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	Prologue



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, I had a reason to celebrate. It had been six months since I had helped the town drive back a goblin horde. Six months since I’d been elected mayor… Unanimously, mind you… And those six months had been busy. The goblin horde, in its wake, had cleared the land of all hostile forces and creatures. It made hunting a bit rough for a while and meat supplies were slim, but it helped far more. With a severe lack of, well, anything, I was able to start improving the town. With the help of Eila and Ally, we dug out a small quarry from a rocky outcrop, a day’s walk from the town. This stone was used to upgrade our wooden palisade walls, into real stone battlements. 

There was talk of summoning the stone for a while, but I stamped down on that. I didn’t want my magic immunity, or another troll attack, to nullify the stone and make it collapse. But magically moving real stone into place meant nothing, so long as I didn’t touch it in transport. With the new wall in place, we were finally able to build out and encompass the nearby river. Apparently that was the original plan, but bandit raids, goblins and animal attacks forced town planning to dig in before that could be accomplished. It never really went anywhere else from that point. But now, with the river inside the walls, we had a real way to grow the town. 

I’ll credit Eila for the idea. River access makes it easy to send transport barges into the larger towns to the east. Being on the river makes it harder for attacks, saving money on guards. Then we simply add town citizenship and town membership deals. Anyone can visit the town, anyone can stay in the town, anyone can use the town as a base of operations to hunt, explore and research the wilds of the west. But every container is checked before it leaves and if you’re not a citizen or member, you pay a higher tax. As an added bonus, if you’re a citizen or a member, you get discounted rates in all the local stores… Well… I say discounted, but I really mean normal. We just mark up the prices for anyone without. All in all, in the last month, there has been a large increase of temporary immigrants to our little town. 

With the coffers filling, people moving, trade increasing, life had gotten pretty cushy. I’d taken the late Jurn's advice and assigned most of the responsibilities to others. I didn’t want anything to do with the day to day running of things, so unless it was important or time critical, I relied on my people to do what was necessary. Basically all my job seemed to encompass was carrying out judgement on criminals who came through town. It was our major selling point. Crime was stamped out the moment it started. Drunks were locked up till sober. Violent offenders imprisoned or executed, depending on the crime. Thieves had the three strike process. First offence was a night in lockup and a fine. Second offence was a month in jail and a larger fine. Third offence was a branding on the hand and banishment from the town. Thankfully we hadn’t had anything serious so far. Just a few drunks and some hunters had a spill in the street after cheating at a dice game.

All in all-

“Hey!” Chit snapped.

I cracked open my eyes, despite the falling rain annoying me. I stared up her slender body into her beautiful eyes. Her frown, partially obscured behind the mound of her breasts. The pale green of her skin filled my vision as lightning cracked through the sky. Her small tusks, only noticeable because she leaned forward to growl at me. She was beautiful in a rugged, handsome way, despite her orcish heritage.

“Pay attention,” she growled and rocked her hips, driving her clit into my mouth…

Yeah… I couldn’t complain.

Swirling my tongue inside her, I pushed it as deep as I could go. I felt the tip press against her cervix and ran my tongue around it. Chit’s reaction was to shudder and groan. I’d have grabbed her by the hips to pull her in harder, but the rest of me was otherwise occupied. A quick glance to my left, told me Eila, my first Elfin wife, was in the grip of an orgasm, with my thick fingers buried inside her. A glance to my right, saw Ally, Eila’s first love, in a similar situation. That meant Ita, my beautiful, shy succubus, was the one with my cock inside her. I wasn’t sure exactly which orifice it was, she could pulse and massage internally, so sometimes it was hard to figure out. Not that it mattered. Hell, tonight was the first time we weren’t having sex for energy in a while. Moving stone was a huge burden on my elfin brides. Energy is the life force of elfin beings. So it was just as well, that something within my heritage is responsible for making me an energy generator like nothing else. Whenever I reached climax, I passed a huge amount of energy into whomever was on the receiving end. From our estimates, I was probably immortal, and so were my wives, so long as I kept them… Supplied… 

“HEY!” Chit snapped.

With a frown, I looked up at her, before sucking her clit into my mouth and stuffing my tongue back inside her. I barely held back from laughing as her annoyed expression went blank and her eyes rolled back into her head. A moment later, warm fluid filled my mouth as her orgasm washed over her… Yeah… I couldn’t complain…

 


Chapter One



I cracked my eyes open as the morning light finally hit my face. Eila was cuddled up to my side, with her back to the window. Chit was in her usual spot, directly on top of me. Ally was cuddled on my opposite side, hidden from the light by Chit’s shadow. The only one not physically touching me was Ita. She was terribly shy, extremely submissive and perfectly happy cuddling up behind Ally most nights. Occasionally, she wanted more, but it was a mood thing. She spent months reassuring us all that she wasn’t feeling left out. She was perfectly happy with her situation and made her wants and needs known as they came up. Out of all of them, she worried me the most. As a succubus, we had a contract. Our contract stipulated she was my wife, but also that either of us could cancel at any time. I always had that worry that one day, someone would say something rash in the heat of the moment, and she would leave. None of us were knowledgeable in summoning, so it wouldn’t be possible to bring her back. So I just made sure she was as happy as my other wives and hoped for the best. After all, demons didn’t die of old age, so we could be together for a very long time. 

“Stop moving,” Chit groaned as her eyes flicked open. “Trying to sleep.”

I grinned and leaned down to kiss her softly, earning me a small, sleepy smile. “But I’m so hungry,” I moaned softly.

Chit just sighed and rolled her eyes. She was the housekeeper of my wives, and didn’t appreciate it when I went and messed up her kitchen. With a sigh, Chit sat herself up. I watched in awe of her figure as she stretched her arms up above her head. The grin she flashed me, told me she knew I was watching. So it was pretty surprising, when she swung her leg over, turned around and placed her mound on my chin.

“Eat up,” she said, laying back down on my body.

I almost laughed out loud, but managed to hold it in. Chit was, by far, the most demanding of my wives. What she says goes and she didn’t like asking twice. So I cowed to her demands and swirled my tongue across her clitoris and entry respectively. There was little I could do at this point. I knew how stubborn she could be when she wanted something. Alternating slipping my tongue inside her and running it over her clit, she was moaning softly in no time at all. 

“Here husband. Let me help with that,” Ally whispered softly.

I grinned and sucked softly on Chit’s clitoris, as Ally positioned herself above me. As far as I was concerned, there was one thing hotter than watching a woman twitch as you sucked on her clit… It was watching a woman twitch, as you sucked her clit, while another woman licked her ass. 

“Room for one more?” Eila asked with a smile.

Before I could respond, her hand appeared above my face, as she slipped two fingers inside her sister-wife. Between the three of us, Chit screamed through her first orgasm, only to slam straight into a second. Her juices splashed over my face, taking me by surprise, but that didn’t make me let up on her tender clitoris. 

“Mercy!” Chit cried as she trembled through her third orgasm in the same number of minutes. 

Immediately, we all backed right off and simply milked her orgasm till the end. As Chit finally began to relax, Ally moved away, Eila retracted her fingers and I released her tender clit. Chit slowly lifted a leg over my head, before slumping down onto the bed beside me. I quickly sat up, before scooping her into my arms. Lying back down, I laid her beside me properly and held her as she calmed. She couldn’t help the smile as her sister-wives joined us.

“I’m hungry,” Ally mumbled.

I just grinned and rolled my hips back, exposing my erection. I heard a hungry little growl and a pair of lips slide down half my length. Chit twisted around and pressed her lips to mine as someone began massaging my balls. 

Gods I loved these women…

***

Breakfast was a rushed affair this morning. We’d more than slept in after the events of the previous evening… Not to mention, breakfast. Either way, we were all running late. Chit was going to be busy with housework and a few clothing alterations she’d begun. Ita was our designated grocery shopper. Eila and Ally needed to fill and heat the baths. But I? I tried not to let out a small sigh… Today, being the first day of the week, meant I was available to the public. Basically, anyone with a minor problem, complaint, question, yada yada, whatever, was welcome to come speak to me. It was never an issue with Jurn as the town was small and somewhat stagnant. But with new growth and new citizens came new problems.

So with a kiss from each of my beautiful wives, I made my way out of our little home. Jurn’s home had been remodelled as a type of meeting house. It still contained the school, which was slowly increasing in attendance. That probably had something to do with my views on education. If you wanted a population that could look after itself, it needed to be educated to do so. Basic literature, numeracy were standard. But I also put emphasis on racial studies, work experience and local customs and laws. Basically, individuals of various races and industries would come in and speak with the children. Then as children began to develop skills and interests, they’d be taken away for work experience and eventually apprentice. I didn’t want any women forced to work in the dollhouse due to lack of skills, or men living in the dirt like Darry was when we arrived. 

Speaking of, that rascal was too busy smooching his new wife at the counter to spot my wave as I walked past. It was amazing what a chance for the future and some confidence would do. I just hoped when she fell pregnant, that they’d be able to find temporary replacements. We’d be in trouble if they took time off for any reason. Eila and Ally were already working an extra shift in the bathhouse. It used to be morning and evening, but we’ve had to open afternoons as well. It was that, or find a way to extend or build a second bathhouse. But Eila and Ally could only be in one place at a time, and extending would mean removing Darry’s home and closing for weeks. Something would need to be done eventually, but not yet. 

“Ew, look at its fur. It’s so gross!” A small voice called out.

I paused, not liking the tone, let alone the words being used. I made my way around the side of a building. In the opposite direction to the market square, there was a small alleyway. Inside that alley, was a huddled group of children.

“Leave me alone! I never did anything to you!” I squeaky voice called out. “OW! Stop pushing me!”

With a growl, I made my way closer to the group. 

“What are you gonna do? Huh? Tell your parents?” Another voice demanded.

As I got closer, I could see three figures. The first two, standing over the second. They were all children, no older than twelve or thirteen. The two standing were human, but the one on the ground was a fetz. The latter was crying softly with their head pressed into the ground. Sure enough, the fetz was dirty, but I had no idea why.

“What’s going on?” I asked, startling the three of them.

The two human children, a boy and a girl, spun around, staring at me in shock. I took a moment to memorise their faces. I was certain they were students who attended the school. Which just made things worse when I thought about it. The fetz were regular speakers at the school. They made excellent hunters and trackers and did very well in this town. 

“You two, I want to see both of your parents before you come to class, next,” I growled at the pair of them.

They both just nodded dumbly at me, before scurrying away. I turned my attention back to the small fetz, curled up on the ground. I made my way closer and bent down to examine them. They really were filthy. Their fur was matted and even missing in some spots. It was obvious this individual was homeless, which made me mad, as I’d taken measures to prevent that from happening.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly, reaching out to touch their shoulder. The small figure froze at my touch, but didn’t otherwise respond. “It’s okay now,” I continued. “Where are your parents? I'll take you home.”

The figure just pulled into a tighter ball and cried. I put two and two together and remembered the deaths after the attack. There were a surprising number of fetz in the casualties. This child was likely orphaned, and being alone, hadn’t known to come for help. So with a small sigh, I scooped them into my arms and made my way back home. The whole time, the small fetz in my arms trembled and cried, while hiding their face behind their furred hands. 

I made it to the house, just as the door opened. Ita paused in the doorway to give Chit a kiss goodbye, before they both stopped as they saw me.

“Husband?” Ita frowned. “What is that?”

I smiled grimly, before answering. “I believe it is a casualty from the battle. They haven’t spoken, but from what I can gather, they’re orphaned and homeless.”

Ita looked like she was about to cry, when Chit took charge. “Ita, you can shop later. Go run next door and get our wives back here to run a bath. Tell them it’s an emergency and to come now. Then I need you to put out some of last night's soup for our guest. Husband, follow me.”

Ita dashed off as expected as I followed Chit inside. She gestured for me to set the fetz on the floor. They were so small, I had to bend down to do so, but they stood on their own. Chit dropped to her knees and started examining them.

“Your fur is matted to these rags you’re wearing. I’m going to have to cut them off. Is that okay?” She asked.

The fetz nodded, but otherwise didn’t respond. Chit ducked into the kitchen and returned with a pair of scissors. She squatted before the small fetz and started gently snipping away at the fabric. It was as the front finally fell opent, Chit’s expression dropped. She grabbed the ruined fabric and pushed it closed before turning her gaze to me. 

“You need to go to work, husband,” she said quickly.

“Are they okay?” I asked, suddenly concerned.

Chit almost snarled at me when she replied, “SHE, is fine.”

I must have had that stunned mullet look on my face a moment too long, as Chit’s frown turned to a scowl. That was enough to snap me back to reality and I turned and left. At least I collected more kisses on my way out as Ita returned with an anxious looking Eila and Ally.

This time, as I made my way to the meeting house without interruption. I just nodded and waved as the individual sellers of the market called out their greetings. It was an odd sensation to be honest. I’d spent years living as a perpetual monster. Even when I first arrived at this town I’d been viewed with an air of fear. But now? Now it was the complete opposite. People viewed my passing with a sense of safety and security. I’d even had to put a stop to an overzealous artist, who was planning a statue to commemorate my closing of the gate. That one still made me chuckle. The young dwarf was another relative or Marge’s, who specialised in masonry. Though, apparently wall building wasn’t in his usual skillset. 

I chuckled and pushed my way into the meeting house, only to sigh, seeing how full it was. Today was going to be another long day. 

“Morning everyone, sorry I’m late. I was dealing with an important matter. Please come in, in the order you arrived, I don’t want to be settling disputes about line jumpers.”

A few people laughed, but most knew I wasn’t kidding. I’d thrown a pair of traders outside the walls for an evening, after they raced through the doors and made simultaneous complaints about the other stealing their ‘spot’. After a night outside the walls, they were much more reasonable. So with a strained smile, I made my way through the door into Jurn’s… well… My office. Everyone knew the drill so far. I had just enough time to take a seat, before the door knocked.

“Come in,” I said loudly.

“Thank you, Mr Mayor, Sir,” the green scaled man said, entering the room.

I frowned at first, not only for his use of words, but that I hadn’t seen him as I walked in. He must have been waiting in one of the chairs off to one side or something. Either way… It wasn’t normal for people to suck up quite this much…

“Good morning, I must admit, I’ve been meaning to track you down for a while now.” I said evenly, before gesturing for the seat.

The green man paused, before taking his seat. He looked even more nervous as he said, “Have I done something wrong? Sir?”

“No no, not at all,” I smiled. “Honestly, I just wanted to know more about you. I’ve never seen one of your kind. I don’t even know your name.”

The green man smiled, appearing relieved. “Sir-”

“Just call me, Frelser,” I corrected. Honorifics made me grumpy. I’d never met someone with a title I actually respected. Baz was different, he earned his rank of captain.

“Right, Frelser, sorry.” The green man took a moment to collect himself. “My name is Ugoolde. I’m a Drarskk, member of the Ootung Clan. And I have come to ask permission for my family to join me in the town.”

I sat for a moment to take in what he’d just said. “Ugoolde, why doesn’t your family live here now?”

“Sir… Frelser. My daughter is finally of age, she hasn’t struck out in over two years. I am hoping to teach her a trade before she makes her flight.”

I just sat and stared at the Drarskk. I understood the words he said, but felt I lacked a lot of context. Some of which sounded problematic. “You’ll have to forgive me. I know nothing of your people, your customs or what you mean by ‘struck out.’ I’m not saying no, I’m just wanting to educate myself.”

Ugoolde smiled and nodded. Smiling also let me catch his pointed teeth for the first time. “Well, Drarskk society is matriarchal in nature. The men are the workers, and the women are our fighters and leaders.” I took in his physique and wondered how someone with his figure could be relegated as a worker. “As children, we’re volatile, dangerous and aggressive. We grow out of it as we age and become more social. It’s a coping mechanism from our ancestors who would abandon our young shortly after birth. This leads our women and children to live away from other races, for their own protection. I have been sending all the money I can to my wife and daughter to make their lives easier. Now my daughter is of age, I want her to come here and learn some skills before she makes her flight.”

I nodded along as he spoke. It sounded reasonable, if she was unlikely to attack anyone, she’d be welcome, same as anyone else. “Ugoolde, your family, like any other peaceful person, is welcome here. Specifically, being your wife and daughter, they will be recognised as citizens.”

Ugoolde smiled widely at my words before standing. “Thank you, Felser. Thank you. I’ll… I’ll be a week or so. I will travel out to fetch them myself.”

After a quick shake of his hand, the Drarskk dashed out of the room. I assumed he’d be out of the city within the hour, if he wasn’t packed to leave already that is. I wrote a note to remind myself of the details so I wouldn’t forget. I just set down the pen as a gentle knock rang out. Before I could call out, the door opened and a woman stormed in with a Fetz woman behind her.

“Frelser, you must do something about her fur on my washing!” The woman snarled.

“It’s not my fur, Sir. I don’t know what she’s talking about, she never even spoke to me about it before,” the fetz woman replied, looking anxious.

“Liar! Your husband comes home covered in filth. You take his clothes outside and shake off all the dust and fur. It blows across the street into my washing!” The woman was irate.

I cleared my throat, catching her attention. “Did you bring any proof?”

The woman gaped, “Proof? What sort of proof do I need?” She demanded.

I just sighed and rubbed my temples a moment. “You say your washing is covered in fur. If you want an official ruling, bring me some of your washing that is covered in this fur and I’ll take action. But apparently, you haven’t even taken the time to speak to your neighbour about it. So I’m not about to do anything about it now, just on your word.”

The woman gaped at me a moment, before her face turned bright red. She spun on her heel and stormed out of the meeting. The Fetz woman turned and watched her leave, before coming back to me.

“Sir?”

“Do you enjoy where you live, miss?”

“Harty, Sir. And no, not really. Most of our neighbours ignore us, but nobody is particularly friendly either,” she smiled sadly.

The racial divide in this town wasn’t horrific. Groups still tended to stick with their own. But there were outliers, usually humans, who just wouldn’t get along. “Harty, if you’d like to move, I would be more than happy to help find you somewhere more comfortable. In the meantime, maybe shake your husband’s clothing downwind of that harpy's washing, just to keep the peace.”

Harty giggled before nodding. “Thank you, Sir. I’ll do that.”

I nodded and smiled as she turned to leave. Unfortunately that was as far as she got before the door burst in, knocking her to the floor. I was around the desk in a flash to help poor Harty up off the floor, as a large man stormed in. Before he could say a word, I grabbed him by the face and flung him back through the open doorway. Bending down, I took Harty by the hand and helped her up. “Are you okay?” I asked, checking her over.

Harty just nodded and rubbed her nose. “I’ll be fine, Sir. Nothing’s broken.”

I nodded and smiled, “Would you like to press charges? I’d be happy to witness it.”

“Sir, if it’s all the same. I think I’ll let it go for now,” she smiled.

“If you’re sure,” I said, patting her shoulder.

“No wonder your wives adore you,” she giggled as she left.

That comment made me smile, but that was quickly wiped off my face as a pair of guards frog marched the man back into my office.

“Alright, care to explain why I shouldn’t have you charged with assault?” I asked the man.

He just sneered at me, before changing his mind. “I apologize. I didn’t know anyone was standing behind the door.”

I frowned at his weak excuse. He didn’t even knock, there was something else going on. “What are you here for then?”

The look in his eye was dangerous, when he looked up at me. “My daughter says you went after her this morning. Something about not being able to do her lessons until I came in?”

I groaned internally and tried to remind myself that I couldn’t just eat my problems. “Sir, your daughter was assaulting another child-”

“Just a fetz,” the man snapped.

“This town is inclusive of all races,” I said evenly.

“So you say, but you don’t have to live around the fucking things. My daughter was right to stand up to that bloody animal.”

“What’s the current market value of your home? Perhaps I can assist you in relocating.”

The man’s eyes lit up for a moment, before grinning. “Sixty gold was the last offer I had. I’d be happy to move to an area less contaminated for that amount.”

Oh how the whims of fate twist and turn… “Very well, I’ll just look up your writ and get this sorted.”

I got up and went to the filing cabinet, “Name?”

“John Crawsbey.”

I looked through the ‘C’ drawer and found his writ. Looking at it, he’d only purchased the home a month before I arrived at the town with my wives. It also said that he’d only paid thirty gold. The ‘offer’ he’d received, if it ever actually happened, was probably from a visitor and therefore had the visitor tax applied. 

I turned the document around to show him, smiling as he nodded in confirmation I had the right one. I then spent a few minutes writing up a receipt for the sale. The property would be sold back to the town, for the sum of sixty gold pieces. Satisfied, I turned the document around and offered John my pen. The man with a gleam in his eye, scanned the document and signed at the bottom. The sale was final.

“Alright, let me get your money,” I smiled, “Then we’ll talk about the rest.”

Turning around, I unlocked and opened a chest behind me. It wasn’t an official treasury, but it always held several hundred gold pieces. Counting out sixty of them I turned back and placed them in neat stacks of ten. As John reached out to take them, I grabbed his wrist.

“One moment, we have more to discuss,” I said quickly.

John frowned, but retook his seat. I glanced up at the guards who were keeping professional stances. But even I could see they were confused with how this was proceeding. They knew what happened last time someone barged in. This was much worse and I was catering to him and being blatantly ripped off in the process.

“Now, this here is the sixy gold from the sale of your home. Minus ten for assault.”

“What?!” The man yelled.

“Minus five for transport-”

“Transport!?” The man moved to stand, but the guards pushed him back into his seat.

“And another five for export tax, seeing as you’ve made a profit on the sale of your property.”

I scooped the twenty gold in fines back into the chest, before bagging up the last forty. Holding it out to the man, I smiled. “This town is inclusive of all races and cultures. Your child is the direct result of your upbringing. Between her assault on another child, your assault on a Fetz, your blatant disregard for both and your poor attempt to swindle me, I hereby banish you from the town.”

“WHAT!?”

“Please escort him to his home to pack. If his family wishes to stay, I will allow it, but they will need to seek out a new home. If his wife wishes to leave him, she is entitled to half his earnings. Otherwise, stick him on the next merchant vessel with guards and send him off. Once you have done so, please ask Harty to come see me.”

The man was pale as the two guards smirked and led him off. The guards in particular were exceptionally grateful to non humans. Ignoring my actions, Grah and Marge helped them hold the line while I did what I had to. Elsewhere in the city, dwarves armoured up and held positions within the town. The Fetz in particular helped weed out goblins that tried to hide within our walls. Their sense of smell made a day of house to house sweeps go by in just a few hours. Since that night, many non-humans had joined the ranks of the guards. With new recruits, our militia was looking more like a small army. Combined with the upgrades to the walls and the introduction of trading, our little town was soon going to be a small city. 

The remainder of the day went about how I expected it too. Minor complaints, squabbles, a few people wanted permission to start businesses and wanted real estate. Someone even tried buying the rights to the wooded area to the south of the town, so they could hunt it exclusively. They weren’t impressed when I laughed at them. 

I did have two shakeups to my day though. The first was a woman who brought in her son and made him apologise to me, and write a note to the fetz girl he attacked, apologising for that too. The second was a tearful Harty, who cried and threw herself over my desk for a hug, when I handed her an exchange for her home, to John’s previous. If that wasn’t bad enough, she almost kissed me when I handed her the gold to go along with it.

Either way, I was damn tired as I walked back home.


Chapter Two



Pushing open the front door, I was assaulted by the smells of Chit’s cooking. I beamed as I staggered into the kitchen to the sight of my beautiful wives. As one, they all got up and came to me for a kiss. They always made me feel so very loved. I had a nightmare once that I woke up back in my cave as the gatekeeper… None of my wives complained, but they were all pretty tired the next day when I was finished with them. With that settled, I took my seat at the head of the table, before smiling at the addition of cushions. Chit was always keeping herself busy and liked making home improvements. It was as I settled into my seat, I spotted the young Fetz girl at the end of the table.

“Oh,” I said, unsure of how to proceed.

“Husband, this is Benty,” Ita spoke softly while she patted the girl’s shoulder. 

I looked her over. She’d obviously been bathed at least once, probably more. Her fur was soft looking, brown and shiny. She was sitting quietly, trying not to make it obvious she was staring at the roasted meat in the centre of the table. I imagined it had been a while since she’d eaten a proper meal. 

“Chit, can you serve Benty some dinner. We’ll save the talking for later.”

Chit’s reaction was a small smile before doing just that. The meat was superb. A venison leg, seasoned with rosemary and garlic butter that gave the edges a golden crispiness that I loved. It seemed Benty loved it too as she purred softly as she tore into the meat like she was starving… Which probably wasn’t all that inaccurate a comparison. Along with the meat was an assortment of roasted vegetables. Benty wasn’t so much interested in them, but I guessed that was a ‘species’ thing, not a ‘kids and vegetables’ thing. As usual, my wives finished up first, leaving me to devour the rest. My apparent magical stores had to be replenished somehow. That was when I felt the eyes. Glancing up, my wives were chatting softly with one another. But Benty, the expression on her face just about broke my heart. She didn’t have it in her to ask for more, but I could see it plain as day she wanted it. So with a smile, I cut the remainder of the meat in half. Taking a portion for myself, I pushed the meat directly towards the young Fetz. Her expression turned to delight as she took the last piece and I watched in amazement as the small girl turned into a bottomless pit. I smiled at her reaction as I went to my meal, completely ignorant of the blatant stares of desire my wives were giving me. They’d never seen how I would react around children before, not that I really had either. 

After dinner, Chit got up to make tea, while Ita and Ally washed up. This left me with Eila and Benty. “So, Benty. Where do you live right now?” I asked.

Benty frowned and shook her head, “Nowhere, sir. The house I lived in with Mama and Pa got wrecked in the attack… Water comes in when it rains and it was cold…”

“Where did you come from before this town?” Eila asked, stroking the child’s hair.

Benty leaned into her embrace a moment before replying, “I was born here. Mama said she came from the north, but I don’t know where.”

I frowned trying to think. “What about friends? Do you know anyone?” I asked.

“Mama had a friend. She made me call her Aunt Harty. Aunt Harty always brought over cookies… But… I haven’t seen her in a long time.” Benty said with a frown.

I just froze… It was a hell of a coincidence, but what hadn’t been since rescuing Eila. “I’ll be back,” I said quickly and got up.

Darting out of the house, I jogged back to the meeting house. It was locked up for the night, but there were still guards stationed here. They recognised me immediately and unlocked the door. One even followed me inside with a torch. It took me a few minutes to locate the copies of Harty’s writs. The first was for her current home, the second was for the new one. I had no idea where she’d actually be, but her new home was closer, and now I had the address. Thanking the guard, I ran back out into the night and turned towards Harty’s new home. It was only a few minutes before I skidded to a halt by the front door. I could see a light on inside, which made me grin. Knocking rapidly, I waited.

The door opened and a young Fetz man stood before me, “Sir? Is something wrong? I though-”

“Do you know a young girl named Benty?” I cut him off.

He frowned and nodded his head, but Harty dashed into view, “Benty? Oh gods, is she alive?”

I grinned at her reaction, “Yes, I found her today, she’s been homeless since the attack.”

Harty clutched her hands to her face in shock, before dashing back inside. I heard her rummaging around for something. Her, I’m assuming husband, just stood awkwardly while we waited for whatever it was she was collecting. A moment later, she appeared, holding a small bundle wrapped in a cloth.

“Take me to her, please. She always loved my cookies,” Harty smiled, but in a manner that made it obvious it wasn’t a request.

Harty’s husband kissed her on the cheek and closed the door. I tried to hide my smile as I led Harty back to my home. It didn’t take too long, but felt far longer. Harty didn’t seem to want to chat, wanting to get there as soon as we could, but without carrying her, I doubt she’d have kept up with my pace. Soon enough though, we came to my home. Pushing open the front door, I gestured for Harty to go in first. The moment she did, all hell broke loose.

“AUNTY HARTY!” Benty screamed.

“BENTY!” Harty cried back.

I heard a muffled thump as I closed the front door and turned back to see them both burst into hysterical tears. They were both clutched to one another, kneeling on the lounge room floor. Harty was alternating from kissing the girls cheeks and licking the fur on her head. I smiled, thinking of how cats groomed one another. I could even see Benty’s tongue licking the fur on Harty’s arm. I just made my way past them and took a seat at the table. The moment I did, Chit dropped a mug of tea in front of me, before following it up with a kiss. I just nodded my thanks and tried to ignore my wives silently crying as they watched the two reunited Fetz. It was a few minutes later when I heard muffled talking. Harty and Benty were in a quiet, yet serious discussion. It was good to see Benty actually speaking, she’d been so quiet in the meantime.

Harty quickly stood, pulling Benty up by the hand and led her towards me. “Sir, what is your plan for Benty?” She asked nervously.

I just smiled and replied, “We have a spare room here she can use until we can find a more permanent solution.”

“I’ll take her,” Harty said quickly.

I glanced down at Benty who was clinging to the Fetz woman. I saw the look in her eyes and the slight nod. Coming to a decision, I raised my eyes to Harty. “I have conditions. Firstly, Benty comes to school. Second, payments for services to foster a child are paid in baths, you are always welcome and you no longer pay. Thirdly, if you ever need anything, you come to me and I will do what I can to help you.”

Harty sniffed as a tear rolled down the fur of her cheek. In a flash, her arms were around my shoulders, while she mumbled the words, “Thank you,” over and over again. I felt a smaller thump as Benty joined her.

Half an hour later I stumbled into our private bath after walking the two Fetz to their new home. I just smiled at the sheer dumb luck of the situation. If that stupid woman had picked a fight with anyone else, chances are, poor Benty would probably still be out there… With a sigh, I got comfortable, as my wives crawled into the water around me. Usually, they took turns sitting directly beside me, for snuggling. But getting me in the bath was also a good time for them to bail me up when they wanted something. So I stifled a groan as Eila crawled into my lap, as the other three pressed in close.

“What have I done wrong?” I asked with a nervous smile.

“We’re not pregnant,” Eila said slowly.

Those words hit me like a ton of bricks. We’d been having sex for months, all of us… Pregnancy wasn’t even something I’d considered, and yet, she was correct. Surely, with how often I filled them up, one would be pregnant. But… I didn’t really leave any mess behind either unless we had sex in the water…

“I… I see…” I mumbled. “Considering there’s four of you, I would guess the problem is me then…”

I felt the four of them press closer. It comforted me, before Eila continued. “Maybe there’s something we’re missing. When you fill us, there doesn’t seem to be any mess afterwards. Maybe that has something to do with it?”

“Sure, what do you suggest?” I asked.

Eila grinned, “I think we should run some tests. You’ve only ever come inside us. Maybe we should see what happens if you do it somewhere else. Or multiple times with the same partner, Ally would be a good one to test that. The cock hungry slut she is…” I glanced at Ally who was licking her lips. “I’ll do some more research when I can. See if I can come up with other ideas.”

I just nodded, before Eila climbed off me. In a flash, Ally took her place, practically salivating at the thought of what Eila had planned for her. Wasting no time, I helped lift her and impaled her on my already throbbing erection. Taking Ally by the shoulder and hip, I knew what she wanted. All my wives had requested this at some point, but Ally practically begged for it. Gripping her firmly, I lifted her body and slammed her back down on my cock. Ally’s only reaction was to squeal in pleasure as I used her as an elfin masturbator. As her third orgasm slammed into her, I finally found my own. The usual blue light filled her eyes as Ally groaned and wriggled in my grip. 

Picking her up, I stepped out of the bath, while keeping myself buried to the hilt inside her. I ignored the giggling from my other wives as they quickly dried us off, before I started walking back inside. Ally could do nothing but twitch and groan as she jostled and bounced with every step. Her eyes rolled back into her head as I got to the top of the stairs. I’d be a little concerned, except her orgasmic clenching over my cock told me she wasn’t in any pain. With a grin I carried her into the bedroom and lowered us onto the mattress without letting myself slip out of her. Bending down to kiss her softly, she mumbled incoherently. I just smiled, before withdrawing half my length and slamming it back inside her again. Sitting up properly so I was more comfortable, Eila and Chit ducked under my arms and took Ally’s nipples in their mouths. I grinned at Ally’s contorted expression and pressed my hand over her mouth to muffle her scream.

Ally was always eager to fuck. She wanted nothing more than to be used. If I wanted to kiss her and love her slowly, she was happy. But if I held her down, or treated her like an object for my pleasure, she practically fell from the orgasm tree, hitting every branch on the way down. So pinning her down, hand over her mouth, preventing her from speaking or screaming, while I sawed my cock in and out of her… There wasn’t much more I could do for her. Hell, as her sister wives attacked her breasts, Ally practically went cross eyes with pleasure. The sound of a jar popping open caught my attention. Ita was holding the jar of olive oil we used as lube. She grinned mischievously at me as she lubricated her fingers and re-sealed the jar. I watched as she climbed onto the bed behind me, which honestly made me a little nervous. I frowned a little as I felt her fingers brush against my balls, but I quickly realised what she was doing. 

