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      It was a cold and stormy night... Not like I gave a shit, but that’s hardly the point.

      The point is that, for the first time in months, Urk, the Goblin King, is being a fuckwit. Yeah... I said it, a fuckwit. Turns out his favourite son is finally old enough to ‘be a man’. Basically, that means he gets sent on his first planned hunting trip, and I get stuck watching the gate till the wee man comes home... It could be worse I suppose... Playing gatekeeper to a horde of bloody goblins is a far cry better than being dissected on some bloody wizards table. Oh, did I mention how I got here? Well...

      It would have been about four decades ago now... I’d like to say I was brought into this world kicking and screaming. Loved by my parents, and through my own devices, ended up in a respected position of trust working for the honourable King Urk. Fuckin if only...

      I came into this world kicking and screaming alright... Some fucking wizard by the name of, Henry ‘The Just,’ was experimenting with cross species blending. His original plan was to interbreed species’ with humans, but he couldn’t find any volunteers to fuck various monsters. Forcing people to do it would have ‘affected his title’ so he settled for second best. Essence extraction and injection into a flesh golem. When I first came too, it hurt... Fucker had this idea of waking me up with electricity... Only, being stuck inside a watertight tube filled with synthetic amniotic fluid, he almost damn well cooked me while I drowned. Thankfully, I guess, he realised his mistake and broke me out before I died again. That’s when the ‘treatments’ started.

      I’m still not exactly sure what I was injected with. The flesh golem was based on and originally injected with the essence of ‘man.’ Hence my ability to think, rationalise and gain a moderate education. Henry, after all, wanted me to understand the questions he would ask. For that, I needed a fundamental understanding of what he was doing. After a few months of lessons from everything from biology and mathematics to romance literature and science, the true testing started.

      Stupidly, I allowed myself to be shackled to a bench… With magically reinforced shackles… For my own safety. From there, I was given various injections and asked how I felt. I later found out that most of what was put in me was the life essence of other creatures. Each day was agony, as my body twisted internally and externally as changes were forced upon me. My bones hardened, muscles strengthened, senses heightened... My skin toughened, much to Henry’s displeasure, when he had to buy stronger syringes... My displeasure when the new ones were forced into me with even more effort and pain... Pretty sure I have a few extra organs now too. Poison doesn’t seem to bother me and I’ve never gotten sick. Most injuries clear up within hours if not minutes.

      But then...

      Henry fucked up...

      He was so proud of the next batch of testing.

      Did I mention he fucked up?

      Troll... Fucking troll... I have no idea how he got his hands on troll essence. But apparently this was his ‘holy grail’ moment for me. It was also the first time I truly begged him to stop... Up until that moment, I still looked and acted human. If I was ever released, I could blend in, make a life... Live... I’d seen pictures of trolls in the books I’d read before the injections. Huge monstrosities of flesh like stone. Twelve feet tall at the short end, twenty at the tall. Immune to magic, dumb as a rock and angry as a shaved cat. Yeah... Henry fucked up...

      The first effects were immediate. Suddenly the magic from the shackles disappeared. For the first time in months, I could stretch and move my limbs slightly. If Henry had been any smarter, he’d have killed me right then and there... But... Y’know...

      Henry fucked up…

      Apparently my utter lack of visible changes spurned him. So he took off for the night and left me tied to the table. That’s when the real changes began... While I thought I had experienced pain before... Troll essence... I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. My bones grew so quickly, my muscles and ligaments tore free. I passed out shortly after I felt the muscles in my spine pulling away.

      When I came too, I was lying on the floor. My proportions had grown so large, so rapidly, the shackles had simply broken and released my form to collapse on the floor. Once on the floor, my body was able to complete its changes before rapidly healing back into a solid whole. Considering the amount of blood that was on the floor, I’m just glad I was unconscious when my skin tore open... Was a hell of a shock for Henry when he came back a few hours after sunrise.

      By that time, I’d made myself comfortable, sitting on the bench like a good boy.... Good boy with a severe hatred for wizards named Henry. See, I got the good with the bad. The good? I still look relatively human, shaggy brown hair, dark brown eyes and all my teeth. The bad? I’m close to eight feet tall and built like a mountain. The interesting, is all the other shit going on inside.

      I can still see his face... The rattle of the keys in the lock, followed by that all familiar squeak as the door swung open. He didn’t even bother looking around until he’d already closed the door behind him. The emotions that flashed across his face were priceless. Surprise... Delight... Apprehension and finally fear. There wasn’t much after fear. By the time I stood up, he was already charging up one of his spells. I’d seen his magic before, little things, lighting the fireplace, illuminating the room. I wasn’t really expecting the fireball that burst across my chest... I’m sure I’ve said it a few times now...

      Henry.

      Fucked.

      UP.

      See, the thing with trolls, is they’re completely immune to magic. Spells just wash off. Fire just feels like the wind, lightning a soft touch. Hell... I had a straight up death curse pumped into me by a demoness familiar and it went straight through and killed the guy behind me. The second thing with trolls... Is that we have a wicked temper...

      As previously stated... There I am, standing my ground, facing Henry. The largest fireball I’ve ever seen washing over my chest. And I’m completely fine. I stood there so long staring at my own chest, Henry had enough time to run... Well... I’ll specify here... He had enough ‘time’ to run. What he actually did was pick up a broom, infuse it with lightning, and send it flying into my chest with a burst of wind magic. Cue, a solid thump from the blunt broom pole and the lightning diffusing into the floor when it landed. That’s when I learned the true nature of the trolls... Anger…

      In three strides, I came within arm’s reach of Henry. In four he was lying on his back with his rib cage caved in by my troll size foot trapped inside it. That was another weird lesson for me... Trolls will eat anything. This man... Fucking wizard, whatever... Had brought me into this world for what? Experimentation? Torture? The betterment of mankind? No... His willingness to outright kill me on sight was all I needed to know... I was made a monster... So I acted like one...

      I’m not proud of eating him. I don’t really regret it either. But I swore I wouldn’t eat another person unless I had to. In 40 years, I’ve never had to eat another person. Either way, it was the first decent meal I’d had in months, and I wanted out... Now, I read stories about battles with trolls, and I always thought their strength was exaggerated. But after gently unlocking the door, it surprised me when my efforts to pull it open left me carrying what today is my tower shield. Bloody thing came off the wall with a crunch with barely a pull. From there, It was a simple enough situation, get out, get away, and get gone...

      Though... A hell of a lot of guards and other magic users disagreed with my methods. Turns out I was being kept in the basement of some sort of guild hall. The first man I saw screamed... My attempts to physically silence him gave him a surprise diagnosis of a crushed skull... Totally my fault... But that’s all it took for dozens of guards and magic users to try to stop me. Weirdly enough, the thought of dozens of spell weaving demigods coming to magically rip me limb from limb, meh... Sharp metal swords held by mere mortals... Fuckers hurt.

      That was the moment I decided to keep my door-shield. Rushing out of the hallway, I entered a large room, which incidentally enough, was being filled with people who wanted to kill me. Instinct drove me from that point. Instinct is also pretty simple. I’m big + you’re little = squish.

      I didn’t even realise I’d ploughed through the guards until I stepped on one and felt something soft between my toes. Then the magic started. A few spells hit the shield at first, but I’ve since learned it was magically reinforced as well. When the magic users realised that, they waited for me to get a little closer and hit me directly. For that matter, that’s when the demoness familiar hit me with that death curse. I didn’t get a good look at her, pinkish-red skin, small horns, green hair.. But she didn’t look happy about her situation, so I didn’t kill her on my way past... Hope she’s doing ok.

      Either way, it wasn’t long before I’d turned a window into a hole big enough to fit my shield. I’d like to say it was smooth sailing from here... But y’know... Troll logic and anger, mixed in with a healthy supply of guild hall being located in the centre of town... It was only a few hours later when I finally stopped to rest in a forest, that I realised I still had a bloody sword stuck in me. Weirdly enough, it’s the only wound that left a scar. I think that’s because my body tried to heal around it before I removed it, all the other wounds healed without anything in the way.

      Either way, once in the forest, I calmed down, probably from one of my many ‘gifts’... But it didn’t take me long to get moving again. It took me three days before I was comfortable enough to stop for a sleep. Turns out trolls don’t sleep much either. Couple hours a night, or a full night every few days. More if I’ve been injured.

      It took me a little over two weeks to leave the human inhabitants of this land behind me. It was another week before I discovered I was in the ‘badlands’... Minotaur didn’t know what hit him... But his friend was happy enough to give me some basics about life in general out here... Y’know... In return for me not eating him. A few days later I bumped into the Goblin King on one of his hunts. After I’d killed three quarters of his best men, Urk himself came at me. Almost shit himself when I told him to fuck off... Apparently trolls are dumb brutes and can’t speak.

      That however is how I ended up here. For a fuckwit Goblin King, the bastard is the genius of his species. And for the last forty years, I’ve been left mostly alone as the gatekeeper for the tombs of the Goblin horde. It’s not a glamorous job, but I’m at least respected. Mostly I deal with the occasional bear. A few times I’ve turned back scouting parties from other Goblin clans. I just enjoy being left alone for the most part.

      And that’s pretty much everything that leads me back to today. Standing in the alcove of my home, that overlooks the entrance. Think about a bay, surrounded by mountains. That’s pretty much the entrance, except it’s dug out of stone, and there’s no water. The entrance to the ‘cove’ is a gap in the thick stones, just wide enough for a carriage. There’s no trees inside, so I’ve got a clear view. The only things growing is grass and my vegetable patch on the far side where the sun hits mid morning. My home looks like a small cave, off to one side, with the entrance to the Goblin Tomb on the other. I don’t really know what it’s like down there, I’ve never been. But my home? It might look like a cave from the outside, but inside it’s my little mansion.

      I’ve got a bedroom with a large bed stuffed with furs, blankets and bird down. My workshop is where I tinker and build. I’m no blacksmith or craftsman, but I’ve got a stocked kitchen full of utensils and running water from a catchment I dug into the roof. I’m even slowly making myself a suit of basic plate armour. It’s not real pretty, but that’s kinda the point when you’re eight feet tall, built and waving around a club that looks like a small tree with a boulder on the end. But my absolute pride and joy... My library... I consider it my ‘pay’ from Urk. When his goblins go out, they bring back any books they find. Since they’re all illiterate, I get first pick, and the rest they use as kindling. I spend so much time there I built a small day bed in case I fall asleep. It’s a secret I’ll take to my grave... Nobody would believe me anyway... Educated troll? Ha... Fuckin... Ha...
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      So anyway. Here I am, in the rain, cursing that fuckwit Urk... It’s not the rain that bothers me, I’m not bothered by the cold. It’s the fact that while important parties are outside the tomb, I have to stand guard to ensure they return safely. Without leading others back with them. Prince Burk however, left at sunrise and hasn’t come back yet... The sun has already dipped to the horizon, and it’s getting dark. I’m damn hungry and I can’t leave my post until the party comes back...

      If only I knew how today was going to change my life...

      Lightning flashed across the sky, lighting up the forest outside the cove. For that brief moment, I saw movement. “About fucking time...” I grumbled. “Just gotta confirm the group, then I can take a shit and eat.”

      It took another fifteen minutes before, thankfully, familiar figures started entering the cove. The only one I knew by name was Burk, the cocky little shit almost skipping at the front.

      “Gods be smilin’ on me, troll boy,” Burk chirped in their characteristic high-pitched voice.

      “Don’t give a shit, Burk, just get inside already.” I wasn’t going to press calling me ‘boy’ even though he barely came past my waist without standing straight.

      “Oh, now my little troll,” Burk sneered. “Maybe I just did your job for you. You be owin’ me a favor!”

      I couldn’t help the sigh that escaped my lips, “Just say it, squeaky.”

      Anger flashed across the diminutive goblin’s face, he hated that name... Which is obviously why I use it.

      “I caught a patrol,” he grumbled, trying to puff himself up. “Coming on goblin lands. Brought back an extra slice of meat.” Burk grinned, licking his lips.

      That’s when I noticed... The first stretcher contained a very dead and gutted bear. The second... A young woman... Still whole, and probably unconscious... Fuckin goblins...

      “Are you really that fucking stupid?” I growled, stomping towards where the woman was being carried on a stretcher. “Get the fuck back, all of you. She’s mine.”

      “WHAAT!” Screeched Burk.

      “Listen here you green dipshit. See the clothing on her? They weren’t a patrol, she’s a goddamn noble! I’m a gatekeeper, not an army, which is probably what they’ll send to get her back!”

      “And? We just eat her, they won’t know...” Burk grumbled.

      “You’re not listening! If she’s dead, we’re all dead! If she’s alive and well, they might leave.”

      “You can’t-“

      The back of my hand cut him off, depositing him on the ground with a thump. He might be the goblin Prince, but I’m the gatekeeper, and the gatekeeper decides who gets entry. Luckily for me, the goblins carrying the woman quickly cut her loose and scrambled away before I got closer. Without a second thought I scooped the limp woman into my arms and stomped back towards my home, ignoring the quiet squeals of protest from Burk.

      I needed to be sure that she wasn’t permanently injured, she already felt like ice. So I carried her into the library. Not only did it have a place for her to lay comfortably, but it was the brightest room. Not to mention the several books I had on medicine. I gently placed her on the couch, which looked more like a bed for her. It took me a few minutes to remove her soaking wet clothing. I did however leave the silk wraps she had around her chest and waist. I gently looked her over, poking a few places where I could see bruises, but I couldn’t see any signs of broken bones. Just an enormous egg her temple and a split lip. So the next step was just to get her warm for the night.

      Lighting a fire I hung her clothing around it to dry. I fetched a spare fur from my room and draped it over her body. Her feet stuck out the bottom, but all the important bits were covered. Now it was time to look after myself. And after relieving myself outside, I headed into my kitchen. It was too late to fry up something fresh, so I pulled out a leg of salted boar and some cheese. Cutting a small chunk of each, I took them along with a goblet of water into the library and left it in reach of the unconscious woman. She appeared to be colouring a little, which was a good sign that she would not freeze.

      Back in the kitchen I made myself busy gnawing on the remains of the leg. I was hungry after a day of no rest. After my meal, I stripped off my armour, leaving it in my crafting room, before heading outside. I spent a few minutes cleaning dishes, before I thought about bathing. Usually I’d pull a lever mounted to a pipe on the roof of my home and have fresh water douse over me, but the rain was still going strong. I moved to my bathing alcove and scrubbed down with soap and stood still to wash it all off. Heading back inside, I dried off and after checking my patient, went to bed.

      Mornings were a weird thing for me. Because after the couple hours of sleep I required, I simply woke up and started my day somewhere around midnight. Luckily I did too, because I heard a small cough. Quickly dressing, I made myself as presentable as possible. I really wanted my first impression to be a good one, my life probably depended on it. Heading towards the library, I could see before I entered the room that her clothing was still drying above the fire. So in case she was still asleep, I quietly leaned around the corner.

      All I can really say was, now she was awake... She was a thing of beauty. Pale skin the colour of moonlight, dark hair in shallow waves ending halfway down her back. I’d like to say at this point I was a gentleman, but I honestly couldn’t ignore how well endowed she was either... Now she was upright, those puppies looked like they’d fill even MY hands… Leaning back, I took a moment to steady myself, and knocked twice.

      “Are you decent?” I called out softly.

      She squeaked in surprise, “One moment... Yes, you can enter.”

      I took a deep breath... Here it is... Smile, act non-threatening, talk calmly. I managed about two steps into the room before the flames hit me. Bright orange plumes destroyed my clothing in moments as the young woman shrieked in terror... My first reaction was a pang of sadness... My second was to remember I was in a room full of treasured books. Tearing across the room towards her, I quickly clamped my fist over her casting hand, cutting the flames off entirely.

      “Please, no more fire, we’re in a library.” I tried to keep an even tone.

      The woman before me blinked twice, before dropping the blanket she was holding. My momentary distraction of seeing gorgeous woman flesh, was ruined by her other hand throwing shards of ice into my face at point blank. Ice was a new one... Felt like soft snowfall. I reached out and grabbed her other hand, ceasing the ice blast as well.

      “Could you stop that, please?” I asked with a frown.

      The woman didn’t respond for a moment, before suddenly opening her mouth and screaming. God’s damned sonic attack... The air itself vibrated causing visual distortions. Of course it didn’t harm me, even if it was still loud. But enough was enough... Fuck this... Fuck her... Fuck everyone... Releasing her hands, I pulled back, and picked up the goblet of water... And tossed the contents at her face. That caught her off guard enough to shut up for a moment.

      “Get your shit and get out. I’m not dealing with this bullshit,” I growled, stomping out of the room. “Last time I save some dumb bitch from being eaten by goblins...” The last part I whispered softly to myself. So It was a surprise when she jumped up.

      “Wait!”

      “No! Fuck you, I took you from those goblins. Brought you inside, looked after you. That water I threw at you, is part of the meal I left you,” I gestured to the uneaten meat and cheese. “Then after I’m polite enough to knock before entering, you try to kill me? Uh uh... Get the fuck out.”

      I stared at her for a few moments, watching as several emotions flashed across her face.

      “I’m sorry...” She whispered, finally looking at me.

      Gods dammit... Now the human genes kick in... God’s damned puppy eyes. Before I could respond, I heard a loud banging from my front door. I took one more look at the woman, before holding a finger to my lips and left the room. Hopefully she’s smart enough to know to shut her damn mouth. I stared down at the tattered remains of my pants, and shrugged. It couldn’t be helped... Pulling open my door, it was a little surprising to find myself face to, well not face. More like face to waist with King Urk and a group of his soldiers.

      “Where is she?” Urk asked calmly.

      “Uh...“ I had to think quickly, Urk was a genius among his peers, but he’s still a dumbass.

      Urk frowned, as I scratched absentmindedly at my stomach. “You ate her?”

      Thank the gods, “Uh... Yeah... Sorry...”

      “If you were going to eat her, why didn’t you just bring her down to the halls?” Urk growled.

      “She just woke up. Didn’t take kindly to my being there and all. One thing led to another, I didn’t even think until it was over...”

      “We heard her scream all the way in the tomb, was she a magic user?”

      “Was...” I chuckled.

      Urk narrowed his eyes. “Hopefully this is the last we hear of them then. You, however... Strike my son again, and I’ll be testing out that rugged troll blood of yours before I string you up like a hunting feast.”

      Before I could respond, Urk turned and stormed back towards the tomb. The large group of goblin soldiers that acted as his royal guard followed. Burk was the last to leave, a snarl plastered across his face before he turned away.
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      I waited until they were deep enough into the tomb that I couldn’t hear them, before closing the door. Turning around, I jumped in fright, the young woman was standing before me.

      “Fucking... Gods... Don’t do that!”

      “Sorry,” she smirked... She fucking smirked... “I thank you for sending them away... I haven’t been the most... Humble... Guest.”

      “That’s for damn sure,” I grumbled, stepping around her. If she was up and awake, I was heading for my favourite book.

      I’d barely sat down on the couch, when I felt it shift beside me. Lowering the book slightly, she was sitting beside me, chewing on a piece of dried meat.

      “What are you going to do with me?”

      “Do with you?” I asked, slightly bemused. “I’d planned on making sure you didn’t die, before sending you home. Hopefully without the threat of an army showing up to take revenge.” I put down my book, “Now however, I’m probably going to have to sneak you out in a few nights to get you past the hunting parties.”

      The young woman flinched. “I’m sorry...”

      “What for now?”

      “Well... I actually kinda feel bad about attacking you. And... It might be better to get me out sooner rather than later...” She added with a small wince.

      I didn’t like the sound of this... “Just tell me...”

      “My handmaiden escaped the attack with a guard,” she mumbled. “If they travel without stopping, they’ll reach the fort in a few hours. Then, yes, there will probably be an army...”

      “Gods damned, stupid, fucking, goblins...” I moaned. “Ok... We better get better acquainted with one another, what’s your name?”

      “Eila, and what do you mean better acquainted?” She asked nervously.

      “Well, Eila, I’ll be carrying you, since you won’t be able to keep up. As for my name, I never asked.”

      Before she could respond, I plucked her off the couch and threw her over my shoulder. Ignoring her squeals of distress I rushed for the door and disappeared into the darkness. The easy part was getting out of the cove. Just a quick check to make sure nobody was in the nearby area. The hard part was making sure I didn’t run into a returning hunting party. I suppose it was a good thing moving tonight, as most of the hunting parties were in the tomb having their little celebration.

      Something in my blood, however, provided a few instincts. Everywhere I could, I made sure to step on rocks, or swings off branches. I was leaving as few traces I’d been past as I could. It wasn’t long until we were deep into the woods and it forced me to slow slightly.

      “How far are you going to manhandle me?” Eila called, catching my attention.

      “Settle down princess... We’re approaching a road,” I gave her a jolt with my shoulder.

      “How did... Don’t call me that!” Eila snarled, kicking her legs.

      I couldn’t help but come to a stop. Pulling her from my shoulder, I placed her on her feet before me. “Princess?”

      “I said don’t call me that!” She snarled again.

      “Fuck... Of all the... What the hell is a princess doing out in goblin country?”

      Eila gave me a strange look, “I was blessing the forests around our new home... Didn’t know there were goblins...”

      Blessing the forest... Dear Gods, she’s an elf... An Elf Princess... Yep... Ears are pointy... Fucking stupid goblins… “Ok... Ok... My forestry skills are probably from one of your kind, so do you want to run, or be carried?” Don’t ask about the ‘your kind’ comment...

      “I can run, thank you,” Eila replied sharply.

      I rolled my eyes and started running again. It took me a few moments to realise she was still following me. Her skills in the forest had her moving silently like a wraith. I couldn’t help but shiver at the thought of wraith essence being injected into me... No idea what something like that would do to me...

      It was another hour until we finally broke free of the forest. On open ground, I was still faster than Eila was, simple fact my legs were longer on my eight-foot frame, than her legs on her... five and a half? foot frame. So I kept pace until we found the road.

      “Take five, catch your breath, which way to your fort?”

      Eila looked around for a moment, “Which way is north?” I gestured back the way we came, “Then we should head east.”

      Setting off again, I couldn’t help but feel dread. All I wanted was to be left alone. From what I’ve read in my books, I’m either going to be hailed a hero for her rescue... Or more likely hunted as the culprit for being part of the goblin horde that captured her... I’m probably just going to dump her at the gate and leave... Easiest option...

      It was a little surprising however when I picked up the sounds of hooves as the first light broke the skies. “You hear that?”

      “Probably my father’s cavalry,” Eila chirped.

      I took that moment to slow down. I wasn’t keen on having to outrun a group of damn horses. But I couldn’t just abandon her. Chances are it was her father’s cavalry, but it could always be bandits. Eila carried on a little ways ahead, before realising I wasn’t beside her anymore. She looked like she was about to call something out to me, when around the nearest bend, a cavalry crew came. Eila spun around, making a cute series of jumps while waving her arms. That’s everything I needed to know. Spinning around, I started jogging towards the trees. That’s when I heard the horn... Why are people so stupid... A quick check over my shoulder let me know they were charging towards me.

      And there was Eila, waving desperately, trying to get their attention. A couple broke off towards her, but it was obvious that they had judged me the same as she did. Growling, I put on a burst of speed, tearing towards the trees as fast as possible. A horse or two I could handle, but this was an entire battalion. The trees were still a few hundred meters away when the first spell hit. A typical fireball, and it just washed over me like a warm breeze. Everything hit me now, stone, water, ice, even a group of vines ripped free from the ground to tangle my legs. Once they came in contact with me, they lost their magical support and failed. The spells breaking up and elements washing over me, even the vines just went limp. It’s funny, all it would have taken was to pull a stone from the ground and throw it with telekinesis and it would have brought me down. Physical objects after all aren’t magical in nature. But all this summoned stuff... Just falls apart.

      I grinning ear to ear as I passed within meters of the forest edge. That’s when an arrow shaft hit me in the back. I couldn’t help the snarl that came out, but I managed to force back the red tinges in my vision. It wasn’t long until I was lost amongst the trees again. It wasn’t often I got out on my own. But I tried to enjoy every opportunity. But first... Arrow in my back... It was in an easy enough spot to reach, just above my shoulder blade. I was even lucky enough to pull it free with the arrowhead still intact. Troll skin is pretty tough, so it didn’t go very deep. Make a nice memento.

      I kept up the speed for the next few hours, just to make sure nobody was following me. But soon I came into familiar lands. It truly is a beautiful place to be ravaged by Gods damned goblins... But... Since I’m here, I may as well do some foraging. I detoured slightly, looking in my usual spots for mushrooms and other edibles that I couldn’t grow myself. I even managed to find a spot of wildflowers that would look lovely in my library... Don’t judge... I’m allowed nice things.

      By the time I’d made it back to the cove, it was still deserted, and I could hear the shouts and jeers from inside the tomb. With the party still in full swing, it meant I wasn’t missed. Swinging back inside, I dropped the arrow in my workshop. Figured I’d make a nice box for it later. Mount it on my ‘mistakes’ wall. There were a few things there. Bear claws from the first time I confronted one, and it nearly ripped my arm off. The club of a bandit whose group thought my cave was a good place to hide their loot. Even the antlers of an overzealous deer that got in a cheap nut shot while trying to chase him out of the cove.

      Taking my time, I pulled off what remained of my clothing. The spells from the elves left what’s left of my pants in tatters. Too far damaged to be of any use, they went in the fireplace as kindling for this evening. Heading back to my workshop, I made the finishing touches to my breastplate. It was a hodgepodge of metal plates. Whenever I inspected the goblins’ loot, I occasionally got my hands on metal plate in some form. These, I welded together into a large whole and hammered it into the shape I wanted. I’ve been at this for fifteen years now. So far I had a suit that covered everything except my head... Well... Once I finished up with the straps for my breast plate. I was also fairly confident that the thickness of the metal would make up for its shoddy design.

      Once I’d knocked the last strap into place, I figured a wash, and then to try it on. Heading outside, I didn’t even realise how late it was. The moon was already high in the sky. Shaking my head, I quickly scrubbed myself down and went back inside. Another cold meal later, and I decided to get some sleep.
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      The cawing of crows woke me. Fucking crows.

      “They’ll be in my crops!”

       Scrambling to my feet, I tore out of my room and out my front door. What greeted me was a sight of carnage. Goblins lay dead in a pile, with two elves stacking on more bodies. Before my eyes, another pair heading towards the entrance to the tomb vanished with a spell. There were several more searching bodies. This was an extermination...

      Just then, my door swung closed with a thud. I grimaced for the briefest moment as I noticed several sets of eyes looking in my direction. Spinning on my heel, I tore back into my home. Slamming the door shut, I dropped the bar in place. Hopefully, it will keep them out long enough for me to get my armour on...

      A loud explosion told me otherwise. Now remember when I said that magic doesn’t affect me, but physical objects will? Well, the explosion washed over me like a lover’s caress. The splinters of wood and nails however, shredded my skin like paper, causing me to howl in pain. Before I could regain my footing, I felt a sharp stab of a spear pushed into my side. Now I saw red... Spinning in place, the spear shattered against the wall. The elf before me jumped back, drawing a shiny sword made of glasslike material. I charged... The elf cut into my chest before I slammed him into the wall on my way past. The elf behind him launched a bolt of lightning into me... He met a similar fate. There were three more between me and my limited freedom. I hit them like an avalanche. Pure brutality, smashing its way without thought or reason. It was outside that things went all wrong...

      Momentarily blinded by the sun, I didn’t notice the pair of elves hiding outside my door. They darted forwards, slicing both my achilles tendons. How I wanted to rage and eat them, but as I made a move, I simply collapsed. Snarling like a beast, I clawed my way towards them, as a pair of daggers were sunk into the joints of my shoulders. Before I could start wriggling again, I felt a sword pass through my spine, pinning me to the ground... All these wounds could be healed... I’m practically indestructible without a mortal injury... But the blades would have to be pulled free first...

      Twisting my head around, I found myself staring at a young elfin man. He was sneering at me like I was filth... S’pose he wasn’t far wrong. I couldn’t help but death stare at him as he raised his sword. Like the pictures in one of my books... I knew what was about to happen... Fuckers couldn’t take me one on one, had to sneak around behind me to put me down... Well fuck you... And I spat on his boots. The immediate reaction was for him to kick me, the pointed metal tip of his boot, splitting my eyebrow. As my vision blurred red, I heard a voice.

      “Stop!”

      “Princess, I’m following orders, this monster needs to be put down like the rest,” the young man called back.

      Fucking elf...

      “He’s the one who rescued me, Darjl. I want him spared.”

      Great... More fucking experiments probably…

      “I cannot do that-“

      “You’re going to defy a royal order?”

      “I... Princess...” The elf was stumbling over his words.

      I couldn’t help but chuckle.

      “And what are you laughing at you filthy animal!”

      My ears rang as his foot connected with the side of my head again. I wondered briefly if I could goad him into killing me. But the sound of a sharp slap caught my attention.

      “You’re going to pay for that,” the young elf growled.

      “My father hasn’t promised you anything Darjl,” Eila snarled back. “I’d drink poison before I ever let you touch me, even if you somehow convince my father to give you my hand.”

      “You’ll come round eventually, Princess,” the tone, immediately making me realise why she hated the word.

      “I’m sure, after you’re done fucking my corpse. Now, I am ordering you to spare this creature, as a personal favour to me.”

      “Fuck the both of you, just kill me already,” I snarled.

      “See... Even the monster knows what’s best!”

      “Darjl...” Eila hissed.

      “Fine... Fine... But you have to explain to the King why I wasn’t able to finish my job,” Darjl spat, before walking off.

      I laid for several moments, unsure if Eila was still nearby, before soft hands touched my cheek. “I’m sorry. They shot you with a tracking arrow. I tried to stop them... But this is the best I could do.”

      “Eila... As a future monarch, you need to understand the big picture. Here, I’d have been executed, quick and easy. Now I’m going to be tortured and experimented on for years before someone eventually goes too far...” I waited for her to take a sharp intake of breath. “Thanks for that, now fuck off...”

      “I’m sorry,” Eila whispered and left.

      They left me laying on the ground with a sword in my spine for hours. Completely unable to move, I found myself hating these elves. It was humiliating enough that they had left me impaled in the dirt. But as they quickly emptied the tomb of goblins, they searched my home. Before I could twist around, sets of hands roughly yanked me free from the ground. They didn’t remove any of the blades, but they dragged me out of the cove. Here, I was hauled into the back of a large cage, mounted on a horse-drawn cart. They set me up, so I was sitting, staring back at my home, as flames licked their way out the front door... All my books... Minutes later I found myself bound still, with the blades still firmly in place, I was barely conscious of the fact we were moving.

      It was a long day of travel, being spat on and cursed by passing elfin soldiers. But my misery wasn’t complete until I passed beyond a set of stone walls. And that was it... My freedom was forever forfeit. I gave up at that point, dropping my head. I let sleep try to take me. The next thing I knew, cold water was thrown over me, snapping me awake. I glared forwards as Darjl put down the bucket. The sneer on his face made me want to eat him. I watched as he unlocked the cage and climbed in with me... I’d have loved to grab him and feel his body squish between my fingers, but I was still unable to move.

      “Just wanted to give you a bath before we bring you inside,” Darjl sneered, squatting down in front of me. “I figured a filthy beast like yourself would appreciate it.”

      I glared at him silently, while his power trip went on. He sighed softly and closed his eyes. Just as he went on to say his next words, I flicked my head forwards as hard as I could, crushing his nose into his face with a solid ‘pop’. Darjl squealed a moment, falling back, clutching his face. I fell back into position, begging silently for him to kill me. The surrounding elves chuckled amongst themselves as Darjl scrambled out of my cage and out of sight.

      The next few to enter however, were not amused. After stabbing me a few more times, they finally dragged me out of the cage. It wasn’t far, but down a flight of stairs into some kind of dungeon. Inside was a multitude of other beasts, including what I thought were trolls. I was led to a quiet corner, away from the other creatures and dumped into a cell with thick bars. It was only here that all the blades were roughly pulled free of my body, to allow me to heal. And with nothing better to do, I fell into a fitful sleep...

      Loud clanging woke me some time later. I cracked open my eyes, and before me was a middle-aged elf banging on the bars.

      “Rise and shine, troll boy!”

      “That’s original,” I grumbled, as I climbed to my feet.

      “Oi! Don’t get smart with me!” The jailer growled.

      I found myself momentarily blasted with a haze of ice magic. Momentarily because I darted forward and grabbed his arm. Yanking him hard, I heard all of his ribs crack as I forced him through the confines of the bars. Grabbing his head, I ignored his twisted, agonal, expression, as I pulled his torso around and threaded him back through the next set. A quick check of his pockets let me know he wasn’t carrying keys. So, I left his corpse in place for the foreseeable future. It was probably an hour before a pair of guards came down looking for the dead elf. When they approached my cell, I threw my weight against it. If I was going to be treated like a monster, they would get a monster.

      Every time they approached to pull free the dead jailer, I rushed forward to snag another one. They even tried to use magic, which did nothing except momentarily distract me. It also cost one of them an injury as I caught a few of their fingers and crush them. That was apparently the last straw, and the pair retreated. Soon, there was a new group. This time almost twenty of them. They tried at first to use spears to force me back, but I disarmed one of them and impaled another as I hurled it through the bars with all my strength. Their only option at this point was to pepper me with arrows until I collapsed.

