no match for the succubus’s, as her mind entered his and started to crush his will.
He was so fucked. He’d just enslaved himself to a demon of the lower planes.
April must have sensed his panic, because she sent a torrent of life magic into his body, more than the first time.
The succubus’s cruel and powerful will which gripped his mind dissolved under the assault of pleasure she felt as she absorbed all that life at once, and not a second before he was about to lose the contest of wills that decided who ruled who in the bond he’d set.
He followed her splintered mind with his own will, and he crushed hers ruthlessly in her moment of weakness.  The magic set in that moment.
He gave a split second’s thought to the idea of fucking her some more, but the close call had scared the wits out of him, and he barked, “Stop using all magic, now!”
The lust turned off like a light switch, or at least, the unnatural lust.  There was still plenty lust left, at the sexy body beneath him.  She was… beyond beautiful, and her body was so supple and responsive. 
He spanked her ass hard, and filled her one last time, even as she came undone around him.  When they both returned from their heights, he felt more than sated, and quite tired.  He pulled out and took two steps back, while he shifted a sword to his hand.
She turned and sat in the chair, with a sullen glare on her face, but she also had a glow about her.  Her breasts were bigger, not nearly as bountiful as his Nysa, whose breast size was among the rarest of human woman.  But bigger than average, generous even, and wonderfully pert.
“Now demon, let’s talk.  Why shouldn’t I just kill you, and what the fuck just happened?”
She said, “Think of all the great sex you’d be missing out on.  I’ll also promise to be…” her expression turned shocked, and a little sick.
He smirked, “No lying to your bonded master, demoness.  I can’t use your fell immortal magics, so why should I keep you, besides the sex that is.”
Which wasn’t inconsiderable.  The mind-blowing sex was the only reason he was having the conversation and hadn’t run the succubus through yet.  Killing her would send her back to the lower planes with her mortal body’s death.
She sighed, “I almost had you, and we’d have had so much fun together.  Centuries of it, but I’m still willing to stay and be your little fuck toy for the rest of your life.  There are deal breakers though, we need to come to an agreement. I refuse to be dominated by you again.  Even you aren’t worth that price.”
He said, “Besides sex.”
She smirked, “I know what you are, and that you’re on a walkabout.  Who do you think raised the wards against monsters on the glade?  I didn’t want my game to be interrupted by other players.  I have centuries worth of knowledge to teach you about wizardry.  That is one of your tasks correct, to be a wizard?  Why not learn from your very own fuck toy who will guard your life zealously?”
That… would be convenient.  Very convenient.  Not stopping in the cities for long breaks, she could teach him between towns, in the saddle and around the campfire.  She also wasn’t lying, couldn’t lie to him, which meant she really did have a lot of knowledge that way.  Probably more than any mortal witch or wizard in this plane.
He grunted, “Okay, you’ll be my bed companion, protector, and teacher in the mystic arts.  That’s more than enough reason to keep you around.  But you can’t hunt others, or hurt humans without good reason.”
She shrugged, “Agreed.”
He frowned, “That seemed too easy.”
She nodded, “Why would I want to dine on scraps, when I have a steak dinner in front of me.  We aren’t truly evil you know, no eviler than humans must appear to a herd of cows.  It is just the natural order of things, you’re our prey.  You are delicious, and have the best cock I’ve felt in me in decades, why would I want to snack on anyone else?”
He shook his head, “Spill, you’re hiding something.”
She scowled, “Do you know just now, that you fed me more life force than the last thousand humans I fed from until death, in the last decade or two?  With your life magic.  It normally takes centuries for us to gain rank by consuming power and growing in power.  All while we try to avoid attention of those above us, lest they get nervous and take us out, or just steal our power and put us back to the beginning.
“I’m sure you’ve noticed my tits are bigger, that’s because I’ve raised my status and power.  My wings, horns, and tail are bigger and more imposing as well.  It doesn’t usually work that way for succubae, they’re born with their full curves, but I’m half demon mage, so my body will become more… alluring as my power grows.
“In another six weeks, if you feed me like that every day, I’ll be a lieutenant rank, six months after that a captain, another year a general, and a damned baroness after ten or so.  By the time your life is over, I’ll be powerful enough to challenge for rulership of my whole damned realm when I return.  Is that reason enough for you?  I’ll be a… well, not a good girl, but I’ll follow your rules.  I just won’t be dominated, so don’t ever do that again or I’ll slit my own throat, and you’ll lose your wizardry teacher and the best damned sex you’ve ever had.”
In hindsight, Nysa was just as good, if not better because of the emotional component, but he had to admit the succubus had an edge in attractiveness, and mechanical expertise.  With her magic, it was… well, magical.
“Is that why you helped make the bonding happen?”
She nodded, “Yes.  The bond to the lower planes was preventing it.  I helped sever that bond, so your magic could take its place.  That also means I can’t be found or tracked by my old superior, not until either you die, or I die and am forced to return there.  Of course, I’d planned to be in charge, but your pesky fairy fucked that up.  Though I have to admit it was almost worth it, I’ve never felt that much pleasure before, which is saying a lot.  It also means when we kill that piece of shit in the other room that summoned me, I won’t be sent back.  You’re my tether to this world now, through the bond.  Trust me, he deserves it.  He’s a thief, and a rapist.  He’s also got a small dick.”
April giggled.
He said, “Very well, you teach me wizardry, and share my bed with Nysa, my water nymph.  I’ll exclusively feed you, you won’t prey on any others, nor will you take more than a quarter of my magic at any one time.  You also won’t use your lust magic to the point it removes my free will, though a little bit might be fun.  You’ll also follow my rules.  We’ll have to get you some witch robes, and a horse, before we leave Deerfield.  In return I’ll fast track your growth in power, and I’ll never dominate you again.  That sound about right for an agreement?”
She nodded, “Sure, with the clarification that I need to know the rule. No punishing me for not knowing about it.  Although a spanking could be fun.  Even good girls need to be punished now and then, after all.  Right now, on the rules I’ve got no feeding on anyone but you, and no sex except for you and Nysa.  I agree to all the rest of it.  This is pretty great even, we’re going to have a blast.”