Ally did too, as her eyes went wide and she started thrashing around. “Ally, bite if you want us to stop,” I said, not slowing my pace.

Ally’s reaction was to press her tongue into my hand and start licking frantically. I just grinned and pinched the muscle between my fingers. Which turned out to be a mistake, because the moment her mouth was exposed, she started screaming. So with a sigh, I released her tongue again and pressed my hand over her mouth. Her tunnel had been constantly clenching and massaging my length since before Ita started playing with her ass. I could only barely distinguish the feeling of Ita massaging her sister-wife’s insides, on the underside of my cock. Gritting my teeth, I exploded a second time. As expected though, Ally’s eyes glowed blue as she absorbed the power I filled her with. Her entire body arched for a few seconds, before she collapsed limp on the bed. With a start, I pulled myself free, only to watch in amazement as Ita removed her entire hand from Ally’s ass. 

“She’s fine. Just asleep,” Eila said softly. I watched as she bent over and examined Ally’s thoroughly fucked holes and sighed. “Seems like it didn’t work.”

“At least it’ll be fun trying,” Chit mumbled, making us all laugh.

Well, all except Ally, who was snoring lightly with a grin on her face. She had the right idea of it, so I cuddled up beside her. The others took a moment to get comfortable, before Ita swore and got up to blow out the light. I was already asleep and didn’t feel her come back to bed afterwards. 

***

It was early when I got up. Today, Chit wasn’t far behind me. She grumbled as she climbed out of the mound of limbs that were our wives. There were a few affectionate touches as she climbed free. I had just enough time to see her smile and wiggle her ass at me, before I pulled my shirt over my head. I waited for her to dress, before collecting my first kiss of the day, and followed her downstairs. With a smile I eyed her swaying hips all the way into the kitchen and started getting a pot of tea ready. Right up until we were interrupted. 

KNOCKKNOCKKNOCK

“FRELSER!”

I looked at Chit, “Sounds like Captain Baz,” I said, heading for the door.

I pulled the door open, just as Captain Baz went to knock a second time. The moment he saw me, he sighed in relief. “Sorry, Frelser. There was an attack on a transport yesterday.”

I growled to myself. We’d had occasional issues in the past, but never an attack. “What happened?”

“A rower made it back at sunrise,” Baz started. “He was wounded, shot with an arrow. Said they were ambushed half a day downstream. He’s stable, but not doing well.”

I nodded and gestured for him to wait. Ducking back inside, I rushed up the stairs to spot my wives already getting ready. “Ita, I need you. A transport was attacked, we've got an injured rower.” Ita and the others gasped, before they made a mad scramble to dress. “Eila, Ally, wait here with Chit. I’ll be back when I have news.”

Rushing back downstairs with Ita on my heels, Baz smiled grimly and led us to the infirmary. It was somewhere that we were relatively familiar with now. Ita’s ability to use healing magic made her a common fixture after the battle. She couldn’t heal bones or damaged organs. But stopping bleeding, closing cuts and preventing infection, were well within her abilities. She’d saved dozens alone from infection and was well liked within the town. Nobody even suspected she was the frail woman who lived with Gentar for all those years. Especially when she refused to hide her demonic traits. Though, that hadn’t done her many favours with the men’s wives. But anyone who spoke to her, knew she was as shy and quiet, as she was completely devoted to me. So she got along fine with or without me.

As we arrived at the infirmary, Baz led us directly inside. The infirmary was a decent size, and thankfully there was only one patient today. The man, middle aged and bald, had a bandage wrapped around his shoulder. Though, he was sweating and breathing rapidly, as a nurse spoke in gentle tones and wiped his forehead. 

“Here,” Ita said softly and approached, “Let’s see what I can do.”

I watched and tried not to remember the day Ally nearly died in my arms as Ita worked her magic. The man’s lips curled into a grimace as she worked, but his breathing evened out very quickly.

“There, I cleared out the infection that was setting in and closed the wound. You should take it easy for a while though, the arrow hit the bone and has done damage,” Ita said.

The man groaned and shook his head, “Can’t take time off.”

“Why?” I asked.

The man turned and spotted me for the first time. I was relieved when I saw the flash of recognition and the hope. “Babies coming, need to buy things.”

I just nodded, “You’ve been attacked while in service to the town, others lost their lives. I’ll make sure your child has it’s needs met.”

The man smiled, “Thank you, Sir.”

I sighed again. I really didn’t like honorifics. “What can you tell me about the attack?”

The man shuddered, “We got to the crossroads half a day from town. That pisspot you kicked out was yelling and making a fuss. He was the first hit. Arrows flew out of the trees, everyone started screaming and trying to hide. I caught the arrow in the shoulder which knocked me overboard.” The man sighed and rubbed his face. “When I surfaced I tried to get back to the barge. There was a fireball and it blew it in half. I managed to find a piece to float on and the river carried me away from them. Once around the bend, I crawled out, stopped the bleeding and came back. I didn’t see anyone else out there, I think I got lucky.”

I nodded with a frown, “Did… Did the banished man bring his family?”

“That’s some luck,” the man chuckled. “His wife left him at the dock. Said she was going to stay with her sister. Called him a lazy, rude, loudmouth layabout. He tried hittin her, but the guard stepped in and stopped him. With their help, she got her share of the coins and the guards put him on the barge.”

I nodded, feeling somewhat better. “Alright, you take it easy. I don’t want to see you working until the nurse says otherwise. If something comes up, come find me or one of my wives.”

The man nodded as the nurse helped him stand. “Will do, Sir. Thank you.”

I nodded and headed for home with Ita beside me. “So what are you going to do?” she asked softly.

I just took her hand and frowned, “Two options really. I can wait and send out another transport. Chances are it was a random attack brought on by that idiot yelling. Or… I can take Eila, Ally and a few guards, and make sure it doesn’t happen again.” I took her hand, knowing she wouldn’t have liked those options. “Either way, I need to make an announcement after breakfast.”

When we arrived at home, I told my wives everything that had happened. They were as upset as I was. Things had just started doing very well here, and now we had a potential bandit problem… Ones with skills and magic… I dropped my head into my hands and groaned loudly…

“I’m sorry,” Eila said as Ally cuddled her. Chit and Ita just looked on in confusion.

“If it is, I’ll kill him,” I grumbled.

Eila nodded her head, “I should have known my father wouldn’t just abandon me…”

 


Chapter Three



“No, burning down millions of trees around the rivers just isn’t possible. Even if it were, we could keep the fires contained. It would take armed guards, patrols and months, if not years to burn all the way to the plains,” I called loudly as the man sat back down.

I looked out over the members of the town that could fit inside the meeting hall. There was even more outside and someone at the door was repeating my words so they could hear. It stirred up quite the fuss originally. I’ve always had a first in, best dressed policy. All the nearby shopkeepers and workers got here first, so they were the ones seated comfortably. Those who dawdled or thought themselves important enough to be seated where they pleased, but took their time getting here, were left outside. There had been a lot of muttering at that.

“So, all those in favour of waiting and sending a second transport?” I looked around the room as arms came up in ones or twos. It wasn’t the most popular solution as it prevented us from conducting business outside the town. But it would potentially spare lives and injuries if I was wrong about my hunch. “All those in favour of a surprise attack?” Yeah… Just about everyone. I should be offended by the townsfolk’s lack of concern over my welfare, but it was probably more likely they couldn’t see a situation I couldn’t handle. “Right, we’ll set off tomorrow with the morning transport. That will be all.”

I watched with a grim look as everyone began to depart. The only ones who remained were my wives, Captain Baz and the two guards that remained by the front doors when it was closed. I waited in silence as the room emptied itself and people went about their day. Then I turned to the guards.

“Make sure nobody comes within earshot.” The two guards nodded slightly and moved to the door. Pulling it closed as they exited, I sighed. “We leave in an hour. Eilla, Ally, Ita, you’re with me. Baz, however many men you can recommend bringing. We also need some volunteers to actually sail. Leave that till last, if there’s a spy in town, I want the word to go out first.”

“I’m coming too,” Chit snarled.

“Chit-”

“NO! I’m not being left behind,” she snapped. “Do you know what it’s like when you go to fight?” She demanded as tears rolled down her eyes. “I pace around the kitchen, drinking tea and going out of my mind with worry. I cried every time you left, even the first time when you left Darry behind.”

“Chit, you’re not a fighter. You don’t even have a weapon or armour,” I sighed, not wanting this conversation.

“I’ve been practicing with your mace. Besides, Ita doesn’t wear armour,” Chit mumbled.

I was about to reply, when one of the guards knocked and opened the door to the hall. 

“I’m sorry, Sir. Marge and Grah are both here. They say it’s to do with the attack and it’s important.”

I nodded my head and waved for them to come in. The guard stepped back as Marge entered hand in hand with Grah. Despite the tension of the situation, I couldn’t help the smile that came across my face. For such a contrast, they did make a beautiful couple. 

“We come bearing gifts, there’s a cart outside,” Marge said with a smile.

I turned back to Baz and nodded my head. “Alright, s’pose you should get on it. I’ll see what they’ve got for us. I’ll meet you at the dock in an hour.” Baz nodded and quickly left to carry out my instructions. Turning my attention back to Chit, I pulled her into a firm hug. “I don’t want to see you hurt. I love you so much, it would kill me and you’re the most vulnerable. So we’ll talk about this later.”

Chit sighed and nodded her head. Releasing the small Orc, we headed out to see what Marge and Grah had in store for us. Sure enough, there was a cart waiting. If I wasn’t mistaken, it was the cart I saw Darry dragging around all those months ago. Over the cart, was a series of lumps covered by blankets. 

Marge was beaming, while Grah looked stern as we approached. It wasn’t surprising that Marge was the first to speak. “Now, it’s not quite finished, but your plans have accelerated ours quite a bit. Grah and I were hoping to do this properly in a few more months, but… Here we are…”

Turning around, she grabbed one of the blankets and pulled it off one side of the cart. I positively beamed at what I saw.

“Now, this is what took most of the time. You’re very large, Frelser,” said Marge. With a small grunt and Grah’s help, they picked up a grey bundle and unfurled it. I just grinned, knowing Grah had kept my sizes written down and this chainmail hauberk would fit like a glove. It looked like it would cover my head, to my knees and down to my wrists. I smiled at the memory of the goblins when they managed to overwhelm me. If I had been wearing this, it may have been a different situation. 

As the two of them set the chainmail back in the cart, they gestured me over. As I looked over the other items, I couldn’t help the grin on my face. Apart from the chainmail, was a steel cuirass and an open faced helmet. The helmet alone was going to be an improvement, but the cuirass… I honestly couldn’t wait to try it on. 

“Now, I don’t know what you plan with my daughter,” Grah said, pulling me out of my thoughts. “But…” He pulled off the second blanket, exposing a smaller, full set of plate armour. “Usually I’d have passed this down to my eldest son, but Chit is the closest I have, without hammering this all into one piece for you,” Grah chuckled in his gravelly voice. 

I felt a sharp elbow in my hip as Chit pushed past me and into her father’s arms. The armour would protect her from head to toe. Unlike mine, it wasn’t shiny and smooth, it was darkened and angular. It was a piece designed for war at the exclusion of all else. I just sighed and reached for my chainmail…

***

“I still don’t like this,” I grumbled as I stepped onto the barge.

They were wide flat bottomed things. They were designed to be slow and steady as they followed the current down stream. While remaining shallow and easy to paddle and push using long poles to get back upstream. This one had a ring of wooden crates stacked around three sides. It would be perfect to keep prying eyes off us as we moved into position and would give the sailors somewhere to hide. 

“You’re not leaving me!” Chit snarled, spinning towards me.

I couldn’t see her face through her full helm, but I could feel her eyes. “You want me off this barge, you’ll have to remove me with force.”

I considered it a moment, before I spotted her thumbing the head of my mace. She was deadly serious about coming along. I knew without a doubt I could throw her off the barge, but it wouldn’t be without injury. Not to mention, she’d probably never forgive me. Her sister-wives hadn’t budged on their agreement of neutrality. They were as happy for her to come, as they were for her to stay. So that left only one real option.

Dropping to my knees I stared at a spot between her feet. “Please stay behind, where it’s safe.”

Chit stepped closer, before unlatching her helmet. I didn’t look up until her hand stroked my face, and then I wished I didn’t. Her expression was cold and blank, apart from the tears that rolled down her cheeks. “Now you understand how I felt, when you went over that wall,” she sniffed, and wiped her eyes with her free hand. “If I stay behind, and none of you come back, then what?”

“Chit, if something happened to you… It would kill me…”

Chit smiled sadly and nodded her head, “But at least you would know. You’d never sit there wondering if I was going to come back one day. You’d never have a doubt that I might have escaped.”

Surging to my feet I picked the small orc up in my arms. Twirling her around I kissed her like it was the last time. Putting her down gently, I sighed. “You wear your helmet at all times. You follow my orders, even if I tell you to run away and leave me. I want you to stick by Ita, she won’t be in direct fighting but her healing and spells will make her a target.”

Chit beamed, “Yes, husband sir.” 

I just shook my head and turned to face the others. Eila, Ally and Ita all had smiles. If they were happy with this resolution, how could I argue otherwise? 

“Frelser, we’re ready to go,” Baz said.

“Wait, have we got a spare shield for Chit?” I asked.

Baz turned to the soldier on the dock and pointed, the man must have heard me as he handed the shield over immediately. I nodded my thanks at the man as Baz handed Chit the shield. Orcs, even armoured, usually carried two handed weapons. Shields weren’t common amongst their people. But if she thought for a moment I would let her go without, she was sorely mistaken. So I was extremely happy to see her adjusting the straps to fit the shield over her vambrace. With a sigh, I nodded at Baz, who gestured to set off. I just glanced up at the sky and hoped the approaching rain clouds were not a bad omen. 

 The river itself was rather peaceful. The water flowed at a decent rate and we were making good time. But it wasn’t rough or choppy to make the ride uncomfortable. So that was the perfect time to see what Chit could do. Without a word I got up and moved to the centre of the barge. Picking up a spare push pole I snapped off a short length. I took a look at the sharp point and stuck it in my mouth. It wasn’t too difficult to chew it off to make it blunt and I spat the remains of the wood overboard. With a stretch and a few swings I couldn’t help the grin on my face as I felt how my new armour moved. Unlike my old chestplate, this was actually easier to move in. It was heavier, thicker in places and didn’t cover quite so much of me, but it was superior in every way. Turning around, I pointed my stick at Chit, before banging it against my shield.

Chit looked at me through her helmet, before glancing at her sister-wives and back again. She drew her mace and stepped toward me, raising her shield in anticipation. I stared blankly at her as she slowly approached. Once she was within arms reach of me, I simply raised my shield and slammed it into her own. Taken by surprise, she fell flat on her back with a heavy thump. Chit was quick as she scrambled to her feet, but I made no move to attack while she was down. This time she moved a little quicker. When I tried the same move, she slipped around my guard and swung her mace at my chest. It was a good tactic, but I managed to step back out of the way in time to dodge. 

Chit took a few steps back, which confused me. But before I could approach her myself, she suddenly darted forward. I tried another shield bash, only for her to use it as cover to move around me. So I changed direction and spun around, bringing my stick around fast enough to show danger, but slow enough I wouldn’t kill her. What I wasn’t expecting was for her to duck under the blow and come within inches of me. Before I could respond she jabbed the head of the mace into the space where my cuirass met my leg armour. Staggering back, I brought my shield in to grab her. But she rolled between my legs. Before I could spin around, an impact to the back of my knee dropped me on one side and a moment later Chit’s mace lightly tapped me on the side of the helmet. 

By the time I managed to stand, Chit’s helmet hit the deck of the barge and I scooped her into my arms. It seems my little housewife had the heart of a warrior. Her orcish brutality combined with elfin grace would make her a serious hazard on any battlefield. I just hoped she coped when she killed for the first time.

“I love you,” I growled, kissing her passionately.

Her beaming smile was her reply as I pulled away. Dropping her to the deck, I shot a few warning glances at some of the men, as Chit went and kissed each of her sister-wives just as passionately. With their little celebration over, I got the same treatment, including a second dose from Chit. 

“So, what is the plan?” Baz asked, once we’d all calmed down.

I waited until everyone was paying attention before I started. “We’ll pull the barge up to the bank before the site of the attack. We all disembark and break into groups. I lead a third of the men straight into where we think the ambush site is. Baz, you take the rest and flank around the sides and rear. Eila, Ally, I want you two to spread out and pick off stragglers, archers and spellcasters. I don’t want you engaged in the main fighting if you can help it. Ita, I want you to hang back and treat any wounded, including enemy soldiers. Chit, you’re Ita’s bodyguard. You keep her safe and tie up any prisoners she can save. I have questions and I want answers. 

The men nodded and even Baz seemed satisfied. I’d have prefered to keep my wives with me, but this was more likely a skirmish than a precision strike. We weren’t just punching through to get from point A to point B. We were going to be in a battle. And I was extremely nervous. There was a lot riding on this. There was always the chance we’d run into a whole battalion that was sent out just for this reason. But then, it could also just be a small group of opportunistic bandits with a spellcaster in their midst. It wasn’t likely, but it was possible. 

With a groan, I lowered myself to the deck and leaned up against one of the crates. I smiled and opened my arms, allowing my beaming wives to cuddle up either side of me. I was going to take a quick nap, my leg needed rest after Chit smashed into it.

***



“Frelser, we're here,” Baz said, shaking my shoulder.

I snapped awake, causing my wives to wake as well.

“We’re pulling the barge over to disembark,” he continued.

I grumbled and climbed to my feet. The nap was important for healing and my leg felt good as new. But it still took me a moment to clear my head. A few moments later I felt the soft bump as the barge hit something solid. The sailors were digging in their poles to slow us down to a stop, but it was obvious that they probably needed a few more hands. So with a grunt, I leaped over the side onto the grass. Seeing my action, my wives followed only to be joined by Baz and the other men. We got a few nervous waves from the worried sailors as they pushed back to the centre of the river. 

“Right, who’s with me?” I asked.

Immediately, the closest ten soldiers moved towards me. The rest moved towards Baz. I examined the eclectic group. Humans, a couple fetz I’m pretty sure one is a faun. It was good to see that volunteers were a mixed group. It showed that they respected one another enough to fight for all. Even if a few of the civilians thought otherwise. 

“Let’s get moving. If you want something to eat, do it while we move. We’ve gotta keep up with the barge,” I said, turning to follow the river. 

Rain chose that moment to start falling. It wasn’t torrential, but I hoped it would help cover the sounds of our approach. We had to jog in order to keep up. The river flowed steadily, and moving through the trees slowed us down. But we were nearing the crossroads where the river split. Movement caught my eye to my left and I turned to see Chit step around the far side of a fallen log. As she moved, she suddenly lunged and swung her mace in a wide arc. The dull thud of metal meeting flesh broke the relative silence and an arrow shot out from a bow that narrowly missed my face. Immediately, I rushed towards Chit, in case she needed help, but there was no further action.

“Spotted his aura,” Chit said, pulling her mace free from her victim's face. “Elf, I saw him a while off. Probably a scout. He was aiming his bow at you,” she said, gesturing at me.

I leaned forward and kissed the side of her helmet. I couldn’t see, but I imagined she smiled nonetheless. “Let's go, people. Chit, you spot any more, say something about the moon and point roughly in the opposite direction.”

“The moon?” she asked, as we kept moving.

“Well if you point at him and go, ‘there’s one!’ You’ll give away that you can see them.” Chit just chuckled and nodded her head.

It was another few minutes before we smelled smoke. From my guess, we were right on track. Their camp was nearby. Probably camped right on the ambush site. Bastards are underestimating us. That or it was a massive trap designed to lure us in. But I was confident this was either a territory dispute, or more likely, something to draw me out…

Up ahead, just over the sound of the rain through the trees, we heard a laugh. I grit my teeth at the thought of them going about the slaughter of civilians so casually. I gestured for Baz to start moving around to the flank. Eila and Ally moved up and split in opposite directions to circle the camp. I watched Chit give Ita a small cuddle and I led the remaining soldiers closer to the camp. 

We weren’t in sight yet, but we were close. We sat, patiently, just outside of the view of the main camp. From the voices, I guessed there were probably a few dozen of them. That meant our chances for success were high. But I wanted a distraction, before we charged in. That would save more of my men’s lives. And it wasn’t long until I had one.

A fireball screamed through the air in an arc. It’s light pierced through the trees as it flew towards the camp. Several shouts went out, before a loud FWUMP followed by several screams of pain and shock. With a roar, I charged through the last few trees and into a scene of chaos. A clump of tents were ablaze, burning despite the rain. Even as I watched, two figures stumbled out of the burning tents and collapsed just outside. Elfin warriors ran around picking up buckets and running for the river. But as I exploded from the forest, they dropped what they were doing to face me. On the opposite side, I saw Baz charge through attacking the elfs from the rear. The first elf I met, I simply trampled, the soldiers behind me would put him down if he tried to get back up. But in a flash, I was amongst them all. Whirling my sword around, I hacked off limbs with ease. Their dying screams rang out even as their ineffective spells blasted over me without harm. I heard a shout behind me and I turned to see one of my soldiers go down with an arrow in their chest. Two more grabbed him and dragged him back from the battle. Where I saw Ita dash out to administer healing, with Chit at her side. 

Spinning back into the fray, I shield bashed an elf with all my might. Unlike with Chit, this elf was sent flying back into the wreckage of the burning tents, where he screamed his last. I’d have felt bad, but these were the same elfs who attacked a defenceless transport barge a day earlier. An elf appeared before me, this one older, more refined. Instead of fine armour, he wore a leather cloak. As he lifted his hand, flames burst out into my face. I couldn’t help the grin as I swung my sword into an uppercut, taking his hand at the wrist. His blank, shocked stare was cut short as I followed up with my boot into his chest. He hit the ground with a heavy crunch and I moved to my next target. 

It was all over a minute or so later. The last couple elfs threw down their weapons and surrendered. I looked around the campground and saw what remained. Bodies, the tents that were beginning to smoulder under the rain and my soldiers, coming to take the few surviving prisoners. It was then I spotted Ally, standing over the elf I’d kicked earlier. The expression on her face was monstrous and the figure on the ground laughed at her. That was all I needed to approach the pair. The man’s eyes snapped to mine as he saw my approach. Ally just looked ashamed and wouldn’t look at me. I recalled her talk when we first made love and everything clicked into place.

“Ally, look at me, please,” I said, moving to comfort her. Her gaze rose to mine and I could see nothing but pain. “He’s your… Trainer?” I asked. Ally nodded slowly, glancing down again. This time I took her chin and pulled her face towards me. I kissed her softly, then kissed her again, making her smile.

“Pathetic,” the elf coughed.

“Coming from food, that’s a bit rich,” I grumbled at the elf.

Turning back to Ally, I kissed her again before releasing her. Switching back to the elf on the ground, he sneered at me. I made my decision. There was one way to send a message. If they wanted to know where to find me… Well they found me… Raising my foot, I brought it down on the elf’s pelvis. His shocked scream came out silently as his pelvis was crushed in an instant. Keeping my foot in place, I grabbed his remaining hand and brought it to my mouth. The sneering expression now replaced with one of horror. In a single bite, I took all his fingers and chewed them slowly. I preferred not to eat bone, but I’d make an exception this time. Yanking him forward, he gasped in pain as his weight settled over his shattered pelvis. I pushed back his leather cloak, exposing his shoulder. Taking a bite of the muscle in his upper arm, I wrenched my head back and forth until his shoulder separated from the joint. He screamed in pain as the bones separated, but the skin failed to let go, so I bit harder and took a chunk of flesh as my second mouthful. Pushing him flat on his back, I grabbed his head and forced it backward. Leaning in, I bit into the underside of his chin, shearing off a good portion of his throat and ripping out his tongue in the same bite. The last sight he saw was of me slowly chewing on the piece of meat that was his tongue. 

Standing, Ally handed me a waterskin. Splashing it over my face, I spat out the remainder of my meal, onto the partially eaten corpse. With the worst of the blood gone, I realised everyone was watching me with looks from horror to fear. I sighed, and realised exactly what this must have looked like.

“Listen up, all of you. You’ve got to be blind, deaf and dumb not to realise I’m not quite human.” I looked over at the men, seeing a few nod their heads. “I’m actually not quite sure what I am. What I do know is that I’m not fazed by what I eat. This was the third person I’ve ever done that too. The first, tortured me for months, the second, tried to rape my wife, Eila and this one, did terrible things to Ally. This was personal and so I acted personally.”

My wives moved in to support me as I finished my speech and I looked around. Most still looked a little disturbed, but they were all nodding their heads. Ally gripped my hand tightly even as I turned away from the remains of my meal. I just hoped she was okay, and that enough justice had been done. 

 


Chapter Four



In the end, we’d captured five. The two that surrendered, one that was knocked unconscious by Ally and two more that Ita had saved. One of which was brought down by Chit. He probably wouldn’t ever be walking again though… We’d also taken a few casualties. One from my own group lost an arm and two more from Baz’s group were killed in a small ambush. Two elfin snipers were in hiding as they stormed the clearing. Ally was only a second too late, but managed to stop any further deaths. But the real surprise was their prisoners. Just on the outskirts of the clearing, there was a cage, just like the one they transported me in all those months ago. Inside were three of the sailors from the previous transport. There had been four, but one had been removed for interrogation… We found his corpse in the latrine. 

All in all, we had answers, we had stopped the attacks and we were bringing three families back together. It was a shame that all of this was just the precursor to a greater conflict. They sent a messenger back every week or so. At best, it would be a week before the silence would provoke a scouting party. Then another few days before an army would be raised. At worst, some hidden elf in the trees escaped our notice and is already carrying away the news. Either way, conflict was on the horizon. All because some greedy bastard couldn’t leave well enough alone… 

“Alright, let’s get back to the barge. We need to prepare the town for an attack,” I growled. 

Baz barked a few orders and everyone started moving back towards the river. I held a silent vigil as our dead were carried on shields of their squad members. I couldn’t help but wonder how many more times I would see this sight, before people would leave well enough alone. I said a silent prayer to whatever gods that were listening, that I’d never have to bare one of my wives on a shield. 

It only took a few minutes to get everyone on board. The barge had managed to stop safely and without issue just a little further up-river. Without the added weight of the soldiers in the barge, they managed it on their own. They were, however, ecstatic at seeing their old friends coming back. Which was a good thing on it’s own. With the three extra hands, we started making our way back to town. 

***

It was dark as we made it back. The torches atop the towers welcomed us back like moths to a flame. Baz pulled a horn from his pack and blew a series of notes in ascending order. I just smiled as I listened to the portcullis over the river, being raised. It had been a long day, and I wasn’t looking forward to getting out and walking towards the nearest gate. 

“Should we open the baths?” I asked my wives as we passed into the town.

Eila and Ally just looked at one another and nodded. “We think it’s a good idea,” Eila said with a smile.

I just nodded and kissed them both. They’d probably throw themselves off a cliff if they thought I’d suggested it. But that just meant I had even more reasons to love and care for them. 

“Alright, if you two want to run ahead and get that started, I’d appreciate it. Ita, can you run to the tavern? Ask them to get together whatever they can make a lot of, quickly. Let them know it’s for the returning soldiers.” I cleared my throat and caught everyone’s attention. “Alright, get your kit off, get your families and come to the bathhouse. I’m having food brought up.”

I grinned as the men murmerred amongst themselves. A few minutes later we were docked, Eila and Ally darted off into the night with Ita on their tails. Chit and I stayed behind to help with the wounded and prisoners. The dead would be given burial rights in the morning, the living needed taking care of first. In the end, it was left up to me to escort our prisoners. We chained them to one another and I led them on a leash to the prison. An elf even had the audacity to complain about me doing so, until I cuffed him and reminded him about my own treatment. He shut up after that and the rest fell into step. They’d already been disarmed and stripped to their breeches. They still had access to their various forms of magic, but with their hands bound behind them, directing it would be difficult. Not to mention a few black eyes and bruised jaws from a pair that decided to test my magical resistance.

***

“As Mayor, I condemn you five, to hang until dead. For the crimes of attacking innocent civilians carrying out their daily work.”

I hadn’t planned on making their execution public. But Baz had made the suggestion that I and especially Eila and Ally be present for the public spectacle. The people needed to know what kind of stance I would take and understand that hatred of elfs in general was not tolerated. Not that Eila or Ally would complain if I decided otherwise. The men of their people were little better than slavers more often than not. Especially the wealthy or influential. The dull thunk of five bodies making a short drop with a sudden stop barely registered through my mind. They deserved their fate for attacking innocent and unguarded civilians. But… Things were worse than some elfin raiders on our doorstep.

It seems our battle with the goblins had attracted a lot of attention. The remains of the goblin armies broke up after the last battle and went their separate ways. Considering their tendencies to stick together in roving groups if they didn’t have homes… Inevitably, some ended up being captured and interrogated. Goblins, being dumb as they are, couldn’t give much more information than a general direction. But the description of a sword wielding giant… That would have been a rather obvious clue.

Phaslo, that fucking prick, thankfully did not know the location of our town. At least not yet… A patrol spotted one of our barges on the river, so they posted camp to wait for a second. The information that they took from the sailors they captured would reach Phaslo in less than a week. It will take him a few days to gather his forces and a week or so to march back. Less if he has horses and a direct route set up. Even less if he utilises the river, but Eila doesn’t think that’s likely. What we needed to do right now was decide how to proceed. The town doesn’t deserve to suffer for my wives and my personal issues. But there’s always the chance that us leaving would only serve to leave this town undefended. Another option is to evacuate the town. The humans can go North into the human held lands, but the non-humans can only go west, further into the wilds and into more danger. 

I sighed in my frustration with the situation as my wives stood around me. No matter what, I needed to protect these wonderful, beautiful women. I’d happily lay down my life if it meant saving theirs. Though I’d probably never hear the end of it. Chit would most likely drag my soul back by the ear, ranting and screaming the whole way until I apologised and stopped being dead. Looking back to the now still elfs, I nodded my signal to Baz. I’d found him to be extremely trustworthy. One of my biggest concerns about a public execution was children. But he’d scoured the crowd and the children had been removed. The whole event was rather docile. There had been a few soft jeers and insults that I’d put a stop to. We weren’t the monsters here. We were just the ones putting the monsters down. And the town needed to see that. So with the end of the five elfs, they were swiftly cut down and taken away to be burned. There would be no ceremony for them. 

As the last body was carted away, I made my way to the stage. The crowd was so silent it was deafening. My footsteps were the loudest sound in the square, followed only by the soft patter of my wives as they escorted me to the stairs. But even these I climbed alone. 

“Citizens, we have a decision to make,” I started, grabbing the town's attention. “The Elfin King, Phaslo, had a daughter. This daughter, he gave to a man, who beat, tortured and attempted to rape. Attempted, because I am the one who stopped it.” I paused, seeing a sea of faces turned towards me. Their stares were as defiant as I felt that day when I fought against Darjl. “The princess, if I may use that term, went on to become my first wife, Eila.”

A collective gasp went through the crowd at those words. Eila, like my other wives, was a well known and respected member of the town. Everyone knew her and everyone knew of her humble nature she had when dealing with others. Nobody in their right minds would have guessed she was royalty. 

“King Phaslo,” I continued, as the crowd fell silent. “He knows the location of this town, he knows Eila is here and he will come for her.” At this, several shouts went out, only to be hushed so I could continue. “I can leave, I can take my wives and leave. But there’s no guarantee that Phaslo will leave the town alone. We can stay, build up our defences and defend our homes, or we can evacuate the town and go our separate ways. Of course, anyone who wishes to leave regardless, may do so.”

Again the town was silent, before a hoarse voice rang out, “I stand and will fight!”

I turned and spotted the familiar green snarl of Chit’s father, Grah. Immediately after, Marge yelled out the same. And like a great catalyst of fate, hundreds of voices rang out their oaths to fight and defend their homes. I just hoped it wasn’t a mistake. So with the decision sorted, I headed into the meeting hall to discuss the town's defences with Baz, who followed after.

“A few will leave, mostly humans,” he said, closing my office door behind him.

“Will we lose any guards?”

“None of the smart ones,” Baz chuckled. “Anyone caught outside these walls is a dead man. Even the transports. With our new walls, staying here is the best option. We have the same battlements that would be in a city three times our size. Unless the Elfs bring siege engines, they’re not getting over them in a hurry. The gate is the weak point, but you held it once already.”

I nodded my head, “I can’t help but feel I’ve brought doom upon the town, though.”