      “Finish it you pansy little fuckers,” I managed to choke out, with a mouthful of blood. By the time I’d pulled out all the arrows piercing my lungs, they’d freed the body and were moving off. “COWARDS!”

      That was met with a series of fireballs, which just set me off laughing. It took me a couple hours to pull free the rest of the arrows. By the time I was done, exhaustion from healing had set in. If I could keep this up, they’d probably kill me out of anger... But first I had to recoup some strength.

      The sound of heavy boots woke me this time. The dungeon slowly filled with hundreds of heavily armoured elves with crossbows. As I watched them form up, a gap emerged, and an older, more refined, but familiar looking elf approached. I just watched in silence as the man came to a stop, just out of reach of my arms. He was almost six feet tall, with dark wavy hair and a pale complexion. I’d describe him as elegant, more so than most others I’d ever seen. He was clearly Eila’s father.

      “You killed seven of my men, and the jailer, why?” he asked in a calm an even tone.

      “You burst into my home, attacked me, burnt it to the ground. Then had me thrown in a cage, why?” I replied just as evenly.

      “You cocky-“ An elf stepped forwards, only for the elder to hold out his hand, silencing him.

      He sounded pretty familiar too, “That you Darjl?” I chuckled. “How’s the face?”

      Darjl made to move again, but the elder silenced him with another wave. “What are you, beast or man?” Asked the elder.

      “Better question, is what am I not?” I replied cryptically.

      The elder regarded me for a moment, “Do you know the current whereabouts of a wizard known by the name of, Henry?”

      “I’ll need a map, I can mark the spot I took that shit, yes,” I chuckled.

      “You are his creation then?” The elder asked, his eyebrows raising.

      I shouldn’t have opened my mouth... Bastard came in asking questions, treating me with dignity and I answered... Fuck... I just sat down against the wall and glared at the elf in silence.

      “What can I offer you, for your cooperation?” He asked.

      “My immediate release and safe passage to the nearest forest,” I grumbled.

      The elder elf smiled sadly, “I’m afraid that cannot do.”

      “Then I’m afraid I’ll kill anyone who comes within arm’s reach of the bars,” I replied defiantly.

      His eyes narrowed slightly, before he simply turned and walked back through the multitude of guards. I watched them leave, before a small opportunity arrived. An elf stumbled over their own feet in the direction of the bars. In a flash, I had them by the wrist and yanked them firmly into the bars. The sound of shrieking metal being forced to deform drew the attention of all the surrounding soldiers. It took them a moment, but before I could thread the soldier back through like the jailer, I was pelted with dozens of steel bolts. These went deeper than the arrows, but not by much.

      I fell to the ground, coughing up blood as I slowly pulled the bolts free. It was a few minutes in, when I realised the elder elf was back, staring hatefully at me, while another pair were pulling free their dead comrade. I just smiled and spat a glob of blood at him, earning me another bolt in my stomach. They’d have to kill me before they’d get any civility from me.

      As expected, there were no meal times. Either they were irregular, or being withheld from me as punishment. But that was ok... Eventually I’d just start eating my victims. So it was a surprise when Eila appeared before me. And I’m not going crazy, she just appeared.

      “I’m sorry,” Eila said sadly, resting her head on the bars.

      “If you’d just let Darjl kill me, I wouldn’t be in this mess.”

      “I... I couldn’t let him just kill you like that... You didn’t deserve it... You didn’t deserve any of this,” Eila sighed, before softly sobbing.

      “Oh, cry me a river, maybe I’ll drown and be done with all this.”

      “Darjl is being credited with your capture...”

      I cocked an eyebrow, “And?”

      “And he’s been granted a royal boon... He’s going to ask for my hand.” Eila shuddered. “I don’t want to die... But it’s better than letting that filth put his hands on me.”

      “Sucks to be you then doesn’t it... I actually WOULD like to die, so unless there’s something you can do to help that...” I just let the statement finish.

      “I can get you out...” Eila whispered.

      “Fuck you,” I snarled back. “Either this is a ploy from your father for cooperation, or you’re dangling hope in front of me for your own sick pleasure.”

      Eila choked back a sob, before dropping to her knees. “How can I convince you to trust me?”

      I thought about it for only the briefest moment. “Open my cell, come inside and strip off naked.” I was confident that was ridiculous enough to end the charade.

      As expected, she dropped her head, and simply vanished. Good fucking riddance... She’s nothing but trouble. I was still contemplating how many ways I could cause mischief when the lock on the cell clanked. It opened itself as if by magic, and I couldn’t help but tense up, thinking something was about to go very wrong. When Eila popped back into view, standing before me I jumped again.

      “Fucking... Gods... Again!” I growled.

      She smirked again... Bitch... But then it dawned on me... She was in my cell... A moment later she bent down, grabbing the hem of her gown, she slowly wiggled it upwards to remove it. Fuck me, she was serious after all.

      “Stop... I believe you,” I cursed myself, her moonlight legs were on display. Flesh so soft I wanted to beg for a taste ...

      She smiled softly as she slowly lowered her gown. “Will you help me, if I can get you free?”

      “You’re a pain in my ass, you know that?” I grumbled. “You get me out, I’ll take you with me, deal?”

      Eila’s face lit up, it was a strange feeling watching her. She was truly the most beautiful creature I’d ever seen. Beauty straight from one of my books... “Deal. You really don’t have a name... Do you?” She asked softly.

      “Nope... I’m the creation of a mad wizard. He never bothered to give me one, and I never asked.” It was an honest reply.

      “I’m going to call you Frelser. In my native tongue, it means saviour.” Eila smiled.

      “You realise I’ve killed three people since being locked in this cage, and I ate the man who created me...” I chuckled.

      “And yet, you are still willing to help me,” she smiled back. I tried to glare at her, but all that did was make her smirk. “Can... Can I ask you something real quick?”

      “Mmm?”

      “Can you hold me a while?” She asked softly.

      “Ah... Why?” I wasn’t opposed to the idea, but the request threw me a little.

      “Because... The cell door is open, and I’m standing before you. Either you’re the gentle giant I think you are, or you’ll crush me and escape. Either way, I’ll be done with... Darjl.”

      I stood still for a few moments, before going with my gut instinct. I stooped over slightly and gently pulled her into a close embrace. As she laid her head on my chest, she stiffened.

      “Oh, gods...” Eila pulled back slightly.

      “Sorry, did I hurt-“

      “No! No... Gods... This must be what my father wanted...”

      “Eila... You’re making me uncomfortable...” I grumbled.

      “Frelser, you’re full of energy. Imagine, if I were to describe the amount, I’d be comparing you to the sun, where I would be a candle...” She said slowly.

      “I’m no mage, so how does that work?”

      “That’s just it... Any mage that could get to your power, would be almost invincible... A magic power source like none other.” Eila chirped excitedly.

      “Well... Not that I’m particularly keen on being an object owned by a mage, but how exactly do I get the power out, and how would I give it to you. Seems kinda handy if we’re getting out together...”

      Eila’s face dropped for a moment, before she grimaced. “My father was talking about a machine that drained blood and distilled it.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, “I’m not completely comfortable with that...”

      “Uh, huh... The other way I can think of... Is the ‘old way’ of sharing power,” Eila was blushing now. “Elves usually marry for power. Sometimes that’s power between houses, sometimes that’s power between sorcery. When two mages... Unite... They share their power. Weak mages become stronger, strong mages have their power weakened, their offspring are generally stronger as a whole.”

      Did I honestly just hear her right? “So what you’re telling me... Is-“

      “That if I sleep with you, I might be able to gain some of your power...” Eila was slowly going brighter shades of pink.

      “Ok... How about we put a pin in that for now... I’m sure you’re not keen on sleeping with a monster like me anyway...” I intoned.

      “Not to mention you might actually kill me... Look at the size of you...” Eila smirked.

      “Well... About that... Wait, no, not important, won’t happen anyway,” I grumbled softly.

      The distant sound of a door opening drew our attention. Eila immediately vanished, and I sat in silence as I watched the door to my cell close and lock. I couldn’t help but hope this wasn’t some elaborate ruse to get me to behave. My mood however, immediately dropped when I saw who was coming towards me.

      “Darjl, how’s the face, lad?” I called.

      Darjl came to a stop before me, he had a large basket in his arms. “Oh, troll boy. I’m here by order of the king to ‘coerce you into cooperation’, so to speak.”

      “Why don’t you come a little closer then, and I’ll tell you everything I know,” I smiled sarcastically.

      Darjl didn’t answer, merely placing the basket before him. Plucking off the lid, he dropped it on the floor and reached into the basket. What he pulled out was some kind of recurve bow. Holding it up for me to see, he reached in and plucked out an arrow.

      “Y’know Darjl... I’m gonna get out of here one day. And when I do... I’m going to eat you alive... And not in the fun way that Eila let me.”

      Darjl went a funny shade of purple in just a few moments. His anger clearly got the better of him, and a short draw later, the first arrow slammed into my liver. He didn’t stop there, however. Another twelve arrows found places around my chest. All over again, I was choking on blood. But that wasn’t the worst part. I was pretty sure these were coated in something, because other than the obvious pain of a fucking arrow in my gut... They felt like they were on fire...

      “Now, while you’re pulling those out of your lungs. Would you be so kind as to answer my questions?” Darjl asked, walking back to the entrance to collect a chair. “First question, did you really have relations with my betrothed?”

      I couldn’t help but grin. “Said I was the best she ever had, had her screaming for more-“

      Darjl cut me off with another arrow to my chest. “Where is the location of Henry the Just?”

      “Told the king, get me a map, I’ll mark where I took my favourite shit,” I chuckled. Darjl however, shot me again. This time in the stomach. “Gods, just bring me a fucking map already. He’s dead, I killed and ate him. I can mark on a map where I shit him out.”

      “So he’s dead? Why didn’t you just say that?” Darjl snarled.

      “You asked where he was, not whether he was dead. How the fuck am I supposed to know what you’re think-“ Darjl shot me again and I grit my teeth from the pain.

      “You will accept the king’s invitation to be assessed by his physicians for the purposes of study,” Darjl ordered.

      “Fuck no,” I growled back.

      Darjl just took a deep breath, pulled another arrow and fired it into my shoulder. “You will accept the king’s invitation to be assessed by his physicians for the purposes of study.”

      “Not happening you sick fuck,” I spat.

      This time he shot me twice, before making his demand. I refused again, only to be shot another half dozen times. Every time I refused him, Darjl became more irate. He began aiming for my hands, stopping me from being able to pull arrows free. By the time he’d run out, I was a pin-cushion of arrow shafts and could barely breathe. Darjl took one last look at me before he left, and I spat a mouthful of blood in his direction. But by this point, he was probably used to my defiance, and he quickly left. Now... How the fuck am I going to pull out all these arrows when I don’t have hands...

      Eila popped back into view standing before me. Making me jump again, this time all I could do was gurgle a small, illegible curse. But I stopped, seeing her face, I could make out tears. She was crying... Hell, she hid inside my cell instead of escaping... She’d been there the whole time...

      “I’m sorry...” She sobbed.

      Before I could react, she pulled an arrow free of my chest, making me wince in pain. Quickly I held out my hands, hoping she’d pull those arrows free. Thankfully, she got the hint and pulled those first.

      It wasn’t long before the two of us had all the arrows removed. Now all it took was to rest and heal. By that I mean pass out until morning. It was still early hours when I started to come too. But I had a strange pressure on my lap. Cracking open my eyes, I couldn’t see anything. That’s when I realized Eila was curled up, invisible on my lap, leaning against my chest. I was genuinely shocked, I did not know what to do. So I just sat still. In the silence I could hear the soft sound of her breaths. I tried to match them with my own and eventually fell asleep again.

      The slam of a distant door woke me this time. The invisible weight that was Eila suddenly moved off. I did not know where she had gone, but if it was Darjl with his bow again, it was best she wasn’t around me. So it was a mighty surprise, when a slightly plump young elf came into view. She was beautiful, not in the same way that Eila was ravishing. She had similar features, dark hair, but straight, pointed ears and moonlight skin. Just built in a more, comely and warm way. It was also quickly apparent that she was heading this way.

      “Excuse me, sir...” She started, nervously.

      I cocked an eyebrow, did she really call me sir?

      “Might I bother you for a moment?” she continued, shifting from side to side.

      “No need to call me sir, but I suppose... My friends call me Frelser, who might you be?” I decided politeness was the way to go. Giving the name Eila gave me would not make my situation any worse.

      She seemed to react to my name a moment before she collected herself. “My name is Ally, I’m the handmaiden to Princess Eila... She’s missing sir... I’m worried, the king is searching the grounds. He thinks she’s run off to avoid marrying that pig, Darjl. But she told me she was coming to see you... You didn’t... Eat her... Did you?”

      I chuckled despite myself. “No... I’m afraid not. Though I’m sure she’d be delectable. I haven’t seen her since I was originally captured.”

      “Do you swear you did her no harm?” Ally asked, her demeanour shifting suddenly. There was almost a dangerous edge to her stance.

      Before I could respond, a series of soft thumps rang out. Eila must have been stamping her foot. Ally however, had an immediate reaction. She hiccuped and tried to stifle a sob. She quickly stomped her foot, playing a quick beat. Before my eyes, Eila reappeared.

      “Oh Ally, I’m sorry, I had to be certain,” Eila ran to the bars, throwing her arms out.

      Ally immediately rushed in, taking Eila in her embrace... And pressing their lips together like lovers... Gods damn it... I mean, sure, that’s certainly a turn on to watch. Hell... She wouldn’t have been interested in me, anyway...

      “Ladies, please...” I groaned.

      They pulled away quickly, before darting in for another quick kiss, before Eila turned back to me. “We’re taking Ally with us.”

      “No kidding...” I couldn’t suppress the sigh. “So when are we doing this?”

      Eila and Ally exchanged quick glances, before Ally spoke up. “Your... Engagement... Is tonight, dearest.”

      “It will have to be tonight then, before the party,” Eila said quickly, glancing at me for approval. I nodded my agreement, the sooner the better as far as I was concerned.

      “You better go make an appearance then, Eila,” I said evenly. “Don’t want to arouse suspicion, they might set guards here.”

      Eila stood still for a few seconds, clearly lost in thought. With a quick nod, she turned to face me. “Take this, be ready for us to come back. If we don’t... I won’t hold it against you for leaving.”

      I held out my hand and took the key she offered. Without a word, I got up and moved to the door, unlocking it and letting Eila leave. Her face was a mask for the briefest moment before she simply vanished. Ally gave me a quick smile, before quickly leaving on her own errands. Again, I was left alone in my cell... My sticky blood stained cell.
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      It had been several hours. The dim light that filtered into the dungeon was replaced with torches some time ago. Every now and then I could swear I could hear music, and yet... No sign of Eila or Ally... I have to admit I was worrying. Something didn’t feel right about just leaving the two of them behind... Even if Eila did tell me too. I seriously doubted that anyone would be down to check on me any time soon. I didn’t like my chances if I were still here by sunrise.

      I was anxiously pacing around my cell, when I heard a door slam. My immediate reaction to seeing Ally was... Surprisingly, joy. But the look on her face quickly changed my mind.

      “Frelser!” Ally cried, she looked like she’d run the whole way here, in a ballgown no less. “Darjl, he’s got her... Tonight was supposed to be their engagement, but the king wed them an hour ago.”

      My reaction surprised me. Vision streaking red, it took me three goes to fit the key, before Ally overcame her fear of me and helped.

      “Most of the guards will be at the feast, the place should be pretty quiet.” Ally said quickly, already moving off towards the door.

      I moved in behind her immediately. I did not know why I felt so strongly about this, but the thought of Darjl putting even his hands on Eila just felt... Wrong... Wrong in a way that made me want to hurt people... Unfortunately, the first person we came across was a guard. The three of us pulled up immediately. He flicked his gaze from Ally to myself a few times before opening his mouth to yell. I chose that moment to stuff my hand into his gaping jaw.

      “Turn away Ally, you won’t want to see this,” I mumbled, as I dragged the man towards a nearby window.

      By now the elf was choking, making strange gurgling noises. I could feel him working his jaw, trying to bite and hurt me, but my skin was too tough to damage. I peeked out the window, just to be sure nobody would see what I was about to do. By luck, there was a nice set of bushes below where I was standing. Without further ado, a quick twist of my hands and the guard went limp in my arms. I lowered the elf as far as I could. I didn’t really want anyone to hear a crash as I dropped the corpse. But with a surprisingly soft ‘thud’ I turned around... Ally... She was standing perfectly still, staring at me with a strange expression.

      “I... You won’t kill us will you?” She asked softly.

      I wasn’t really sure how to respond, but I grimaced softly. “I’m sorry you had to see that. And no, by this point you and Eila are the closest things I’ve ever had to friends. I’m no threat to either of you.”

      Ally seemed to find her resolve hearing my words, and with a curt nod, she turned and continued down the hall. We were lucky enough to avoid the next set of guards. They had been speaking amongst themselves and Ally ushered me into an empty servants’ quarters, while they passed. A few corridors down however, we had a little problem. Ally had ducked around to look before informing me the door to Darjl’s room was guarded. There were two of them, just around the corner. Beyond the door, we could both hear the muffled sounds and cries as Eila was being whipped and beaten.

      “Ally... I’ll need you to distract the guards. I’m sorry, but this will be messy,” I sighed. I hoped she would be mentally prepared for what I was about to do.

      I was surprised however, when her tear-streaked face turned to face me. The pure raw determination mixed with anger was all I got, before she wiped away her tears. In a flash, she reached up and tore the cleavage of her gown slightly. Her ample bust threatened to spill out into the night. Being momentarily distracted by the sight of her flesh, I completely missed the small smile she gave me. But just as quickly, she darted back around the corner.

      “Help!” She cried, sounding convincingly distressed, “Some drunken bastard is trying to hurt me! I just got away!”

      “Go take a look,” one of the guards said. “I’ll escort her to the servants’ quarters when you get back.”

      I didn’t bother hiding my grin as the guard walked around the corner... Straight into my arms. My plan worked perfectly. By wrapping him in a bear hug and crushing him in my grip, the guard was unable to cry out before I squeezed the air out of him. He was able to struggle in his last moments though. The dull thump of his lifeless body hitting the floor was the last straw for the second guard. The sound of steel being drawn was all the warning I got before the second elf tore around the corner. His eyes were immediately drawn to his partner’s corpse, following immediately to the sight of my hand slamming into his face. Spinning around, I simply cracked his skull on the stone wall and dropped him. He may have survived, but I doubt it.

      Stepping around the corner, Ally was waiting for me at the door. “It’s locked, one of the guards should have the key,” she hissed.

      I just smiled... And planted my heel into the door, shattering the fragile wood. What I saw before me made my blood boil... There was Eila, stripped naked, face up on the bed. Red lines and welts covered her entire body from her orb-like breasts to her thighs. But what really set me off was the equally naked Darjl squatting above her, poised to drive himself between her legs. Quicker than the elf could react, I charged. Tackling him to the floor, I pinned him with a knee, and went to town on his upper body. The first few hits sounded like hard slaps. The next few sounded like the crunch of breaking bones. But I completely avoided his face... I wanted him to be conscious of what came next.

      A quick check behind me showed Ally had already freed Eila and was helping her dress. She met my eyes for a split second, and she nodded her consent, before turning herself away and taking Ally with her. Turning back to Darjl, I could practically smell the fear pouring out of him. The expression on his face was somewhere between agony and hysterics.

      “I warned you it would come to this,” I growled.

      Clamping my jaw over his left shoulder, I tore a mouthful free. Sitting up, I made sure to slowly chew and swallow while staring directly into Darjl’s eyes. He just lay still gasping in agony, unable to struggle or scream or struggle in any meaningful way. Unfortunately, I knew I didn’t have the time to savour my meal, so after a few more chunks from his upper arms, I tore out a mouthful of his neck. Climbing to my feet, I watched as the light slowly went out from the bastard’s eyes, while his lifeblood pooled around him. I quickly wiped myself down on the sheets from his bed and turned to leave.

      Eila and Ally were waiting just outside the room. Ally was staring at me wearily, but Eila managed a quick smile.

      “Earning your name already, you great brute,” she smiled, hiding her pain behind humour.

      I couldn’t help but chuckle in response. But I quickly sobered to the fact she was injured, and we were trying to escape. “Where to, Eila?”

      “Darjl’s personal armoury. It should be unguarded right now,” Eila grinned.

      Before I could ask why we were making a stop, she sauntered away, arm in arm with Ally. I still had it in my head to argue with her, but I figured there was probably a war hammer or something in there I could use. I just wished I still had my armour.

      Along the way, we avoided two more sets of guards, and I killed a further lone wanderer. But soon enough, Eila led us to an unguarded reinforced door. I was about to ask if it were locked, but Eila produced a key and opened the door with a quiet ‘click’. The ladies slipped quickly into the room, and I had to duck through the doorway. What lay before me just about made my heart stop. The room was filled with every weapon and piece of armour you could imagine. But right there... At the forefront, like it hadn’t been placed in its final position... Was my armour.

      I couldn’t stop a laugh escaping as I strolled up. It was the full set. Even my shield. The only thing missing was my club. With the ladies help, I was dressed far quicker than I could manage on my own. As I thanked them and turned to decide on a weapon, the sight of more womanly flesh assaulted me. Eila stripped to her undergarments, before flashing me a grin.

      “Nothing you haven’t seen before you great brute,” she smirked.

      A moment later, Ally appeared in my vision holding a breastplate. I realized, when I first met Eila, she attacked me... She was probably better trained than I was. Shaking my head, I turned and started examining weapons. The first stop was the axes. Most were small, designed for elfin warriors, but there were a couple larger two-handed varieties that could serve my purpose. I had the same issue with the war-hammers and maces. Doubling back to grab the largest of the maces, Eila coughed to catch my attention.

      She stood, wearing a full set of plate armour. Beside her stood Ally, wearing a mix of leather and chain. Strapped to Eila’s hip was a short, slender sword, but on Ally’s, was to my great surprise, a pair of long daggers. What caught my attention, however, was the massive greatsword they held between them.

      “My people have a long history of reneging on their deals. Doing the absolute bare minimum to prevent breaking them outright. But leaving the opposing party short in some way. Darjl’s father tried it on a dwarven smith. Why he paid a dwarf of all things, with hollow gold coins, I do not know. But dwarven pride had them follow through with this.”

      “This sword was forged in the heart of a volcano, from a rare metal collected from a fallen star. It should have been a gift for Darjl when he married...” Eila gagged slightly, “Me... But the Dwarves twisted the meaning of their own contract, by making a weapon too large and heavy for any Elf to physically wield.” She smiled, a satisfied grin plastered across her face. “I think it would be perfect for you, considering the circumstances of my late husband’s demise.” Those last words came out like venom, and I couldn’t help but agree.

      I simply stepped forward and took the proffered hilt. Lifting the sword from their hands, I drew the blade in one motion. Marvelling in its perfect sheen, and its heft. While it may have been too heavy for an Elf, it was a toothpick compared to my old club.

      “Are you sure Eila?” I asked, just confirming she wanted me to take what was obviously a priceless, albeit useless, artefact.

      “I’m sure, Frelser, maybe just grab something smaller to use indoors.” She smiled.

      It took me another few minutes to locate a large enough sword belt. I ended up using two smaller ones and attaching them to one another. This gave the added advantage of having a second placement for the mace now swinging on the opposite hip. Together with the ladies, we set off from the armoury. Eila leading the way, with Ally close behind me, while I held my shield at the ready.

      It was a complete surprise when we met our first set of three guards. It was over in a blur of motion. Eila lifted her hand and fired a solid slug of ice into the face of the first guard. But It was Ally who really took me by surprise. This humble woman, who looked soft and plush, like a handmaiden should, simply... Reacted...

      Before the first guard hit the ground, Ally slipped past me like a wraith. In the blink of an eye, she sidestepped a hasty punch, before driving one of her, apparently glass, daggers, under the guard’s chin. In the same motion, she flicked out a wide kick, driving the final guard to the ground with a thump. Extracting her dagger from her first victim, she drove it into the base of the skull of the final guard.

      Pulling the blade free, she wiped the blood on the guard’s tunic before finally looking up and meeting my gaze. She looked almost embarrassed, like I’d caught her in the nude, as she slipped her daggers back home.

      She let out a small cough, collecting herself. “Well... Let’s go,” she said nervously.

      I had questions... Hell, at this point, I had a LOT of questions. But now wasn’t the time, and we had to get out. Jogging down the corridors, I was now in the rear position. Eila was leading with Ally just behind and to her right. I couldn’t help but admire their... physique... As we went. Which as entertaining as it was... That kiss they shared reminded me firmly which way they both batted.

      My thoughts were interrupted as we came into a familiar-looking courtyard. Lo-and-behold, before us was the gate, and beyond I could see trees. It would be a fair run to make it to the forest, but if we could get out undetected, it wouldn’t be an issue.

      That’s when a shrill whistle let out...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      The reaction was immediate. Dozens of guards suddenly swarmed out of a nearby barracks. They were heading for the gate, either to block it or close it.

      “Follow me, NOW!” I snarled.

      Charging past the ladies, I levelled my shield. I kept my pace even. I knew over open ground I was almost as fast as a horse. Then the spells started... Typical... The spells that hit the shield detonated as expected, but didn’t really do anything once the power washed over me. The spells that hit me directly did a fat lot of nothing. From the sounds of it, Eila and Ally were both behind me taking cover. Drawing my sword, I twisted my shield out of the way to give more cover to the left. To my right, I made it a very bad place to stand. Those delicate looking glass swords were barely half the length of my own. It was no effort at all to cleave large groups of elves in half as I ran.

      That’s when it went to shit. The portcullis was dropped... Putting on a burst of speed, I got under it just before it slammed home. Instead, it slammed into my shield, dropping me to my knees. Unfortunately, I wasn’t quite underneath it, the weight of the cold iron was causing me to slide back, and the portcullis was slowly slipping free of my shield. Eila and Ally caught up a moment later, ducking under it and into freedom.

      “Come on, quickly!” Eila cried, stopping to wait.

      I was straining to even breathe with all this weight pressing down on me. But I wheezed, “Can’t... Get... To forest...”

      At that point, my footing slipped from under me and the portcullis slammed home into the ground. It left me panting on one side, with Eila and Ally on the other.

      “Frelser!” Eila cried.

      I just smiled sadly at her, “You have your freedom, princess.”

      Turning away from the ladies, something caught on my arm. Turning back, I was surprised to see both of them were pressed hard against the bars. “We’ll meet you in the forest... Okay?”

      The looks in both their eyes gave me pause, “Okay.”

      Ally let go first, Eila gave me a small smile, before she let go. Turning back to the guards, they were forming up. I took a measured breath, before bellowing my war cry. At this point, I was done. I’d enjoyed my solitary existence. And now that was stripped away, I found myself for whatever reason, drawn to the ladies now fleeing across the fields denied to me. If I wanted out... First I had to get through this...

      The spells started just as my war cry fell silent. I still couldn’t believe nobody could comprehend that their magic simply didn’t work. Still, it’s hard to judge the distance to your enemy when all you can see is flames. All the more satisfying when from those flames, leaps a massive greatsword that cleaves you and two others in half. Yeah... I wasn’t stuck in here with them... They were stuck in here with me... I was a whirlwind of death, for every elf that stepped up, I cut two down. The spells soon stopped, either due to lack of stamina, or they realised their error. Either way, without the flames and other distractions, I could see a lot better.

      It wasn’t all going my way, however. Elfs were fast, as I hacked and slashed through dozens of guards, some slipped past. First a scratch or two. Then as the fighting drew on, a legless torso slipped his sword into a gap and spear into my lower stomach. An arrow grazed my cheek just below my eye. And more were coming. I had to make a decision and make it quickly. Spinning about, I quickly cleared the area immediately surrounding me. As expected, beside the gatehouse, was a door.

      Lowering my shield again, I ploughed through dozens of elves. Several cries went out, all directing the elfs to stop my advance. That just spurned me on. I didn’t even stop for the door, a shoulder check and it simply shattered. Sliding my sword back into its sheath, I drew my mace. It was a dark, brutal thing with metal spikes poking out around the top. I located a set of stairs, just as the first elves entered behind me. I didn’t spare them a second and simply ran, leaving them behind.

      On the second floor, I found some guards. These must have been asleep when the call went out, as only a few of them were fully armoured.

      “Where’s the stairs!” I roared.

      The nearest elf drew his sword. My mace slammed into his chest so hard he flew and hit the opposite wall. The second elf lamely pointed to a corridor to his left. I charged through it without a second thought. Sure enough, stairs... The third floor was basically empty. It looked like a staging area, and on the far side, I could see another set of stairs. These lead me to the top of the wall. At the top there was a squad of guards waiting for me. One bashed me on the back of the head as I appeared. I swept him clean off the wall with a thrust of my shield. The next few met similar fates to the guard downstairs. Crushed bodies sent flying on contact with my mace.

      As I yanked my mace free of the last elf’s crushed skull, I heard armoured boots rushing up the stairs. With a silent prayer to whatever gods were currently listening, I hoisted myself over the wall into the darkness. I managed the count of three before I hit the ground with a heavy thud. It hurt... It really, really hurt. But I don’t think anything was broken. At least not badly. It was a struggle to climb back to my feet, but every step I took felt better. Soon I was jogging. That’s also when I heard the cranking of the portcullis being raised, and the twang of multiple bows.

      I lifted my shield over my head a split second before impact. Dozens of arrows landed all around me, while dozens more bounced off the reinforced wood of my shield. I grit my teeth and slowly picked up the pace. Ahead, I could see Eila and Ally still running across the field ahead of me. They really weren’t all that fast, probably worse while wearing all that armour. Then I heard a familiar rumble... Cavalry...

      There wasn’t any time for weakness any more. Slipping my arm out of my shield, I slung it over my back, and picked up the pace. I spared a quick glimpse behind me. The cavalry were only just mustering outside the gate... It would be close, but I could probably make the trees before they caught up. That was however, without the ladies... I didn’t give them the chance to react, merely scooping them into my arms as I overtook them. Eila shot me a dirty look, but Ally couldn’t help but scream in surprise.

      Ally noticed the sound first... The thundering of hooves approaching. She twisted around to check, and my glimpse in her direction told me everything I needed to know. Putting on a surge of speed, I accelerated towards the approaching trees. Eila twisted around to check herself, looking somewhat nonplussed.

      “It’s a small detachment, the main force is lagging,” she called out with a grin.

      I continued to run, only barely aware of either of the ladies doing anything. But in the final moments before I imagined being run down with horses, I heard the whoosh of a fireball. Moments later, the screams of dying horses filled the air, and we finally reached the trees. I kept running, carrying my precious cargo... Shit... Did I really just call them precious? I digress... I kept running until the trees were thick enough for me to believe we weren’t going to be immediately followed.

      Sliding to a stop, I placed the ladies back on solid ground. “Let’s go,” I said with a grin.

      The three of us didn’t waste any time, turning and sprinting through the trees away from the fort. We didn’t stop until sunrise, and even then, it was Eila that forced us to. She stood, leaning against a tree, puffing and exhausted. Honestly, Ally didn’t look much better. Armour was armour, and unlike me, they just weren’t built to run for long periods with such weight.

      “I’m sorry,” she gasped, between breaths. “Maybe we should ditch the armour?”

      I thought about it a moment, it was time for a few answers, after all. “Where are we going?”

      Eila practically flinched, “I have no idea... Anywhere that isn’t friends with my father.”

      “Actually, about that,” I started. “Why would someone like you be so casual as to kill your own people?”

      Ally turned to me in a huff, before Eila hushed her. “He deserves an honest answer, Dearest. Frelser, as I mentioned earlier, elves are notorious for their deals. In short, I’m a political bargaining tool. I was born for the sole purpose of opening my legs to the next king. Unfortunately, my father didn’t count on one thing.” She stared lovingly towards Ally. “Love trumps loyalty...”

      I felt a small spark of jealousy rush through me hearing her words. These were the first women I’d had actual contact with in decades. They were both drop dead gorgeous in their own ways... And completely unobtainable...

      “So what... Was Ally supposed to keep you in line or something?” I asked, sarcastically.

      “... Yes...” Ally sighed. “They trained me from childhood in espionage and assassination, long before they trained me as a handmaiden. I was given to Eila as an ‘indentured servant’. What I was really doing was keeping an eye on her... Making sure she never tried to cause trouble or escape. I was to... in her father’s words... Put her down, at the first sight of betrayal.”

      “Days turned into weeks, weeks became months, and during Eila’s birthday celebration, she asked me when mine was. That was the first time I’d ever received a present,” Ally undid part of her armour. Pulling it aside, I could see a silver brooch in the shape of a lily. Eila moved up, wrapping her arms around her ‘keeper.’ “Yes, dearest, I still have it after all this time,” she said, pressing her lips to Eila’s. “First was the gift, then the talks, then games. The day Darjl made it known he wanted Eila’s hand, she tried to escape. She made it as far as the stable when a horse panicked and kicked her.”

      “I walked in just as she was knocked unconscious... And I stood above her holding this knife,” She patted one of her daggers. “I... I couldn’t do it... My orders were to kill her if she so much as tried... And I couldn’t...”