He was a bit surprised at that qualifier, but found he wasn’t jealous at the idea of Nysa and Shar twisting the sheets, it actually sounded kind of hot to him.  Maybe because they were both his?  Although, her faithfulness didn’t stem from devotion, but from how tasty and satisfying a meal he was.
It was an odd arrangement, but worth it for all the hot sex and mystical education he was going to get.
He frowned, “Other rules, just to be sure we’re not wasting our time.  In general, follow the human’s laws.  No stealing or murder, just self-defense.  Also, I don’t want you flirting with other men, it’s going to be hard enough to not kill them when they come after you.  You are… incredibly beautiful, Shar.”
She smiled, “Glad you think so. You’re not so bad yourself.  I can do shy and coy around other men, and I’ll put them off if I have to.  It will be strange, but worth it.  As for the laws, I’ll remind you I’m not evil, we’re just higher on the food chain.”
“But you play with your food, cruelly,” April said.
Shar shrugged, making her breasts sway delightfully, “Can you blame me?  I’m a predator, like a great cat plays with their food.  That doesn’t make me evil, honey.  There’s also the matter of being summoned here, and the bastards trying to use me for selfish ends.  They deserve it, while Muranth does not.  I kind of like him, like a favored pet maybe.  We’ll see what happens, I’ve never spent more than a few weeks with a meal before.”
“Don’t your kind torture each other and steal each other’s power.”
She snorted, “Humans are different?  Power always corrupts, and we have more than anyone else save the gods.  I’m already planning my revenge when I go back.”
He cleared his throat, “You both make a good point.  I think we have a deal.  Get dressed.”
Shar pouted, and said, “Sure we shouldn’t… consummate our agreement.”
She got up out the chair, and she walked over in a way that mesmerized him.  She straddled him slowly, sensually, and gripped his cock which was already half hard despite earlier.  She sighed in pleasure, as she sent a surge of lust into him that brought him back to full mast instantly, and she sunk down onto him.
She kissed him softly, teasingly, “I really love your cock.”
He snorted, but he didn’t stop her as she rode him.  On the contrary, his hands explored her silken curves, and played with her soft and firm breasts, as she slowly worked up to a steady and relentless, but unhurried rise and fall the full length of his cock.  Each time their bodies met, he ground up as she added a tight squeeze and grind of her own.
He gasped, “Let Nysa know we’ll be out soon.”
He knew Nysa would be worried, and he wanted to take his time and enjoy this. 
April left them to their joining.
It felt incredible, and that time it was all natural, save that initial burst of lust.
She rode him with a sweet passionate enjoyment that took his breath away, and she lost herself to the pleasure his cock was having on her, as he filled her completely and fully time and time again.  Impossibly, her beautiful face was even more so, as she lost herself in the pleasure of their joining.
He was lost himself, not just in the pleasure of her body, but in her beauty and breathless enjoyment of him in the moment.  He started to gather some magic and she shook her head.
“No magic, lover. No feeding, this is all about the pleasure of it, and to bind our agreement.”
Her soft moans were alluring, and so wanton and sweet at the same time.  He realized this beautiful creature riding him was far more dangerous than he’d guessed.  Was it all an artful act, or did their coupling truly fill her with the feelings he saw on her face and in her dark eyes?  He suspected it was a little bit of both, she was clearly enjoying his fat long cock, but she’d been pretending to be a coy little sexpot for so long it probably just came naturally.
So much so, that it might just be the truth of her.  Or at least, a part of the truth of her, a piece of a far more complicated creature underneath it.
He stopped thinking at all, as she slowly sped up just a bit, squeezed and milked him a little harder, and effortlessly brought them both to an incredible finish simultaneously, as euphoria rolled through his body and mind, and he filled her nubile body once more.
She kissed him languorously, and giggled, which did interesting things down below since they were still joined.  She bit her lip with a dreamy look on her face, and he found himself doubting everything he knew about the creatures of the lower planes.  Of course, she’d have heartlessly enslaved him, if he hadn’t won the contest of wills thanks to April.
“Oh yes, lover.  I enjoyed every second of that, never doubt that.  My body was built for sex, and built to enjoy it, just as much as your little water nymph.  I’ve never done that before though, just for the pleasure of it.  Call it curiosity, and the fact I’ve just enjoyed a hundred course meal.  It was every bit as good as I thought it’d be.  This will be a grand old time.  Now let’s finish off the poor apprentice you were too late to save, and then go collect my bounty.”
He snorted, “His bounty, he’s the one that broke the law in summoning you.  They’ll assume you were sent back, and the witch with me was just another victim I’d saved.  Technically, I won’t be breaking the law by keeping you, only summoning is outlawed which I didn’t do.  Of course, I doubt they foresaw this circumstance when making the laws, so we need to be cautious.  One question, can you pass for a witch?”
She bit her lip, and nodded, “I know a spell that will make others detecting for magic feel me like a witch would feel to them, but a wizard could break through it if they suspected something.  Don’t worry, Muranth.  Blending in and seducing my prey is one of the easiest hunting techniques taught to our kind.  I’ll just be leaving off that second part.”
He nodded, and they both got up and got dressed.  He even cleaned them both up with a cantrip.
“Are you reading my mind, I never mentioned a few things you have.”
She smiled, “No, not anymore.  At the moment of bonding, when I moved to crush your will, I picked up quite a few things about you and the others from your mind.  I can’t do it anymore, even if I wanted to, not without your permission as the ascendant bond holder.”
She walked over to the doorway to the bedroom, and with a surge of magic formed a bright and tightly contained ball of fire.  She tossed it at the apprentice, who died quickly as it burned through his chest and into his heart.
“No spell?”
She smirked, “That’s why we call them demon mages, not wizards, or sorcerers, but a little of both.  Similar to you in some ways.  We can control our power directly, with a few gifts, similar to a sorcerer, and cast spells like a witch as well.  My gifts are more than most, being a mixed breed.  Lust and empathy from my succubus side, and I can wield fire and detect magic through my mage side.  There will be more gifts unlocked as I gain rank on the mage side, and of course my succubus powers will become more potent.”
He laughed and raised an eyebrow incredulously, “More potent?”
She giggled, “Your mixed human and root instincts, as it comes to lust.  You’re particularly vulnerable to my lust power, far more so than a human would be.”
He nodded, “Let’s pick up a few dresses and a horse, then we’ll get paid and move on.”