Baz shrugged, “The bastardry of elfs is well known. Yours is just a little more extreme than anyone would expect. Those who have an issue will leave. But I think you’ll find, most will stay.”

We spent the next few hours going over the logistics for the battle. We’d need to have more armour and weapons made. Which could be helped along with Eila and Ally’s magic and the help from Grah, Marge and her family. My wives could heat the metal with magic, which was the part that took the longest. We’d also send out our hunters to collect sticks and branches to use as handles for clubs, shafts for spears and arrows and firewood in the case of a siege. It would be better if we had months to prepare, but a couple of weeks would have to do. I even added an overtime bonus for anyone who worked additional hours or provided additional stock for the town supplies. Any consumables not sold by the end of the day, were to be brought to the town hall. Here they’d be bought up and set for storage. Either way, there was going to be a lot of smoking, salting, drying and pickling going on. 

It was early evening when I finally arrived back home. I was greeted at the door by the smell of Chit’s stew. But by the time I closed the door, I was surrounded by my wives. Before I could speak, Chit pulled me down and kissed me. As she kept me distracted, the others began pulling off my clothing. All thoughts of food disappeared when I felt a set of warm lips engulf the head of my cock. I didn’t know who they belonged to as Chit refused to let up, so I just groaned and kissed back. A few moments later, the lips came free with a soft pop, only for a second set to take their place. These lips bobbed slowly and I could feel the swirl of her tongue around the head. From my guess, it was Eila at first and Ally was second. Which meant… The third set of lips over my cock, basically didn’t stop until her nose hit my crotch. Ita, my shy little succubus, was a sexual goddess. The things she did, reminded me daily she was the least human of my wives. Even Chit had limitations. 

With Chit firmly occupying my lips, Eila and Ally helped lower me into a sitting position. Resting against the door, I could finally see my beautiful succubus, bobbing away on my cock. I watched in rapt attention as Ally lowered herself behind Ita and I groaned as Ita suddenly shuddered from Ally’s contact. The vibrations of Ita’s body did wonderful things to my cock, but I had my sight interrupted by Eila. Working herself in beside Chit, I kissed them both at the same time. Eila and Chit slipped their tongues into my own mouth, as often as they did one another. Seeing my wives loving one another set something off inside me and I leaned back.

“Cumming,” I grunted.

And like that, Ita pulled off my cock. The confusion on my face must have been apparent as Eila and Chit both smiled. A moment later, the warmth of Ita’s pulsing tunnel wrapped itself around my length. Firing my seed into her, I got maybe two pulses, before, I’m assuming Ally, ripped her off. A split second later another wet entry wrapped itself over my still pulsing cock. Two more pulses and Eila pulled her off as Chit impaled herself. The situation repeated as Eila took her place last, only this time she sat still and took what I had remaining. And just like every other time, their eyes lit up bright blue, shuddering through their power induced orgasms. This time though, they at least recovered quickly, only to pout in disappointment. 

“Nope, have to try something else,” Ita said softly. “Though, it was probably a good thing that we didn’t ALL get pregnant at the same time,” she giggled. 

I just sat on the floor and wondered how different my life was in comparison to the last forty. It was a good feeling, being so loved. They were also right. It was time to create more love for ourselves. And I will do everything to ensure it happened. 

***

The stores were looking fuller every day. Some of the older women had teamed up with some of the younger, single, ladies of the town. They’d managed to create an assembly line of pickling produce. They’d spend an hour at each station so they wouldn’t get bored. Some would cut the produce, others would make the pickling solution. Another group sterilized the jars, while another filled and heated them. If that wasn’t enough, they’d worked out how to run everything in shifts so it ran all day and all night without stopping. It had taken three days for someone to come find me to ask for a hand. The men in charge of moving all the jars into storage couldn’t keep up. With me on hand, I could move what several men could in one go. Even then, it still took most of the day to get everything packed away and I’d promised to return every second day to square things up. 

It was the fourth day since the raid on the elfin outpost. Four days of preparation. Baz and I had estimated close to thirty people had left town. Most of those were visitors. Out of our citizens. Only one family had left to our knowledge. It honestly wasn’t a surprise they were human. Most, if not all of the petty squabbles that happened in this city involved humans. Considering the lack of people in stocks for violence, non-humans weren’t taking care of themselves outside the law. It just seemed they got along better. Maybe being pushed out of human lands generations ago, left them with a sense of kinship. Whatever the reason. I wouldn’t hold it against anyone for leaving. I just hoped they got far enough away to escape the carnage before it arrived. 

“Frelser!” A voice called.

Turning, I could see a guard, sprinting towards me. I’m sure you could always agree, that if a guard of all people is calling your name and running, it wasn’t for a good reason. Putting aside my thoughts, I turned to face the… Woman… Fetz woman. Interesting, I didn’t know we had female guards, but if she wore the uniform, Baz was satisfied with her. 

“Frelser, we spotted something, coming up the river!” She said quickly.

Without a word I started running for the river gate. Surprisingly, the fetz kept up with me. I didn’t realise they could run so fast, but… Her armour was a little different. Lighter, maybe she had a different use. Food for thought, later. Rushing into the new section of town, I quickly located a set of stairs and climbed the battlements. Atop, was Baz, staring at… Well… I wasn’t sure what it was…

“Any ideas?” I asked, standing beside the Captain.

“None.”

It was clearly a modified barge. Similar to the barges we used, wide, flat and using push poles to propel it slowly towards us. But… That’s just about where the similarities stopped. This barge was clearly modified for war. It had enclosed sides and a roof made of slate shingles that would stop it from catching alight. The push poles were being operated by individuals we couldn’t see. The real kicker was an unmanned ballista mounted to the front. What on earth are we going to do here?

“You, go get my wives, hurry,” I said to the fetz. She nodded her head and darted off without a word. “Baz, since when do we have women in the guard?”

Baz just shrugged his shoulders. “There’s a few now. We were short on hands after the goblin attack. One day she showed up with some other ladies. Some had lost husbands, others were from the dollhouse. After a bit of back and forth, they challenged a few of my boys to a fight. I gotta tell you, they were something else. I’m still not sure how many knives they carry on them. In the end, a few, like Lonty, wear lighter versions of the guards armour. We used them as messengers mostly. Others are plain clothed and do undercover work.” I just cocked an eyebrow thinking what sort of undercover work would be needed in this town. “Last week, one of the lasses caught wind of a fur trader who was trying to smuggle out a cache of gems he’d stumbled across. They’re damned useful.”

I just nodded along and turned my attention back to the slowly approaching barge. It looked like it would be difficult to sink if they were hostile. But the lack of anyone on the ballista had me on edge. Was there something we were missing entirely? 

“Oh,” Eila’s soft voice said behind me. I turned my head and saw Eila and Ally staring at the barge with small frowns. “That messenger is getting the others. Chit should be here shortly.”

Before I could respond, a loud thump, followed by a warm pressure told me of Ita’s arrival. She rubbed herself gently against my side in one of her small gestures. Placing my hand on her shoulder she practically vibrated in content. It was odd that a demon was the softest of all my wives. But I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

The loud cunch of armour was the next sound that broke the atmosphere as Chit and Lonty arrived. Chit was in her full armour and Lonty seemed to be struggling to carry my sword. Both were panting heavily.

“Gods…” Chit huffed, “I got here as quickly as I could.”

I just gave the stout woman a grin. Forever trying to prove herself. If only she knew how much we all depended on her. Hers was the voice of reason and without her, I fear we’d fall apart. 

“Frelser,” Baz called softly.

Turning my attention back to the front, I spotted what he meant. The barge was just outside bow range. But that wasn’t it. A hatch had been opened on the top and a small, stout figure was standing on top. He seemed to be holding a brown sack in one hand. Reaching in with the other, he pulled out the item and held it above his head. Honestly, if this was some sort of ruse, it was a very good one. 

“Raise the portcullis,” I muttered softly.

Clutched in the stout figure's hand, was the head of an elf. As the portcullis began to rise, the figure bowed slightly and put the head down on the top of the barge, before going back through the hatch. A few moments later, the barge began pushing itself forward once again. It really was a big, slow, lumbering thing. But it was relentless. Plodding along at it’s sedate pace without pause or break. 

“Let’s go greet our guests. Have everyone spread out, I want everyone ready, just in case,” I ordered. We had no idea what he was hiding in that barge, but I wouldn’t put it past Phaslo to provide an elf’s head just to make a point. 

Heading back down the stairs, I followed my wives to the port. Here, we watched as the barge slowly waddled through the portcullis and came to a stop several meters from the bank. I kept an eye on it as the small figure climbed back up onto the top of the barge with a thick rope. 

“Here!” He called throwing it over to us. “Pull us in, there’s not enough room in here to steer this beast properly!”

I frowned as several guards caught the rope. If I wasn’t mistaken, the figure was a dwarf. Quite short with a long beard. This one seemed older than even Marge. But the thing that made me pause was his request to pull him across. If we were distracted trying to pull the barge to dock, who was inside with the push poles?

“Who else is in there?” I called.

The figure frowned for a moment, “Just me. I’ve no need for a crew with this machine.” I frowned. I’d heard of the ingenuity of the dwarves. I’d even heard mention of some of their machines. Great revolving hammers, usually powered by mules, used to hammer enormous forging’s into shape. But this… This was something else. Even if there were a few mules onboard, I couldn’t see how they could operate push poles. 

“Frelser, you can trust him,” a firm voice called from the rear.

With another frown, not wanting to take my eyes off the dwarf, I glanced back and spotted Marge approaching the group of us. Wisely the nearest guards didn’t stop her approaching. The look in her eye told me she wouldn’t have appreciated it. 

“Marjhonen!” The dwarf called, “It’s been too long!”

“Cut the crap, Jonharren, why did my father send you of all people?”

The old dwarf seemed to pause and take a breath, “He didn’t lass. Orikhonen was ambushed by elfs. I was part of the warparty sent to find out what happened to him.”

“I… I see,” Marge said softly. Turning to me, I could see the pain in her eyes as she composed herself. “Please trust my cousin.”

“Second cousin!” The old dwarf called.

“It doesn’t matter, I’m married!” She snapped back, silencing him. “As I was saying, I… I didn’t expect him in particular, but he’s trustworthy.” Turning on the spot, she stormed away from us. I’d never seen her like this. But that only told me that Jonharren had some questions to answer.

“Pull him in,” I nodded to the guards.

As a group, they began pulling on the rope, dragging the barge closer to the bank. It seemed difficult with the push poles still in position, and I still worried about something going wrong. But, within a few arm spans of the bank, Jonharren called for a stop and went back inside. Silently, I reached for the sword now strapped to my hip. We could hear the dwarf knocking around inside and I couldn’t be sure what it was. But the guards around seemed to mimic my motion and take their weapons in hand. 

“One sign of trouble, I’ll rip that barge in half,” Eila whispered softly. 

CLUNK!

And with a series of softly clattering, the roof seemed to rock towards us. Gripping my sword tighter, I stepped away from the bank as the barge’s roof approached. It was ingenious in a way. The roof was clearly designed to unfold and turn into a full length boarding ramp for the barge. But it was inside that I worried about. It had enough room for dozens of soldiers to be hiding. But all that seemed to be exposed was machinery and crates. And right in the middle was the old dwarf, standing alone.

He took in the sight of us and frowned, ”Didn’t trust me?”

I just shrugged and released my sword, “Would you?”

That got a smirk out of him, “I suppose not.” As the machinery came to a standstill, the old dwarf crossed onto land letting out a low groan as he reached land. “Honestly don’t know how Orikhonen did it all these years.”

“What happened anyway? Who is Orikhonen and who are you?”

The old dwarf smiled grimly. “Orikhonen was Marjhonen’s father, he was a weapons merchant for our people. He received a letter asking him to deliver weapons to this town. Said you were having trouble with some elfs and… Well… What better way to earn some coin than by killing off those stupid…” He blinked, seeing Eila and Ally standing behind me. 

“It’s fine,” Eila smiled thinly, “I’m well aware of my people’s history with yours.”

The old dwarf eyed her, “Then you’ll ensure you and your husband keep your distance, eh?”

“That will be difficult,” I growled softly. “I was hoping we could do business. After all, It’s Eila’s father who I’m assuming is responsible for Orikhonen’s death.”

The old dwarf went wide eyed and looked between us. “Is… Are… Which one’s are your wives?”

As one, Ita and Chit, pushed Ally and Eila into arms reach of me and I took them under my arms. The old dwarf looked like he’d been slapped. Before bursting into laughter. I stood, waiting for him to collect himself, quietly enjoying my wives’ touch. And as the old dwarf collected himself, he grinned. 

“Princess, it’s a great pleasure of mine to help kill your father!”

***

The negotiations were… Swift… Jonharren, after his fit, returned to the barge and collected a decanter of amber fluid. After leaving a few instructions to unload all the crates, he grabbed the first and dragged it over. Opening it up, he showed us the contents. I couldn’t make heads nor tails of it, staring at the pieces, but he explained. They were portable ballista. Unlike the one on the bow of the barge, these had metal limbs. This meant they were smaller, but no less powerful. They could also be operated by a two man team and moved quickly into any position necessary. All together, he had twelve of them to trade. Aside from this, he also had fifty hand-held crossbows, several crates of hand held weapons and schematics for a trebuchet that could be scaled up or down as needed. All together, I was once again surprised by the enginuity of the dwarves. Marge could size rings at a glance as easily as forging armour fit for kings. Here, another had schematics and weapons of war beyond anything I’d seen before. In return, all he wanted was some gold and a place to stay for the time being. Being a man of war, he knew how to train up the town guards to actually use the equipment. Not to mention help with construction. Maybe there was hope yet?

 


Chapter Five



A stroke of luck indeed. I couldn’t help but shake my head. Phaslo probably didn’t think we had it in us to launch an attack of our own. It had been a week since we’d ambushed the elfin warparty on the river. I’d been leading a small team, one of a dozen on recon of the surrounding area. Eila, Ally and Chit were all at home. Much to their displeasure. Ita had accompanied me on the trip. Between her abilities in healing and flight, I figured at best she was useful and at worst a damn good messenger. It was actually her that spotted the search party. Now we were crouched in a familar clump of trees. The search party had come across the scattered camp we’d destroyed. We didn’t bother cleaning up their dead. They left ours in a latrine… 

“Quickly! Search for survivors!”

“SIR!”

We couldn’t see them clearly through the shrubbery. But we could spot their movement as they scrambled around each body and checked the few tents that survived the fire. There were a dozen of them. Far too many for our small team to take in a fight. At least not one I wanted to risk. With surprise, my strength and Ita’s magic, we could probably do it. But there would also probably be casualties. The team I led was small, we weren’t equipped to fight more than another scouting party. Lonty, the fetz messenger from the town was with me. With her were two others. Another male fetz, Gornty and Harri, a female human. All were swift, all were quiet and all carried a number of knives I hadn’t actually managed to work out yet. This was despite their new dwarven shortswords they wore on their hips.

I have to say those swords were perfect for the light guards. These were shortswords designed for dwarves. So while they were shorter than a regular sword, they were longer than daggers and heavy like broadswords. Combined with the quality of the metal, they were basically as useful cutting down trees as they were stabbing chests. They’d been sent to us with the expectation they’d be used as secondary weapons in combat. But the moment Baz saw them they went straight to the light guards. 

Speaking of, one was missing… Gornty… Always bloody Gornty… He was a good scout. Did his job, did it quietly, did it well… Unfortunately, he had a thing for Lonty, and Lonty wasn’t all that interested. So he’d developed a bit of a complex… Especially with my nighttime activities with Ita. As a succubus, she relied directly on a constant stream of my lifeforce. At least that was the excuse she used to turn herself inside out, using whatever orifice took her fancy, multiple times, over the last two evenings. Not that I was complaining of course, I’m only… Well… Not quite human… But you get my point. 

“Gornty!” I hissed, looking around for the stupid fetz. No doubt he was out trying to get a closer look. What we should have been doing was falling back. Sooner or later they’ll start checking the trees and I didn’t want a fight. 

“Over there,” a small voice whispered. 

Looking over, it was Harri, pointing off to the left of where I was looking. Sure enough, there was Gornty, on his stomach creeping forward. I thought about breaking cover and dragging him out. Unfortunately, if I broke cover, the elf he was stalking would have spotted me. 

“Don’t do it you stupid bastard,” I muttered to myself. 

The soft scrape of weapons being drawn told me the others were ready. Ita would take to the sky as soon as possible. We’d already discussed what she should do in an attack. With no skills with a blade or experience in combat other than spellcasting, it was the safest bet for her. Bad enough I fought beside Chit. Eila and Ally were different. They were warriors before I loved them. And yes… I know I’m probably sexist and stupid. They’re strong and capable in their own ways. I just wanted to keep them all safe… What would I do if I lost one of them? How could I ever forgive myself seeing one of the women I loved die before me? Bah… Thoughts for never. Right now I have a dipshit fetz to watch…

And watch I did. I was right, the elfs were spreading into the trees. At least they were spread far and wide. There was the one Gornty was stalking and another to my right. The others weren’t in direct sight. 

“Spread out. If dipshit over there takes one down. Take the others quietly. The more we can get before we’re spotted, the better. I’m the only one here who won’t be affected by magic, and assume all the elfs can use it.”

Harri, Lonty and Ita nodded. Ita moved back, while Harri pulled another knife from… Somewhere… Honestly I have no fucking idea. One moment she was holding a sword, the next she had a knife as well… I’d assume it was magic of their own, but Harri apparently had been tested by the mages guild as a child and was definitely not holding out on us. Lonty on the other hand, crept back and disappeared into the trees behind us. I trusted her a hell of a lot more than Gornty on the best of days, so I figured she was flanking around for the next target. 

“FORM UP!” The elfin commander called.

I breathed a sigh of relief as the closest elf turned. Only for Gornty to choose that moment to strike. Quick as a flash, he stood, leaped over a low bush and slammed his sword and a knife into the elfs back. Piercing both his lungs in a single blow, the elf made a soft gurgling sound and collapsed. The technique was floorless. It worked perfectly and Gornty was even able to help take his weight to stop his body thumping into the ground. There was just… One little issue…

“We’re under att-!” The second elf choked before Harri’s knife slammed into his neck.

Blinking, I gave Harri a glance and she shrugged, “Throwing it was quicker.”

“Over there!” An elf called.

I waited until I heard the crashing of the nearest elf in the trees. Then I decided to turn their tables. If they were focussed on me, they were less likely to harm the others. Standing, with a roar of my own, I rushed towards the approaching elf. He was as surprised to see me as the goblins that attacked the town months ago. I didn’t even pause as I trampled over his small form. The wet crunch of my boots on his chest let me know he probably wasn’t getting up again. Almost immediately, I came across a second elf. This one hurled a fireball at me. Ignoring the flaming ball of death, I changed direction and stormed towards him. As the flames washed over my form, like a soft warm breeze, I watched his expression turn from amusement to terror in an instant. The expression on his face, forever frozen as my sword whipped around and removed his head in a single blow. 

“It’s the beast! Converge here! We must kill him!” an elf with an ornate helmet cried. 

Turning to face what I could assume was their commanding officer, I was surprised by the thud of a crossbow bolt to my chest. Thankfully, my armour stopped it dead, but I could feel the tip of the bolt scraping my flesh. This new cuirass really was something. Turning to the elf with the crossbow, I watched him catch a knife in the ribs of his own. With him collapsing, I stormed right for the officer. Rushing forward, I made a vertical swing. But my blade passed by the elf as he danced to the side. He tried stepping inside my reach, but I swiftly changed direction and swung my sword horizontally, making him leap backward. By that time, we’d been joined by three other elfin warriors. One tried to blast me with a wave of pure force, hoping to knock me down. My only reaction was to step into the blast as it staggered a fourth elf that appeared behind me. My sword passed through him so quickly, he had enough time to examine the stumps where his fingers were, before his intestines fell out of his stomach. 

It was just as well, as the commander used the distraction to leap into action. His thin blade whistled through the air as I stepped back out of harm’s way. But he pressed his advantage and kept coming. This was the one situation I wasn’t prepared for. On the battlefield against dozens of enemies, there just wasn’t the room to duel. One swing of my sword and I could cut three or four elfs into pieces. In small numbers like this, they could take it in turns, flank and dance in and out of reach as they saw fit. And while they didn’t appear to have the same physical strength of a human, they were certainly quicker. If not for the chainmail hauberk, I’d be bleeding in several places right now as the commander again slipped my guard and slashed my shoulder. He’d need to slip that blade of his into my helmet or into the gaps by my legs if he wanted a chance. Unless he got really lucky and hit my hand… I really hoped Marge and Grah were working on gauntlets. At the very least, that would make it safer to punch this little bastard… Hmmm…

Quickly taking two steps back, the commander moved to follow. The last thing he wanted was to get into my range again. So he was completely taken by surprise when I changed direction and advanced on him directly. In an instant, I was close enough to slam the hilt of my sword into the side of his head. The clang of the impact knocked him back a step, but the thud of my gigantic boot slamming into his chest knocked him flying. With forward momentum on my side, I rushed at the now three elfs standing before me. The first caught my blade in the face and went down with a scream. The second leapt out of range. The third spun around behind me. Like his commander, his small blade slid harmlessly over my armour where he tried to slash me. Spinning around, I backfisted his jaw, snapping his head around so far I was pretty sure his neck was broken. Turning back to the last elf, I frowned, as he collapsed to his knees with a knife in the side of his ribs. 

“How is your armour so thin?” I asked.

The elf just glared at me, so I shrugged and stabbed him. The dull hateful glare finally receded as his corpse slid from my blade into the dirt. Turning, I saw Lonty, panting as a line of blood ran down her arm. 

“You okay?” I asked.

Lonty just nodded, “I’ll be fine. All the others are dead. Harri needs Ita though.”

“Shit,” I snapped. “ITA!”

“Husband!” a soft, pained voice called from ahead. 

Pushing into the trees, I quickly found my wife. She was busy directing her power on herself. Before her was the corpse of an elf. From the look of things, he’d hit her with some form of fire blast. Ita’s shirt was half missing, and her pants were tattered. The only reason she wasn’t completely exposed was the underwear she wore, which seemed to be made of leather. But even it was blackened and cracked in places. But it was the dark, blistered skin that caught my eye. Her pinkish-red skin was more maroon and cracked in some places. The wound wept a clear fluid as Ita grimaced and directed her healing on herself. 

“Oh, Ita,” I crooned, moving to comfort her.

“Shit, is she okay?” Lonty asked.

“I’ll be okay in a few minutes,” Ita frowned at the pain she felt. “Stupid elf got me as I flew over. But I cursed his lungs to dry out, so we’re even.”

“Frelser, Harri might not have a few minutes,” Lonty said softly.

I was about to say something, when Ita beat me to it. “Husband, carry me. I’ll keep healing.”

Nodding, I moved around to her good side and gently hoisted Ita into my arms. It was a little awkward trying to hold her without aggravating her burns, but I managed. Turning, I nodded at Lonty, who led me back across the field and into the trees on the far side. There we found a pale looking Harri with a bolt in her chest. Applying pressure to the wound was Gornty, gritting his teeth as he fought against her attempts to stop the pressure. It wasn’t a good situation. She wanted the bolt out, he knew pulling it would cause her to bleed more. 

“Bring me over, quick,” Ita said.

Closing the last couple metres, I put Ita down beside the injured woman. Grimacing in pain, Ita twisted around and began directing her power into Harri’s wound. 

“Don’t give up,” Gornty snarled. “You hold on!” And like that, Harri went limp. “Harri?” Gornty called. “HARRI!” Gornty hit the ground head first. I barely felt the impact through my knuckles. 

“I’ve stopped the bleeding, we need to get her back to town. She probably won’t wake up for a few days. I’ll do more once we’re safe,” Ita said softly.

“Can you walk?”

Ita shook her head. “I don’t have the skill and power to heal her completely either way. But I still need to heal enough to walk myself. I just need a few minutes.”

As Ita turned her attention back to herself, I looked over Lonty. The wound on her arm didn’t seem deep, but it was still bleeding readily. She was in the process of awkwardly trying to wrap the cut with a bandage she’d produced… Probably from whatever dimension she kept her knives. “Here,” I said softly and took it from her.

“Thank you, Sir,” Lonty smiled.

I just grimaced and started wrapping the cut. “Call me Frelser,” I said softly.

I completely missed her blush and smile, too absorbed in my task. By the time I had finished wrapping her arm, Ita had climbed to her feet. That’s when I realised I had a small problem. How was I supposed to carry two bodies?

***

Fetz. Don’t ever underestimate them. While the dwarves were ingenious, in their machinations. The fetz were practical and cunning in a whole different way. The walk had been a long one. Ita set the pace as she hobbled along. It was a double edged sword with her injury. The more she healed herself, the faster she could walk, but the more tired she would be. Lonty, on the other hand, refused to let Ita even look at her wound once she’d noticed the bandage. Lonty for that matter, was the one I was currently praising. It took her a whole ten minutes to rush off into the trees and come back with some creeper vines. These she'd woven into cords and used to bind up Gornty. The dipshit fetz had spent most of the trip, being dragged along behind me. After binding his wrists together, she’d gone through his armour and removed four more knives from various places. With her satisfied, she’d helped me lift Harri into my arms so I could carry her. Once standing, Gornty’s bindings were tied to my belt and I got the pleasure of dragging him most of the way home. ‘Most,’ being the operative word. He’d woken up a few hours ago, and after whining about his throbbing face where I’d punched him, he’d fallen silent. Whatever chances he had with Lonty, as slim as they probably were, were non-existent now. I swore I even heard a hiss from her last time he spoke… Even if it was just to ask for water.

“I’ll run ahead, get someone out here to help,” Lonty said softly.

I just nodded my thanks and she ran off ahead. We were almost back in the town. The walls were in view and we’d be spotted soon anyway. But I could see Ita was still in pain, and I’d much rather be carrying her than Harri. No offence to Harri, but she wasn’t my wife. I just wished Ita had more skills in healing. She could heal flesh wounds well enough. But organ damage and severe burns were something else. She explained it as the difference between stitching two fabrics together, and trying to weave threads into a torn hole. It took a long time and a lot of effort to do it properly. And a burn was essentially a void of living flesh to weave back. 

“I don’t think I’ll be able to clean the baths for a few days, husband,” Ita mumbled softly.

I just glanced at her. The expression on her face told me she wasn’t kidding. She was genuinely worried about upholding her job. “Ita, if you think you’re getting out of bed until you’re healed, you’ve got another thing coming,” I grunted back. The surprised look on her face kinda stopped me for a moment though. “What’s with that look?”

“I… Ummm… We have a contract… I’m supposed to work in the baths, to clean them…”

“What?” I asked. “Ita, you’re my wife. We don’t have a contract!”

But she shook her head emphatically. “No husband. The only reason I’m still here is because we have a contract. Without a contract in place, I either have to return to my home plane, or find someone to gain lifeforce from.” 

“So… What happens if I cancel our contact and continue giving you the kisses you need?”

Ita frowned, “It would work, but I wouldn’t be your wife any more…”

This time I frowned. I was beginning to understand that Ita thought she was somehow different, or that the contract was what made our relationship work. “Ita, what if I released you from your contract, and asked you to be my wife, again, with no contract AND I still kept giving you power?”

“Why?” Ita looked up at me. “Why would you do that?”

“Because I love you,” I said simply. “Eila, Ally, Chit and now you. I love all of you. None of you are here by force. None of you are here because you don’t want to be. I love each and every one of you. I just want you to be happy.”

Ita just stared at me, before a small tear rolled down her cheek and she pressed her good side to me as we walked. With Harri in my arms I couldn’t hold her, but she didn’t let that worry her. “Husband, don’t cancel the contract. I’ll need it if ever something happens.” 

“Like what?” I asked.

Ita just shrugged. “If someone comes after your soul, somehow, I have a kind of claim on it. My contract will nullify other’s attempts to take your soul by force. Not that our contract lets me actually take your soul myself. But I’m bound to it, making it mine by proxy and while I’m bound to you, I can’t be taken away. And if something does actually happen to me and this body is destroyed, so long as I have the energy to reform in my home plane, I can follow the contract back to find you again.

“I was always told to get as much out of a contract as I possibly could. When you rescued me from Gentar, I was so happy… But when I saw you with your other wives… I felt lonely. I’m a succubus, I’m-”

“You’re a what?!” I turned to see Gornty’s shocked expression, staring at Ita in something between shock and fear. 

“You’ll shut your mouth, or I’ll shut it for you. After the stunt’s you’ve been pulling, you’re hardly the one to talk,” I growled at the fetz.

He frowned, but shut his mouth and Ita continued. “As I was saying, I’m a sexual being. I need to be… Well… Not loved, but at least experience some form of affection. Gentar was quite literally starving me to death. Without the power to return home, when my body dies, I would have died a true death. So we’re taught as children to take as much as we could get. And then I met you… And I was so desperate, I just agreed to whatever contract would save me.” Ita paused in her talk to look up at me and smile. “And now you say you love me? Really? Enough to free me and still give me what I need to survive, while continuing to love me?” She shook her head, “No, husband. Keep the contract. Because as long as it survives, I’ll never want anything else.”

I couldn’t help the stupid smile that broke across my face. I’d have hugged her if not for Harri still unconscious in my arms. Besides, if I wasn’t mistaken, I could hear the thumping of armoured boots approaching. Sure enough, as the trees began to thin, exposing the plain outside the town, where we first fought the goblins, we were greeted by a small party of guards.

“SIR!” They said in unison. Led by Lonty, there were ten of them. Four carried two stretchers between them. Gently as I could, I lowered Harri to the closest stretcher. When the men took her weight, they quickly turned and headed back for town. The next two moved towards Ita, but I scooped her into my arms before she could move. 

“I’ve got her, the rest of you take this idiot with you,” I grunted. Reaching back one handed I found the end of the slip knot and pulled it free from my belt. Handing the makeshift leash to the nearest guard, I started walking as Lonty moved in beside me. 

“Sir-”

“Frelser,” I corrected her firmly.

“Frelser, Sir,” she smirked. I just sighed. “What are we doing with him?”

I just shrugged. “Make a report to Baz, let him deal with it. I personally wouldn’t want to see him on the front lines again, but so long as Harri recovers completely, I don’t think we need another public execution.”

Lonty just nodded, “I’ll make sure Captain Baz gets all the details.”

“Thank you, Lonty,” I said with a smile. I took this moment to glance down at Ita, snuggled against my chest. The burns on her midsection weren’t cracked and weeping any more. But they still looked a little sore. But that wasn’t what I concentrated on. It was her eyes. The way she looked up at me like I was her whole world. “I really do love you,” I said softly and kissed her. 

As our lips parted, she snuggled in even harder, if that were possible. “Never letting go,” she murmured softly. 

There was a lot going on in the town as I carried Ita through the gates. Atop the wall, there seemed to be a lot of construction going on. That meant the ballistae were being installed and ammunition was being stockpiled. Thanks in particular to the scouting parties we had ranging the area, the locals were helping where they could. I’d placed orders for the young people of the town to collect sticks and branches. Others in the town sorted them into bundles. Larger straight branches were turned into spears for the ballistae. Smaller were for arrow shafts. Whatever else was left was put aside to dry. And at worst would make for good firewood if we came under prolonged siege. 

As I carried Ita through the main street, I got many waves and smiles. These people really did seem to take comfort in my presence. I guess saving the town a few times really does keep people’s spirits up, in the face of a looming war. 

“Frelser!” Eila called. Turning, I saw her rushing towards me with a smile, but seeing Ita, her whole demeanor changed. “What happened?” She snapped, fussing over Ita’s discoloured skin. 

“I’ll be okay,” Ita smiled at her sister wife as they exchanged a soft kiss. “Just a burn, it’s mostly healed, but I’ll need to take it easy for a little while.”

“Just a burn?!” Eila snapped. “Honey, it covers you from the base of your ribs to your knee! What happened? Did you get hit with a fireball or something?”

Ita just nodded, “Yeah… But I got him back, don’t worry!”

Eila just snarled softly to herself. “Why were you fighting anyway? I thought you were just scouting! Just wait until Chit finds out about this!”

“Whoa,” I said quickly. “We got dragged into it. Gornty, that bloody idiot was trying to prove how tough he was. We were hiding and he snuck off to go do something manly. Idiot got caught taking down an elf and dragged the rest of us into the fight.”

“Gornty?” Eila narrowed his eyes.

“He’s a dead man!” Chit snarled from behind me.

Turning, I got to see my orc wife glaring daggers in the direction of the town jail. Beside her, was Ally, who quickly stepped past her to kiss Ita as well.

“Calm down my lovelies,” I said, trying to sooth my wives. “He’s in the hands of Baz. His stupidity nearly killed Harri as well. Trust me, he’s not getting away scot-free.”