      “I woke up, staring at her, while she was crouched above me,” Eila continued. “She had the knife to my throat but was crying her pretty little eyes out. That’s when she told me what she really was. We’ve been together ever since. She’s the only person I’ve been able to trust until I met you.”

      “Well...” I really wasn’t sure what to say. “That certainly answered most of my questions. I’m glad you found one another. Everyone needs someone special, I guess.”

      Eila gave me a strange look for a moment, “Frelser, I-“

      I quickly interrupted her before she could continue, “No, no, it’s fine, I get it, really.”

      “No,” she frowned, “I’m not sure you do.”

      “Please... Just look at me... I’m practically a monster. Even if you were interested in men, I’m hardly your best bet.” I grumbled, turning away from the happy couple.

      Unfortunately for myself, turning away just gave Ally a huge opening. I’m not quite sure how it happened, but she managed to both tackle me at waist height, AND trip up my legs so I fell over. Rolling over to defend myself, I was surprised when Eila deposited herself on my lap. She was soft, yet firm, and had a nervous glint in her eye.

      “In all your books, you never found much information on elves, did you?” I shook my head, honesty seemed like the best option. I couldn’t see Ally and I knew she was good with her knives. “So you aren’t aware that elfin birth rates are three or four females to every male?” Again I shook my head. “And you’re unaware of standard elf family structures?” I felt like I was getting a crick in my neck from shaking it. “So you’re also unaware that elf women are almost exclusively, bisexual and it is common for a man to have several wives?” This time I didn’t shake my head, for lack of a better term... I was stunned... The only part of me not so, made itself apparent beneath Eila’s firm posterior.

      “Our meeting was quick and violent on my part. I have led you to no end of pain and suffering. You deserve more than anyone to scorn and hate me. And yet, here you are, helping me... When my own people sat outside a door, listening to my torture.”

      I was gobsmacked... Even more so as Eila raised herself up enough to press those impossibly soft lips against my own. Even more again when Ally made her appearance, replacing Eila’s with her own.

      “But... I...” I stammered.

      “But nothing... I was destined to be a sexual plaything to a tyrant until I could kill myself. Ally would have most likely either been sent away, or executed. You saved me from a life worse than death, and you kept us together.”

      “But...”

      “You still don’t get it you stupid man,” Ally growled. “Elfs have powerful intuition. Ignoring all you have done for us, our senses are screaming for us to stick by you. So pick a direction and let’s go!”

      Ally’s revelation hit me like a slap. I still wasn’t one hundred percent sure where this was all going, but apparently they were going with me. “Ok, I’m going to carry the pair of you as far as I can. I can go without sleep for a few days. North of here is the human lands, south is back towards the elfs. Either preference on east or west?”

      Eila climbed to her feet, a smug smile on her face. “The ocean is east, the mountains and wilderness are west.”

      “If we go east, we’re likely to end up in a major city.” Ally gave me a good look over, “I don’t think you’ll be able to blend into a large city. But there could be smaller towns heading west, before the true wilds anyway.”

      I exchanged looks with Eila, and she shrugged. She shrugged, obviously unfazed by either option. “West it is then.”

      I quickly foraged around the nearby area, coming across some leafy greens and a few wild mushrooms. I shared them amongst the ladies, gaining appreciative smiles. It wasn’t a lot, but it beat starvation. When we’d all finished, I crouched down, and had Ally climb onto my back. She found a comfortable position sitting on the straps for my shield. Eila, I simply scooped into my arms like a bride. It was the easiest way I could think of carrying them both.
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      I’d been running for two and a half days straight. Eila and Ally occasionally stopped me so they could stretch and swap positions. Currently, I had Ally curled up against my chest. It was early evening, and the weather was cool. Eila was slumped against my shoulder, her arms draped over my chest. I was finally starting to flag. Slowing down slightly, I realised I could hear running water. I adjusted my course and moved towards it.

      It wasn’t long before the trees cleared, and the river was before me. It was a beautiful sight. The bright moonlight let me see the delicate flowers lining the bank on either side. It also showed me there was a lot of tall grass... Perfect for impromptu bedding. Moving into the tall grass, I shuffled around, pressing a large area flat. More than enough room for the three of us to get comfortable.

      Softly depositing Ally on the ground, I gently tapped Eila’s arm until she stirred. I helped get her comfortable beside Ally. I took a step aside and got comfortable, myself. Just as I was drifting off, I heard soft footsteps. Suddenly, I had a warm mass drop beside me and throw a leg over my hip, followed by the words, “Stupid man.” Before I could respond, a similar warm mass dropped on the opposite side and wrapped an arm around me. Stunned into silence, the pair of them quickly went back to sleep, and I soon followed.
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      A strange sensation brought me back to wakefulness. I wasn’t quite sure what was going on, so I pretended to still be asleep. But there it was... Someone had pulled the remains of my pants free of my cock. The strange sensation was pairs of hands taking turns giving my morning wood small strokes.

      “It’s firm in the middle, but soft on the outside,” Ally was whispering. “It would be close, but I think it will fit without too much trouble.”

      “You think so? I don’t want to end up damaged.” Eila whispered, with a strange lilt to her voice.

      “Dearest... Babies come out of there... He’s not THAT big...”

      I chose this moment to open my eyes. Two ladies were on either side of me. Both had a hand each on my throbbing erection. Both were staring at the tip... They both noticed that I was watching them at the same time.

      “Morning... Should I be part of this conversation?” I asked nervously.

      The ladies exchanged a quick look, before Eila smiled mischievously. “Considering our discussion last night, and your attempt to sleep alone. I’m thinking about taking matters into my own hands, Frelser.”

      Before I could respond, Eila gripped me firmly by the base, and pulled her hand firmly to the tip. The sudden sensation caught me by surprise and I groaned without thinking. Regaining my composure, I watched as the ladies took my member in both their hands. Eila holding the base, Ally the tip. Together they firmly twisted and rubbed up and down. Now... I’ve been alone for forty-odd years. I know how this is supposed to work... But oh my gods... This feeling was something I couldn’t comprehend with words.

      I rolled my eyes back and collapsed back into the grass. Content with their ministrations. It was a little surprising when I felt something wet envelop the tip. My eyes snapped open, and my breath caught in my throat. Eila was naked from the waist down, still gripping the base of my cock. But she was now squatting above me, with Ally guiding the tip into her warm entry. I had a perfect view of her delicate folds, stretching open and gripping my shaft as it slid inside her. At this moment, I had a brief thought for Henry... This experience would have been denied me, had he gotten his way... This magical experience would never have come to pass, and Eila would live her days in misery with that bastard Darjl.

      I snapped back to attention, listening to the words, “Ready Eila?”

      I was just in time to watch Ally pull Eila down firmly, impaling half my length inside her. As she slid, I felt a firm ‘pop’ and I realised Eila had just given herself to me. I couldn’t stand it anymore... These women... Who after so long, could bring out a side of me I didn’t know existed. I slowly pushed myself into a sitting position. Moving slowly to not jostle Eila and cause her unnecessary discomfort. As I drew closer, Eila’s eyes opened, a strange look on her face, between bliss and bewilderment. And I took her in my arms. It only took a split second before Eila registered me holding her, and she melted against my chest.

      We sat quietly for a few minutes, while Eila got used to my girth. Before she gently pushed away from me. I was disappointed for just a split second before she pulled me down into a firm kiss. The feeling of her small mouth on my own, reminded me that as strong a woman as she was... I still had to be careful with her.

      Even as our lips met, Eila began to wiggle and bounce softly in my lap. Soon she was outright moaning into my mouth. Pulling away, I looked down, and I could clearly see Ally’s hand, moving vigorously between Eila’s legs, rubbing just above where I was penetrating her.

      Within moments, Eila cried out. Pushing herself down as hard as she could, I was surprised when almost my entire length fit inside her, before she stopped. Here, I could feel her muscles pulse and contract around me in ecstasy. I held her until her rigid posture went soft and I lifted her limp form from my throbbing member. I laid her down gently beside me and gave her a gentle kiss.

      She muttered the words, “So good.”

      “I’m not like Eila,” Ally said, catching my attention.

      I frowned slightly, “In what way?”

      “Part of my training was in seduction. I... I can’t GIVE myself to you... Not like Eila just did,” Ally whispered, sounding ashamed.

      It took me a moment to realise exactly what it was she was saying... And you know what... I honestly could not care less… “Do you want this, Ally?” I asked.

      Ally dragged her leather pants down, before stuffing a hand between her legs. When she withdrew, her fingers were glistening with womanly dew. “Eila is everything to me. When she decided she wanted you, it only reaffirmed what I wanted as well. If you’ll have me...”

      I immediately realised Ally was a different kind of woman. But like I said before, I didn’t care. Rolling forward onto my knees, I gently took Ally in my arms. Giving her the same passionate kiss I gave Eila just minutes before. This time, however, I pushed Ally onto her back. A split second after I let her go, she violently twisted, ripping off every scrap of clothing she wore. Gods... I wasn’t wrong. While Eila was cut like a marble statue of some long forgotten goddess. Ally was all soft curves and comfort. Nobody in their right mind would ever suspect she could be capable of an assassination... And here she was, terrified I would reject her sexual advances because of her past.

      Running my hand up her side, I cupped one of her gorgeous breasts. She squeaked as I tweaked her nipple, and while I hesitated, the look in her eyes told me to do it again. Leaning down, I could take most of her breast into my mouth. I grazed my teen across her flesh as I sucked more of her breast into my mouth, earning a nervous smile. That was quickly covered by a small groan, as I rolled my tongue over her nipple.

      Releasing her breast, I sat up slightly and held Ally’s attention. “Between the three of us, the only true monster here is myself. If you’ll have me, I’d be a fool to not have you.”

      Ally responded by pulling herself up against me for a kiss, which I responded to eagerly. Hell... These women were gorgeous, I’d have to be a fool to pass this up. I gently pressed Ally back to the ground with a firm hand, before shifting into a more comfortable position. Before I could release Ally, she reached down herself, grabbing me and placing the head of my cock at her silken entrance. It was strange, that such a woman, clearly wanting, couldn’t meet my gaze, while blushing bright red.

      I started off slow. Pushing inside her, she was obviously more experienced than Eila, as she had no problem accommodating my rigid member. As I slowly began thrusting in and out of her, I deepened my thrusts. Soon, my crotch was lightly tapping her mound, making her squeak occasionally with pleasure. So it was no surprise when I heard her moan, “Harder...”

      Not one to take a woman’s word lightly, I started pushing myself harder into her. All Ally could do at this point was arch her back and moan incoherently. This must have been loud enough to wake Eila from her nap, as she quickly rejoined the party. While I slid myself in and out of Ally, Eila leaned over her, giving me a show as the two of them made out. I watched as Eila’s hand drifted down Ally’s soft stomach, before returning the favour from earlier and rubbing across the top of Ally’s pussy. This caused Ally to tense up a moment and force her hips up into Eila’s hand.

      Without direction, Eila disengaged from Ally’s moaning lips, and stared at me. “She needs it harder, Frelser.”

      I thought about it a moment, but I couldn’t really do any more from this angle without risking crushing Ally. So I tried something else. Grabbing her shoulder and hip, I rolled back, lifting Ally with me. She was suspended, limply in my grip, still impaled on my cock. Now I lifted her gently, before pulling her back down... Hard... I panicked for a second, hearing Ally gasp and tense suddenly. S

      he turned her eyes to me and growled, “More.”

      That’s all the invitation I needed to turn her into a living masturbator. I held her limp form and fucked her body against my rigid cock as hard and as fast as I could. As Ally screamed her release, I could feel her muscles clench in a similar way to Eila’s, but she cried out for me to keep going. I kept up the almost brutal pace, as Ally came again three more times. The third time, she gushed warm liquid across my crotch, which set me off and I filled her womb with my seed. Ally’s response was immediate.

      As my seed spilled into her, she went stiff as a board, before shaking violently. If it weren’t for the fact it felt so good, I’d have been worried. Her eyes snapped open, and they were glowing with bright blue light. A look of pure bliss plastered over her face. And as quickly as it started it ended. I lifted her limp form from my flagging erection and placed her on the ground.

      “Are you ok, Ally?” Eila asked, moving in quickly.

      Ally took a few deep, shuddering breaths, before opening her eyes and smiling. “You have to try that, Dearest. I can feel his energy flowing through me... It feels like a small sun inside me.”

      “Which part?” Eila chuckled, “The part where he used you as a plaything? Or the part where he filled you with his power?”

      Ally just pulled Eila into a hug and got comfortable for a nap. “Both,” she said simply, before falling asleep.

      Taking stock of the situation, I could see that Ally truly needed a rest, and Eila wasn’t keen on moving. So remembering my lesson from the previous evening, I curled up opposite Eila and held Ally’s soft body against me. Ignoring Eila when she chuckled and muttered, “Better.”

      A few hours later, the three of us were dressed and moving. Although Ally did have a slight limp, she refused to hear an apology. I kept catching her looking at me with lust in her eyes. I wasn’t sure what to make of her sexual appetite, but I certainly would not complain. We decided that at this point, it was probably a good idea to follow the river. If there were any villages out here, they would need a source of water, and this was a good one.

      We took a break when Ally’s limp became visibly worse. I used this time to scavenge for more food. When I returned with an armful of leafy greens and some berries, I almost dropped the lot at the site of the two women. Ally was laying flat on her back, naked from the waist down, with Eila sitting on one of her legs. The other was over her shoulder, and she was slowly rocking back and forth, stretching Ally’s leg higher and higher. While I could respect Eila’s eagerness to help her lover stretch, I could see glistening pearls of womanly dew forming on Ally’s nether region.

      At the sound of my approach, both ladies caught me staring. Ally turned bright pink. Eila however, gave me a smirk and reached down towards Ally’s mound. I watched in awe, as Eila expertly, slowly dragged her fingers across Ally’s labia.

      Smiling as she watched my gaze, Eila started up a little info session. “While Ally is currently indisposed, I should probably point out a few things. Her pants were too tight to stretch properly. All elves have a high sex drive, so beware. And right here,” Eila parted Ally’s folds, revealing a little pink nub. “This is the clitoris. Every woman has one, and if you do this...” Eila started circling it with a third finger, “it is extremely pleasurable for a woman.”

      I stood, listening to Eila’s speech. When she got to the last part, Ally started squirming and making cute noises. That was the last straw for me. Dropping my armful of food, I stormed towards the pair of them. Before I came within arms reach, Eila quickly placed a hand over Ally’s womanhood. “Uh uh, she’s still sore.”

      “Fine by me,” I growled.

      Grabbing Eila around the waist, I hoisted her into the air with one arm. With the other, I pulled her greaves and pants off, followed by my own. Lifting Eila, her smouldering gaze gave me no reason to hesitate as I pushed her body slowly onto my already erect cock. Remembering she was still inexperienced, I brought her to a stop, when I was only halfway in. I stood, clutching this gorgeous woman in my arms for a full minute, before she suddenly gasped. I leaned over slightly, and I could see Ally’s head buried into Eila’s backside.

      “Is she... Uh..?”

      “Yes...” Eila moaned, “I love having my ass played with.”

      I filed that under ‘later’ and concentrated on keeping Eila as still as possible, while slowly fucking her. After a few minutes of careful thrusting, Eila tensed up in orgasm, like Ally, this time she gushed warm fluids over my crotch. I watched Ally stand up, a predatory grin plastered across her face.

      “It’s always nice to prove I’m not the only deviant, Dearest.” Ally leaned into Eila’s shoulder.

      Eila turned her head, engaging Ally in a passionate kiss, before returning her attention to me. “Frelser... Use me like you did Ally.”

      I paused for a moment, “Are you sure, I could hurt you, I was worried about hurting Ally.”

      “Please?” Eila begged, a hungry look in her eyes.

      A quick glance at Ally, and I saw her shallow nod... If that’s what she truly wanted... Taking a firm hold of Eila, I lifted her body, and pushed her down, not quite as hard as I did with Ally. The moment Eila’s hips connected with my own, she beamed and started nodding her head. “Just like that...”

      I don’t know how I ended up in this situation. But I wouldn’t swap it for the world. Lifting Eila back up, I brought her down hard against me, slowly building up speed and pressure. Soon I was fucking her just as hard and fast as I was Ally. All Eila could do was moan and writhe with each continuous orgasm. When she finally started to beg, I pushed myself over the edge and filled her like I did Ally. Eila’s reaction was almost identical. Suddenly going rigid, before shaking violently, almost as if she were trying to milk out more of my seed. She suddenly pushed herself upright in my grip, plastering her lips to mine. The brightness of her eyes momentarily blinded me... Not like I cared at that point, I just closed my eyes and kissed back.

      When we finally came down, I gently lifted Eila off myself and set her on her feet. She wobbled for a moment before beaming and turning towards Ally.

      “You were right, a good stretch beforehand is all we need,” she said happily. “But oh, Gods... You really weren’t kidding with the power...”

      Turning back to me, Eila leaned against my chest, before suddenly stepping away. “Frelser, I don’t know how you’re doing it. But you’re still as full of power as you were when we first met. Considering the power you’ve put in both Ally and myself, I would expect there to be a change... But there’s not...”

      “Is that a problem?” I asked, a little worried.

      Eila just laughed. “Frelser, If you’re somehow able to keep your energy levels up, then each time we... Share... We’ll simply get stronger... It’s not so much a problem, as I just don’t know what to do with so much power.” She thought for a moment, before pressing her palm firmly into my chest. “We might be together for a long time... I can’t feel you age.”

      “What?!” Ally cried, rushing over to the pair of us.

      “See for yourself,” Eila pushed Ally’s hand against my chest.

      I just stood there dumbfounded, waiting for an explanation.

      Eila spoke up, “Frelser, Eldritch energy that powers our magic, is also our life force. The more power we use, the shorter our lifespans. This ties all back into couples sharing power.” She was almost hyperventilating.

      “If... If you’re creating infinite energy, and... Powering us...” Ally continued, “We’ll be practically immortal... And so will you...”

      Before I could respond, a sudden shriek cut through the air. It was a familiar sound... One I didn’t think I’d be hearing any time soon. More shrieks cut into the air, followed by the sound of a large bell being rung.

      “That sound was a goblin hunting party. The rest, means it’s a big group. Judging by the bell, I think goblins are attacking a town nearby.” I blurted.
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      Eila and Ally wasted no time quickly dressing. The three of us rushed towards the sound of shrieking goblins. Within minutes, we cleared the trees. Like expected, there was indeed a village, or a small town would be a better description. It was set a way back from the river in an open field surrounded by trees on all sides. The town was large enough to have a palisade wall. Unfortunately, they were having trouble getting the gate closed. Now, Goblins aren’t slow creatures. Not usually, but they’re not really sprinters either. Crossing a road to slash a man’s throat before he draws his weapon, sure. Crossing several hundred meters of open ground to attack a town... Not so... Without waiting to discuss things with the ladies, I set off at a sprint.

      I caught up with the trailing edge of the goblins easily. It was no difficult feat to sweep them out of my way with my sword, or topple them over with my shield. By the time the goblins realised I was there, it was already too late. Those in front couldn’t hear me coming, those behind couldn’t keep up. As I burst through the front ranks of Goblins, I headed directly for the gate.

      There were hundreds of goblins out here, and the town wouldn’t stand a chance if they got in. Unfortunately for me, however, the sight of a fully armed, albeit small, battle troll charging for the gate, meant I was shot half a dozen times with arrows. Most hit my armour and bounced, but a few made it into gaps as I raised my shield to protect my face. Ignoring those wounds, I pulled to a stop beside the gate. There were several armed men staring at me with terrified expressions. I didn’t have any time to waste trying to explain things, so I grabbed the edge of the gate, and started hauling it shut.

      It was three quarters closed when I had to abandon the attempt. Spinning around, I caught a goblin’s spear on my shield. Unfortunately for the goblin, it was no longer than my sword. I stabbed him through the chest and flicked him aside into another goblin. I knew at this point I could just charge through them. But I had to hold the gate until it closed. I just hoped those terrified idiots finished the job. Thankfully, for me, the guards in the watchtowers must have seen what I was doing. Between each sweep of my massive sword, they peppered the first row of goblins with arrows, preventing any from slipping behind me.

      But with all this carnage, the scent of goblin blood drove the others onward. In minutes, the wall of goblins before me became a mountain. Each member of this small army wanted the honour of my death. The urge to kill the one who slew so many of their kin was strong. And like before with the elves, every now and then something slipped through. A goblin threw himself at me, wrapping his arms around my chest. I felt his dagger slice into the back of my shoulder just as I threw him to the ground. Stomping on his small form, I let loose a battle cry and hacked two more in half with a single swing of my massive weapon.

      The next was a spear, thrown from the back. I deflected it upwards, but the tip grazed my forehead, snapping my head back. This allowed a third goblin to tackle me around the ankles, taking me to the ground. In an instant, I knew I was dead. I would not last long pinned on the ground with these monsters. I just hoped Eila and Ally would survive and escape unharmed. But that didn’t mean I was going down without a fight. Driving my head forward, I felt the crack of the goblin’s skull against my own. Grabbing it by the face, I threw it aside. Sitting up, I stabbed my sword forwards, skewering the next in line. Before I could withdraw my blade, a spear slammed into my chest, driving me flat onto my back again. Before I could sit back up, a second spear found the gap at my waist and drove it home. I reached down, grabbing the shaft, in an attempt to remove it. But that just left me open for a third goblin to shove a spear into the gap at my shoulder. Together the two goblins pushed me back, hard against the gate, which was thankfully closed by now.

      Flicking out my sword, I caught the goblin spearing my stomach disemboweling it with an agonal screech. But another quickly replaced it. Before I could make a second swing, another goblin stepped in and tackled my weapon. I wasn’t quite pinned, but another goblin stepped in holding a curved dagger... Yup... That’s it... I’m done... Sorry ladies...

      A warm breeze washed over me. Goblins screamed... And I just laughed... Opening my eyes, there stood Eila, palms extended, washing flames over the nearby goblins. Behind her stood Ally, holding a goblin sword and a rough shield she must have scavenged. The pair quickly exchanged places and Ally quickly washed over the gate with a flurry of water and wind. That was new, the water hit hard enough to bounce off the wood, but felt like strange rain to me. The moment she finished, Ally helped me pull the spears and arrows free. That gave me a chance for my wounds to close up.

      It didn’t take very long. The wounds inflicted were superficial, the main problem was that I was pinned and one had a dagger for my throat. But now I had a moment to breathe, I climbed steadily to my feet. Before us was a wave of destruction. Hundreds of either frozen, or crispy goblins littered the ground. A few more looked like they’d been drowned. Along with a healthy amount, with obvious stab wounds... The ladies had been very busy getting to me. There, however, was still over one hundred of the little fuckers to deal with.

      Stepping between my ladies, I bellowed my battle cry and slapped my blade to my shield. The nearest goblin shrieked in its high pitch voice and charged me. I knocked its sword aside with my shield while dropping my own sword. Ducking low, I got a hold of its ankle. Heaving upwards, the goblin squealed in terror as I swung it around my head. I used it’s body to beat two more goblins into the ground before hurling its corpse back into the crowd of goblins before me. Retrieving my sword, I took a guard stance as Eila and Ally stepped up either side of me. A split second later a jet of water shot out from Ally, knocking several goblins over. While a series of ice shards from Eila tore through some more... And the goblins’ morale finally broke.

      Once the one or two deserters turned into dozens, we stopped our assault. That was it... We were done. Those closest to us wanted nothing further to do with us. The three of us kept up the motions, swinging a sword, or hurling a fireball, just driving them on until most of them moved away. It was several minutes more before the last of the goblins disappeared back into the trees. With the last stragglers gone, the gate behind us creaked into motion. Turning around, I watched the gates open just wide enough for me to spot dozens of archers aiming bows at us.

      “Get behind me,” I snarled.

      Stepping between the archers and the ladies, I turned my shield horizontally, trying my best to cover both of them at the same time. When a voice called out.

      “Shit! He talks!” A well-dressed man stepped forward.

      “And right now, he’s wondering why he’s on the receiving end of your bows. The archers on the towers could see me hold the gate for you!” I growled, refusing to back down.

      “Lower the bows, lads!” The man called. As the archers relaxed, the man stepped forward, “Sorry about that. Thought you were a troll runt. They’re unpredictable at the best of times and figured the ladies trained you or something.”

      “Fair enough,” I muttered, lowering my shield. I didn’t bother to enlighten him, probably wouldn’t do me any favours if I did, anyway. “Who do I have the pleasure of addressing?”

      “Oh!” The man chuckled, “It’s been a long time since a visitor has had any manners. I’m Jurn. I run this little town. We’re mostly farmers and craftsmen, but we’re far enough into the wilderness that we have ourselves a decent little militia.”

      I waited a moment in case the ladies wanted to speak, but it seemed they were comfortable with me handling things. “I’m Frelser. These are my... Wives... Eila,” she smiled politely, “And Ally,” who gave a small nervous nod.

      “Well, Frelser, what are you three doing all the way at the edge of the wilds?” Jurn asked.

      I just shrugged, “Honestly, North is humans who wouldn’t care for my wives. South is the elfs, who wouldn’t care for me. East has large cities where I’d probably have a hard time proving I wasn’t a troll.”

      Jurn looked between the three of us, “I can see how you ended up out here then. Any of you have any skills?”

      “I worked as a gatekeeper for the last few years,” I blurted. “But I’m not opposed to labour, and I’m smart enough to make this armour, grow vegetables and hunt.”

      “What about you ladies?” Jurn continued.

      “We’re both powerful spell weavers,” Eila started. “We can hold our own, and honestly, we just want to settle down somewhere quiet.”

      Jurn nodded, “Not sure you’ll find quiet any time soon. Back the way you came through, a goblin clan was wiped out. Created a power vacuum that’s pulled in all the surrounding clans. We’ve pushed back a few patrol groups recently, but without your help, we’d have been swept up under that attack.”

      “If you can provide us lodgings, for the time being, we’d be happy to help in the future,” Ally chipped in.

      Jurn thought about it a moment, before looking me in the eye. “I’ve got a place you can stay. Old Yen’s place. It’s near the outer wall, away from most of the other dwellings. It’s old and run down, but it’s warm and dry. I can take you there now, if you like?”

      A quick exchange of looks with my ladies was all I needed. “Please, lead the way.”

      Jurn led us through the centre of town. It was surprising to see how many peoples we passed. A few orcs, some cat people I recognized as fetz and a handful of humans made up the majority. I even spotted a masculine figure covered with bright green scales that I couldn’t identify. All in all, this town looked like the kind of place where outcasts and nobodies congregated... A place where people just wanted to be left alone. But, what really sold it for me, was the half-dozen children I saw running around. If this were some bandit hub, I doubt we’d be seeing any children at all. These were clean, happy and wearing good quality, clean clothing as they ran past, laughing at some game they played.

      We listened to Jurn talk about the town. He pointed at the street markets as we passed. The town square held the town well and the entrance to his own home, should we ever need him. Jurn even gave me a slight nudge as we passed the barracks, making it clear he thought I should sign up as a guard. I didn’t want to burst his bubble quite yet, but I really wasn’t planning on it. Soon enough however, we came to the warehouse district. This area was mainly used for town storage. As such, it had a strong guard presence in the area. And there, tucked between a granary and a warehouse full of wooden crates, was a shabby looking, two story shack.

      “Don’t look like much from out here, but it goes right back against the wall.” Jurn walked up to the front door and pulled it open.

      Eila went in first, followed by Ally. I had to duck my head to come in, but I was surprised at the tall ceilings. There wasn’t much, but I wasn’t at risk of hitting my head just standing. Jurn led us through the dwelling. It had been cleared out after the late Yens had moved on, but all the old furniture remained. There was still a little work to be done. Patching a wall, rehanging a door, rugs to be beaten of dust. But it was spacious, had a well-built kitchen and larder, and that was just downstairs. Upstairs, there were three empty rooms and a fourth that was the master. It came with an oversized fourposter bed with a fresh mattress and linens.

      “Now, there’s a private bathing area out back, Yens had a bit of a people problem, so he had one built. I don’t know much about it, so you’ll have to figure it out yourself.” Jurn said, heading back downstairs into the lounge. “So what do you think?”

      The ladies and I followed Jurn downstairs, taking another look as we went. “Well ladies, I’ll live anywhere, it’s up to you.”

      “How much?” Ally chirped immediately, taking Eila’s hand while they smiled excitedly.

      Jurn grinned, “Considering how just about everyone here owes you three their lives, I’ll do you a deal. One gold a month, paid at the beginning of the month. I’ll give you three months free to get your feet under you.”

      I honestly did not know whether that was a good idea. I had no actual knowledge of the value of currency. If I wanted it I made it or found it myself, there was never anyone willing to trade with a goblin clan. So I was paying attention as Ally pulled something from a pouch hidden inside her armour.

      “Would you accept this as currency?” She asked sweetly.

      Jurn took the offered object. It was indeed a gold coin. Removing one of his own, he compared the two for a moment. “Yours is a little larger than what we’re used to. I’d feel better if you took this down to a jeweller and made a trade for local coins, that way I wouldn’t be ripping you off.” Jurn scratched his chin for a few moments, “I better show you where the jeweller is, huh?”

      The three of us accompanied Jurn for a quick walk. The town jeweller was closer to the warehouse district than most of the other stores. Taking advantage of the increased presence of guards. Jurn explained that while the local population was relatively at ease with one another, there was occasionally the odd bandit that came through looking for trouble. Suddenly the reaction at the front gate made a whole lot more sense.

      Jurn led us through a wide door, into a well lit room filled with glass cabinets displaying various gems and jewellery. “Ho there, Marge,” Jurn called.

      A short woman, I guessed was probably a dwarf or gnome, came in from a back room. “Don’t rush me Jurn, I was getting my armour off. You know damned well I’ll go down swinging if it comes to it.” As she realised, it wasn’t just Jurn in her shop, she stumbled to a stop. “Sorry, sorry, I didn’t realise anyone else was here.”

      After Jurn quickly introduced everyone, he took a step to the side.

      “No harm done,” Eila smiled. “We were wondering if you could exchange some currency for us?”

      “Oh,” Marge brightened, “I’d be delighted.”

      Jurn handed over the coin. Marge inspected it closely. “I haven’t seen elfish coinage in decades.” She took stock of the ladies, “Displeasing your fathers then?” Eila smiled and nodded, Ally just looked uncomfortable. Marge immediately picked up on it, “Don’t worry yourself, lass. From what I saw of your man here, you’d be hard pressed to find a more capable warrior. If your father was half the man, he is,” she stuck her thumb at me, “He’d be proud.”

      “So... How much are we looking to exchange today?” Marge asked, quickly changing the subject.

      “Jurn, if you were to sell to us, how much would it be?” Eila asked quickly.

      Jurn furrowed his brow a moment, deep in thought. “I could let it go for fifty gold.”

      Ally didn’t need instructions, simply pulling free a medium-sized bag of coins. “There should be forty-nine like the one in your hand.”

      Jurn just chuckled to himself. “Alright, I’ll go get your paperwork sorted. Meet me back at my manor at the square.” With that he walked off, leaving the ladies and I with Marge.

      “So who are you really?” Marge asked softly.

      Ally immediately moved to draw her blades, but Eila held up her hand. “I’m the daughter of King Phaslo. I was wed to a monster, I’m sure you know against my will. Ally is my handmaiden and Frelser helped us escape.”

      “Ah... I’ll be honest, I wasn’t expecting that,” Marge chuckled nervously as she kept an eye on Ally. “I was thinking you were either a merchant’s daughter, or a minor noble... To think I have royalty in my home...”

      “Please Marge,” Eila stopped her. “The man my father gave me too, whipped and beat me for the hour we were legally wed. Frelser found me just before he could rape me. I killed my fellow elfs making our escape.” Eila drew herself up, “I am no longer royalty, so please... Just call me a friend.”

      As Eila finished her speech, Ally pulled her into a deep hug. I pulled them both into mine as I watched Marge for her next move.

      Marge however had a pained expression on her face. “I’m sorry dear. I would be honoured to call you my friend. I’ll not speak of your past to anyone.”

      With that, Marge quickly weighed up the coins, before filling several bags with local currency. There were smaller copper coins, some silvers and a bunch of gold. I simply handed them straight to Ally, figuring she’d be the best to keep track of it. We thanked Marge for her time and left in the direction of the square. Without Jurn guiding us, we were able to stop and look around. The town seemed just big enough to be self-sufficient. There was a blacksmith making tools, various stands selling all types of farm produce, even a cobbler set up beside a tanner. As we approached Jurn’s home, we were pleasantly surprised to see it doubled as a schoolhouse. Considering the events of this morning, it was empty, but it meant the town had planned for growth.

      Knocking on the door, it opened almost immediately. Jurn stood before us with a friendly smile.

      “Come in come in. I just need the coins and for you to sign the paperwork,” he said with a grin.

      True to his word, the three of us signed a very basic and straightforward writ, and the home was ours.
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      We made a quick detour on the way home to stop by a tailor. Entering the store, it was run by an older looking orc gentleman. His puzzled expression seeing the ladies still in armour, was nothing compared to the open mouth stare he gave me.