They headed outside, and he reassured Nysa with an embrace and sweet kiss before he even spoke.
“Nysa, this is Shar, another bonded.  She’ll be sharing our lives and bed.”
Nysa looked a bit nervous, but also a little excited as she took in the beautiful woman.
Shar said, “You didn’t tell me she was so magnificent.”
Nysa blushed, “Nice to meet you.  Master, I have a desire unrelated to pleasuring you.”
Shar winked.
He snorted, a little jealous, but a hell of a lot more turned on, “Let’s go back to the village, I think it’s time to get moving.”
It seemed imprudent to stick around much longer, after all that had already happened, and it’d be difficult to explain Shar’s sudden arrival.  At least, if they stuck around long enough for people to look too closely.
Shar picked up some witch robes when they got back to town.  She looked amazing in both the black and light blue robes she picked out, but even more so in the white ones.  She looked so innocent and heartrendingly beautiful in them, it made him want to ravish her again.  With Nysa in her red robes and looking so sexy and devoted right next to Shar, he was amazed he could even think.
Nysa and the inn owner had a long conversation, and she seemed to have a knack with numbers that he lacked.  In the end, he left fifty gold with the innkeeper, who was going to expand the brewery and build a few rooms to stay in over it for his family and workers.  That’d give him more rooms to rent to people that came through the town.
He’d see if he made his money back next time he came through.
They also picked up a third horse, and he traded in their tent for a bigger one that would fit three comfortably, as long as they snuggled up that is.  It wasn’t all that long before they were on the road east to the next village, Clover.




Chapter Sixteen

They’d barely left Deerfield behind, and the sun was still high in the sky.  The day was a bit warm, but not too bad that way, and the air was dry.
“So, how much trouble am I in, when you give your report?”
April landed on his shoulder, and she gripped a few hairs to steady herself.
“I’m not sure.  I don’t think any of your people have ever bonded an immortal creature before.  While it doesn’t make you more powerful directly since you can’t access Shar’s magic, the knowledge you can gain as a spell caster and of course her acting as your ally in battle, will be worrisome to many.”
Yeah, that’s what he was afraid of.
“When really, it’s about all the great sex I’m about to have for the next few millennia.”
April snickered, “Like I said, it’s unprecedented.  I’ll let you know what Khalea says, I won’t be talking to her again for six days though.  I don’t see how they can blame you for what happened, and it obviously doesn’t break any laws.  I suspect you’ll also have your pick of mates when we get back.”
Shar said, “Speaking of magic, I’m going to guess you don’t want to know how to summon demons, or how to raise the dead.”
He snorted, “Good guess.”
She grinned at him, “Be nice.  We might as well get started on my side of the deal.  Alright, the first thing you need to know is there is only one magic.  There are no separate magics.  High planes, middle planes, low planes, gods to demonic rulers, magic is simply magic.”
He frowned, “That goes against everything I’ve been taught.”
She snickered, “The different magics are the same magic, just at different frequencies and configurations.  Think about it, how else could a witch or wizard cast a shield one moment, ward against monsters, then set a fire trap, and finally shoot of cone of cold.  That’s four different magic types by your reckoning.
“That simply doesn’t work, logically.  A wizard or witch uses spells and components to shape and modify the magic, both in type and in purpose.  What actually makes a fire sorcerer a fire sorcerer is their minds and bodies automatically filter magic into a fire configuration as they replenish it from the ambient mana all around us.  They’re locked into that one magical frequency and configuration by their very nature, which is why they can’t cast as wizards.  Their own bias in magic prevents a spell from modifying the magic into a new configuration.  A witch or wizard can access magic, but when they absorb it they absorb the raw ambient magic without biasing it.  That’s why they have no natural abilities to cast magic without a spell.
“What you really do when you transmute your raw magic to life magic, is sense its configuration and frequency through your bond to April, then your mind changes the raw magic within you to it as you channel.  Unlike a sorcerer, your ability to bias magic is fluid, based on your will and focus, which is why you can also cast as a wizard.  Quite similar to demon mages in that fashion, except perhaps more powerful because we can only use configurations we’re gifted with, we can’t copy all the others.”
April said, “Holy crap.”
He shook his head, and blew out a breath, “Alright, and clerics, your magic?”
Shar smirked, “Still the same magic.  A cleric prays for spells and the gods do it for the caster, transfigure that magic similar to how you do as it feeds the spell form.  The reason you can’t access mine, godly, or upper planes magic is your mind is mortal, and you simply can’t read those configurations and frequencies, nor can you form them.  That is the limit to your mortal race’s gift.  It doesn’t mean our magic is truly different, or not from the same magical source, it’s just beyond your ability to form and wield.”
He nodded, “That’s all interesting, but how does it help me?”
Shar shrugged, “It always helps to know how something really works, when you do it.  I’m going to teach you three cantrips today.  Spells that don’t require anything but a gesture and a relatively quick series of thoughts.  Those are the best to use to fuel your main ability, because they’re fast to cast and easy to maintain, and it will give you a better grounding in wizardry before we start in on spells that require spoken words, gestures, and in some cases components or written runes.
“You need to feel a magic to copy it, then cast it directly like a sorcerer does, like you already do with life magic and your learning to do with water magic.  The way to do all that the quickest, easiest, and least costly way in magic is with a simple cantrip.  Simply because cantrips are faster, and they consume less magic than you rejuvenate.  Cantrips also require the least focus to maintain, splitting your focus three ways will be hard enough.  You do it two ways for life now, reading April’s magic through the bond, then your second focus is to channel and transmute your magic.  So you’ll be adding a third, when you cast and hold light the candle, then read the magic of the active cantrip light the candle, and finally channel and transmute your magic into fire like a sorcerer.
“For fire, I’m going to teach you the light a candle cantrip, which creates a tiny magical flame, more like a tiny spark of fire magic.  Tiny and small, but enough for you to read it, and transmute your magic directly to throw fire balls, or streams of flame.  For air, I’m going to teach you a cantrip that creates a light zephyr called breeze, and for earth I’ll teach you a cantrip that can sense metal or stone for weaknesses.”
Shar paused for a minute.