“Harri was there too?!” Eila gasped. Ally had a look on her face that reminded me of the time shortly after we met, where she demanded to know if I’d hurt Eila. Chit was literally grinding her teeth in anger. Clearly I was missing something important. 

“Eila?” I asked cautiously.

My first elfin wife made eye contact with me long enough to say, “Don’t forget I’m the one in charge of your wives.” She shook her head a moment, “Don’t worry about it. Let’s get Ita home.”

Honestly, if my hands weren’t full, I’d have saluted her. But I followed after her regardless. We quickly moved through town to our home at the far side. Most people paused in their duties and waved as I passed. Each of them had a concerned expression on their face when they spotted Ita cradled in my arms, but she made sure to smile and wave as we passed. This time as I headed past the bathhouse, I spotted Darry’s expression of concern as I moved to our front door. Eila pushed it open and led us upstairs where I gently deposited Ita on the mattress.

“I’m okay,” Ita smiled.

Even so, I leaned forward and kissed her firmly. As our lips touched, I felt that familiar flow of power pass from myself to her. Unlike our usual feeding, as the flow stopped, I continued kissing her. Her only reaction was a small moan before taking in more of my power. It pained me to see her hurt, so I gave her what I could.


Chapter Six



The following morning, after a meeting with Baz, discussing our failed scouting mission, I found myself touring the walls. 

“It’s all coming together,” I said.

Baz nodded and led me closer to a ballista that was being used for target practice. “The Dwarves certainly know their way around a machine.” He paused as the men pulled a large lever. With a heavy thwang, the steel tipped bolt flew out faster than I could track. But I caught sight of it flying over the plain, slamming into a barn sized target just before the trees. “A little to the left, lads. Though that could be the wind.”

“Put out some flags,” I said absentmindedly.

Baz frowned, “Didn’t think of that. Even if those blasted elfs pull the flags down, it’ll give us an idea of what the wind is doing until they do.”

I bent lower and examined the mechanism it sat on. It turned on a great wheel that could be pushed quickly around. But also had a small handle to make fine adjustments. A hollow tube ran down one side, which was used as a sight. Combining this with a few hand drawn marks on a horizontal adjustment and I could tell that these would be formidable weapons. “They’re accurate, obviously. But do they stay on target after each shot?” 

“They do indeed!” Jonharren called from behind me.

Turning about, I took in the sight of the old dwarf as he moved in to inspect the machine. “These support struts,” he gestured to a series of vertical struts. “They’re not bolted down. They’re in two pieces, a larger one that slides over a smaller one. Attached to the larger is a wide plate and the whole thing sits inside a housing filled with oil. Water actually works a little better, but rots the wood after a while. The recoil that would usually shift this beast off target, is absorbed in these mechanisms. Basically, it lets the weapon shift in it’s stand, without moving the stand, so it stays on target.”

I nodded, “Is it good enough to target an individual elf?” I asked.

Jonharren paused, before nodding slowly, “Technically, yes.”

“Technically?” 

“I’d need a few months of heavy training and make a few modifications to your fortifications to make it possible. Even then, you’re dealing with a small element of luck. If I had a professional team of Dwarven engineers here with everything set up how I’d need it, I could take the apple off a goblins head at maximum range on a calm day.”

“No way to get one of these teams?”

Janharren shook his head quickly, “Even if they were willing lad, our people wouldn’t allow it by law. The only reason I’m here at all is because there’s dwarves in this town. We’re not against trading, but usually they come to us and we’d never have supplied siege weapons.” 

“What’s that?” A voice called.

Turning, one of the soldiers was pointing at something flying towards the town. It was a ways off still, but I couldn’t make much sense of it. “Baz, I need a runner.”

“Here, Frelser Sir,” Lonty said, stepping up.

I just blinked at her, “What, are you assigned to follow me or something.”

Lonty looked down for a moment, “Mistress Eila spoke with Baz and thought it a good idea to have someone with you at all times. If not me, then Harri.”

I sighed softly, realising what Eila was doing, “Alright, firstly, can you see what that is?” I pointed at the shape in the sky.

Lonty looked up and frowned, “No, Sir.”

“Frelser, Lonty. I get the feeling Eila wants to keep you close, the least you can do is call me Frelser.” Lonty’s facial fur mottled slightly, and I wondered if it was their version of a blush. “Either way, I need Eila or Ally up here, or, anyone you know with good eyesight. The sooner we know what that is, the better.” 

“Si- Frelser!” Lonty said with a sharp salute, before leaping off the wall and onto a nearby roof, before dropping out of view. 

Rounding on Baz, I eyed him as he examined his nails. “Don’t look at me like that, Sir. Your wife made it explicitly clear she was in charge of the women in your life.”

“Oh, for fucks sake,” I grumbled. Turning towards the smirking Jonharren, I pointed at the shape in the sky. “Think you could hit it?” 

Jonharren, still grinning, nodded his head. “Probably, given enough time to line up the shot. It’ll be easier up close, but it could also change direction rapidly and make it impossible to target.”

I nodded, “Just sight it in. Don’t fire without my command.” 

The old dwarf nodded and moved to take command of the ballista. We spent a few minutes watching as the shape slowly grew closer. I could make out some basic features. Namely, it was long, multiple limbs and had what looked like eight wings that beat irregularly. But with the sunlight behind it, I couldn’t make out details like colour. It was just a dark shape in the distance. 

“Husband, what’s wrong?” Ally said, appearing at my side.

I smiled at my little assassin and leaned down to kiss her. She almost purred at the contact, so I held her close as I straightened and pointed up at the shape. “Can you see what that is?”

Ally frowned for a moment, “The sun is blinding me a bit. But if I’m not mistaken, that’s three Drarskk.”

“Drarskk?” Jonharren called. “Should I ready a shot?”

I quickly shook my head, “No! In fact lower your aim slightly, I don’t want them getting hurt by accident.

“Not to question your judgement, Frelser. But these are three of the most dangerous creatures to exist. Are you sure you want them in your town?”

I just looked at the dwarf, “They’re citizens. Please lower your aim.” 

The old dwarf shook his head, but did as I instructed. I went back to looking up at the approaching figures. “Ally, you said three?”

“Mhm,” she chirped. “It looks like Ugoolde is being carried by two females.”

“His wife and daughter then,” I said, ignoring the sharp intake of breath from Janharren. 

I stood on the wall for a few minutes, before instructing Jonharren to hand over the ballista to the men so they could continue their practice. It took several more before I could make out Ugoolde’s nervous expression as they approached me directly on the wall. Realising they were coming straight for me, I moved back to give them more space. The rapid wing beats from the two females filled the air as they slowed to a hover and descended the last few meters. It was only when they were close I realised why they looked so odd. Ugoolde had told me the females of his kind were dangerous, violent and matriarchal. But the two small, four foot figures that released the leather harness he wore… Well I was a little underwhelmed.

“Sir,” Ugoolde said, bowing slightly. “I present my wife, Hessa,” he gestured to the female on his left. “And Sessa, my daughter,” he gestured at the female on his right. 

I took in the sight of them. Eila and Ally were about five feet tall. Chit was closer to six and Ita was in between. These two Drarskk women on the other hand, were only just over four feet tall. Like Ugoolde, they had shiny green scales, each tipped in a deep purple. But unlike the shirt and pants he wore, they were simple cotton shifts. When comparing the two of them, other than some reptilian features, he looked mostly like a scaled human. His family looked like small gargoyles. Sharp claws, taloned feet and four small wings each. Poking out the bottom of their shifts, was a thick, muscular tail, that ended with a sharp point. To top it all off, they were completely bald, save for a pair of twisted horns on their heads. 

Hessa stared at me with a blank expression as she tasted the air with a trident shaped tongue. Sessa, on the other hand, seemed like she was about to fight me, her tongue flicking rapidly as she heaved in great lungfuls of air.

I smiled softly at the trio. “It’s good to see you back Ugoolde. You and your family are welcome here. But I have some bad news. In the time you left, we’ve begun fortifying our position.”

“Yes, I saw that. I hope you aren’t implying that my family should leave?” He asked nervously.

I shook my head, “No, you’re welcome here the same as everyone else. The problem is, the battle that’s coming is personal, between myself, my wives and the king of the local elfs, Phaslo.” 

“Phaslo,” Ugoolde narrowed his eyes. “I remember a Phaslo…”

“A century ago,” Hessa said in a small voice, laced with venom. “He led an army of elfs on our breeding grounds. Many young ones perished in the slaughter.” 

I glanced at Sessa and she had that same, hateful expression on her face as she stared at me.

“Sir, my family would be honoured if you allowed us to fight by your side,” Ugoolde hissed like his wife.

A small growl caught his attention. It was gravelly, but high pitched and was accompanied by a slight hiss. As one, we all turned to face Sessa, who was flexing her claws. Ugoolde spun around and stared at me in horror, as Hessa looked intrigued. But It was Ally who said, “Oh no.” 

In a flash, Sessa was pinned to my chest. Her talons dug into my hips while her claws went for my face. Reaching up, I caught her hands and tried to pull her off. But as her face came closer, she snapped her jaws shut, a hair's-breadth from my nose. Spinning on the spot, I hurled her off me and over the edge of the wall.

“Please don’t kill her!” Ugoolde cried, throwing himself to his knees.

“Husband, catch and restrain her!” Ally snapped.

“Can’t you freeze her or something?” I snapped back, checking my wounds were already healing.

Ally just shook her head. But I didn’t get time to argue the point before a small green shape launched over the edge of the wall. I went to grab her, but she swooped at the last second and sliced at my calf as she flew past. Whirling around, her four wings gave her amazing traction in the air. She was already coming for my face with claws and talons outstretched. I just got my hand up in time, for her chest to slam into my palm. The force of her impact was enough to stagger me back a step. Unfortunately, it was a step too far and I toppled over the edge of the wall, into the town. As I fell, Sessa managed to slip out of my grip and was now biting firmly into the back of my neck, trying to sever my spinal cord. Sharply rolling on the ground, Sessa wasn’t able to pull her claws free in time and I slammed her into the pavement with my weight.

Continuing my roll, Sessa shrieked and spun off my back, landing in a heap on the ground. But as I stood, her small form got to its feet as she stared at me with death in her eyes. Launching herself at me a second time, I reached out to catch her. But she dived at the last moment, slamming into my stomach, gouging my skin with her talons. So I grabbed her by the horns and twisted her head to the side and back, making her shriek in rage and pain. She flared and flapped her wings, trying to pull away, but with the grip I had on her horns, she did little more than buffet me with wind. But that didn’t stop her. Lashing out with her talons, I stepped back and held her away from me, like some kind of snake. But that just gave her room to swing a leg up and over my arm, where she started clawing at me. As my blood pooled on the ground, I realised that as tough as my skin was, eventually she was going to get through it. Lifting her up, I slammed her bodily into the ground. It was enough that she stopped her mad clawing, but she didn’t stop, so I performed the action again. This time, she went limp.

Peeling her claws out of my skin, I rolled her over and sat my leg across her shoulders, making sure I had both sets of wings pinned. I had no idea what brought this all on, but I didn’t want a repeat. It was a bit of a shame too. She was a cute little thing, but if this was her on her first day, she was too dangerous to keep around. Speaking of, where was her mother? She at least seemed to be able to control herself.

“Husband!” Ally cried, rushing down an alleyway towards me. Behind her was Ugoolde and Hessa, who moved with short leaps combined with flaps of her wings. 

“Frelser,” Ugoolde prostrated himself. “Please don’t kill my daughter!”

“It’s his right,” Hessa said with a small growl. “He bested her.”

“I’m not going to kill her,” I grumbled, checking her over to make sure she couldn’t move if she woke. It also let me spot that her shift had slipped up and her rather familiar looking nether region was exposed… It was practically drooling… Shaking my head, I leaned down and pulled her shift to cover her modesty and turned back to her parents. “I’m sorry Ugoolde, if she’s like this now, I can’t expose the rest of the town to this level of danger from another citizen. She’s going to have to leave.”

Ugoolde frowned at my words and shook his head, while Hessa hissed in a way that made me think she was laughing at me. Ally stepped forward and checked on Sessa, before straightening and turning to face Hessa. “Has he satisfactorily beaten her?” Hessa smiled, a sharp toothy smile and nodded her head. “Very well, husband, we need to talk with the others.” Reaching out, she called forth stone bindings that wrapped the young Drarskk’s arms and legs as well as pinning her wings to her sides. “Don’t touch her, I don’t want you breaking her bindings.” 

From this point, I had no idea what was going on. But I was somewhat embarrassed by the sight of Ally dragging the unconscious Drarskk through the street. The sound of grinding stone caught everyone’s attention as we went, earning our ragtag group several odd looks. I just kept my head forward and marched slowly behind my wife. Thankfully as we rounded into the centre of town, I spotted Eila, who quickly rushed over. 

“Oh, husband,” she sighed. “I’ll get someone to carry her.” 

I just nodded and left her to it. Whatever was going on, was something I obviously didn’t understand. So I just kept my mouth shut and went along with it until two men with a trolley helped get the girl to our home. Once there, Eila went inside and enlisted the help of Chit to drag the girl into the lounge.

“Husband, go get Ita,” Eila said softly, patting my arm.

I nodded and headed upstairs. Ita’s reaction when she saw me went from confusion, to glee, especially when I kissed her. “What was that gods awful sound?” Ita asked.

I pulled her blanket away and examined her skin. She still wore underclothes which made things easier. But the burns were still raw and obvious. Most of the damage to her skin was now superficial, but she was still healing the nerves and muscle below the surface. It wasn’t as simple as the regeneration when I kissed her for the first time. That was like inflating an empty waterskin. This was like growing a whole new waterskin, in order to hold the water to begin with. But she assured us, she’d be back on her feet tomorrow and back to work the day after. Even laughing off my threats to chain her to the bed at the first sign she was pushing herself. 

“Eila asked me to get you. That sound was… Well… It’s easier if I just bring you down,” I said, scooping her into my arms.

Ita giggled, and immediately cuddled into my chest, making me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. I turned and carried her from the room without issue. Once down the stairs, I carried her over to my chair and sat her in it where I knew she’d be comfortable and safe.

“Alright ladies, wanna tell me what’s going on?” I asked.

Eila looked around at her sister wives and settled on Hessa and Ugoolde who were standing by the door. “Please, join us. This involves you too.” Ugoolde nodded, while Hessa flashed a sly grin as she bird walked her way over. It was immediately clear the hopping motion she did outside was because of the shape of her legs and talons. She was probably incapable of walking normally. “Now, it seems our young sister here,” she gestured to Sessa. “Is here to stay. I need each and every one of you to be on your best behaviour. The Drarskk people are fierce warriors and much pride. Royal Drarskk, more so.”

Hessa smiled widely at her words, “Yesss. She won’t have to kill any of you either.”

“What?” I snapped. 

“It’s fine, husband,” Eila said, catching my attention. “Hessa, please feel free to interrupt if I say anything incorrect. Now, in Drarskk culture, females in particular, from birth are vicious and capable of hunting for their own meals. They grow stronger and fight amongst themselves to establish a hierarchy. Killing isn’t common, but is known to happen, especially when two evenly matched girls both want the same thing. This continues until they reach adulthood, where they eventually learn to temper themselves.”

“It is a slow process,” Hessa nodded along.

Eila smiled thinly, “Once they reach adulthood, they make their flight. First over their home town usually, then into the wilds in search of a mate. Male Drarskk, are trained from birth to fight against females and survive by any means necessary. But they lack the drive of the females to fight and war amongst themselves, which is how their race has developed socially. The men reached out to the other races and established trade and towns, the females would join them in these towns once they could control themselves.” Eila paused to see if Hessa would add anything, but she merely smiled, so Eila continued. “The young females, when they catch the scent of a compatible male, they home in and try to kill him. The male’s job is to survive the contest.”

“And take her,” Hessa finished.

“Wait,” I shook my head. “Are you telling me, that she thinks I’m a Drarskk, so she tried to kill me?”

“Yes,” Hessa said with a low growl. “And she will make a fine first wife for you.”

Nope… Nope nope nope fucking nope. “I already have a first wife,” I growled. “I can’t see Eila stepping down any time soon. Besides, what on earth makes you think I’ll take her as a wife?”

“Because you’ll have to kill her otherwise,” Eila said softly.

“Noooo...” I groaned, cupping my face. “There’s gotta be a way.”

Eila shook her head and got up, before moving over me. “Husband, there’s only two choices here. Either you kill her, or you take her. She. Won’t. Stop.”

“I could kill her anyway!” I snapped back. “Have you seen the size of her?”

“My daughter is a lucky woman,” Hessa hissed, giving me a slow wink. Ugoolde suddenly found a very interesting thing on the floor to examine. 

“They’re egg layers, husband,” Eila said softly. “Their eggs are… Rather large.”

“I’ll literally be inside her ribcage!” I snapped, ignoring as Hessa growled softly while staring at my crotch. “Seriously! I could kill her!” 

“Frelser!” Eila snapped. “You’re going to have to trust me, okay?”

Turning, I looked at everyone else in the room. “What about all of you? What do you think?”

Chit just shrugged, “More wives, more sleep. You’re a hard man to rest around,” she said with a wink.

Ally smiled, “Trust Eila, husband.”

I groaned and turned to Ita… Who was trying to be subtle with her hand in the front of her underwear. When she spotted me watching her, she blushed, but didn’t stop. 

“This is crazy,” I sighed, rubbing my face. “What about this whole first wife thing?”

“Oh,” Eila smiled. “I’m assuming, she doesn’t recognise me as a wife, which is fine. We’ll get along. But their society is similar to elfs with birth rates. Men are rare, so they sometimes have multiple wives. If the husband survives his first attack, she scents him. This scent needs to be reapplied regularly, but it tells other Drarskk that he’s taken. If the male is agreeable enough, some females will attempt to fight the first wife. If they prove their skill, they may allow them to enter the family, or… She may not.”

“Thirty-seven,” Hessa hissed softly. “I don’t believe Sessa will kill potential wingmates. She’s such a kind girl.” 

I just cocked an eyebrow and stared down at the restrained Drarskk. I could still feel the claws where they dug into my arm. But I shook my head to clear the thought. “Alright, how do we do this?” I grumbled.

“You won’t kill her?” Hessa asked.

I just shook my head, “No.”

“Then we shall wait outside,” she said. “Come dear husband. We don’t need to be here for this.”

Ugoolde gave me a strange look, before looking down at his daughter and sighing. “Please don’t hurt her,” he said, before picking his wife up and carrying her out the front door. 

I just looked down at Sessa and sighed, “Should we wait or wake her up?”

“She’s been awake since you came in,” Chit said softly. “She’s waiting for you to remove her bindings so she can try to kill you again.” Chit saw the expression on my face and shrugged, “It’s in her aura. She’s listened to everything that’s been said. She’s actually hoping you’ll best her again, she’s really turned on.”

Sessa hissed and flexed her claws and I eyed her warily. “Don’t think you’re right,” I mumbled.

Chit just shook her head, “Oh, I’m right. She wants this desperately. That whole struggle just then was a good act. Give the girl what she wants, husband. She’s of age, knows exactly what she wants and won’t stop till he gets it. Just… Be careful. Her claws and teeth are sharp, and she’s still going to try to kill you… The idea of you dying makes her sad.”

Sessa let out that strange, rumbling, high pitched growl again. 

“I can taste her lust,” Ita said. A single glance in her direction told me she was fine with this. Her whole hand was buried inside her crotch as she writhed on the chair… I’ll have to ask Eila or Ally to dry it off when she’s done.

So with a sigh, I bent down over the small Drarskk. I had no idea if this was going to work. My size difference with my elfin wives worried me enough. Sessa was even smaller… “I’m really hoping I’m doing the right thing here,” I told her as I lifted her shift to expose her ass. Sure enough, she was leaving a small pool on the floor between her legs. It smelled strange too, not bad, but quite different from what I expected after my other wives. Before I grabbed the stone that bound her, I slipped off my pants. After seeing what Ita was doing to herself, I was admittedly quite erect, but I still had doubts about what I was about to do. 

“It’s okay, husband. Everything will be fine, I promise,” Eila said.

Nodding, I reached down and took hold of the stone, melting the magical construct on touch. The moment I did, Sessa screeched and flipped over. I managed to grab her arms, pinning them to her sides, but she reached up with her talons and slammed them into my chest. I groaned at the sudden spike of pain, but pushed through it to think about how to get her under control, so I didn’t end up being emasculated. Looking down, I almost smiled, despite the thrashing Drarskk in my grip. Her legs were open and in the perfect position to lean forward and impale her.

“She wants it so bad,” Chit called over the mad screeching.

So with a sigh and a prayer to whatever gods were listening, I pushed my cock into the groove between her legs. I expected to feel the sharp, grating edges of her scales, but they parted like soft petals. Her actual passage, on the other hand, was way larger than expected. She also lacked a visible clitoris, which made me disappointed. Without a clitoris, I’d have to learn how to please her if this would continue in the future. But I slowly pushed my length inside her, recalling Eila’s words about them being an egg laying species. I supposed they probably laid a big egg. The whole time, she twisted and snarled at me, not showing any signs of stopping, even as I finally bottomed out inside her. Honestly, I was impressed. I had about three quarters of my cock inside her small body.

“What now? Do I just keep fucking her?” I asked.

Eila shook her head, “She’s a royal. You have to hit her clitorises.”

“I’m all the way in!” 

Eila shook her head, “You need to push inside her egg chamber. Her clitorises are inside the opening of the chamber.”

I shook my head, “How is this possible? How would a normal Drarskk do this?” 

“They use their arm,” Eila said awkwardly.

I sighed, and tightened my grip on the thrashing woman beneath me. “If this hurts, I’m sorry.” 

And with a deep breath, I pushed harder. At first, there was only resistance, but after a moment, I felt something sliding over the head of my cock, allowing me deeper entry. With a groan at the tightness, I kept up the pressure, only to feel a tight ring of muscle snap shut over the head of my cock. And like that, Sessa froze. Looking down at her, she had an expression on her face that made me think either I’d killed her, or slapped her senseless. But the real kicker was that she went entirely limp.

“Mmmm,” she sighed.

“Is that it?” I asked.

Sessa seemed to make a strange noise, but Eila quickly spoke up. “You’ll need to seed her, or she’ll recover in a few days and try again.”

“Oh shit,” I said. “What if she absorbs it? Will that count?” 

Eila and the others all froze, “Oh.”

Looking down at Sessa, who was staring up at me with big eyes. “Lets… Let’s just get this done. You said a few days? It’s never more than a few hours before I’m inside one of you.”

The ladies nodded and giggled. My sleep schedule meant I slept a full night every few days, or just a few hours every day. More if I was injured. But I still insisted on taking my beautiful wives to bed every night. It also meant, they slept in shifts while I fucked them senseless most nights. The trade off, other than lots of orgasms, is my sperm provides them with lifeforce, that is also their magical power. I was essentially immortal as far as Eila and Ally could determine and with Chit being part Elf and Ita being a demon… It was going to be a long eternity of interrupted sleeps with mind blowing sex. 

Looking down at Sessa, she smiled softly at me. “Are you okay?”

“More,” she whined softly, rocking her hips. “Make me yours, forever.” 

What is a man to do? Slipping my cock back out, the head pulled on the opening to her egg chamber. This made her squeal with the soft pop of my retracting cock. Reversing direction, I pushed it back inside, feeling a lesser pop. Three more thrusts and her muscles had relaxed completely and I was able to fuck my full length into her tiny body. Sessa chirped and made noises with each thrust as she built to what I hoped was a climax. But I was too close to my own end to put much faith in my ability to get her there. She must have picked up on my thoughts as she gripped my wrist with her taloned foot.

“Breed me,” she hissed.

And like that I grunted and fired the first rope of my seed inside her. Strangely, her eyes immediately lit up bright blue, but she closed them and shook her head. Opening her eyes again, she stared up at me as I filled her with my seed. As the last of my orgasm came down, I felt the ring of muscle close over my cock, so I pulled away, making her squirm as I did so. Sitting up, I looked down at Sessa as she slowly sat herself up and looked around the room. 

“I’m with egg,” she said softly, holding her stomach. 

“WHAT!” Eila snapped. “How!” 

Sessa frowned, “No, I have all of husband's babies.”

“Excuse me?” Eila growled.

I groaned, thinking about how many years this was going to go for. If they were going to fight it out, I was going to regret this for a very long time.

“I don’t want my husband's seed being wasted around. I will have his babies and they will rule the skies!” 

She didn’t get any further as Eila slammed the small woman with a shower of stone. “Release me!” Sessa snapped.

“You listen here bitch!’ Eila snapped, getting in the young woman’s face. “Frelser is MY husband too! You don’t get to dictate who has children with him!”

Sessa just hissed her reply. I stood back, unsure of what to do in this situation. I had complicated feelings hearing that I’d fertilized her, but if she was holding out on the others… Eila rounded on the small woman, while she was immobilized. I was about to say something, when Eila leaned forward and pushed her hand between Sessa’s legs.

“HEY!” Sessa snarled, struggling with her bonds.

“NO! You, hey!” Eila snapped back. “A good dicking is all it takes to tame you! So I’m going to give you a good dicking!”

Pushing her arm further inside the small Drarskk, I stared in a mix of shock and awe. On one side of things, this was kinda fucked up, on the other, Sessa hadn’t actually said the word ‘stop’ and this was kinda hot to watch. 

“Open up you scaly bitch,” Eila snapped, before she pushed a few more inches inside Sessa. “Now, what do we have here? One,” Sessa froze. “Two,” Sessa bit her lip. “Three,” this time she gasped. “Four and, you dirty little slut. You have six clitorises,” Eila said. “What happens if I pinch one?” Sessa gasped and made a crooning noise, “Oh, you liked that?” Sessa shook her head rapidly. “Oh?” Eila smirked, shifting her arm slightly making Sessa gasp out a second time. “What about that?” Sessa groaned and tried flexing to free herself from the stone that Eila had summoned around her. Suddenly she pulled her arm out of the small woman and glared at her. “Tell me, and I’ll finish you.” 

Sessa glared at her, “No.”

Eila shrugged and slid her arm straight back inside her. A moment later, Sessa was gasping as her talons clenched hard enough they made cracking noise. A moment later, Eila pulled her arm free, making Sessa gasp.

“You’re evil!” Sessa snapped.

Eila shrugged, “I just want to have babies, sister. I can make this much easier, or I can keep you under my thumb forever.” And just like before, she plunged her arm back inside Sessa as she writhed in delicious agony. Right at the point she was finally going to find her release, Eila pulled her arm free again.

“Husband!” she screeched.

I looked at her, then at Eila who glared at me. Turning my head, I made eye contact with Ally, who practically threw herself across the room. I didn’t even have time to blink, before I was buried balls deep inside her. “Gods this is hot,” she moaned, bouncing on my lap.

Eila just smirked, and slid her arm back inside Sessa who tensed immediately. “Clench up all you want, you’re still loosened up after OUR husband,” she smirked. “You can’t keep me out.” Sessa gasped and whined as Eila continued to… Well… I suppose I could call it torture? Yeah… As Eila continued to torture her. 

“NO!” Sessa squealed as Eila pulled her arm free. “Please!” She begged.

Eila nodded, and slid her arm back up inside Sessa. Only this time she paused and moved her arm slowly. “Please Sessa. Our husband is strong, virile and too much for any one woman to handle. All I wish is to raise his children along with our sister wives.” Sessa whimpered softly as her talons opened and closed. “Please, just tell me how to fall pregnant to my husband. And I’ll forget all this silliness.”

“I want to finish,” Sessa whined.

Eila nodded, “As your sister wife, I’ll do whatever I can to make you happy. Including making you cum as often as you want. All you need to do is tell me how to have my husband’s babies.”

Sessa writhed firmly in her bonds for another few seconds, before shouting, “Just don’t accept the power!” 

“What?” Eila said, stopping her internal ministrations.

The sudden stop had Sessa whimpering, “Just don’t accept the power. Don’t let it in, then it goes away and leaves his seed behind. YOU PROMISED!”

Eila smirked for a moment, then cruelly, or at least it looked cruel, twisted her arm inside the small woman. Sessa’s reaction was to screech and jet copious amounts of fluid over the floor. But Eila didn’t stop what she was doing until Sessa’s tone changed from delight to distress. The moment she hit that point, Eila stopped and retracted her arm. With a wave of her hand, the stone released the small Drarskk and Eila turned to face Ally and myself. 

“You heard her,” Eila said, leaning in to kiss her first love. 

“It should be you,” Ally whined, even as I held her steady on my cock. 

Eila smiled again, “You’re our test slut. You first. Chit and I can get in on it tonight when he keeps us up half the night.”

Ally nodded before taking Eila’s hand. Turning to me, “Husband, I want you to take what’s yours and sate your pleasure with me.”

In common, that meant, she wanted me to use her as a living masterbator, lifting her and slamming her down on my cock as hard and as fast as I could. It was her favourite position. So with a smile, I grabbed her shoulder and hip, and lifted her with little effort. I saw her sultry smile a moment before I slammed her down on my crotch and she squealed in pleasure. What came next, wasn’t gentle loving. Ally bounced around, barely conscious of my actions as she came again and again. Eila helped by rubbing her clit as she came and the rhythmic contractions of her pleasure finally had me come for the second time. Ally’s eyes went wide and filled with blue light for just a moment, before she shook off whatever power it produced. Opening them, she smiled at me, “I can feel it inside me.”

Lifting herself off my cock, I admired the sticky mess that started dripping out of her. “Oh my,” Eila said, before bending down and licking a glob of it off Ally’s thigh. “Husband, you taste delicious.”

I just groaned and shut my eyes, “Are you pregnant Ally?”

Ally giggled, “That’s just a Drarskk thing. I won’t know for a few hours. Tomorrow at the latest.”

I just sighed as Ally leaned back against my chest, to enjoy the feeling of Eila’s tongue as she licked between her legs. 

“Make room,” Chit snapped, getting in on the action. 

I looked over at Ita, who was busy fisting herself through another orgasm. So I turned my attention to Sessa, who stared at me with a nervous expression. So I waved for her to come closer. What I didn’t expect was the quick hop and flap of her wings, before she perched herself on my shoulder.

“I’m sorry, husband. I’m not a very good wife,” she said softly. “I let myself come under the sway of that evil monster.”

“That evil monster is your sister wife,” I said, reaching up to stroke her leg. “Please be kind to her and the others I love. We’re a family and we care about one another.” 

 


Chapter Seven



If I thought the stares I received earlier were something. It was on a whole other level now. I was touring the town, showing Sessa the various places she could go if she needed to. I wanted her comfortable in this town so she could live comfortably if I was elsewhere. There was only one problem. 

“Explain, again, why you can’t walk?” I grumbled.

Sessa flexed her talons slightly as she gripped my shoulder. Any harder she’d puncture skin, but she sat like a proud hawk on a perch, ignoring my complaints. “It is my duty, husband,” she said quickly, scanning all around. “You told me this was a time of war. Along with keeping an eye out for potential wingmates, I must ensure your safety.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Ugoolde chuckled. “Hessa hasn’t ridden my shoulder like that in years.”

“Quiet, husband,” Hessa hissed with a smile. “I shall return to my perch when I feel it necessary. Our daughter has just found her nestmate, she is doing what she feels she must.”

“Just don’t go attacking anyone in the streets, okay?” I grumbled.

Sessa just hissed slightly, “I will do what I must.” 

Of course it was at that moment, Lonty came sprinting towards me. I felt the shift of Sessa’s talons as she tensed. But before I could grab her, she shoved off, racing towards the Fetz. I saw her claws open as she spread her arms with intent to take down what she perceived as a threat.

“STOP!” I roared.

At the last second, Sessa flared one set of wings, causing her to spiral and miss Lonty. Lonty for that matter, darted sideways, drawing a pair of blades, but at my order, she didn’t raise them, only keeping an eye on the small Drarskk. 

“Sessa, come here,” I called.

Sessa gritted her teeth as she flew back and perched herself on my shoulder. “Husband, she-”

“Is wearing the colours of the town. She is a trusted soldier who is close to me. If you attack my loved ones, I will have to lock you away,” I growled. 

Sessa deflated, her wings drooped and she bit lightly at a claw. I wasn’t sure if she was remorseful of her actions, or worried I’d send her away. Either way, I hoped it would make her stop and think before blindly leaping into action. 

“I’m sorry, husband,” she whispered. “I will try to do better.”

Lonty, who had since hidden away her blades approached a little more cautiously. “I can probably help with that,” she told my newest wife. “There is a battle coming, there will be lots of people running around and many of them will be running towards your husband here. If you want to protect your husband, I can teach you to recognise which are the threats.” 