      “Good morning. I’m Grah-Sha but you may call me Grah. You must be the newcomers that turned back those goblins.” He said in a rough, throaty voice. It was an odd sound, as he was clearly an educated man.

      “We would be at that,” Eila smiled. “Unfortunately, all we have to wear is our armour. We were hoping to pick up something for now and get fitted for a few more later.”

      “Yes, I can see how that would be a problem,” Grah eyed me warily. “I’ll probably have a few basics in your size you can take. But I won’t have anything for your troll.”

      “Their... Troll... Has clothing under his armour,” I grumbled. “I would, however, like a few more sets of spares if you could manage it.”

      Grah’s eyes almost bugged out of his head. “Gods... I’m terribly sorry young man, I judged you poorly. Please, I’ll measure you first, I’ll have my daughter bring the ladies’ tea.”

      “Thank you,” we all replied in unison.

      I followed Grah into a well lit back room. He quickly disappeared, returning with a young woman in her early twenties, who smiled politely as she passed through.

      “There now... Again... I’m terribly sorry, that was a horrible first impression I made,” Grah said with a pained smile.

      “No harm done. I expected this kind of thing. It’s why we headed west and not east,” I chuckled, diffusing the situation.

      “Still... Even after you helped save the town, I should have spoken better. I’ll put your order on priority. I’m sure Mrs Potter can wait an extra day for her doilies, while I get you into something comfortable.”

      From that point, Grah was methodical and exact. He took his measurements, wrote them down and moved on. Five minutes later, I was sitting with Ally and Chit-Sha, Grah’s daughter. I listened halfheartedly to their idle banter while enjoying a cup of tea for myself. When Eila returned, Ally disappeared. After a few moments of silence, I realised Chit was eyeing me. I tried to ignore her at first, but as I kept my eyes moving around the room, Chit started leaning closer. Finally, I’d had enough, and I spun in my chair, snarling silently as I moved to face her.

      Chit was so shocked at my sudden move and expression, she squeaked and jumped back, pinning herself against a set of shelves.

      “Frelser!” Eila scolded me.

      “Sorry, sorry. I couldn’t resist. I won’t bite, please. Did you want something?” I said, trying not to laugh at the poor, terrified girl.

      It took a moment, but she seemed to realise I was indeed playing and moved towards me again. “If I may ask, what are you? I’ve never seen anyone quite like you before.”

      I frowned a little at her question. Not because I was mad, but because I didn’t have a proper answer. “I’m sorry Chit. I can’t really answer that.”

      “No... I don’t suppose you could...” Chit leaned closer. “Your aura starts off looking like a human. But there’s... Something else... It’s hard to describe... Almost like... You’re made up of different races, all mixed together.” Her eye’s shot wide a moment later. “You’re him...”

      “Ah-“ I started.

      “No... Sorry, I won’t tell anyone. Most people think you’re a myth. Don’t worry though. We’re independent out here. We don’t have any guild representatives either. I’m also pretty sure I’m the only one who can read auras so your secret is safe with me.”

      “Thank you,” I said with a relieved sigh.

      “Just know... While you’re probably going to be hunted if you head north. They stripped Henry the Just of his titles for what he did to you. When they found his notes, they destroyed what was left of his work and burned his home to the ground.”

      “I... Ah... Thank you, Chit.”

      I wasn’t really sure how to take that news. Forty years later, I find out the monster who created me as some sick experiment, would never be remembered with fondness... I just wasn’t sure how to respond with that. There was no longer a record to find out what I really am. But neither would there be any other poor soul to be put through what I went through. It was a double-edged sword for me... But still probably for the best.

      We made our goodbyes a few minutes later and the three of us headed home, with both the ladies clutching packages of new clothing. When we arrived, we helped one another strip out of our armour and we moved out the back to see how the bathing area looked. Now, when Jurn mentioned a private bathing area, I thought of a small tub and bucket surrounded by a low fence. Reality was a stone bath, large enough to fit even me. Beside that was a large, raised copper tub with a space below it for a fire. Above that, was a sort of water tower that acted as a reservoir. There was an obvious lever attached to the underside of it and when I pulled it, it released a steady stream of fresh water into the copper tub.

      When it was full, I turned back to the ladies. “Eila, how hard would it be to heat this water to a comfortable temperature?”

      “No more difficult than roasting goblins. It wouldn’t take long at all, just cost energy, which... ‘cough’... You have supplied me with.” She said, going slightly pink.

      At my gesture, she did indeed heat the water until it steamed. A similar lever allowed me to empty the hot water into the stone bath, and it was obvious, the copper tub contained the perfect amount to fill the bath, exactly.

      “After you ladies,” I gestured for them to go ahead.

      However, both of them just looked at me. Ally spoke up while Eila just smirked, “You first, you’re bigger. You wouldn’t want to squish us... Would you?”

      I rolled my eyes, but wasn’t game enough to argue their point. Even if they were obviously ganging up on me for something. Pulling off my pants and shirt that I’d been wearing under armour for days, I quickly slid into the fervid water. I groaned in pleasure as it took the weight off my joints. The water level increased and sloshed over the sides, but I ignored the ladies’ giggles as they jumped clear. Leaning back, I found a comfortable position to sit. I laid my head back and closed my eyes, thoroughly enjoying this feeling. That feeling got way more intense as two small splashes were followed by the feeling of smooth skin pressing against my own. Opening my eyes, Eila and Ally were straddling a leg each, and staring intensely at me.

      “What?” I asked, a little uncertain.

      “Wives?” Eila asked.

      “Ah... I wasn’t really sure how to explain our situation. It was the first I could think of that wouldn’t require an explanation.” I blurted. Honesty in my opinion, is always the best policy, that way even if you were stabbed, it was for a good reason. And right now I was waiting to be stabbed.

      “Do you love us?” Ally asked quietly.

      My mind reeled at the question... On one hand, these women deserve someone... Anyone... Better than some monstrous troll-human hybrid riddled with who knows what else. On the other hand...

      “Yes...” I sighed, hating myself for the answer...

      “Then after our bath, you’d best grab some coins and go see Marge about some rings,” Eila said firmly. “We’re going to be with one another for a very long time, I’d like some proof.”

      A split second later, I had two gorgeous naked women plastered to me like a second skin. Check that... Two gorgeous naked WIVES plastered to me like a second skin. I gently kissed each of them, before they kissed one another. And before I knew it, Ally was sliding herself down onto my erection, as Eila was wrestling tongues with her.

      Best bath ever...

      I felt a little gross putting back on my dirty clothes. But I didn’t have any real options. Grah wouldn’t have anything for me until the following day and it wasn’t like I could just borrow something. I had clutched in my hand a small bag of coins and was wearily making my way back to see Marge. I’d like to stipulate, I’m not weary of being mugged, I’m weary of sleep. Having fought in a battle followed by bringing two elfin beauties to completion... half a dozen times... each... they’d stayed home. Ally was going through our kitchen, making sure we had everything we needed. Eila was going through our linens and ‘comforts’ as she called it. I didn’t expect them to be home by the time I got back. They had everything they needed, and they’d come find me if they needed me.

      Entering Marge’s store, she was already at the counter, speaking with an old man. At my entry, Marge flashed me a quick smile, so I occupied myself by checking out some of her displays. It seemed like there was everything from basic broaches, all the way to intricate statuettes of silver and precious jewels. Like the one I was currently eyeing, of a winged dragon breathing fire. Only the fire was an assortment of multicoloured gems of various sizes and shapes. All suspended on fine silver wires and welded onto the silver body of the dragon. If not for the gems, it was so realistic, I’d have sworn it blinked.

      Marge’s dealings with the old man came to an end at that moment. He grumbled and spun on his heel. Pausing and eyeing me suspiciously for a moment and stormed out of the shop without a backward glance.

      “Everything ok, Marge?” I asked, a little uncertain.

      “Oh... More or less. He was trying to sell me energised gems. He wasn’t too happy when I told him the energy inside was useless to me and I wouldn’t pay extra for it,” Marge shrugged.

      “Huh... Either way... It seems my, WIVES, have decided that they want rings,” I explained.

      Marge just cocked an eye at me. “They’ve got you wrapped around their pretty little fingers already, haven’t they?” I just laughed, unable to refute her words. “Do you know what you want?”

      “Haven’t the foggiest,” I smiled back.

      “Didn’t think so. Give me three of those coins of theirs and come back tomorrow at noon. I’ll have something for each of you.” Marge smiled, holding out her hand.

      “Don’t you need to measure our hands or something?” I asked, placing three gold coins in Marge’s palm.

      “I’ve been measuring hands and making rings for almost a century. I can tell the size just from looking,” Marge cracked a grin. “If I’m wrong, I’ll refund you.”

      “I’ll see you tomorrow then,” I smiled and turned to leave. But before I took a single step, I thought of something. Turning back to Marge, “Can I ask you a strange question?”

      “Shoot,” Marge smiled.

      “Where does everyone bathe around here?”

      “Most of us bathe in the river beside town. The water is fresh and clear, but winter is a bit of a bitch,” she grumbled. “Some of the wealthier folk can afford the space to put a private bath. Actually, isn’t there a bath at the place you just bought?”

      “There is, yes,” I confirmed. “But I’m wondering if it might be an idea to build a bathhouse.”

      Marge just looked at me for a few moments. “That, my dear boy... Would probably be a wonderful addition to the town... If you can pull it off. Go see Jurn, see what he thinks, if he likes the idea, he might set aside some space for it.”

      “Thank you, Marge,” I smiled, turning to leave.

      “Oh, and Frelser,” she called.

      “Yes?”

      “These old bones of mine haven’t felt hot water in decades. Don’t leave an old gal hanging,” She chuckled as I left.

      It was a solid idea as far as I was concerned. Three large communal baths. One for each gender, and a mixed for families. Ally could summon water and fill some tanks. Eila could heat the water, and we could open once or twice a day, or on special occasions. If Eila was right about how much energy I... supplied... We should be able to keep going for years. As I pictured the whole thing in my head, I found myself before Jurn’s door again. I quickly knocked, only waiting for a minute before Jurn opened the door.

      “Frelser, is everything ok?” Jurn asked with a slight frown.

      I smiled, placating him immediately. “Everything is fine. Do you have a moment, I have something I would like to discuss?”

      Jurn nodded and led me through his home and into his study. I watched him take a seat, not bothering to attempt to sit in the small chair before him. At best it would be uncomfortable, at worst, I’d probably break it and owe him a new chair. From the look on his face, he’d just realised the same thing and settled on a polite smile instead.

      “So, what would you like to discuss?” Jurn asked, while pouring a glass of water for the both of us.

      “Is there any reason there isn’t a bathhouse in this town?” I asked, with a nod of thanks for the provided water.

      Jurn frowned a little but replied quickly. “Not really. You’re not the first with the idea. But the surrounding area isn’t all that safe out here. It would have cost a fortune finding all the firewood to heat the water. Not to mention hauling all the water for the baths themselves. The only people who could ever afford the cost, already have their own baths.”

      I listened to his explanation with a grin. “Is that the only reason? Cost of materials?”

      “Yup, pretty much. The warehouse next to your place was the designated spot for it. When the deal fell through, we just use it for storage now. Yens was so mad, he had that private bath built shortly after.”

      I was trying not to start jumping up and down at this point. “Ok, so hypothetically, I can find a way to build a bathhouse that’s cost effective enough for everyone to use. What are your thoughts?”

      Jurn took a large gulp of water, while he thought about his response. “If you can pull it off. I’ll give you a lease on the warehouse.”

      “Deal,” I grinned. “Let me talk to my wives, and I’ll get back to you.” I turned to leave with a quick wave.

      “Frelser?” Jurn stopped me, “It makes no difference to me, but are they really your wives?”

      I chuckled softly, before meeting his questioning gaze, “Marge is forging rings as we speak.”

      Without waiting for his response, I gave a quick wave and left. Closing the door behind me, it was getting late. The sun had dipped below the wall, casting the town into an early twilight. It was definitely time to get home to my wives... Gonna take a while before that word sounds natural. I began my walk back, ducking through the market street, I was merely curious about what else I could see. The town really did seem rather well put together. Considering we were out in what was effectively the wasteland, everyone seemed clean and happy enough. Even well stocked, considering the dwindling supplies being sold by the farmers.

      Coming around the corner, our home came into view. I was surprised to see Ally handing a silver to a man with a cart. Around them swarmed several children, carrying items from the cart into the house. When I got closer, Ally turned, giving me a beaming smile. The man she was with however, took a subconscious step back.

      Before he could say anything stupid, I stuck out my hand, “I see you’ve met my wife. I’m Frelser, nice to meet you.”

      The man took a quick glance at Ally, before returning to me. Taking my hand, he seemed to relax a bit and shook. “Darry, your wife here asked for a hand bringing their shopping home.”

      “Well, thank you Darry. Saves me doing it later,” I said with a chuckle, trying to keep him at ease.

      Placing a kiss on Ally’s cheek, I moved to head inside, when a small impact slammed into my leg. Turning, there was a young boy, now sitting on his rump. His eyes were enormous and staring straight at me, clearly terrified.

      “Are you ok?” I asked, bending down to check on him.

      “You’re not going to eat me are you?” He asked with a squeak.

      “No... I forgot my big pot. You’ve got too much tough muscle from the work you do for anything less than a nice stew,” I said seriously, taking the boy by the hand, I pulled him upright.

      The boy, just stared, wide eyed at me, clearly unsure of how to respond to me. Ally came to his rescue a moment later, with a smile and the offer of a few coins, the boy ran off.

      “Be nice, husband,” she chided with a smile.

      “Sorry wife,” I said softly, before hoisting her into my arms and kissing her.

      It was a few moments before either of us heard a polite cough. Remembering Darry, we broke our kiss, but even as Ally struggled to get free, I didn’t put her down.

      “Thank you again, Darry. I’ll keep you in mind if we need anything else, but it appears my brute of a husband is demanding my attention.” Ally said with a mock groan.

      “Thank you again, miss,” Darry said with a slight bow.

      I nodded towards the man and carried my prize inside the house. We found Eila sorting her purchases from the supplies for the kitchen. Her eyes went wide at the sight of Ally still in my arms. All she got out was a “What?” before I scooped her up beside Ally. We spent the next few minutes alternating between who was kissing who, while I outright refused to put either of them down. So they both decided to just get comfortable.

      “So what brought this on then?” Ally asked with a smirk, as she rested her head on my shoulder.

      “I may have a way for us to live here as contributing citizens,” I grinned back.

      “Oh? Do tell,” Eila purred, rubbing my chest.

      “How much energy did it take to heat that water?” I asked.

      “Honestly, before, I would have said a decent, but not impossible amount. But after... After you filled us with your energy,” she snuggled in against me. “After that, it was almost nothing.”

      Excellent, that’s step one then. “Ally, how taxing would it be to fill the bath with summoned water?”

      “No more than heating it, why? Are you thinking of making it public or something?” Ally asked.

      I smiled, kissing them both gently. Carrying them to an empty space against the wall, I sat myself down and leaned back against it. Eila and Ally both got comfortable straddling one of my legs each. “Or something, is closer, Ally,” I smiled. “Jurn has offered us a lease to turn the warehouse next door into a bathhouse. I was thinking of three baths with dividers between them. One for men, one for women and one for families in the middle. We open once mid morning for an hour or so, and again in the evening after mealtime.”

      “The only problem is the cost of running it. We’ve either got to haul water from the river and wood from the forest. Or we can do both with magic. If you, Ally can summon water to fill reserve tanks. Eila can heat it, and I can handle the front desk. Considering the looks I get when I bump into people, nobody will try any funny business knowing I’m nearby.”

      Ally looked lost in thought, when Eila spoke up. “We shouldn’t have an issue so long as you keep us... Charged...” She giggled... Giggled... Gods I just wanna squeeze her... and love her... and... “We only need to charge enough to cover rent and a little extra for us to live off. Offer a discount rate for families and charge a premium if someone wants us to open for a private event.”

      “I’ll go into town tomorrow and see who makes soap and other things. Maybe we can help a local?” Ally added in.

      I smiled. My wives were amazing, they were both adapting quickly to not living in a palace. “I’ll speak to Jurn tomorrow. See what we’ll need, see what they already have. Maybe organise a work crew. How are we for money?” I asked, looking at Ally.

      “Honestly, we could probably just buy the building,” Ally smiled. “But it might be a better idea to wait and see if it pays off first.”

      “Agreed,” I said quickly and Eila nodded as well. “Well then ladies, what’s the plan for tonight?”

      “I’m going to sort out the kitchen,” Ally chirped with a smile.

      “I’m organising the household supplies and linens. Though I’m thinking of hiring a maid,” Eila said quickly.

      I flashed a look at Ally, and saw her slight nod. “Maybe go out tomorrow and see if anyone wants a job?” Eila just smiled and leaned against my chest. “In that case, I might go have a mosey next door before it gets too dark.”

      Giving Eila a quick kiss, I helped her stand before treating Ally the same way. Climbing to my feet, I smiled as my ladies scurried off to do their business. I just took a deep breath and examined the room I was currently in. It was large and open, with a fireplace on one side, and a small couch on the other. It wouldn’t be difficult to swap the couch for a daybed, and line the walls with bookshelves. The idea made me both sad and a little angry... My library may be gone, but here... Here I could rebuild, with the help of my little family.

      Stepping outside there was, thankfully, still enough light to see. I quickly crossed the empty street and looked inside the warehouse that was to be a bathhouse. It was as basic as it looked inside and out. One large room, the main doors thrown open. It only contained a random assortment of wooden crates. I could see clearly to the back, where there was a rear exit. But that probably leads to another private courtyard rather than a back alley.

      It was that moment when I felt eyes on me. I had no idea how I knew someone was watching me, but pumped full of so many essences, I didn’t question it. I pretended not to notice for the time being. Not wanting to give away the game until I knew more. I made no secret of examining the walls and doors of the warehouse. I was satisfied with its overall construction and it seemed sturdy and well constructed. As I moved around the outside, I tried to determine where my watcher was.

      Turning, I walked back, then past my new home. The feeling didn’t seem to change, so I made a show of looking at the warehouse on this side too. I stroked the wall with a hand, feeling the wood, before stepping into the gap between the two buildings and I shifted to one side, blocking the view in a single street direction. The feeling immediately stopped, before returning a few moments later. Now I had the direction of my watcher. Stepping back out, I rolled my head on my shoulders... And there... Whatever it was, was standing half cloaked in shadows between two more warehouses across the street and a spear-throw away. I couldn’t quite make out anything other than its basic shape... That is, except the eyes... They glowed. Two purple pulses in the dark.

      “Ho there!” Called a voice behind me. As I turned, the feeling of being watched immediately stopped.

      Turning around, I could see a trio of town guards. Two had stopped and were looking nervous. The third stepped forwards. That’s when I noticed he wore a helmet with a small crest.

      “Good evening,” I said, trying to sound polite.

      “Good evening he says,” the man chuckled. “I’m Baz, captain of the town guard.”

      “Well met, Baz. I’m Frelser, lover of my wives and possible owner of a future bathhouse.” I offered my hand.

      Baz took it into a firm shake. “Bathhouse, you say?” The man smiled, “Sorry, no time to get off track. I just wanted to come and thank you for your efforts this morning.”

      I smiled, “It was nothing, Baz. The town needed help, I needed a home. There’s not a lot to it.”

      “I’ll not hear you speak like that,” Baz frowned. “With the gate stuck open, we wouldn’t have stood a chance. You and your wives, single-handedly saved us from destruction.”

      With a quick bow, Baz turned back to his men and started marching. I watched them leave and decided enough was enough. I had better things waiting and went home.
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      I was having a strange dream. I was tied to a bed and blindfolded, while my wives took their time slowly impaling their perfect bodies on me. It was strange because it was so quiet and yet felt so real I’d even had an orgasm. So real... I could feel hot fluid flush out of whoever it was currently riding me, pooling between my legs. Snapping open my eyes, I was confronted with Eila’s face in total rapture. Ally was squatting behind her, hands on Eila’s hips, forcing her lover back and forth while Eila moaned in delight. With a snarl, I snatched Eila away from Ally. Neither of them realised I was awake until that moment. Ally jumped with fright, but Eila screamed.

      She screamed again as I used her as an elfin masturbator. I did all the work, lifting her lithe body and pulling her back down hard. Soon her screams turned into low moans, and finally into cries of passion. As I felt her tunnel walls clamp down on me, I finally hit my peak, for what must have been the second time, and filled her with my seed. Like before, Eila’s eyes glowed with power, her face twisted with bliss. But there was no violent shaking this time. As Eila fell limp, I laid her gently on my chest, without removing myself from her sopping mound.

      Before I could offer an arm to Ally however, I felt a soft tongue run itself across my scrotum. The tongue moved upwards across my exposed shaft before moving upwards again. As the tongue left my body, Eila suddenly jerked and made a small noise. “Gods...” She started, trying to move away. But I held her firm, wrapping one arm around her, and stroking her back with the other. Eila continued to squirm for a few more minutes, before crying out and shuddering. She fell against my chest and bit hard into my skin. While Ally finished with her ministrations. Eila finally released her jaw, and Ally appeared, snuggling against my side.

      “You’re evil, you know that?” Eila said groggily.

      “Her or me?” I asked softly.

      “Both,” she grumbled, trying unsuccessfully to hide a smile. “Now get out of me before you break me.”

      I couldn’t help the chuckle that escaped. “I’m sorry, Eila, but I’m hardly in a position to get out of you. You’d have to get off me first.”

      Eila just groaned again, before muttering, “Soon.”

      Ally left after giving me a good morning kiss, which left me with Eila. It wasn’t until the smell of bacon wafted upstairs that Eila finally sat up, and gingerly lifted herself off me. She didn’t even look back as she threw on a nightgown and stumbled out of our room. I pulled on my pair of pants and followed.

      Downstairs we found a well laid out meal ready for us. Ally had just finished serving up plates of bacon and eggs as we sat down. Eila took one look at me and shook her head.

      “You go shore things up with Jurn today. I’ll go with Ally and find some craftsmen and labourers. We need to have some furniture built that you can use comfortably.”

      I looked down at my too small chair. I had to sit back from the table so I had room for my knees. “Thanks Eila,” I said with a smile.

      After a meal and some goodbye kisses, I left to go see Grah about my new clothing. It was a quick walk, and this time there was nobody keeping watch on me as I went. Knocking on the door, I let myself into the shop. Grah was at the front counter, while Chit was busy dusting around some shelves.

      “Good morning Frelser,” Grah smiled. “Would I be correct in assuming you’re here to pick up your order?”

      “I would indeed,” I smiled back, while Grah ducked into a back room. Once he was gone, I turned to Chit. “How old are you, Chit?”

      She smiled nervously at me a moment before she replied," I’m almost nineteen, sir."

      Shit... I didn’t mean it like that... “Have you got much work going on?”

      “Not so much these days,” she said, sounding a little sad. “I’d hoped to continue working with my father, but there’s just not the demand for two tailors unless a big order comes through. Thank you for that, by the way.”

      “You’re welcome. What are you going to do then, if not work for your father?”

      The look she gave me was a little suspicious, but she steeled her resolve. “I thought I could offer my services as a maid, I can cook okay, and cleaning isn’t all that hard. Maybe one of the richer folks might not look down on me for being... An orc... I won’t go to the dollhouse...”

      It took an instant to realise what the dollhouse was, but I had an idea. “Chit... Talk to your father to make sure it’s ok. But my wife, Eila, is looking for a maid. If you’re interested, that is.”

      Chit’s eyes opened wide with hope, but before she could respond, Grah walked back in. “I don’t need you today, Chit. Go speak with Eila. Better to spread your own wings anyway, you’re always cooped up here when we’re slow.”

      Chit lit up with a big smile and hugged her father. In a flash, she had ducked out the front door and was on her way.

      “This town has been a blessing for us. But there’s only so much work around. Thank you,” Grah said with a slight bow. “But onto business,” he continued before I could respond. “I have your order here. Eila’s and Ally’s orders are on the bottom. If you head into the back room where I took your measurement, you can get changed out of those ghastly rags.”

      I thanked him and took his offer. As I pulled on the new clothes, they felt softer than anything I had ever worn before. They felt wonderful on my skin and gave me a new appreciation for Grah and his work. Bundling my ‘rags’ under one arm, I moved back out of the room only to find Grah blocking my exit.

      “Give me those, I’ll burn them later.” Grah said with a stern gaze.

      I just laughed and handed them over. Thanking him again, I opened the door and left. It was still too early to meet with Marge, but I figured Jurn was probably available. Along the way, I bumped into Darry, pushing his cart, loaded high with random items.

      “Oh, Frelser!” He said with a smile. “I’m bringing the last of the things Eila ordered now. Just chuck on that package of yours and I’ll take it with me.”

      “Thank you,” I told him as he moved off with a merry whistle.

      In no time at all, I made it to Jurn’s home and knocked on the door. This time a middle-aged woman answered. “Oh,” she said, taking in my size. “You must be Frelser. I’m Breen, Jurn’s wife.”

      “It’s lovely to meet you,” I said with a smile. “Is Jurn available?”

      “I’ll take you to his study and let him know you’re here,” she smiled back. “We don’t get many visitors, my husband planned the town to run itself mostly, so I’ll put on some tea.”

      Breen left me alone in Jurn’s study. Alone, I could look at his bookcase. There were only a couple I recognised from my old collection, and many I didn’t. Soon enough, Jurn came in with Breen behind him carrying a tray.

      “Are you an educated man?” Jurn asked politely.

      “I wouldn’t really know,” I answered flatly. “Before my old home was burned down, I had a library, and I would love to rebuild my collection.”

      “I’ll keep you in mind when the traders come by then. One of them always brings a collection of books, I’ll let him know you’re here.” Jurn smiled.

      “Thank you,” I said, while taking the offered cup of tea from Breen. “Now, as to the purpose of my visit. My wives and I think we can do it.”

      “Have you got a supplier for the wood and water?” Jurn asked cautiously.

      “Ally can summon the water, and Eila can heat it with magic. We have money to pay for construction. All we need is some stone for the baths themselves, and some large copper tubs for heating the water,” I grinned eagerly.

      Jurn looked concerned for a moment, before shrugging. “Each to their own I guess. I’m guessing you looked at the warehouse?”

      “I did indeed. It should be perfect for our needs.”

      “Well then,” Jurn smiled. “Will you be purchasing this building immediately? Or do you want a lease?”

      I laughed, “We’ll be taking a lease this time. If all goes well, we’ll look at purchasing the warehouse in a few months.”

      “That we can do,” Jurn nodded.

      It took a little under an hour for Jurn to get the appropriate paperwork ready for me. Like the writ for our home, it was written quickly and light on politics. A handshake and exchange of coins later, I had a warehouse. Thanking Jurn and Breen, I made my exit and headed towards Marge’s jeweller. As I crossed into the market street, I spotted Ally walking out of a store. Without a word, I scooped her into my arms, eliciting a loud scream. Several people looked over, but relaxed when they saw Ally relax and kiss me.

      “You heading home?” I asked, kissing her a second time.

      “I will the moment you put me down, you great brute,” Ally smiled back. Gods, I loved her...

      “Good, I’ll meet you there. Hopefully Eila will be there too.”

      “She should be,” Ally said, as I put her down. “She and I met with some carpenters earlier. We’re just waiting on Jurn to approve the bathhouse.”

      “Oh good,” I smiled, before handing her the documents. “Maybe take this to Eila then.”

      Ally just beamed, giving me another kiss. I watched as she scampered off home. It was nice to see her so excited, especially after she opened up about her fears of my rejection. When she disappeared from view, I walked the final few metres to Marge’s Jeweller. Letting myself inside, there was nobody at the counter today. But I spotted a small bell on the counter. Picking it up, I gave it a small ring and placed it back down. Within a minute, Marge walked into the room, smiling as she saw me.

      “Oh good, you’re here.” Marge said, ducking into a side room.

      She came back out a moment later with a small box. Upon opening it, she spun it around and showed me the contents. Inside were three rings. A thick gold band that was obviously mine and two smaller rings that were similar, but different. Both rings were gold bands with a small sapphire, one was straighter and more rigid, while the other was more curved and flowed. It was obvious which wife they belonged to.

      “Marge... Surely these are worth far more than what you asked...” I said slowly.

      “Posh,” Marge waved away my concern. “I honestly don’t need the money. Besides, it was nice making wedding rings for people who genuinely love one another. Most of my work in the past was arranged marriages like what poor Eila was being groomed for. Rings of love were a pleasant change.”

      “Still... If there’s anything I can do for you, please let me know,” I swore.

      “I’ll keep that in mind, Frelser. But in the meantime, go make your wives happy.” She waved me off and walked out the back again.

      I didn’t need to be told twice, so I picked up the box and headed out the door. It was just a quick walk home. But before I could get to the door, I heard a commotion coming from the warehouse that was to be our new business. I could hear voices arguing, and one of them sounded like Eila. Spinning on my heel, I figured it was best to find out what was going on. Stepping around the entrance to the warehouse, I could see Eila at the far end with Darry beside her. There was a small group of men standing off to one side, looking uncomfortable. But there was a Dwarf, standing before Eila with his arms crossed.

      “Look, you bed warming trollop. Your idea doesn’t make any sense. I’ll deal with your husband when he gets here!” The dwarf yelled. “Maybe I’ll substitute my wages to slap some sense into you.”

      Yeah... Good mood is gone...

      I was halfway across the warehouse before the other men spotted me. Now I was closer, I could see they were a collection of humans, orcs and that strange scaled fellow I spotted when we first came into town. I didn’t pay them much attention though. It was Eila’s beaming smile that drew me. The change of her expression must have given me away, as the dwarf spun around. He opened his mouth to speak, but I grabbed him by the face with one hand. Continuing a step forward, I gently pressed my lips to Eila’s. A moment later, I hoisted the struggling dwarf off the ground. Carrying him out of the warehouse, I unceremoniously dropped him on the ground. I waited as he gasped for air, before I bent down to make eye contact with him.

      “You and yours are no longer welcome in my bathhouse. If ever I hear you speak of one of my wives like that again, I’ll eat you. Am I understood?” I said calmly and evenly. The dwarf just nodded, unable to meet my gaze. “Leave.”

      With that, I turned and went back inside to the others. Eila was still standing apart from the other men, with Darry, close by her side. Darry must have realised this as he quickly moved to stand with the others.

      “Darry, what were you doing?” I asked.

      Eila flashed me a smile, “While that idiot, Brant, was having his tantrum, Darry stepped up and made sure I was okay.”

      I looked at Darry, and he nodded along with the others in the room.

      “Well gentleman. Darry here is now Eila’s second. Eila, I have the lease and approval to start whenever you’re ready. In the meantime, can you come to the house when you’re finished up here?”

      “Any questions, gentlemen?” Eila asked the group.

      The group shook their heads and started moving for the exit. The only one that lingered was Darry. But the scaled man made a point to nod his respect in my direction as he left.

      “I can’t be Mistress Eila’s second, sir,” Darry started.

      “Why not?” I asked, I didn’t think there was anything wrong with that.

      “I’m just a nobody, sir. I don’t even have nice clothes,” he said sadly.

      I just looked him over a moment. He was still young, maybe mid-twenties, a little dishevelled. Ironically, a bath would probably do him some good, maybe a haircut as well. “Tell you what, Darry. Have tea with us this evening. You can use our bath and get cleaned up. Then I want you to go see Grah, the tailor tomorrow and get some nice clothes.”

      “I couldn’t-“

      “Once you’re presentable,” I cut him off. “Get your hair cut into something proper. Once the bath is built, I’ll pay you to man the front counter.”

      “I have no money, sir,” Darry sighed.

      “I’m not asking you to pay, Darry. Of all those men here today, you were the only one to stand by Eila,” I said with a smile.

      “It was the right thing to do, sir,” Darry shook his head.

      I smiled at that, “Exactly, Darry. It was the right thing to do. So I intend to reward you for it.”

      Before he could respond, I turned away and went back to the house. Upon entering, I spotted a few changes immediately. First, the place was spotless. Second, the massive chair and a dining table in the kitchen. The third, was Chit, hunkered over a pot of stew bubbling over the stove. Hearing the door, she turned around and flashed me a smile.

      “Good afternoon, sir. I’ve made an early start to your evening meal!” She chirped happily.

      “Ah... Chit, we’re friends here. Just call me Frelser.” I said awkwardly.

      “I can do that sir... Ah.. Frelser,” she said blushing slightly.

      Before the situation could get awkward, Ally appeared at the top of the stairs.

      “Hello husband, is Eila joining us?” She asked with a smile that lit my world.

      Just as she finished asking her question, the door opened and Eila came inside with Darry. But before anyone could speak, the town bell cut through the air.

      CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG

      “Darry, stay here with Chit. Eila, Ally, let’s get our armour on,” I growled, not waiting for a response.

      Tearing upstairs, I located my armour in a spare room. In a matter of minutes, I was fully decked out in my plate armour and I was helping Eila into hers. Ally had mostly dressed herself as the chain and leather was easy to handle. With a last check, and some good luck kisses, I partially drew my sword to ensure it wouldn’t stick and headed back downstairs. With Eila and Ally on my heels, I pulled open the front door, shocking Jurn who was standing there about to knock.