“Correct me if I’m wrong, but your wizardry is something you won’t be using in battle.  It will be for protection spells beforehand, or perhaps as a way to bind someone once they’re no longer a threat, or to open a portal to another village, or the communication spell.  The options are endless, but in battle you’ll be focusing on wielding the four elements and life directly, with your main ability.”
He grunted, “That’s a fair assessment, and is how my people do it.  Casting a spell in battle would compromise my awareness.”
Shar smirked, “Good.  So once I teach you those three cantrips, most of your focus and practice should be on getting to the point you can wield the four elements in battle as easily as you wield life.  Once you achieve that I’ll start teaching you the deeper spell craft.  After all, what you use in battle can save your life, it’s worth focusing on your main ability and perfecting that first.”
He nodded, “Agreed.  That will take a few months, to at least get competent enough at it to use it battle.  I’ll continue to practice it to master it after that, but full mastery will take years, so we won’t be waiting for that.”
Well, he’d master the channeling and magic transmutation parts in a few months, to make it second nature.  After that what would take all that time would be learning all the things he could do with it.  Throwing around fire was the most basic thing a fire sorcerer could do, but while limited to simple things they could hold in their minds all at the same time, their abilities were far more diverse than that.  It was just a matter of mastering how to focus that fire magic in different ways and training his subconscious in it.  Same for water, earth, and air.
Shar smiled, “This should be interesting. I’ve never taught prey before. I hope I’m good at it.  Okay, let’s get started.”
For the rest of the morning, Shar attempted to teach him the light the candle cantrip.  It wasn’t as easy as it sounded, and he suspected it would take the whole two days on the road to learn the three cantrips.  By lunchtime, he’d succeeded at casting it once, but after that he’d failed twice before successfully casting it again.  His brain also felt like mush.  He wasn’t upset about it, it’d just take time, and he’d be casting it as easily as he did his cleaning cantrip at some point.
Magic was hard, wizards only made it look easy in hindsight, after many hours of learning, toil and practice.
Shar’s addition as another bonded was also going to take time to get used to.  It changed the whole dynamic of his group, and he was worried at first how his water nymph would take having to share him.  Protecting his bonded wasn’t just about physical protection, he had a duty to make sure they were taken care of.  That included mental balance.
He wasn’t worried about pleasing them both, or in keeping up with their sexual needs.  Between his enhanced lust, even more enhanced with the midnight-haired and blonde-haired beauties with him constantly, and his life magic to help with chafing, he wouldn’t be having problems there.  It was the social part that he wasn’t sure of. He didn’t want his Nysa to feel neglected, or that her position at his side was threatened or even lessened.
April was a concern as well, but since they wouldn’t and couldn’t share pleasure, he wasn’t overly worried about that part.  He didn’t doubt their solid friendship and the love they held for each other would get them through any hiccups.
To his delight, by the end of the first day and that night in the tent, none of the problems he feared came to light.  Shar was basically there as a business deal.  She liked his cock, his looks and confidence, but it was really about her growing her power to ruler levels in a couple of millennia instead of millions of years.  She was fun, and kept him on his toes, and he wasn’t sure she even knew what jealousy was.  She was a bit teasing about joining the animals, but she truly wasn’t cruel about it.  There was a self-mocking edge to her humor, that took the sting out of it.
He wasn’t sure how much of that coy playfulness and faux arrogance was an act, but in the end he wasn’t sure it really mattered.  For the moment, it was all about the deal, teaching and sex for him, power for her, mutual protection for them both.  Simple, he just wondered how long that would stay true.
Shar was an incredibly beautiful and intelligent creature after all.  His feelings would grow deeper, even if hers didn’t.  It was a shallow reaction, but it was already hard not to like the sexy and beautiful woman that had brought him so much mind-blowing pleasure.  She was a teasing and affectionate lover, and she took great joy in the act.
Nysa if anything seemed thrilled with having a partner to help pleasure and keep her master safe.  So his worries there didn’t come to light either, Nysa didn’t seem to have jealousy either.  Of course, he suspected the fact he’d paid her at least equal attention and that he’d fucked her senseless that night into a kittenish and satiated mood, might’ve had something to do with it.  His Nysa was growing, but at her root she was completely his, and he wasn’t sure that would ever change even if her needs and ambitions widened in other ways.
In short, it was her nature, she loved his attention, and split attention seemed just as good.
Of the three cantrips, the earth cantrip came the easiest.  He wondered if that’s because he wasn’t just a little attuned to earth already, being able to detect gold and other precious metals and gems near him had to come from somewhere in his nature.  He’d learned all three of them during their two days of travel, but he’d continue to practice them and only that until he’d mastered them.
Once mastered to the point of being cast without conscious focus, he could start mastering transmuting his amorphic magic to the same subconscious level of control.  It wouldn’t be long for that first step, maybe a couple of more days.  Transmuting his magic, mastering that would take a couple of months.  Then the true work could begin, as he mastered what he could do with the four elements, over years, while simultaneously learning the mystical secrets of wizardry and spells.
He hadn’t forgotten about nature magic either, the magic of the elves, but that wouldn’t help him in combat, and he could learn it later at his leisure.
He had a long way to go, and a lot of work to do.  His walkabout was just getting started.
It was all a bit overwhelming, or it would be if he got overwhelmed by the scale of it, but he had a couple of centuries to master himself on this walkabout.  It also helped that Muranth lived in the present, vigilantly watching his surroundings at all times.  He’d just take it one day at a time, he was confident of the outcome.
He’d conquer each and every challenge, as they came.




Chapter Seventeen

Clover was a small village, similar to the first one they’d stopped at when their circuit had begun.  Duskwood.  He estimated there were just a few hundred people at most based on the size of the buildings and what he could see of the marketplace.  He knew there’d be other larger ones like Deerfield that supported more farms for emergency food supplies, or like Sweetwater that made mead for the whole kingdom, but those key production and backup villages were thoughtfully separated for tactical reasons.
Clover was also on fire, and he kicked his horse’s flanks to increase their speed as he heard a death cry.  His eyes spied a goblin and he narrowed his eyes.  They were at least a week south from the mountains. What the hell were they doing raiding down here, when there were northern villages just a day or two south of the mountains?