Of all the things I wasn’t expecting, it wasn’t Sessa hopping from my shoulder, straight to Lonty’s. The poor fetz was staggered by the sudden weight as Sessa sniffed her all over. Before sneezing and standing herself upright again. “You smell like, husband’s… my… my sister… wives,” she glanced at me and I nodded encouragingly. That had been the focus of the first few hours after she’d calmed down. Trying to get her to accept that my wives, were my wives. She was still leery at the idea, but by the end, she wasn’t glaring at them any more. “You smell like they do, when they want him, why?”

Lonty’s facial fur mottled as she quickly looked anywhere but directly at me. “That, umm.”

“Husband and the other have told me I need to accept that there will be others. If you teach me to protect husband, I will happily accept you.”

Lonty glanced up at me, while I schooled my face. “Sessa, how about we let Lonty do her job. She has a message for me if I’m not mistaken.” Sessa gave a final sniff of Lonty, before leaping back to my own shoulder. Looking down at my shirt, I was going to have to get something made up, or she’s going to destroy everything I wear. 

Lonty coughed and straightened herself up, “Right, sorry. Marge and Grah have the rest of your armour completed.”

“Oh!” I brightened. “Excellent, do you have other duties?”

“No, sir,” she shook her head. “I’ve been instructed to shadow you for the rest of the day.” 

“Frelser, Lonty. Don’t make me spank you,” I chuckled as her facial fur mottled again. “How’s Harri?”

“Si-Frelser, she’s fine. The doctor has her up and walking, she’ll be returning once Ita checks her over one last time,” Lonty said, falling into step behind me. 

“Good,” I smirked. “I’d hate for whatever plans Eila has to fall through.”

“So very strange,” I heard Hessa say to Ugoolde but by his tone, he quickly reassured her.

We moved as a group through the town square, earning even more stares of surprise. It wouldn’t be long before everyone was up to speed. I just had to put up with it until then. 

“That one has a knife,” Sessa said quickly.

I glanced around and spotted one of the hunters skinning a deer in preparation to have it smoked. “They’re fine,” Lonty, skipped into view. “See how he’s working? If he were to suddenly get up and run at our-YOUR, dear husband,” she paused and her facial fur mottled in a blush. But she shook her head and continued. “That would be different. What you’re looking for is intent. He’s clearly cleaning that kill and not even looking our way.” 

“What about that one? She’s smiling and coming this way,” Sessa asked.

I turned to face said woman, who was quickly approaching with a beaming expression. And, for whatever reason a sense of dread came over me. The woman was attractive, young and walked with a bounce. The only issue is her hand was being held awkwardly to her side as if she were hiding something. Lonty must have felt it too, as she quickly got in front of me. I actually wished she wouldn’t. I was far sturdier than the small fetz woman. 

“Stop!” Lonty called. The woman hesitated, but still kept coming. “STOP NOW!” Lonty yelled, drawing her dwarven sword. 

The approaching woman snarled and rushed to get around her. But Lonty sidestepped, swinging her blade in an arc making the woman dart back. “Husband, throw me!” Sessa snarled. 

Without thinking, I reached to my shoulder and grabbed her by the front of her shift. With ease, I hoisted her up and hurled her, head-first at the assailant. My heart froze as she dived at the ground, but as her wings flicked open I realised she was using the ground and Lonty for cover. Snapping around the fetz, Sessa slashed out at the woman, gripping her blade and yanking it free of her hands. 

“NO!” The woman screamed as she lost her grip. 

But a moment later, Lonty was on her. Closing in, Lonty stamped on the woman’s foot and drove her into the ground with her shoulder. There, the nimble fetz quickly got her under control and pinned her in place. With a snarl, I took two steps forward, before white froth leaked from the woman’s mouth. 

“Shit,” I snapped, rushing forward. The woman spat at me as I came close, making me wipe my face and she went limp. “You can let her go, she’s dead,” I said softly.

Lonty released the woman and pushed her aside. “You okay?” 

I nodded and took in the sight of the dead woman. She was small, attractive… And had pointed ears hidden by her hair. “They’re here,” I said softly. “Might be the one, or there could be a few. I need you to find out who she is and see if anyone came with her.” 

The small clack of talons on stone caught my attention. Sessa was hopping awkwardly towards me, clutching the blade in her claws. “I spotted her.”

“You did,” I smiled, then frowned. “I’m sorry about your clothes.” And I was, from where I’d thrown her, they’d completely ripped apart. She was completely exposed to the casual observer and wasn’t wearing any underclothes. 

Sessa shrugged, “Travel clothes. I only wore them because your… Other… Women wore clothes. In Drarskk towns, we don’t bother. Clothes tear easily and leather is hard to work with.”

“You need to wear clothes,” I said, pulling her close. “We’ll get you something at Grah’s. Lonty, I’ll wait for you there. Make sure you send someone for Ally and get this corpse out of the street.” I glanced around at the few spectators at the incident. Some looked fearful, most looked determined. And all were my responsibility. “Come on, Sessa.” 

Sessa hopped up on my shoulder, earning a few small grins from the crowd. Lonty sprinted off to deliver her messages and I made my way to Grah’s shop. Pushing open the door I stepped inside. I had to duck slightly as I came in, but Sessa had to hop off my shoulder completely. Standing aside, Ugoolde and Hessa followed behind us. Grah was standing behind the counter and frowned when he saw Sessa.

“I was going to take you straight to Marge, but I see we have needs,” he said in his gruff voice. 

Turning to face the gruff orc, I nodded my thanks. “I’m hoping you’ll have something to fit them both. I can’t have them naked in town,” I chuckled awkwardly. “Also, do you work with leather? We’ll need something to cover them if things get rough.”

“Husband threw me,” Sessa said softly.

Grah’s eyes went wide, but Hessa chimed in, “It was a good throw.”

“I… I might have something that would fit them in the kids section. Do you want something pretty or…?” he trailed off.

“Plain is best,” Sessa said as her mother nodded.

I glanced at Ugoolde who shrugged at me, as if to say it didn’t matter. I was going to have my hands full if more of them started showing up. Grah came back with a few simple nightdresses for Sessa to try on. He blushed and turned away as she ripped off the last of what she wore and stood bare in front of him. Admittedly, I hadn’t seen her completely naked before and was quite intrigued. She had a slight hourglass figure and well toned limbs. Her nippleless breasts seemed a little large for her frame. But that was probably more because of the muscle structure that powered her wings. All in all, she was a well put together little warrior. 

“Such a fine specimen she is,” Hessa hissed. “She will bear many strong children.” 

“She already is,” I said softly. Hessa just hissed in satisfaction as Ugoolde nodded as if he expected it. 

“Husband, is this appropriate?” Sessa said.

Turning around, Grah was staring at her with a mortified expression. Sessa spun on the spot, flaring the small nightdress she wore. It also told me her wings were now sticking through a series of long gashes across the back. I just looked at Grah and nodded. “I’ll get a few.”

Twenty minutes later, Grah had finished taking Sessa’s measurements. Hessa had outright refused, stating she refused to wear armour. Sessa had tried that tactic with me, but after explaining all my wives wore armour to battle, she settled down. Not that she looked happy about it. With that taken care of, we headed for Marge’s Jeweler. She was the only one in town with anything resembling a forge. Though, she’d apparently had to do some remodelling in order to make my armour. Still, as we entered her shop, she was happy enough to see us. More so when she saw Grah.

“C’mere you,” she grinned, stomping over to the large orc. In turn, he smiled and got to his knees so they could share a quick kiss. They were such an odd couple, but it was endearing to see them together. With Marge satisfied with her husband’s greeting she turned to me with a smile. “Head back out and go around the side. There’s a gate, I’ll let you all in there. Otherwise I’ll have to try and fit you through my finishing room and it’s cramped even for me.”

Grah chucked, “Even I haven’t seen the back of the room.”

I grinned and nodded. Turning our little group around, we shuffled back outside and headed around. Sure enough, as we rounded the building, a gate opened, letting our group into an enclosed courtyard. Marge stood with a smile as we came in and she swung the gate closed behind us. With everyone waiting, Marge headed over to a second gate that opens up her workshop to the outside. Pulling the doors open, I could see a large sheet on a workbench. Without any fuss, she pulled off the sheet. Beneath it, was every little boy's dream. Heading over to examine them, Marge beamed with pride.

“I had to put most of my work aside to get this done. But I wanted you to have the best. I had Eila send your armour back so I could make a few adjustments so it would all fit.”

I nodded along and picked up a set of sabatons. The metal itself was quite thick. Far thicker than I had expected. But with my added strength, that was probably to make me even more dangerous. Everything was here, from the mentioned sabatons, right to my newly modified helmet. Every Piece gleamed silver and had very little in the way of decoration. Even the hole from where I’d been shot with a bolt was nowhere to be seen. 

“Well? Want to try it on?” Marge asked.

“Definitely,” I grinned.

The entire process took about half an hour. It would have been quicker, but Grah had to run back to his shop to get a gambeson he’d made for me. On his return, Marge and Grah worked together to get me strapped into my armour. The final thing to put on was my helmet. It now sported a removable face plate, which I snapped shut. It covered a lot of my vision, but I understood it’s importance. Taking a quick stroll around the yard I felt it was heavy. But not horribly so. I wouldn’t have the same sort of stamina I had when I escaped with my wives from the elfs. But hopefully I wouldn’t need it. Running for three days straight wasn’t in my plans. Turning back to face everyone, Sessa leaped with a flap and settled on my shoulder. It took her a few moments to get her balance on the polished metal. But she managed it.

“Hmm,” Grah scratched his chin. “I’ll make something to help with that.” 

I nodded my head, at least I tried to. The helmet didn’t give me a lot of room with the rest of my armor. But I figured it had more to do with protecting my neck if something hit me hard enough. 

“I understand,” Sessa said.

“Oh?” I asked.

Sessa grinned, showing her sharp teeth. “You will be very hard to pry out of this metal.”

“You’re missing one last piece,” Marge called, lifting a fabric covered plate.

Heading back, I took it from her and pulled away the fabric. It wasn’t my good old fashioned door, but it was emblazoned with a dwarven hammer, an orcish sword and an elfin bow. Hefting it’s weight, it was also far lighter than I was expecting. Slipping my arm into the straps, I pulled them tight and grinned. The shape of my vambraces held it steady against my arm. I didn’t actually need to hold this shield. I could use two hands on my sword. 

“This is going to make things easier,” I grinned. 

“Just be careful of magic,” Marge said. “You’re immune, but the metal isn’t. They bust it open, you’re still vulnerable.”

I nodded, “What’s the chance of that?”

Marge shrugged, “Not likely.”

Pulling off my helmet, I crouched down and gave the small woman a hug. Then I stood and repeated the same for Grah. 

“I will remember your faces. I will consider your safety for my husband,” Sessa said softly.

“Thank you,” Marge said with a thin smile. “That is high praise coming from your kin.”

Grah nodded along but remained silent. With the show over, Hessa and Ugoolde headed home, while I said my goodbye’s to Marge and Grah. With the clunk of the gate behind me, I tucked my helmet under my arm and headed for home. This time, as well as the stares, I got gasps of shock and delight at my polished form. It was definitely an ego boost. I still had the grin on my face as I crawled into the hot bath at home that evening. 

Slipping into the hot water, I shuffled around to the far side like usual. Eila climbed in first, settling down on my left. Chit came next, settling on my right. Ally helped lift a bucket into the water and with Eila’s help, flipped it upside down to use as a stool so Sessa could sit. Then Ally climbed in herself, coming and sitting directly on my lap. Finally, Ita climbed in, earning a smile as I saw her perfectly healed skin. Reaching around, I took my second elfin wife in my arms and squeezed her gently against my chest. 

“Mmm,” she moaned softly. “I love that husband, but be careful with me.”

“Oh?” I chuckled, giving her another soft squeeze.

“Yes,” she purred. “I’d hate for you to harm the baby.” 

I gaped like a dying fish for a moment, before bodily lifting Ally and turning her around in my lap. “What?”

Ally giggled and leaned in to collect a kiss. “Husband, I’m carrying your child.” 

Staring straight down into the water, I reached out and stroked her belly with my thump. “It worked…”

“Mhm,” Eila chimed in, taking my other hand. “Now, you get to fuck all of us, starting with me and ending with an attempt to get Chit pregnant.”

I paused as the repercussions of her words sank through my head. “But, the battle?” 

“Exactly,” Ita said. “The battle, where one or more of us is killed, maybe all of us. Would you condemn us to never having your child if something happened to you? Sure, we’d have Sessa and Ally’s babies to raise, but I’d never know the joy of bringing your child into this world.”

“You won’t help raise my baby,” Sessa said softly, earning a collection of scowls. But she stood firm and scowled right back. “You said family looks after family! If I raise my egg around your babies, my baby will eat them. I will require a nest, somewhere high, where others cannot get to. This is for my child's safety and yours.”

Eila nodded her head and the others followed a moment later. “Alright, you’re family. We’ll make sure you get what you need to be happy.” 

Sessa smiled softly and nodded. “Now, when is husband going to slake his lust with me?” 

That got a laugh out of the rest of us, “Alright, you need to hop off, my love,” I kissed Ally softly.

She beamed and slid off my lap, only for Eila to immediately take her place. “Come husband, it’s time to make me feel like a queen.”

I just grinned, “Silly elf,” I kissed her. “You ARE my queen.”

Lifting her body, Eila smiled through hooded eyes as I pulled her forward and placed her opening over the head of my rapidly engorging cock. I used her lower lips to massage the head until Eila began biting her lip. Then I pulled her down firmly, impaling her to the halfway point on the first thrust. Only for Eila to grab my shoulders and force herself down the rest of the way. Only stopping as she finally bottomed out on my length. 

“That’s better,” she moaned softly. 

As she leaned into my chest, I kissed the top of her head, before cradling her ass in my hands. Remembering what she’d said about liking anal play, I slipped a hand lower and teased her entrance. Without lubrication I wouldn’t try to penetrate her, but even just the gentle stimulation of my finger gently probing, had Eila twitching in delight. Turning her head upwards, I met her lips with my own as I pulled her ass back and forth, driving her up and down on my cock. 

“Gods, husband,” Eila gasped.

I grinned as her tunnel clenched down firmly on my cock. But that didn’t stop me for a moment. I just kept the same pace up, sliding her over my cock. Eila pressed her face into my chest and let out a long, high pitched whine, before her legs started to spasm. Unfortunately for her, this only served to make the movements of my cock inside her even more stimulating and she cried out, almost as if in pain. Taking pity on my beautiful wife, I lifted her off my cock. Eila grabbed me around the neck and I pulled her close for a kiss.

“Thank you, husband,” she moaned softly.

“You’re welcome, my queen,” I kissed her softly. 

Letting Eila slip from my arms, Ally helped settle her into her spot. Beaming a tired smile at me, I looked around at my wives. Ita grinned and moved across towards me. “My turn,” she purred softly.

Turning around, she hopped up onto my lap and spread her legs wide. I helped maneuver her into position. As the walls of her tunnel slid down my length, I groaned at the sensation of her insides. Unlike a normal, mortal woman, Ita’s succubus body was built for one thing, and one thing only. Extraction of orgasms. Her entire body seemed to grip, twist, suck and stroke my entire length as it entered her. 

“Naughty little succubus,” Chit admonished. “Our husband's orgasm belongs to me.”

I then watched as Chit moved between her legs and started massaging Ita’s cherry red clitoris. Before long, Ita and Chit were kissing heavily as Eila massaged their breasts at random. I was just busy trying not to fill Ita with my seed, when she found her own orgasm at the hands of her sister wives. But I didn’t get the intense pleasure of enjoying the feeling of her bliss. The moment Ita began to cum, Chit pulled her off my cock and replaced it with her fingers. 

“My turn, husband,” Sessa said, slipping into the water. It was actually deep enough she could swim and did so, albeit rather awkwardly, towards me. I scooped her into my arms and wondered at the texture of her scales. I hadn’t paid a lot of attention to her last time. But now, with her small frame in my hands, she was interesting in a way that was alien to my other wives. Eila and Ally were all soft skinned and smooth. Chit was smooth, but far firmer and liked to be held with more force. Ita was… Odd… Her flesh seemed to conform to whatever part of my body touched her, almost as if it wanted me to grasp her in any way I desired. But Sessa, she was covered in hard scales. But as I ran my hands along them, I got the feeling they were far softer than I realised. Her scales would probably go a long way to protect her from cuts, but they gave to my touch and shifted as I rubbed up and down her ribs. Sliding my hands up her stomach, I cupped her small breasts, eliciting a small hiss of pleasure from her small mouth. I had no idea why an egg laying species would have breasts, especially when they lacked nipples. But considering she was four feet tall and had wings, it was probably the least odd thing about her. But… there was one small nagging doubt.

“Sessa, won’t I damage the egg?”

She smiled sweetly, which was strange considering her serious demeanor most of the time. “Husband, my egg is deep inside me right now. The egg chamber where your magnificent tool penetrated, is only used in the last stage to grow the shell. Until then, you are free to have your way with me.” 

She emphasised this by taking my cock in her talons and directing it between her legs. The moment her lips parted, she let out a soft noise of pleasure, but I took hold of her and started pulling down. Realising I was about to pull her underwater, I stood and sat myself on the edge of the bath. Sessa grinned at me and I pulled her the rest of the way down until I felt the entrance to her egg chamber. With a final grunt, I pulled her down and felt the familiar pop of my cock passing through the ring of muscle. Sessa immediately sighed and went limp in my arms. 

“Yes, husband,” she hissed softly.

Lifting her chin, I looked down at her. It was an odd experience, seeing her so calm and relaxed. It was almost comical from the sharp glare she’d had all day. Leaning forward I kissed her as I rocked my hips, driving my cock in and out of her egg chamber. Sessa let out a soft screech and I grinned, remembering that Eila had mentioned she had six clitorises. With this information, I tried turning her in slightly different directions to see if I could hit different spots. As it turns out, she was most sensitive if I pulled her tightly against my chest, so my cock rubbed harder at the back of the chamber. In no time at all, Sessa was coming and making those small chirping noises. As she went completely limp, I gently pulled her off my cock and gently handed her to Eila who smiled down at our smallest wife. 

“She will make a good wife,” Eila said. “She just needs to learn how to behave around others.”

I nodded and kissed her, before turning to Chit, who was practically bouncing in place. “I want a girl, husband,” Chit said, wasting no time in impaling herself on me. 

Unlike the others, Chit held her own. Driving her own weight up and down my length. She refused to allow me to do any more than simply hold her. So I laid back and allowed my orc wife to milk me dry. “Ready Chit?” I asked.

Chit growled, showing her small tusks as she increased her speed. She kept it up, right until I grunted. Then, all at once, Chit slammed into the orgasm she’d been fighting against as her eyes lit up blue for just the briefest moment. But the determined glare she gave me told me she was adamant of trying our experiment to the fullest. Rocking her hips as she gripped me tightly by the shoulders she grunted her own pleasure until her legs shook too badly to continue. By then, she didn’t complain as I pulled her close and rocked my length in and out for a few more minutes. Needless to say, by the time we were well and truly finished, I could see white streaks in the water.

“Another success,” Ally said softly. “This should work for us all then.”

I glanced up at my wives and nodded, before grunting as my cock tried to re-harden inside Chit. Ally was laying on the side of the bath, staring at me with lustful eyes as Ita licked slowly between her legs. And if that wasn’t enough, Eila had Sessa pinned between her breasts, while she slid her arm elbow deep inside our smallest wife.

 


Chapter Eight



The previous evening had been long and carnal. By the end of it, I had seeded each of my wives multiple times each. There were hopes that at least one more would be pregnant. Chit was the most worried, as orc’s didn’t have great success with falling pregnant. But there was hope her elfin mother would have changed that slightly. Not that she was complaining, practice was fun regardless. But what had led to a wonderful evening, was an abysmal morning as we stood in my office. Eila, Ally and Sessa had accompanied me today, as Baz had sent Lonty over with a message that we needed to meet. It wasn’t good news.

“So you found Gornty’s corpse outside the main gate, and the elf that accompanied the assassin is gone?” I asked.

Baz nodded slowly, “Seems, it was a pair of women posing as entertainers. They came in, flirted a whole lot and started asking around about you. The one that attacked you in the street was probably random. I don’t think they expected to see you just walking around in the open.”

“Where else would I be?” 

Baz shrugged, but Eila spoke up, “Father would expect that you’d either have run, or were in hiding somewhere. If he knew a battle was coming, he’d lock himself in the throne room with all his guards. He’s not the leader you are.”

“Right,” Baz said, nodding at the information. “Anyway, it seems she grabbed only what she needed and slipped out of the Inn. At some point she must have run into Gornty, locked in the stocks and probably traded his freedom for him hiding her. The fetz have numerous hiding places throughout the town.”

“Why kill him?” 

“It’s how we’re trained,” Ally sighed softly. “I’d have done the same thing in her place.”

“Is there anything you could think of to stop this kind of thing happening again?” 

Ally paused and thought for a moment, “Not alone. But with a small group of like minded individuals, I could train up a few assassins of our own.”

I grit my teeth, “I don't like that idea.”

“I know husband,” Ally agreed. “But you won’t treat them as disposable. And if we keep ours within the walls as counters to the enemy, they’d be more or less safe. It’s always sending them out on missions like this, where we’d lose members.”

CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG

“What’s that?” Sessa hissed from my shoulder.

“That’s a warning,” I told her.

I was actually lucky I’d thought about this in advance. Usually, walking around town, I’d be dressed as everyone else. But after the attack yesterday and the impending battle, I’d gotten into my armour before leaving the house. I even had my sword and shield sitting against the wall. With a look at my wives, who were similarly dressed in their elfin armour, I grabbed my shield and headed outside. I just hoped this wasn’t the expected battle. Sessa’s armour wasn’t quite ready yet and we hadn’t picked it up. With my wives at my side, I headed for the nearest wall. Spaced along the inside, were regular staircases to allow access to the top. I still thought about the night I had to climb up in the rain and only barely managed to keep my grip. But with a shake of my head, I climbed to the top and took in the sight of the nearest guards.

“Sir, to the East,” one pointed.

With a nod in his direction, I started moving in the direction indicated. That’s when I heard something that made my stomach drop… “Is that horses?” 

“Father’s cavalry,” Eila said with a gasp.

Without waiting for my wives, I dashed along the stretch of the wall towards the Eastern side of town. As it turns out, the added weight of my armour slowed me some, and I didn’t get very far ahead. Poor Sessa however was tossed from her perch and was forced to take flight, spiralling around us. 

“Not elfs!” She hissed from above.

I frowned at her words but kept running. Only stopping as the situation began to unfold beneath me. “What on earth is happening?”

It looked almost like a pack of wolves had chased a herd of horses into the clearing that surrounded the town. Even now, as the horses were corralled and harassed by the predators, I could see them heaving with breath. I could also see smaller, younger ones clumped in the centre as the adults in the herd tried to protect them. 

But they weren’t horses…

And they weren’t being hunted by wolves...

“Husband, we have to help them!” Eila shrieked as she came up beside me.

I was lost in the moment, as a sudden impact hit me from the side. Turning, I saw the expression on Chit’s face. “Get us all down there. We work as a team.”

Glancing around, Ally was staring at me with an expression that told me she’d accept whatever I decided. But she most definitely wanted to help. Sessa was already flying over the battle, but it was Ita’s soft hand on my own that brought me to attention. “They need help, my love.” 

“BAZ! Ladders and rope! Get ready to open the gates! Let’s get those Vargr and try to save as many unicorns as we can! Get the ballistae on target, but only fire if they have a clean shot!” I shouted. 

The men on the walls let out a loud cheer as Baz directed a few men to retrieve ropes. As the men returned with the lengths and tied them off, I threw the end over the wall. Picking up the wiry strands of fibre, I gave it a few tugs, before levering myself over the wall. With my gauntlets, I loosened my grip and slid down the rope just a little slower than I would have fallen. I remembered jumping off a wall when I escaped Eila’s father. I didn’t want to test things now I’d grown and was wearing much more armour. Even so, I slammed into the ground with enough force to drop to my knees. Moving forward, A second crunch, followed by two more told me my wives had joined me. Ita and Sessa were circling overhead. 

“Alright, we’re going to punch a hole right through the middle, then try and herd the unicorn’s back towards the walls. If we can get the young ones inside, great. If not, we’ll have the wall for defence. Chit, you stay behind me and mop up any that are down but not out, Eila, Ally, keep them from surrounding us. I’m going to give those vargr something to think about.”

Moving into a steady jog, I could hear my wives keeping pace. Now, some of you might be wondering why we were risking ourselves for some fucking horses. The long and the short of it, unicorns are special. They’re rare, elusive, their blood does something similar to when I fuck my wives, but it’s far more limited and yet potentially dangerous with the right properties. The other reason we were coming to their defence… Is they’re sentient… All of this is well known and documented, right from the first children’s rhyme I read, to an account I read where someone found one of their herds. And while they weren’t my people, they had children with them and I couldn’t let them die on my borders without at least trying to help. 

So with a final surge of speed, I rushed into the fray. From the wall, I could see there were about two dozen unicorns, including the children. But there were easily twice that number of vargr. Falling on the rear of one, who was snapping at the heels of a large stallion, my sword severed it’s spinal cord. At my first blow, ice shards and flames shot out from each side as I heard Chit’s warcry, followed by a wet thud that told me she’d just finished the vargr I’d dropped. As the stallion twisted around to get a look at me, I darted to my left and hacked off the front limb of a vagr who was trying to pull a small mare out of the circle. The unicorn's cry of pain turned to whimpers as the large stallion pushed her further into the centre.

“To the walls!” I shouted, banging my sword against my shield. 

The stallion glared at me a moment, before letting out a loud neigh. And as one, they started creeping towards the town. Moving around their formation, I stopped and faced the vagr as I came across them. It seemed they worked in tandem groups of pairs. One would rush in, snapping and biting, trying to grab a hold of one, or break the formation. The other would probe the gap, looking for the smaller weaker members exposed. Then they’d retreat and the second group would rush in, taking it in turns to keep the pressure up. And from the sounds of screaming unicorns, it was working. As I hacked the head off a vagr that was tearing into the flank of a unicorn, I heard a dull THWANG before a spear slammed into one of the vagr standing out from the rest. Their tactics of stepping back to rest made them easy targets as several more THWANGs rang out. 

We were making progress and were close enough to the walls, that the occasional crossbow bolt whistled overhead. I started herding the unicorns off towards the gate. But the large animals, and large they were, didn’t change direction very quickly. Moving around to the side I wanted them to move, I forced several vagr back as Eila speared them with shards of Ice. On my blind side, behind the shield, I felt a wave of warm air, followed by sharp yelps of the vagr who had assumed I had a weakness there. Above, I could see Ita hurling black balls of fire at individual vargr who moved away, but weren’t in sight of the ballista. Sessa, my little monster, was covered in gore as she swooped amongst the vargr like a hawk, slashing their faces, limbs and flanks. There was more than one vargr who stumbled away on three legs, only to receive a spear or fireball once they’d made some distance from the group. So it jarred me to the bones when I heard a high pitched scream of a young unicorn. 

“NO!” Another voice rang out.

Breaking away from my wives, I rushed around, taking off the rear leg of a vagr in the process. I could see a small clump, where several vagr had found a weakness and had dragged out a foal. But before the vagr could set upon the child, a nightmare thundered out of the unicorn’s ranks. Nightmare’s were typically shunned in unicorn society. The peaceful race of herbivores had no use in their society for nightmares. They didn’t look like anything special, that is until they felt threatened. All at once, they turned. Their pure white fur turned jet black, the light in their eyes turned red and the fury of their long dormant powers were unleashed. Unicorns on average were large. Easily half again as large as any species of horse that humans had domesticated, let alone those poxy ones the elfin cavalry used. But when a nightmare unleashed its powers for the first time, they became truly massive. As the foal screamed out in terror and pain, the nightmare unleashed it’s fury. 

Charging towards the young one, it broke the formation. The very vargr that would have dashed into the gap and taken advantage, instead were thrown back under a wave of dark energy. The nightmare on the other hand, didn’t stop until it had flattened the vargr that had dragged out the foal. First by kicking, then by stomping its corpse into the dirt. With the foal scrambling upright, the nightmare found itself surrounded by vargr, who snapped at its heels, determined to bring the huge creature down. The foal was trying its best to avoid the vargr by getting under the legs of the nightmare. The nightmare in turn, spun about on one spot, protecting it’s smaller herd member.

As the vargr swarmed the nightmare and the foal, I chose that moment to rush in to help. Leaving Chit behind with Eila and Ally, I ran towards the fearsome nightmare and lashed out at the rear of the vargr. The first lost a rear limb. Another had it’s spine severed and yet another felt the cold bite of my blade, being forced though it’s midsection. The nightmare swung around to face me with an expression that promised death. But at that moment, with the nightmare focussed on me, a vargr managed to grab the foal again. The terrible scream of the foal was enough to catch the nightmare’s attention. But I was quicker. Leaping atop the nightmare, I used it’s height to my advantage and hacked the side of the vargr’s face off. Immediately dropping the foal, the vargr leaped backward, howling in pain. It must have been the final straw, as the pack seemed to rush away all as one. Leaving me atop the nightmare, before the whole town, herd and my wives, who stared at me in silence. 

With a grin, I slowly slid off the back of the nightmare, only to see the foal crouched beneath it. Reaching out, I gently patted it’s snout. “There now. I know someone who can fix that up for you.” The foal remained motionless save the small quivers as I looked around for Ita, who landed nearby. “Ita, the little one needs some healing!”

Her blank expression jumped to recognition for a moment, “Right!” She rushed over, before getting to her knees beside me. The foal looked terrified at the sight of her, but was too scared to move. Gently, Ita stretched out her hand until it just barely touched the wounded foal and began channelling her energy. As the foal’s wounds healed, its eyes went big and it huffed a few times in surprise. “Their bodies are adapted to accept this kind of magic,” Ita said softly. “They’re healing so quickly, I usually have to fight the body to heal. But this is like trying to pour water down a hill. It just… WANTS to heal.” 

I nodded my understanding before straightening and looking into the expression of the nightmare as it regarded me. “Even a monster like me, knows the beauty of the unicorns,” I smiled. “Your kind is welcome around here, but I’d warn you to leave for the time being. An army of elfs is on the way. I’d hate to see more of you hurt.” 

The nightmare’s eyes narrowed and it huffed a moment, but Eila’s arrival caught its attention. “These vargr were sent by my father,” she said softly. “Please forgive me, noble creature. My father is a monster.” 

From the herd of white unicorns, there was a shrill scream and the foal let one out in reply. A moment later, the stallion from earlier broke ranks, stopping as it caught sight of the nightmare. The foal rushed out, completely healed and ran in circles around us, before heading back towards the herd. The stallion gave it a nudge with it’s head, while being careful with its horn as it ran past, before moving slowly towards us. Looking from myself, to the nightmare and back, the stallion chuffed softly. “I’m sorry,” it said in a deep baritone voice. 

The nightmare lowered its gaze and crouched down onto the ground beside me before rolling slightly to one side. Now it was my turn to look from the stallion to the nightmare and back. But I found myself staring deep into the eyes of the stallion. “We don’t blame you,” he said softly. “The vargr have been following for two days. I’d say you have three before the main army arrives.” He glanced at the nightmare a moment, before locking eyes with me. “Thank you.” 

With that, he turned and started heading west. The rest of the herd moved to follow, but the nightmare stayed on it’s side, staring at the ground. I glanced back at Eila and Ally, while Ita took my hand. “Come husband, it’s not safe.” 

Frowning, I allowed myself to be moved away. “What’s not? The unicorn?” 

“It’s not a unicorn any more,” Ally said softly. “The tales say that when they turn into nightmares, they lose their mind. Considering the herd just banished her, I’d say that’s enough reason to leave it alone.”

I looked back at the nightmare and felt a small surge of pity for the huge creature. It sacrificed everything it had for a foal. Now it was going to apparently lose it’s mind. “Keep an eye on it,” I said sadly. “If it behaves aggressively, put it down. On another note,” I said, turning to Eila. “How did you know these were your father’s?”

Eila grimaced as she stepped over the corpse of one of said vargr. Pausing, she turned and used the tip of her sword to flick it’s ear forward, exposing a branded coat of arms. “Because that’s the mark he puts on his hunting dogs.” 

“Why would he be going after unicorns anyway?” Ita hissed.

“Because he’s a monster,” Ally sighed. “Our people like to think themselves superior, but more often than not, are the monsters you read about in childrens fairytales. King Phaslo isn’t the worst, but he’s been slighted. If Eila was to escape, she was to die. Not only has Phaslo lost Eila, he lost his heir and he lost me.” Ally sighed. “He picked me especially.”