      “Oh thank the gods,” he gasped, taking in the sight of me. “They have a troll!”

      I didn’t wait for more information, I just pushed past him and started running for the gate. It was surreal, most people looked weary of me as I walked around the town. But now, when they saw me run past, their faces held hope. Hopefully, people will cosy up to the idea that I’m not interested in eating them after this…

      As I approached the gate, I could see where most of the soldiers were standing up on a ledge, supported by the palisade. Unfortunately, the only way to see what was going on was to join them, as the gate was already closed. The problem however, is the ladder would never hold my weight. So, taking a running jump, I caught the edge of the platform with a loud thump. I heard a few shouts as several men lost their balance with my impact. But ignoring that, I hoisted myself up to look.

      It wasn’t a good sign... There weren’t as many goblins on the field as there were during the last attack. But they were supported by not one, but two trolls. The first was armed with a club similar to my old one, the other with some kind of oversized war axe. I couldn’t help but wonder how goblins of all creatures had managed to tame trolls, but the thought was a moot point by now. It also puts into perspective how everyone must feel around me. While I towered over most people with ease, with my eight-foot frame. These monsters were almost double that. A moment later, something thumped my shoulder, turning, it was Captain Baz.

      “Please tell me you can take a troll,” his words were even, but his expression was pleading.

      “Honestly, I don’t know,” I told him. “If my wives and I can corner one, probably... But there’s two of them.”

      Eila’s voice chimed in from behind me, “You distract one, Ally and I can hobble the other. Then we work together to bring them down one at a time. We can’t let them get to the gate or they’ll smash them open.”

      I was opening my mouth to protest when Ally threw herself on me and kissed me silent. As she pulled away, she smiled sadly. “This needs to happen, husband.”

      “Fine...” I grumbled and placed her on the ground.

      Before either of them could continue, I stepped over the top of the palisade and dropped heavily onto the battlefield. With a battle cry, I tore into a sprint, heading straight for the closest troll. The goblins in the way didn’t stand a chance. Those that dodged around the shield, were trampled underfoot. A couple swung weapons, but I used my mace to shatter their blades as easily as it shattered their skulls. In less than a minute I was closing on the troll. A massive, foul smelling brute... How Henry collected the essence of one of these, I did not know. I’m just glad it didn’t change me into this hideous creature.

      The troll before me was a little under twice my height. It had a bulbous, misshapen head and no neck. One shoulder was larger than the other that gave it an awkward swing as it walked on short, stubby legs. Its arms dangled almost to the ground, and in its hand was a large club. Literally a small tree with a boulder attached to the end. It stared at me with beady little eyes that showed a lack of intelligence. This creature was more animal than a sentient being... It was no wonder the townsfolk are frightened of me when this is what they think of when they realise my size.

      It was a hell of a surprise when it suddenly swung its club, however. I figured this troll would be clumsy and slow, so the sudden uppercut wasn’t what I expected at all. I was quicker however and sidestepped out of the way. With a frustrated roar, the troll brought the club back down on my head. I was able to step out of the way again and drew my sword at the same time. Before I could respond, it yanked the club sideways slamming it into my shield. It sent me flying up and over the mob of goblins, landing hard on an empty patch of field. It was a moment before I could collect my bearings and thankfully I had both retained my sword, and not impaled myself on it.

      Climbing to my feet, there were a dozen goblins storming towards me, with the troll struggling to keep up. Unlike the troll, the goblins went down easy. I took the first three to arrive with sweeps of my sword. The second group got two. The third, I missed. But I followed up with a shield bash that crushed the face of another. As they scrambled away, the troll finally caught up. I could see his friend moving with the main goblin forces towards the gate. Turning back to the troll before me, it was time to make a move of my own. I timed the next swing of his club, with a dive towards his feet. As the club sailed overhead, I threw myself forwards and with a slash, I cut deeply into the troll’s leg. It let out a startled snarl and twisted back away from me. Rushing in, I swung again, this time slashing it across the stomach. I expected to spill its guts, but apparently troll skin is even harder than mine. Still, it roared in agony and doubled over, clutching at the wound as it bled on the ground.

      With my troll temporarily distracted, I looked at the other troll. The goblins were being peppered with arrows. The troll didn’t seem all that bothered by them. But that might have been something to do with the ladies. From what I could see, Eila was blasting flames into the creature’s face, keeping it distracted, while Ally turned the ground at its feet into thick mud. And while magic had no effect on trolls, just like me. The loosened dirt was still enough to cause the troll to stumble and sink. With a smirk, I turned back to my troll. It was starting to straighten up again. The cut on its leg wasn’t bleeding anymore, but it still held its stomach. I dashed in, leaping over a punch it threw at me and slammed my shield into its pudgy face. As it fell flat on its back, I tore back towards town and to the trapped troll.

      I was almost there when the unthinkable happened. As Ally moved in to reform the trap that held the troll, a stone thrown by a goblin hit Eila. With the lack of distraction, the troll easily spotted Ally and snatched her into one of its beefy hands. I watched Ally shriek in terror as it pulled back, opening its mouth.

      I saw red...

      Putting on a burst of speed I didn’t know existed, I closed with the troll about to eat my wife. Leaping into the air, I slammed, bodily into the arm holding Ally. The momentum of my impact shook her free, allowing her to fall to the ground and scramble away. I, on the other hand, was still clinging to the troll’s arm. Dropping my sword, I drew my mace, and with a growl, I slammed it with all my might into the back of the troll’s elbow. It cried out, a strangely high-pitched whine as its arm collapsed the wrong way, and fell to the ground in a heap. Jumping back to my feet, I collected my sword and turned back to the troll. It was too busy nursing its broken elbow to notice my approach. So it took the creature by surprise as I plunged the blade into the side of its neck. I doubt I’ll ever forget the sound of such an enormous creature gurgling on its own blood. But it only took a few minutes before the troll collapsed and went still, while I hacked and slashed at the nearby goblins.

      That’s when something truly strange happened. A blue shimmer appeared over the dead troll, and before my eyes, it shot off its body and surrounded my own with its light. In a flash, it shot into my body, filling me with raw energy and power like nothing I had ever felt before. Which was probably a good thing, because the second troll chose this moment to crush me into a paste with its club...
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      Gods my head hurts... Gods I was thirsty... Gods these naked elfin beauties in my arms made me not give a shit... Wait... The last thing I could remember was the battlefield. I’d just killed a troll, when blue lights shot into me, and the second troll clobbered me one... Fuckin Gods I’m dead...

      “You’re finally awake,” Eila’s soft voice cut through my thoughts like a knife.

      Snapping my eyes open, instead of clouds and light, was a familiar ceiling. “What happened?” I grumbled, unwilling to move yet.

      “You don’t remember, do you?” Ally yawned from my other side. In just a moment, both my wives were plastered across my chest, holding me tightly.

      “No... What happened?” I grumbled.

      “We’re not really sure,” Ally started. “After you killed that troll, Eila and I... Felt... Something shift around you. You went all stiff and didn’t see the other troll until the last second.”

      “You blocked the club,” Eila continued. “It was amazing. You picked up the first troll’s axe and hacked the second to pieces with it. When it finally died, you went stiff again with that weird power surge. Then you just picked us up. Both of us, under one arm like we were trophies. You carried us back, dragging that big axe behind you.”

      “Then you spent most of the night trying to turn us inside out,” Ally giggled.

      “I don’t remember any of that...” I sighed, rubbing my eyes. “Wait, you didn’t see the blue light?”

      “What blue light?” Eila asked.

      “Blue light came off the troll, it surrounded me and I... Absorbed it... Right before the second troll hit me,” I said, pulling my ladies closer.

      “That must have been what we felt then,” Eila said, snuggling into my chest. “Certainly explains the increase in power you have.”

      I just sighed, “Is it a problem?”

      “Not really... Though you might be a... A little bigger...” Ally said, going pink.

      I just rolled my eyes, “In what direction?”

      “Both,” Eila giggled. “You’re a bit taller, and a bit... Taller…”

      With a groan, I sat up, letting the ladies slide off my chest and onto the bed. Staggering to my feet, I looked around the room at the familiar objects. They were right... I was definitely a few inches taller. Looking down at my naked form, it looked like my muscles were slightly more defined as well... Great... Hopefully Eila wouldn’t have to commission a new table for me... The three of us dressed, the silence was broken by small giggles when I caught my wives watching me. But I ignored it. If there was someone I didn’t mind staring at me like they were hungry, it was my wives.

      Walking downstairs, the second part of their story came true. There was a huge war axe in the room. It was longer than I was tall, but when I moved to test its weight, I could lift it without too much trouble. I didn’t think, however, that I could use it in battle. Unless... As it seems... I got angry. I put it down for a moment, before opening the front door. The sun was only just high enough to peek over the walls. With little effort, I picked up the axe again and carried it outside. I thought about leaving it on the side of the road, but I carried it into the bathhouse, instead. Coming back inside, I spotted Chit and Darry in the kitchen. Chit was in the middle of cooking breakfast, but Darry was staring at me in shock.

      “What?” I asked, as Ally and Eila came downstairs and moved to help Chit with breakfast.

      “I... How?... I couldn’t even budge that... And you just carried it outside like it was nothing...” Darry muttered.

      I just shrugged and closed the door. “What are you two doing here so early, anyway?” I asked the two of them.

      “Oh, we didn’t really discuss anything yesterday, did we?” Eila said. “Chit has agreed to work for us as a maid. I’ve set up a spare room for her to use, but I’ve told her she’s welcome to go home to her father whenever she needs. Darry, you told him to stay with Chit, so he did.”

      “Well... Ok then... Eila, can you give Darry some coins? After breakfast, and a bath you can go see Grah about some clothing,” I instructed the young man. It actually impressed me that he’d stuck around to keep an eye on Chit. If he was going to continue to be so trustworthy, maybe I could help him out... Hmm...

      After breakfast, Ally and Eila went outside to show Darry, how their bath worked. I stayed and helped Chit clean up.

      “Sir.. Sorry, Frelser. You really don’t need to help. This is what I’m paid for,” Chit complained as I scrubbed the table with a wet cloth.

      “I’m not doing this because I don’t trust you, Chit. I’m doing this because I want to. You’re not a slave. We might pay you, but if you’re living here, you’re a part of the family,” I said simply.

      Chit didn’t have a comeback for that, and went back to her dishes. A few minutes later, Ally and Eila came back inside and gave me a kiss each. Gods, I loved them more every day... We quickly made plans for Ally to go collect the workmen for the Bathhouse, and I would go with Eila to the warehouse and start laying out the plans. At least... That’s what we planned. What really happened was, we opened the front door, and were assaulted by dozens of villagers and guards with Jurn and Baz at the head of them all.

      “Ah...” I managed to get out before everyone cheered.

      “Grand, you’ve not kept us waiting long,” Jurn called out over the mob. “Again, you have saved this town. Again we cannot thank you enough for what you have done. So please, allow us to do what we can.”

      With that, most of the villagers moved into the warehouse. The guards all gave a curt bow and started moving off, and Jurn just stood there smiling.

      “So... What’s going on?” I asked, nodding in the direction of the warehouse.

      “Oh! I suppose I should have actually stated. These people are volunteers for the construction. I’ve also taken the liberty of commissioning the local blacksmith to come and measure up some tubs for you,” Jurn said, walking towards the warehouse.

      “Well then, thank you very much. I suppose we should get to it then,” I smiled.

      Together, with Eila, Ally and Jurn for advice, we planned out the bathhouse. Just inside the front door would be a reception, with a desk and a waiting area. I decided Darry would man this if he continued being trustworthy. Reception would lead to a corridor that would run the length of the warehouse. Down this corridor would be three doorways. Just inside these doorways would be a dividing screen. Beyond the screen would be a series of lockers to place one’s clothing. Then through another screened doorway, there would be the baths.

      These would be raised, stone rectangles about four feet deep. The water would fill from a pipe that passes through the rear wall. The pipes from all three baths would all connect to a single large copper tub. Eila could only heat one tub at a time regardless, so making one large tub made sense. To drain the water, there is a small water-gate on the far end that will have a drain that runs out the back of the bathhouse and under the palisade wall. The whole thing will be built far too small for anything to use the pipe to climb back in, but it will be blocked with a grate, just in case.

      Now the planning was over, Eila sent Darry, now dressed in much finer clothes, off with a group of men to purchase the necessary stone and wood. It was shortly after he left, the blacksmiths arrived. It took a whole ten minutes of explanations before it was decided the tub would have to be built on site, section by section. We would, however, be purchasing all the available copper in the town.

      That evening, Chit ate her meal with us, before deciding she would go see her father for the night. I think she was a little surprised when we wished her and her father a good evening. It wasn’t long before I found myself laying in bed, surrounded by gorgeous elf flesh.

      “Eila?” I asked softly.

      “Yes, dear husband?” She responded with a purr.

      “There’s an awful amount of empty space out the back where the tub will be. Do you have any plans for it?”

      “Ah... Actually no, it just sort of fit that way. What did you have in mind?” She asked, stroking my chest.

      “Darry...” I started, “Until you paid him today, I’m assuming he sleeps on the streets most nights.” I felt bad for the guy. He was determined, hardworking and loyal. So I wanted to help him. “If he keeps up the hard work, I’d like to use that space to build a caretaker’s home, and offer it to him. We won’t charge for its use. He can watch the place while we’re out.”

      “Frelser, that’s a wonderful idea,” Ally chirped.

      “Yes, husband, let us reward you...” Eila purred in my ear.

      Turning my head, I captured her lips with my own. A moment later, her hand came up and started stroking me. A few seconds later, I was stiff and firm. That was when a set of warm lips wrapped themselves around the head. I couldn’t contain the groan of ecstasy and Eila quickly pulled away with a smile. Before I knew what was happening, I could feel a second mouth along the length of my erection. Looking down, Ally was engrossed with her task of sucking on the tip, while Eila ran her mouth and tongue up and down the length of it. Sitting up, I reached behind Ally and grabbed her by the hips. Spinning her around, she let out a squeal of surprise. But soon, I had her cradled in my arms, with her mouth still bobbing away on my cock. Only now I had her glistening folds inches from my face.

      Running my tongue down her slit, her entire body shuddered with pleasure. Taking that as a good sign, I pressed my tongue firmly against her clit and rolled it around in circles. This time I felt the vibrations as she moaned with my cock in her mouth. I kept at it until she was forced to release me as she cried out in her first orgasm. In a flash, Eila impaled herself on me, making me gasp into Ally’s dripping mound. Taking the initiative, I slid my tongue inside her as deep as I could. Now, it had never occurred to me how long my tongue was. But Ally’s reaction to the writhing muscle invading her, was to clamp her legs either side of my head and try to pull me closer. In moments, she was crying out in her second orgasm, before she was suddenly muffled.

      In confusion, I pulled back slightly, making eye contact with Eila. She just smiled at me and gestured down. I could clearly see her holding Ally’s head in position, while Ally licked and sucked on her clit, as Eila gently rode me into her own bliss.

      Gods, I loved these women…
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      It took a little over two weeks to build the bathhouse. Most of that time was waiting for the mortar in the baths to set. It would have taken longer to fully cure, but Eila, filled with energy, offered to heat and thus cure the mortar with magic. True to my belief, Darry had taken into his role with a passion. He now owned several changes of clothing, as well as getting himself a haircut. Surprisingly, he had even organised for someone to sell various soaps at the front counter during opening hours. I’d just gotten back from speaking with Jurn, to let him know we opened tomorrow and were offering free baths. But first, we had a couple things to go over. Like now, as the ladies and I walked into the ‘Thirsty Barbarian’ tavern, where we were told Darry had been staying. As soon as we came inside, Darry was sitting alone at a table at the back. Quietly finishing his evening meal.

      “Darry!” I called as we headed towards his table.

      His confused look turned to delight the moment he spotted us. “Evening ladies and Frelser. What can I do for you?”

      “We’ve got a surprise for you,” I grinned.

      Darry just nodded before finishing up his last mouthful of mashed potatoes. “What’s the surprise then?”

      “Come with us,” Eila smiled.

      The four of us made our way outside. Eila deflected a few of Darry’s questions as we made our way back to the bathhouse. Darry hadn’t been here in a few days, we’d kept him busy running errands. Taking out a key for the door, I handed it to Darry and asked him to open it up for us. Now he was looking slightly concerned, but I just smiled and nodded for him to continue. Darry just shrugged and opened the front door, immediately he took in the sight of the reception office. There were some comfortable chairs around the outside of the room, with a large desk and till. Beside that, there was a bench with various soaps out on display for whoever would be out tomorrow. But what drew my eye was mounted on the wall behind them... Was the axe I took from the troll. It was certainly a nice touch, and a reminder that I was not someone to cause problems for.

      However, it wasn’t me that was getting the surprise. I just flashed a smile at Eila and Ally, receiving cheeky grins in return. “Come on, Darry. The surprise is out the back.” The entrance to the ‘heating room’ was on the opposite side to the corridor that led to the baths. Walking out the back with the ladies and Darry following. He had no idea what it was he was looking at when we came up to the boarded up section.

      “You might want to check on what’s in there,” I said with a grin.

      The ladies and I stood back as a confused-looking Darry slowly pushed the door open. There was just enough light still peeking through the windows we had installed. He came out moments later looking confused.

      “What’s this for?” He asked, unsure of himself.

      “It’s for the caretaker. Figured it was a good idea to have someone on site to monitor things, y’know... In case something ever goes wrong,” I grinned.

      “Ok... Do you want me to hire someone?” Darry asked with a frown.

      “... Darry...” Eila smiled, patting his shoulder. “We’re giving the job to you.”

      Darry just stopped. The only sound was of him breathing hard with his jaw practically on the floor. “But... I... I’m just a nobody.”

      “Well, Just a nobody. The day I met you, you were working hard and treating my wife with respect. Then you stood up for her with that idiot, Brant. You’ve been a steadfast, loyal and diligent worker ever since. Who would you recommend we trust with this job?” I said, cocking my eyebrow at him. “Tell you what. Sleep on it for a couple of days, and if you can find someone more trustworthy than yourself, we’ll hire them and you can go back to the Inn.” Taking Eila and Ally by the hands, I turned around and made to leave, “Don’t forget to lock up before bed!”.

      Before long, I had my wives wrapped around my body, as we drifted off to sleep.
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      It was still quite early when I crawled out from amongst the gorgeous flesh that was my wives. I only slept a few hours if I slept regularly. It’s also not fair on the ladies if I keep them up all night with... activities... I’m pretty sure I overheard Ally mention something about needing more wives, but I’m not even going to pretend like I heard that. I love Eila and Ally, I don’t even WANT more wives. We’re just going to have to find ways to cope with sleeping arrangements. Like now, a quick check outside, and I could only see the faintest traces of the coming sunrise. It would still be an hour or so before Chit got up to make preparations for breakfast. I liked to spend the morning hours on my projects. Currently, that was the final touches to a wooden frame that would hold our armour. Speaking of, it might be an idea to get mine looked at by a professional... Hmmm... Food for thought...

      By the time Chit came downstairs, I had just finished setting the last piece. Stepping back, I nodded my greetings to Chit and admired the three sets of armour sitting in their combined frames.

      “Looks good, sir,” Chit said from the kitchen.

      “Chit... We’ve been over this. We’re friends, aren’t we?” I grumbled, crossing the room.

      “Yes... We are. And sorry, sometimes it slips out. Father hammered respect into me for so long, sometimes I forget,” she smiled at me as I came into the kitchen.

      Now, most people hear ‘orc’ and they think green skin, tusks, lumpy misshapen bodies and stink. But the young woman before me was anything but. She was almost six feet tall, her skin was green, but it was slight. Her tusks, if you wanted to call them that, were only visible when she smiled, otherwise you’d never know. I wasn’t sure what was underneath... But she looked to be all woman... Why am I thinking about Chit like this? Her father would skin me and turn me into a jacket...

      Shaking my head to clear those thoughts, I moved past Chit and started making tea. It was our usual routine by now. At first, Chit had argued with me about her role as our maid. I just scoffed at her, I was up already and I wasn’t one to sit around while people waited on me. I thought of Chit’s current position more like, come home to a hot meal and a clean home. Not, follow around picking up after us at every point. As far as I could tell, while Eila enjoyed her creature comforts, neither of the ladies were opposed to a bit of hard work.

      But things are different now. Chit is a member of our little family, more than not. She has her own room, her own belongings and her own life. But she eats her meals with us, laughs and carries on conversations. And to my amusement, is not afraid to call us out when we’ve done something stupid. As I learned when, Chit rounded on me for sweeping wood shavings under a rug.

      Around the time I was finishing my second cup of tea, I heard my wives start stumbling around upstairs. Putting down my cup, I busied myself making three more cups, including a refill for Chit. In just a few minutes, the two of them stumbled downstairs and came into the kitchen. Eila was awake and smiling, taking the offered cup immediately. The surprise was Ally, with her strict regime of training now obsolete, she apparently wasn’t a morning person and groggily stumbled to her chair before I placed the cup before her. That brightened her up enough to flash me a smile.

      “So, ladies. Are we ready for opening day?” I asked, taking my custom seat at the head of the table.

      “I had Jurn put out notice that the bathhouse would be free of charge today,” Eila said, taking her seat beside Ally.

      “Good, good. That’ll get people in here. What about the soap merchant?” I asked.

      “Breen,” Ally grumbled tiredly, as she took another sip.

      “Jurn’s wife? Is she the one making the soaps?” I really needed to pay more attention...

      Eila chuckled, “Yes, husband. But she’s sending her niece to sell them. Cara, I think her name is.”

      Just then, Chit placed a large cast iron platter in the middle of the table, laden with eggs and bacon. Before we could dig in, I quickly remembered something.

      “I’ll be right back,” I smiled at the confused expressions of the ladies.

      Darting out the front door, I went over to the bathhouse and unlocked the door. Immediately inside, was Darry, sweeping the floor.

      “Couldn’t sleep?” I asked.

      “Morning, and no. I was too excited about today,” Darry shook his head.

      “Well, put that down. We’ve got breakfast ready, and I thought you could do with a hot meal.”

      A minute later, all five of us were sitting around the dining table enjoying breakfast. I got the impression that Darry wasn’t used to eating so regularly, so I slowed down a bit to give him more. It didn’t take long to empty the platter.

      “Alright everyone, I’m thinking we should run a final test of everything. What do we all say?” I asked.

      “Probably a good idea,” Eila chirped with an excited grin.

      Everyone else nodded their agreement. With that, Chit went back to her duties, collecting our dishes and the rest of us stood to leave. After a quick word with Chit to make sure she came for a bath at some point today, we headed next door. Darry unlocked for us and we made it inside again. Eila and Ally immediately went in the direction of the heating room. Darry picked up his broom and continued sweeping. I latched the doors open and went about lighting the rest of the oil lamps. We had windows installed high up by the ceiling, but the lamps helped brighten things. Especially in the baths themselves. As I finished lighting the final lamp in the men’s bath, I could see steam floating around the ceiling. The separators didn’t go all the way to the rafters. We wanted the possibility to open the place up if need be.

      As I walked out of the men’s bath, I spotted and followed Eila into the women’s. When she saw me, I nodded and watched as she called out for Ally to release the water. The pipe immediately gushed steaming hot water into the bath. It took a little over ten minutes to fill and Eila dipped her hand to check the temperature.

      “Perfect,” she smiled.

      I followed her through the next two baths before we returned to the first. The water level hadn’t changed, and there was no sign of leaks so with my help, we opened the sluice gate and tested the draining function. Two more tests later, the sun was getting high and everything looked great for our first day. So it was a surprise as I headed to reception to find Marge, clearly angry beyond belief, holding a grumpy-looking Brant by his ear.

      “Good morning, Frelser. It appears my dimwitted nephew has something to say,” She grumbled, pulling the gasping younger dwarf in front of me.

      “I’m sorry I called one of your wives a bed warming trollop,” he grumbled without looking up.

      I just looked from him, to Marge and back. “Eila!” I called, “There’s someone here to speak with you!”

      A moment later, a curious faced Eila stepped into the room. She smiled when she saw Marge, but immediately frowned when she saw Brant.

      “Yes?” Eila asked, obviously not pleased to see the dwarf.

      “Aunty, do I really have to say thi-ARRRG!” Marge twisted his ear.

      “Listen here you little shit. I helped you get set up in this town, and you repay me by banning our family from MY friends’ bathhouse?” Marge snorted, “If you can’t convince Frelser to lift our ban, I’ll disown you!” Turning to face Eila and I. “He only bothered letting me know what happened this morning when I mentioned how excited I was for a hot bath.”

      Brant just grumbled a moment before he took a deep breath in. “I’m sorry, Eila, for what I said to you. I was out of line. Please forgive me?”

      Eila nodded quickly in my direction, and I relaxed. “Consider this a learning moment. Your family’s ban is lifted, but you don’t bathe free today.”

      Brant winced, but nodded his head slightly, and Marge released him.

      “Now, Marge,” I smiled. “If you would like to wait around, I believe someone will be around to sell some soap shortly. And I think we’ll be filling the baths shortly as well.”

      Marge just smiled, ignoring Brant as he shuffled out of the room and left. “I’d be delighted. And I’m sorry for Brant. He’s always been a hothead, but I didn’t think he’d have the gall to say something like that.”

      “I’m sorry too. If I’d known you were family, I’d have just banned him,” I chuckled.

      At that moment, a mousy blonde woman walked in with a large basket.

      “Cara!” Eila smiled, “Set that over here, Marge might be your first customer.”

      Cara smiled, looking relieved. “Breen sent me over a selection of her best, as well as some plain soaps to sell cheap.”

      “Eila, pick out a couple for you and Ally. Marge please pick one as well, my treat. I’d like to make sure there are no hard feelings,” I smiled at the ladies before me.

      “Should be the other way round, Frelser,” Marge chuckled. “But I’ll not say no if there’s a nice pine scent I can procure.”

      “There is indeed,” Cara gave a polite nod.

      The conversation took off after I took a step back. I really didn’t care, anyway. I made a final round of the bathhouse, checking lamps and making sure the sluice gates were down. When I made it back to the reception, there were already several people clustered around Cara, while Darry was speaking to a few more. It was a little amusing when everyone paused as they spotted me. But by now most people knew I wasn’t a monster, even if the axe mounted on the wall behind the counter said otherwise.

      Heading into the heating room, I found Eila and Ally just opening the valves to fill the baths. They both looked excited and the gurgle of running water filled the room. I took that as my cue to let everyone know. Heading back out, I moved to the front of the group, before softly clapping my hands. I should mention that for someone with hands like mine, softly is still rather loud, so it caught everyone’s attention in an instant.

      “Good morning everyone. As some of you may know, I’m Frelser, the part-owner of this bathhouse. In about ten minutes the baths will be filled with heated water. Today is free, but from tomorrow onwards, you can find our current price list with Darry. Please remember the first entry is for the women’s bath, the second is families and the far end is for the men. There are signs outside each doorway to double check. I will personally remove anyone who ends up in the wrong bath. This goes double for anyone doing any funny business in the family baths. We will be open most of today, but in the future, we will open twice daily. Once before noon, and again after sunset. If anyone wants to book for a special occasion, that can be arranged. Otherwise, please enjoy.”

      I waited until the sound of running water stopped and started letting people through. As expected, Marge was the first to squeeze past me into the women’s bath. I kept watching until the stream of people became a trickle. I hadn’t had to redirect anyone into the appropriate baths and so far it all seemed to go smoothly. Heading round to reception, I hid a smile as Darry and Cara were deep in what seemed like an enjoyable conversation. Both of them paused long enough to see if I wanted anything, before going back to their talk. Heading out to the heating room, I found Eila and Ally both checking over the heating tub.

      “Problems?” I asked.

      “Nope, we were just double checking,” Ally smiled.

      “This really isn’t much of a strain on us either. Even if something happened to you, we could keep this up for weeks before it strained us,” Eila chirped, pulling me down for a kiss. “I’m so lucky you found me.”

      I couldn’t stop the smile that broke out, hearing those words. “You were the worst,” I chuckled. “But I love you. And you Ally,” I pulled the comely woman into our shared embrace. “You are both the best things that have ever happened to me. I love you both, and so long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

      This led to me being peppered with kisses to every part of my face and chest the two of them could reach. But a flash of light interrupted us. Glancing up, I spotted it again, one of the windows on the other side. Someone was trying to get a peek into the women’s bath.

      “One moment, dears,” I grumbled.

      Storming back into reception, I just mentioned “Peeping tom,” to Darry and Cara as I pulled the axe from the wall.

      Slinging the massive weapon over my shoulder, I had to wait as a small family came inside. They immediately became wary of me, but Darry called them over and explained the situation. The father gave me an appreciative nod as I headed outside. The window was in the alleyway between the bathhouse and our home, so that’s the direction I obviously went. As I stepped around the corner, I could see three of them. Two were teenagers, barely men, but the third was a little older. The three of them had stacked empty wooden crates and were taking turns peeping in through the window. As the youngest looking of the three climbed down, the eldest looked up, spotting me. The immediate fear in his eyes only blossomed as I let out a roar. Charging towards them, I swung the axe, carving a shallow groove into my house before smashing it into the wooden crates.

      Pretending the weight had been too much, I followed through and came to a stop just behind where the three were huddled. This gave them the perfect opportunity to run. And unlike fucking Henry, these were smart enough to do so. Hefting the axe over my shoulder, I gave chase to the three. Their terrified screams wafted over the town as they got out of the alley and headed for the town market. I continued to chase them until they passed the second row of market stalls. Coming to a stop, I could feel the eyes of everyone staring at me.

      “Someone want to let their mothers know I caught them peeping in on the women’s bath? That would be helpful!” I called out, earning several shocked expressions and even a few smiles. “Let it be known, I run a family establishment. I have no tolerance for this kind of behaviour. Otherwise, everyone is welcome.”

      Turning, I made my way back to the bathhouse, only being stopped by some guards curious why I was armed. Stepping inside, I found myself before Chit and her father. “Good morning, both of you. Please enjoy your bath.”

      Grah nodded and headed off with a fresh soap clutched in his hands. Chit gave me a nervous smile and followed. As they disappeared, I moved up and replaced my axe, before making a round to check on the lamps.

      Many hours and hundreds of people later, the moon was high, and I was waiting for Darry to hurry and get changed so we could go home for dinner. I’d already organised for Chit to make sure there would be enough for the five of us. So I wasn’t really expecting my evening stalker to make another appearance. I’m not really sure how it all works, but suddenly I could almost feel their gaze. Looking around it faltered a moment, but when I turned away, the feeling came back. The only real questions were, what is their intention, when would they act and where has it been for the last two weeks?

      When Darry appeared before me, I locked the door behind him. I pretended to ignore the feeling as it dipped in and out as Darry came into view. Whatever it was, wasn’t keen on being spotted. Heading into the house, the feeling immediately stopped as the door closed behind me. Once inside however, I didn’t care, all I could smell was whatever was roasting in Chit’s oven. Hearing us enter, she’d already moved to pull everything out. Eila and Ally were already sitting at the table, discussing everything that had happened today.

      Apparently, I’d broken some law by chasing people through town with an axe. But they had immediately pardoned me when the reasons came out. Apparently sexual assault in this town was taken seriously, and the boys in question had been caught and reprimanded. While I was worried I may have scared a few people off however, Eila assured me that her interactions with people seemed more the opposite. People were more willing to come to the bathhouse, purely because I took such a firm stance. It was a good feeling... Even if I’m not used to and even prefer to not deal with people.

      As far as we could tell, just about the entire town came out for a bath today. The water had to be changed a dozen odd times just to keep up with demand. It would get better as time went on though. Most people couldn’t afford to bathe daily and the population wasn’t huge. But all in all, the first day seemed like a thriving success.

      After our meal, I walked Darry back home, just in case. I was a little surprised when I didn’t feel our watcher this time. Either way, Darry was inside behind a locked door before I returned. When I came inside, Chit was washing our dishes but my wives were nowhere to be seen.

      “They said to meet them outside,” Chit called softly.

      “Thank you,” I said as I passed her. Chit just smiled and blushed a little.

      Heading out, I was immediately greeted with a heavenly sight. Ally was perched, naked on the rim of the bath, facing me. Eila was squatting in the water, with her head between Ally’s thighs. The look on Ally’s face told me she wasn’t aware of me walking towards them. Her moans told me she didn’t care. Dropping my clothes in a heap, I gently slipped into the water behind Eila. She must have felt the water shift as she pulled away from Ally.

      “Uh uh,” I said with a chuckle.

      Pushing her head back into position, Ally became aware of my presence with a beautiful, lust filled smile. She grabbed Eila by the head and pulled her back between her legs before moaning as Eila latched onto her clit. Reaching forward, I took Eila by the hips and gently pressed my erection to the underside of her stomach. Stroking myself back and forth between her legs, my length ground itself over Eila’s clitoris, making her moan into Ally’s crotch. Ally twitched and ground her hips harder into Eila as we pushed her over the edge into orgasm. I picked that moment to pull back a little further and slid myself into Eila’s silken depths. Our combined moans left poor Ally gasping for relief as Eila refused to stop her assault on Ally’s womanhood.