He could figure it out later, not that it really mattered.  Unless of course, they were down here because they’d already stripped a northern village or two.  His heart started to pound as adrenaline surged through his veins.  He shifted a bow from his armory to his left hand, and an arrow to his right.  He smoothly knocked, drew, aimed, and released in a single smooth movement.  The arrow flew true, and the goblin went down without a sound as it pierced the monster’s throat.
The hooves on their horses thundered into the town, and he dismounted as they reached the town well in the main market street square.
“Nysa, put out the fires.  April is our eyes.  Shar, help me kill but your primary job is to protect me and Nysa.”
He arched his back and let out a deafening war cry of challenge that no goblin in the town would fail to hear.  It was an arrogant and insulting challenge they wouldn’t fail to respond to.  Best to bring them all to him than waste time running around in circles.
There were sounds of ringing steel in the distance, which told him the guard hadn’t yet fallen.  They could deal with theirs, hopefully all the goblins not already engaged would answer his challenge rather than murder defenseless commoners.  They probably would, goblins fought in a bloodthirsty and mindless rage in the midst of battle. His arrogant challenge should’ve goaded and infuriated them.
Nysa’s water magic flowed from her and into the well.  A deluge of water shot up from the well and split off into three streams that split even further into large droplets as it reached the smithy, inn, and what he thought was a general store.  The hiss of fire and plume of smoke filling the street would add even more chaos even as it gave them dubious cover.
April shouted from far above, “Two from the north, and one south.”
He turned to the north as he shifted another arrow, knocked, and pulled.  The smoke was thick in the air, and he was looking for any glint of metal, green skin, or red eyes.  He moved smoothly and released.  The arrow flew as true as the first did, but this goblin was ready for him and knew he was there, and the monster swept it out of the air with his smaller buckler.
With the smoke, they were already close by the time he’d seen one, and their screams of rage were quickly followed by themselves as they charged.  He shifted the bow for his shield, and shifted his bastard sword to his right hand, and grinned at the charging monsters.
At the last moment, he channeled his magic and lifted his sword, and a lightning bolt exploded out of the end of weapon and into one of the goblins.  The scent of cooked goblin reached his nose, even as he dodged to the right and parried the second goblin’s attack with his shield.
He didn’t see it, but he felt the heat of Shar’s fire as she roasted the one coming up from the south.  His sexy succubus was chuckling darkly, which was a little disturbing, but even more disturbing was the dark sultry sound turned him on.  He also sensed the southern goblin fall, or more accurately the dagger and sword the goblin had on him fell to the ground.
The third goblin screamed and leapt at him, and he lunged forward to meet him.  There was a mighty crash as they met, but Muranth was the one still standing as he shield bashed the monster to the ground.  A quick slash of his sword ended that battle.
Almost simultaneously, Nysa sent out another blast of water to finish dousing the three fires, while April’s voice cried out.
“Six more from the west, and an ogre!”
Well, shit.  To the west of the market was the village’s commoner housing.  He was guessing the fighting he heard from the north was the guard defending the baron.  No doubt this last group had been pillaging and raping the commoners, while the cowardly baron had all the guards protecting his ass.
He growled.
He turned and goggled at Shar, because for the first time he saw her true form.  She had almost cute curved red horns on her forehead, about two inches long.  Her black wings had tinges of red on the tips, which looked like very hard spiked cartilage.  And her thin tail whipped in anticipation of the coming contest.
She read his alarm accurately.
“The commoners can’t see. It takes more magic and concentration to hide them from you, my bonded.  Magic and focus that could be better used elsewhere right now.”
Yeah, what about the town witch or wizard?  The last thing he needed was for one of them to find out his sexy witch was really a demon of the lower planes.  But it wasn’t the time to argue about it.  Strangely, she was even more beautiful in her true form, if in an alien way.
She pointed west, “You can fuck me later.”
He chuckled. Did she really think he wasn’t paying attention to everything around him?
The goblins were in the lead, and two went down to fire and lightning before they’d finished closing.  A third was lifted up off the ground, and its body seemed to vibrate for a moment, and then blew up, blood and viscera raining down on all of them.  He guessed since Nysa had finished putting out fires, she’d joined the fight.
Shar met one of the last two with her wings.  It almost wasn’t fair, because it was clear the goblin didn’t even see it coming, since he couldn’t see the wings as they darted forward and tore out it’s throat. She danced almost casually to the side to avoid its sword strike. 
He had to wonder just how often those invisible deadly wings had been near his own neck, when she rode him last night.  Not that he was that worried, even demons followed the deals they made, she’d fight to see him die of old age, of that he had no doubt.
Still, it was disconcerting.  She could obviously make them corporeal at will, because he hadn’t ever felt them either, which meant they were mostly magical and not flesh and blood.
A beat later he blocked a sword stroke of the last goblin and punched it in the head hard with a pommel strike.  The goblin went down and he moved past it to engage the ogre.  Either Shar or Nysa would finish off the goblin he’d sent to the ground.
The immediate heat of flames he felt behind him told him Shar took care of it.
The ogre was at least two feet taller, and much wider than he was.  It had a horned helmet and sharp eye teeth as well as tusks.  It also had steel plate armor, though armor that had obviously been cobbled together and didn’t fit quite right.
The ogre swung its huge spiked mace, faster than Muranth expected, but he managed to get his shield up in time to block it.
The blow sent him back, and he leapt backwards adding even more momentum, but more importantly control to avoid falling on his ass.  He channeled his magic and released a bolt of lightning that slammed into the ogre as he landed on his feet, and the lightning just seemed to piss it off.
His left arm was completely numb, and he felt rattled, but he kept his crazy battle grin on his face as he roared back at the ogre and charged.
The ogre swung at him hard, and he fell to his knees to get below the crushing blow and lunged forward to run the ogre through his leg. 
He sensed death from above. The ogre was fast, and he abandoned his sword in the ogre’s thigh as he desperately dodged to the left.  He felt the wind and heard the whistle of the giant spiked mace as it slammed into the ground.
Out of the way for the moment, a large plume of fire from Shar enveloped the ogre as it went after him with another swing of the mace.
He rolled out of the way and back to his feet as he shifted his crossbow to his right hand, and then shot the ogre in the face as he jumped backwards to evade yet another lightning fast strike of the spiked mace.  His heart raced. How many times had he almost died?  He had no doubt the ogre would kill him in one blow if he landed one.