 


Chapter Nine



With the combat over, we moved behind the safety of the walls. Lonty rushed up the moment we were inside and Eila passed on the instructions for the nightmare. As large and powerful a beast as it is, it wasn’t getting in these walls. None of us had the heart to shoot it for no reason. We all just hoped it would move on. I just couldn’t shake the feeling of wrongness though. It had only been trying to defend the foal and was now viewed as a monster, even by its own people. Shaking my head, I put aside the thoughts and got myself back into the game.

We were in another war meeting. The farming and hunting conducted for siege rationing had depleted the area. No new crops were sown and the hunters were now having to field dress and smoke meats out in the wilds. Unfortunately, it seemed a couple of them had either fallen victim to something, or decided to flee as they hadn’t returned. So we called for that to end, and brought them back. We now had them helping clear trees and collect wood for town defenses, without straying too far from the town. 

“Eila, what’s the chance they’ll use cavalry?” I asked, staring down at the map. 

Eila shook her head, “Not likely. He’ll have horses on the field, but they’ll be for messengers and logistics. He won’t expect you to face him on the field, so he won’t be equipped.”

I sighed, “What about siege weapons?”

“Those are likely,” Eila nodded. “Catapults and trebuchets will have to be moved within range of the ballista. Larger engines won't have ammunition unless they haul it here themselves.” Eila tapped a few places on the map, “There’s likely to be staging areas around these spots, just outside of range. Here, he might build ladders to take the walls. If those fail, he’ll make towers and roll them into position.”

“Wheel snares,” Jonharren said quickly. “Dig random ditches around the place. Cover it with wood and dirt. Enough that on foot nobody will notice, but will catch and hold the wheel of a tower.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to make them so they trip the army up?”

Jonharren shook his head. “They won’t come rushing into the walls except that first wave with the ladders. If they discover the traps, they’ll dig them all up. Better to catch the towers.”

“He’s got a point,” Baz said, nodding. “There’s only one rather large issue.”

We all looked at him as he sighed, “Nobody in their right mind is going to go out there and dig ditches around a bloody nightmare.”

***

Eila and Ally were waiting several steps behind me as I approached the lone nightmare. It had been a day and a half since it had laid down, but hadn’t moved an inch since. Here’s hoping it was still rational of mind and I could simply ask it to leave. But if not… There were other ways…

“You approach rather cautiously, for a man who does not smell of fear,” the large nightmare called in a contralto voice.

“You’re rather well spoken for a being that’s supposed to be going crazy,” I called, drawing to a halt.

The nightmare chuckled softly, “Are you here to kill me?”

“Do I need to kill you?” 

The nightmare chuckled again, “What makes you think I’m dangerous?”

“Aren’t you?”

The nightmare finally turned its head to face me directly, “Not nearly as dangerous as you.” 

I nodded and stepped forward, close enough to touch the large creature. “My people are worried about you attacking them while they come out to dig trenches.”

“If you need me to move, you only need to ask,” the nightmare said softly. “What makes you think I could go crazy?”

With a sigh, I slumped down onto the ground beside the nightmare. Testing the boundaries, so to speak, I shuffled around and leaned against it. “My wives actually.”

“The elfs?” 

I nodded, “And the succubus, half orc and drarskk. But yes, my elfin wives are under the impression that when you become a nightmare, you lose your mind. And that was why your herd left you behind.”

The nightmare burst into laughter. The irregular bounces of it’s chest jostled, so I sat upright and looked at the gleeful creature. It turned to me with large eyes as it’s laughter died and let out a long sigh. “No… Nightmares are created in times of danger, or anger. Nightmares created in times of danger, are brought back into the herd and our collective power returns us to our former glory. Nightmares created in times of anger, are ostracized. Without the close family ties that bind us, many of us would turn to violence eventually.”

“That doesn’t make sense,” I frowned. “You turned to defend the foal and they still ostracized you.”

The nightmare just huffed, “That’s because they’re no longer my herd.” I gave the nightmare a glare before it chuffed again and shifted to stand up. Standing myself, I watched the great creature turn to face me. Its body twisted and contorted as its head shrunk and its limbs pulled inward. I stared in amazement as a dark skinned woman stood before me. Her features were angular, not like the elfs with pointed features, but more elongated and flat.She stood on two legs and stroked her jet back hair through three fingered hands. “My hair,” she said softly. I glanced down at the rest of her. Tall, muscular frame. Two well rounded breasts, no clothing and her feet ended in hooves. The only defining features other than that, were the large horn that extended from her forehead, and her dark grey, almost black skin. 

“Here,” Chit said, stepping forward, holding a cloak.

The nightmare smiled thinly and took it, “Thank you.” She pulled the cloak around her shoulders. And that’s when I noticed how very tall she was. And I have to say, staring into a woman’s eyes without looking down was an odd change. 

“Come on, let’s get you bathed and fed,” Chit said, leading her back to town.

I just stared dumbly after them, as Eila and Ally came up to me. “Can someone explain what just happened?”

Eila shrugged, “She can stay in the spare room for now.” 

Shaking my head, I headed back towards the town gate, where I waved the digging crew out to get to work. We used Eila’s estimation of the towers to dig ditches around the town in stages. If we made a single ring around the town, it would catch one tower and they’d stop again. Then they’d just cover in the bit they needed and continue. We didn’t want that. We dug trenches, several meters long in random patterns around the plain. We had a general idea where they’d approach from. After all, with the river on one side it narrowed the direction down quite a bit. By the end of the first day, I had Eila and Ally keep the baths on a constant rotation for the townsfolk to come and go as they pleased. The only hurdle was our rather large guest. 

“I really am sorry,” I said, sitting in my chair while she sat on the floor to eat her meal.

She waved me off, “Don’t be, I’m used to sleeping under the stars. Being indoors at all is an adjustment.” 

Nodding as I drank my tea, I turned to her, “What’s your name?” 

“My people have no need of names,” she said softly. “Though, I understand your question. I think it’s appropriate for you to name me.”

I nodded, remembering what it’s like to not have a name. “Mareridt,” Eila said from behind me.

Turning, I faced my first elfin wife and collected a kiss, “Hello love,” I kissed her again. “What does that mean?”

Eila shrugged, “It means nightmare in my native tongue.” 

I just looked down at our seated guest, who nodded, “Mareridt, that seems a fine name.”

“That’s the second time you’ve done that,” I said, kissing Eila again. She just smiled as Mareridt looked at me with a cocked eyebrow. “She named me as well.” 

The nightmare nodded, “If I may ask. Why is an army of elfs heading this way? And why would you not simply leave?”

I sighed and rubbed my face, “It’s a little complicated. Eila is King Phaslo’s daughter. She was married off to a young man I killed before helping her and Ally escape.” Eila leaned down and collected another kiss, while Ally appeared and kissed my opposite cheek at the same time. So with a small chuckle, I continued, “He’s coming to collect vengeance. And sure, we could run. But most of the people here don’t have anywhere else to go. We’re outcasts, unwelcome in the human lands and too weak to survive in the wilderness. If I took my wives and ran, Phaslo would still attack the town. For no other reason than to make sure I wasn’t here and to try and extract information about where we’d gone.”

Mareridt nodded before looking up at Eila, “Your father sounds like a cruel man. I’ve heard stories of the elfs, but I’d never met one before you.” 

Eila nodded, “The man he gave me to, whipped and beat me for the hour we were legally wed. Frelser saved me before I was raped. I owe him everything. The least I can do is love him.”

I smiled and gave her a small squeeze. But it was Sessa who caught my attention. She’d been gnawing on a hunk of meat in the middle of the table while we’d been speaking. But suddenly, she’d stiffened. “Sessa?” I asked. She glanced at me, before leaping off the table and with a series of flapping and jumping she latched onto the door handle and pulled it open. As my wives stared at her strange behaviour, I got up to see what was wrong. But by the time I made it outside, she was gone. “Eila, you’re the most knowledgeable about their kind. What’s going on?” As Eila followed outside, the sound of two shrieking drarskk filled the air. Stepping further into the road, I still couldn’t see anything, but the sound of their fight was getting closer. “What on earth?” 

Sessa appeared, tangled with another female drarskk. She was hurtling over the roof of our house with what seemed to be her prize locked in her talons. A moment later, the small warrior slammed the other female into the ground at my feet. “Husband!” She screeched loudly.

“Sessa, what are you doing?” I asked.

Sessa had her taloned foot wrapped tightly around the other female’s neck. Her other foot had control over a wing and an arm at the same time. The drarskk seemed to be struggling to breathe from the pressure exerted on her throat. 

“Husband, I have found a potential wingmate,” she chirped excitedly. “This one was attracted our scent and sought to challenge me.”

“Sessa,” I sighed, “What happens if I let her go?”

“Let her go?” Sessa frowned. “She will attack. Did you not learn this from my pitiful attempts to kill you?” 

“Fuck,” I grunted. Looking over at Eila, and the other’s, including Mareridt, I could only see amusement in their eyes. Turning back to my smallest wife, I sighed. “Do I need to seed her like I did you?”

Sessa nodded, before frowning and shaking her head. “Seed her, but I must hold her. If she won’t submit to me, I will have to kill her.”

“Wait!” I snapped, “What happens if she managed to pin you?”

Sessa shrugged, “Either she would kill me, or pin me as I have done to her and present me back to you.”

I groaned thinking about how badly this could all go one day. “Is this going to be a recurring thing?”

Sessa chirped slightly and cocked her head. “Maybe? Hard to tell. You’re scented with me now, which will attract others. But as our scent increases, it will scare off others.”

I looked at Eila for guidance, but she just laughed at me. “Just imagine a small flock of them, all loyal to you. You saw how Sessa was watching out for you. You could have dozens!” 

“Yessss,” Sessa hissed with a grin.

“Fuck, whatever, fine,” I sighed. “Get her inside, let’s do this.”

The defeated drarskk chose this moment to thrash about, in an attempt to get free. Sessa flared her wings for balance, before beating them rapidly. Rising a meter into the air, she snapped them closed and body slammed the drarskk into the ground again. “There,” she grinned. 

I watched in amusement as Sessa used a series of dragging movements, while bouncing on one leg to haul the drarskk inside. It reminded me of watching an eagle trying to haul away a kill that was too large to carry. Only, this ‘kill’ was alive, struggling and from what I could see, clearly aroused. Once inside, Sessa hauled her catch into the lounge before flipping her over to lay on her back. The two of them fought for a moment. Wings flapped, claws glistened and several screeches rang out, but finally, Sessa managed to get her strangely wide jaws around the defeated drarskk’s throat. The moment she did, the drarskk simply went limp. Leaning over, the defeated opponent glared at me, but remained silent. Sessa however hissed and bit firmly. Her captive opened her legs.

“Fuck,” I sighed. “Does it have to be like this? I don’t even know if she wants this…”

Eila nodded and took Ally’s hand, before leaning down and giving me a kiss on the cheek. “It’s their way, husband. If she wasn’t interested in sleeping with you, she wouldn’t have come. Remember, they only try to kill appropriate mates. But as you already had Sessa, they fought for dominance. She lost, but she’s no less willing.”

I sighed. Nodding my head, I looked down at the two drarskk and undid the ties to my pants. She really was wet from the looks of things. I just hoped she wasn’t as single minded as Sessa was. Crouching down, I fit my stiffening cock between the small drarskk’s legs. Her talons flicked up as if to claw at my chest, but Sessa hissed and clamped her jaw. The defeated drarskk went limp, and I pushed myself inside. Like Sessa, she was tight, warm and very deep. Unlike our first time, when I found the entrance to her egg chamber, I didn’t stop. Slowing slightly, I didn’t want to tear her or anything, but I knew I needed to get my cock into her egg chamber. And with a small pop feeling as it opened over the head of my cock, I was in. 

The small drarskk shuddered and twitched for several moments, before letting out a small hiss. Sessa slowly released her jaw and slipped off her prize, before flashing me a toothy grin. “She is yours,” Sessa said softly.

I looked down at the drarskk and she stared back at me, before giving a slight nod. So with a small sigh, I pulled out and pushed back in. On the third stroke, the drarskk was biting at her lip while making similar chirps to Sessa. Sessa on the other hand, was alternating between snuggling into my side and leaning down to nip at the breasts of her wingmate. Oddly she seemed to enjoy it as she would gasp and clench her tunnel with each nip. 

“Fill her egg chamber,” Sessa hissed softly. I frowned at the strange dirty talk coming from my smallest wife. But she looked up at me and grinned, “She won’t bear you an egg without my permission. But she fought well and deserves your seed.”

The drarskk below me responded by gently taking my cock in her talons and stroking me as I pulled away. It was certainly a new experience, knowing those sharp talons could remove an important part of me. But she was gentle with the sharp bits and firm with the pressure. “Do you want it?” 

“Mhm,” she whined.

Bottoming myself out inside her, I held her firmly as I simply ground my cock into her insides. The increased stimulation to her egg chamber had her clench in orgasm. The pulses of her long tunnel massaged me to my own orgasm and I exploded inside her. Like Sessa, her eyes flared for a moment, before she shook off it’s effects. Just like Sessa, as I finished my orgasm, I felt her chamber close over the head of my cock, so I slowly pulled myself free. 

“Sessa, do I need to repeat myself?” Eila asked from across the room. 

Sessa looked from the recently fucked drarskk, to Eila and back. But she shook her head. “No, she will bow to you, because I will demand it. But she may wish for your treatment at a later time.” 

The small drarskk sat upright and pulled her knees to her chest. I looked down at her and saw her nervous expression. Without thinking, I reached over and scooped her into my arms. Pulling her to my chest, she curled into me and made small noises. “Are you okay?”

She paused and nodded before glancing up at me, “I was scared.”

“Oh?”

She nodded, “Mother tried to explain what it would be like when I smelled you. She was wrong… So wrong… Then when I saw a royal coming, I thought I would die.” She snuggled in closer, “Thank you for accepting me.”

I couldn’t help the smile on my lips as I looked down at her. “You’re kinda cute, you know that? Anyway, what’s your name?”

The small drarskk shrugged. “She failed in her fight,” Sessa said from beside me. “It is up to me to name her. As she is no longer her own any more.”

I frowned, “Name her something nice then.”

Sessa nodded, “Our wingmates may end up with new identities, but they are to be respected. If one day she grew strong enough to challenge me and succeed, how I treated them may be returned.” Moving to examine the smaller drarskk, she sniffed and looked her over. With them so close and yet not struggling, I examined the differences between the two of them. They were about the same size from what I could tell. Sessa was more emerald with the purple tips to her scales that signified she was a royal. This new one was still green, but more metallic in colour. Her horns also curved more than Sess’s but were darker in colour. Then, if anything, she may have been a little slimmer in figure. Not that it meant much. 

“How did you beat her so easily anyway? You only fought for a few moments.”

“I’m stronger,” Sessa said simply.

Eila caught my attention with a smile. “Royals aren’t just pretty scales. Their physiology is slightly different. They burn more energy and require more food to maintain their body heat like us. Common drarskk can struggle in the colder climates. It also means they have more liberal use of their muscles. In short, they’re faster and stronger than their peers.”

I nodded and looked down at Sessa as she scratched her chin. “Hestha,” she said softly. “I will call you Hestha, after my grandmother.”

Hestha smiled back at her and nodded, “Yes, mistress.” 

***

I had to admit, I didn’t realise how this happened the prior evening. It was late, dark and I was extremely tired from our romp in the bath so I’d come upstairs and promptly fallen asleep. But seeing this in person was… Strange. As usual, I had Chit cuddled up on top of me. Eila was under one arm and Ally had swapped with Ita, so she could cuddle against my side. What had me awake and staring, was the two small drarskk hanging from the rafters above my bed. Their small bodies wrapped in their wings as they hung like bats from their sharp talons. There must have been some hierarchy thing going on, as Sessa was as high up as she could get. While Hestha was as low down as she could, while hanging directly above me. What was even more apparent, was that Hestha wasn’t asleep. She kept shifting around, shuffling her wings and making small huffing sounds. Eventually she opened her eyes and looked around the room. That’s when she caught my eyes, staring up at her. She froze for a moment, before quickly looking down… Or is it up? Whatever… Looking at Sessa. Seeing she was fast asleep, Hestha released the beam she was hanging from. Snapping open her wings, she did a quick loop of the room to slow her descent before landing on the pillow beside my head. 

But as she shuffled over and curled into a small ball, she settled against my cheek, before giving me a quick kiss. And with my newest… Wife? I dunno… With Hestha curled up on my pillow beside me. I finally drifted off to sleep. 

 


Chapter Ten



“Well, I’m glad I hurried this through,” Grah said, pushing a thick wad of material over the counter towards me. 

I sighed, “Thanks,” then lifted the top section. Stepping back, I let it unravel and grinned. It was certainly going to be an ego boost. “Ladies, I need you to hop off for a moment,” I said. Hestha looked over at Sessa to confirm, before they both leaped off my shoulders and landed on Grah’s bench. I shook my head and opened up what was in my arms. I never thought I’d be a guy for a cape. But the red leather certainly had an appeal to it. The cape wasn’t all for appearance though. Around my shoulders where the clips would attach to my pauldrons, it was made of heavy chainmail. It wouldn’t add much more protection, going straight over plate. But the chain would be far easier for Sessa and now Hestha to perch on my shoulders. The weight of the leather would also prevent it slipping forward. So with a childish grin, I flicked it over my shoulders and located the clips. Attaching the cape was simple enough as my armour had been designed for the possibility of a cape. But the cape itself was the part with the clips. Giving the cape a quick shake to loosen it and get it sitting comfortably, Sessa and Hestha flapped back up onto their respective perches. 

“Much better,” Hestha said quickly.

“Agreed,” Sessa said. “Thank you, Grah. I will remember your face.”

“I as well,” Hestha chirped. 

“Well,” Grah said, scratching his stomach. “I’ve also got your armour ready,” he said. Glancing at Hestha he nodded, “I made two sets, so Sessa would have a spare. But they should fit you no problem.” Hestha frowned slightly, probably for the same reason Sessa did when I first mentioned armour. But remained silent as Grah ducked into the back room. He appeared a minute later with two wrapped bundles. “These won’t turn an arrow, or a sword thrust,” he said, unwrapping the first bundle and pulling out what resembled a cuirass. “I’ve stitched in some wire to help save you from a cut and it’ll help with impact. But don’t rely on it,” he said gruffly.

Sessa nodded, “Our style is to be fast and accurate. We don’t stay in one place long enough to get drawn into battle.” She paused and glanced at me, before flashing a small smile. “Not usually, anyway.” 

Half an hour later, I had two armoured drarskk perched on my shoulders as I left Grah’s shop. They certainly had a strong presence as I walked through the town. It was Hestha however, that caught my attention as she tensed up to pounce. Turning, I heard Sessa make a small hiss and Hestha stopped her leap. Running towards me at a sprint, was Lonty.

“Frelser, elfin scouts were spotted from the walls!” She said, sliding to a halt in front of me.

“Thank you, Lonty,” I said, giving her a smile. “Does Baz want to discuss anything?”

Lonty smiled, before realising I had two drarskk on my shoulders. “Umm.”

Sessa quickly leaped to her shoulder, followed by Hestha. “This one is good. We like her too,” Sessa said quickly. “She has offered to give me training to help defend husband. She can train us both and we can be strong together.” Hestha nodded quickly before leaning down and giving Lonty a quick sniff to catch her scent. “When will you join with husband?” She asked suddenly. Lonty just froze up as her facial fur mottled. “Husband,” she turned to face me. “Husband, she smells of need. Would you like to take her?” 

“Sessa, Hestha, please come back here,” I said firmly.

The two drarskk gave Lonty a final sniff, before leaping back to my shoulders. I looked at the fetz who was staring at the floor. “Ummm.”

“Yeah,” Lonty mumbled.

I sighed, “Lonty, I’m sorry about these two. Just…” I sighed again. “Just, do whatever you’re comfortable with, okay? No pressure either way. I have no expectations.” 

Lonty just nodded. What I wasn’t expecting was for her to dart in and press her lips to mine. But in a flash, she was racing back the way she came. I stood there, wondering if she’d really just done that. 

“Her scent got stronger,” Hestha said softly. Sessa just nodded.

With a roll of my eyes, I set off towards the Eastern wall. Unexpectedly, I bumped into Mareridt. I gave her a smile as she fell into step beside me. “Everything okay?” 

She nodded slowly, “I’m where I need to be.”

I frowned, but didn’t question her. Continuing up to the wall, I climbed the stairs. Mareridt was a little slower on account of her hooves, but soon joined me as I looked over the walls beside Baz. Sure enough, I could see a dozen elfin scouts on horses. They were well away from us and well out of range of both bows and ballista.

“If the scouts are here, they’re probably only a day off,” Baz said with a scowl. “If we could get our hands on one of those little bastards, we could get estimates on their numbers.” 

“I’d never catch them on foot,” I grumbled. “Even without the armour.” 

“We-” Sessa started but I cut her off with a wave.

“Don’t be silly,” I sighed. “I know you’re capable. But the two of you against elfin scouts. They’d bring you down with magic before you got close.” Sessa hissed softly, but remained silent.

“I could do it,” Mareridt said softly.

Turning to face her, I frowned, “Really? And bring one back?”

She shook her head. “I can catch them. But you’d need to bring them back.” She saw the look I was giving her and shook her head. “You’ve already ridden me once, what’s once more?” 

Turning to Baz I said the only thing that made sense. “Tell me wives I’ll be back.”

Following Mareridt down the stairs, she headed for the main gate. Waiting just before she turned to face me. “Squeeze with your legs to hold on. I’ll keep you from falling.” 

“Right,” I nodded, then turned to my two companions. “I’m not dumb enough to ask you both to stay behind. But maybe if you flew high and I mean high! You could scout them out for us. They’ll run when they see us, but if you could lead us to them, it would help.” 

Sessa nodded, “Yes husband.”

“As my master wishes,” Hestha said a moment later. 

I nodded, still unsure of the power dynamic here. Sessa hadn’t said anything when she woke to see Hestha asleep on my pillow. But she made damn sure she got a kiss before Hestha did. I decided to just roll with it. Turning my attention to Mareridt, she was in the process of shifting back into her original shape. And she really was a massive creature. Looking at the gate, several guards were already pulling it open. I nodded, realising that if it was the original gate from when I’d first arrived, mareridt would have to walk through without me mounted. But, with the upgraded walls, we’d extended the gate to suit. So moving up to the nightmare, I placed my hands on her back. With a quick hop, I managed to swing my armoured leg over her back and pull myself up. “Alright, let’s do this,” I grunted.

Sessa and Hestha both leaped into the air as Mareridt started moving forward. The strange motion was alien to me. But I quickly worked out how to balance and move with her. The only thing I was missing on my person was my shield, which I’d left at home with my wives. My helmet however was strapped to my hip, so I spent a moment releasing it and pressing it over my head. Checking my sword to make sure I could draw it on the ride, I heard several gasps. Glancing around, I realised with my armour, cape and being mounted on a giant nightmare… Well… I probably looked like some kind of nightmare.

“Are you ready?” Mareridt asked softly.

I nodded, “Let’s do this.”

As we passed through the gates, she turned in the general direction of the elfs and accelerated. I immediately had to shift my position to the new sensation. Mareridt wasn’t in a full gallop yet. I had the sense that she was getting me used to riding her first. So as I shifted and got comfortable with the movement, she accelerated again. Bit by bit, I got comfortable, until we were eating up the land before us. Now, I’d always known I was about as fast as a horse. The war horses used in human armies were a little slower. The smaller, more nimble breeds used by the elfs were a little faster. But a nightmare? It was like flying. The land tore past, faster than anything I’d experienced before. It reminded me a little of the impact from the troll at the gate that threw me through the air. Only this time, I was more or less in control of what was happening. Mareridt huffed and blew dark wisps of smoke from her nostrils as she galloped along. Looking up, I spotted Sessa and Hestha circling, before Sessa shifted out of formation. I didn’t need to call out to Mareridt, as she turned to follow my small wife. I couldn’t help the grin hidden by my helmet. The chase was on. 

The first glimpse of the elfin scouts we saw, were the puffs of dust as they fled. Obviously, they heard us coming and sought to escape before we could catch up. It also seemed they’d broken into several different directions judging by the puffs of dust. But Sessa and Hestha seemed to have picked a specific target and were on the move. The particular trail led us towards a small gully through the trees. I made a mental note to remember its position for later. It could be used to move troops with more cover into position. So it might be an idea to trap it before the main army arrived. Either way, for the moment, it was… Kinda terrifying. The gully was smooth and rather narrow. The trees blew past in a green blur as we raced towards our target. I could see him up ahead, racing along as his horse kicked up puffs of dirt. Sessa and Hestha were circling above, keeping an eye on him. 

“Draw your blade!” Mareridt cried.

Without thinking I did as she said and pulled my blade. And not a moment too soon as a vargr leaped out from the trees to tackle me. Swinging vertically, I sliced the beast's face from bottom to top as it tumbled past. It’s corpse hit the ground with a heavy thump as a series of low howls rang out.

“Should we head back?” I called.

The nightmare neighed and shook her mane. “If I stop, the pack will catch up. Better we finish this now and circle back!” 

Nodding, I kept hold of my blade as we raced on. The gully began to follow twists and turns that we found difficult to navigate due to Mareridt’s size. It must have been easier going for the vargr, as I spotted them running beside us through the trees every time we slowed. But I grit my teeth and held on, knowing we were closing the gap with the elf. Thankfully, the trees began to thin as the gully ran through a plain. Over open ground we could outrun the vargr. But up ahead, the elf came to a sliding, dusty halt, before turning to face us. Lifting a hand, I frowned as blue electricity crackled around his arm. In a flash, the electricity rushed towards us, faster than Mareridt could possibly dodge in this confined space. In a last ditch attempt to save her, I leaned over her neck and stabbed my sword out in front. As the lightning hit my blade, it changed direction. Funnelling its power into my body, my hairs stuck up on end, but the magical portion of the power dissipated, rendering the attack harmless. 

“Thank you,” Mareridt called.

I just nodded and sat back where I was comfortable as we raced towards the now terrified elf. He in turn spun on the spot. Kicking in his heels, his horse let out a pained neigh as it pushed up the side of the gully and into the open plain. He probably hoped in the open, his speed would be superior. But as we charged up the same stretch of gully, I knew he was very much wrong. 

Breaking out of the gully onto the open plain, I realised the real reason he’d gone this way. There was smoke coming from behind the next group of trees. The elfin army was far closer than I realised.

“Can you go faster?” I called.

Mareridt snorted out another puff of black smoke. The sudden surge of power from beneath my seat, told me she was pushing hard. I was able to make out the details of the elf’s saddle, when he spun around. Charging a ball of fire he released it straight into my face. Which… I dunno if I’ve mentioned this by now… Didn’t do anything. Sure it took a moment for my vision to clear, but other than a bit of soot on my helmet, I was completely fine. The elf for that matter, noticed as well. Glancing down at Mareridt, he started charging another spell. But before he could release it, Hestha swooped down between us, clawing at his face as she raced past. The elf cried out, frantically casting his spell into the air, missing Hestha by a wide margin.

In his confusion, Mareridt moved up beside the elf’s horse, bringing me within arms reach. The elf, seeing me so close, panicked and swerved hard away. Right into the claws of Sessa. The elf’s horse shrieked in fear as my small wife tore through the air. She made sure to snap open her wings before slipping past the horse and slashing at the elf as she went. The horse for that matter panicked and jolted to one side causing the elf to slip out of the saddle. As he flailed helplessly, hanging from one side, I reached out and grabbed him by the neck. Giving his horse a kick in the flank, it peeled away, as I pulled the elf free of the stirrups. 

But the elf wasn’t going down without a fight. Not that he had much of a fight left anyway. My interaction with the elfin warriors was they relied too much on speed and their magic. Their physical strength on the other hand, wasn’t much better than human and worse in many cases. So he quickly tired of trying to pull my hand off his neck as he dragged his heels in the dirt. Pulling a knife from his belt, he started trying to work it into the gaps of my armour. With a growl, I hauled him up against my chest. Hooking his knife wielding arm with my elbow, I wrapped my other arm around his neck and pinned him against my chest. If elfin armour had a full helm like the one I wore, this wouldn’t work. But their helmets only just covered their cheeks. The more the elf struggled, the worse it got for him. And in a few seconds, he finally went limp in my arms. 

By this stage, Mareridt was riding hard away from the elfin army, heading back towards the town. But we weren’t out of danger yet. I didn’t bring any rope to bind my captive and the vargr were on our heels. Worse still, they were spread out. With only a couple still behind us, there were plenty more that lagged behind, knowing we’d have to pass them returning home. 

“They’ll be thickest if we go back the way we came. Maybe see if there’s another way through the trees?” 

“I will try,” Mareridt snorted.

Pulling the elf around to sit in front of me. I had a good hold of them as they began to stir back into consciousness. But as they did so, they started to struggle. Quickly cuffing the side of their head managed to stop them. But I had no real way to keep them under control without knocking them out a second time.

“Behave and you won’t die!” I snapped.

The elf slumped slightly but remained still. As the first of the vargr got within reach, Mareridt kicked it aside. The second dodged and tried to leap up, but I caught it on the point of my sword. The vast difference between our speeds caused the blade to pierce straight down its throat, before gravity dragged it back off and onto the ground. The next few circled around us, barking and yapping, trying to keep us distracted. But even as they harassed us, Sessa and Hestha swooped in, clawing at their eyes and tails as they went. I only hoped my small warriors didn’t get too cocky. It would be a death sentence if one were caught. Thankfully, with the approaching trees, my wife and her wingmate gained some altitude. As we delved in amongst the trees, Mareridt’s bulk hindered our progress. Slowing to dodge the trees, the vargr moved in closer, snapping at her heels. Surprisingly, a few even snapped directly at the elf. If I didn’t know better, I’d assume they’d been trained to prevent elfs being captured… Considering Phaslo’s entitlement, I wouldn’t be surprised.

Darting around a rather twisted trunk, I only just caught the motion of a vargr as it leaped off the gnurl at the top. Before I could get my sword up, it impacted with my side, dragging me off the nightmare. In just a bare moment, I’d gone from riding at a tremendous pace, to rolling along the ground, bouncing at significant speed. The loud clanging of my armour was the only thing I could focus on. But I managed to time my rolling, to spring upright onto my feet. In the tumble I hadn’t kept hold of my sword and I could see it was stuck out of the ground. And between it and me, were several vargr. At once, the leader snarled and the pack members darted in to attack. Not wanting to give them the advantage, I rushed toward the one in the centre. But before I could reach it, something heavy clamped down over my leg. As I toppled over, the vargr I was approaching darted in, biting and snarling as it tried to get to my neck. But it only succeeded in scratching at the solid steel. I had to remember to thank Grah and Marge for the well constructed bevor protecting my neck and lower face. But I wasn’t out of trouble yet. One vargr still had a hold of my ankle. Steel or not, it had a firm grip. The other was pawing at my hip, trying to expose a vulnerability. But with my cuisses and chainmail it had similar issues. It wasn’t lost on me, I’d be far better off with a small knife or dagger of some sort. 

“Leave him alone!” A small voice screeched.

I glanced up and caught movement as Hestha darted through a gap in the canopy. Slashing out with her claws, she impacted with the vargr digging at my waist. It whined in pain as her claws impaled its hide and I worried it would turn on her. But Sessa swooped in a moment later, slashing it across the face with a screech. With the third vargr occupied, I twisted around and drove the heel of my boot into the first vargr’s face. Then I threw out a punch, hitting the second beast. It snapped out and caught hold of my gauntlet before shaking its head, trying to rip it off. That was a terrible mistake. By gripping it where it bit, I had a hold of it’s jaw. It realised the moment I took hold and it tried pulling away, dragging me along the ground as it did so. But I refused to release my grip. The second vargr rushed in, biting into my shoulder. Taking a moment to drive my couter into the base of its neck. The beast howled in pain as it fell away and I scrabbled along the ground as I twisted to face the vargr I had a hold of. The whole time, I could hear angry screeches from the two drarskk as they wore down the third vargr. But I could also hear the howls of the rest of the pack closing in.

Without much time, I flung myself at the beast wrapping my arm around it’s head. With one hand on it’s jaw and the other around its neck, I twisted to one side until the pained whines from the mouth of the vargr turned to yelps. It reared up, trying to throw me off, so I wrapped my legs around its body. With a roar of my own, I heaved with all my strength as the vagr cried out followed by a loud snap as its neck finally broke. 