      Ally, finally able to master herself, slipped into the bath. I was then treated to the sight of two gorgeous women making out, while I pistoned in and out of Eila. Keeping pace, I reached down, hooking my hands around Ally’s thighs. I lifted her in the water, until she was pressed to the front of Eila, to my delight, neither of them stopped their attention to one another. Sliding my hands upwards, I could grip them both, pinning them together in the water. It was a few more minutes before Eila suddenly began to shudder and squirm through her own orgasm. The moment she finished, I pulled out, and immediately plunged into Ally, smiling as she squeaked in surprise.

      Then I remembered something. I lifted one hand, and gently ran my thumb over Eila’s pink little asshole. If it wasn’t her sudden gasp that told me she wanted it, it was her sudden push back. Keeping one hand on both their hips, I continued thrusting myself into Ally. With my other hand, I slowly pushed my thumb into Eila’s ass, causing her to release Ally’s lips with a deep moan. I spent some time alternating between thrusting myself into each of my wives as I brought them to orgasm. Only pausing in a moment of indecision before my own orgasm. Ultimately, I pulled out of Eila and came inside of Ally. However, keeping my thumb inside of Eila’s ass, I slipped a finger inside her glistening vagina and drove her to a final orgasm as Ally milked mine, through her own, glowing-eyed thrashing.

      I was slow to remove my hand from Eila, not wanting to hurt her. Ally outright groaned as I collapsed back into the water, pulling my length from her in a single movement. She and Eila giggled at the sight of sticky lines of my seed that had escaped her depths into the water. I just stared at the two most gorgeous women I had ever seen. I still can’t believe they chose me... Before I knew it, Eila was gently nudging me awake. Sitting up, she and Ally rolled me over to scrub my back. I’d literally slept through the actual bathing component of our evening. It was definitely time for bed.

      Climbing out of the tub with my wives, we dried and dressed in our underclothes. When we came back inside, Chit had gone home to her fathers for the evening. It wasn’t all that unexpected, especially with our... activities... It seemed to embarrass her when she knew what was going on. Soon enough, the three of us were in bed. Me on my back in the centre, with Ally under one arm and Eila practically plastered across my chest. It was odd how their personalities meshed with their needs in different ways. Ally came across as sweet and demure, but wanted nothing more than to be ravished and abused in bed. Eila however, came across as stoic and demanding, but in reality was sweet and cuddly. Those thoughts filled my head as I finally drifted off to sleep. I’m a lucky man.

      As usual, I woke early... Only... This seemed really early... Really, really early.

      I’m being watched...

      Laying still, pretending to sleep, I concentrated hard on my surroundings. Seems my watcher had gotten inside. A slight crick from shifting wood told me they were standing slightly off centre at the foot of the bed. The almost silent scrape of steel on leather told me their intentions weren’t friendly. The slight pressure on the bed between my feet told me I was the target...

      Exploding into action, I rolled my shoulders back, dropping Eila and Ally onto the bed. Snapping upright, before me was the glowing eyed watcher from weeks ago. In their hand was indeed a small knife. And in mine, was now their throat. Continuing through with my momentum, I rolled forwards, slamming the intruder into the floor with a crash. By now, Eila and Ally were both springing to their feet. The figure beneath me struggled for a few moments before going limp, as Eila summoned a flame to light the room.

      “Gods above and below...” The figure croaked through the pressure I was exerting on its throat.

      But that was a big ‘it’. ‘It’ was actually a familiar-looking demoness. Green hair, purple eyes, small dark horns and pinkish-red skin. But now she looked gaunt, like they had starved her over the years. With a snort, I remembered the death curse she threw at me. Flipping her over roughly, I pinned her arms behind her back and covered her eyes with my hand.

      “Get me rope and a sack or something,” I snapped.

      Ally ducked out of the room as Eila took a step back and got behind me. The demoness in my arms just lay limply on the floor. Ally popped back into the room a minute later with a rope and a pillowcase. I sat back slightly and allowed Ally to bind the demoness’ arms and legs. After slipping the bag over her head, I scooped my arm under her waist and lifted her off the floor. I carried her downstairs with Eila and Ally behind me. Walking into the kitchen, I placed the demoness in my chair, figuring it was the largest and therefore strongest. Ally quickly made to restrain the demoness from being able to move at all.

      Once she stepped back, I took in the sight of the demoness before me. She hung limply against the ropes and shook slightly. As I continued to watch, the shaking got progressively worse... I couldn’t help but feel cold anger that this potential, murdering demoness is laughing at her situation. That was... Until she let out a shuddering sob.

      “Please help me?” she begged, before softly crying into the bag.

      I’ve gotta say, at this point I was at a bit of a loss. Not five minutes ago, this demoness was trying to murder me in my sleep. Now she was crying and begging for help. I’d have easily just eaten her before... But now... Fucking human genes... Reaching out, I took hold of the bag and gently pulled it off her head. Yup... Face is puffy... Tears rolling down her cheeks... Gods dammit...

      “Explain,” I demanded.

      She nodded slowly before finally looking up. In her eyes... Those purple eyes... There was pain... Loneliness and suffering... I wonder if I looked like that once...

      “I’m bound to a wizard named Gentar. He knows who you are and sent me to collect a blood sample.” The demoness dropped her gaze. “I didn’t want to hurt you, I swear. I didn’t want to when I first saw you either... I’m sorry...”

      “So that was you, back in the wizards’ guild?” I asked.

      The demoness nodded her head, “Gentar was Henry’s brother.” That news hit me like a slap in the face. “When Henry’s work was destroyed, they removed Gentar from the guild. When he saw you in the jeweller.” I recalled the face of the old man arguing with Marge. “He sent me to see if I remembered your face. Then we travelled north and contacted the guild.”

      “Shit...” I snarled.

      “Wait!” She squeaked, “They didn’t believe him!” I looked at her terrified expression... For a demoness... She wasn’t all that threatening... “They wanted proof. That’s what I was doing tonight.”

      “She seems honest,” Ally said softly from behind me. I couldn’t help but agree.

      “Ok, so why do you need help in all this?” I asked.

      “Gentar tricked me... He was my first summoner... I’m new to all this.” She looked embarrassed as she explained. “Summoned familiars are bound in a ritual. The strength of the summoner determines the power exchange. Only... He used those stupid power crystals of his... He had hundreds of them saved up and flooded me with power... I agreed to his terms thinking he was some great and powerful wizard. Only once the crystals wore off... I realised what he had done.”

      “He’s pathetically weak in terms of strength. He stores power over time in his crystals for when he needs to cast large spells. The spare he gives to me is so little I don’t have the power to open a portal back home... But so long as he gives me power, I can’t leave, anyway.” She started sobbing again, before steadying her breathing. “He knows I can’t leave, even if he doesn’t power me... So he makes me... Do things...”

      Those words made my vision tinge red... I didn’t care anymore about the circumstances. It seemed to me that Henry’s line were all twisted fuckers. The ladies seemed to agree. Even as I stood there getting angry, Eila and Ally were untying the demoness. They did however, leave her wrists tied behind her back. She was still a familiar and still under orders.

      “How do we break your binding?” I asked.

      “We’ll have to bind her to one of us,” Eila said softly.

      The demoness just nodded sadly, “I don’t have the power to go home. But... Anywhere away from him is better than being stuck where I am now.”

      “Ok, first step is killing Gentar. We’ll worry about the rest later. Can you lead us to his home?” She nodded slowly. And I was treated to a small smile... A smile of hope. “What’s your name?”

      “Gentar calls me, Whore...” She said with embarrassment. “But my real name is, Itahajarsmein.”

      I mulled her name over in my mind a few times. “Itahajarsmein is a bit of a mouthful. I’m going to call you Ita. I’m Frelser, and these are my wives Ally and Eila.” I gestured to them both, and they smiled.

      “Ita...” She smiled. “Thank you.”

      “For what?” I asked, a little confused.

      “A name is the first step in a binding,” she smiled back.
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      It was getting light. We had to be quick about this. I was standing before a small shack. Unlike our ‘shack,’ this one was in serious disrepair. I’d be surprised to find it kept the water out, let alone the heat in winter... That thought made me angry thinking about what Ita had said about him... Bastard probably used her to keep warm... Shaking the thought from my head, I quickly checked around. Ita was sitting in the shadows, with her hands tied to a post. She had voluntarily hidden herself, but in case her master compelled her, we left her behind and unable to get in the way. Ally was beside me with her glasslike blades free. Eila was hanging back with Ita.

      Ally sneaked up, checking the door. I almost laughed out loud when it swung open. What kind of idiot doesn’t lock his door at night? Especially when you’re living in the only district that isn’t patrolled regularly. There was the poor quarter of every town. This wasn’t it. This part of town was where the poor people emptied their chamber pots into a ditch to be burned. The only other things around us were livestock, which didn’t help with the smell. Hell, there was even a partial wall that obscured this part of town from the rest. The wall itself was patrolled, seeing that you couldn’t get animals out of the town without heading back the way we came. Either way, here we were. Ally shot me a smirk from under her hooded cloak and slipped into the room. I waited a few moments, before a flash of light lit up the room from within.

      With a start, I tore into the room after Ally. Just as well I did, because there was Ally, backing into the wall rubbing her eyes. Before her was the old man from Marge’s jeweller, holding one of her daggers. Before I could make another move, the man threw himself on Ally, roughly dragging her around and pressing the blade to her throat.

      “Not another move you fucking monster,” he growled. I pulled up, unwilling to risk Ally’s life. “On the wall behind you. There are shackles, put them on.”

      I turned, sure enough, there was a set of familiar looking shackles. Plucking them from the nail they were hanging off, I curled my lip, remembering when I was held in these all that time ago.

      “That’s right you fucking monster, they were my invention! If only my poor brother had kept an eye on your transformation... Maybe he’d still be here and I wouldn’t be stuck in this cesspit. Hurry and put them on, then I have some questions for you,” Gentar continued rambling.

      I suppressed my chuckle as I slipped the useless shackles onto my wrists. Acting the part, I willingly slumped to the floor, making it look like the power draining capabilities were in effect.

      “Good, now it’s your turn little girly... Maybe I’ll keep you around after... Get my whore to teach you to suck cock properly.”

      I watched in cold fury as Gentar ran his hands up Ally’s breasts and sniffed deeply at her hair. All I needed was a chance, and I’d kill him... Kill him and eat him... Gentar produced a plain set of shackles for Ally, who without complaint, quickly locked them around her own wrists. I hoped he would release her at this point, but Gentar had other ideas.

      “Now, what did you do with my little whore?” He asked with a sneer.

      “She’s dead,” I muttered.

      “DON’T LIE!” Gentar roared at me, pulling the blade slightly. I saw the flash of panic on Ally’s face as her blade cut into her skin. There was a trickle of blood running down her neck. “I can still feel her. She’s not dead. What did you do with her?”

      “I’m out here, master,” Ita called from outside.

      Gentar jerked in the direction of the door, the blade at Ally’s neck bit in deeper. With a hiss of pain, the small trickle of blood turned into a small river... No... NO!

      Surging to my feet, I ripped my arms apart, snapping the shackles with ease. Gentar stared at me, shocked into submission as my fist connected with the side of his head. As his head snapped back from the impact, Ally slipped free of his grip. Seeing her free, I moved closer to Gentar. He was clearly unconscious, so I turned back to Ally...

      “Eila!” I screamed. “Oh, gods Ally... Hold on, Eila can help you,” I mumbled, pulling Ally into my arms. She was stained all the way down her side, with her own blood. But her eyes... They never left mine, they told me everything, pain... Fear... Love... Eila appeared by my side in a flash. Her gasp told me what I feared was really happening.

      “NO!” cried Eila, clutching at Ally’s neck wound.

      Ally just smiled sadly at the two of us, before coughing up a small mouthful of blood... The blade must have gone far deeper than I thought. Why?... I know she was compelled... But why did Ita have to call out... Why couldn’t she just stay silent... Why? Ally was fading, her eyes darting between Eila and myself. There was a layer of sweat forming over her skin and her breathing was quick and shallow.

      “Don’t leave us,” I whispered, kissing her bloody lips. Ally just smiled sadly at me. “Please Ally... We have eons to live...” Her reply was a slow blink, and to cough up more blood. Eila was clutching her sister wife with a death grip, sobbing uncontrollably.

      A thunk from behind us caught my attention. Fearing Gentar had awoken, I twisted around. It was Ita, she’d escaped her binds... Has all this been a ruse? Before I could react, she spun around. Her face was pale and clammy, almost as if she were about to collapse. Clutched in her hand, was a large, gold-coloured gem. Ita hobbled towards us before dropping to her knees and crawling the rest of the way.

      I watched in confusion as the demoness placed the gem into her mouth and slipped her hands under Eila’s. I flinched at the sound of Ita biting down and shattering the gem, but the glowing at her hands caught my eye. Ally’s face lit up with a snarl, before Ita collapsed on the floor. I just sat, holding Ally with Eila, as Ally swallowed a couple times and coughed.

      “I’m... I’m okay,” she breathed.

      Eila pulled her hands away, and sure enough, the only sign of the wound was a small scar. Ita twitched and groaned. Helping Ally stand, I bent down to check on Ita.

      “That was all the power Gentar had stored this year,” she mumbled. “I had to finish healing with my own power. Please... If you won’t bind me... Just kill me... I’m dead anyway.”

      Scooping Ita into my arms, I turned back to my wives, who were desperately clinging to one another. “We have to go. Eila, we need to burn this place.”

      Eila and Ally pressed their lips together a final time, before Ally smiled at me and led us out of the shack. Eila was a moment later, mentioning a time delayed spell. Together the four of us snuck through the animal quarter and into the main town. It was just bordering on sunrise now and it appeared the guard was changing. That gave us a straight shot back home without being spotted. Once inside, we came face to face with Chit, storming out of the kitchen, holding a frying pan over her head.

      “Oh, it’s you. I didn’t realise... Who’s that? Why are you covered in blood?!” she asked, with a strange lit to her voice.

      “This is Ita, can you set one more for breakfast? We’ll explain then,” I asked quickly, heading for the stairs.

      I didn’t mean to be rude to Chit, but Ita was slowly going limp in my arms. She’d already closed her eyes and barely responded to me. Taking her to the main bedroom, I laid her down gently on the bed. Looking her over, her gaunt features were obviously worse now. She was almost skeletal...

      “Ok, I’m guessing she won’t survive without being bound?” I asked, getting nods from Ally and Eila. “How do we do this?”

      “A couple drops of your blood should wake her up,” Eila said quickly. “Once she’s awake, you make your bargain and seal it.”

      “Fair enough,” I said, taking the offered blade from Ally.

      I nicked the tip of my finger and squeezed a drop onto my skin. Eila pried Ita’s mouth open, and I flicked a couple drops into her mouth. Eila started whispering into Ita’s ear about swallowing and after a few moments I saw the demoness’ throat move. A moment later, Ita gasped as if in pain and arched her back. Her eyes snapped open, and she shot upright before looking around the room in confusion.

      “Gods...” She muttered, “So much...” Her eyes focused on me, and she smiled. “That was the most power I have ever received since my initial summoning.” Her expression faltered at these words. “I... I actually have enough to go home now...”

      “What do you want to do?” Ally asked, as she started stripping off her blood soaked clothing.

      Ita looked around at the three of us. Eila with her impassive smile. Me with a look of boredom, and Ally... Who was wiping away at her almost naked body with a handkerchief. Turning towards Eila, Ita finally spoke, “Do you love him?”

      “Yes,” Eila said immediately.

      Ita turned to Ally, but before she could answer the question, Ally chimed in. “With all my heart. He accepted me for me regardless of my faults and I love him all the more for it.”

      Ita just looked at me with a strange expression, “Do you love them?”

      “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t saved her,” I nodded towards Ally, who shot me a smile. “We’re all twisted creatures of fate here. We just want to live and love together and probably forever.”

      Ita suddenly looked shy. “Can we make a temporary contract?” She asked, uncertain of herself.

      “What would you like?”

      “You supply me with energy as I need it. In return, I aid you as best I can. I will not betray or harm you or yours. But I want my independence, I will not allow myself to be enslaved again. This for the foreseeable future until either of us dismisses the other. At said time, you will supply me with enough power to return home.”

      “That sounds...” I glanced at Eila and she nodded. “That sounds fine. I agree. How do we do this?”

      “We just did,” Ita was blushing deeply. “Now we just need to seal it. I’ll take as much power as I can without harming you.”

      “Sure... Ok,” I said.

      Ita slowly crawled over to me. Her skin was blushing fiercely, as she finally looked up at me. “We need to kiss...”

      “I... What?”

      “We need to kiss... To seal the binding...” Ita said, her voice turning into a quiet murmur.

      “You’re a succubus,” Ally said without emotion.

      Ita just nodded, looking extremely uncomfortable. “I’m sorry, it’s not too late, I can go...”

      “Husband, just kiss her. Give her power and we can work out the details later,” Eila sighed. “She saved Ally. If the occasional kiss is all it takes to repay her, I’ll kiss her myself.”

      I just looked at my wives, Eila was trying to stay impassive, but Ally was staring hungrily at Ita. Turning to face the small demoness, I nodded. She leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine, and I felt something pass between us. A small surge in my direction, followed by a long, drawn out trickle of power into Ita. In a flash, Ita’s entire demeanor changed. She moaned in delight, pressing herself into me and forcing her tongue into my mouth. Before I could pull away, the rush of energy that shot out of me made me freeze. It wasn’t painful, more like a massive release and I was momentarily stunned. Before I knew it, the feeling stopped, and I came too, with Ita still pressed hard against me.

      Grabbing Ita’s shoulders, I extracted her from my mouth and pushed her away. I gotta be honest here... I wasn’t expecting what I saw. Ita had filled out... Like... FILLED OUT. Gone was the gaunt little waif with sadness in her eyes. Now was a full-bodied, busty chested succubus. Her expansive growth had torn her clothes free, and she sat naked on my lap with a lust filled smile. The looks of shock from my wives faces were quickly replaced with desire. But as I held back from Ita, she slowly came back into herself. She blinked a few times before looking down at her naked form. With a squeal she shot back away from me and wrapped herself in what blanket she could grasp.

      “Ah... I’m going to go downstairs. Ladies, if you could find her something to wear?” I said and quickly left.
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      Yup... Breakfast was awkward... I’m in my usual spot, eating some of Chit’s egg soaked toast. Eila and Ally are seated on either side of me. Beside Ally is Ita and opposite her is Chit. And this is the confusing part... It’s Chit that seems to have the problem... For whatever reason, she’s been moody and silent the whole meal. The few times someone has tried to initiate conversation, it quickly dies out. I honestly did not know what was going on with the, usually, bubbly young woman. Ita on the other hand, other than now being full figured. Not as curvy as Ally, but more so than Eila, with a bigger bust than both. But she was still as shy and quiet as she was when she first spoke. When the meal finally broke up, Chit scrambled to clean the dishes and promptly ignored the rest of us.

      “Umm... Ita, are there going to be problems if we’re seen together?” I asked. Though I noticed Chit, suddenly tense.

      “Gentar kept me locked inside most of the time. When he sent me outside during the day, he made me glamour myself to look human. Nobody should recognise me,” She mumbled.

      “Good, good. Ok, well if you’re going to be sticking around,” I glanced quickly at Chit as she tensed up again. “First thing, we’ve got a private bath outside, or you can use the bathhouse with Chit. Otherwise, we might use you to help clean the baths between uses.”

      Ita just nodded softly, “That sounds fine, thank you.”

      Chit finished with her dishes and stormed upstairs with a huff, while Eila and Ally took Ita outside. My wives came back a few minutes later without the demoness.

      “She’s bathing,” Eila said, stalling my question. “We need to talk...”

      Fuck... “Is everything ok?” I asked.

      “It’s about Chit,” Ally continued. “She’s upset about you bringing another woman into the house.”

      “Uh huh... Ok... Couple things... How do you know? And what’s it got to do with her?” This was not the sort of thing I wanted to be dealing with... I had my ladies. I was happy...

      Eila just sighed and rubbed her head, “Why am I not surprised... Didn’t know shit about elves, why would you know about orcs?”

      “Hey...” I grumbled. “If it wasn’t in one of my books, I didn’t learn about it. I can’t help that.”

      Eila looked chastised for a moment, but shook her head and continued. “Chit... When you offered her a job, you basically initiated her into adulthood. When you let her live with us, then cared for her needs-“

      “I do no such thing!” I cut Eila off, but she raised her hand and I fell silent.

      “You don’t charge her rent. You don’t charge for meals. You insist she eats with us and you help her with chores,” Eila listed, ticking things off with her fingers.

      I just sighed, “Your point?”

      “In orc culture, you’ve almost proposed to her. And before you’ve taken the final step, you brought in another woman...” Eila looked a little nervous about what she was about to say. “We’ve actually spoken about this before... Ally and I were already in favour of her joining the family properly... This whole thing with Ita... It’s just terrible timing, and she’s a bit upset.”

      “Gods dammit... Really? Why didn’t anyone tell me?” I growled.

      “Don’t you take that tone with me!” Eila shot back. “I let you run the business, but don’t you think for a moment that you’re the one in charge of your WIVES.” She calmed a moment, and in a softer tone, Eila continued. “We were going to tell you, husband. It’s just been busy setting up the bathhouse and Chit agreed we would wait.”

      I just shook my head and sighed, “Let me go talk to her...”

      Standing, I pulled Eila into a hug and offered an arm for Ally to join us. I held the two most amazing women CURRENTLY in my life. “So, you’re both sure?” I asked. Eila just nodded, but Ally grumbled something under her breath. I gave her a quick kiss, putting a smile on her beautiful features and asked, “What was that?”

      Ally chucked a moment, “I’ll take it back, you’re not always a stupid man.”

      With a soft laugh, I released my wives and turned away. Now it was time for something far more anxiety inducing... Heading up the stairs, sure enough, Chit’s bedroom door was closed. I paused before her door and took a deep breath... And knocked.

      “Who is it?” A small voice called out... Fuck me, she sounds like she’s crying...

      Gods, the human genes in me hated this shit... “It’s me... Can I come in?”

      The sound of footsteps was the precursor to the door being ripped open. Sure enough, there was Chit, eyes red and puffy, dabbing a handkerchief to the corner of her eyes. I gotta tell you... I’m not sure why I did it... But the moment I saw her face, I bent over and wrapped her in my arms. Almost immediately she burst into tears. I almost let go of her, thinking I’d done something wrong, but her arms came up around me.

      “Chit?...” I asked softly.

      “Do you find me attractive?” She asked, ignoring my questioning tone.

      I pulled away slightly, before looking at the young woman before me. “Chit... You’re beautiful... Any man would be lucky to have you...”

      “Any man?” She smiled through her tears at me.

      “Of course... Even by human standards you’re beautiful,” I said, pulling her tighter into my arms.

      “So you do want me then” Chit mumbled, pressing her face into my chest.

      Yup... Walked into that one... “Chit... Just explain to me why you want this? I don’t want to upset your father without a good reason.”

      Her quaking had me worried for a second before I realised she was suppressing laughter. “So that’s what this is about?” She mumbled. “Orc family structures are polyamorous. Each member of the family has a job. There’s a hierarchy with the head wife at the top and everyone looks to the husband’s needs. In orc culture, we usually enforced this with violence and warring between families and other clans. My father... Fell in love with an elf...” Well that explains a bit... “She rejected the idea of traditional orc families... And the village chief killed her for it. But that was a few years after I was born.”

      “Father loved her so much, he fled the village and took me with him. We found this place and settled down. Mother’s lessons helped father fit in with everyone and he started his shop. His one fear was that I would either never find a husband and end up alone, or that I would go back west and find an orc village that would take me in... Then I met you... And you invited me to work for you... And treated me like an orc wife.” Chit pulled away, before looking up at me with a sad smile. “But there wasn’t any of the infighting. There’s a hierarchy, but one built on trust and love... And then there’s you... You who grumble and bluster. You who moan and groan. You who fight and curse and kill... It is difficult to sleep at night when you love your wives so loudly. Her face twisted suddenly into one of rage. “And then you bring another woman into this house before me! ME! I’ve spent weeks living as part of your family, weeks falling in love with you! Weeks desperately wanting what Eila and Ally had! Weeks-“

      I cut her off with a kiss... Her initial reaction was to freeze up, before slowly returning her affections. We kissed for a few minutes, lost in one another’s embrace, before Chit slowly pulled away.

      “Don’t you change the subject!” She growled, but the rage had washed away.

      “Ita isn’t a wife,” I said simply, not releasing Chit from my arms.

      Chit’s eyes bulged from their sockets as she stared at me. “What?”

      “She’s not a wife. She’s a familiar, summoned by a wizard who was trying to kill me. Ita was being forced into his bed before he fed her power. The only way to free her was to kill the wizard. She’s now under a temporary familiar contract with me and can leave at any time. I do, however have to feed her power through a kiss.”

      “Well, it’s a good thing we have a spare room then...” Chit grumbled, pulling herself free from my arms.

      I watched in silent amusement as the young woman began transferring her belongings to the main bedroom. All the while muttering about, “Stupid men.” I just stuck around long enough to make sure she didn’t need anything and went back downstairs. Around the table were my wives and Ita drinking tea.

      “I’m sorry,” Ita mumbled, blushing again. “I didn’t mean to cause problems.”

      Eila and Ally quickly patted her shoulders and reminded her that none of this was her fault. As I took my seat, Eila turned to me. “She’s already spoken to her father. He gave his blessing, but it would probably be best to go speak with him. Maybe go see Marge about another ring while you’re at it.”

      I just nodded while pouring myself a cup. “So you’re both ok with this?”

      “Too late if we weren’t,” Ally chuckled.

      I smiled... Life was getting far busier than I would ever have imagined. An hour later, I was standing before the entrance to Grah’s shop. I’d frozen up at this point, I really did not know what to say... “Hi, I just made your daughter my wife, hope that’s ok!” What about, “She’s mine now!” Or should I be more polite with, “I’m sorry I didn’t come to you sooner, but-“ The front door swung open and Grah was standing before me with a small frown.

      “Are you going to stand there all morning, or would you like to come in and discuss things?” He asked me, but in a way that told me he wasn’t really asking. I just nodded and allowed myself to be led inside. The sound of the door locking behind me sounded like a bell of doom. “So... All things considered, I’m guessing Chit finally made her move, and you accepted?” Grah said, pouring two cups of tea.

      I took one when he gestured and took a sip. Chit must have learned from her father to make tea... Or did they both learn from her mother? Probably not the time to ask... “Yes... We... Ah... Had an incident last night, and it all sort of... Came out... This morning.” I wasn’t really sure how much about last night I wanted to get out. “Chit told me how she feels, Eila told me she was already welcome and was planning on doing something soon anyway.... So... Here I am.” I glanced at the expressionless older Orc... Or was he older? I didn’t age, that always skewed my perception... Gah... I shouldn’t really be thinking about this...

      “In orc culture, before a man would wed another’s daughter, he would have to fight her father. This was to determine the suitors strength and ability to protect their family. Wife stealing, while not common, was still a possibility. More common the further west you travelled into the wastelands.” Grah said in an even tone... I just really didn’t want to hurt him if he insisted on a fight. “You’ll forgive me however for skipping our traditions. I watched you take down two trolls. If we were to fight, I fear you’d spend most of it trying NOT to kill me, which negates the purpose of the fight. So I’ll just say this instead. If you hurt my little girl, I’ll turn your skin into a set of leather armour and mount your head on my wall as a keepsake.”

      “Yes, sir,” I said with a nod.

      Grah smiled at those words and offered his hand to shake. “It would be an honour to join families then.”

      I took his hand in mine and shook softly. “Should we plan a ceremony?” I asked.

      Grah just laughed, “No no. In orc culture, you were supposed to challenge me. We’d fight before the village chief and the winner would drag off his... Prize... Willingly or otherwise. I actually have to thank you for tying my daughter to civilization. I worried she would return to our people if she couldn’t find a husband. Though... She’s far more delicate than other women of our kind. She took after her mother in those regards...”

      We spent a while speaking. I learned more about orcish culture, while I tried to avoid speaking too much about my past. But soon enough someone was trying to enter the store with a flurry of knocks and I made my leave. Stepping out, past an older looking, grumpy woman, I made my way over to Marge’s jeweller. Inside, I found her finishing up with a young man. As he turned to leave, I realised it was Darry.

      “Oh, morning Frelser,” Darry said with a nervous edge.

      “Morning, everything ok?”

      “Yes... Yes it is... I was just enquiring about prices,” he said, clearly not wanting to continue the conversation.

      “Good, good, I’ll see you at the bathhouse later then,” I smiled and turned my attention to Marge. Darry took this as his cue and quickly left.

      We stood in silence until the sound of the door closing let us know we were alone. Marge grinned mischievously, “He was asking about rings. I think someone’s caught his eye. It’s a strange thing dealing with the lad nowadays. He always worked hard, but being an orphan, nobody liked to deal with him. I hired him a few times to move stock around when I made purchases. Made sure he got a good meal or two out of it. You did a good thing hiring him.” Marge smiled, “Now, unless my dimwitted nephew has offended you again, I’m assuming you want something from me?”

      “It’s always a pleasure dealing with you Marge,” I chuckled. “Straight to the point, I like it. Now, like Darry, I’m looking at needing another ring.”

      Before I could continue, Marge just let out a loud “Ha!” And quickly left. I was speechless for a moment before she popped back in holding a small box. “Eila had Chit come in a week ago. It’s already paid for,” Marge grinned, holding the box out for me.

      I gently took the box from her hand. Opening it, I admired the gold band with an emerald set in the centre. “You do fantastic work. I’m also under the impression that you make little profit from these rings you’ve been making us, right?”

      Marge just smiled and shrugged, “Like I said. It’s nice to make these for people who love one another.”

      “Well... I suppose I’m just going to inform you your money’s no good to me anymore,” I grinned at the short woman. “Family bathes for free. And if you’re not busy, Dinner will be just after we close for the evening. I’d love for you to join us.”

      Marge had a strange look on her face for a moment, before simply nodding. “I wouldn’t miss it. See you tonight, Frelser.”

      I took that as my leave and headed out the door. A quick stop back to Grah to inform him he bathes for free and to come to dinner, and I was heading home. Passing the bathhouse, I was pleasantly surprised to see all the people coming in and out. I could just make out Darry at the counter smiling at Cara while they spoke with customers. But that wasn’t my stop. Making my way home, I walked in on Ita and Chit having a talk in the kitchen. I was worried for a second until they both looked up and I could see they were both smiling. Heading straight over to Chit, she stood to meet me.

      “I believe this is yours,” I said, pulling open the box and exposing the ring.

      Chit just smiled, “Did my father fight you?” She asked, reaching out her hand for the ring.

      I simply placed the ring directly on her finger, and replied, “No, apparently he watched me kill those trolls and decided against it.”

      Chit just laughed as she examined the ring, before her voice broke, and she started crying again. Gods... The tears... I didn’t know what to do, so I wrapped her in my arms again and held her. Soon enough she seemed to calm and took that opportunity to slug me in the shoulder.

      “Stupid man,” she growled, before throwing herself at me with a firm kiss.

      Yeah... Life was about to get really interesting... I spent the rest of the day keeping Chit company while Eila and Ally had both taken Ita on a walk around town. I also suspected that Eila was going out to purchase clothing and other items. So I helped Chit with the household chores. It was around sunset when I noticed there were a few people milling about outside the bathhouse. With a laugh, I gathered my wives and Ita and headed over to start our late shift.

      “Evening everyone, you’re all welcome to come inside. I’m sure Cara will be along shortly with her soaps. But it’ll be a little while before the baths are ready.”

      I unlocked the door and went inside to find Darry already lighting the lamps. “Evening, did anything happen today?” I asked as I pinned the doors open.

      “Just a woman came in with her two sons and made them apologise for peeping yesterday.” Darry grinned.

      I laughed and made my rounds through the bathhouse. All the baths were clean thanks to Ita, all the sluice gates were in the ‘closed’ position and there was no lost property in the storage area. Heading back out, I nodded my greeting to Marge and Brant. Marge was all smiles, while her nephew was trying desperately to ignore me. Heading round to the heating room, I found Ally had already filled the tub and Eila was already working to heat it.

      “Looking good, ladies, I’ll head round and start filling the baths.” I collected some grateful smiles and headed back.

      Walking through each bath, I filled them all with hot water. A double check showed there were no leaks, and I was satisfied for this evening. Heading round to reception, I could see Darry already taking people’s money. Beside him was Cara, smiling as she handed over a purple-coloured soap to that strange reptilian man... I really should find out what species he is... Either way, a quick nod to Darry, and everyone started moving in for their evening baths. It surprised me, however, that there were so many people coming through. While the day shift had been busy tonight seemed almost extreme. I wasn’t sure who was luckier, all the people having access to hot water to bathe, or owning the bathhouse itself. It wasn’t like we were charging much. We weren’t going to be rich, but that also meant everyone could afford to come here.

      Everything went well. Only a few minor issues with people complaining about how busy it was. But short of building a second bathhouse, there wasn’t much I could do about that. I was sitting in reception with my three wives, Grah and Marge, while Darry and Cara counted the evening’s earnings. Then someone stumbled through the door. A young man, reeking of booze and staggering towards the counter.

      “So... Hick... This is the shit hole you’ve been working at,” the man slurred.

      “Go away, Ante,” Cara snapped. “You’re drunk and making a scene.”