The bolt hit the ogre but didn’t penetrate very far, it must’ve hit the bastard’s jaw bone.
He grinned, and he channeled his magic again.  Lightning leapt from his hands and hit the exposed part of the steel bolt, which acted as a conductor.  The ogre definitely felt that, as its brain was cooked.
He let out a breath as the giant fell to the ground and didn’t move.  He wasn’t sure if the battle was done, so shifted his crossbow quickly to his armory, and reclaimed his bastard sword.
“That was fun.”
Shar’s grin was just as mad as his, and Nysa giggled.
Then from above, “Oh shit, that fucking stupid, evil, conniving, cowardly bitch!  I’m going to kill her.”
That was bad, April never cursed.  He also assumed the bitch in question was his sister, Khalea.
“What?”
April yelled, “Do not shift, don’t shift.”
He frowned, why would he shift? It would be a death sentence.
Then he heard a loud roar up in the sky that sent a shiver down his spine, and his whole body started to vibrate with the need to answer that roar.
His sister had sent him on a walkabout in a realm with lesser dragons, one of their races instinctive and natural enemies.  Mindless monsters of claw, bite, and breath weapon magic.  Monsters with sub-human intelligence that knew nothing but destruction, breeding, and eating.
Now he knew what his sister meant by a true test. What April had warned him about.  It was no test at all in truth.  It was a death sentence to send their young on a walkabout in a realm with lesser dragons.  His whole body was vibrating violently, and everything in him was telling him to return to his true form, and to rise up to put down this challenger.
His sister had sent him here to fail, to die.
He couldn’t do anything but fight that need. He was frozen and vibrating in the street, with anger, rage, and need.  His anger and growing hatred for his sister sending him to his doom wasn’t helping his control either.
Then he was hit by a deluge of water, that soaked him and sent him down on his ass.  He glared at Nysa, but she just looked back at him with a devotion and determination in her eyes that softened his anger.  The move was also more effective than he would’ve expected, the shock of it had driven out the instinct to shift, or at least dampened it for the moment.
He could think again.
He’d never done anything more difficult than resisting that shift, and he felt wrung out.  Even the impossibly strong jealousy he’d felt was a pale comparison to what he’d just gone through.  He still needed to change, but he wasn’t on the edge anymore, and he had control of himself.
“Thanks.”
He also suspected that if he’d seen the lesser dragon that nothing would’ve stopped him from shifting. The heavy smoke from the fires and putting out the fires had just saved his life, along with Nysa’s water blast and April’s stern warning, it’d been enough to save him.
Shar spread her wings, “I’ll deal with it,” and she jumped into the air.
A blast of fire rained down from above, not Shar’s magic, the dragon’s breath weapon.  He’d been wondering how those fires had started, clearly the dragon had been responsible.  Nysa immediately doused it, before the whorehouse could catch on fire.
He heard Shar’s dulcet voice tinged with that slight sultry coming from above in the strange haunting language of magic.  He felt helpless to help, impotent, but he knew he had to keep all his focus on maintaining this human form.  All the strongest instincts of his kind were demanding he shift, though he was no longer vibrating like a tuning fork.
The need to end his natural enemy.  It was the need to protect his bonded, mixed potently with the darker instincts of bloodlust his kind felt.  All of them together were overwhelming.  The only thing keeping him in his current form was the nascent and growing hatred toward his sister’s betrayal.
He wouldn’t let that fucking bitch win.
Nysa sat on him, and she curled up on his lap with her head in the crook of his neck.  His sweet sexy water nymph was trying to help him keep control of himself.  The feel of her in his arms did help, but what helped the most was her alluring and sweet feminine scent.  So familiar, so relaxing.  A moment later he felt April’s little hands on the back of his neck, and her life magic flowing through him, which helped as well.
It was perhaps ironic, that him breaking the customs of his people and taking on more bonded, would be what saved him from his sister’s treachery.  The first time was the hardest right?  When taken by surprise?  Just like the jealousy, he’d master it if it was the last thing he did, and before his walkabout was finished. He’d perhaps even be able to fight a lesser dragon in his human form without giving in to the need to shift if he could truly master it.
He’d been told it was impossible to resist, but here he was, still human.
If nothing else, he’d master himself out of spite, and then tear the bitch’s heart out when he got home.  In his own mind, Khalea was no longer family.  She was the worst of his kind, a betrayer and traitor.
The sky darkened, as clouds filled the sky, then in the heat of summer a whirlwind of ice and snow formed.  It’d been a long spell, and as Shar intoned the last words and released it a blizzard fully formed above the village of Clover.
Ice and cold was a fire dragon’s greatest weakness.  He knew just from the dragon’s flames, that it would have bright red scales and eyes the color of flames.  He pushed that thought away and held tightly to his Nysa.
The dragon roared above, but it was one of panic and pain, even as Shar’s disturbingly dark laughter followed it.  There was a huge crash as the dragon fell to the ground half a block away, its wings iced over, and its body sluggish from the cold.
It was an adult, about sixty feet long from its snout to the tip of its tail.
He channeled his magic and raised his hand, and a lightning bolt leapt from his hand and slammed into the dragon.  He gritted his teeth and increased the flow of magic, as lightning bolt after lightning bolt slammed into his racial enemy.
He should summon his sword and finish it, but he feared if he moved, even just to stand up, that he’d lose his struggle to stay human.  He was hurting, perhaps torturing the dragon, but its magical scales kept the lightning from truly cooking its body.
Until once again Nysa helped, as more water leapt from the well, and raced toward the dragon.  The water surrounded the dragon like a flowing river, and it broke off into tributaries that flowed into its mouth, large nostrils, and even into its eyes.  The most important thing is the water was all connected, around the dragon, and inside the dragon.
The next lightning bolt struck and coruscated around the dragon. The water acted as a conductor, and the lightning followed those tributaries deep inside the dragon’s body, past the protection of its scales.
Despite that, it still took two more strikes before the dragon stopped crying out and grew still.  As soon as it died, the instinctive need to change just dissipated in him.
Nysa giggled, “We better get more than ten gold for killing a dragon.”
He snickered.
April snorted, and said, “That… I still can’t believe that just happened, nor do I know how you resisted.”