As the vargr fell limp, I scrambled toward my sword. I took the hilt and yanked it from the ground. Spinning around, I was just in time to dodge the leap of the second vargr and hack the creature in half with a roar of my own. After checking my surroundings, I turned and ran towards the sounds of fighting. Sprinting around a tree, I saw Sessa and Hestha taking turns distracting and slashing a vargr that was clearly blind and enraged. I moved to kill it quickly, but the sound of thundering hooves caught my attention. Sessa and Hestha whirled away, just as Mareridt stormed into view and trampled the vargr in the process.

“Go!” I yelled. “Get above the trees!”

Sessa and Hestha circled a moment, before hissing madly and climbing back out into the open sky. Meanwhile, the nightmare slowed to a stop, before spinning around to wait for me. I had no time to think about what happened to the elf, before leaping on her back. And in moments we were off like nothing happened. We’d barely made it out of the small area where we’d fought, before I spotted the elf. He was sitting against a tree, nursing what was clearly a broken leg. Mareridt pulled to a stop as I leaped off her back. Grabbing the elf, I tossed him over the back of the nightmare like a sack of potatoes. Climbing on after was a little tricky, but as soon as I managed it, we were off.

The rest of the ride was far less dramatic. The vargr were never far behind, but we were most of the way through the forest. The only real surprise was the second scout we came across, who was trying to sneak back in. After kicking him off his horse, I grinned when I heard his pained screams as the vargr pack caught up with him. With them distracted, Mareridt was able to pick her way through the trees and get us back onto the plains surrounding the town. Thankfully, where we came out wasn't too far from where we entered and we raced towards the gate. A few THWANGs from the ballistas told me we were still being followed, but they were far enough back for the teams to open fire without hitting us. There was a crowd of people waiting for our return and they scattered as we charged into the town. The reason being, right on our heels was another vargr. The moment it was inside the walls, it changed direction and charged toward the nearest bystander. As the helpless man cried out in fear, a blur of white shards of ice slammed into the vargr, pinning it, bleeding, into the ground. 

“What the fuck did I say about going outside the walls!” Chit screamed.

 


Chapter Eleven



The subtle crash of pots told me she was still mad. So I made myself as quiet as possible as I brewed tea for my wives return. Hestha, Darry and Cara and Mareridt came for the evening meal while we discussed the going ons of the day. The elf I captured was… strange… He was so grateful when Ita began healing his leg, he just started talking. By the time we had him in a cell, Lonty was sitting in a chair taking notes while Ally pulled out a map and got him to draw up the elfin forces. I didn’t know what to think of it until we all got home. Ally sat me down and explained that since he’d been captured, he was dead. His family were told he’d died in battle and if he were to show up, he would be made dead. The broken leg apparently wasn’t needed, as the vargr were trained to kill stragglers or those at risk of capture. In the end, he was extremely grateful at being taken prisoner, more so about being healed. I was still a little leery of him, so he was under guard, but I felt we were in a much better position… At least information wise…

Phaslo wasn’t leading the army himself. He had sent his general… Darjl’s father Honej… A mean sonofabitch who’d killed his youngest wife for birthing a second daughter. He was ruthless, preferring tactics that would kill indiscriminately, over tactics that would take less casualties. The elf had informed us that Honej was instructed not to burn the town immediately as mine, Eila’s and Ally’s capture was the highest priority. Phaslo wanted to make examples of us. In turn, he had given control of the army to General Honej and sent him out to find us. The tortured and murdered sailors were his idea. He barely cared for his own men, let alone his enemies. No wonder his son was a twisted piece of shit. And now he was here, less than a day's march from town with two thousand elfin warriors at his beck and call. 

We’d spent the afternoon and early evening discussing plans. The trenches were dug around the town and hidden. The teams with the ballista were stocked and ready. Food stores were being placed into cellars for storage. Volunteer’s from the civilians had been found to run supplies where they were needed. They would be carrying ammunition to the walls, along with meals and helping move the injured and dead. There was also a mass call for water carrying containers. Everything from buckets to bowls were being filled with water and placed anywhere they weren’t going to be in the way. Even the bathhouse, though filled magically, would remain filled at all times. Access to hot, clean water would be a boon for weary soldiers and workers. Having the ability to wash off would also be a morale boost. 

So after a final goodbye to Darry and Cara, Eila and Ally set off for the final preparation. They were circling the town, setting up a mirror smooth layer of summoned stone over the walls. We wanted no cracks or grooves to give any leverage for anyone to climb. And being the very outside surface, it was unlikely my ability to nullify it would cause any significant problems, even if I intended to. But, for now, I was left with Chit in the kitchen.

“You!” Chit snapped. Turning to face her, she was leaning over the sink. “I’m still mad at you. Make me feel better!” Lifting her dress, she stared at me until I nodded.

Turning her head to face the wall, I came up behind her. Undoing the ties of my pants, I pulled out my already hardening cock and gave it a few strokes. Grinning to myself, I changed my mind and slid down to my knees. I ran my hands up her thighs, before gripping her ass cheeks. With firm pressure, I pulled them apart, exposing her completely. I gave her a soft lick, from clit to asshole, before swirling my tongue around her wrinkled bud.

“Oh fuck,” she muttered to herself. 

With a grin, I pushed my tongue into her tunnel. With my face pressed into her ass, I could swirl my tongue around her cervix and feel all the small contractions she made. In no time at all, her juices were dripping down my chin as she gripped the sink with white knuckles. Pulling my tongue free, I stood, allowing my cock to brush up the inside of her leg as I did so. Chit quivered in anticipation as I slapped the head of my cock on each of her ass cheeks. Pushing it lower I slid it between her legs so it rubbed along her wetness. Leaning over her, I reached around and felt between her legs, rubbing either side of my shaft as it rubbed against her clit. Chit ignored me, simply rocking her hips with the motion. I waited just until I thought she wasn’t paying attention and as I pulled back, I got my fingers into position. As I pushed forward, my cock head hit my fingers and was pushed up into Chit’s dripping tunnel. Her soft gasp was all I needed to slowly fuck my length in and out of her. Of all my wives, she usually preferred if she were on top. So having her act so submissive was a rare treat for me. She was so beautiful, I found myself wanting to please her, rather than destroy her like Ally enjoyed. 

Pushing my hands up underneath her dress, I felt her skin as I wrapped her in my arms. Taking her hand with my own, I placed it on her lower stomach. Through her hand, I could feel the distortion of my cock as I thrusted up inside her. With my other hand, I slid it up her skin until I found her perfect breasts. They were covered in wraps that I quickly pulled away. Pulling her hand from her stomach, to her clit and back, I used Chit’s hand to masturbate herself. The whole time, I massaged her breasts. Leaning into her, I kissed the nape of her neck, before increasing my pace. Chit let out a soft gasp, as her legs went limp. I caught her weight as she came hard, but I didn’t stop fucking her. As her tunnel contracted over my cock, Chit writhed and twitched in my grip. Her sporadic movements only serving to force her back and forth on my cock, driving her ever onward.

“FUCK!” She cried.

Picking her up, she shook violently in my arms as I turned around and lowered her stomach first onto the table. Chit had just enough thought, to pull her hand out and lay her head in her arms before I started thrusting. In moments, her quiet moans were loud cries as I sawed my length in and out of her body. Chit’s legs kicked uselessly as she went out of her mind with pleasure. 

“I’m going to cum inside you,” I grunted, slamming my cock inside her. Chit just grunted, and nodded her head. “Thank me.”

This time, she grit her teeth and shuddered as her next orgasm crept closer. “Thank you, husband.”

Fucking her even harder, I grinned as she squeaked. “What are you thanking me for?”

Chit moaned and shuddered, shaking her head slowly. I gave her ass a firm slap making her green tinged skin jiggle for a brief moment. “Fuck!” She snapped. “Thank you for fucking me!” She screamed.

As I felt her tunnel clench for the second time, I started cumming. The moment I did, her eyes glowed bright blue as she absorbed my power. I wasn’t sure if that was because she was already pregnant, or if it was because she wasn’t in the right mind to concentrate. Either way, by the time they were dim, she was snoring softly on the table.

“Interesting,” Mareridt said from the doorway. I jumped slightly and stared at her with embarrassment. “I heard you last night and saw some with the small one. But seeing it in person is… Different.”

“How so?” I asked, pulling my cock free of Chit’s unconscious form.

Mareridt, “They really seem to enjoy it.”

With that, she turned and strode out of the room. I sighed softly and looked down at Chit, who was smiling softly as she snored. Unable to hold back a smile of my own, I gently scooped her into my arms. Cradling her in my arms, I carried her upstairs and set her in the bed. As I came out of the room, I caught Mareridt staring at me from her room. She quickly closed her door before I could say anything, so with a shrug of my shoulder, I headed downstairs to wait for my wives. 

It was probably an hour and two cups of tea later when I heard the flapping of wings. A small thump on the front door had me get up, but a second thump pushed the door open. Hestha was hanging from the handle and Sessa seemed to have been the one to open the door. It was odd to say the least. But I supposed their claws and talons made it awkward at times to move around on land. Considering Sessa slept upside down, it was actually quite ingenious how they interacted together. 

“How did it go?” 

Eila popped in and smiled seeing the pot of tea ready and waiting. “It went well. The wall is smooth. The army will have to blast it away to get handholds.”

“In the meantime, you should power us up,” Ally grinned as she came in behind her sister wife.

I grinned back. There was a chance we wouldn’t get to do this again. And I was going to enjoy them all… Repeatedly.

***

Waking the following morning, I was surprised to see Sessa curled up on my pillow. Turning my head, Hestha was on the opposite side. With a loud yawn, Chit stirred and she in turn woke the others. With soft mutters of good morning and multiple exchanges of kisses, we all got up. We were quiet today, knowing what was coming. I dressed in my gambeson and long pants, before heading downstairs. Surprisingly, Mareridt was waiting for me, holding the first piece of armour. By the time my wives had joined us, I was almost dressed.

“Thank you, to whoever cleaned this last night,” I told the room.

I wasn’t expecting Mareridt to mumble a soft, “You’re welcome.”

The others either didn’t hear her, or chose not to respond. Ally and Eila got into their routine of dressing in armour. Chit moved to help Mareridt get me into the last of mine. Once dressed, I helped her in turn. My polished steel was in stark contrast to her blackened iron. But I knew it was well made and tough, despite the differences. As Chit pulled her helmet on, I turned and grabbed my shield from where I’d left it the day before. Strapping it to my arm, I picked up my cape and threw it over my shoulders. With my helmet tied to my hip, I led my wives outside. Staring up into the grey morning skies I thought back to the rain while I fought the goblins. The soft clack of claws gripping my shoulders knocked me out of my thoughts.

“Come one ladies. Let’s go see Baz,” I said.

It seemed most of the town was awake by now. And the streets were filled with an eerie silence as I made my way to the Eastern wall. I passed many faces. Some scared, some determined. Some were armed with homemade weapons and some with real ones. Benty, Harty and her husband stood off to one side and waved, even as others scowled. There really didn’t seem to be a consensus on how everyone felt right now. But we all had one thing in common. These were the people that stayed. 

Rounding the corner into the market square, I was joined by Harri and Lonty. Lonty strode along in front, while Harri flashed me a smile, which I returned. It was good to see her up and about once again. We carried on until we met the stairs and climbed above to the gatehouse. When I turned around, practically the whole town had followed behind.

Looking over all the faces I sighed, before taking a deep breath. “Today, is the day we expect the elfin forces to arrive,” I called loudly. “We’re outnumbered, surrounded and have little hope to escape. But those of you who stayed here. Those of you who worked for this town's defense! Those of you who will fight! We are the ones who will show these invaders what it means to be resilient!” Drawing my sword, I held it upright. “We will fight for what is ours! We will fight for our right to keep it! And we will fight to protect those who cannot protect themselves!”

The crowd roared their approval and I shouted my battlecry. Lonty showed her fangs as she yowled as Sessa and Hestha screeched in unison. The cacophony of noise drowned out every other sense. And as I turned to face the plains around the town, I spotted the first of the elfs as they approached.

“Greedy fuckers must have left before dawn,” I grumbled, sliding my sword back into its sheath.

 


Chapter Twelve



In the couple hours it took for the elfin army to arrive, we counted their numbers. From what we could tell, the scout we captured was honest. Thereabouts two thousand soldiers. Most were on foot. Some of these soldiers didn’t seem to be carrying weapons however. This led me to believe that several hundred were engineers, which explained the pack horses and carts. It was normal to bring food and water when moving an army, but we weren’t far from home in the grand scheme of things. So it was no surprise, when they started pulling axes and other tools out, before heading into the trees with their mules. 

“Jonharren, are they in range of the ballista?”

The dwarf in question approached, “Technically. If I took the shot myself, I might not be able to hit an individual elf, but I could hit a group.”

I nodded, “Could you and the others hit close enough to disrupt those engineers when they bring the logs back out?” 

Jonharren grinned, “Aye, that I could do, no problem.”

“Sir,” Baz called, catching my attention. “Messengers are approaching the wall with a white flag!” 

Taking a look myself, sure enough, there were Three elfs approaching on foot. “Eila, Chit, you’re with me. Sessa Hestha, stay with Ally.”

Sessa and Hestha hisses as they hopped off my shoulders and onto Ally’s. Ally staggered under their weight as she didn’t expect that particular move. But she recovered quickly enough that I could bend down and kiss her softly before I moved on. 

“Be safe,” she said.

Nodding, I headed down the stairs with Chit and Eila behind me. “Gates!” I called.

By the time I was facing them, they’d already opened enough to slip outside, without opening enough that the enemy couldn’t rush in if they suddenly made a dash for it. I felt the eyes of the whole army staring as I began my march out to midfield. The three elfs, seeing me approach, stopped and exchanged smirks as I moved toward them. Though they looked slightly less comfortable once I was standing almost within arms reach.

“Well?” I asked.

The middle elf stiffened, “By order of-”

“Just spit it out,” I snapped. “Cut the bullshit and make your demands.”

The elf stared a moment, before recovering. “King Phaslo has been insulted. General Honej has offered, If you and Princess Eila surrender immediately for execution, the town will be spared.”

I nodded my head, “Is that why your engineers are already in the forest collecting wood for siege equipment?” 

“Ah-”

“You really think I’m that stupid, to think after all this, you’ll just walk away and leave the town unharmed?”

The elf bristled as his companions frowned, “If you do not comply, Princess Eila will be de-feminised with shears, publicly humiliated until-”

I stopped listening at that point. As quickly as I could, I grasped the hilt of my sword. Stepping back, and leaning forward, I drew the blade in a single motion, cleaving the elf from hip to shoulder in a brilliant red arc. Turning to his companion on my left, I stabbed him violently through his chest. Turning to face the last elf, who was drawing his sword, I yanked mine from the chest of the second elf, and swung over my head. There was a wet thunk of my sword shearing through the elfs ribs as it came to a stop just below where his heart should have been. With a roar, I kicked the final elf off my blade before turning to the first elf I was speaking to. He was gasping silently, while feeling the wound I’d given him. He was dead, he just didn’t know it yet. So reaching down, I grabbed him by the head and squeezed until his bones crunched and fluid poured from his eyes. 

“Husband!” Eila yelled.

Coming to attention, I saw the army of elfs rushing forward towards us. Turning on the spot, I grabbed Chit and Eila around their waists and ran back towards the gates as fast as I could. The moment I turned, the ballistas started firing into the approaching army. From the shrieks of pain, I could only imagine them hitting with so much force, the spear would penetrate right through an elf and into the ones behind. As I passed the last of the trenches we’d dug, the twang of bows, followed by the whistle of hundreds of arrows filled the air. While the Ballista shot a flat, fast trajectory towards its target, arrows flew in a tall arc. So many of the elfs had the chance to cast spells or raise their shields. But even the few arrows that got through to the chaos, caused the army to slow. Skidding to a halt inside the gate, I shoved my wives forward, before spinning and hurling my weight into the gates. There was plenty of time to get them closed before the army started pounding on it.

“Eila, what’s that chances they have axes?” Eila looked worried for a moment, and I nodded. “Seal the entrance with stone.”

Eila nodded as Ally rushed towards us from the wall. Sessa and Hestha arrived, landing on my shoulders a moment before she did. “I was worried,” she cried, throwing herself into my arms. “What happened?” 

I looked at the surrounding guards who were listening in and nodded. “They wanted me to surrender with Eila for execution, in return, they offered to leave the town in peace.”

Eila snorted a laugh, “Ethat’s not how our people do deals. Especially not General Honej. He’d have the women raped, impregnated and then murdered in front of their husbands, fathers and children, just for fun.” She shook her head. “No, refusing and defending the town is the best chance we have.”

“So what did he say, for you to kill him?” Baz said, walking up.

I looked at the captain and nodded, “He told me he was going to have Eila de-feminized and humiliated. I’m sure he said something else, but I wasn’t paying attention.”

“Humiliated until dead,” Eila shuddered. “Those were his exact words before my husband cut him in two.” 

Baz nodded, “I thought he’d have said something of the sort.” Turning to face the surrounding crowd. “Listen up! Whatever you believe, whatever you think, whatever you wish. Just know that these elfin bastards are monsters. There’s no deal we can make where we come off okay. We have supplies to last months if we ration now and an endless supply of water. Don’t go doing anything stupid!” Just as he spoke a dozen arrows flew over the walls. But due to the shape of the town, most of the arrows landed harmlessly on the roofs and stuck firm. Only where the roads opened up did they land on the ground. The few people who saw this, moved to the sides and avoided most of the shots without even paying attention.

Catching my eye, he nodded back towards the wall. So with a nod I followed after him. The top of the wall was chaos. From up here, we could see where the elfin army was trying to pick us off with arrows. Most of these arrows hit the stone battlements and shattered. Occasionally one got through and hit a guard. But anyone on the walls wore heavy armour and there were only a few cries of pain and shock. Spaced out evenly over the stretch of the wall, was a soldier with a crossbow. I watched as they slowly loaded the weapon while hiding behind the crenulations. Then one by one, they popped up, quickly found a target and after loosing the bolt, ducked back down. 

More worryingly though, were the blasts of magic that made it up this far. Fireballs, flashes of lightning and the occasional spear made of ice flew past. Unlike the arrows, these attacks dissipated on their own once they’d travelled a certain distance. I kept my shield up, more for Sessa and Hestha than myself, and approached the edge of the wall. Almost immediately, I heard the tink of an arrow bouncing off metal, but I ignored it. At the rear of the army, was an elf with a helmet and a long green plume. 

“Jonharren! I have a target!” 

The old dwarf chuckled as he supervised one of the teams. The ballista weren’t mounted near the edges of the wall, so they weren’t in direct view of the elfs once they were close enough to actually fight back. So even as spells and arrows whizzed overhead, they kept loading, aiming and firing. 

“Jonharren, right at the back, middle of the field, big green plume.”

The old dwarf chuckled and took a look for himself, “Aye, I see him.”

I watched in grim amusement, as Jonharren took over for the gunner and readjusted the machine himself. He spent a few minutes fiddling, before pulling the release lever. The ballista let out it’s familiar THWANG as the bolt flew out towards the target. Unfortunately, the elf I suspected of being Honej, stepped aside at the last moment and the bolt sailed past, slamming into a passing engineer. I watched as he raised his hand and a few moments later, a burst of light shot from his palm. Leaping in front of Jonharren, I took the blast in the chest. The metal of my armour heated rapidly, before the beam petered out. Thankfully, like most effects, the heat was magical in nature and while It blued my armour slightly, I didn’t feel a thing. The elf seemed to stand there a moment, before turning and striding further back into the engineers who were dragging out their logs. 

“Thank you,” Jonharren said.

I shrugged, “Don’t worry about it. Spread the word to the others. Aim for anyone with a fancy helmet. Those will be the captains and other leaders. Take them out, and this will be less an army and more a rabble.”

Turning around, I frowned at the sight of Chit showing a group of civilians a rock and a branch. There was plenty of wood laying around that was rejected from the spears and was too large for arrows. She was busy whittling away a notch in the wood, before pressing the large stone into the gap. Wrapping twine around the stone to hold it in place, she’d made some kind of hammer. What I wasn’t expecting was for her to stand well away from the others. She swung her hips from side to side a few times, seeming to build momentum as she swung the hammer like a pendulum. But she turned the swinging into a full body spin. After making a full rotation, she stepped around and hurled the hammer over the battlements and into the army of elfs. I watched the arc of the hammer as it flew through the air and grinned as it slammed into the shield of an elf below. He must have been charging a spell at the time, as a massive burst of energy went off, killing and injuring several elfs around him. When I looked at Chit, she was grinning like a she-devil as the civilians got to work making more hammers. 

The fighting wore on for another hour as the elfs tried their best to break down various sections of the wall, before a horn rang out. All at once, the elfin army began to retreat well out of bow range. As the plain opened up, we could see hundreds of bodies laying out in the open. Some were clearly dead, trampled, crushed and sometimes torn apart. But others cried out, or tried to crawl back to their encampment. The sound of the dying elfs grated against me. 

“Baz, hold up a white flag.”

The captain nodded and sent Lonty off for what we required. She returned a minute later with a large sheet. Grabbing one of the branches from Chit’s pile, she tied on the sheet and headed back over. I gave her a nod and she started waving the flag from the top of the wall. Honestly, I had no idea whether they’d even respond after I killed their last messenger. But sure enough, after a few minutes, a small group rode out of horses. I watched them approach with shields held in front of themselves. They were clearly nervous. 

“State your terms!” One called.

“No terms, just wanted you out here to chat,” I called back. “You may approach the walls to collect your dead!” 

With my message delivered I stepped away. I didn’t want them calling something to antagonise me again. But honestly… I should have… No sooner had the elfin messengers returned, before a group of elfs started crossing the plain. I sat on the edge of the wall and watched in horror as they moved up to each wounded and crying soldier, and simply stabbed him to death in the dirt. I understood mercy killing a dying soldier, but some of these elfs were able to cry out, beg and plead before their brutal end. The angry muttering of my men rang out around me, but I held my silent vigil as I watched one of the worst crimes I had ever seen, being committed at the foot of my walls. 

“This is monstrous even by our standards,” Ally said softly.

I nodded and pulled her to my side. I needed to remain level headed during this war. I needed my loved ones for my own strength. Even Sessa and Hestha were quiet as they watched.

 


Chapter Thirteen



The next two days were monotonous and quiet. After the elfs slaughtered their injured, the corpses were left to rot in the sun at our doorstep. Our ballista teams got in plenty of practice over the first day, firing spears into the camp. They weren’t accurate enough to target anyone in particular, but they’d successfully slowed the construction of the siege towers. I had been worried about trebuchets, but there wasn’t enough ammunition on hand to be worth it. But the army itself got into digging trenches for the first day. Maybe another few dozen were killed at range, but they dug onward until they could hide behind great berms from our attacks. Sessa had made two trips over their camp to scout, but I’d forbidden her from going again after her wing was scolded by a blast of fire, probably from Honej himself. Most of the time, we just patrolled the walls and kept quiet. The more we seemed to be at ease, the less the civilians would panic. 

Not that they had any time to do so. Just about everyone who had free time was helping defend the town. Children collected stones to launch from slings. Others dug the pavers from the ground and used them to make more throwing hammers. An adventurous sort had even borrowed a ladder and some rope, to scour the battlefield and collect as much as they could. They brought back hundreds of arrows, a few spears and dozens of swords. But we called it quits when the elfs started paying attention. And so, with not much else to do, life returned to normal. The baths were heated and used frequently. Marge and Grah visited daily. When they weren’t at the bath, the sounds of hammers on steel rang out, while a steady supply of weapons and repairs went along. I even spotted Hessa with Ugoolde, practicing in a courtyard, a kind of synchronised duelling. I, on the other hand, had found myself being shadowed by two light guards.

“Ladies, what is it you want?” I asked.

It was the middle of the day, and I was making a regular patrol around the town with Sessa and Hestha in their usual places. Right now, I was in the agriculture side, where Gentar used to live. There were less guards over here, at least inside the walls, so I liked to check it over a couple times a day. I didn’t want any surprises digging their way in or something. 

As I’d called out my challenge, Lonty and Harri appeared side by side from around a barn. Sessa and Hestha, seeing who I was referring to, tightened their grip again. They were now accustomed to the two light guards who shadowed my movements.

“Frelser,” Lonty muttered. “We… Just wanted to keep an eye on you.”

I sighed, “Right. And why are you keeping an eye on me, during your downtime?” They looked about to protest but I shook my head. “Save it ladies, I know the roster, I helped Baz write it. Even I’M supposed to be on downtime, which is how I know you BOTH are.”

“Sir,” Harri stepped forward. “You saved my life.”

I shook my head, “Ita saved your life.”

But Harry stood her ground. “No, sir. Ita provided the healing. But you brought her to me. Then you carried me home. Ita couldn’t have saved me without you doing your part.”

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said softly, shaking my head.

Harri nodded, “But what if I want to owe you?” 

“What if we both do?” Lonty stepped up beside her. 

“Ladies, my wives-”

“Approved,” Lonty said softly. “That’s why we were brought on to work with you, specifically.”

“It’s true,” Sessa said quickly. “Sister Eila made sure to include us in the conversations.” 

“Why me?” 

Harri snickered softly as Lonty leaned over and nuzzled her neck. “Because you’ll let me love this woman, without ever having to fear you taking her away from me.” 

And like that, I was watching a human deeply kiss a fetz. I’d seen some crude drawings in the past, but this was something else. Other than when Eila and Ally played with Chit, I’d never seen an interspecies couple. And I had to admit… Watching Lonty gently bite Harri’s lip was fucking hot. More so when Harri pushed her hands inside Lonty’s armour, to cup her breasts. But before we could go any further, the two ladies pulled apart.

“Sir, Frelser,” Lonty said softly. “Harri and I would like to explore what it would be like to join your family.”

“Alright,” I said softly, shaking my head to clear the thoughts rolling around inside. “How about dinner and a bath then?”

The ladies smiled, “That sounds lovely.”

Still confused, I turned away and resumed my patrol. Only this time, Lonty and Harri stuck to me like glue. I thought back to my interactions with Lonty in the past. She had absolutely no interest in Gornty, but was that because of him being a moron, or was it because he wouldn’t have accepted Harri? But that didn’t make sense either. He was genuinely distressed when Harri was injured. Did he perhaps know? I have no idea. Hopefully I could get Eila alone for a few minutes before dinner. She was good with this stuff. I had come to realise I was pretty dense. Why these women wanted me, I had no idea. But as beautiful as they were, I wasn’t about to complain. 

“They both smell of need,” Hestha mumbled softly.

“Why me?” I grumbled to myself as Lonty and Harri giggled. 

The rest of the patrol went without issue. The walls were firm. The guards atop them were alert and there were no signs of sapping going on. Which… Thinking about it was odd. With magic, it would be extremely easy to sap under the walls. So with my entourage I headed for the town square. It took a few minutes of walking, but as I arrived, it was pretty much business as usual. People were shopping in various stores. A few walked past squeezing water from their hair, fresh from the bathhouse. There was even a small amount of food being sold. Off cuts and things that didn’t get pickled or smoked in time. I approached one of these vendors and got several skewers of meat, before handing them out to everyone. A few people laughed, even as Sessa and Hestha refused to leave my shoulders while they ate. I walked around for a few minutes, making myself available to the civilians, but most were content to wave and let me be. So after finishing our lunch, I headed for the walls.

“Frelser,” HarrI said softly, catching my attention. “Are… Are you actually interested in human women?”

“What?” I choked out, coming to a halt, causing Sessa and Hestha to flap as they nearly toppled off me. Turning I took a look at her. She wasn’t an elf, but she was beautiful in her own right. Blonde with hazel eyes, she was taller than Eila but not quite as Chit. Lonty was about the same height, but covered in a thin layer of soft blonde and brown fur. “I don’t know what you’ve been able to work out about me ladies, but I’m actually mostly human myself.” 

That earned me a pair of strange looks from the two of them. Sessa and Hestha didn’t respond. Their noses were sensitive enough, they probably knew this already. 

“But…” Harri said, not knowing what to say next.

I shrugged, “You’ve stuck by me so far, and if you’re possibly going to join the family, you should know the truth. Does the name Henry the Just, mean anything to you?

Harri nodded, while Lonty frowned, “That wizard who did human experimentation or something. I heard lots of people died.”

“He created a monster that killed and ate him, before killing several more as it escaped the town,” Harri said quickly.

I grinned and held out my hand to shake theirs, “Hello ladies. I’m Henry the Just’s monster. My friends call me Frelser.” Harri looked at my hand, before looking up at me. Then she reached out and placed her hand on my own. Shaking her hand, I repeated the action with Lonty, before continuing. “I actually have no idea what I really am. All I know is that originally I was human, before he started adding other stuff. Chit can read aura’s, and Sessa and Hestha can pick up faint scents that at least mean I’m now part drarskk. But there’s honestly so many variations, even they’re not sure what I am.”

“Is that why you have so many wives?” Lonty asked. “Because you’re attracted to so many races?”

I shrugged, “Honestly couldn’t tell you. Eila and Ally decided they wanted me. Chit fell in love because I treated her like an orc wife. Ita, I rescued from an abusive master. Sessa scented me out along with Hestha soon after. I just feel incredibly lucky to have any of them. But if you want to join all this mess, I’m not about to complain. I’ve never been with a human before and...” I grinned at Lonty, “I am curious how soft your fur is.”

The ladies blushed before Harri grinned, “She’s softer in some places than others.”

Lonty’s facial fur mottled even more than it was, as she slapped Harri’s shoulder in mock outrage. I just grinned and continued on towards the wall. Which was rather good timing.

CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG

“Come on, ladies!” I snapped.

With large strides I made my way to the wall and started climbing. The first thing that was glaringly obvious, was the war towers. I sighed thinking about our estimate about ladders. This was happening too soon. They must have spent most of the time simply cutting and placing the timber. But I suppose if they used magic to construct them all at once, it wouldn’t have taken all that long. There were two of them. Taller than the walls and made of thick trunks. They lumbered along towards the walls, slowly but steadily. 

“Sir! What do we do about the towers?” A soldier called.

I turned to face the soldiers on the walls. “Get in position! We have defenses in place, but if they fail, we must hold the wall! If the wall is overrun, our friends, our families and our loved ones will die! HOLD THIS WALL!”

The towers lumbered forward at a steady pace. From the occasional crack of a whip, it became clear they were pushed from inside by the pack horses. But they were enclosed on the sides and I couldn’t see a way of stopping them. We didn’t have any pitch or oil, not that we had any large cauldrons to heat it in anyway. If Eila or Ally were here, they could send fireballs to burn them, but the effectiveness wouldn’t be great at this range. And they’d be vulnerable to archers once the towers were closer. My wives would arrive eventually, but I didn’t think they’d be able to help much more than I would. So with nothing else to do, I strode up to the battlement, drew my sword and took a deep breath.

“AAAAARRRRRGH!!!!!” I roared, banging my sword on the edge of my shield.

The moment I started, a series of roars from every defender rang out. The cacophony of banging rang out through the entire town as everyone down to the children found items to bash together. So loud was the combination of our noise, the town bell was just a soft drone in the background. 

“Let them come!” I snapped, before pushing my helmet into place. 

Simply enough, each tower seemed to be heading to a spot either side of the gate. It seemed like a good tactic. With the towers in place, the defenders on the gate would be distracted, so they wouldn’t be able to prevent a battering ram being brought in. At least the solid summoned stone behind the gate wasn’t visible from outside the town. As the towers made it halfway across the plain, I heard Jonharren’s voice ring out. A moment later, several ballista spears shot out, slamming into the wheels of the towers. A few hit the dirt, a few hit the sides. A couple good shots damaged the wheels slightly. One was even lucky enough to slip underneath the edge of the tower, spooking a horse that screamed in fear. But the towers wouldn’t stop. Several more set’s of spears shot out and the wheels began to splinter in places making them roll awkwardly. Just as I thought about which side I should move towards, a loud crunch rang out. With a savage grin and a whoop for joy, the soldiers on the wall gained a measure of hope. The first tower fell into a ditch. It was only one wheel, but the weight was enough to punch through the wood, causing it to come to a complete stop as it listed heavily to one side. 

“We’ll get it!” Ally called, rushing past me with Eila on her heels. 

I grinned savagely as the pair of them hurled fireballs at the base of the tower. Unfortunately, as the tower began to burn, elfs inside the tower began leaning out of hinged panels, blasting the wood with waves of water. A moment later, the draw-bridge at the top of the tower dropped, revealing a dozen elfs with drawn bows. Eila and Ally ducked as the first shot was launched, but several other soldiers weren’t as quick. As the first of our soldiers fell, I turned to see what I could grab. Stacked up in piles, were some of Chit’s throwing hammers. Grabbing one, I turned and hurled it with all my strength at the elfin archers. As one leaned out to take a closer shot, my hammer slammed into his chest. I watched in amusement as the hammer and the corpse flew out the back of the tower. I outright laughed, when the elf landed on his fellow soldiers and the hammer collected a second victim before it hit the ground. 