      Ante just laughed, “Wanna make a REAL scene?” He said, making small thrusts with his hips.

      I was about to climb to my feet when Darry stepped between them. “I think you should leave, sir. The bathhouse is closed.”

      Ante just looked between the two of them for a moment, “This your new boyfriend?”

      “Ante, we were over the moment you threw yourself at, Betty. You’re just making a fool of yourself,” Cara bit back. “Please, just go. I’ve nothing to say to you anymore.”

      Darry adopted a stern gaze, “Come on, the lady asked you to go.”

      Ante weighed up the situation for a minute, before suddenly swinging hard at Darry. The punch was awkward, but sudden and knocked Darry to the floor. As Cara screamed, “Darry!” I was already on Ante. The drunken idiot must not have even noticed us all sitting to one side when he came in. The sudden appearance of my hand around his neck had the drunk squealing like a pig. I dragged him outside in search of the guards. Apparently, the sound of his squealing was loud enough, so they found me pretty quickly.

      “Evening gentleman. This man, Ante, struck one of my staff this evening,” I said simply releasing the man and giving him a quick shove towards the guards. Ante staggered forward, before his feet got in the way and he went down in a heap in the dirt.

      “I’m surprised you didn’t kill him,” one guard said.

      “He didn’t strike one of my wives, or I would have,” I shrugged. The man was an idiot, Darry would be fine. I didn’t need to kill him... Yet...

      “Well...” The guard said, taking the drunk by the shoulders and hauling him upright. “Looks like you’re spending the night in lockup. Frelser sir, I’ll have someone come around to take a statement in the morning.”

      “Speak to Darry, in the bathhouse and Cara, Breen’s niece,” I just nodded and turned away. I wasn’t really involved, I just got rid of the problem.

      When I got back to the bathhouse, everyone was waiting for me. My wives, Marge and Grah were all in quiet conversation. But I immediately came to Darry, who was sitting beside a distraught-looking Cara who was pressing a wet cloth to his split lip.

      “Are you two ok?” I asked.

      “I’m sorry. Ante is an idiot. Please don’t fire me?” Cara said quickly, obviously worried about her future.

      “This isn’t your fault, Cara. And thank you for looking after Darry here. He’s a good person and deserves a bit of care.” I said evenly. Darry however, started going a bit pink... Ha... Gotcha.

      “I told you he wouldn’t be mad at you,” Darry said softly, trying to hide his blush.

      “Still, thank you both,” Cara said with a smile in my direction and a quick kiss on Darry’s cheek, sending him further red.

      “Now, do either of you need anything? We have plans this evening,” I said softly.

      “I’ll lock up after I take Cara home,” Darry said... Yeah... I know what you’re thinking, Darry.

      I just smiled and waved goodnight before ushering everyone outside. Ita met us at the front door, it seemed she had ducked back home early and set the table for dinner. We spent the evening talking and celebrating the merging of families. It seemed that Marge and Grah already knew one another and they agreed to meet up at a later date to discuss business. When the two of them left for the evening, I turned around to my ladies. My two elfin wives were talking with Ita, who was nodding along and Chit was doing a final touch up in the kitchen. Ita saw me come in and gave me a shy smile.

      “Frelser, do you mind feeding me?” She asked, looking away.

      “Ah... Sure... You’re not going to get intense like last time?” I asked, wanting to be sure, I didn’t want to upset Chit again.

      Ita just blushed harder and shook her head. I came into the kitchen and found myself surrounded by women. Eila pulled me down for a brief kiss, followed by Ally and finally a firm kiss from Chit. Once the three of them had collected their kisses, I turned to Ita.

      “I thought it would be best if we did it like this. I’m... I’m not a wife...” Ita said softly.

      I just nodded and leaned towards her. She finally moved forwards and pressed her lips to mine. I felt that familiar surge of power in my direction. I even heard the faint moan from Ita, but she quickly pulled away.

      “Thank you... I... I’m going to go to bed now,” she gave the room a quick smile and headed off upstairs to Chit’s old room.

      I just looked at my three wives and gestured for them to follow. It was late. We were all fed, and I had a feeling that someone wanted attention.
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      That someone, as it turns out, was Chit. The moment I closed the door behind my beautiful wives, I heard fabric hitting the floor. Turning back, both Eila and Ally were hiding their amusement at Chit’s obvious eagerness.

      “Ah-“

      “No talking, get on the bed,” Chit cut me off.

      Yup... Life’s about to get really interesting... I smiled and moved to the bed as she commanded. As I laid down, Chit began undressing me. Pulling my shirt over my head, she kissed me. Undoing my belt took her a moment, but she pulled it off and dragged my pants down. By now, Ally and Eila were both naked either side of me. They were taking turns kissing my chest and each other.

      Eila pulled away from Ally and looked at Chit, as she removed my underwear. “Chit, are you sure you want us here? It’s your first time after all.”

      Chit just smiled at her, “You’re my sister wives. We will be sharing our lives together, we will be sharing this together.”

      At those words, Eila laid back onto my shoulder, pinning my arm behind her. Ally copied a moment later, and I was stuck, laying on my back staring at Chit’s naked form. She was different again. Eila was like a marble statue of a goddess, Ally was a curvy bundle of sex appeal. Chit... Chit was lean and slightly muscular. Her body wasn’t short of a womanly figure, but she certainly had some definition. Her skin was pale and only slightly green, her breasts smaller than Eila’s, but defied gravity as they pointed out straight ahead, ending with a small hard nipple. I just took in the sight of her as she reached out and gently took my erection in her hands.

      “Oh... Now I see what you mean, Eila. Spongy AND hard,” she giggled.

      Gripping me tighter, she ran her hands up and down my length, making me groan in pleasure. Shuffling forwards, Chit placed my length between her legs and slowly ground her clitoris up its length. She kept her hands on the tip, slowly rolling them over my sensitive skin as she pleasured herself. In a word... Heavenly. I could pick up the sounds of Ally pleasuring herself and I couldn’t be sure, but Eila might have been as well. But all my attention was drawn to the gorgeous orc before me, who was raising herself up. Reaching between her legs, she pulled the head of my cock to her entrance.

      “I’m in control this time, husband,” Chit smiled at the use of the word.

      Before I could respond that I was never really in control of my wives, she forced herself down in one swift movement. Her face twisted with pain, she doubled over and firmly punched me in the stomach twice.

      “Gods...” She gasped.

      “Are you ok?” Eila asked, sitting up to check the younger woman.

      “Stop!” Chit cried, “I’m ok... Just... Getting used to him... I need to do this.”

      Eila gently stroked Chit’s shoulder, before laying back down on my side. Soon, Chit’s breathing returned to normal. She leaned against my chest and started slowly rocking back and forth. She sped up as the minutes went by, but she still seemed to be rather uncomfortable.

      “Chit,” Ally said softly. “We’re going to help you.”

      “What? No, I-“

      “Chit, we’re your sister wives. We’re going to help you,” Eila cut in.

      I just lay and watched as Eila slowly got up and crawled behind Chit. Grasping her shoulders, Eila pulled her back against her chest. Eila then pressed her lips to Chit’s throat and ran a series of kisses across her skin. Chit started twitching and moaning, clearly enjoying the attention. Ally on the other hand, crawled over me and leaned in towards Chit’s budding clitoris. I couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but Chit’s eyes shot open with a sharp gasp.

      “Gods!” Chit cried, “Ally... Gods...”

      I just smiled, watching the three of them. Chit’s face was in rapture as she slowly ground herself against my length. Eila’s hands drifted around her body and up across her breasts, before she began to firmly pinch Chit’s nipples. Chit for that matter, groaned and twisted her head around accepting a kiss from Eila. As this was all going on, I could feel the slight tremors from Chit’s sex, letting me know she was in fact, enjoying herself. What I wasn’t expecting was the sudden, vice-like, crushing sensation that practically pulled me deeper inside her. This was coupled with Chit, crying out in bliss and shuddering. All this extra stimulation pushed me over the edge and I erupted inside her.

      I wasn’t really sure what would happen at this point, but I quickly learned. Chit froze up, her eyes shot open and started glowing that familiar blue. Her entire body twitched and vibrated, milking my orgasm onwards. As my orgasm receded, Chit’s eyes returned to their original colour, and she slumped forwards. Eila, with Ally’s help, helped Chit to lay gently on the bed beside me. It would be a few minutes before I was ready to take on my other wives...
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      CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG

      I snapped awake. Eila was on one side of me, rousing herself, Ally was on the other, while Chit was literally laying on my chest.

      “Ladies, up! Get up!” I called.

      The moment I raised my voice, Ally and Chit opened their eyes, a moment later, they heard the bell. Scrambling to their feet, I hurriedly pulled on some pants and rushed downstairs. Ally helped Eila get into her armour, while Chit helped me get into mine as it was the simpler of the two. Soon enough, the three of us were all dressed in our armour, when Chit grabbed my arm.

      “I’m too young to be a widow, husband,” Chit growled. “You come home, safe and with my sisters.”

      I just smiled and gave her a kiss, before the three of us set off. Heading outside, I could see Jurn and Captain Baz, rushing towards me. They saw me coming, and they both grinned. A far better reaction than the fear I was used to seeing in this situation. Meeting up, Jurn and Baz turned and walked with us to the gate.

      “It’s a large force of goblins, close to a thousand. This looks like a different group from last time, they’re all wearing furs so they’re probably from the south.” Captain Baz started. “We turned back a raiding party a few days ago. Just a small group, they tried to get over the walls and we cut them down. Didn’t even have time to ring the bell, and we only had one injured. Now it looks like the whole army. We don’t know if they’ll attack, or if they’re planning a siege.”

      By the time Baz had finished his speech, we had arrived at the wall. Like last time, I had to climb up onto the rampart. This force was enormous... Far larger than the one we originally fought off to arrive at the town. Thankfully though, we couldn’t see any trolls. I was soon joined by my wives and Captain Baz. Jurn had gone back to whatever it was he did during an attack. This time, I could take stock of the situation. Around one hundred men guarded the wall. The towers had dozens of archers. I could see various townsfolk lining up on the ground behind us, armed with hunting bows and sharp looking farming implements. I really hoped they were trained... If the goblins got in, it would be a bloodbath otherwise. The only real saving grace, is goblins are too stupid to make proper bows. So long as the walls and gate are held, we should be relatively safe.

      I was still watching, when a small group of goblins approached the walls. I headed towards Captain Baz and together with my wives, we moved to the section closest to the approaching group.

      “Surrender humans!” One cried in their shrill voice. “We take your food, and your women. Or we burn your town!”

      “If they were any closer, I’d have them shot,” Baz grumbled.

      Ally took his words to heart. Raising her hand, a spear of ice shot out and flew across the battlefield. Before the goblin speaker could shout something else, the glistening spear impaled and pinned him in place. The goblins that accompanied him shrieked in rage, which in turn set off the army behind them. I roared back defiantly as their screeches rose in pitch. The deep boom of my roar cut through the sound and it slowly died away. One of them blew a horn and the goblin army advanced... Let the little bastards come...

      “Baz, get a ladder up here. Ladies, keep them off the walls. I’m going for a run.”

      Ignoring my wives’ cries of protest, I swung my legs over the palisade and dropped to the ground. Slinging my shield over my back, I drew my mace into my off-hand. Charging towards the goblins, I made out the twang of arrows. whistling overhead, but with my shield the way it was, I had no concerns. The first row of goblins, on the other hand, had plenty of concerns. An armoured figure over twice their height greeted those that dodged arrows. With great sweeps of my sword, I carved my way through the ranks of the goblin horde. Any time one got too close for comfort, I bashed in its skull with my mace. The shield over my back stopped them from effectively surrounding me. So long as I kept my back to the town, I wouldn’t risk being shot either.

      I was a few minutes into my one man rampage, when a low growl caught my attention. Twisting to one side, I made out the goblins parting ways for a creature I’d never seen before... A vargr. As tall as Chit, muscular and heading in my direction. I could make out a few more, but they looked to be heading towards the town. Taking a last swing of my blade to clear the goblins nearest, I turned my attention to the vargr just as it leapt towards me. I stepped back out of range before its jaws clamped onto my shoulder, and I returned the favour by slamming my mace into its jaw... Fucking thing must have been made of rocks, because it barely flinched before snapping at me again. Ducking back out of the way, I pulled my blade between us and tried to stab it. Fucking thing was smarter than the goblins by far... It dodged... Gods…

      We circled one another. Even the goblins seemed to wait and watch. I made a decision... This thing was quick enough to dodge my sword, but not quick enough to dodge the mace when I was in close. As quickly as I could, I sheathed my blade, swapped my mace to my leading hand, and pulled my shield back around. The vargr seemed to smile at me after this, before lunging to forwards. I brought my shield around to block its advance, but was taken aback as it changed direction and tackled me. In an instant, I rolled and was back on my feet, just as the wolf closed to bite. I swung my shield into its head, saving myself, before stepping forwards and smashing my mace into its shoulder. The loud crunch told me this one hurt, but the vargr just snarled and backed up. Even with a limp, it still wouldn’t go down easy.

      I traded blows with it a few more times, but as the fight went on and the goblins were getting restless. They’d expected me to fall prey and were disappointed when I’d fought back. Twice now, I’d brained a goblin before having to duck behind my shield to avoid the vargr’s jaws. The third time it happened, however, I was waiting for it. A goblin stepped forwards, swinging its axe towards my knee. I easily evaded the blow, before swinging my mace upwards and sending the goblin tumbling back into the crowd, limp and broken. While I was turned away, the vargr advanced towards me, but I continued twisting around, past the vargr. With all the strength I could muster, I slammed the mace into its good shoulder, hearing yet another crunch of bone. With a snarl, the vargr retreated a few steps. Now it looked panicked...

      Sheathing my mace, I drew my sword again and started carving into the nearest goblins. Before turning and charging the vargr. The creature leaned back on its rear legs and tried to bat me aside. But with the injuries, it just didn’t have the speed or strength. Slipping past its blow, I drove my sword into the creature’s stomach before viciously ripping it out sideways. The vargr let out a choked howl of agony before collapsing sideways. In its eyes I could see its agony. While this creature sought my end, I didn’t hold any true malice against it. Lifting my sword I brought it down on the creature’s neck and ended its misery.

      Turning about, the surrounding goblins looked panicked. Bringing my sword up, I looked back towards the town. I could see several vargrs still moving around the base of the wall, dodging fireballs, and a few more that obviously weren’t as quick. With a growl, I charged back towards them. Surprisingly, however, by the time I was getting close, a series of horns rang out and the vargrs suddenly ran off. Turning about, the goblin army was retreating... Fuckers...

      Heading back to the wall, I spotted a thick ladder being lowered. With a grin, I used it to get back up on the walls, where two grumpy looking wives were waiting for me. They both accepted a kiss, but I heard Eila mutter, “Just wait till we get home.”
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        * * *

      

      Gods...

      My cheek was stinging from the slap as Chit stepped back, “You did what?!”

      “It worked didn’t it?” I grumbled, rubbing my cheek.

      “How could you be so stupid!” She snarled, clearly not finished.

      Eila and Ally had swung into the bathhouse, before telling Chit I had charged the army alone. Apparently, her warning about not wanting to be a widow was to be taken more seriously. The irate orcish woman pacing around me ranting, while a smug pair of wives sat at the table behind her. THEY stayed on the wall where it was safe... So I did what I thought was right and scooped my orcish wife into my arms. She struggled for a moment before falling limp and hugging me back.

      “Don’t you think for a single moment that this is over,” she grumbled.

      “Yes, wife,” I said, before kissing her. The small groan of pleasure she let out told me she wasn’t quite as upset as she was a few minutes ago.

      Putting her back down, Chit turned to her sister wives and gave them a quick smile. “I’ll get the last of breakfast ready. Husband, make sure Darry isn’t having trouble and come back.”

      I didn’t need to be told twice. There seemed to be a hierarchy building. Eila was at the top, she was the ‘queen.’ She made the decisions and kept everything running. Ally helped with the heavy lifting, if something needed doing, it was Ally that made sure we did it right. Chit, however, was the little fireball that kept me in line. Being the ‘housewife’ of the group meant she had a certain sway on how the household conducted itself... And she made damn sure I knew it... So that meant I turned my ass around and went to check on Darry.

      Sure enough, there wasn’t anything to worry about. The front doors were open, people were inside, Darry and Cara were with customers. I loitered around until there was a break and moved up for a quick chat.

      “Morning, any problems?”

      “None,” Darry grinned. “Cara and I have everything under control. Someone came around this morning to ask about Ante though.”

      “I figured they would,” I said. “Anyway, I’ll leave you to it then.”

      Turning away, I waved my hand and headed back home to my ladies. I was starving after all. Pushing through the door, I could see my wives already seated around the table. With them was Ita, who was busy serving up everyone’s plates. I made my way over to the table and joined them. Chit’s anger about my antics was still festering around the room, so the conversation was a little strained. But that didn’t make me immune from noticing the byplay between Ita and my wives. Something was bothering the demoness, but I wasn’t sure what... Either way, someone, probably Eila, would clue me in later.

      When the meal was finished, I silently helped Chit with the dishes while Eila and Ally made their way out to our private bath. Without a word, Chit grabbed my arm and dragged me outside. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I glimpsed Ita on our way out. Ignoring the forlorn look on her face, I placed my attention squarely at my two already naked wives, who were being joined by a now naked Chit. Without waiting for someone to snap at me, I quickly removed my clothing and climbed into the bath. Settling down on the far end, Eila and Ally quickly plastered themselves to my sides. I was a little taken aback as Chit crawled onto my lap and buried her head into my chest. I was downright shocked when I watched her shoulders start to shake.

      I tried to wrap Chit in my arms and hold her, but the moment I made contact she stiffened, so I removed my hands. Checking either side of me, neither Eila nor Ally would make eye contact with me... Shit... I sat quietly, trying to work out what I should do, when Chit finally started moving again. It started with a deep breath. From there, she shuffled around, so she was kneeling on my thighs. Before straightening up and staring into my eyes... What I saw just about broke my heart... Her expression was one of pain... One of anger... One of betrayal...

      “I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

      Chit just shook her head and grimaced, “I don’t want to hear that,” she snarled. “I want to hear you promise not to do something so... so stupid... so gods fucking stupid... as to risk yourself like that again.” She took in a shuddering breath, before her voice cracked and her expression shifted. “I don’t want to be a widow!” She cried, tears rolling down her cheeks.

      Now I held her. I pulled her tightly against my chest and held her while she cried. The expressions on Eila and Ally’s faces told me they agreed with Chit. Thinking back on it... With the trolls, it had only gotten Ally in trouble. The wolves were held at the walls without issue. Maybe she was right... After all, Jurn was proud of the towns’s might on the edge of the wilderness. Maybe it was time to let the guards do their job. Only step in when I have too. When I’m actually needed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIFTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      It took a few minutes, but Chit finally calmed down. Once calm, she shuffled around in my lap and promptly took a nap. Much to the amusement of her sister wives. I thought we would get out when the water cooled, but Eila and Ally just refilled the bath with more hot water, allowing the bath to overflow, rather than empty it first. And just as the sound of running water finally faded, Chit stirred in my arms.

      “Thank you Eila,” she murmured.

      “No problem. We still have something to discuss.”

      Shit... What have I done now?...

      What I wasn’t really expecting was for Chit to slowly reach down and grab my flaccid member. With just a few tugs, I was at full attention. I watched as Chit slowly stood up, exposing her nether region to the air. Before I could react, Ally produced a small clay jar. Popping the seal, I could identify the smell of fresh olive oil. Chit’s moan quickly distracted me, as Ally dipped her fingers into the jar, before massaging between the orc’s legs. The soft, wet sound of Ally’s fingers sliding around inside Chit, made her legs wobble. But soon enough, Ally withdrew with a smile and after placing the jar on a ledge, she snuggled up beside me again. Squatting down, Chit maneuvered herself above me, and slowly impaled herself. Stopping half way down my length, Chit leaned forwards and pressed her lips into my own. She groaned into my mouth on contact and I held her tightly in my embrace.

      “My sister wives were right,” she mumbled. “The second time really is better.”

      With a bliss-like expression, Chit slowly lowered herself until she sat snugly on my lap again. I reached down with both hands and cupped the cheeks of her ass. I didn’t wait for her approval to set the pace, gently lifting her off me and pushing her back down. The olive oil really made sure there was lubrication under the water. Eila and Ally didn’t seem to need it, but Chit wasn’t quite built like they were. Besides, who am I to complain about the specifics of a gorgeous woman blissed out with my cock inside her?

      Soon enough though, Chit took charge again. Pushing my hands away, she sat up on the balls of her feet and started bouncing. In just a few moments, I could feel her muscles clenching as she drove herself to orgasm. But before I could take charge and seek my own, she pulled back and slipped herself off me. Before I complained, Eila took her place. There wasn’t any fanfare from Eila, she simply locked lips with me and slid down in a single movement. Gripping her tightly, she rocked back and forth, grinding herself down on my public bone. It was barely a minute before Eila cried out her own release. Frustratingly, like Chit, Eila quickly kissed me and stood up, leaving me grumpy and unsatisfied. Sure enough, Ally moved between her legs, but she turned her back to me. Reaching between her legs, Ally grabbed my painfully erect cock and pointed it straight up so she could slide herself down on it. When she was fully seated, I held her gently as she twisted and placed a chaste kiss on my cheek... And waited... Without moving...

      It took me a moment to realise what Ally was doing. But with a growl, I grabbed her around the waist and shoulders before savagely lifting her limp form and driving her back down on my cock... Which was exactly what she wanted. Ally cried out in pleasure while I used her as an elfin masturbatory aid... At least... That was until she screamed and climaxed. Her muscles clamped down, spurring me on to stroke even harder and faster. Desperate to climax myself, I almost had a heart attack when Chit and Eila suddenly ripped Ally from my arms. They left me sitting, shocked, confused and a little in pain at Ally’s sudden removal. Scowling at my three wives, I was about to grab Eila, when Chit twisted around and called one word.

      “Ita!”

      I completely froze... I did not know what was happening. But as if waiting on the call, the back door opened again, and Ita came stumbling out. She held her hands before her, twisting her fingers together nervously. I couldn’t help but stare as she came closer, still fidgeting.

      “I-I... I want to e-end our contract,” she stammered. “I want to renegotiate.” I just stared at her like the big dumb brute I am. “I want... need... I need to feel loved. If you can’t, I’ll leave. I just... I never felt love with Gentar. Now I see you love your wives... It... It hurts...”

      All three of my wives were staring expectantly at me. Even surprisingly, Chit. Their stares were only betrayed by Eila’s subtle nod.

      “Ok, Ita.”

      “Ok... Ok, you want me?” She asked with a squeak. Staring at me with those big purple eyes.

      “Four wives is just greedy,” Eila chuckled.

      “More time for sleep,” Ally said under her breath.

      The ladies laughed, and I sat back, trying to ignore how painfully hard I was. Made even worse, as Ita was adorably embarrassed about stripping off her clothes in front of everyone. Sucks to be her, because she was built to be stared at, and if she wanted to be a wife, there’d be a lot of staring. I continued to stare at her, as the full figured woman swung a leg over the edge and slid into the water. She kissed each of my wives before turning back to me. I sat perfectly still, as the nervous succubus climbed atop my lap. Grabbing my cock, she lifted herself up, before pausing with a small frown.

      “Which... Ah... Which hole?”

      “What?”

      “Gentar just used me... I... I don’t know what-“

      “No more talking about Gentar,” I cut her off. “This is our first time. So do whatever you prefer.”

      With a small smile, she sunk my cock into her silken folds. I couldn’t help but groan as I entered her. It was almost like her insides were in a constant flux and massaged me as I slid into position. Ita however, twitched and convulsed slightly as she bottomed out.

      “I... I like both... But this is better,” she said in a small voice.

      I just nodded, and the succubus started rocking her hips. She still looked so nervous, as she rode me. She kept glancing up at me like I was about to snap at her. So I did one better. Wrapping my arms gently around her, I pulled her hard against my chest. Rolling my own hips, I relaxed into the exquisite feeling of her insides shifting around me. Bending down, I kissed the top of her head. As I pulled away, she finally looked up at me... She looked so scared... Cupping her cheek with my palm, I bent lower and gently kissed her. That must have set something off, because Ita suddenly shuddered. Her shaking limbs were quickly joined by her nether region. It felt almost like receiving a hand job while having the tip sucked. But a thousand times better. The feeling was so intense, I immediately shot my seed inside her.

      That caused Ita to freeze. Her purple eyes lit up with that familiar blue light. Her whole body trembled, while her muscles went into overdrive. I couldn’t help but close my eyes and cry out, the feeling was almost agony, but I couldn’t stop cumming. Ita screamed for a moment, before biting hard into my shoulder. Finally, after an age, Ita released my shoulder. As she sat up, I opened my eyes, and gasped. When I first saw Ita in this town, she was a skinny little waif of a woman. With just my kiss, she grew back her figure. Now... Now she was something else entirely. The woman currently sitting in my lap, had wide, glowing purple eyes. A pair of small black horns protruding from her temples and curling back slightly. She had a thin, dexterous tail that was currently tweaking one of her nipples. But the thing that really caught my eye was the huge bat-like wings extended twelve feet in either direction.

      All too soon though, like a switch, Ita realised where she was. With a squeak, the wings snapped closed and folded back into her skin. The horns on her head retracted while the tail pulled away. Finally, her eyes returned to their normal level of brightness and colour.
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        * * *

      

      Today’s events were still running through my head this evening. We’d taken it easy, just spending time with one another. Ita’s original contract was made null and void, in return... I now officially have four wives. Currently, I have Eila and Ally under each arm. Chit was in her usual position, actually on top of me. Ita, however, was cuddled in behind Ally. I was a little concerned about whether she’d feel left out. But it seemed more like she was happy to have people around that cared and that was enough for her... Made me wanna go back and kill Gentar all over again... It was obvious that he’d bound her for a reason. It wasn’t that she was weak or powerless... Hell, from what she’d explained. Succubuses were as strong as you made them. But as a succubus, she was an outlier. Instead of being strong, confident and with a powerful presence. Ita was submissive, shy and quiet. It was no wonder Gentar tricked her into thinking he was powerful enough to command her...

      The following morning, I woke to the presence of all four of my wives. Starting with Eila, I kissed each one. Ita waited till last, a shy, but happy smile plastered across her face. But as she pressed her lips to my own, I felt a brief flash of power exchange between us.

      “Thank you... Husband,” she murmured, before climbing to her feet.

      I stood amongst the temptation of womanly flesh as we all dressed. I still wasn’t sure how I managed to find Eila and Ally... But Chit and Ita? And all four get along and are happy to share me? If not for the three goblin attacks, I’d be convinced this was heaven. But, another day, another coin as they say.

      Pulling on a pair of pants, I followed my four wives downstairs. Ita and Chit moved into the kitchen and started preparing breakfast. I made myself useful making cups of tea for everyone. Breakfast this morning was a light and happy event, compared to the last few meals we’d eaten. It even seemed like Chit and Ita got along quite well, now that Chit felt comfortable in her position. Speaking of…

      “Ita, you and I need to take a walk this morning,” I said to my newest wife.

      She looked up at me nervously for a moment, before nodding, “As you wish, husband.”

      I had a feeling she expected something was wrong, “Ita, there’s nothing to be worried about. You’re my wife, as my wife, you need a ring.”

      Ita glanced down at her hands, before glancing around the table at the other’s rings. Looking up at me with big purple eyes, she smiled, “Thank you.”

      Pushing away my plate, I stood and hastened towards her. She turned to face me and I immediately pulled her into my arms. “Ita, you wanted to be loved. This is the first step,” I said, bending and kissing her softly. Unlike earlier, there was no power exchange, just a slight tremble from her bottom lip. “Come on, my lovelies. Let’s get this cleaned up and open the bathhouse.”

      With smiles and nods from my four wives, we all set into motion. Ita kissed me quickly, before helping Chit with the dishes. Eila and Ally cleared the table, while I headed out the front door. The sky was overcast today. I didn’t know if that was considered a good or a bad omen, but I’d always enjoyed the rain. Water brought life as easily as it washed it away.

      The short walk to the bathhouse was over in moments. Surprisingly though, the front door was already unlocked. Pushing the door open, I could see the items usually on the front bench, strewn across the floor. Freezing, I managed to suppress a growl as I moved silently into the room. Taking the hallway towards the heating room, I had to make sure Darry was okay. This time, I silently pushed the door open, showing a room empty of people.

      SMASH “I’m sorry! AHHHHIIIEEE!” a high-pitched voice screamed out.

      The voice was coming from Darry’s room. Without another thought, I charged through the room and knocked the door off its hinges… Before me, was a sight that will be etched into my memory for some time. On the floor was a broken plate. The spot on the small table where it was originally placed, was a very naked and trembling Cara. Standing between her legs, was an equally naked Darry. From my position, I could see the shock on their faces, as easily as I could see the small ring on Cara’s left hand. Turning on the spot, I picked up the door and stepped out of the room. Wedging the door into the frame, I continued walking towards the exit. Heading outside, I made my way back to the house, where I met with Eila and Ally, carrying their bathing supplies.

      “Ah, Eila, do you have any gold on you?” I asked softly. Eila pulled a small bag from the folds of her dress and handed them to me. “Thank you, dear,” I said, before turning and heading back out.

      I found my way down to Marge’s Jeweller. Pushing the door open, she was already at the counter, wiping down various pieces. Seeing me, she smiled and placed what she had, back into its case.

      “Morning, Frelser, what can I do for you?”

      “I… I don’t know… I kinda just walked in on Darry and Cara…” I said awkwardly, stepping closer. “I need something to congratulate them on their marriage. I think Darry will be fine, but I don’t want to embarrass Cara. I also need someone to re-hang a door.”

      Marge just looked at me before frowning. “What does the door have to do with anything?”

      “I… Heard a scream and kinda… Broke it…” I mumbled, still embarrassed.

      What I wasn’t expecting was for Marge to burst out laughing. It took her a moment to collect herself and she even had to wipe her eyes. “Oh, my dear boy. It has been far too long since I’ve laughed like that,” she grinned at me. “I’ll send Brant over to fix the door later today. As for Cara, I’d suggest going to see Grah. He’ll be your best bet to smooth the waters.”

      “Thanks, Marge,” I said, feeling slightly better.

      Turning, I ignored her soft chuckles as I headed for Grah’s shop. Soon enough I was inside, staring at the older Orc, while he gave me a strange look.

      “What, is Chit pregnant or something?” He grumbled. My eyes went wide with shock for a moment, before I heard him chuckle. “Come on then, what do you need?”

      I sighed and rubbed my forehead, before passing him the few gold coins I had. “I need a wedding gift for Darry and Cara. There was an incident. I embarrassed them this morning and I need to make amends.”

      Grah just looked at me a moment, before nodding his head. “Sure, I can help with that. Do you have any ideas of what you want?” I shook my head. “I’ll have something sent up later today then. I’ve got a few things I can rustle together,” he said with a grin.

      “Thank’s Grah,” I blurted.

      “No problem. Give Chit a kiss for me,” he smiled.

      I just nodded and gave him a quick wave as I headed out the door. With that settled, I figured it was best to just hide at home for the day. Hopefully, those gifts would come quickly and I could face Darry and Cara again. I really felt bad for ruining their moment.

      A few hours later, Eila and Ally were both out on errands. Ita had taken to her role and was busy next door giving the baths a scrub before the evening rush. Chit was in the kitchen preparing lunch and I was just putting the last touches on my first bookshelf. It wasn’t the prettiest thing in the world, but it gave me an excuse to purchase books.

      KNOCK KNOCK

      With a small frown, I headed for the door, waving off Chit as she came out of the kitchen. Chances are it was for me, regardless of who it was. To my absolute delight, it was Grah.

      “Here, you said it was a wedding gift. I’ve got some clothing for babies and a small child. A new blanket so they’re warm through the winter and a new dress for Cara. I had her measurements from her last purchase, but this one is far nicer.”

      I almost hugged the Orc, but first I had to take care of the problem. Grabbing the package with a quick, “Thanks,” I darted next door to the bathhouse. Our opening hours were common knowledge nowadays, so the front door was still open, but nobody was inside. As I entered Cara was sitting on the counter, with Darry holding her hand. When they both saw me, Darry blushed and Cara turned away, refusing to look at me.

      “Darry… Cara, I’m terribly sorry about this morning. When I heard… I thought you were being attacked, I didn’t think, and I charged right in. I will do better in the future. In the meantime, please accept these as your wedding present.” I set the bundle on the counter beside Cara and stepped back.

      Cara took a moment to glance at the package, before she lifted the topmost item. A small onesie. With a trembling lip, she lifted out item after item. Admiring each piece as it came, she positively beamed at the thick winter blanket. But when she lifted it out it exposed the dress that Grah had made for her, she stopped. Hopping down from the counter, she held it up against herself. It was gorgeous. A lovely green and silver dress made of something that could have been silk. She twirled around to face me. Before I could respond, she darted towards me and after giving my arm a yank, she placed a soft kiss on my cheek.

      “Apology accepted, Frelser,” she said with a smile.

      Beaming, she turned, grabbed Darry by the hand and dragged him off. I barely saw his confused smile, before they disappeared from sight. Heading in the opposite direction, I found Ita climbing out of the women’s bath with a mop.