He said, “You, Nysa, and Shar made the difference.  Not being able to see the dragon through the smoke helped a little too, I think.  I’ll be ready for it next time.”
Shar landed, and her wings, tail, and horns disappeared.
“I haven’t cast a spell that complicated in a while, glad I remembered it.”
Yeah, powerful wizards were bad ass, the only trick was not getting hit while casting a long ass spell like that.
He laughed, “Me too.  Do you suppose that’s why the goblins and ogre were so far south of the mountains?  Perhaps they’ve been following this dragon like a plague of vultures to pick over the bones of its leavings.”
Shar shrugged, “Probably.”
He asked, “I was wondering about what you did, and wizards and witches.”
Shar made a face, “You’re right, anyone magical would have seen them even if the commoners did not.  It wasn’t that big a risk, the only other wizard in this village is with the baron behind their wards as the soldiers fought.  I won’t get caught.”
He nodded, not entirely happy with the answer but she seemed confident.
“Let’s go skin a dragon and collect all the loot before the commoners get brave enough to poke their heads out.”
It just made sense, they’d make even more on top of the bounty from the rare dragon scales and even the simple steel weapons of the goblins.
He tilted his head thoughtfully, “Maybe I’ll make dragon scale armor.”
April gasped, “Are you crazy?”
He shrugged, “The armor will retain the signature of the dragon’s magic, which I’ll feel all the time.  It might help me fight my instincts by feeling that and getting accustomed to it, for the next time a live dragon comes along.  Plus, it will be better protection than wyvern leather alone, perhaps I can insert the smaller tail scales between the layers of leather.”
April replied after a beat or two, “That’s not entirely a bad idea.”
They got to work.  The guard eventually showed up, and they looked annoyed about his claiming of every single dragon scale, but they didn’t argue with him about it.  Wise of them.  They spent that night in the inn before moving on the next morning, for some reason there were no other monsters in the area.
He wasn’t sure what would happen next.  Thanks to his sister his walkabout would either see his end, or it would see him as the most controlled and strongest of his kind.  He was going to shoot for the latter result.  If he could resist the greatest of their instincts, and also learn magic from an ancient demon with vast knowledge way past the knowledge the others of his race learned from, he’d be formidable indeed.
Of course, he still had a long way to go, and his walkabout had just gotten started. He’d have to survive this world and plane first.  He just hoped that had been the last nasty surprise his sister had in store for him by sending him here, but he wouldn’t be counting on it.




Epilogue

Princess Stephanie felt pensive as she read through the report from Clover for perhaps the twentieth time.  Muranth had not only taken down a force of goblins led by a deadly ogre, but he had also taken down an adult red dragon.  That wasn’t nearly as concerning to her, as the fact he was now reported to be in the company of not just a beautiful water sorceress, but a powerful and attractive young witch as well.
Her mind had started to work a couple of days ago on certain new possibilities, at learning he was in fact a visiting prince.  What had only been a fantasy in her mind before that, was suddenly a real possibility.  She still couldn’t get the way he’d looked at her, and paid attention to her as no man had before him out of her head.
Yes, it would be a poor reason for any type of commitment, but more than enough in her mind to justify the possibility of him courting her to see where it went.  After all, he was the only man to ever catch her interest in such a way, and to engender such terrifyingly wonderous desires and sensations in her body with a mere gaze.  Of course, she wasn’t even sure if he’d be interested in such a thing.  He’d been attracted to her but what did that mean in the larger picture?  Not much, outside of the fact he was a confident sexy man who’d found her attractive, and who wasn’t afraid to tell her so with his intense attention.
And if he was sleeping with those two women?  Well, it made her feel a bit jealous, but at the same time even her kind father who was one of the best rulers Uradia had ever had, had a number of concubines and mistresses.  It was in the nature of kings and important men to do so.  She wasn’t jumping for joy about it, but it wasn’t something that changed her mind or interest either.
As long as she came first in priority, an arrangement could be reached.
It was the way he’d looked at her, and his obvious disinterest in ruling that attracted her to the idea.  He’d be a perfect consort to a queen because she wouldn’t have to step lightly around him in the halls of political power.  On the purely political side of things, putting aside her strong attraction and desire for him, he’d also be a powerful ally as well if she could bind him by marriage.  While that was the least of her concerns when she thought of Muranth, she knew it would be a key argument to get her father onboard with the idea.
So much better than dealing with a simpering power-hungry fool that didn’t see her at all.
It came back to not knowing what he’d think of such an idea, that had her stuck.  She couldn’t make such an important decision on wishes and her libido, which Muranth had been the only man to set alight so far in her life.  She also couldn’t court him. She’d be a laughingstock among the nobility if she initiated things like some breathless wench in a tavern.  Which only meant she’d have to signal him to do it.  Which meant, all things considered, she’d have to talk to him again, see him again, before she became committed or overly enamored by the idea.
She’d have to figure out how to recall him to the capital, but she had no idea where to start.  The idea of waiting two more months until he finished his first circuit made her feel anxious.
She looked up as her father strode into the room, with a worried and thoughtful look on his face.
“Father, what’s wrong?”
He said, “There was an incident between the elves and the groups of commoners and two barons that are going to reestablish the western villages.  Apparently, there are two dead, and Shalia insists the commoners were in the wrong, when my barons are telling me differently.  You might be right. We may not have two full months before the elves start trouble.  I’m not sure what we can do about it though, right now our new recruits are a bigger danger to themselves with their swords than anyone else.”
She tilted her head, her mind spinning out a plan. Her father might’ve just brought her the answer to her own conundrum.  Might as well kill two birds with one stone, and Muranth hates Shalia, or at least he should.  The queen did try to have him assassinated, after all.
“I think I have an idea…”
April glared up at Khalea, “Lastly, we ran into a lesser dragon, you traitorous bitch.”
Khalea eyes widened in faux surprise and innocence, “You don’t think I knew lesser dragons infested that realm, do you?  It’s regrettable of course, but I must inform the hunters at once.  The law is the law.”
April’s voice was cold, “Getting ahead of yourself, aren’t you?  Muranth did not shift.  Bitch.”
Blossom said privately, “Calm down sister, you’re not doing your bonded any favors by taunting Khalea.”