“They may be quick! They may have numbers! But they are weak!” I roared as the soldiers on the wall screamed their support.

The elfs in the tower weren’t swayed though and started darting out to take shots. Honestly, it wasn’t a good situation. The other tower was closing and I was worried about the archers shooting us in the flank as we defended. 

“Eila! We need some kind of cover!” I called.

My first elfin wife shot a spear of ice, impaling an archer, before looking around for a moment. With almost feline grace, she slipped away from the battlement and started looking around for something to use. As she looked into the town, she suddenly straightened and turned before rushing over.

“The cart!” She cried, pointing at an old open-top, wooden cart that was parked in the street. “Bring it up on the wall and set it where we’ll fight the second tower!”

Nodding, I turned and raced towards the stairs. “Sessa, Hestha, I’ll need you two to get somewhere safe. I can’t carry the cart and the two of you!”

I was worried they’d argue, but they took flight immediately. They flew up high and began to circle. I just hoped they were high enough to avoid being targets. Putting aside thoughts for their safety, I raced down the stairs. At the bottom of the stairs I broke into a sprint. Skidding to a halt at the cart, I gave it a quick check over. It was old, sure, but it was solid with no gaps large enough to slip a dagger through. Heading around the cart to the handle, I grabbed it and started hauling it around. It took me a couple stops and reverses before I got it facing the right direction. Hauling it back wasn’t much of an issue. When I got to the stairs, several of the guards were watching me, so I waved for them to come down. As they came to help, I grabbed the cart and flipped it up on one side. 

“Sir!” The first gave a quick salute.

“I'll lift, you push. We need this up top to give us cover from the archers.”

Without waiting for their reply, I started lifting. It was extremely heavy, but I managed to get it up off the ground. Dragging the back end, I started walking backwards up the stairs. The men on the ground, seeing what I was doing, started pushing from beneath which took some of the weight off. As I laboured, several more guards came to help, slipping around me and taking more of the weight. With the combination of us working together, we managed to get the cart up to the top of the wall. Then it was simply a matter of hauling it to the spot where we needed it. Thankfully, the top of the wall was rather smooth, so I could drag it easily. I could hear the elfin archers taking shots at the cart, but none of them penetrated. But it did earn them a second hammer thrown in their direction. Turning to face the tower as it lumbered into position, I straightened up.

“Alright men! Let’s teach these plucky bastards who the fuck they’re dealing with!”

 


Chapter Fourteen



At this range, I could see how this was going to play out. The towers were slightly higher than the walls. The draw-bridge would drop on top of the crenellations and the invaders would have a height advantage. It was a worrying thought. Either I had to get up on the bridge with a group of men, and be vulnerable to arrow fire, or allow them to get on the wall and attack on an even footing.

“Fuck!” I snarled, catching the attention of nearby guards.

They didn’t wear the same armour I did. Sure they had a bit of mail, but it wouldn’t stop all the arrows. It didn’t cover their entire bodies. If anyone was getting up on that bridge, it would be me. So as the tower thumped into position, I got ready.

“We’re here with you,” Chit said from beside me. 

I took a moment to glance back at my wives. Hell, even Mareridt was here, holding some two handed war hammer that looked like she borrowed it off Marge. Up above, Ita was circling with two smaller figures. They were up high and I hoped they’d keep their distance unless they had to. Ita, other than her magic, wasn’t a strong fighter at all. And as fierce as Sessa and Hestha were, they were rather small and I didn’t like the idea of them getting caught up in a slug fest. A dull thunk sounded off, bringing my attention to the front. I watched as the draw-bridge began to fall and got ready. As the heavy door slammed into position, I was already in motion. Unfortunately, so were the elfs. Before I could jump up and grab the ledge, the first elf leaped off. Unfortunately for him, I was standing below him, sword in hand. Seeing his leap, I stabbed high and the screaming elf slammed into the stone behind me. Several more jumped off around me that I couldn’t reach. A blast of white hot flames caused several to leap clear off the sides to the ground below. Their screams piecing through the sounds of the surrounding battle. But it gave me the opportunity to climb onto the bridge. Like always, the flames to me, felt like a warm breeze and they quickly died away. Standing before me, waiting for the fire to stop, were another dozen archers.

Snapping my shield up to protect my eyes, a dozen arrows slammed into me. Most hit my shield, but a few hit my arms and legs. One even ricochet off my helmet. After the initial volley, I lowered my shield, just in time to deflect a sword, aimed at my head. As I’d mentioned, the fuckers were quick. Stomping forward, I drove them back with a shield bash, before making a wild swing with my sword. One elf managed to duck and roll off to one side, but that just made it easy to kick him off the edge. The look in his eyes told me he already knew his mistake before my foot slammed into his shoulder. The others took advantage of my distraction and a few slipped past and onto the wall. Another tried to hack into my shoulder with his sword, but the blade skated off my armour with a clang. But as he’d slipped in directly behind me, I simply turned and shoulder checked him off the edge, same as his predecessor. Raising my shield, I turned back to the tower as the elfs seemed to be trying to muster a charge. 

One in the back, sent out a wave of flames that washed over me. It didn’t harm me at all, but served as a distraction as half a dozen elfs charged the moment the flames cleared. Bracing for the impact, I dropped my shoulder into the charge. Clearly, they hadn’t been trained to fight an opponent like me. The ones I physically hit were knocked back a step. The ones beside them were pushed sideways and the elfs on the far edges screamed in terror as they joined their brethren on the ground. But I had no time to enjoy their idiocy as the elfs before me got into position. I also now had an occasional distraction as the archers from the stuck tower took shots at me. It was unlikely they would find a gap in my armour, but the clang and impact was enough to catch my attention for a moment. I grinned as a blast of ice shards, slammed into the elfs I faced. This time it was my turn to use it as a distraction. Charging forward, I knocked another elf off the tower before stabbing another through the stomach. The quality of my sword, combined with my strength let my blade pierce easily. Hoisting the skewered elf off the ground, I casually flicked him aside with an arc of gore. The next elf in my way, however, slammed face first into the floor as one of Chit’s throwing hammers hit him from above. Glancing upward, I saw Sessa flying back behind me. Hestha on the other hand, had just released a hammer of her own, that collected a similar victim. That also caught the attention of the elfs and one hurled a fireball at the small warrior. But almost as if waiting for such an event, Ita swooped in, casting out her black flames in a wave, devouring the fireball and washing over the remaining elfs. As they screamed and burned in hellfire, I watched in amusement as they toppled one another over the edge and spread the fire to the tower in a few small spots. 

Raising my shield, I took advantage of the confusion and rushed in. The elfs inside the tower were using water and earth to try and extinguish the flames before they took hold. So they were completely unprepared for me to step into the enclosed space and swing my shield around. All at once, I realised I never found a secondary weapon. This space was too small to use my sword and Chit had taken my mace. So for the moment, I got my hands dirty. A punch from me, wasn’t as utterly destroying as being hit by a mace. But my steel gauntlets still caved in helmets and crushed ribs without too much problem. As I rushed the final elf on this level and slammed him into the wall I took a moment to breathe. Glancing around at the crushed and broken elfs on the top level, I could see one poke his head up from the stairs. Looking down to the most recent corpse, I bent and retrieved his sword. It was still a little long, but it would do for now. With their strange glasslike blade in hand, I rushed to the stairs and immediately stabbed the first elf. I followed that up, by kicking him off the blade and into the elfs below. 

“Get us to the bottom so we can burn it from the inside!” Eila roared.

Turning, I saw my three armoured wives standing behind me. The soldiers on the walls were shooting arrows and hurling spears at the archers in the stuck tower. I could also see elfs at its base, trying to dig it out. But a structure that massive would be hard to move all at once, even for my wives after a power up. So with a nod of my head, I stormed down the stairs to the second level. Swinging my shield, I managed to clear some space to allow my wives to follow. I was initially concerned about the use of magic. But the confined spaces made it difficult for the elfs to cast without hitting their own and most spells that made it were cast in my direction. That’s not to say Chit didn’t have a dent in her shield from a summoned stone hitting it. But with my wives mopping up any elfs that slipped past me, I managed to clear this level remarkably quickly.

“Eila, wanna soften up the next level?” I asked.

Eila gave me a twisted grin as she moved to the stairs. Her once pristine armour was splattered with gore and streaks of blood. Honestly, I couldn’t wait for the battle to be over so I could go home and run a one man train on each of them. Even more so as she sent a wave of water down the stairs, washing elfs off their feet. She followed a moment later with a blast of ice and wind, causing them to shout in shock as their wet forms began to freeze. So with a pat on her firm, metallic ass, I stepped down the stairs and admired the carnage. There were a few elfs on the ground, clearly frozen solid at this point. Several more sported broken limbs where the ice had broken off. But several more were still standing, albeit slightly frostbitten. Before I could end them, two figures rushed past and I watched as Ally slipped amongst them, hacking and stabbing with her twin blades. Chit fought more like me, shield bashing and crushing skulls and ribs with her mace. With my wives occupied, I nodded at the stairs and Eila followed me down to the final level. 

It was almost comedic. Clearly the elfs knew we were coming. There was some pompous asshole with a frock yelling at a group to move up the stairs. But the elfs were hesitant at best, and trying to back out of the loading room at worst. So after a quick glance around, I could see where the horses had been mounted. But they’d been removed since then. It would make this much easier.

“Eila, give me a moment to clear the room, then start burning and head back to the walls.”

“What about you?” 

“I’ll be right behind you, as soon as the flames take hold and they can’t be extinguished, I’ll come back. The fire won’t hurt me, remember?”

Eila nodded and slipped past me to the back of the room. I stepped into view of the entrance. A few of the elfs saw me appear and went to draw their blades. The one in the frock must have thought they were finally going to follow orders. It was a shame for him, that I reassured my position by booting him in the ass so hard, he was impaled on another elfs sword. But that’s when I heard something strange. Almost a low rumble in the distance and the town bell started clanging again. 

“Eila! Get the fire going!” I roared as the elfs started throwing themselves at me. 

From inside the tower I couldn’t see what was coming, but the rumbling was only getting louder. What was even stranger was the reaction of the elfin army. The few in front were desperately trying to get past me. But the ones firmly outside, seemed to be forming up into groups and facing a single direction. As I fought on with the desperate elfs in front of me, the very ground began to shake as the sound amplified to that of an avalanche. 

“Husband, it’s burning!” Eila yelled.

I hacked off the arm of the elf I was fighting and glanced behind me. Most of this level was burning, but the wood was thick and strong, so I knew I had time. Looking back out the door, one elf seemed to panic and run towards me, I let him slam into my shield, before shoving him back out the door. Only for something large, and black to trample him into the ground. 

“Well I’ll be damned,” I smirked.

Heading to the door, I watched in amazement as a huge herd of unicorns flattened the elfin army. They were led by three nightmares at the front of the stampede. Directly behind them were the classic white unicorns of legend. The nightmares let out waves of dark energy that protected the herds from harm and as one, they trampled through the ranks of the elfs in a wave of death. Letting out a savage warcry I stomped my feet and watched the elfs die in their hundreds. Some turned and ran, others ducked and weaved but the wave of death didn’t let them get far. In a matter of moments, the army was crushed and broken.

We had won. 

***

“You can go back,” I told Mareridt as we approached the herd.

She sighed and shook her head, “No, I cannot.”

Frowning, “Look, they healed their nightmares. Why can’t they do the same for you and take you back?”

Mareridt strode beside me with all my wives. Her heavy clomping of hooves, almost as loud as the clatter of my armoured boots. The moment the battle was decided, Eila rushed out of the burning tower with the others and went to unlock the gate. Then the guards from the walls swarmed out to take the last few pockets of resistance. Mainly, the second tower, which was now slowly going up in a conflagration as elfs desperately tried to fight the flames with bursts of water.

“I was exiled,” Mareridt said softly. “I was exiled, the moment you mounted me. That’s why they won’t take me back.” 

Stopping, I looked over at the large woman. I could see in her eyes it hurt her, but she refused to appear weak. “If I had known-”

“Then my niece would have died,” she shrugged. “It was a worthy exchange. And… You aren’t the worst herd I’ve ever seen,” she grinned.

With that out of the way, we approached the herd of unicorns. They seem to have augmented their numbers somewhat. Perhaps they met with another herd. As we approached, the herd turned to face us, while a familiar looking stallion stepped forward.

“I wanted to thank you!” I called, slowing my advance.

The stallion seemed to nod its head slightly. “We do what we can for a fellow herd,” he called in a deep baritone voice.

I frowned for a moment, it wasn’t lost on me that Mareridt had just used the same term. “Fellow herd?”

The stallion nodded, “You… Are not quite one of us… Any yet you are,” it said. “I could have argued with that and looked away. But as you have taken a unicorn as a wife, I recognized your authority as a herd master.”

I glanced at Mareridt, who was staring at the stallion with the same blank expression from before. Turning back to the stallion in question. “Either way. I on the behalf of my people, my… my herd. We thank you for your help. Please, you will be welcome here if ever you return. Some of the plains will be turned back into farms, but there will always be space here for you and your herd during your travels.”

The stallion nodded it’s head. “We remember our friends,” he said and turned away.

My wives and I stood in silence as the unicorns withdrew from the plains. When I was sure they were out of hearing range, I turned to Mareridt, who was frozen in place.

“Wife?” I asked softly.

She flinched, before turning to face me. I could see the conflict in her eyes as she fought to stare into my own without breaking down. Reaching up, I gently stroked her hair, before leaning in and pressing my lips into hers. In an instant, the powerful woman was crushing me in a firm embrace while she kissed back. It made sense in a way. Being a herd creature, she was used to being around others at all times. It must have been uncomfortable to sleep alone in the spare room… Hell… At this point it should be called the wife-in-waiting room. When Mareridt finally loosened her grip and pulled away, she was crying.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly.

“It’s okay,” Eila said, catching her attention. “Really, we know what kind of man our husband is.”

“You will be loved,” Ita chimed in.

Chit nodded, “We need a bigger bed.”

Sessa and Hestha started sniffing, so I glanced around only to see Ally staring hungrily at Mareridt. It seems it wasn’t just me she wanted to be overpowered by. 

“Ally-sister-wife smells of need,” Sessa said softly. 

That made her blush as the rest of us laughed. I didn’t know if that was cultural, or just something about Sessa, but she had absolutely no clue about social norms. She just said what she thought without regard to others. In this case, she probably thought she was being helpful by pointing it out to me. In her mind, it meant I would take priority and help her sister-wife. Reality was now Ally was even more turned on, by being humiliated just a little bit, and frustrated that I couldn’t actually do anything at this time. 

“It’s okay, Sessa,” I grinned. “Ally will get her’s later with everyone else.”

Sessa hissed, “I look forward to it.”

“Frelser!” Lonty’s voice called out. “What do we do with the wounded?”

I looked around. Baz was standing by the gate with a group of guards. He’d clearly sent Lonty over with the message. On the ground there were over a thousand elfs in various positions. Most were dead. Some were not. Of the ones that still breathed, some would definitely die soon, no matter what. Some would survive and some would survive if we rendered aid.

“Eila, Ally, go with Ita and set up a triage. Find elfs we can save and bring them to get medical attention. Sessa, Hestha, fly over and make sure there’s nobody hiding with weapons drawn. I don’t want anyone getting hurt while trying to help. We haven't seen the general yet, he’s probably out there somewhere and he’s likely to go down swinging. Mareridt, if you could give them a hand with the heavy lifting?” She nodded and moved to stand with my elf wives. “Chit, you’re with me. Those that are obviously dying, we’ll put them out of their misery.”

With sounds of acceptance, we broke up into our respective roles. The two drarskk circling above. Occasionally they darted down, snatching knives from wounded elfs in their talons. They certainly had the idea of things. Mareridt followed Eila into the field and started moving elfs over to where Ally waited with Ita to heal them. After the elfs were given aid, Ally escorted them over to Baz who took them prisoner. Chit and I drew our weapons and started walking the field. I found a young elf with a ballista spear stuck in his chest. He was alive, but clearly drowning in his blood. His eyes showed no fear as he stared back at me in agony. As I lifted my blade, he nodded quickly and I brought it down on his neck, ending him. Chit did similar, bashing in the skull of an elf who was twisted back on themself, probably from being trampled by the stampede. We passed by Eila and Mareridt several times. Even calling out a few times to get their opinion for an injured elf. It seemed we saved as many as we culled. Chit and I moved along together, but spread apart. Not wanting to run into trouble, but wanting to cover ground. 

“Moon’s going to be bright this evening” Chit called.

Turning, I glanced at her, before remembering our talk about the moon. She was pointing roughly behind my direction of travel, so I knew the invisible elf was roughly in front and to the side of her position. I got ready to move if anything went wrong, but I couldn’t react unless I wanted to give her away. As she continued walking, she suddenly spun, whirling around her mace. Only, it didn’t react with a wet thud like I expected. Instead, it was the clang of the mace hitting a shield. In an instant, the elf appeared, wearing a dented helmet with a long green plume… General Honej. 

Drawing my sword, I sprinted towards Chit. But she was taken surprise by the turn of events and didn’t react in time to stop the dagger he thrust into a gap in her armpit. Chit’s shriek of pain made my vision blur with rage. I watched as General Honej twisted the blade, before shoving her back onto the ground. Chit was rolling in agony and I saw her cough up blood. I knew at that moment, he’d hit her lung and I needed to end this quickly, before Chit died. Getting her to Ita was my only chance. As I closed the last couple of meters, General Honej drew a small glass vial filled with blue fluid from a pouch on his belt and smiled cruelly at me.

“For my son,” he said softly, and threw it at the ground.

Time seemed to slow as I watched the vial tumble over end. General Honej continued to smile at me. Chit was still rolling on the ground as she desperately tried to reach me. And the vial touched the ground. There was a flash of light. It was followed by an intense wave of heat and a massive impact that slammed into my chest pummeling me into the ground. I could feel my helmet burning my face, so I ripped it off and threw it aside. A moment later, my gauntlets followed. The rest of my armour seemed to have enough padding below it that it simply didn’t burn me. It didn’t even occur to me that the world was strangely silent over the loud ringing in my ears. But my hearing came back relatively quickly.

Looking around, I was amongst some scorched corpses of elfs. Over by- “CHIT!” I screamed, catching sight of her.

Scrambling to my feet, I felt my bones unwilling to cooperate and I collapsed on the ground. But I was still desperate to get to my wife. General Honej was completely gone. There wasn’t anything left but a blackened smear and some lumps of flesh. But the familiar shape of Chit was laying still on the ground several meters from where I last saw her. Her armour was scorched and misshapen. Scrambling along the ground, I made my way to her, screaming her name the whole time. It was only as I got closer, I could see she was missing an arm and most of her legs.

“ITA!” I screamed. “ITA PLEASE!” When I finally reached my orc wife, I could see her blackened skin between the plates of twisted armour. I could see where the metal had bent inward and gashed her… And she wasn’t bleeding. “CHIT!” I screamed, shaking her shoulders. “Chit! Please! Not like this!” My vision blurred as tears rolled down my cheeks. Ita suddenly landed beside me, before bending over Chit. Eila was a few moments later, pulling me aside so she could start unstrapping Chit’s armour. I felt something warm and soft press into my arms and I looked down as Lonty crawled into my lap. I pulled her close and stroked her fur like a child strokes a stuffed animal.

As Eila finally managed to rip off Chit’s armour, Ita sat back and looked me in the eye. And slowly shook her head.

“AHHHHHHHHH!!!”

 


Chapter Fifteen.



King Phalso was taking a stroll through the bailey. It was an odd hobby of his to go outside and walk through the flowers in the evening. It wouldn’t be long now that he’d receive the first messenger from the battle. He sorely hoped that General Honej had managed to reign in his temper and capture the beast and his daughter, without causing too much harm. Even if Eila came back humiliated and limbless, she could still be destroyed further. It wouldn’t be the first woman he’d had clipped and locked in stocks until she finally expired. It served multiple purposes. It gave the men something to do, and it re-educated the women about their place in society. One does not bite the hand that feeds you after all. Especially when they were so easily replaced. Even now, he was sorting through the available women in this backwater keep to find a possible breeder. He needed a new heir after all this. Speaking of, once this farce was dealt with, he could head back to his central powers. This small castle was only supposed to be border reinforcement. But with the death of Darjl, he’d need to find a replacement.

Such was the reason Phaslo was walking the grounds. Having to sort through the chaff and find the wheat. Whoever he picked needed to be trustworthy, or otherwise under his control. There was enough infighting with the other vassals back home. He didn’t need one who would strike a bargain with the humans. Nor did he need one that would appear weak. Honej would have been a good choice, but his methods were erratic. Even if his cruelty had it’s entertainment value, putting him on the border with the humans was practically inviting war. Not that it would be bad to take the humans down a few pegs. The child races should know their place in the world. 

“Open the gate!” A voice called.

Phaslo smiled, the first messenger was nearly here. Turning, he strode back inside the keep and headed for the throne room to await the good news. But as he entered the side door, a shrill whistle let out. A moment later, the crash of the portcullis slamming home, made Phaslo frown.

“Make way!” A guard screamed rushing towards him. Phaslo turned and scowled at the guard, who pulled up quickly. “My King, I didn’t recognise you. I beg your forgiveness.”

“Go find out what’s wrong,” Phaslso snapped.

The guard nodded and rushed off towards the main entrance. Phaslo just sighed. Killing the guard would have been entertaining, but he didn’t have any replacements. All that were left were his personal, royal guards, who would be waiting in the throne room, and the wall guards. The main force he’d brought with him, were busy burning down some shit soaked town at the edge of the wilds. Even if the town was technically in the human lands, there wouldn’t be enough evidence left behind to suggest there had ever been a town. Phaslo had ordered it buried with earth magic to erase its existence. There would be no survivors. With a sigh, he headed for the throne room. 

As he entered, the royal guards turned in unison to intercept, but relaxed immediately upon seeing him. These were some of the most loyal soldiers he could find. Families who owed him favours would be coerced out of their sons and daughters. Those children were trained from birth to serve him in various ways. The women made fantastic assassins. It was a shame he had one beheaded for failure a day earlier. The men were trained as royal guards. They lived, breathed and slept by his order. Any who didn’t make the cut, were culled and sent back to their families. It also reinstated their debt. It wasn’t his fault their children were failures. 

Striding up to his throne, Phaslo paused and took in the room. His guards were on alert and ready. But they hadn’t drawn their swords yet. Only…

CRASH

Phaslo frowned. That was an oddly loud noise coming from outside. He’d heard battering rams quieter than that. Especially to hear it all the way inside the throne room. With the sound of a second crash, Phalso decided to climb the stairs to the room and see for himself what was going on. There was no need for the guards to follow. This keep was designed with one way up and one way down. So long as nobody got through the throne room, he’d be alone on the roof. So he took the long walk to the top in silence. 

Stepping out into the dark, The crashes were getting louder. He could hear shouting coming from the barbican, so he strode over to the ledge and looked down. The wall guards were spread thin. Some were on the walls, firing arrows at something below. Others were sending arrows and spells through the portcullis. But whatever it was wasn’t stopping. As another metallic crash rang out, Phaslo glanced up. He swore he heard the flapping of wings. But the night was dark, so he paid it no mind. Bat’s weren’t uncommon in this part of the world. 

“OooOOAHHHH!!!” A creature roared from the portcullis.

White hot flames shot out, blowing over the wall guards standing before the barbican. Their screams filled the air and Phaslo’s scalp prickled. 

“What unholy creature is this?” He wondered.

The flapping of wings whooshed past him for the second time. And as he whirled around to see this creature, an almighty crash came from the portcullis that bounced along the cobblestones from where it had been blown in. Phaslo spotted the massive dent in the front of it, where it had been bashed until failure. But before he could work out what caused it, the flapping returned and a white line of pain tore across his face. 

“GODS!” He snapped, clutching the shallow wound that narrowly missed his eye. Turning about, another slash, this time across his shoulders drove him to his knees. Throwing his hands out, Phaslo summoned a wave of fire to act as a shield. A pair of animalistic shrieks rang out and he caught a glimpse of two flying figures disappearing into the darkness. But with two cuts already, Phalso retreated down the stairs and back inside where it was safe. Whatever had brought down the gate, had to be too big to get inside the keep. Besides, his royal guards could handle anything save a dragon. And a dragon wouldn’t have bothered knocking the gate down first. 

“MY KING!” One of the guards cried, when they saw him bleeding.

“Don’t worry about it,” he snapped back. “I’ll not die from this. Find me a healer once we’ve got this mess sorted out!” 

“SIR!” The room chorused.

Snarling, Phaslo took a seat on his throne. As he did so, the main doors opened and a royal guard stepped into the room. The moment he was in, he made a gesture and the two closest guards helped him push the doors closed again. Then he stepped to the side and led a team lift for the massive beam that acted as the last resort. 

“What’s happening out there?”

“I’m not sure, my King,” the guard said quickly. “The wall defenders are routed. Whatever is out there, is breathing flames like air and tearing men limb from limb.”

Phaslo nodded, “Hopefully it can’t get inside then,” he grumbled.

“MY KING!” a muffled voice shouted from the other side. “MY KING PLEASE! IT-” THUMP!

The whole door shook, sending drifts of dust floating down. Phaslo frowned, thinking about how he was going to have a maid executed. Dust wasn’t acceptable and they’d obviously been too lazy to clean the doorway properly. His thoughts of violence towards his staff passed as Phaslo spotted blood seeping in under the solid wood.

THUMP

Phaslo looked back at the door. The Royal guards drew their weapons. Phaslo grit his teeth as his hair stood on end.

THUMP

“OooaaAAAHHH!”

THUMP

Phaslo spotted the first crack appear in the beam. 

THUMP

The crack began to widen. “What is this thing?” He hissed.

THUMP

The crack was splintering in random directions.

THUMP

Bits of wood splintered off, flying about the room. The soft tink of wood hitting the royal guards armour was audible from where Phaslo sat.

THUMP

The beam visibly shifted as it began to fail completely.

THUMP

“Move up!” one of the guards ordered.

THUMP

The whole door pushed in half a meter. While the guards closed in and made a wall

THUMP

“Whatever comes through that door, you will stand your ground!” Phaslo roared, pushing on his helmet and buckling it in place.

THUMP

The wood completely split. The room was silent except for the breathing of the thirty royal guards in attendance. Phaslo fingered his blade, not wanting to appear weak by drawing it early. 

THUMP

The doors flew open. In a split second, Phaslo stared in shock at Henry’s creature. It stood, wearing silver plate armour, though it lacked gauntlets and a helmet. It carried no weapons save a silver shield strapped to one arm. Behind it stood several figures. His daughter, dressed in plate armour, her useless handmaiden beside her, a tall nightmare in it’s humanoid form, a fetz woman and a human, both dressed as guards. As he watched, two small winged figures flew into the room, darting towards the ceiling.

“What?” Phaslo gasped.

But before anyone could react, the room exploded into action. The first row of royal guards disappeared with screams of pain as waves of flames washed over them. Out from the flames rushed the creature, grabbing guards and hurling them like sticks throughout the room. As the flames came to a stop, The other women rushed into the room, taking the royal guards by surprise as they immediately went on the offensive. But the guards were well trained and after a little more than half were dead, the rest were clustered around the dias. They held their own while the beast hammered into the last of the guards who hadn’t made it into formation. But Phaslo could see the writing on the wall. Turning, Phaslo headed for the stairs, ducking as the pair of drarskk swooped down on him. He knew immediately what had attacked him outside. If he could make it up to the roof, he could leap off, using his magic to soften his fall. Then he just needed to get to the stables and escape. Only, he found the stairs blocked by a wall of ice coming from that useless handmaiden. With a snarl, he knew it would be a waste of power, but he could overpower her spell and melt the ice away. 

Ignoring the sounds of fighting behind him, Phaslo sent his own power into the ice to heat it. As the water began to pool on the floor, the handmaiden sent another wave of ice to cover the first. Phaslo grit his teeth. She seemed determined to drain her lifeforce to keep him here. It didn’t make a lot of sense, but she was just a woman after all. They were replaceable and they knew it. As he surged and sent even more power into the ice, she sent more of her own. Glancing around, the women were taking down the last of the guards, who hadn’t been ripped apart by the creature. That horrible, beast of a man, who was now stalking towards him.

In a last ditch effort to escape, Phaslo turned his power on the handmaiden herself. Directing his energy to cover her body in flames. She would die regardless, but killing her like this would be quicker, then he could escape. So it was a surprise for him, when she sent out a flurry of snow, blocking his flames entirely.

“No!” Phaslo gasped.

A huge, crushing force clamped down on his shoulder. Gravity did flips and Phaslo slammed into the ceiling, getting just a strange glimpse of the world upside down. The fall was long and Phaslo cried out in fear as he went. Remembering at the last moment, he summoned a burst of wind to slow his fall, but one arm wouldn’t work properly so it caused him to trip and stagger to his knees as he couldn’t direct his energy flow accurately. Phaslo managed to stand upright, just a moment before a huge impact from his side sent him tumbling across the room, slamming into the far wall. From his position, he could feel his pelvis was shattered, along with both his arms. And while his legs still moved, they hurt terribly. He was also bleeding from his broken nose and having trouble breathing around the warped faceplate of his helmet. 

Looking up, he spotted the hand before it reached him. But Phaslo could do nothing to stop it. The hand gripped him around the neck and lifted him bodily from the floor. Phaslo found himself staring into the eyes of the creature. And… And it was crying like a babe… Tears rolled down it’s cheeks as it stared into his very soul. Phaslo felt himself being pulled closer for an instant, before being slammed bodily into the wall, cracking his head on the stones behind and seeing stars. A massive fist slammed into the side of his face. Phaslo cried out as his shattered teeth pierced the insides of his cheeks where the helmet deformed into his face. 

Then, without warning, momentum was reversed and he was airborne again, slamming into the floor and sliding until he came to a stop at the foot of his throne. This time, he couldn’t move well enough to look up. But he could still gasp as he was hauled upright and slammed into the seat. His whole body screamed with pain as his weight was forced onto his shattered pelvis. His only wish now was that they’d break his spine, so he could no longer feel the pain. Instead, his head was pulled back so he could look around. The same grip that held his head still, ripped his helmet off, crushing his broken jaw into his upper teeth in the process. 

The creature then stepped aside and allowed Phaslo to look at the carnage around him. All his guards were long dead. The room was practically destroyed. There were dents in the walls from where he’d impacted. And the only people here were the creature and this eclectic group of women, being led by his whore of a daughter. The women in question approached, staring hatefully at him. More than one were crying, just like the monster. But it was Eila that spoke.

“You didn’t know her. And you wouldn't understand even if you did.” She said, accepting a knife from the fetz, who was passing them out. “But three days ago, our sister wife died at the hands of General Honej. She was the best of us. The voice of reason. The calm, despite the storm. All we wanted was to live in peace, and you took that from us in the worst way possible.”

Phaslo just stared, unable to comprehend the meaning of her words. None of his bed-warmers had ever complained about having their sisters replaced. Not even when he’d removed them personally. They knew better. But before he could attempt to speak, Eila gave a subtle nod. 

A thick rope swung into view for just a moment, followed by a terrible pressure around his neck. The creature was garrotting him against his own throne. His tortured body struggled against the pain for a few moments before the women descended. He didn’t feel the first knife, but he felt the second. Thrashing about brokenly, Phaslo couldn’t even scream in pain as the women took their revenge. And he still didn’t understand why... 

***

It was raining… The air was cold… And… I couldn’t bring myself to do what I needed to, and knock on that door… But just like that first day I stood here, it opened, revealing Grah. My wives stood behind me in silence as I dropped to my knees in the mud and lowered my head. I felt so numb to the pain and anger, I didn’t react when his fist connected with my jaw. Nor did I react when he repeated it. Nor the third. As he screamed in rage and rained his anger upon me, the blows from his fists began to weaken as he slumped down before me, pressing his head into my shoulder. And I sat still, acting as his support.

“You were supposed to protect her,” Grah cried brokenly. “My little girl!” 

I reached out and Eila handed me Phaslo’s dented helmet. Slowly, I pressed it into Grah’s lap. And he sighed. 

“She was avenged,” I said softly.

It was raining, as I knelt in the mud, the broken heart, the only thing I could feel. Killing Phaslo, hadn’t brought Chit back. It wouldn’t bring back Grah’s daughter. It wouldn’t bring back my wife. It wouldn’t bring back my loved ones’ sister. 

This could never happen again.

Never. Again. 
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