      “You done?” I asked.

      Ita’s eyes snapped up, seeing me for the first time. She beamed and quickly walked up for a kiss. “Yes husband, I just finished. It’s nice to do actual work for once. I feel useful.”

      “Good,” I smiled back, giving her a kiss. “If you feel something’s wrong, let Eila know. She will sort out any problems you have. In the meantime, I promised you a walk.”

      Beaming, Ita turned and grabbed the bucket she’d left behind. Before I could say anything, she darted past me, obviously returning her cleaning supplies. By the time I got back to the reception, she was waiting for me with a big grin. Taking my demoness by the hand, we made our way back to Marge.

      “Husband?” she asked softly.

      “Yes, wife?” I grinned back.

      She paused, suddenly nervous, before continuing, “I want you to cleanse me, when we get home.”

      That made me pause, “What do you mean, cleanse?”

      “I mean, and I’m sorry for bringing him up, but Gentar did things… Things I want to experience with someone who actually cares about me…”

      Picking her up mid-stride I pulled her to my chest and kissed her. She made a small growling noise, but didn’t pull away.

      “Husband… Not… Not in public please… I’ll do it… But please…”

      I just shook my head and lightly kissed her again. “I would never do such a thing. You’re mine now, and I don’t share… Well, except for your sister wives of course.”

      This time she kissed me, “Okay, so…”

      “Whatever you want,” I kissed her and placed her back on the ground again.

      We walked in silence, but I swear I could hear the slickness between her thighs as she walked. This time as we arrived at the Jeweller, she was inside with Brant.

      “-er it your penance, now go,” she said firmly.

      Brant just sighed, before turning on the spot and freezing as he saw me.

      “If you’re heading to fix the door, please knock. I would hate for you to disturb Darry and Cara if they’re indecent.” I said firmly, but without malice. If he was going to be civil, I’d return the favour.

      “Sure thing, I’ll… Ah… I’ll get my tools and be right on it.”

      As Brant left, Marge turned her gaze towards me, before switching to Ita. “I see you have a new master,” Marge said softly.

      Ita froze, a look of terror spread across her features. “I… I’m not sure what you’re referring to,” she said lamely.

      Marge just nodded her head, before continuing, “May I ask the nature of your contract?”

      “She’s a wife,” I said, a little concerned about what Marge may actually know.

      Marge just cocked an eyebrow at me before sighing, “Cut it out, Frelser. Bring her over, From what I can see, I’ve probably got a ring you can take now. As for how I know, I’ve always known there was a demon here, I just didn’t know it was such a lovely… I’m assuming succubus?” Ita nodded as she stepped forward and showed Marge her hand. “Lovely, it’ll take me a few moments to set a new stone, but I have a ring that will fit you perfectly, my dear.” Marge scampered around collecting a few tools, a purple gem to match Ita’s eyes and a silver ring. “Now, I have in my possession a ring that protects against demonic interference,” she gestured to a large ring she wore. “It alerts me when demons are nearby, so I’ve known there was one in this town for a long time. And considering that slimy git, Gentar isn’t coming around trying to sell me his worthless powered gems, I’m assuming he was your previous master?” Ita nodded. “Lovely, just lovely. I knew he was no good. Brother to Henry the Just indeed…” This time it was me who flinched.

      Marge just stopped and put her tools down, before looking up at me. “Well, I’ll be damned…”

      “Marge,” I started, but she just waved me off.

      “Don’t worry yourself. Just don’t bring up that Ita’s previous master was Gentar. I only put the connection together because you flinched when I spoke about Henry. I’m old, but that just means I’ve had a lot of practice getting information out of people. If I can protect Eila’s secrets, I can protect yours. Just let Cara know I’ll be needing another pine scented soap next week. It really was lovely.”

      With the conclusion of her speech, she held up the new ring. Just like the three others, it was beautiful. Handing it to me, I immediately slid it onto Ita’s hand. Her beaming smile was all I saw before her lips crashed against mine.

      “Now, now, none of that here,” Marge chuckled.

      Ita must have taken her words literally, because the small demon started dragging me out. Much to the amusement of Marge. We practically ran home, pulling inside, just as the heavens opened into a downpour. I barely got a glimpse of Chit before Ita was dragging me upstairs. There, I was shoved towards the bed. Turning around, I watched as the last item of Ita’s clothing hit the floor.

      “Husband… I need you to take me,” she growled as her eyes lit up.

      Not needing any more encouragement, I grabbed her and threw her onto the bed. Placing my hand in the centre of her chest, between those two wonderful breasts, I made sure she couldn’t escape. Leaning over her, I slid my tongue deep inside her in a single motion. Her sharp groan was all I got before I swirled it around inside her. Moving up, I kept my tongue writhing inside her, but I latched over her clitoris and sucked firmly against it. In barely a moment, she shook violently and kicked her legs as she had an explosive orgasm.

      Removing my mouth, I slid my tongue from inside her. Dragging it up over her clitoris as I moved to mount her. The moment I was face to face with my beautiful demon, she opened her eyes… “Do it, husband… Take me and make me yours.”

      It took a moment to line myself up, but the moment the head of my cock parted her lower lips, I pushed myself inside. Ita arched her back and squealed in pleasure as I rocked my hips, driving myself in and out in long fluid motions. But I still refused to lift my hand and allow her to move properly. Bending at the waist, I could crouch down far enough to reach her breasts. They were practically works of art. Even laying on her back, they stood out and proud, even defying natural movement due to gravity. Which put them in the perfect place for me to take them one at a time in my mouth. Wrapping my lips around her gorgeous breast, I sucked most of it into my mouth. I ran the base of my tongue around her nipple, causing her tunnel to clench involuntarily over me as I continued to thrust into her. Swapping sides, Ita screamed into her second orgasm for the evening.

      I took a moment to let her rest, and double check a couple things. “So, what exactly else do I need to cleanse?”

      Ita blushed, before answering with a small voice, “I still have two more holes to cleanse…”

      I paused just long enough to make sure I’d heard her correctly, before sitting up. Ita gasped as I pulled her upright and off my swollen cock. She gasped a second time as I flipped her upside down in my arms. Diving head first between her legs, I plunged my tongue deep inside her. At the same time, I crouched down on my knees and felt her lips wrap around the head of my cock. Pulling my tongue free, I circled it around her clitoris twice, before plunging it back inside her. This made her groan in delight, before I felt her pulling my hips to get more of my dick in her mouth. Lowering her, only seemed to spur her on and she pulled even harder. Not wanting to harm her, I simply started bobbing her up and down, enjoying the feeling of my cock entering the top of her throat. That was until she started pushing on my thigh so I let her up immediately.

      “I need you to take me!” She growled. “Push me all the way down! I can hold my breath longer than humans can.”

      I didn’t respond, but I felt her grab my cock and wrap her lips around it again. With a small doubt, I started lowering her onto it. At first I was a little unsure, but she kept pulling downwards. It was only as I felt her throat muscles as she swallowed, that I realised I was nearly balls deep in her throat. Lifting up, to make sure she was still okay, I felt her hands wrap around my balls and start pulling back down. So… What is a man to do?

      Shifting back so my cock wasn’t as bunched up, I pushed her down in one movement. It barely took a second before her nose touched the base of my balls. I groaned at the sensation as she swallowed constantly and wriggled her neck around. I wanted to make sure she was okay, but the moment I went to lift, I felt the pressure of her teeth along my shaft. Thinking better of it, I pushed her back down. The moment I did that, she relaxed her jaw again. Lifting, she tensed, but I pushed her back down again. After doing this a few times, my mouth was flooded with a sudden surge of fluid and she relaxed completely in my grip. Lifting her until the head of my cock was resting just behind her lips, I reversed and pushed her down in a single motion. This made a small squirt of fluid wash over my tongue.

      Just like Eila and Ally before her, I used her as a living masturbator and began lifting and lowering her violently over my cock. The only difference was that my cock was aimed down her throat. Spinning on the spot, I leaned back onto the bed, keeping her impaled. Now with greater leverage from my hips, I could thrust away at my leisure. It also put me in the perfect angle to force as much of my tongue inside her as physically possible. It was only as the tip of my tongue began circling her cervix, she finally made a noise. If not for the grip she had on my balls, I’d have pulled her off. But I was quickly informed of her orgasm as her muscles clenched on my tongue.

      “Oh gods,” Eila gasped.

      I turned my head enough to see the open doorway. Eila was standing there, with Ally crouched between her legs. Beside them both, was Chit, who was holding Eila’s hand between her legs. At that moment, I felt Ita release my balls, so I took that as my queue to remove my length from her throat. With a wet pop, she groaned out loud as I finally extracted my tongue.

      “Next time, you have to finish down my throat,” she grumbled.

      “We can do it now if you like?” I asked, still amazed by what we had just done.

      “No… We need to finish this, please?” she pouted cutely.

      Flipping her round, so we were face to face, I kissed her hard. Lifting her, I made sure I had her ass cheeks in my hands. Pulling them apart as I lowered her, I rested the head of my cock on the opening of her ass.

      “More, pleasepleasepleasepleaseyeeEEES!” she cried as I lowered her slowly onto my cock.

      From there, she was just one rolling orgasm from the next. Her muscles clenched involuntarily as I slowly lowered her further and further onto my cock. It took, maybe a minute, before she was fully seated. By this time, her eyes were rolled back into her head and she wasn’t making coherent noises any more. A moment later, we were joined by the rest of my wives. All were naked, and all decided to turn Ita’s torment up to eleven. Chit squatted behind Ita and leaned her back against her chest. Reaching around, she began fondling Ita’s nipples, making her groan. Ally took Ita’s new position as permission to lean down and latch onto her clitoris with her mouth. Ita didn’t make any further noise, but she opened her mouth went cross-eyed. Eila bent over me and gave me a kiss and a wink, before beginning to kiss up and down Ita’s neck. She nibbled on her collarbone and the bottom and ran her tongue into Ita’s mouth at the top.

      It looked like it was hours, but it honestly was more likely a bare minute, before a massive weight took hold of my cock inside her. Ita trembled as she came and the force of her internal massage had me explode inside her. As usual, her entire body went tense and her eyes lit up bright blue, but I only saw it for the briefest moment before I collapsed on the bed and fell asleep.
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      CLANG

      I snapped awake at the familiar sound. Only, there was only one ring of the bell followed by the silence of the night. Looking around me, Ita was wrapped over my shoulder, Ally was cuddled behind her. Eila was on my opposite shoulder, and Chit, like a dragon on her roost, was laid directly atop me. But I just couldn’t help shake this horrible feeling, like everything was about to go wrong.

      “My loves, wake up,” I growled. At once, they all groaned and began muttering about lateness. “Something’s wrong, the bell rang and stopped. I need you all to get up, now.”

      That did it. In a flash, Chit was darting downstairs in her underwear, Ita helped me up before giving Ally and Eila a hand with their armour. I darted downstairs to find Chit ready with my breastplate. The only sound we could clearly make out was the pounding of the rain. It was a wonder I heard the bell at all, and I couldn’t be sure I was just hearing things. But if I wasn’t, my family was at stake… With the last strap pulled tight, Chit stood back. I thought about it a moment, before pulling my mace off the rack and handing it to her. The look of confusion nearly broke my heart.

      “If they stopped the bell being rung, they’re already in the walls. I’m going to get Cara and Darry, please wait here,” I told Chit, before kissing her softly. “I love you.”

      Turning, I opened the front door. The sound of the rain filled the room, so I don’t know if Chit responded. I took the barest moment to check my surroundings, but didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. Walking quickly to the bathhouse, the first thing I spotted was the broken lock and the partially open door. My heart sank in an instant. Of course they’d look here, it was a warehouse to the uninformed. Pushing the door open, I thanked the gods we’d greased the hinges.

      Sure enough, there was a single set of wet footprints. They also lead off toward the caretakers room. I wasn’t very stealthy myself as I followed, but I was counting on the sound of the rain to muffle me. The footsteps disappeared into the water heating room. Pushing the door open, I spotted my prey. It looked like a goblin, but I wasn’t quite sure. This one was wearing a collection of dark shredded fabrics. It was obvious this one was here to skulk around in the dark. And as he reached for the doorknob to Darry’s room, I charged into a sprint.

      It was a little annoying to be honest. I just had the door replaced…

      For the second time today, I charged through the door, shattering it off its hinges. With an almighty bang and a shower of splinters, the room filled with the sound of screams. Darry threw himself over a clearly terrified Cara. A small candle barely lit the room as I stood.

      “Frelser, what’s the meaning of this?” Darry snarled at me.

      It made me grin, this young man, not more than a few months ago, had the entire town walk all over him. Now here he was, demanding answers out of a monster like me… Lifting the crushed corpse of the goblin so he could see, I smiled. “Sorry you two. Please get dressed and come to the house, the town’s under attack and they’re already in the walls.”

      Turning, I made my way out of the room and waited. A moment later, I heard footsteps come out and join me.

      “Frelser,” Cara started.

      I just turned and held up a hand. “Don’t worry about it. Twice in the same day I’ve broken down your door, you’ve every right to have been mad. But I need you to come with me now.”

      With that I started walking. I’d barely made it back to reception, when I spotted a second dark figure creeping into the bathhouse. This time it spotted me before impact. It got out a small squeak before I threw my bulk on top of it, pinning the creature to the ground. Grabbing it by the neck, I stood and lifted the goblin off the ground. Up close, it was very obviously a goblin, and with a snarl I slammed it into the wall, dazing it from impact.

      “How many of you are in the town?” I growled. The goblin just stared back defiantly. With a low growl, I reached up and took hold of its knee. Squeezing my hand I crushed the joint, without considerable trouble. The goblin squealed with pain, but I released its knee and clamped a hand over its mouth. Once the creature stopped struggling, I tried again. “How many?”

      “One team,” it squeaked.

      I nodded, teams were usually two dozen or so. “What are you all doing here?”

      “I-I’m checking for supplies. Army needs food.”

      “And the others?” I demanded.

      The goblin just trembled, so I reached up and gripped his second knee. “Stop! We split into two. One group looks for resources. One group kills guards and opens gaiiiiiii!”

      I dropped the goblin on the floor. Its neck letting his head hang at an unnatural angle. I turned and nodded at Darry and he brought Cara out, holding her hand. Checking outside, I couldn’t see anything moving, so I waved for Darry and Cara to follow. It only took a moment to get them back to the house, but I was immediately confronted by Eila’s sword.

      “Frelser!” She cried, dropping the blade.

      I pulled her into a hug. Behind her was Chit and Ally. “Alright, they’re in the walls, I’ve killed two. They’re after resources. I want Eila and Chit to guard the bathhouse. Ita, I need you to fly over to the bell and start ringing it as long as you can. The moment you come under attack, I need you to help Ally round up civilians and get them to the bathhouse.”

      “Frelser,” Chit interrupted.

      “Chit… They’re already in the walls, if the gate is open, we’re all dead,” I said firmly. There wasn’t time to argue, and I didn’t know how to get them all out safely at this point.

      “I love you,” I said to all of them, before turning and leading them out into the rain. I hung around just long enough to watch Ally run off into the night, Ita jumped into the sky and the four I left behind darted into the bathhouse.

      Turning, I made my way to the gate at a jog. I thought about sprinting, but if there were any ambushes, I had no chance of seeing them in time. As I rounded the corner on the main market street, I paused at Marge’s door. With a sigh, I dropped my shoulder into the wood. Immediately I heard the clang of a small bell inside. Marge must have an alarm system set up in here.

      “What the bloody hell are you doing?” Marge snarled, coming out from a doorway holding a cleaver.

      “Goblins in the town, get to the bathhouse,” I said.

      CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG

      Marge’s face went white the moment she heard the bell. Turning she sprinted back the way she came. I darted back into the street as a few lights came on in the windows. By the time I made it to Grah’s shop, he’d opened the door.

      “Bathhouse, now, that’s where I’m sending everyone. Goblins in the walls!” I shouted at him, but didn’t stop.

      A moment later, a goblin war-cry cut through the air and I knew the army was coming. That meant the gate was open. With a war-cry of my own, I sprinted for the gate. Coming around the corner to the last stretch, I could just make out tiny figures coming through the open gate. I snarled and drew my sword as I ran. The first goblin that darted out in front of me, never felt the impact. I barely slowed as its small body was crushed underfoot. The second saw me for an instant before my shield slammed into its chest. The third lost its head with a swing of my sword. That was the last surprise I gave. A screech went out, causing all the nearest goblins to turn towards me. Their snarling faces in the pale light did them no favours. But the sheer mass of incoming goblins finally brought me to a standstill. The bell finally stopped ringing as I hacked and cleaved through a multitude of goblins. The sound of the screeching drowned out the very rain.

      Through a combination of the darkness and the reach of my sword, I was able to hack free of the cluster and move forward to the gate. Thankfully, there was only one side open. It seems the other side, the gate I helped close, was stuck that way. With a final swing of my blade, two more goblins fell, and I touched the gate. Bellowing my war-cry I made wide sweeps of my blade, scattering the nearby goblins. A few went down, letting loose screams of pain. A few darted free. But many, many more snuck through the gate. With my shield arm, I pressed against the gate and started forcing it closed. I had to pause almost immediately, the moment my attention was on the gate, the nearby goblins surged towards me. After blocking a spear thrust at my face, I tore free into the centre of the road. Hacking and slashing goblins in a mad frenzy. The moment they turned to flee, I spun back to the gate.

      Putting my shoulder into it, I started pushing. It was difficult, but I placed my back to the gate and walked it further closed. With the gate on my back, I had my shield to my front. It wasn’t the easiest position to attack from, but the goblins were unable to stop the gate from closing. With a snarl, a thrown spear scraped my cheek as it slammed into the gate beside my head. I thought about pulling it free and using it to keep back the goblins. But I realised almost immediately, it was the same length as my sword. Continuing to push against the goblin horde trying to get in, I took numerous minor injuries. Cuts, grazes and bruises from all manner of weapons that slipped past my guard. I ignored them all, knowing I had to get the gate closed at any cost. The four women I loved, wouldn’t make it through the night with an army inside…

      It was as I had that thought, that something behind me exploded. The impact threw me back into the town, flattening dozens of goblins as I rolled to a stop. Without a helmet, I’d hit my head and felt a little stunned. It was something I’d heal from, but it would take me a moment… And as the goblins bore down on me… I didn’t have a moment…

      Struggling to sit up, I caught a spear in my chest. It skimmed off my armour, but my arm slipped in the mud and I fell flat on my back. Swinging my sword wildly around me, I caught a couple goblins who got too close. A moment later, one threw itself on my arm. Before I could throw it off, another joined it. With one arm strapped to my shield, and the other pinned to the ground, I was effectively immobilized. As I struggled to free my shield arm, another goblin leaped atop my chest. And in a flash of déjà vu, I watched it pull a small blade.

      “FRELSER!” Someone screamed.

      A moment later, a silver war hammer slammed into the goblin, sending it cartwheeling into the distance. At the same time, something promptly ripped the goblins pinning my arm off. The moment I was free, a green-skinned figure, wearing chain mail stepped around wielding a massive dual handed cleaver. Bellowing, a war-cry, Grah swept the massive weapon around in great arcs, driving back the goblin horde.

      “GET UP YOU IDIOT!” That voice screamed.

      With a grunt, I surged to my feet. Now I could see what was happening, the impact that sent me flying, was a war troll. Between it and me, a deep cluster of goblins and Grah, who… I’m pretty sure he was laughing as he swung his massive weapon in arcs. Turning to my rescuer, I was surprised to see Marge. She was wearing full plate armour including an open face helmet. In her arms was a massive war hammer… Well… Massive for her, though it was larger than my mace. Beyond her, was the town militia. I could see Captain Baz moving to surround us, creating a shield wall, to hold back the goblins that snuck past Grah.

      Turning back to Marge, I looked her in the eye, “Tell my wives I love them.”

      Without waiting for a response I turned and ran away from the gate. There were too many goblins in the way and the troll needed to be taken care of before I could get the gate closed. But if my plan worked, that would also leave me surrounded and without backup. Sprinting to the wall, I jumped and grabbed hold at the top. I slipped for a moment in the wet, but dug my fingers in and get a good grip. With a surge of strength, I pulled myself up. Turning, I sprinted back towards the gate. I had little time to think about what I was about to do. I’m sure Chit would have some choice words for me if I made it out alive. But I’d give anything to give her the chance to do so.

      As I got closer to the gate, I slipped my sword back into its sheath. Undoing the straps for my shield, I transferred it to my sword arm, holding it by the rim. As I came into view of the troll, I pulled back the shield, and hurled it with all my might at the troll. In the same movement, I swung down and gripped the hilt of my sword, pulling it free as I straightened up. The moment my shield crashed into the side of the troll’s face, I leaped. It was only a brief moment, but time seemed to slow as I sailed through the air. Flipping my sword around, I screamed out my rage. The troll, staggered from the impact of my shield, didn’t respond until I landed. As my weight slammed down on its shoulder, the tip of my sword plunged into its neck. The combination of it being off balance, followed by my impact caused the troll to stumble and it collapsed sideways atop the goblins. I hit the ground with a jarring thump and tried my best to roll away from the troll. Struggling to my feet, I spotted a spear on the ground beside a crushed goblin.

      Picking up my new weapon, I turned back to the troll, which was getting to its feet as well. Charging back towards it, I drove the spear into its side, hoping to cause internal damage. Unfortunately, their skin was tougher than the spear. While it punctured, it didn’t go very deep, and the troll swept its arm around. Before I could jump out of the way, its thick fingers found my waist and exerted more pressure than I’d ever felt before. Before I could pull the spear free, it hoisted me off the ground. As the troll stood to its full height, it brought me close to its face so it could examine me. I stared into its beady little eyes as it slowly thought over its decision. Seeming to come to one, it opened its mouth and tipped its head back. It lowered me, leg first into its mouth as I struggled to pull free.

      “NO!” A voice screamed from above.

      I craned my neck to look, only to see Ita circling above. She screamed in rage as black flames surged from her outstretched hand. They washed over me like a warm breeze and I couldn’t help the smile of amusement, knowing they did as much to me as they did the troll. The surrounding goblins on the other hand, screeched as they burned in hellfire. An overwhelming pressure clamped over my leg, before I felt my flesh begin to separate. The teeth of the troll weren’t overly sharp, but the pressure of its bite tore straight through my armour. Roaring in pain, I thrashed around and made some wiggle room. With my arms free, I slammed my hands into the troll’s face, smashing its nose with the first hit, and crushing its eye with the second. It chose that moment to try to twist my leg off by wrenching my body sideways. I howled in pain as the flesh from my leg was peeled back in the troll’s mouth, but something caught my eye.

      Right there before me, was the hilt of my sword, still stuck in the troll’s neck. In a last ditch effort, I gripped the hilt and pulled it free. The sudden sensation caused the troll to pull me in the opposite direction, grating its teeth along my femur. But with the sword free and in my hand, I wasn’t quite so helpless. As the troll readjusted to bite down again, I plunged the sword into its mouth. Stabbing it into the back of its throat, the troll shuddered and went limp. We crashed together with a loud thump into the mud.

      Around me were dying goblins. Those that weren’t burned corpses, were either crushed by the troll, or being hacked to pieces by Grah, or the militia. Marge stomped into view before wedging the handle of her hammer in the troll’s mouth. With a grunt on her behalf, the pressure on my leg reduced enough for me to start crawling out. Although I was bleeding heavily, I could already see where my wound was healing. It just wasn’t healing fast enough for me to get up and close the gate.

      But I spotted out of the corner of my eye something swirling in the early morning light. The blue light surged out of the troll and surrounded me. Unlike before, I didn’t pass out from the sudden surge of energy. It filled and invigorated me like nothing else. The wound on my leg forced out the shards of my armour, still stuck inside. In a matter of moments, it was whole and strong. Surging to my feet I leaped over the corpse of the troll, landing on and crushing a goblin in the process. Dropping my shoulder I charged through the diminutive warriors, sending their bodies flying out of my way. Without my shield, I picked up a collection of new injuries, but as the blue light still swirled around me, they healed even as I collected them.

      Slamming into the open portion of the gate, I could see the massive dent from where the troll bashed it open. But the gate itself was still intact. With a surge of power, I forced it closed, pushing goblins back out of the town. Their screeches of rage drowned out by my own roars of defiance. Slipping in the mud, it was still a considerable effort to get it closed, but I finally managed, complete with crushing a goblin’s arm in the process. I remained at the gate for several more minutes as the militia cleaned up the nearby goblins. It turns out there was still a dozen or so behind me, hacking away at my armour to prevent me from closing the gate. And of the wounds I picked up were healed just as quickly as they collected. But as the militia caught up, they started carrying in logs to wedge against the gate to prevent it opening again. Once I was satisfied it would not open, I finally let go. Stepping back, I took note that the blue light was now gone, so I went looking for my equipment.

      The sword was easy, or at least, sorta easy. I knew where it was, but it was still an effort to reach it and pull it out of the troll’s mouth. The shield on the other hand, was buried somewhere under all these goblins. I passed Marge, who gave me a stern nod as I went. But now the gate was closed, I needed to check on my wives. Setting off at a sprint, I made my way back to the bathhouse. I passed a few goblin corpses and even a couple of human ones. I shook my head at the thought and continued. As I got close to the bathhouse, the door was open and light was spinning out into the street. I could hear someone screaming and crying from inside. As I got closer, I could tell it was several people. What I wasn’t expecting, as I stepped into the room, was for it to be my wives.

      Ita was leaning into Chit’s chest, crying hysterically. Ally and Eila were holding one another, both in tears. Ita was mumbling apologies over and over again while Chit just grit her eyes shut and shook violently.

      “I’m sorry!” Ita sobbed out loud, “I-I-I couldn’t do anything.”

      “Couldn’t do what?” I said, stepping in to wrap my wives into a group hug.

      At the sound of my voice, all four faces snapped up. They stared at me for the longest moment, before the four hysterical women promptly tackled me. From their various exclamations, I picked together enough that Ita thought the troll had eaten me. She’d come back to tell the others and had arrived just before I had. They were so relieved I was alive, they’d dog piled me on the reception floor.

      “Ladies! Please, it’s not over yet,” I croaked out around their frantic kisses.

      “You’re going back out?” Chit snarled, getting in my face.

      “Chit… I have too. The gate’s closed, I’m not going outside the walls, I promise. I need you and your sisters to stay here… Wait,” I said looking around at the various people surrounding us. “How many have you got here?”

      “Everywhere’s full, husband. There’s even people sitting in the heating tub for more space,” Ally said with a tearful kiss.

      “Alright, alright. You did good, but I need to go,” I sighed.

      With various minor complaints and a few more kisses, my wives finally released me. With a forlorn wave, I made my way back into the blinding rain and headed for the wall. This time I jogged, trying to monitor my surroundings. It allowed me to kill a goblin harassing a man and his wife, who I promptly directed towards the bathhouse. A few minutes later, I climbed atop the wall. Standing beside Grah, Marge and Captain Baz, I wasn’t expecting the first words to come out, were.

      “Jurn and his wife are dead.”

      I turned to face Baz with a frown, “What now then?”

      He shrugged and waved his arm, prompting archers to let loose with their arrows, carving into the goblin horde. It seemed from my position on the wall, this was the combined forces of what remained of the last few attacks. They’d obviously thought we were the greatest threat.

      “What’s stopping them climbing the walls again?” Marge asked, with Grah grunting his agreement.

      “The walls are too smooth. No good handholds. They used ropes and metal hooks to get in the first time. I don’t think they had many of them, and we didn’t give them back after we got the gate closed,” Baz grumbled, as arrows rained continuously down on the goblins.

      A distant horn rang out a few minutes later, and the goblins retreated en masse. But I wasn’t about to take any more chances, so I stood on the wall beside the others and watched them flee as the sun broke over the horizon…

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I fucking hated this idea. Whoever came up with it was a fucking idiot. Stupid fucking town…

      “Alright, alright, settle down!” I snarled at the crowd. “Today, we have a mate melding match. The rules are simple, first to blood, but killing must be avoided!”

      Marge and Grah nodded their agreement, before leveling their weapons at one another. Each stood ready, unwilling to be the first to move. Grah burst into action swinging his blade and forced Marge to retreat to safety. With a snarl, she stepped into his guard and drove her hammer into Grah’s chest, driving him back a step. He grinned at her before closing again. They exchanged blows rapidly, Grah swinging his arms wildly, while Marge held her hammer like a staff deflecting the blows with ease. In a moment of sheer brilliance, she dived forward between the large orc’s legs. As he turned to follow her, she swept his legs out from under him with the handle of her hammer. As the orc crashed to the ground, she threw herself over him and laid into his face with a series of heavy punches, before I spotted the spurt of blood as his lip was split.

      “Hold!” I cried.

      The crowd of people clapped from the display of strength and skill. It was common knowledge that Marge could hold her own, it wasn’t common knowledge that she was a master. Though nobody was surprised when Grah showed up with battle skill, that fateful night.

      I smiled as Marge helped Grah to his feet with a twisted grin. But he didn’t look upset from his loss… Why would he?

      “It has been decided,” I said clearly. “Let their union be recognised!”

      With a loud cheer, Marge shoulder checked the large orc, causing him to fall over. She reached down and grabbed him by the ankle, before dragging him off towards her shop. Nobody was sure what to make of this, except myself, Chit and obviously the new and happy couple. Grah’s booming laughter followed throughout the town, before everyone finally started to disperse.

      “So what now, Mr. Mayor?” Chit growled in my ear.

      I groaned, “Not you too. Do I need to drag you through town and have my wicked way with you?”

      Chit paused for a moment, before smiling, “I’d prefer if you carried me. This dress is expensive.”

      I just grinned… Maybe being mayor had its perks...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY THE AUTHOR
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      Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer.

      

      Capitol City, a fortress city among many. Home to millions. The inhabitants live under the thumb of The Agency. An organisation dedicated to protecting the peoples of this world, from the dangers of superpowered villains, and the mutated creatures of the wilds.

      

      But the Agency is flawed. Children are tested, and those with power are taken away for training. Those with power that refuse, are deemed the enemy.

      

      Amongst it all, is one Professor John Hill. Teaching a class questioning the societal ethics of such a law, he hides a dangerous secret.

      

      And when his latest toy, commits an unimaginable crime, he is forced to reveal himself.

      

      When the dust settles, the heroes have fled for their lives and Darksite is left behind to pick up the pieces of a city falling into ruin.

      

      And maybe get some help along the way.

      

      Contains: MF, MFF, violence, gore, mutated animals, rogue supers, misunderstood villains, an ethical succubus and a living fart.

      
        
        https://books2read.com/u/38V9QO
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        Growing up in a broken home, Tate Lockman held a knife before he could swing a fist.

      

      

      

      
        
        When good fortune lands him on the doorstep of his childhood friend's home, holding a knife, he fears

      

      

      

      
        
        he's about to lose the only thing he's ever loved. Instead, he's given the opportunity to escape the tormented existence he was born into.

      

      

      

      
        
        Years and a lifetime later, Tate finds himself reenacting a battle with sword and shield. The winner, takes home the mythical Sword In The Stone!

      

      

      

      
        
        And when his fingers brush, the rusted blade trapped in rock. He hears a voice, calling for him to take up the mantle, of The Warrior.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thrust into a brutal world, Tate and his Elven, shape-shifting companion quickly learn that all is not well. The humans and the elves are at war. Corruption has spread through the world, and nowhere is safe to hide. Forced, unwilling into conflict, Tate butts heads with the lord of this land. A man armed with his own special blade. And the fate of the world holds its breath.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains: Graphic violence, beatings, soul-bound weapons, explicit adult situations, MF, mentions of FF, and the beginnings of a harem.

      

        

      
        https://books2read.com/u/bP7Mlr
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        People are complicated.

      

      

      

      
        
        The dead are not.

      

      

      

      
        
        I guess that's how I ended up working as a mortician.

        When a corpse sits up and starts a conversation with me, I'm utterly convinced I'm hallucinating. Right up until the corpse invites me for a drink and walks out the front door.

        Sucked into an endless black, void, later, and I'm in a strange world, with strange creatures with a strange appetite. And that corpse?

        Well even the gods get bored sometimes... And I couldn't be happier.

        Contains violence, gore, cannibalism, the desecration of multiple corpses, disrespect for vampire ashes, MF, MFF and a flair of romance between an undead man, and his undead lovers.

        Mind the front door!

      

        

      
        https://books2read.com/u/mvXVE6
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      Ever have one of those days, where you fall asleep, and wake up not knowing who or what you are?

      How about literally?

      Waking up in a random glade, deep in a forest, our confused and slightly grumpy MC has to figure out what the wet cold stuff falling on him is.

      With some trial and error, he manages to get mobile, before stumbling into a major pitfall. Nothing here is edible. But when a beautiful Bee-woman stumbles across him and decides to nurse him back to health with her honey. Things start looking up.

      Right before they get much... much worse.

      

      Contains MF, MFF, flesh eating dryads, mind-controlled liquid claws, rage-fueled demonic monsters and a constantly frustrated MC who can't remember the context of his own thoughts.

      
        
        https://books2read.com/u/4jqoq5

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK FORMATTING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/formatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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