Khalea roared, “That’s impossible.”
April sounded smug, “You fucked up, your majesty.”
Khalea’s eyes narrowed dangerously, “How so,” she demanded.
April said primly, “You assumed your brother to be as weak willed as you are.”
Khalea roared, spread her wings, and launched into the sky.
Blossom said, “Why did you push her like that?  He is still weak and at the beginning of his walkabout.”
April sighed, “I want her off balance, so she makes a mistake that condemns her before her people.  She’s hotheaded, and while I know she set him up we have no way to prove it.  She isn’t a god after all, it’s entirely possible she was merely incompetent when she sent him there.  At worst she would be censured for carelessness.”
Blossom replied, “True, she has not revealed her plans to me, though I suspected foul play I held my tongue because she is my bonded, and I cannot prove it either.”
April said firmly, “I do not blame you, sister.” 
Blossom said, “The succubus concerns me, that will push Khalea as well.  How is your… personal problem?”
April sighed, “Worse.  I’m not immune to the lust magic, and although she uses it sparingly to enhance their lovemaking, it drives me crazy.  It’s going to be a very long two hundred years.  I’m going to wear my fingers out.”
Blossom choked on that last comment, and then laughed.
It wasn’t really funny, but her sister had shocked her.  At least April had that one avenue of sexual relief available to her.
“I see.  I’m sorry sister.  Khalea likely won’t be back until she hunts, it’s her favorite activity to relieve her anger or frustration.  Do you have anything else to report? I can pass it along when she gets back.”
April replied, “No, that was all.”
She saw no reason to enlighten Khalea just how much her betrayal had hurt her bonded, nor did she need to share just how close he’d come to shifting, or the exact reasons why he’d been able to resist.  It also wasn’t a requirement.  All she was required to do was to report facts about his actions, not of his emotional struggles or the social dynamics involved.  Let the bitch assume the worst, that he resisted without help.
She gave her sister a mental hug, then released her magic.
Shar said sultrily, “Welcome back, little fairy.  I can feel your lust and need you know.”
She snorted dismissively.
Shar chuckled, “Don’t deny it.  He is sleeping, as is our little water nymph.  I might have a solution, if you’re interested in hearing it of course.”
April sighed, “Why would you care, demoness?”
Shar frowned, “We are not cruel to prey, only to our enemies in battle.  While I admit I tortured the hell out of that apprentice, and enjoyed every moment of it, it was because he was my enemy as well as prey.  He summoned me, and tried to bind me to a task, of course I sought revenge.
“The two soldiers who came were not my enemies, and for them it was quite different.  They were seduced into double teaming me, which was awesome by the way.  I pleasured them greatly as I fed upon them, without pain or fear until the very end when they realized the truth.
“Why would I not care for you even more, the bonded of my bonded, and ally in keeping him alive for the sake of our deal.”
April frowned, and wondered if she hadn’t underestimated the succubus.  She seemed very sincere, but the succubus was also a master manipulator who used lust to corrupt her prey. April was mortal prey.
Shar said, “Besides, I’ve never had the pleasure of tasting fairy pussy before.  All that life magic that makes up your being, I’m curious.”
April scowled, “What the hell are you talking about?  Taste me?” she scoffed, even as her pussy clenched at the very thought of having the sexy golden-blonde’s tongue between her legs.
Shar laughed, “Do you think I missed that surge of lust?  The answer to your conundrum is quite simple my dear fairy.  You can’t fuck your bonded because of your stupid laws. But answer me this.  If he’s willing to allow me and Nysa to share pleasure, what makes you think he wouldn’t extend the same permission to the bonded he actually loves deeply and knows from birth? 
“I’m quite sure he’d share Nysa with you, and like I said, I’m certainly up for a little fairy sex.  Sounds like fun, and I could mark it off my bucket list.  Imagine Nysa’s pouty lips between your legs, while I ride his cock right next to you.  I think that would take the edge off, don’t you?”
April was frozen in shock. Why the hell hadn’t she even thought of that?  It was obvious in hindsight, if he’d share Nysa with Shar, he’d sure as hell share with her as well.  It wasn’t perfect, but at least she’d find relief with a lover.  She supposed it hadn’t even occurred to her because having other bonded wasn’t supposed to happen anymore.  There was just no precedent for their current situation, at least none she knew of.
Hmm, maybe the succubus wasn’t so bad after all.  Although, it’d be frustrating as well, having him so close but unable to touch him and pleasure him herself, the being she truly loved and longed for.  It could just be a step in some twisted need of the succubus to corrupt her and Muranth until they took that last step together and fell.
Or, maybe she was really paranoid, and she should just take it as a gift.
Could Shar actually care?
She grinned, “You should wake him up, and modify your deal.”
Shar laughed, “I don’t think he’d mind.”
April smirked, “Who’s not thinking it through now, evil temptress?  You promised to only feed from him.  I am a being of life magic, do you really thing you’ll be able to resist when I cum all over your face and explode with life energy?  It would be a shame to let it all go to waste.”
Shar tilted her head, then smiled slowly, “I knew I liked you.”
April giggled.




Afterword: 

I hope you enjoyed the story.  This series is my first foray into this sub-genre of monster harem, and it’s been a challenge.  Monster harems don’t usually fit with the deeper emotions I usually insert into my harem series, but I believe I found a way to do so while staying consistent.  I also hope the hook of having a partly monstrous but sentient species as the lead is a good one.  I left plenty of clues as to what he was, but don’t worry you’ll find out for sure before the end.  The second 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.
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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 is recently an adult of his species, and he’s sent on a walkabout in another realm.  A long-standing custom of his people.  The realm filled with humans, elves, and a multitude of monsters.  The goals are simple enough, gather enough treasure to satisfy his instincts, and learn mastery over his amorphic magic.  There are other reasons as well, if of lesser importance.  There are also rules and customs, laws, that have been developed for good reason, such as staying in human form.
Things aren’t quite that simple though.  What was supposed to be a subtle entrance to the world happened in the middle of a huge battle instead.  Worse, he was dropped in the middle of a horde of undead led by a lich.
His quest grows even more complicated after that, but will he realize nothing is as it seems before it kills him? 
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.  There’s no explicit group sex in this book, but that’s coming in the second and final book.  You have been warned.
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